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GATEWAY by Frederi k Pohl

My nanme is Robinette Broadhead, in spite of which | amnmale. My analyst (whom | cal
Sigfrid von Shrink, although that isn't his nane; he hasn't got a nane, being a nachine) has a | ot
of electronic fun with this fact:

"Why do you care if some people think it's a girl's nane, Rob?"

"l don't."

"Then why do you keep bringing it up?"

He annoys me when he keeps bringing up what | keep bringing up. | look at the ceiling with
its hanging nobiles and pinatas, then | look out the window. It isn't really a window. It's a
nmovi ng hol opi c of surf coming in on Kaena Point; Sigfrid s progranmring is pretty eclectic. After a
while I say, "I can't help what my parents called ne. | tried spelling it ROB-I-NE-T, but then

everybody pronounces it wong."
"You could change it to sonething else, you know. "

“I'f I changed it," | say, and | amsure | amright in this, "you would just tell nme |I was
goi ng to obsessive lengths to defend ny inner dichotomes."

"What | would tell you," Sigfrid says, in his heavy nechanical attenpt at humor, "is that,
pl ease, you shouldn't use technical psychoanalytic terns. |1'd appreciate it if you would just say
what you feel."

"What | feel," | say, for the thousandth tine, "is happy. | got no problens. Wiy woul dn't
| feel happy?"

We play these word ganes a lot, and | don't like them | think there's sonething wong
with his program He says, "You tell me, Robbie. Wiy don't you feel happy?"

| don't say anything to that. He persists. "I think you're worried."

"Shit, Sigfrid," | say, feeling a little disgust, "you always say that. |I'mnot worried
about anything. "

He tries wheedling. "There's nothing wong with saying how you feel ."

| look out the wi ndow again, angry because | can feel nyself trenbling and | don't know
why. "You're a pain in the ass, Sigfrid, you know that?"

He says something or other, but I amnot listening. | amwondering why | waste ny tinme
com ng here. If there was anybody ever who had every reason to be happy, | have to be him |'m
rich. I"'mpretty good-looking. I amnot too old, and anyway, | have Full Medical so | can be just
about any age | want to be for the next fifty years or so. | live in New York Gty under the Big
Bubbl e, where you can't afford to live unless you're really well fixed, and maybe sone ki nd of
celebrity besides. | have a sunmer apartnent that overl ooks the Tappan Sea and the Palisades Dam
And the girls go crazy over ny three Qut bangles. You don't see too many prospectors anywhere on
Earth, not even in New York. They're all wild to have me tell themwhat it's really like out
around the Orion Nebula or the Lesser Magellanic Coud. (1've never been to either place, of
course. The one really interesting place |I've been to | don't like to talk about.)

"Or," says Sigirid, having waited the appropriate nunber of mcroseconds for a response to

whatever it was he said last, "if you really are happy, why do you cone here for hel p?"
| hate it when he asks ne the same questions | ask myself. | don't answer. | squirm around
until | get confortable again on the plastic foam mat, because | can tell that it's going to be a

I ong, lousy session. If | knew why |I needed help, why would | need hel p?

I think you're worried.

Shit, Sigfrid, you always say that. |I'mnot worried about anything.

Why don't you tell me about it. There's nothing wong with saying how you feel

“"You're a pain in the ass, Sigfrid, you know t hat?"
"Rob, you aren't very responsive today," Sigfrid says through the little | oudspeaker at
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the head of the mat. Sonetinmes he uses a very lifelike dummy, sitting in an arnchair, tapping a
pencil and smiling quirkily at me fromtine to tine. But |'ve told himthat that makes me nervous.
"Why don't you just tell ne what you're thinking?"

“I'"'mnot thinking about anything, particularly."

"Let your mind roam Say whatever conmes into it, Rob."

“I'"'mrenenbering--" | say, and stop
"Renenbering what, Rob?"
" Gat eway?"

"That sounds nore like a question than a statenent."

"Maybe it is. | can't help that. That's what |'mrenenbering: Gateway."

| have every reason to renenber Gateway. That's how | got the noney and the bangles, and
other things. | think back to the day | left Gateway. That was, let's see, Day 31 of Obit 22,
whi ch neans, counting back, just about sixteen years and a couple of nonths since | left there. |
was thirty mnutes out of the hospital and couldn't wait to collect my pay, catch my ship, and
bl ow.

Sigfrid says politely, "Please say what you're thinking out |oud, Robbie."

“I'"'mthinking about Shikitei Bakin," | say.
"Yes, you've mentioned him | remenber. What about hin?P" | don't answer. A d, |egless
Shi cky Bakin had the roomnext to mne, but | don't want to discuss it with Sigfrid. | wiggle

around on ny circular mat, thinking about Shicky and trying to cry.

"You seem upset, Rob."

I don't answer to that, either. Shicky was al nost the only person | said good-bye to on
Gat eway. That was funny. There was a big difference in our status. | was a prospector, and Shicky
was a garbagenman. They paid hi m enough noney to cover his |ife-support tax because he did odd
j obs, and even on Gateway they have to have sonebody to clean up the garbage. But sooner or |ater
he woul d be too old and too sick to be any nore use at all. Then, if he was |ucky, they would push
hi mout into space and he would die. If he wasn't |ucky, they'd probably send himback to a
pl anet. He would die there, too, before very long; but first he woul d have the experience of
living for a few weeks or so as a hel pless cripple.

Anyway, he was ny nei ghbor. Every norning he would get up and painstakingly vacuum every
square inch around his cell. It would be dirty, because there was so much trash floating around
Gateway all the tine, despite the attenpts to clean it up. Wien he had it perfectly clean, even
around the roots of the little shrublets he planted and shaped, he woul d take a handful of

pebbl es, bottle caps, bits of torn paper -- the sanme trash he'd just vacuunmed up, half the tine --
and pai nstakingly arrange it on the place he had just cleaned. Funny! | never could see the
difference, but Klara said ... Klara said she coul d.

"Rob, what were you thinking about just then?" Sigfrid asks.

| roll up into a fetal ball and nunbl e sonet hing.

"I couldn't understand what you just said, Robbie."

| don't say anything. | wonder what becane of Shicky. | suppose he died. Suddenly | fee
very sad about Shicky dying, such a very long way from Nagoya, and | wish again that | could cry.
But | can't. | squirmand wiggle. | flail against the foammat until the restraining straps
squeak. Not hing hel ps. The pain and shame won't come out. | feel rather pleased with myself that I
amtrying so hard to let the feelings out, but | have to admt | am not being successful, and the
dreary intervi ew goes on

Sigfrid says, "Rob, you're taking a long tine to answer. Do you think you' re hol ding
sonet hi ng back?"

| say virtuously, "What kind of a question is that? If | am how would | know?" | pause to
survey the inside of ny brain, looking in all the corners for padl ocks that | can open for
Sigfrid. | don't see any. | say judiciously, "I don't think that's it, exactly. | don't feel as if

I were blocking. It's nore as if there were so nmany things | wanted to say that | couldn't decide
whi ch. "

"Take any one, Rob. Say the first thing that cones into your mnd."

Now, that's dunb, it seens to ne. How do | know which is the first thing, when they're al
boiling around in there together? My father? My nother? Sylvia? Klara? Poor Shicky, trying to
bal ance hinself in flight w thout any |egs, flapping around |ike a barn swallow chasing bugs as he
scoops the cobwebby scraps out of Gateway's air?

I reach down into ny mnd for places where | know it hurts, because it has hurt there
before. The way | felt when | was seven years old, parading up and down the Rock Park wal k in
front of the other kids, begging for soneone to pay attention to me? The way it was when we were
out of real space and knew that we were trapped, with the ghost star com ng up out of nothingness
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below us like the snile of a Cheshire cat? Ch, | have a hundred nmenories like those, and they al
hurt. That is, they can. They are pain. They are clearly | abeled PAINFUL in the index to ny
menory. | know where to find them and | know what it feels like to |l et them surface.

But they will not hurt unless |I let them out.

“"I"'mwaiting, Rob," Sigfrid says.

“I"'mthinking," | say. As | lie there it cones to nmy nind that 1'll be late for my guitar
| esson. That rem nds ne of sonething, and | | ook at the fingers of nmy left hand, checking to see
that the fingernails have not grown too | ong, w shing the calluses were harder and thicker. | have
not learned to play the guitar very well, but nost people are not that critical and it gives ne
pl easure. Only you have to keep practicing and renenbering. Let's see, | think, how do you nake

that transition fromthe D-naj to the C7th again?

"Rob," Sigfrid says, "this has not been a very productive session. There are only about
ten or fifteen mnutes left. Wiy don't you just say the first thing that cones into your nind
now. "

| reject the first thing and say the second. "The first thing that comes into ny mnd is
the way nmy nother was crying when ny father was killed."

“I don't think that was actually the first thing, Rob. Let ne nake a guess. Was the first
t hi ng sonet hi ng about Kl ara?"

My chest fills, tingling. My breath catches. Al of a sudden there's Klara rising up

before ne, sixteen years earlier and not yet an hour older. . . . | say, "As a matter of fact,
Sigfrid, I think what I want to talk about is ny nother." | allow nmyself a polite, deprecatory
chuckl e.

Sigfrid doesn't ever sigh in resignation, but he can be silent in a way that sounds about
t he san®e.

"You see," | go on, carefully outlining all the relevant issues, "she wanted to get
married again after nmy father died. Not right away. | don't nean that she was gl ad about his
death, or anything like that. No, she loved him all right. But still, | see now, she was a
heal thy young worman -- well, fairly young. Let's see, | suppose she was about thirty-three. And if
it hadn't been for me I'm sure she would have remarried. | have feelings of guilt about that. |
kept her fromdoing it. | went to her and said, 'Ma, you don't need another man. |'Il be the man
inthe famly. I'Il take care of you.' Only | couldn't, of course. | was only about five years

old."

"I think you were nine, Robbie."

"Was |? Let me think. Cee, Sigfrid, | guess you're right--" And then | try to swallow a
big drop of spit that has sonehow instantly formed in ny throat and | gag and cough.

"Say it, Rob!" Sigfrid says insistently. "Wat do you want to say?"

"CGod damm you, Sigfrid!"

"Go ahead, Rob. Say it."

"Say what? Christ, Sigfrid!/ You' re driving ne right up the wall! This shit isn't doing
ei ther one of us any good!"

"Say what's bothering you, Rob, please."

"Shut your flicking tin mouth!"™ Al that carefully covered pain is pushing its way out and
| can't stand it, can't deal with it.

"l suggest, Rob, that you try--"

| surge against the straps, Kkicking chunks out of the foam matting, roaring, "Shut up
you! | don't want to hear. | can't cope with this, don't you understand ne? | can't! Can't cope,
can't cope!"”

Sigfrid waits patiently for ne to stop weepi ng, whi ch happens rather suddenly. And then
before he can say anything, | say wearily, "Ch, hell, Sigfrid, this whole thing isn't getting us
anywhere. | think we should call it off. There nust be other people who need your services nore
than | do."

"As to that, Rob," he says, "I amquite conpetent to neet all the demands on ny tine."

| amdrying ny tears on the paper towels he has left beside the mat and don't answer.

"There is still excess capacity, in fact," he goes on. "But you nust be the judge of
whet her we continue with these sessions or not."
"Have you got anything to drink in the recovery roon?" | ask him

"Not in the sense you nmean, no. There is what | amtold is a very pleasant bar on the top
floor of this building."

"Well," | say, "I just wonder what |'mdoing here."
And, fifteen mnutes later, having confirmed ny appointnent for the next week, | am
drinking a cup of tea in Sigfrid s recovery cubicle. | listen to hear if his next patient has
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started screaning yet, but | can't hear anything.

So | wash ny face, adjust ny scarf, and slick down the little comick in my hair. | go up
to the bar for a quick one. The headwaiter, who is human, knows ne, and gives ne a seat | ooking
south toward the Lower Bay rimof the bubble. He | ooks toward a tall, copper-skinned girl with
green eyes sitting by herself, but | shake ny head. | drink one short drink, admre the | egs on
t he copper-skinned girl and, thinking nostly about where | amgoing to go for dinner, keep ny
appoi ntnent for ny guitar |esson.

Al my life |l wanted to be a prospector, as far back as | can renenber. | couldn't have
been nore than six when nmy father and nother took nme to a fair in Cheyenne. Hot dogs and popped
soya, col ored-paper hydrogen balloons, a circus with dogs and horses, wheels of fortune, ganes,
rides. And there was a pressure tent with opaque sides, a dollar to get in, and inside sonebody
had arranged a display of inports fromthe Heechee tunnels on Venus. Prayer fans and fire pearls,
real Heechee-netal nmirrors that you could buy for twenty-five dollars apiece. Pa said they weren't
real, but to ne they were real. We couldn't afford twenty-five dollars apiece, though. And when
you cane right down to it, | didn't really need a mrror. Freckled face, buck teeth, hair |
brushed strai ght back and tied. They had just found Gateway. | heard ny father tal king about it
goi ng hone that night in the airbus, when |I guess they thought | was asleep, and the w stfu
hunger in his voice kept ne awake.

If it hadn't been for ny nother and ne he night have found a way to go. But he never got
the chance. He was dead a year later. Al | inherited fromhimwas his job, as soon as | was big
enough to hold it.

The Heechee Hut

Direct fromthe Lost Tunnels of Venus!

Rare Religi ous Objects

Pricel ess Gens Once Wrn by the Secret Race
Astoundi ng Scientific Discoveries

EVERY | TEM GUARANTEED AUTHENTI C!

Speci al Di scount for

Scientific Parties and Students

THESE FANTASTI C OBJECTS

ARE COLDER THAN HUMANI TY!

Now for the first tinme at popular prices
Adults, $2.50

Chil dren, $1.00

Del bert Guyne, Ph.D., D.D., Proprietor

I don't know if you' ve ever worked in the food mnes, but you' ve probably heard about

them There isn't any great joy there. | started, half-tinme and hal f-pay, at twelve. By the tine |
was sixteen | had ny father's rating: charge driller -- good pay, hard work.
But what can you do with the pay? It isn't enough for Full Medical. It isn't enough even

to get you out of the mines, only enough to be a sort of |ocal success story. You work six hours
on and ten hours off. Eight hours' sleep and you're on again, with your clothes stinking of shale
all the time. You can't snobke, except in sealed roons. The oil fog settles everywhere. The girls
are as snelly and slick and frazzled as you are.

So we all did the sane things, we worked and chased each other's wonmen and pl ayed the

lottery. And we drank a |lot, the cheap, powerful |iquor that was nade not ten mles away.
Sonetimes it was | abel ed Scotch and sonetinmes vodka or bourbon, but it all cane off the sane sline-
still colums. | was no different fromany of the others . . . except that, one tine, | won the
lottery. And that was ny ticket out.

Bef ore that happened | just |ived.
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My nother was a miner, too. After nmy father was killed in the shaft fire she brought ne
up, with the help of the conpany creche. W got along all right until | had ny psychotic episode
I was twenty-six at the tine. | had some trouble with my girl, and then for a while | just
couldn't get out of bed in the nmorning. So they put nme away. | was out of circulation for nost of
a year, and when they let nme out of the shrink tank ny nother had died.

Face it: that was ny fault. | don't nmean | planned it, | nean she would have lived if she
hadn't had me to worry about. There wasn't enough noney to pay the nmedi cal expenses for both of
us. | needed psychot herapy. She needed a new lung. She didn't get it, so she died.

| hated living on in the sane apartnent after she was dead, but it was either that or go
into bachelor quarters. | didn't like the idea of living in such close proximty to a |lot of nen.
O course | could have gotten married. | didn't -- Sylvia, the girl 1'd had the trouble with, was
| ong gone by that tinme -- but it wasn't because | had anything against the idea of marriage. Maybe
you mght think | did, considering nmy psychiatric history, and also considering that 1'd |ived
with ny nother as long as she was alive. But it isn't true. | liked girls very nuch. | would have
been very happy to marry one and raise a child.

But not in the mines.

| didn't want to |l eave a son of nine the way ny father had left ne.

Charge drilling is bitchy hard work. Now they use steamtorches with Heechee heating coils
and the shale just politely splits away, |ike carving cubes of wax. But then we drilled and
bl asted. You'd go down into the shaft on the high-speed drop at the start of your shift. The shaft
wal | was slinmy and stinking ten inches fromyour shoul der, moving at sixty kiloneters an hour

relative to you; |I've seen niners with a few drinks in them stagger and stretch out a hand to
support thensel ves and pull back a stunmp. Then you pile out of the bucket and slip and stunble on
the duckboards for a kilometer or nore till you cone to the working face. You drill your shaft.

You set your charges. Then you back out into a cul-de-sac while they blast, hoping you figured it
right and the whole reeking, oily mass doesn't cone down on you. (If you're buried alive you can
live up to a week in the | oose shale. People have. Wen they don't get rescued until after the
third day they're usually never any good for anything anynore.) Then, if everything has gone al
right, you dodge the handling | oaders as they come creeping in on their tracks, on your way to the
next face.

The nmasks, they say, take out nobst of the hydrocarbons and the rock dust. They don't take
out the stink. I'"'mnot sure they take out all the hydrocarbons, either. My nother is not the only
m ner | knew who needed a new lung -- nor the only one who couldn't pay for one, either

And then, when your shift is over, where is there to go?

You go to a bar. You go to a dormroomwth a girl. You go to a rec-roomto play cards.
You watch TV.

You don't go outdoors very nuch. There's no reason. There are a couple of little parks,
careful ly tended, planted, replanted; Rock Park even has hedges and a |awn. | bet you never saw a
| awn that had to be washed, scrubbed (with detergent!), and air-dried every week, or it would die.
So we nostly | eave the parks to the kids.

Apart fromthe parks, there is only the surface of Woning, and as far as you can see it
| ooks |ike the surface of the Mdoon. Nothing green anywhere. Nothing alive. No birds, no squirrels,
no pets. A few sludgy, squidgy creeks that for sone reason are always bright ochre-red under the
oil. They tell us that we're lucky at that, because our part of Wom ng was shaft-mned. In
Col orado, where they strip-nmned, things were even worse.

| always found that hard to believe, and still do, but |'ve never gone to | ook

And apart fromeverything else, there's the snell and sight and sound of the work. The
sunsets orangey-brown through the haze. The constant snell. Al day and all night there's the roar
of the extractor furnaces, heating and grinding the marlstone to get the kerogen out of it, and
the runble of the long-line conveyors, dragging the spent shale away to pile it sonmewhere.

See, you have to heat the rock to extract the oil. Wen you heat it it expands, |ike
popcorn. So there's no place to put it. You can't squeeze it back into the shaft you' ve taken it
out of; there's too nmuch of it. If you dig out a mountain of shale and extract the oil, the popped

shale that's left is enough to make two nountains. So that's what you do. You build new nountai ns.
And the runoff heat fromthe extractors warns the culture sheds, and the oil grows its
slime as it trickles through the shed, and the slinme-skimers scoop it off and dry it and press it
and we eat it, or sone of it, for breakfast the next morning.
Funny. In the old days oil used to bubble right out of the ground! And all people thought
to do with it was stick it in their autonobiles and burn it up
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Al the TV shows have noral e-buil der conmercials telling us how inportant our work is, how
the whole world depends on us for food. It's all true. They don't have to keep rem nding us. If we
didn't do what we do there would be hunger in Texas and kwashi orkor anong the babies in Oregon. W
all know that. Wt contribute five trillion calories a day to the world's diet, half the protein
ration for about a fifth of the global population. It all cones out of the yeasts and bacteria we
grow of f the Woning shale oil, along with parts of Uah and Col orado. The world needs that food.
But so far it has cost us nost of Woning, half of Appalachia, a big chunk of the Athabasca tar
sands region. . . and what are we going to do with all those people when the |last drop of
hydrocarbon is converted to yeast?

It's not ny problem but | still think of it.

It stopped being ny problemwhen | won the lottery, the day after Christnas, the year
turned twenty-six.

The prize was two hundred and fifty thousand dollars. Enough to live like a king for a
year. Enough to marry and keep a fanmily on, provided we both worked and didn't live too high

O enough for a one-way ticket to Gateway.

| took the lottery ticket down to the travel office and turned it in for passage. They
were glad to see ne; they didn't do nuch of a business there, especially in that kind of
commodity. | had about ten thousand dollars |left over in change, give or take a little. | didn't
count it. | bought drinks for nmy whole shift as far as it would go. Wth the fifty people in ny
shift, and all the friends and casual drop-ins who | eeched on to the party, it went about
twent yf our hours.

Then | staggered through a Wom ng blizzard back to the travel office. Five nonths |ater
I was circling in toward the asteroid, staring out the portholes at the Brazilian cruiser that was
chal l engi ng us, on nmy way to being a prospector at |ast.

3

Sigfrid never closes off a subject. He never says, "Well, Rob, | guess we've tal ked enough
about that." But sometines when |'ve been |lying there on the mat for a long tine, not responding
much, making jokes or humm ng through nmy nose, after a while he'll say:

"I think we might go back to a different area, Rob. There was sonething you said sone tine
ago that we mght follow up. Can you renenber that time, the last tine you--"

"The last time | talked to Klara, right?"

"Yes, Rob."

"Sigfrid, | always know what you're going to say."

"Doesn't matter if you do, Rob. \Wat about it? Do you want to tal k about how you felt that
time?"

"Way not?" | clean the nail of nmy right mddle finger by drawing it between ny two | ower
front teeth. | inspect it and say, "I realize that was an inportant time. Maybe it was the worst
monent of ny life, about. Even worse than when Sylvia ditched me, or when |I found out my nother
died."

"Are you saying you'd rather talk about one of those things, Rob?"

"Not at all. You say talk about Klara, we'll talk about Kl ara."

And | settle nyself on the foamnmat and think for a while. |1've been very interested in
transcendental insight, and sonetinmes when | set a problemto ny mind and just start saying ny
mantra over and over | come out of it with the problem solved: Sell the fish-farmstock in Baja
and buy pl unbi ng supplies on the commoditi es exchange. That was one, and it really paid out. O:
Take Rachel to Merida for waterskling on the Bay of Canpeche. That got her into ny bed the first
time, when I'd tried everything el se.

And then Sigfrid says, "You're not respondi ng, Rob."

“I'"'mthinking about what you said."

"Pl ease don't think about it, Rob. Just talk. Tell ne what you're feeling about Klara

right now "

| try to think it out honestly. Sigfrid won't let ne get into Tl for it, so | |ook inside
my mnd for suppressed feelings.

"Well, not much," | say. Not nuch on the surface, anyway.

"Do you renenber the feeling at the tine, Rob?"
"Of course | do."
"Try to feel what you felt then, Rob."
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"All right." Obediently I reconstruct the situation in ny mind. There | am talking to
Klara on the radio. Dane is shouting sonething in the lander. We're all frightened out of our
wits. Down underneath us the blue m st is opening up, and | see the dimskeletal star for the
first time. The Three-ship -- no, it was a Five. . Anyway, it stinks of vomt and perspiration. My
body aches.

| can remenber it exactly, although | would be lying if | said | was letting nyself fee
it.

| say lightly, half chuckling, "Sigfrid, there's an intensity of pain and guilt and nisery
there that | just can't handle.” Sometinmes | try that with him saying a kind of painful truth in
the tone you nmight use to ask the waiter at a cocktail party to bring you another rum punch. | do
that when | want to divert his attack. | don't think it works. Sigfrid has a | ot of Heechee
circuits in him He's a lot better than the machines at the Institute were, when | had ny epi sode.
He continuously nonitors all my physical parameters: skin conductivity and pul se and bet a-wave
activity and so on. He gets readings fromthe restraining straps that hold me on the mat, to show
how violently | fling nmyself around. He neters the volune of ny voice and spectrum scans the print
for overtones. And he al so understands what the words nean. Sigfrid is extrenely snart,
consi deri ng how stupid he is.

It is very hard, sonetinmes, to fool him | get to the end of a session absolutely |inp,
with the feeling that if | had stayed with himfor one nmore minute I would have found nyself
falling right down into that pain and it woul d have destroyed ne.

O cured nme. Perhaps they are the same thing.

| don't know why | keep com ng back to you, Sigfrid.

I rem nd you, Robby, you've already used up three stomachs and, let ne see, nearly five
meters of intestine.

U cers, cancer.

Sonet hi ng appears to be eating away at you, Rob

So there was Gateway, getting bigger and bigger in the ports of the ship up fromEarth:

An asteroid. O perhaps the nucleus of a comet. About ten kilometers through, the |ongest
way. Pear-shaped. On the outside it |ooks |ike a lunpy charred blob with glints of blue. On the
inside it's the gateway to the universe.

Sheri Loffat |eaned against nmy shoulder, with the rest of our bunch of woul d-be
prospectors clustered behind us, staring. "Jesus, Rob. Look at the cruisers!"

"They find anything wong," said sonebody behind us, "and they bl ow us out of space."

"They won't find anything wong," said Sheri, but she ended her remark with a question
mar k. Those crui sers | ooked nmean, circling jealously around the asteroid, watching to see that
whoever cones in isn't going to steal the secrets that are worth nore than anyone coul d ever pay.

We hung to the porthole braces to rubberneck at them Foolishness, that was. W coul d have
been killed. There wasn't really much |ikelihood that our ship's matching orbit with Gateway or
the Brazilian cruiser would take nmuch delta-V, but there only had to be one quick course
correction to spatter us. And there was always the other possibility, that our ship would rotate a
quarterturn or so and we'd suddenly find ourselves staring into the naked, nearby sun. That neant
bl i ndness for always, that close. But we wanted to see.

The Brazilian cruiser didn't bother to |l ock on. W saw flashes back and forth, and knew
that they were checking our nanifests by laser. That was norrmal. | said the cruisers were watching
for thieves, but actually they were nore to watch each other than to worry about anybody el se.

I ncludi ng us. The Russi ans were suspicious of the Chinese, the Chinese were suspicious of the
Russi ans, the Brazilians were suspicious of the Venusians. They were all suspicious of the
Aneri cans.

So the other four cruisers were surely watching the Brazilians nore closely than they were
wat ching us. But we all knew that if our coded navicerts had not matched the patterns their five
separate consul ates at the departure port on Earth had filed, the next step would not have been an
argunent. It woul d have been a torpedo.

It's funny. | could imagine that torpedo. | could inmagine the col d-eyed warrior who woul d
aimand launch it, and how our ship would blossominto a flare of orange |ight and we woul d al
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becone dissociated atons in orbit. . . . Only the torpedonan on that ship, |'mpretty sure, was at
that time an arnorer's nate named Francy Hereira. W got to be pretty good buddies |later on. He
wasn't what you'd really call a cold-eyed killer. |I cried in his arns all the day after | got back

fromthat last trip, in nmy hospital room when he was supposed to be searching nme for contraband
And Francy cried with ne.

The crui ser noved away and we all surged gently out, then pulled ourselves back to the
wi ndow with the grips, as our ship began to close in on Gateway.

"Looks like a case of smallpox," said sonebody in the group

It did; and sone of the pocknmarks were open. Those were the berths for ships that were out
on mssion. Sonme of them would stay open forever, because the ships woul dn't be com ng back. But
nost of the pocks were covered with bul ges that |ooked |ike rmushroom caps.

Those caps were the ships thensel ves, what Gateway was all about.

The ships weren't easy to see. Neither was Gateway itself. It had a | ow al bedo to begin
with, and it wasn't very big: as | say, about ten kiloneters on the long axis, half that through
its equator of rotation. But it could have been detected. After that first tunnel rat led themto
it, astronomers began asking each other why it hadn't been spotted a century earlier. Now that
they know where to look, they find it. It sonetimes gets as bright as seventeenth magnitude, as
seen from Earth. That's easy. You would have thought it would have been picked up in a routine
mappi ng program

The thing is, there weren't that many routine mapping prograns in that direction, and it
seens CGateway wasn't where they were | ooking when they | ooked.

Stellar astronony usually pointed away fromthe sun. Solar astronomy usually stayed in the
pl ane of the ecliptic -- and Gateway has a right-angle orbit. So it fell through the cracks.

The pi ezophone cl ucked and said, "Docking in five mnutes. Return to your bunks. Fasten
webbi ng. "

W were al nost there.

Sheri Loffat reached out and held my hand through the webbing. | squeezed back. We had
never been to bed together, never net until she turned up in the bunk next to nmine on the ship,
but the vibrations were practically sexual. As though we were about to nmake it in the biggest,
best way there ever could be; but it wasn't sex, it was Gateway.

When nmen began to poke around the surface of Venus they found the Heechee diggi ngs.

They didn't find any Heechees. \Woever the Heechees were, whenever they had been on Venus,
they were gone. Not even a body was left in a burial pit to exhune and cut apart. Al there was,
was the tunnels, the caverns, the few piddling little artifacts, the technol ogi cal wonders that
human bei ngs puzzled over and tried to reconstruct.

Then sonebody found a Heechee map of the solar system Jupiter was there with its noons,
and Mars, and the outer planets, and the Earth-Mon pair. And Venus, which was marked in black on
the shining blue surface of the Heechee-nmetal nmap. And Mercury, and one other thing, the only
other thing marked in black besides Venus: an orbital body that cane inside the perihelion of

(Transcript of Q & A, Professor Hegranet's lecture.)

Q What did the Heechee | ook |ike?
Prof essor Hegranet: Nobody knows. W' ve never found anything resenbling a photograph, or a
drawi ng, except for two or three maps. Or a book

Q Didn't they have sone system of storing know edge, |ike witing?

Prof essor Hegranet: Well, of course they nust have. But what it is, | don't know | have a
suspicion . . . well, it's only a guess.

Q What?

Prof essor Hegranet: Well, think about our own storage nethods and how t hey woul d have been

received in pretechnological tinmes. If we'd given, say, Euclid a book, he could have figured out
what it was, even if he couldn't understand what it was saying. But what if we'd given hima tape

cassette? He woul dn't have known what to do with it. | have a suspicion, no, a conviction, that we
have sone Heechee "books" we just don't recognize. A bar of Heechee netal. Maybe that Qspiral in
the ships, the function of which we don't know at all. This isn't a new idea. They've all been

tested for magnetic codes, for mcrogrooves, for chenical patterns-- nothing has shown up. But we
may not have the instrument we need to detect the nessages.
Q There's sonething about the Heechee that | just don't understand. Wiy did they |eave
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all these tunnels and places? Were did they go?
Prof essor Hegranet: Young lady, it beats the piss out of ne.

Mercury and outside the orbit of Venus, tipped ninety degrees out of the plane of the ecliptic so
that it never cane very close to either. A body which had never been identified by terrestria
astrononers. Conjecture: an asteroid, or a conet -- the difference was only semantic -- which the
Heechees had cared about specially for sone reason

Probably sooner or later a telescopic probe would have followed up that clue, but it
wasn't necessary. Then The Fampbus Syl vester Macklen -- who wasn't up to that point the fanpus
anyt hi ng, just another tunnel rat on Venus -- found a Heechee ship and got hinself to Gateway, and
died there. But he managed to | et people know where he was by cleverly blowing up his ship. So a
NASA probe was diverted fromthe chronmosphere of the sun, and Gateway was reached and opened up by
man.

I nside were the stars.

Inside, to be |l ess poetic and nore literal, were nearly a thousand snallish spacecraft,
shaped sonething |ike fat nushroons. They canme in several shapes and sizes. The littlest ones were
button-topped, like the nushroons they grow in the Wom ng tunnels after they've dug all the shale
out, and you buy in the supernmarket. The bigger ones were pointy, |like nmorels. Inside the caps of
the nushroonms were living quarters and a power source that no one understood. The stens were
chemi cal rocket ships, kind of |like the old Mon Landers of the first space prograns.

No one had ever figured out how the caps were driven, or howto direct them

That was one of the things that nade us all nervous: the fact that we were going to take
our chances wi th somet hi ng nobody understood. You literally had no control, once you started out
in a Heechee ship. Their courses were built into their guidance system in a way that nobody had
figured out; you could pick one course, but once picked that was it -- and you didn't know where
it was going to take you when you picked it, any nore than you know what's in your box of Cracker-
Joy until you open it.

But they worked. They still worked, after what they say is nmaybe half a nillion years.

The first guy who had the guts to get into one and try to start it up succeeded. It lifted
out of its crater on the surface of the asteroid. It turned fuzzy and bright, and was gone.

And three nonths later, it was back, with a starved, staring astronaut inside, aglow wth
triunph. He had been to another star! He had orbited a great gray planet with swirling yell ow
cl ouds, had nmanaged to reverse the controls -- and had been brought back to the very sane
pockmark, by the built-in guidance controls.

So they sent out another ship, this tine one of the big, pointy norel-shaped ones, with a
crew of four and plenty of rations and instrunentation. They were gone only about fifty days. In
that time they had not just reached another solar system they had actually used the |lander to go
down to the surface of a planet. There wasn't anything living there . . . but there had been

They found the remants. Not a lot. A few beat-up pieces of trash, on a corner of a
mount ai ntop that had m ssed the general destruction that had hit the planet. Qut of the
radi oactive dust they had picked up a brick, a ceranmic bolt, a half-nmelted thing that |ooked as
though it had once been a chromumflute.

Then the star rush began . . . and we were part of it.

Sigfrid is a pretty snart nmachine, but sometinmes | can't figure out what's wong with him
He's always asking ne to tell himmy dreans. Then sonetinmes | conme in all aglow with sone dream
I'"mpositive he's going to | ove, a big-red-apple-for-the-teacher kind of dream full of penis
synbol s and fetishismand guilt hang-ups, and he di sappoints me. He takes off on some crazy track

that has nothing at all to do with it. I tell himthe whole thing, and then he sits and clicks and
whirs and buzzes for a while -- he doesn't really, but |I fantasize that while I"'mwaiting -- and
then he says:

"Let's go back to sonething different, Rob. |I'minterested in sone of the things you' ve

sai d about the woman, CGelle-Klara Mynlin."

| say, "Sigfrid, you're off on a wld-goose chase again."

"I don't think so, Rob."

"But that dreaml My CGod, don't you see how inportant it is? What about the nother figure
init?"
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"What about letting me do ny job, Rob?"

"Do | have a choice?" | say, feeling sul ky.

"You al ways have a choice, Rob, but | would like very nuch to quote to you sonething you
said a while ago." And he stops, and | hear nmy own voice com ng out of sonewhere in his tapes. |
am sayi ng

"Sigfrid, there's an intensity of pain and guilt and misery there that | just can't
handl e. "

He waits for ne to say sonething.

After a moment | do. "That's a nice recording," | acknow edge, "but |1'd rather tal k about
the way ny nother fixation conmes out in ny dream"”

"I think it would be nore productive to explore this other natter, Rob. It is possible
they're related.”

"Real ly?" | amall warnmed up to discuss this theoretical possibility in a detached and
phi | osophi cal way, but he beats ne to the punch

"The | ast conversation you had with Kl ara, Rob. Please tell nme what you feel about it."

“"I"'ve told you." | amnot enjoying this at all, it is such a waste of time, and | nake
sure he knows it by the tone of ny voice and the tenseness of ny body against the restraining
straps. "It was even worse than with ny nother."

"I know you'd rather switch to tal king about your nother, Rob, but please don't, right
now. Tell ne about that time with Klara. What are you feeling about it at this m nute?"

| try to think it out honestly. After all, | can do that nuch. | don't actually have to
say it. But all | can find to say is, "Not nuch.”

After alittle wait he says, "lIs that all, 'not nuch' ?"

"That's it. Not much.” Not nuch on the surface, anyway. | do renenber how | was feeling at
the tine. | open up that nenory, very cautiously, to see what it was |like. Going down into that
blue nist. Seeing the dimghost star for the first tine. Talking to Klara on the radi o, while Dane
is whispering inm ear. . . . | close it up again.

"It all hurts, alot, Sigfrid," | say conversationally. Sonetinmes | try to fool him by

saying enotionally | oaded things in the tone you mght use to order a cup of coffee, but | don't
think it works. Sigfrid listens to volunme and overtones, but he also listens to breathing and
pauses, as well as the sense of the words. He is extrenely snmart, considering how stupid he is.

Fi ve pernanent-party noncons, one from each of the cruisers, patted us down, checked our
I Ds and turned us over to a Corporation screening clerk. Sheri giggled when the Russian's pat hit
a sensitive spot and whi spered, "Wat do they think we're snuggling in, Rob?"

| shushed her. The Corporation wonman had taken our |anding cards fromthe Chi nese Spec/3
in charge of the detail and was calling out our names. There were eight of us altogether. "Wl cone

aboard," she said. "Each one of you fish will get a proctor assigned to you. He'll help you get
straightened out with a place to live, answer your questions, |let you know where to report for the
medi cal and your classes. Also, he'll give you a copy of the contract to sign. You've each had

el even hundred and fifty dollars deducted fromyour cash on deposit with the ship that brought you
here; that's your |ife-support tax for the first ten days. The rest you can draw on any tine by
writing a P-check. Your proctor will show you how. Linscott!"”

The mi ddl e-aged black man fromBaja California raised his hand. "Your proctor is Shota
Tarasvili. Broadhead!"

"Here | am"

"Dane Metchni kov," said the Corporation clerk

| started to | ook around, but the person who had to be Dane Metchni kov was al ready com ng
toward me. He took my armvery firmy, started to |lead nme away and then said, "H ."

| held back. "I'd like to say good-bye to ny friend--"

“"You're all in the sane area," he grunted. "Cone on."

So within two hours of arriving on Gateway | had a room a proctor, and a contract. |
signed the articles of agreenent right away. | didn't even read them Metchni kov | ooked surprised.
"Don't you want to know what they say?"

"Not right this mnute.” |I nean, what was the advantage? If | hadn't |iked what they said,
I mght have changed nmy mind, and what other options did | have, really? Being a prospector is
pretty scary. | hate the idea of being killed. | hate the idea of dying at all, ever; not being
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alive anynore, having everything stop, knowi ng that all those other people would go on living and
havi ng sex and joy without ne being there to share it. But | didn't hate it as nuch as | hated the
i dea of going back to the food m nes.

Met chni kov hung hinmsel f by his collar to a hook on the wall of ny room to be out of the
way while | put away my belongings. He was a squat, pale man, not very talkative. He didn't seem
to be a very likable person, but at least he didn't laugh at ne because | was a clunsy new fish.

Gateway is about as close to zero-G as you get. | had never experienced |lowgravity before; you
don't get much of it in Womnmng, so | kept nmisjudging. Wien | said something, Metchnikov said,
"You'll get used to it. Have you got a toke?"

"Afraid not."

He sighed, looking a little |ike sonebody's Buddha hung up on the wall, with his |egs
pul | ed up.

He | ooked at his tine dial and said, "I'lIl take you out for a drink later. It's a custom
Only it's not very interesting until about twenty-two hundred. The Blue Hell'll be full of people
then, and I'll introduce you around. See what you can find. Wat are you, straight, gay, what?"

“I"mpretty straight."

"What ever. You're on your own about that, though. |I'Il introduce you to whoever | know,
but then you're on your own. You better get used to that right away. Have you got your nap?"

" Map?"

MEMORANDUM OF AGREEMENT

I, being of sound mind, hereby assign all rights in and to any di scoveries, artifacts,
obj ects, and things of value of any description | may find during or as a result of exploration
i nvol ving any craft furnished ne or information given ne by the Gateway Authority irrevocably to
said Gateway Authority.

2. Gateway Authority may, inits own sole direction, elect to sell, |ease or otherw se
di spose of any artifact, object or other thing of value arising fromny activities under this
contract. If it does so, it agrees to assign to ne 50% (fifty percent) of all revenues arising
from such sale, |ease, or disposal, up to the costs of the exploration trip itself (including ny
own costs in comng to Gateway and ny subsequent costs of living while there), and 10% (ten
percent) of all subsequent revenues once the aforesaid costs have been repaid. | accept this
assignment as paynment in full for any obligations arising to ne fromthe Gateway Authority of
what ever kind, and specifically undertake not to lay any claimfor additional paynent for any
reason at any tine.

3. | irrevocably grant to Gateway Authority the full power and authority to make deci sions
of all kinds relating to the exploitation, sale, or |lease of rights in any such discoveri es,
including the right, at Gateway Authority's sole discretion, to pool my discoveries or other
things of value arising under this contract with those of others for purpose of exploitation
| ease, or sale, in which case ny share shall be whatever proportion of such earnings Gateway
Authority may deem proper; and | further grant to Gateway Authority the right to refrain from
exploiting any or all such discoveries or things of value in any way, at its own sole discretion.

4. | release Gateway Authority fromany and all clainms by me or on ny behalf arising from
any injury, accident, or loss of any kind to ne in connection with nmy activities under this
contract.

5. In the event of any disagreenent arising fromthis Menorandum of Agreenent, | agree
that the terns shall be interpreted according to the | aws and precedents of Gateway itself, and
that no laws or precedents of any other jurisdiction shall be considered relevant in any degree.

"Ch, hell, man! It's in that packet of stuff they gave you."

| opened the | ockers at randomuntil | found where | had put the envelope. Inside it were
my copy of the articles of agreenent, a booklet entitled Wl cone to Gateway, ny room assi gnnment,
my health questionnaire that | would have to fill out before 0800 the next norning. . . and a

fol ded sheet that, opened up, |looked Iike a wiring diagramwith nanes on it.
"That's it. Can you |ocate where you are? Renmenber your room nunber: Level Babe, Quadrant
East, Tunnel Eight, RoomFifty-one. Wite it down."
"It's already witten here, Dane, on ny room assi gnnent.
“"Well, don't lose it." Dane reached behind his neck and unhooked hinself, let hinmself fal
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gently to the floor. "So why don't you | ook around by yourself for a while. I'll neet you here.
Anyt hing el se you need to know ri ght now?"

| thought, while he |ooked inpatient. "Well -- mind if | ask you a question about you,
Dane? Have you been out yet?"

"Six trips. Al right, I'll see you at twenty-two hundred."” Then he pushed the flexible
door open, slipped out into the jungly green of the corridor and was gone.

| let nyself flop -- so gently, so slowy -- into ny one real chair and tried to nake

nysel f understand that | was on the doorstep of the universe.

| don't know if | can nake you feel it, how the universe |ooked to me from Gateway: |ike
bei ng young with Full Medical. Like a nenu in the best restaurant in the world, when sonebody el se
is going to pick up the check. Like a girl you' ve just nmet who |ikes you. Like an unopened gift.

The things that hit you first on Gateway are the tininess of the tunnels, feeling tinier
even than they are because they're lined with wi ndowboxy things of plants; the vertigo fromthe
low gravity, and the stink. You get Gateway a little bit at a tine. There's no way of seeing it
all in one glance; it is nothing but a maze of tunnels in the rock. I'mnot even sure they've all
been explored yet. Certainly there are niles of themthat nobody ever goes into, or not very
of t en.

That's the way the Heechees were. They grabbed the asteroid, plated it over with wal
metal, drove tunnels into it, filled themw th whatever sort of possessions they had -- nobst were
enpty by the tine we got there, just as everything that ever belonged to the Heechees is, all over
the universe. And then they left it, for whatever reason they |eft.

The closest thing to a central point in Gateway is Heecheetown. That's a spindl e- shaped
cave near the geonetric center of the asteroid. They say that when the Heechees built Gateway they
lived there. W lived there too, at first, or close to it, all of us new peopie off Earth. (And
el sewhere. A ship from Venus had conme in just before ours.) That's where the conpany housing is.
Later on, if we got rich on a prospecting trip, we could nove out farther toward the surface,
where there was a little nore gravity and | ess noise. And above all, less snell. A couple thousand
peopl e had breathed the air | was breathing, one tine or another, voided the water | drank and
exuded their snells into the atnmosphere. The people didn't stay around very |long, npbst of them
But the smells were still there.

| didn't care about the snell. | didn't care about any of it. Gateway was ny big, fat
lottery ticket to Full Medical, a nine-roomhouse, a couple of kids, and a lot of joy. | had won
one lottery already. It nmade ne cocky about my chances of w nning another

It was all exciting, although at the sane tinme it was di ngy enough, too. There wasn't nuch
| uxury around. For your $238,575 what you get is transportation to Gateway, ten days' worth of
food, lodging, and air, a cramcourse in ship handling, and an invitation to sign up on the next
ship out. O any ship you like. They don't nake you take any particular ship, or for that natter
any ship at all.

The Corporation doesn't nake any profit on any of that. Al the prices are fixed at about
cost. That doesn't nmean they were cheap, and it certainly doesn't nmean that what you got was good.
The food was just about what | had been digging, and eating, all my life. The | odgi ng was about
the size of a large steaner trunk, one chair, a bunch of |ockers, a fold-down table, and a hamock
that you could stretch across it, corner to corner, when you wanted to sl eep

My next -door neighbors were a famly from Venus. | caught a glinpse through the part-
opened door. | magi ne! Four of them sleeping in one of those cubicles! It looked like two to a
hamock, with two hamocks crisscrossed across the room On the other side was Sheri's room |
scratched at her door, but she didn't answer. The door wasn't |ocked. Nobody | ocks his door nuch
on Gateway, because there's nothing nmuch worth stealing among other reasons. Sheri wasn't there.
The cl othes she had been wearing on the ship were thrown all over

| guessed that she had gone out exploring, and wished | had been a little earlier. | would
have |iked soneone to explore with. | |eaned against the ivy growing out of one wall of the tunne
and pul  ed out ny map.

It did give ne sone idea of what to |l ook for. There were things narked "Central Park" and
"Lake Superior." What were they? | wondered about "Gateway Miuseum " which sounded interesting, and
"Term nal Hospital," which sounded pretty bad--1 found out later that "term nal™ nmeant as in end
of the Iine, on your return trip fromwherever you went to. The Corporation nust have known that
it had another sound to it, too; but the Corporation never went to nuch trouble to spare a
prospector's feelings.

What | really wanted was to see a ship
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As soon as that thought percolated out of ny nmind | realized that | wanted it a |ot.
puzzl ed over how to get to the outer skin, where the ship docks were | ocated of course. Hol ding
onto arailing with one hand, | tried to keep the map open with the other. It didn't take nme | ong
to locate nyself. | was at a five-way intersection which seened to be the one narked "East Star
Babe G' on the map. One of the five tunnels out of it led to a dropshaft, but | couldn't tel
whi ch.

| tried one at random wound up in a dead end, and on the way back scratched on a door for
directions. It opened. "Excuse ne--" | said. . . and stopped.

The man who opened the door seened as tall as |, but was not. His eyes were on a |l eve
with my own. But he stopped at the waist. He had no |egs.

He said sonmething, but | didn't understand it; it wasn't in English. It wouldn't have
mattered. My attention was taken up with him He wore gauzy bright fabric strapped fromwists to
wai st, and he fluttered the wings gently to stay in the air. It wasn't hard, in Gateway's |low G
But it was surprising to see. | said, "I"'msorry. | just wanted to know how to get to Leve
Tanya.” | was trying not to stare, but | wasn't succeeding.

He smled, white teeth in an unlined, old face. He had jet eyes under a crest of short
white hair. He pushed past ne out into the

VELCOVE TO GATEWAY!

Congr at ul ati ons!

You are one of a very few people each year who may becone a linited partner in Gateway
Enterprises, Inc. Your first obligation is to sign the enclosed Menorandum of Agreenent. You need
not do this at once. You are encouraged to study the agreement and to seek |legal advice, if
avai | abl e.

However, until you sign you will not be eligible to occupy Corporation housing, dine at
the Corporation comm ssary or participate in the Corporation instruction courses.

Accommpdat i ons are avail able at the Gateway Hotel and Restaurant for those who are here as
visitors, or who do not at present wish to sign the Menorandum of Agreenent.

KEEPI NG GATEVWAY GO NG

In order to neet the costs of maintaining Gateway, all persons are required to pay a daily
per-capita assessnent for air, tenperature control, admnistration, and other services.

If you are a guest, this cost is included in your hotel bill.

Rates for other persons are posted. The tax may be prepaid up to one year in advance if
desired. Failure to pay the daily per-capita tax will result in inmediate expul sion from Gat eway.

Note: Availability of a ship to receive expelled persons cannot be guaranteed.

corridor and said in excellent English, "Certainly. Take the first turning on your right.

Go to the next star, and take the second turning on your left. It'll be marked." He indicated with
his chin the direction toward the star

| thanked himand left himfloating behind ne. | wanted to turn back, but it didn't seem
good manners. It was strange. It hadn't occurred to nme that there woul d be any cripples on
Gat enay.

That's how naive | was then.

Having seen him | knew Gateway in a way | had not known it fromthe statistics. The
statistics are clear enough, and we all studied them all of us who cane up as prospectors, and
all of that vastly larger number who only wi shed they coul d. About eighty percent of flights from

Gat eway cone up enpty. About fifteen percent don't conme back at all. So one person in twenty, on
the average, conmes back froma prospecting trip with something that Gateway -- that mankind in
general -- can nake a profit on. Mdst of even those are lucky if they collect enough to pay their
costs for getting here in the first place.

And if you get hurt while you're out . . . well, that's tough. Ternminal Hospital is about
as wel |l equi pped as any anywhere. But you have to get there for it to do you any good. You can be
months in transit. If you get hurt at the other end of your trip -- and that's where it usually
happens -- there's not rmuch that can be done for you until you get back to Gateway. By then it can

be too late to make you whole, and likely enough too late to keep you alive.
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There's no charge for a return trip to where you cane from by the way. The rockets al ways
come up fuller than they return. They call it wastage.
The return tripis free . . . but to what?

| let go the down-cable on Level Tanya, turned into a tunnel, and ran into a man with cap
and arnmband. Corporation Police. He didn't speak English, but he pointed and the size of himwas
convincing; | grabbed the up-cable, ascended one |evel, crossed to another dropshaft, and tried
agai n.
The only difference was that this time the guard spoke English. "You can't cone through
he sai d.
"I just want to see the ships.”
"Sure. You can't. You've got to have a blue badge," he said, tapping his own. "That's
Corporation specialist, flight crew or maintenance."
"I amflight crew"

her e,

He grinned. "You're a new fish off the Earth transport, aren't you? Friend, you'll be
flight crew when you sign on for a flight and not before. Go on back up."

| said reasonably, "You understand how | feel, don't you? I just want to get a | ook."

"You can't, till you've finished your course, except they'll bring you down here for part
of it. After that, you'll see nore than you want."

| argued a little nmore, but he had too nmany argunents on his side. But as | reached for
t he up-cable the tunnel seened to lurch and a blast of sound hit nmy ears. For a nminute | thought
the asteroid was blowing up. | stared at the guard, who shrugged, in a not unfriendly way. "I only
said you couldn't see them" he said. "I didn't say you couldn't hear them™

| bit back the "wow' or "Holy God!" that | really wanted to say, and said, "Were do you
suppose that one's goi ng?"

"Cone back in six nonths. Maybe we'll know by then."

Well, there was nothing in that to feel elated about. Al the sane, | felt elated. After
all those years in the food mnes, here | was, not only on Gateway, but right there when sone of
those intrepid prospectors set out on a trip that would bring them fame and incredi ble fortune!
Never mnd the odds. This was really living on the top |ine.

So | wasn't paying nmuch attention to what | was doing, and as a result | got |ost again on

the way back. | reached Level Babe ten mnutes |ate.
Dane Met chni kov was striding down the tunnel away fromny room He didn't appear to
recogni ze ne. | think he mght have passed ne if | hadn't put out my arm

"Huh," he grunted. "You're late."

"I was down on Level Tanya, trying to get a | ook at the ships."

"Huh. You can't go down there unless you have a bl ue badge or a bangle."

Well, | had found that out already, hadn't 1? So | tagged along after him w thout wasting
energy on attenpts at further conversation

Met chni kov was a pal e nman, except for the marvel ously ornate

WHAT | S GATEWAY?

Gateway is an artifact created by the so-called Heechee. It appears to have been formed
around an asteroid, or the core of an atypical comet. The time of this event is not known, but it
al nost surely precedes the rise of human civilization

I nside Gateway the environment resenbles Earth,except that there is relatively little
gravity. (There is actually none, but centrifugal force derived from Gateway's rotation gives a
simlar effect.) If you have cone fromEarth you will notice sonme difficulty in breathing for the
first few days because of the | ow atnospheric pressure. However, the partial pressure of oxygen is
identical with the 2000-neter elevation at Earth and is fully adequate for all persons in nornma
heal t h.

curled whisker that followed the line of his jaw. It seemed to be waxed, so that each
separate curl stood out with alife of its own. "Waxed" was wong. It had something in it besides
hair, but whatever it was wasn't stiff. The whole thing nmoved as he noved, and when he tal ked or
smled the nuscles noored to the jawbone nade the beard ripple and flow He finally did smile
after we got to the Blue Hell. He bought the first drink, explaining carefully that that was the
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custom but that the customonly called for one. | bought the second. The snile came when, out of
turn, | also bought the third

Over the noise in the Blue Hell talk wasn't easy, but | told himabout hearing a | aunch
"Right," he said, lifting his glass. "Hope they have a good trip." He wore six blue-glow ng
Heechee netal bracelets, hardly thicker than wire. They tinkled faintly as he swall owed hal f the
dri nk.

"Are they what | think they are?" | asked. "One for every trip out?"

He drank the other half of the drink. "That's right. Now I'm going to dance," he said. My
eyes followed his back as he lunged toward a wonan in a |lum nous pink sari. He wasn't nuch of a
tal ker, that was sure.

On the other hand, at that noise |level you couldn't talk nuch anyhow. You couldn't really
dance much, either. The Blue Hell was up in the center of Gateway, part of the spindl e-shaped
cave. Rotational Gwas so low that we didn't weigh nore than two or three pounds; if anyone had
tried to waltz or pol ka he woul d have gone flying. So they did those no-touching junior-high-
school sort of dances that appear to be designed so fourteen-year-old boys won't have to | ook up
at too sharp an angle to the fourteen-year-old girls they're dancing with. You pretty nuch kept
your feet in place, and your head and arns and shoul ders and hi ps went where they wanted to. M, |
like to touch. But you can't have everything. | like to dance, anyway.

| saw Sheri, way across the room wth an ol der woman | took to be her proctor, and danced
one with her. "How do you like it so far?" | shouted over the tapes. She nodded and shouted
somet hing back, | couldn't say what. | danced with an i nmense bl ack woman who wore two bl ue
bracel ets, then with Sheri again, then with a girl Dane Metchni kov dropped on ne, apparently
because he wanted to be rid of her, then with a tall, strong-faced woman with the bl ackest,

t hi ckest eyebrows | had ever seen under a fermale hairdo. (She wore it pulled back in two pigtails
that floated around behind her as she noved.) She wore a couple of bracelets, too. And between
dances | drank.

They had tables that were neant for parties of eight or ten, but there weren't any parties
of eight or ten. People sat where they wanted to, and took each other's seats w thout worrying
about whet her the owner was coming back. For a while there were half a dozen crewnen in Brazilian
Navy dress whites sitting with me, talking to each other in Portuguese. A nman with one gol den
earring joined ne for a while, but | couldn't understand what he was saying, either. (I did,
pretty well, understand what he neant.)

There was that trouble all the tinme | was in Gateway. There always is. Gateway sounds like
an international conference when the translation equi pment has broken down. There's a sort of
Iingua franca you hear a |l ot, pieces of a dozen different |anguages thrown together, Iike,

"Ecout ez, gospodin, tu es verreckt." |I danced twice with one of the Brazilians, a skinny, dark
little girl with a hawk nose but sweet brown eyes, and tried to say a few sinple words. Maybe she
understood me. One of the nmen she was with, though, spoke fine English, introduced hinmself and the
others all around. | didn't catch any of the names but his, Francesco Hereira. He bought ne a
drink, and et ne buy one for the crowd, and then | realized |I'd seen himbefore: He was one of
the detail that searched us on the way in.

Wil e we were comenting on that, Dane | eaned over me and grunted in ny ear, "l'mgoing to
ganble. So long, unless you really want to cone."

It wasn't the warmest invitation |I'd ever had, but the noise in the Blue Hell was getting
heavy. | tagged after him and di scovered a full-scale casino just next to the Blue Hell, wth
bl ackj ack tables, poker, a slownption roulette with a big, dense ball, craps with dice that took
forever to stop, even a roped-off section for baccarat. Metchni kov headed for the bl ackjack tables
and drunmed his fingers on the back of a player's chair, waiting for an opening. Around then he
noticed | had cone with him

"Ch." He | ooked around the room "What do you like to play?"

"I've played it all,"” | said, slurring the words a little. Bragging a little, too. "Maybe
alittle baccarat.”

He | ooked at ne first with respect, then anusenent. "Fifty's the m ni nrumbet."

I had five or six thousand dollars left in my account. | shrugged.

"That's fifty thousand," he said.

| choked. He said absently, noving over behind a player whose chip stack was runni ng out,
"You can get down for ten dollars at roulette. Hundred mininum for nost of the others. Ch, there's
a ten-dollar slot machi ne around sonewhere, | think." He dived for the open chair and that was the
last | saw of him

| watched for a nmonent and realized that the black-eyebrowed girl was at the sane table,
busy studying her cards. She didn't | ook up
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| could see | wasn't going to be able to afford much ganbling here. At that point |
realized | couldn't really afford all the drinks I'd been buying, either, and then my interior
sensory system began to make ne realize just how nmany of those drinks | had had. The last thing I
realized was that | had to get back to ny room pretty fast.

SYLVESTER MACKLEN: FATHER OF GATEWAY

Gat eway was di scovered by Sylvester Macklen, a tunnel explorer on Venus, who found an
oper abl e Heechee spacecraft in a dig. He succeeded in getting it to the surface and bringing it to
Gat eway, where it now rests In Dock 5-33. Tragically, Mcklen was not able to return and, although
he succeeded in signaling his presence by exploding the fuel tank of the |ander of his ship, he
was dead before |nvestigators reached Gateway.

Mackl en was a courageous and resourceful man, and the plaque at Dock 5-33 comenorates his
uni que service to humanity. Services are held at appropriate tines by representatives of the
various faiths.

| amon the mat, and | am not very confortable. Physically, | nean. | have had an
operation not |long ago and probably the stitches aren't yet absorbed.

Sigfrid says, "W were tal king about your job, Rob."

That's dull enough. But safe enough. | say, "I hated ny job. Wo wouldn't hate the food
m nes?"

"But you kept it, Rob. You never even tried to get on anywhere el se. You coul d have
switched to sea-farmi ng, nmaybe. And you dropped out of school."

"You're saying | stuck nyself in a rut?"

"“I'"'mnot saying anything, Rob. |I'm asking you what you feel."

"Well. | guess in a sense | did do that. | thought about naking sonme kind of a change. |
t hought about it a lot," |I say, renenbering howit was in those bright early days with Sylvia. |
renmenber sitting with her in the cockpit of a parked sail plane on a January night -- we had no
other place to go -- and tal king about the future. Wat we would do. How we woul d beat the odds.
There's nothing there for Sigfrid, as far as | can see. |'ve told Sigfrid all about Sylvia, who
married a stockholder in the long run. But we'd broken up | ong before that. "I suppose,” | say,

pulling myself up short and trying to get my noney's worth out of this session, "that | had a kind
of death w sh."

"I prefer that you don't use psychiatric terns, Rob."

"Well, you understand what | nean. | knew tinme was going by. The longer | stayed in the
m nes the harder it would be to get out. But nothing el se | ooked any better. And there were
compensations. My girlfriend, Sylvia. My nother, while she was alive. Friends. Even sonme fun
things. Sailplaning. It is great over the hills, and when you're up hi gh enough Wom ng doesn't
| ook so bad and you can hardly snell the oil."

"You nentioned your girlfriend, Sylvia. Did you get along with her?"

| hesitated, rubbing at nmy belly. | have alnost half a nmeter of newintestine in there
now. They cost fearfully, those things, and sonetinmes you get the feeling the previous owner wants
t hem back. You wonder who he was. O she. How he died. O did he die? Could he still be alive, so
poor that he sells off parts of hinmself, the way |'ve heard of pretty girls doing with a well -
shaped breast or ear?

"Did you make friends with girls easily, Rob?"

“I do now, all right."

“Not now, Rob. | think you said you didn't nake friends easily as a child."

"Does anyone?"

"I'f I understand that question, Robbie, you are asking if anyone renenbers chil dhood as a

perfectly happy and easy experience, and of course the answer is 'no.' But sone people seemto
carry the effects of it over into their |ives nore than others."

"“Yeah. | guess, thinking back, that | was a little afraid of my peer group -- sorry about
that, Sigfrid! | nean the other kids. They all seened to know each other. They had things to say
to each other all the time. Secrets. Shared experiences. Interests. | was a |loner."
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"You were an only child, Robbie?"
"You know | was. Yeah. Maybe that was it. Both my parents worked. And they didn't |ike nme

pl ayi ng near the m nes. Dangerous. Wll, it really was dangerous for kids. You can get hurt around
those nmachines, or even if there's a slide in the tailings or an outgassing. | stayed at hone a

| ot, watching shows, playing cassettes. Eating. | was a fat kid, Sigfrid. | loved all the starchy,
sugary

Maybe maturity is wanting what you want, instead of what sonebody else tells you you
shoul d want.
Maybe, Sigfrid, dear old tin god, but what it feels like is mature is dead.

stuff with all the calories. They spoiled ne, buying ne nore food than | needed."

| still like to be spoiled. Now | get a higher class of diet, not as fattening, about a
thousand times as expensive. |'ve had real caviar. Oten. It gets flown in fromthe aquarium at
Gal veston. | have real chanpagne, and butter. . . . "I renenber lying in bed," |I say, "I guess
was very small, maybe about three. | had a teddytalker. | took it to bed with ne, and it told ne
little stories, and | stuck pencils into it and tried to pull its ears off. |I loved that thing,
Sigfrid."

| stop, and Sigfrid picks up i mediately. "Wy are you crying, Robbie?"

"l don't know" | bawl, tears running down ny face, and | | ook at ny watch, the skipping
green numeral s rippling through the tears. "Ch," | say, very conversationally, and sit up, the
tears still rolling down nmy face but the fountain turned off, "lI've really got to go now, Sigfrid.

I've got a date. Her name's Tania. Beautiful girl. The Houston Synphony. She |oves Mendel ssohn and
roses, and | want to see if | can pick up some of those dark-blue hybrids that will go with her
eyes."

"Rob, we've got nearly ten minutes left."

“I"1l make it up another tine." |I know he can't do that, so | add quickly, "My | use your
bat hroon? | need to."

"Are you going to excrete your feelings, Rob?"

"Ch, don't be smart. | know what you're saying. | know this |ooks Iike a typica
di spl acenment nechani sm-"

"Rob. "

“--all right, I nmean, it |ooks like |I'mcopping out. But |I honestly do have to go. To the
bathroom | nmean. And to the florist's, too. Tani is pretty special. She's a fine person. |I'm not

tal ki ng about sex, but that's great, too. She can g-- She can--"

"Rob? What are you trying to say?"

| take a breath and nanage to say: "She's great at oral sex, Sigfrid."

" Rob?"

| recognize that tone. Sigfrid' s repertory of vocal nodes is quite large, but parts of it
I have learned to identify. He thinks he is on the track of sonething.

"What ?"

"Rob, what do you call it when a wonan gives you oral sex?"

"Ch, Christ, Sigfrid, what kind of dumb gane is this one?"

“"What do you call it, Rob?"

"Ah! You know as well as | do."

"Please tell ne what you call it, Rob."

"They say, |ike, 'She eats ne.'"

"What ot her expression, Rob?"

"Lots of them 'Gving head,' that's one. | guess |'ve heard a thousand terns for it."

"What ot her, Rob?"

| have been building up to rage and pain and it suddenly boils over. "Don't play these
fucking games with me, Sigfrid!"™ My gut aches, and | amafraid | amgoing to mess ny pants; it is
I ke being a baby again. "Jesus, Sigfrid!l Wien | was a little kid | used to talk to ny teddy. Now
I"'mforty-five and I"'mstill talking to a stupid machine as if it was alive!"

"But there is another term isn't there, Rob?"

"There are thousands of thenml Wich one do you want ?"

"I want the expression you were going to use and didn't, Rob. Please try to say it. That
term means sonet hing special to you, so that you can't say the words without trouble.”

I crunple over onto the mat, and now I'mreally crying.
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"Pl ease say it, Rob. Wat's the tern®"
"Damm you, Sigfrid! Going down! That's it. Going down, going down, going down!"

8

"Good norning," said sonebody, speaking right into the niddle of a dream about getting
stuck in a sort of quicksand in the mddle of the Orion Nebula. "I have brought you sone tea."

| opened an eye. | |ooked over the edge of the hamobck into a nearby pair of coal sack-
bl ack eyes set into a sand-colored face. | was fully dressed and hung over; sonething snelled very
bad, and | realized it was ne.

"My nane," said the person with the tea, "is Shikitei Baldu. Please drink this tea. It

will help rehydrate your tissues."”

| looked a little further and saw that he ended at the waist; he was the | egless nan with
the strap-on wings whom | had seen in the tunnel the day before. "Uh," | said, and tried a little
harder and got as far as, "Good norning." The Oion Nebula was fading back into the dream and so
was the sensation of having to push through rapidly solidifying gas clouds. The bad snell
remai ned. The room snel |l ed excessively foul, even by Gateway standards, and | realized | had
thrown up on the floor. I was only millineters fromdoing it again. Bakin, slowy stroking the air
with his wings, dexterously dropped a stoppered flask next to me on the hammock at the end of one
stroke. Then he propelled hinmself to the top of ny chest of drawers, sat there, and said:

Gateway is unique In the history of hunanity, and it was quickly realized that it was too
val uabl e a resource to be given to any one group of persons, or any one governnent. Therefore
Gat eway Enterprises, Inc., was forned.

Gateway Enterprises (usually referred to as "the Corporation") is a nultinationa
cor porati on whose general partners are the governments of the United States of America, the Sovi et

Union, the United States of Brazil, the Venusian Confederation, and New People's Asia, and whose
limted partners are all those persons who, |ike yourself, have signed the attached Menorandum of
Agr eenent .

"l believe you have a mnedical exanination this norning at oh eight hundred hours."

"Do I?" | nmanaged to get the cap off the tea and took a sip. It was very hot, sugarless,
and al nost tasteless, but it did seemto tip the scales inside my gut in the direction opposite to
throwi ng up again.

“Yes. | think so. It's customary. And in addition, your P-phone has rung several tines."

I went back to, "Uh?"

"I presume it was your proctor caffing you to remind you. It is now seven-fifteen, M.--"

"Broadhead,"” | said thickly, and then nore carefully: "My nane is Rob Broadhead."

"Yes. | took the liberty of making sure you were awake. Pl ease enjoy your tea, M.
Broadhead. Enjoy your stay on Gateway."

He nodded, fell forward off the chest, swooped toward the door, handed hinself through it,
and was gone. Wth nmy head thudding at every change of attitude I got nyself out of the hamock,
trying to avoid the nastier spots on the floor, and sonmehow succeeded in getting reasonably clean
| thought of depilating, but | had about twelve days on a beard and decided to let it go for a
while; it no |longer |ooked unshaven, exactly, and |I just didn't have the strength.

When | wobbl ed into the nedical examning room|l was only about five mnutes |late. The
others in ny group were all ahead of ne, so | had to wait and go last. They extracted three kinds
of blood fromnme, fingertip, inside of the elbow, and |obe of the ear, | was sure they would al
run ninety proof. But it didn't matter. The nedical was only a formality. If you could survive the
trip up to Gateway by spacecraft in the first place; you could survive a trip in a Heechee ship
Unl ess somet hi ng went wrong. In which case you probably coul dn't survive anyway, no matter how
heal t hy you were.

I had time for a quick cup of coffee off a cart that sonmeone was tending next to a
dropshaft (private enterprise on Gateway? | hadn't known that existed), and then | got to the
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first session of the class right on the tick. W nmet in a big roomon Level Dog, |ong and narrow
and | owceilinged. The seats were arranged two on each side with a center aisle, sort of like a
schoolroomin a

SHOWER PROCEDURE

This shower will automatically deliver two 45-second sprays. Soap between sprays.
You are entitled to 1 use of the shower in each 3-day peri od.
Addi tional showers may be charged agai nst your credit balance at the rate of 45 seconds --

converted bus. Sheri canme in late, |ooking fresh and cheerful, and slipped in beside ne;
our whol e group was there, all seven of us who had cone up fromEarth together, the famly of four
from Venus and a couple others | knew to be new fish |ike ne. "You don't |ook too bad," Sheri
whi spered as the instructor pondered over some papers on his desk

"Does the hangover show?"

"Actually not. But |I assune it's there. | heard you coming in last night. In fact," she
added thoughtfully, "the whole tunnel heard you."

I winced. | could still snell nyself, but nbost of it was apparently inside ne. None of the
others seened to be edgi ng away, not even Sheri

The instructor stood up and studied us thoughtfully for a while. "Ch, well," he said, and
| ooked back at his papers. Then he shook his head. "I won't take attendance,"” he said. "I teach
the course in how to run a Heechee ship.” | noticed he had a batch of bracelets; | couldn't count
them but there were at least half a dozen. | wondered briefly about these people | kept seeing
who had been out a lot of tines and still weren't rich. "This is only one of the three courses you

get. After this you get survival in unfamliar environnents, and then how to recogni ze what's
val uable. But this one is in ship-handling, and the way we're going to start learning it is by
doing it. Al of you cone with nme."

So we all got up and gaggled after him out of the room down a tunnel, onto the down-
cabl e of a dropshaft and past the guards -- maybe the sane ones who had chased ne away the night
before. This tinme they just nodded to the instructor and watched us go past. W wound up in a
I ong, wide, |owceilinged passage with about a dozen squared-off and stained netal cylinders
sticking up out of the floor. They |ooked Iike charred tree stunps, and it was a nonent before
realized what they were

| gul ped.

"They're ships,” | whispered to Sheri, |ouder than |I intended. A couple of people |ooked
at me curiously. One of them | noticed, was a girl | had danced with the night before, the one
with the dense bl ack eyebrows. She nodded to ne and sniled; | saw the bangles on her arm and
wonder ed what she was doing there -- and how she had done at the ganbling tables.

The instructor gathered us around him and said, "As sonmeone just said, these are Heechee
ships. The lander part. This is the piece you go down to a planet in, if you' re lucky enough to
find a planet. They don't | ook very big, but five people can fit into each of those garbage cans
you see. Not confortably, exactly. But they can. Generally speaking, of course, you'll always
| eave one person in the nain ship, so there'll be at nost four in the |ander."

He | ed us past the nearest of them and we all satisfied the inmpulse to touch, scratch, or
pat it. Then he began to |l ecture:

"There were nine hundred and twenty-four of these ships docked at Gateway when it was
first explored. About two hundred, so far, have proved nonoperational. Mstly we don't know why;
they just don't work. Three hundred and four have actually been sent out on at |east one trip.
Thirty-three of those are here now, and available for prospecting trips. The others haven't been
tried yet." He hiked hinself up on the stunpy cylinder and sat there while he went on

"One thing you have to decide is whether you want to take one of the thirty-three tested
ones or one of the ones that has never been flown. By human beings, | nmean. There you just pay
your noney and take your choice. It's a ganble either way. A high proportion of the trips that
didn't cone back were in first flights, so there's obviously sone risk there. Wl I, that figures,
doesn't it? After all, nobody has done any nai ntenance on them for God knows how | ong, since the
Heechee put themthere.

"On the other hand, there's a risk in the ones that have been out and back safely, too.
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There's no such thing as perpetual notion. W think sone of the no-returns have been because the
ships ran out of fuel. Trouble is, we don't know what the fuel is, or how much there is, or howto
tell when a ship is about to run out.”

He patted the stunp. "This, and all the others you see here, were designed for five
Heechees in the crews. As far as we can tell. But we send themout with three hunan beings. It
seens the Heechee were nore tolerant of each other's conpany in confined spaces than people are.
There are bigger and smaller ships, but the no-return rate on them has been very bad the [ ast
couple of orbits. It's probably just a string of bad luck, but. . . Anyway, | personally would
stick with a Three. You people, you do what you want.

"So you cone to your second choice, which is who you go with. Keep your eyes open. Look
for conpani ons-- Wat ?"

Sheri had been semaphoring her hand until she got his attention. "You said 'very bad," she
said. "How bad is that?"

The instructor said patiently, "In the last fiscal orbit about three out of ten Fives came
back. Those are the biggest ships. In several cases the crews were dead when we got them open
even so."

"Yeah," said Sheri, "that's very bad."

"No, that's not bad at all, conpared to the one-man ships. Two orbits ago we went a whol e
orbit and only two Ones cane back at all. That's bad."

"Why is that?" asked the father of the tunnel-rat famly. Their name was Forehand. The
instructor | ooked at himfor a nonent.

"If you ever find out,” he said, "be sure and tell sonebody. Now. As far as selecting a
crew i s concerned, you're better off if you can get sonebody who's al ready been out. Maybe you
can, maybe you can't. Prospectors who strike it rich generally quit; the ones that are stil
hungry may not want to break up their teans. So a lot of you fish are going to have to go out with

other virgins. Um" He | ooked around thoughtfully. "Well, let's get our feet wet. Sort yourselves
out into groups of three -- don't worry about who's in your group, this isn't where you pick your
partners -- and clinb into one of those open |anders. Don't touch anything. They're supposed to be

in deactive node, but | have to tell you they don't always stay deactive. Just go in, clinb down
to the control cabin and wait for an instructor to join you."

That was the first 1'd heard that there were other instructors. | |ooked around, trying to
work out which were teachers and which were fish, while he said, "Are there any questions?"

Sheri again. "Yeah. What's your nanme?"

"Did | forget that again? I'mJimy Chou. Pleased to neet you all. Now let's go."

Now | know a lot nore than ny instructor did, including what happened to himhalf an orbit

|ater -- poor old Jimy Chou, he went out before | did, and cane back while | was on ny second
trip, very dead. Flare burns, they say his eyes were boiled out of his bead. But at that tinme he
knew it all, and it was all very strange and wonderful to ne.

So we craw ed into the funny elliptical hatch that let you slip between the thrusters and
down into the landing capsule, and then down a peg-|ladder one step further into the main vehicle
itself.

We | ooked around, three Ali Babas staring at the treasure cave. W heard a scratching
above us, and a head poked in. It had shaggy eyebrows and pretty eyes, and it belonged to the girl
| had been dancing with the night before. "Having fun?" she inquired. W were clinging together as
far from anything that |ooked nmovable as we could get, and | doubt we really |ooked at ease.

"Never mind," she said, "just look around. Get familiar with it. You'll see a lot of it. That
vertical line of wheels with the little spokes sticking out of then? That's the target sel ector
That's the nost inportant thing not to touch for now -- naybe ever. That gol den spiral thing over

next to you there, the blond girl? Anybody want to guess what that's for?"

You-t here-blond-girl, who was one of the Forehand daughters, shrank away fromit and shook
her head. | shook m ne, but Sheri hazarded, "Could it be a hatrack?"

Teacher squinted at it thoughtfully. "Hmm No, | don't think so, but | keep hopi ng one of
you fish will know the answer. None of us here do. It gets hot sonetinmes in flight; nobody knows
why. The toilet's in there. You're going to have a lot of fun with that. But it does work, after
you |l earn how. You can sling your hamobcks and sleep there -- or anywhere you want to, actually.
That corner, and that recess are pretty dead space. If you're in a crew that wants sone privacy,
you can screen themoff. Alittle bit, anyway."

Sheri said, "Don't any of you people like to tell your nanes?" Teacher grinned. "I'm Cell e-
Klara Moynlin. You want to know the rest about nme? |'ve been out twice and didn't score, and |'m
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killing time until the right trip cones along. So | work as assistant instructor."
"How do you know which is the right trip?" asked the Forehand girl
"Bright fellow, you. Good question. That's another of those questions that |I |ike to hear

you ask, because it shows you're thinking, but if there's an answer | don't know what it is. Let's
see. You already know this ship is a Three. It's done six round trips already, but it's a
reasonabl e bet that it's got enough reserve fuel for a couple nore. I'd rather take it than a One.
That's for |ong-shot ganblers."

"M. Chou said that," said the Forehand girl, "but ny father

VWHAT DOES THE CORPORATI ON DO?

The purpose of the Corporation is to exploit the spacecraft left by the Heechee, and to
trade in, develop, or otherwise utilize all artifacts, goods, raw materials, or other things of
val ue di scovered by neans of these vessels.

The Corporation encourages conmerci al devel opnent of Heechee technol ogy, and grants | eases
on a royalty basis for this purpose.

Its revenues are used to pay appropriate shares to linited partners, Such as you, who have
been instrumental in discovering new things of value; to pay the costs of maintaining Gateway
itself over and above the per-capita tax contribution; to pay to each of the general partners an
annual sum sufficient to cover the cost of nmintaining surveillance by neans of the space cruisers
you wi || have observed in orbit nearby; to create and maintain an adequate reserve for
contingencies; and to use the balance of its income to subsidize research and devel opnent on the
obj ects of val ue thensel ves.

In the fiscal year ending February 30 |last, the total revenues of the Corporation exceeded
3.7 x 10712 dollars U S

says he's been all through the records since Orbit One, and the Ones aren't that bad."

"Your father can have mine," said Celle-Klara Moynlin. "It's not just statistics. Ones are
| onesonme. Anyway, one person can't really handle everything if you hit lucky, you need shi pnates,
one in orbit -- nost of us keep one man in the ship, feels safer that way; at |east sonebody m ght

get help if things go rancid. So two of you go down in the lander to | ook around. O course, if
you do hit lucky you have to split it three ways. If you hit anything big, there's plenty to go
around. And if you don't hit, one-third of nothing is no less than all of it."

"Whuldn't it be even better in a Five, then?" | asked.

Kl ara | ooked at ne and hal f-w nked; | hadn't thought she remenbered dancing the night
before. "Maybe, maybe not. The thing about Fives is that they have alnbost unlinmted target
accept ance. "

"Pl ease tal k English," Sheri coaxed.

"Fives will accept a lot of destinations that Threes and Ones won't. | think it's because
sonme of those destinations are dangerous. The worst ship | ever saw cone back was a Five. Al
scarred and seared and bent; nobody knows how it made it back at all. Nobody knows where it had

been, either, but | heard sonebody say it mght've actually been in the photosphere of a star. The
crew couldn't tell us. They were dead.

"OfF course," she went on neditatively, "an arnored Three has al nbst as nuch target
acceptance as a Five, but you take your chances any way you swing. Now let's get with it, shal
we? You--" she pointed at Sheri, "sit down over there."

The Forehand girl and | craw ed around the mi x of human and Heechee furni shings to make
room There wasn't nmuch. If you cleared everything out of a Three you' d have a room about four
meters by three by three, but of course if you cleared everything out it wouldn't go.

Sheri sat down in front of the columm of spoked wheels, wiggling her bottomto try to get
a fit. "Wat kind of behinds did the Heechee have?" she conpl ai ned.

Teacher said, "Another good question, sane no-good answer. If you find out, tell us. The
Corporation puts that webbing in the seat. It isn't original equipnent. Okay. Now, that thing
you're looking at is the target selector. Put your hand on one of the wheels. Any one. Just don't
touch any other. Now nove it." She peered down anxiously as Sheri touched the bottom wheel, then
thrust with her fingers, then laid the heel of her hand on it, braced herself against the V-shaped
arns of the seat, and shoved. Finally it noved, and the lights along the row of wheels began to
flicker.
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"Ww, " said Sheri, "they mnmust've been pretty strong!"

We took turns trying with that one wheel -- Klara wouldn't et us touch any other that day
-- and when it cane nmy turn | was surprised to find that it took about as nuch muscle as | could
bring to bear to nake it nove. It didn't feel rusted stuck; it felt as though it were neant to be
hard to turn. And, when you think how nuch trouble you can get into if you turn a setting by
accident in the niddle of a flight, it probably was.

O course, now | know nore about that, too, than ny teacher did then. Not that |I'mso
smart, but it has taken, and is still taking, a |lot of people a hell of a long tine to figure out
what goes on just in setting up a target on the course director

VWhat it is is a vertical row of nunber generators. The lights that show up display
nunbers; that's not easy to see, because they don't ook |ike nunbers. They aren't positional, or
decimal . (Apparently the Heechee expressed nunbers as suns of prines and exponents, but all that's
way over ny head.) Only the check pilots and the course progranmers working for the Corporation
really have to be able to read the nunbers, and they don't do it directly, only with a conputing
translator. The first five digits appear to express the position of the target in space, reading
frombottomto top. (Dane Metchni kov says the prinme ordering isn't frombottomto top but from
front to back, which says sonething or other about the Heechee. They were three-D oriented, |ike
primtive man, instead of two-D oriented, like us.) You would think that three nunbers would be
enough to describe any position anywhere in the universe, wouldn't you? | nean, if you nmake a
t hr eedi mensi onal representation of the Gal axy you can express any point in it by means of a nunber
for each of the three dinmensions. But it took the Heechee five. Does that nmean there were five
di mensions that were perceptible to the Heechee? Mt chni kov says not.

Anyway. Once you get a lock on the first five nunbers, the

GATEWAY' S SHI PS

The vessel s avail able on Gateway are capable of interstellar flight at speeds greater than
the velocity of light. The nmeans of propulsion is not understood (see pilot nmanual). There is also
a fairly conventional rocket propul sion system using liquid hydrogen and |iquid oxygen for
attitude control, and for propulsion of the landing craft which is docked into each interstellar
vessel .

There are three major classifications, designated as Cass 1, Cass 3, and dass 5,
according to the nunber of persons they can carry. Sonme of the vessels are of particularly heavy
construction and are designated "arnored." Mst of the arnored class are Fives.

Each vessel is programmed to navigate itself automatically to a nunber of destinations.
Return is automatic, and is quite reliable in practice. Your course in ship-handling wll
adequately prepare you for all the necessary tasks in piloting your vessel safely; however, see
pil ot manual for safety regulations.

ot her seven can be turned to quite arbitrary settings and you'll still go when you squeeze
the action teat.

What you usually do -- or what the course progranmers the Corporation keeps on the payrol
to do this sort of thing for you usually do -- is pick four nunbers at random Then you cycle the

fifth digit until you get a kind of warning pink glow Sonetinmes it's faint, sonetines it's
bright. If you stop there and press the flat oval part under the teat, the other nunbers begin to
creep around, just a couple of millimeters one way or another, and the pink glow gets brighter
When they stop it's shocking pink and shockingly bright. Metchni kov says that's an automatic fine-
tuni ng device. The machine allows for hunan error -- sorry, | nean for Heechee error -- so when
you get close to a real, valid target setting it nakes the final adjustnents for you
autonmatically. Probably he's right.

(OF course, learning every step of this cost a lot of time and noney, and nost of it cost
sonme lives. It's dangerous being a prospector. But for the first fewout, it was nore like
sui ci dal .)

Somreti mes you can cycle all the way through your fifth digit and get nothing at all. So
what you do is, you swear. Then you reset one of the other four and go again. It only takes a few
seconds to cycle, but check pilots have run up a hundred hours of new settings before they got
good col or.
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O course, by the tine | went out, the check pilots and the course progranmmers had worked
out a couple hundred possible settings that had been | ogged as good col or but not as yet used--as
well as all the settings that had been used, and aren't worth going back to. O that the crews
didn't come back from

But all that | didn't know at the time, and when | sat down in that nodified Heechee seat
it was all new, new, new. And | don't know if | can nake you understand what it felt |ike.

| mean, there | was, in a seat where Heechee had sat half a nmillion years ago. The thing
in front of me was a target selector. The ship could go anywhere. Anywhere! If | selected the
right target I could find nyself around Sirius, Procyon, maybe even the Magell ani ¢ C ouds!

Teacher got tired of hangi ng head-down and wriggled through, squeezing in behind ne. "Your
turn, Broadhead," she said, resting a hand on ny shoul der and what felt |ike her breasts on ny
back.

I was reluctant to touch. | asked, "Isn't there any way of telling where you're going to
wi nd up?"

Cl assifi eds.

HOW DO you know you're not a Unitarian? Gateway Fell owship now forning. 87-539

BI LI TI'S WANTED for Sappho and Lesbia, joint trips till we make it, then happily ever after
in Northern Ireland. Permanent trimarriage only. 87-033 or 87-034.

STORE YOUR effects. Save rent, avoid Corporation seizure while out. Fee includes disposa
instructions if nonreturn. 88-125.

"Probably," she said, "providing you're a Heechee with pilot training."

"Not even |ike one color means you're going farther from here than sonme other col or?"

"Not that anybody here has figured out. O course, they keep trying. There's a whole team
that spends its tinme programm ng returned nission reports against the settings they went out wth.
So far they've cone up enpty. Now let's get on with it, Broadhead. Put your whol e hand on that
first wheel, the one the others have used. Shove it. It'll take nore nuscle than you think."

It did. In fact, | was alnost afraid to push it hard enough to make it work. She |eaned
over and put her hand on mine, and | realized that that nice nmusk-o0il smell that had been in mny
nostrils for the last little while was hers. It wasn't just rnusk, either; her pheronbnes were
snuggling nicely into nmy chenoreceptors. It nmade a very nice change fromthe rest of the Gateway
sti nk.

But all the same, | didn't get even a show of color, although | tried for five mnutes
bef ore she waved ne away and gave Sheri another shot in ny place.

VWen | got back to ny room sonmebody had cleaned it up. | wondered gratefully who that had
been, but | was too tired to wonder very long. Until you get used to it, low gravity can be
exhausting; you find yourself overusing all your nuscles because you have to relearn a whole
pattern of econoni es.

I slung nmy hamock and was just dozing off when | heard a scratching at the lattice of ny
door and Sheri's voice: "Rob?"

"What ?"

"Are you asl eep?"

Qobviously | wasn't, but | interpreted the question the way she had intended it. "No. |'ve
been |ying here thinking."

"Sowas |I. . . . Rob?"

"Yeah?"

"Woul d you like ne to cone into your hammock?"

| made an effort to wake nyself up enough to consider the question on its merits.

"I really want to," she said.

"Al'l right. Sure. |I nmean, glad to have you." She slipped into ny room and | slid over in
t he hanmmock, which swung slowly as she crawmed into it. She was wearing a knitted T-shirt and
under pants, and she felt warm and soft against ne when we rolled gently together in the hollow of
t he hanmock.

"It doesn't have to be sex, stud," she said. "I'measy either way."
"Let's see what devel ops. Are you scared?"
Her breath was the sweetest-snelling thing about her; | could feel it on nmy cheek. "A |ot
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nmore than | thought | would be."

"\ 2"

"Rob--" she squirmed herself confortable and then twi sted her neck to | ook at nme over her
shoul der, "you know, you say kind of asshole things sonetinmes?"

"Sorry."

"Well, | mean it. | mean, |ook what we're doing. We're going to get into a ship that we
don't know if it's going to get where it's supposed to go, and we don't even know where it's
supposed to go. W go faster than |ight, nobody knows how. W don't know how long we'll be gone,
even if we knew where we were going. So we could be traveling the rest of our lives and die before
we got there, even if we didn't run into something that would kill us in two seconds. Right?

Ri ght. So how cone you ask me why |'m scared?"
"Just naking conversation.” | curled up along her back and cupped a breast, not

aggressively but because it felt good.

"And not only that. W don't know anything about the people who built these things. How do
we know this isn't all a practical joke on their part? Maybe their way of luring fresh nmeat into
Heechee heaven?"

"W don't," | agreed. "Roll over this way."

"And the ship they showed us this norning doesn't hardly look like |I thought it was going
to be, at all," she said, doing as | told her and putting a hand on the back of ny neck

There was a sharp whistle fromsonmewhere, | couldn't tell where.

"What' s that?"

"I don't know." It cane again, sounding both out in the tunnel and, |ouder, inside ny

room "Ch, it's the phone."” Wiat | was hearing was ny own pi ezophone and the ones on either side
of me, all ringing at once. The whistle stopped and there was a voice:

"This is JimChou. Al you fish who want to see what a ship | ooks |ike when it cones back
after a bad trip, cone to Docking Station Four. They're bringing it in now "

| could hear a murnuring fromthe Forehands' room next door, and | could feel Sheri's
heart pounding. "We'd better go," | said.

"I know. But | don't think | want to -- nuch.”

The ship had nade it back to Gateway, but not quite all the way. One of the orbiting
cruisers had detected it and closed in on it. Now a tug was bringing it in to the Corporation's
own docks, where usually only the rockets fromthe planets |atched in. There was a hatch big
enough to hold even a Five. This was a Three, what there was left of it.

"Ch, sweet Jesus," Sheri whispered. "Rob, what do you suppose happened to thenP"

"To the people? They died." There was not really any doubt of that. The ship was a weck.
The | ander stem was gone, just the interstellar vehicle itself, the nushroomcap, was still there,
and that was bent out of shape, split open, seared by heat. Split open! Heechee netal, that
doesn't even soften under an electric arc!

But we hadn't seen the worst of it.

We never did see the worst of it, we only heard about it. One man was still inside the
ship. Al over the inside of the ship. He had been literally spattered around the control room
and his remains had been baked onto the walls. By what? Heat and accel erati on, no doubt. Perhaps
he had found hinself skipping into the upper reaches of a sun, or in tight orbit around a neutron
star. The differential in gravity m ght have shredded ship and crew |i ke that. But we never knew.

The other two persons in the crew were not there at all. Not that it was easy to tell; but
the census of the organs revealed only one jaw, one pelvis, one spine -- though in many short
pi eces. Perhaps the other two had been in the | ander?

"Mowve it, fish!"

Sheri caught ny armand pulled ne out of the way. Five unifornmed crewnen fromthe cruisers
came through, in Anerican and Brazilian blue, Russian beige, Venusian work white and Chi nese all -
pur pose bl ack-and-brown. The Anerican and the Venusian were fenmale; the faces were all different,
but the expressions were all the same nmixture of discipline and distaste.

"Let's go." Sheri tugged me away. She didn't want to watch the crewren poke through the
remmants, and neither did |I. The whol e class, Jimy Chou, Kl ara and the other teachers and all,
began to straggle back to our roons. Not quite quick enough. W had been | ooking through the ports
into the lock; when the patrol fromthe cruisers opened it, we got a whiff of the air inside.
don't know how to describe it. Alittle bit like overripe garbage being cooked to swill to pigs.
Even in the rank air of Gateway, that was hard to take.

Teacher dropped off at her own level -- down pretty low, in the high-rent district around
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Easy Level. When she | ooked up after me as | said goodnight | observed for the first tine that she
was crying.

Sheri and | said goodnight to the Forehands at their door, and |I turned to her, but she
was ahead of ne.

“I think I'Il sleep this one out," she said. "Sorry, Rob, but, you know, | just don't fee
like it anynore."

SAFETY RULES FOR GATEWAY SHI PS

The nechanismfor interstellar travel is known to be contained in the di anond-shaped box
which is |ocated under the center keel of 3-man and 5-man ships, and in the sanitary facilities of
the 1-man ships.

No one has successfully opened one of those containers. Each attenpt has resulted in
expl osion of approximately 1-kiloton force. A major research project is attenpting to penetrate
this box without destroying it, and if you as a linmted partner have any information or
suggestions in this connection you should contact a Corporation officer at once.

However, under no circunmstances attenpt to open the box yourself. Tanpering with it in any
way, or docking a vessel on which the box has been tanpered with, is strictly forbidden. The
penalty is forfeiture of all rights and i nmedi ate expul sion from Gat eway.

The course-directing equi pnent al so poses a potential danger. Under no circunstances
shoul d you attenpt to change the setting once you have begun your flight. No vessel in which this
has been done has ever returned.

| don't know why | keep going back to Sigfrid von Shrink. My appointment with himis
al ways on a Wednesday afternoon, and he doesn't like it if I drink or dope before then. So it
bl ows the whole day. | pay a lot for those days. You don't know what it costs to |live the way I
live. My apartnment over Washi ngton Square is eighteen thousand dollars a nonth. My residence taxes
to live under the Big Bubble cone to another three thousand plus. (It doesn't cost that rmuch to
stay on Gateway!) |1've got sone pretty hefty charge accounts for furs, wine, lingerie, jewelry,
flowers. Sigfrid says | try to buy love. Al right, | do. Wiat's wong with that? | can afford it.
And that's not nentioning what Full Medical costs ne.

Sigfrid, though, cones free. |I'mcovered by the Full Medical for psychiatric therapy, any
variety | like; | could have group grope or internal nassage for the sane price, nanely nothing. |
kid himabout that sonetinmes. "Even considering that you're just a bag of rusty bolts," | say,
"you're not nuch good. But your price is right."

He asks, "Does that make you feel that you yourself are nore valuable, if you say that I'm
not ?"

"Not particularly."

"Then why do you insist on rem nding yourself that I'ma nmachine? O that | don't cost
anything? O that | cannot transcend ny progranmn ng?"

"l guess you just piss me off, Sigfrid." |I know that won't satisfy him so | explainit.
"You ruined ny norning. This friend, S. Ya. Lavorovna, stayed over |ast night. She's sonething."
So | tell Sigfrid alittle bit about what S. Ya. is like, including what she is Iike wal ki ng away
fromme in stretch pants with that |Iong dirtygold hair hangi ng down to her wai st.

"She sounds very nice," Sigfrid coments.

"Bet your bolts. Only thing is, she wakes up slow in the norning. Just when she was
getting lively again | had to | eave ny sunmer place, up over Tappan Sea, and cone down here."

"Do you | ove her, Rob?"

The answer is no, so | want himto think it's yes. | say, "No."

"I think that's an honest answer, Rob," he says, approvingly, and disappointingly. "Is
that why you're angry with nme?"

"Ch, | don't know. Just in a bad nood, | guess."

"Can you think of any reasons why?"

He waits ne out, so after a while |I say, "Well, | took a licking at roulette |last night."

"More than you can afford?”
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"Christ! No." But it's annoying, all the same. There are other things, too. It's getting
toward that chilly time of year. My place over Tappan Sea isn't under the Bubble, so sitting out
on the porch with S. Ya. for brunch wasn't such a good idea. | don't want to nention this to
Sigfrid. He would say sonething wholly rational like, well, why didn't |I have ny lunch served
i ndoors? And | would just have to tell himall over again that when | was a kid it was ny dreamto
own a summer place over Tappan Sea and have brunch on the porch, [ooking out over it. They'd just
danmed t he Hudson then, when | was about naybe twelve. | used to dreama | ot about Making It Big
and living in the style of The Rich Folks. Wll, he's heard all that.

Sigfrid clears his throat. "Thank you, Rob," he says, to let ne know that the hour is
over. "WII | see you next week?"

“"Don't you always?" | say, snmiling. "Howthe tinme flies. Actually |I wanted to | eave a
little early today."

"Did you, Rob?"

"I have another date with S. Ya.," | explain. "She's com ng back up to the sumrer place
with me tonight. Frankly, what she's going to do is better therapy than what you do."

He says, "Is that all you want out of a relationship, Robbie?"

"You nean, just sex?" The answer in this case is no, but I don't want himto know j ust
what it is | do want out of ny relationship with S. Ya. Lavorovna. | say, "She's a little
different fromnost of nmy girlfriends, Sigfrid. She has about as much clout as | do, for one
thing. Has a damm good job. | admire her."

Vell, | don't, particularly. O rather, | don't care nmuch about whether | adnire her or

not. S. Ya. has one trait that inpresses ne even nore than possessing the sweetest rear view that
God ever laid on a human fenale. Her damm good job is in information handling. She went to the
Akadenpgor sk University, she was a fellow at the Max Planck Institute for Machine Intelligence,
and she teaches graduate students in the Al department at NYU. She knows nore about Sigfrid than
Sigfrid knows about hinself, and that suggests interesting possibilities to ne.

10

Al ong about ny fifth day on Gateway | got up early and splurged, breakfast out in the
Heecheet own Arns, surrounded by tourists, bloody-eyed ganblers fromthe casino across the spindle,
and liberty sailors fromthe cruisers. It felt luxurious, and cost |uxurious, too. It was worth it

because of the tourists. | could feel their eyes on ne. | knew they were tal king about ne,
particularly a snooth-faced but old African type, Dahoneyan or Ghanaian, | think, with his very
young, very plunp, very jeweled wife. O whatever. As far as they could tell, | was a
swashbuckl i ng hero. True, | didn't have any bangles on ny arm but sonme of the veterans didn't
wear them either.

| basked. | considered ordering real eggs and bacon, but that was a little nore than even
my euphoria would let me go for, so | settled for orange juice (it turned out to be real, to ny
surprise) and a brioche and several cups of black Danish coffee. All | was really mssing was a

pretty girl across the arnmboard of the chair. There were two nice-Il ooki ng wonen who seened to be
the liberty crew fromthe Chinese cruiser, neither of themunwilling to exchange a few radio
messages by the gl ance of the eyes, but | decided to keep them as open prospects for sone future
date and paid nmy check (that was pai nful enough) and |eft for class.

Cl assifi eds.

GOURMET COOKERY to order. Szechuan, California, Cantonese. Specialty party nunches. The
wongs, ph 83-242.

LECTURE & PV careers are waiting for nmulti-bracelet retirees! Sign up now for course
publ i c speaking, hol oview preparation, PR managenent. Inspect authenticated |etters graduates
earni ng $3000/wk up. 86-521.

VWELCOMVE TO Gateway! Make contacts quickly our unique service. 200 nanes, preferences on
file. Introductions $50 88-963

On the way down | caught up with the Forehands. The man, whose nanme seened to be Sess,
dropped of f the down-cable and waited to wish ne a polite good norning. "W didn't see you at
breakfast,"” his wife nentioned, so | told themwhere | had been. The younger daughter, Lois,
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| ooked faintly envious. Her nother caught the expression and patted her. "Don't worry, hon. We'll
eat there before we go back to Venus." To ne: "W have to watch our pennies right now But when we
hit, we've got sone pretty big plans for spending the profits.™

"Don't we all," | said, but something was turning over in ny head. "Are you really going
to go back to Venus?"
"Certainly," they all said, in one way or another, and acted surprised at the question

Which surprised me. | hadn't realized that tunnel rats could manage to think of that nolten
stinkpot as hone. Sess Forehand nust have read ny expression, too. They were a reserved fanily,
but they didn't mss nuch. He grinned and sai d:

"I't's our hone, after all. So is Gateway, in a way."

That was astoni shing. "Actually, we're related to the first man to find Gateway, Sylvester
Mackl en. You' ve heard of hinP"

"How could I not?"

"He was a sort of a cousin. | guess you know the whole story?" | started to say | did, but
he obvi ously was proud of his cousin, and | couldn't blame him and so | heard a slightly
different version of the famliar |legend: "He was in one of the South Pole tunnels, and found a
shi p. God knows how he got it to the surface, but he did, and he got in and evidently squeezed the
go-teat, and it went where it was programred -- here."

"Doesn't the Corporation pay a royalty?" | asked. "I nmean, if they're going to pay for
di scoveri es, what discovery would be nore worth paying for?"

"Not to us, anyway," said Loui se Forehand, sonmewhat sonberly; nmoney was a hard subject
with the Forehands. "OF course, Sylvester didn't set out to find Gateway. As you know from what
we' ve been hearing in class, the ships have automatic return. Werever you go, you just squeeze
the go-teat and you cone strai ght back here. Only that didn't help Syl vester, because he was here.
It was the return leg of a round trip with about a zillion-year stopover."

"He was smart and strong." Sess took up the story. "You have to be to explore. So he
didn't panic. But by the tinme anybody cane

LAUNCH AVAI LABI LI TI ES

30- 107.

FI VE. Three vacanci es, Englishspeaking. Terry Yakanora (ph 83-675) or Jay Parduk (83-004).

30- 108.

THREE. Arnored. One vacancy, English or French. BONUS TRI P. Dorl ean Sugrue (P-phone 88-
108) .

30- 109.

ONE. Check trip. Good safety record. See Launch Captain.

30-110.

ONE. Arnored. BONUS TRIP. See Launch Captain.

30-111.

THREE. Open enlistment. See Launch Captain.

30-112.

THREE. Probabl e short trip. Open enlistment. M ni mum guarantee. See Launch Captain.

30-113.

ONE. Four vacancies via Gateway Two. Transportation in reliable Five. Tikki Trunbull (ph
87-869) .

out here to investigate he was out of life support. He could have lived a little |onger
He coul d have used the lox and Htwo fromthe | ander tanks for air and water. | used to wonder why
he didn't."

"Because he woul d have starved anyway," Louise cut in, defending her relative.

"I think so. Anyway, they found his body, with his notes in his hand. He had cut his
throat."

They were nice people, but I had heard all this, and they were naking nme | ate for class.

O course, class wasn't all that exciting just at that point. W were up to Hamock
Slinging (Basic) and Toilet Flushing (Advanced). You may wonder why they didn't spend nore tinme
actually teaching us howto fly the ships. That's sinple. The things flew thensel ves, as the
For ehands, and everybody el se, had been telling ne. Even the [ anders were no sweat to operate,
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al though they did require a hand on the controls. Once you were in the lander all you had to do
was conpare a three-D sort of hol ographic representation of the i medi ate area of space with where
you wanted to go, and nmaneuver a point of light in the tank to the point you wanted to reach. The
| ander went there. It calculated its own trajectories and corrected its own deviations. It took a
little nmuscular coordination to get the hang of twisting that point of |ight to where you wanted
it to go, but it was a forgiving system

Bet ween the sessions of flushing practice and hanmock drill we tal ked about what we were
going to do when we graduated. The | aunch schedul es were kept up to date and di spl ayed on the PV
monitor in our class whenever anyone pushed the button. Some of them had nanes attached to them
and one or two of the names | recognized. Tikki Trunbull was a girl | had danced with and sat next
toin the ness hall once or twice. She was an out-pilot, and as she needed crew | thought of
joining her. But the wi seheads told nme that out-m ssions were a waste of tine.

| should tell you what an out-pilot is. He's the guy who ferries fresh crews to Gateway
Two. There are about a dozen Fives that do that as a regular run. They take four people out (which
woul d be what Ti kki wanted people for), and then the pil ot comes back alone, or with returning
prospectors -- if any -- and what they've found. Usually there's sonebody.

The team who found Gateway Two are the ones we all dreaned about. They made it. Man, did
they make it! Gateway Two was anot her Gateway, nothing nore or |ess, except that it happened to
orbit around a star other than our own. There was not nuch nore in the way of treasure on Gateway
Two than there was on our own Gateway; the Heechee had swept everything pretty clean, except for
the ships thenselves. And there weren't nearly as nmany ships there, only about a hundred and
fifty, conmpared to al nost a thousand on our old original solar Gateway. But a hundred and fifty
ships are worth finding all by thenselves. Not to nmention the fact that they accept sone
destinations that our |ocal Gateway's ships don't appear to.

The ride out to Gateway Two seens to be about four hundred |ight-years and takes a hundred
and ni ne days each way. Two's principal star is a bright blue B-type. They think it is Alcyone in
the Pl ei ades, but there is some doubt. Well, actually that's not Gateway Two's real star. It
doesn't orbit the big one, but alittle cinder of a red dwarf nearby. They say the dwarf is
probably a distant binary with the blue B, but they also say it shouldn't be because of the
difference in ages of the two stars. Gve thema few nore years to argue and they'l| probably
know. One wonders why the Heechee woul d have put their spacelines junction in orbit around so
undi st i ngui shed a star, but one wonders a | ot about the Heechee.

However, all that doesn't affect the pocketbook of the team who happened to find the
pl ace. They get a royalty on everything that any |ater prospector finds! |I don't know what they've
made so far, but it has to be in the tens of mllions apiece. Maybe the hundreds. And that's why
it doesn't pay to go with an out-pilot; you don't really have a nuch better chance of scoring, and
you have to split what you get.

So we went down the list of upcom ng | aunches and hashed them over in the Iight of our
five-day expertise. Wiich wasn't nmuch. W appealed to Gelle-Kl ara Mynlin for advice. After all
she'd been out twice. She studied the list of flights and names, pursing her lips. "Terry
Yakanora's a decent guy," she said. "I don't know Parduk, but it night be worth taking a chance on
that one. Lay off Dorlean's flight. There's a nmillion-dollar bonus, but what they don't tell you
is that they' ve got a bastard control board in it. The Corporation's experts have put in a
conmputer that's supposed to override the Heechee target selector, and | wouldn't trust it. And, of
course, | wouldn't recomrend a One in any circunstances.”

Loi s Forehand asked, "Wich one would you take if it was up to you, Klara?"

She scowl ed thoughtfully, rubbing that dark | eft eyebrow with the tips of her fingers.
"Maybe Terry. Well, any of them But |I'mnot going out again for a while." | wanted to ask her
why, but she turned away fromthe screen and said, "All right, gang, let's get back to the drill.
Remenber, up for pee; down, close, wait ten and up for poo."

| cel ebrated conpleting the week on ship-handling by offering to buy Dane Metchni kov a
drink. That wasn't my first intention. My first intention had been to buy Sheri a drink and drink
it in bed, but she was off sonewhere. So | worked the buttons on the pi ezophone and got
Met chni kov.

He sounded surprised at ny offer. "Thanks," he said, and then considered. "Tell you what.
Gve me a hand carrying sone stuff, and then |I'll buy you a drink."

So | went down to his place, which was only one | evel bel ow Babe; his roomwas not much
better than ny own, and bare, except for a couple of full carry-alls. He | ooked at ne al npst
friendly. "You re a prospector now," he grunted.
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"Not really. 1've got two nore courses."

"Well, this is the last you see of ne, anyway. |'m shipping out with Terry Yakanora
tonorrow. "

I was surprised. "Didn't you just get back, like ten days ago?"

"You can't mmke any noney hangi ng around here. Al | was waiting for was the right crew.
You want to conme to ny farewell party? Terry's place. Twenty hundred."

"That sounds fine," | said. "Can | bring Sheri?"

"Ch, sure, she's conming anyway, | think. Buy you the drink there, if you don't mnd. Gve
me a hand and we'll get this stuff stored.™

He had accunul ated a surprising anount of goods. | wondered how he had nanaged to stash
themall away in a roomas tiny as nmy own: three fabric carriers all stuffed full, hol odisks and a
vi ewer, book tapes and a few actual books. | took the carriers. On Earth they woul d have wei ghed

nmore than | could handle, probably fifty or sixty kilos, but of course on Gateway lifting them was
no problem it was only tugging themthrough the corridors and jockeying them down the shafts that
was tricky. | had the mass, but Metchni kov had the probl ens, since what he was carrying was in odd
shapes and varying degrees of fragility. It was about an hour's haul, actually. W wound up in a
part of the asteroid |I'd never seen before, where an elderly Pakistani wonman counted the pieces,
gave Metchni kov a recei pt and began draggi ng them away down a thickly vine-grown corridor

"Whew, " he grunted. "Well, thanks."

"You're welcone." W started back toward a dropshaft, and meki ng conversation, | assune
out of sone recognition that he owed ne a social favor and should practice sone social skills, he
sai d:

"So how was the course?"

"You nmean apart fromthe fact that |1've just finished it and still don't have any idea how
to fly those goddammed shi ps?"
"Well, of course you don't," he said, irritably. "The course isn't going to teach you

that. It just gives you the general idea. The way you learn, you do it. Only hard part's the
| ander, of course. Anyway, you've got your issue of tapes?”

"Ch, yes." There were six cassettes of them Each of us had been given a set when we
conpleted the first week's course. They had everything that had been said, plus a | ot of stuff
about different kinds of controls that the Corporation might, or night not, fit on a Heechee board
and so on.

"So play themover," he said. "If you' ve got any sense you'll take themw th you when you
ship out. Got plenty of tinme to play themthen. Mstly the ships fly thensel ves anyway. "
"They'd better,” | said, doubting it. "So long." He waved and dropped onto the down-cabl e

wi t hout | ooki ng back. Apparently | had agreed to take the drink he owed ne at the party. Were it
woul dn't cost hi m anyt hi ng.

| thought of |ooking for Sheri again, and decided against it. | was in a part of Gateway |
didn't know, and of course I'd left ny map back in ny room | drifted along, nore or |ess at
random past star-points where sone of the tunnels snelled nusty and dusty and there weren't many
peopl e, then through an inhabited section that seened to be nostly Eastern European. | didn't
recogni ze the | anguages, but there were little notes and wall signs hanging fromthe everywhere-
growing ivy that were in al phabets that |ooked Cyrillic or even stranger. | canme to a dropshaft,

t hought for a nonment, and then caught hold of the up-cable. The easy way not to be |ost on Gateway
is togo up until you get to the spindle, where "up" ends.

But this time | found nyself passing Central Park and, on inpul se, dropped off the up-
cable to sit by a tree for a while.

Central Park isn't really a park. It's a large tunnel, not far fromthe center of rotation
of the asteroid, which has been devoted to vegetation. | found orange trees there (which explained
the juice), and grape vines; and ferns and npbsses, but no grass. | amnot sure why. Probably it
has something to do with planting only varieties that are sensitive to the available light, nostly
the blue gleam fromthe Heechee netal all around, and perhaps they couldn't find a grass that
could use it efficiently for its photochenm stry. The principal reason for having Central Park in
the first place was to suck up C®2 and gi ve back oxygen; that was before they spread planting all
over the tunnels. But it also killed snmells, or anyway it was supposed to, a little, and it grew a
certain anmount of food. The whole thing was maybe eighty nmeters long and twice as tall as | was.
It was broad enough to have room for sone w nding paths. The stuff they grewin |ooked a lot like
good old genuine Earthside dirt. What it was, really, was a hunus made out of the sewage sl udge
fromthe couple of thousand people who had used Gateway toilets, but you couldn't tell that by
| ooking at it, or by snmelling it, either

The first tree big enough to sit by was no good for that purpose; it was a mul berry, and
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under it were spread out sheets of fine netting to catch the dropping fruit. | wal ked past it, and
down the path there were a wonan and a chil d.
A child! | hadn't known there were any children on Gateway. She was a little bit of a

thing, maybe a year and a half, playing with a ball so big, and so lazy in the light gravity, that
it was |like a balloon.

"Hell o, Rob."
That was the other surprise; the woman who greeted me was Celle-Klara Mynlin. | said
wi t hout thinking, "I didn't know you had a little girl."

"I don't. This is Kathy Francis, and her nother lets ne borrow her sonetines. Kathy, this
i s Rob Broadhead."

"Hell o, Rob," the little thing called, studying me fromthree neters away. "Are you a
friend of Kl ara' s?"

"I hope so. She's ny teacher. Do you want to play catch?"

Kathy finished her study of me and said precisely, each word separate fromthe one before

it and as clearly forned as an adult's, "I don't know how to play catch, but I will get six
mul berries for you. That's all you can have."

"Thank you." | slunped down next to Kl ara, who was huggi ng her knees and watching the
child. "She's cute."

"Well, | guess so. It's hard to judge, when there aren't very many other children around."

"She's not a prospector, is she?"

| wasn't exactly joking, but Kl ara |laughed warmy. "Her parents are permanent-party. Well
nmost of the time. R ght now her nother's off prospecting; they do that sonetines, a |ot of them
You can spend just so nmuch tine trying to figure out what the Heechee were up to before you want
to try your own solutions to the puzzles."

"Sounds dangerous. "

She shushed me. Kathy cane back, with three of my mulberries in each open hand, so as not
to crush them She had a funny way of wal king, which didn't seemto use nuch of the thigh and calf
muscl es; she sort of pushed herself up on the ball of each foot in turn, and let herself float to
the next step. After | figured that out | tried it for nyself, and it turned out to be a pretty
efficient way of walking in near-zero gravity, but ny reflexes kept lousing it up. | suppose you
have to be born on Gateway to conme by it naturally.

Klara in the park was a lot nore relaxed and feninine than Kl ara the teacher. The eyebrows

that had | ooked mascul i ne and angry becanme outdoorsy and friendly. She still snelled very nice.
It was pretty pleasant, chatting with her, while Kathy stepped daintily around us, playing
with her ball. We conpared places we'd been, and didn't find any in conmon. The one thing we did

find in coomon was that | was born al nbst the sane day as her two-year-younger brother

"Did you like your brother?" |I asked, a ganbit played for the hell of it.

"Well, sure. He was the baby. But he was an Aries, born under Mercury and the Mon. Made
himfickle and moody, of course. | think he woul d have had a conplicated life."

This Park I's MONI TORED By Cl osed-Circuit PV
You are welconme to enjoy it. Do not pick flowers or fruit. Do not danage any plant. Wile
visiting, you may eat any fruits which have fallen, to the following limts:

Grapes, cherries

8 per person

QO her small fruits or berries
6 per person

Oranges, limes, pears

1 per person
G avel may not be renoved fromwal ks. Deposit all trash of any kind in receptacles.

MAI NTENANCE DI VI SI ON THE GATEWAY CORPORATI ON
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| was less interested in asking her about what happened to himthan in asking if she
really believed in that garbage, but that didn't seemtactful, and anyway she went on tal ki ng.

"' ma Sagittarius, nyself. And you -- oh, of course. You nust be the sane as Davie."

"I guess so," | said, being polite. "I, uh, don't go nmuch for astrol ogy."

"Not astrology, genethlialogy. One's superstition, the other's science."

She | aughed. "I can see you're a scoffer. Doesn't matter. If you believe, all right; if
you don't -- well, you don't have to believe in the law of gravity to get mashed when you fall off

a two-hundred story building."

Kat hy, who had sat down beside us, inquired politely, "Are you having an argunent ?"

"Not really, honey." Klara stroked her head.

"That's good, Klara, because | have to go to the bathroomnow and | don't think | can,
here. "

"It's time to go anyway. Nice to see you, Rob. Watch out for nmelancholy, hear?" And they
went away hand in hand, Klara trying to copy the little girl's odd wal k. Looking very nice.
for a fl ake.

That night | took Sheri to Dane Metchni kov's goi ng-away party. Klara was there, |ooking

even nicer in a bare-mdriff pants suit. "I didn't know you knew Dane Metchni kov," | said.
“Which one is he? | nean, Terry's the one who invited me. Coning inside?"
The party had spilled out into the tunnel. | peered through the door and was surprised to

find how much roomthere was inside; Terry Yakanora had two full rooms, both nore than twice the
size of mine. The bath was private and really did contain a bath, or at |east a showerhead. "N ce

place,” | said admringly, and then di scovered from sonet hing anot her guest said that Klara |ived
right down the tunnel. That changed my opinion of Klara: if she could afford the high-rent
district, why was she still on Gateway? Wiy wasn't she back home spendi ng her noney and havi ng
fun? O contrariwise, if she was still on Gateway, why was she fooling around keeping barely even
with the head tax by working as an assistant instructor, instead of going out for another killing?

But | didn't get a chance to ask her. She did nost of her dancing that night with Terry Yakanora
and the others in the outgoing crew.

| lost track of Sheri until she came over to ne after a slow, alnbst unnmoving fox-trot,
bringing her partner. He was a very young nman -- a boy, actually; he | ooked about nineteen. He
| ooked famliar: dark skin, alnost white hair, a wisp of a jawbeard that drew an arc from
si deburn to sideburn by way of the underside of his chin. He hadn't cone up fromEarth with ne. He
wasn't in our class. But I'd seen hi m somewhere

Sheri introduced us. "Rob, you know Francesco Hereira?"

"l don't think so."

"He's fromthe Brazilian cruiser." Then | renmenbered. He was one of the inspectors who had
gone in to fish through the baked gobbets of flesh on the shipweck we'd seen a few days earlier.
He was a torpedonman, according to his cuff stripes. They give the cruiser crews tenporary duty as
guards on Gateway, and sonetines they give themliberty there, too. He'd come in in the regul ar
rotation about the tine we arrived. Sonebody put on a tape for a hora just then, and after we were
through dancing, a little out of breath, Hereira and |I found oursel ves | eaning agai nst the wal
side by side, trying to stay out of the way of the rest of the party. |I told himl| had just
renenbered seeing himat the weck.

"“Ah, yes, M. Broadhead. | recall."

"Tough job," | said, for sonething to say. "lsn't it?"

He had been drinking enough to answer nme, | guess. "Well, M. Broadhead," he said
analytically, "the technical description of that part of ny job is 'search and registry.' It is
not always tough. For instance, in a short tinme you will no doubt go out, and when you cone back
I, or soneone else in ny job, will poke into your holes, M. Broadhead. | will turn out your

pockets, and wei gh and neasure and photograph everything in your ship. That is to nake sure you do
not snuggl e anything of value out of your vessel and off Gateway wi thout paying the Corporation
its due share. Then | register what | have found; if it is nothing, I wite 'nil" on the form and
anot her crewran from another cruiser chosen at random does the sane thing exactly. So you wl|
have two of us prying into you."

It didn't sound like a ot of fun for me, but not as bad as | had thought at first. | said
so.

He flashed small, very white teeth. "Wen the prospector to be searched is Sheri or Celle-
Kl ara over there, no, not bad at all. One can quite enjoy it. But | have not nuch interest in

searching mal es, M. Broadhead. Especially when they are dead. Have you ever been in the presence
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of five human bodi es that have been dead, but not enbal med, for three nonths? That was what it was
like on the first ship | inspected. | do not think anything will be that bad ever again."

Then Sheri came up and demanded hi m for another dance, and the party went on

There were a |l ot of parties. It turned out there always had been, it was just that we new
fish hadn't been part of the network, but as we got nearer graduating we got to know nore peopl e.
There were farewel|l parties. There were wel cone-back parties, but not nearly as many of those.
Even when crews did cone back, there was not always any reason to cel ebrate. Sonetines they had
been gone so long they had lost touch with all their friends. Sonetines, when they had hit fairly
| ucky, they didn't want anything but to get off Gateway on the way hone. And sonetines, of course,
they couldn't have a party because parties aren't pernmitted in the intensive care roons at
Term nal Hospital

It wasn't all parties; we had to study. By the end of the course we were supposed to be
fully expert in ship-handling, survival techniques and the appraisal of trade goods. Well, |
wasn't. Sheri was even worse off than |I. She took to the ship-handling all right, and she had a
shrewd eye for detail that would help her a lot in appraising the worth of anything she mght find
on a prospecting trip. But she didn't seemable to get the survival course through her head.

Studying with her for the final exam nations was nisery:

"Ckay," 1'd tell her, "this one's a type-F star with a planet with point-eight surface G
a partial pressure of oxygen of 130 millibars, nmean tenperature at the equator plus forty Cel sius.
So what do you wear to the party?"

She said accusingly, "You're giving me an easy one. That's practically Earth."

"So what's the answer, Sheri?"

She scratched reflectively under her breast. Then she shook her head inpatiently.
"Nothing. | nean, | wear an airsuit on the way down, but once | get to the surface | could wal k
around in a bikini."

DUTY AND LEAVE ROSTER USS MAYAGUEZ

1. Following officers and crewpersons tr tenp dy stns Gateway for contraband inspection and
conpl i ance patrol
LI NKY, Tina

WO

MASKO, Casimr E.

BsnM 1

M RARCH , Lory S

S2 2.

Fol I owi ng of ficers and crewpersons authd 24-hr tenp dy Gateway for R&R
GRYSON, Katie W

LtJ

HARVEY, |wan
RadM

HLEB, Caryle T
S1

HOLL, WIlliamF Jr

S1 3. Al officers and crewpersons are cautioned once again to avoid any repeat any
di spute with officers and crewpersons of other patrol vessels regardless of nationality and
regardl ess of circunstances, and to refrain fromdivulging classified information to any person
what soever. Infractions will be dealt with by conplete deprivation of Gateway | eave, in addition
to such other punishnents as a defaulter's court may direct. 4. Tenporary duty on Gateway is a
privilege, not a right. If you want it, you have to earn it.

By Conmand of the CAPTAIN USS NAYAGUEZ

"Shithead! You' d be maybe dead in twelve hours. Earth-normal conditions nmeans there's a
good chance of an Earth nornal -type biol ogy. Wi ch neans pat hogens that could eat you up."

"So all right--" she hunched her shoulders, "so |I'd keep the suit until, uh, | tested for
pat hogens. "

"“And how do you do that?"
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"I use the fucking kit, stupid!" She added hastily, before I could say anything, "I nean I
take the, let's see, the Basic Metabolismdisks out of the freezer and activate them | stay in
orbit for twenty-four hours until they're ripe, then when |I'mdown on the surface | expose them
and take readings with ny, uh, with ny C44."

"C-33. There's no such thing as a C44."

"So all right. Ch, and also | pack a set of antigen boosters, so if there's a nargina
problem wi th some sort of microorganism| can give nyself a booster shot and get tenporary
i munity."

"I guess that's all right, so far," | said doubtfully. In practice, of course, she
woul dn't need to renmenber all that. She would read the directions on the packages, or play her
course tapes, or better still, she would be out with sonebody who had been out before and woul d

know t he ropes. But there was al so the chance that sonething unforeseen would go wong and she
woul d be on her own resources, not to nention the fact that she had a final test to take and pass.
"What el se, Sheri ?"

"The usual, Rob! Do | have to run through the whole list? Al right. Radio-relay; spare
power pack; the geology kit; ten-day food ration -- and no, | don't eat anything | find on the
planet at all, not even if there's a MDonald' s hanburger stand right next to the ship. And an
extra lipstick and some sanitary napkins."

| waited. She snmiled prettily, outwaiting mne.

"What about weapons?"

"Weapons?"
"Yes, God dam it! If it's nearly Earth nornal, what are the chances of life being there?"
"Ch, yes. Let's see. Wll, of course, if | need them| take them But, wait a mnute,

first I sniff for methane in the atnosphere with the spectroneter reading fromorbit. If there's
no nethane signature there's nolife, so | don't have to worry."

"There's no mammalian life, and you do have to worry. \Wat about insects? Reptil es?
Dl ugl at ches?"

"Dl ugl at ches?”

"Aword | just nmade up to describe a kind of life we've never heard of that doesn't
generate nmethane in its gut but eats people."

"Ch, sure. Al right, 1'll take a sidearmand twenty rounds of soft-nosed ammp. G ve ne
anot her one."

And so we went on. When we first started rehearsing each other what we usually said at a

point like that was either, "Well, | won't have to worry, because you'll be there with ne anyway,"
or "Kiss ne, you fool." But we'd kind of stopped saying that.
In spite of it all, we graduated. Al of us.

We gave ourselves a graduation party, Sheri and nme, and all four of the Forehands, and the
others who had come up fromEarth with us and the six or seven who had appeared from one place or
another. We didn't invite any outsiders, but our teachers weren't outsiders. They all showed up to
wish us well. Klara cane in late, drank a quick drink, kissed us all, nale and fermale, even the
Finnish kid with the | anguage bl ock who'd had to take all his instruction on tapes. He was goi ng
to have a problem They have instruction tapes for every | anguage you ever heard of, and if they
don't happen to have your exact dialect they run a set through the translating conputer fromthe
near est anal ogue. That's enough to get you through the course, but after that the problemstarts.
You can't reasonably expect to be accepted by a crew that can't talk to you. H's bl ock kept him
fromlearning any other |anguage, and there was not a living soul on Gateway who spoke Finni sh.

We took over the tunnel three doors in each direction past our own, Sheri's, the
Forehands' and ni ne. W danced and sang until it was |ate enough for sone of us to begin to drop
off, and then we dialed in the list of open launches on the PV screen. Full of beer and weed, we
cut cards for first pick and | won.

Sonet hi ng happened inside ny head. | didn't sober up, really. That wasn't it. | was stil
feeling cheerful and sort of warmall over and open to all personality signals that were com ng
in. But a part of my m nd opened up and a pair of clear-seeing eyes peered out at the future and
made a judgment. "Well," | said, "I guess |I'Il pass ny chance right now Sess, you're nunber two;
you take your pick."

"Thirty-one-oh-nine,

he said pronptly; all the Forehands had

Cl assi fi eds.
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G LLETTE, RONALD C., departed Gateway sonetinme in |last year. Anyone having information
present whereabouts please informw fe, Annabelle, do Canadi an Legation, Tharsis, Mars. Reward.

OUTPI LOTS, REPEAT wi nners, |et your noney work for you while you' re out. |nvest nutua
funds, growh stocks, land, other opportunities. Mderate counseling fee. 88-301

PORNODI SKS FOR those long, lonely trips. 50 hours $500. Al interests or to order. Also
nodel s wanted. 87-108.

made up their minds in famly neeting, |ong since. "Thanks, Rob."

| gave hima carefree, drunken wave. He didn't really owe ne anything. That was a One, and
I wouldn't have taken a One for any price. For that matter, there wasn't anything on the board
liked. | grinned at Kl ara and w nked; she | ooked serious for a minute, then wi nked back, but stil
| ooked serious. | knew she realized what | had cone to understand: all these |aunches were
rejects. The best ones had been snapped up as soon as they were announced by returnees and
per manent - party.

Sheri had drawn fifth pick, and when it cane her turn she | ooked directly at ne. "I'm
going to take that Three if | can fill it up. Wat about it, Rob? Are you going to cone or not?"

| chuckled. "Sheri," | said, sweetly reasonable, "there's not a returnee that wants it.
It's an arnored job. You don't know where the hell it mght be going. And there's far too nmuch

green in the guidance panel to suit ne." (Nobody really knew what the colors nmeant, of course, but
there was a superstition in the school that a | ot of green meant a superdangerous m ssion.)
“I't's the only open Three, and there's a bonus."
"Not me, honey. Ask Klara; she's been around a long time and | respect her judgment."
“I'" m asking you, Rob."

"No. I'll wait for sonething better."

"I"'mnot waiting, Rob. | already talked to WIlla Forehand, and she's agreeable. |If worse
comes to worst we'll fill it out with-- anybody at all," she said, |ooking at the Finnish kid,
smling drunkenly to hinself as he stared at the launch board. "But -- you and | did say we were

goi ng out together."
| shook ny head.
"So stay here and rot,"'

she flared. "Your girlfriend' s just as scared as you are!"

Those sober eyes inside ny skull | ooked at Klara, and the frozen, unnoving expression on
her face; and, wonderingly, | realized Sheri was right. Klara was |ike ne. W were both afraid to
go.

11
| say to Sigfrid, "This isn't going to be a very productive session, I'mafraid. |I'mjust

pl ai n exhausted. Sexually, if you know what | nean."

"I certainly do know what you nean, Rob."

"So | don't have nuch to tal k about."

"Do you renenber any dreans?"

| squirmon the couch. As it happens, | do renenber one or two. | say, "No." Sigfridis
al ways after me to tell himny dreanms. | don't like it.

When he first suggested it | told himl didn't dreamvery often. He said patiently, "I
thi nk you know, Rob, that everyone dreans. You may not remenber the dreans in the waking state.
But you can, if you try."

“"No, | can't. You can. You're a machine."

"I know |I'm a nmachine, Rob, but we're tal king about you. WII you try an experi nent ?"

"Maybe. "

"It isn't hard. Keep a pencil and a piece of paper beside your bed. As soon as you wake
up, wite down what you renenber."

"But I don't ever renmenber anything at all about ny dreans.”

“I think it's worth a try, Rob."

Well, | did. And, you know, | actually did begin to renmenber ny dreans. Little tiny
fragments, at first. And I'd wite them down, and sonetines | would tell themto Sigfrid and they
woul d nake hi mas happy as anything. He just |oved dreans.

Me, | didn't see much use init. . . . Wll, not at first. But then somethi ng happened
that made a Christian out of nme.

One norning | woke up out of a dreamthat was so unpl easant and so real that for a few
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monents | wasn't sure it wasn't actual fact, and so awful that | didn't dare let nyself believe it
was only a dream It shook nme so nmuch that | began to wite it down, as fast as | could, every bit

| could remenber. Then there was a P-phone call. | answered it; and, do you know, in just the
mnute | was on the phone, | forgot the whole thing! Couldn't remenber one bit of it. Until
| ooked at what | had witten down, and then it all canme back to ne.

Well, when | saw Sigfrid a day or two later, 1'd forgotten it again! As though it had

never happened. But | had saved the piece of paper, and | had to read it to him That was one of
the tinmes when | thought he was nost pleased with hinmself and with me, too. He worried over that
dream for the whole hour. He found synbols and nmeanings in every bit of it. | don't remenber what
they were, but | remenber that for me it wasn't any fun at all

As a matter of fact, do you know what's really funny? | threw away the paper on the way
out of his office. And now | couldn't tell you what that dreamwas to save ny life.

"I see you don't want to tal k about dreans," says Sigfrid. "ls there anything you do want
to tal k about ?"

"Not really."

He doesn't answer that for a nmonment, and | know he is just biding his time to outwait me
so that | will say sonething, | don't know, something foolish. So | say, "Can | ask you a
question, Sigfrid?"

"Can't you al ways, Rob?" Sometimes | think he's actually trying to snile. | nean, really

smile. Hs voice sounds like it.

"Well, what | want to know is, what do you do with all the things | tell you?"

“I"'mnot sure | understand the question, Robbie. If you' re asking what the information
storage programis, the answer is quite technical."

"No, that's not what | nean.” | hesitate, trying to make sure what the question is, and
wondering why | want to ask it. | guess it all goes back to Sylvia, who was a | apsed Catholic. |
really envied her her church, and let her know | thought she was dunb to have left it, because
envi ed her the confession. The inside of nmy head was littered with all these doubts and fears that
| couldn't get rid of. | would have |loved to unload themon the parish priest. | could see that
you coul d make quite a nice hierarchical flow pattern, with all the shit frominside nmy own head
flushing into the confessional, where the parish priest flushes it onto the di ocesan nonsi gnor (or
whoever; | don't really know nmuch about the Church), and it all winds up with the Pope, who is the
settling tank for all the world's sludge of pain and misery and guilt, until he passes it on by
transmitting it directly to God. (I nean, assuming the existence of a God, or at |east assum ng
that there is an address called "God" to which you can send the shit.)

Anyway, the point is that | sort of had a vision of the sane systemin psychot herapy:
| ocal drains going into branch sewers going into conmunity trunk |ines treeing out of flesh-and-
bl ood psychiatrists, if you see what | nean. If Sigfrid were a real person, he wouldn't be able to
hold all the misery that's poured into him To begin with, he would have his own problens. He
woul d have mi ne, because that's how | would get rid of them by unloading themonto him He would
al so have those of all the other unloaders who share the hot couch; and he would unload all that,
because he had to, onto the next man up, who shrank him and so on and so on until they got to --
who? The ghost of Sigmund Freud?

But Sigfridisn't real. He's a nachine. He can't feel pain. So where does all that pain
and sline go?

| try to explain all that to him ending with: "Don't you see, Sigfrid? If | give you ny
pain and you give it to sonmeone else, it has to end sonewhere. It doesn't feel real to nme that it
just winds up as magnetic bubbles in a piece of quartz that nobody ever feels."

"I don't think it's profitable to discuss the nature of pain with you, Rob."

"I's it profitable to discuss whether you're real or not?"

He al nost sighs. "Rob," he says, "I don't think it's profitable to discuss the nature of
reality with you, either. | know |'ma

It's very healthy that you view your breakup with Drusilla as a | earning experience, Rob

I'ma very healthy person, Sigfrid, that's why |'m here.

Anyway, that's what life is, just one |earning experience after another, and when you're
through with all the |earning experiences you graduate and what you get for a diploma is, you die.

machi ne. You know |'m a machine. What is the purpose in our being here? Are we here to help nme?"
"l sonmetinmes wonder," | say, sulking.
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"I don't think you actually wonder about that. | think you know that you are here to help
you, and the way to do it is by trying to nake somnething happen inside you. What | do with the
information may be interesting to your curiosity, and it may al so provide you with an excuse to
spend these sessions on intellectual conversation instead of therapy--"

"Touche, Sigfrid," | interrupt.

"Yes. But it is what you do with it that makes the difference in how you feel, and whether
you function sonmewhat better or sonewhat worse in situations that are inportant to you. Please
concern yourself with the inside of your own head, Rob, not nine."

| say admiringly, "You sure are one fucking intelligent nachine, Sigfrid."

He says, "I have the inpression that what you're actually saying there is, 'l hate your
fucking guts, Sigfrid.""

| have never heard him say anything |like that before, and it takes ne aback, until |
remenber that as a matter of fact | have said exactly that to him not once but quite a few tines.
And that it's true.

| do hate his guts.

He is trying to help me, and | hate himfor it very nmuch. | think about sweet, sexy S. Ya
and how willing she is to do anything | ask her, pretty nearly. | want, a lot, to nake Sigfrid
hurt.

12

| came back to nmy room one norning and found the P-phone whining faintly, like a distant,
angry nmosquito. | punched the nmessage code and found that the assistant personnel director
required ny presence in her office at ten hundred hours that norning. Well, it was |ater than that
already. | had forned the habit of spending a lot of tinme, and nost nights, with Klara. Her pad
was a |lot nore confortable than mine. So | didn't get the nessage until nearly eleven, and ny
tardiness in getting to the Corporation personnel offices didn't help the assistant director's
nood.

She was a very fat wonan nanmed Enma Fot her. She brushed off my excuses and accused, "You
graduat ed your courses seventeen days ago. You haven't done a thing since.”

"I"'mwaiting for the right mssion," | said.

"How | ong are you going to wait? Your per capita's paid up for three nore days, then
what ?"

"Well," | said, alnost truthfully, "I was going to come in to see you about that today
anyway. |'d like a job here on Gateway."

"Pshaw.” (1'd never heard anyone say that before, but that's howit sounded.) "Is that why
you cane to Gateway, to clean sewers?”

M SSI ON REPORT

Vessel 3-31, Voyage 08D27. Crew C. Pitrin, N. G nza, J. Krabbe

Transit tinme out 19 days 4 hours. Position uncertain, vicinity (21.y.) Zeta Tauri

Sunmary: "Emerged in transpolar orbit planet .88 Earth radius at .4 A U Planet possessed
3 detected small satellites. Six other planets inferred by conmputer logic. Primary K7.

"Landi ng made. This planet has evidently gone through a warm ng period. There are no ice
caps, and the present shorelines do not appear very old. No detected signs of habitation. No
intelligent life.

"Fi nescreen scanni ng | ocated what appeared to be a Heechee rendezvous station in our
orbit. W approached it. It was intact. In forcing an entrance it exploded and N. G nza was
killed. Qur vessel was damaged and we returned, J. Krabbe dying en route. No artifacts were
secured. Biotic sanples from planet destroyed in danage to vessel."

| was pretty sure that was a bluff, because there weren't that many sewers; there wasn't
enough gravity flow to support them "The right mssion could conme al ong any day."

"Ch, sure, Rob. You know, people like you worry me. Do you have any idea how i nportant our
work here is?"

"Well, I think so--"
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"There's a whol e universe out there for us to find and bring honme! Gateway's the only way
we can reach it. A person |like you, who grew up on the plankton farns--"

"Actually it was the Wom ng food mnes."

"What ever! You know how desperately the hunman race needs what we can give them New
technol ogy. New power sources. Food! New worlds to live in." She shook her head and punched

through the sorter on her desk, |ooking both angry and worried. | supposed that she was check-
rated on how nany of us idlers and parasites she nanaged to get to go out, the way we were
supposed to, which accounted for her hostility -- assumi ng you could account for her desire to
stay on Gateway in the first place. She abandoned the sorter and got up to open a file against the
wal | . "Suppose | do find you a job," she said over her shoulder. "The only skill you have that's
any use here is prospecting, and you're not using that."

“I'lIl take any-- alnost anything," | said.

She | ooked at nme quizzically and then returned to her desk. She was astonishingly
graceful, considering she had to mass a hundred kil os. Maybe a fat woman's fantasy of not saggi ng

accounted for her desire to hold this job and stay on Gateway. "You'll be doing the | owest kind of
unskilled | abor," she warned. "W don't pay much for that. One-eighty a day."
"1l take it!"

“Your per capita has to cone out of it. Take that away and maybe twenty dollars a day for
t oke nmoney, and what do you have | eft?"

"I could always do odd jobs if | needed nore."

She sighed. "You're just postponing the day, Rob. | don't know. M. Hsien, the director

keeps a very close watch on job applications. 1'Il find it very hard to justify hiring you. And
what are you going to do if you get sick and can't work? Who' Il pay your tax?"
“I'"1l go back, | guess."

"And waste all your training?" She shook her head. "You disgust nme, Rob."

But she punched ne out a work ticket that instructed me to report to the crew chief on
Level Grand, Sector North, for assignment in plant maintenance

| didn't Iike that interview with Ema Fother, but | had been warned |I wouldn't. Wen
talked it over with Klara that evening, she told nme actually I'd got off |ight.

“"You're lucky you drew Enma. O d Hsien sonetinmes keeps people hanging until their tax
noney's all gone."

"Then what?" | got up and sat on the edge of her cot, feeling for ny footgloves. "Qut the
airlock?"

"Don't nake fun, it could conceivably cone to that. Hsien's an old Mao type, very hard on
soci al wastrels."

"You're a fine one to talk!"

She grinned, rolled over, and rubbed her nose agai nst ny back. "The difference between you
and me, Rob," she said, "is that | have a couple of bucks stashed away fromny first mssion. It
didn't pay big, but it paid somewhat. Also |I've been out, and they need people |ike ne for
teachi ng people like you."

| |l eaned back against her hip, half turned and put nmy hand on her, nore remniscently than
aggressively. There were certain subjects we didn't talk nuch about, but-- "Kl ara?"

"What's it like, on a mission?"

She rubbed her chin against ny forearmfor a nmoment, |ooking at the hol ovi ew of Venus
against the wall. " Scary," she said

| waited, but she didn't say any nore about it, and that nmuch | already knew. | was scared
right there on Gateway. | didn't have to | aunch nmyself on the Heechee Mystery Bus Trip to know

what being scared was like, |I could feel it already.

"You don't really have a choice, dear Rob," she said, alnost tenderly, for her

| felt a sudden rush of anger. "No, | don't! You've exactly described ny whole life,
Klara. |1've never had a choice -- except once, when | won the lottery and decided to cone here.
And I'mnot sure | made the right decision then."

She yawned, and rubbed against ny armfor a nonment. "If we're through with sex," she
decided, "I want sonething to eat before | go to sleep. Conme on up to the Blue Hell with ne and
"1l treat."

Pl ant Mai ntenance was, actually, the maintenance of plants: specifically, the ivy plants
that help keep Gateway livable. | reported for duty and, surprise -- in fact, nice surprise -- ny
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crew boss turned out to be ny |egless neighbor, Shikitei Bakin.

He greeted ne with what seened |like real pleasure. "How nice of you to join us,
Robi nette," he said. "|I expected you would ship out at once."

"I will, Shicky, pretty soon. Wien | see the right launch listed on the board, I'll know
it."

"Of course." He left it at that, and introduced me to the other plant maintainers.
didn't get them straight, except that the girl had had sonme sort of connection wth Professor
Hegranet, the hotshot Heecheeol ogi st back hone, and the two nen had each had a coupl e of nissions
already. | didn't really need to get themstraight. W all understood the essential fact about
each other w thout discussion. None of us was quite ready to put our names on the |l aunch roster

| wasn't even quite ready to |let nyself think out why.

Pl ant Mai nt enance woul d have been a good place for thought, though. Shicky put ne to work
right away, fastening brackets to the Heechee-nmetal walls wth tacky-gunk. That was sone kind of
speci al | y desi gned adhesive. It would hold to both the Heechee nmetal and the ribbed foil of plant
boxes, and it did not contain any solvent that would evaporate and contaminate the air. It was
supposed to be very expensive. If you got it on you, you just learned to live with it, at |east
until the skin it was on died and flaked off. If you tried to get it off any other way, you drew
bl ood.

When the day's quota of brackets were up, we all trooped down to the sewage plant, where
we picked up boxes filled with sludge and covered with cellulose film W settled themonto the
brackets, twisted the self-locking nuts to hold themin place, and fitted themw th watering
tanks. The boxes probably woul d have wei ghed a hundred kil os each on Earth, but on Gateway that
simply wasn't a consideration; even the foil they were nade of was enough to support themrigidly
agai nst the brackets. Then, when we were all done, Shicky hinmself filled the trays with seedlings,
while we went on to the next batch of brackets. It was funny to watch him He carried trays of the
infant ivy plants on straps around his neck, like a cigarette girl's stock. He held hinself at
tray level with one hand, and poked seedlings through the filminto the sludge with the other

It was a | owpressure job, it served a useful function (I guess) and it passed the time.
Shicky didn't nmake us work any too hard. He had set a quota in his mnd for a day's work. As |ong
as we got sixty brackets installed and filled he didn't care if we goofed off, provided we were
i nconspi cuous about it. Klara would cone by to pass the time of day now and then, sonetines with
the little girl, and we had plenty of other visitors. And when tinmes were slack and there wasn't
anybody interesting to talk to, one at a tine we could wander off for an hour or so. | explored a
|l ot of Gateway | hadn't seen before, and each day deci si on was post poned.

We all tal ked about going out. Alnost every day we could hear the thud and vibration as
sonme | ander cut itself loose fromits dock, pushing the whole ship out to where the Heechee nain
drive could go into operation. Alnost as often we felt the different kind of smaller, quicker
shock when some ship returned. In the evenings we went to sonmeone's parties. My whol e class was
gone by now, alnobst. Sheri had shipped out on a Five -- | didn't see her to ask her why she
changed her plans and wasn't sure | really wanted to know, the ship she went on had an ot herw se
all -male crew. They were German-speaking, but | guess Sheri figured she could get by pretty well
wi t hout tal king much. The | ast one was WIlla Forehand. Klara and | went to Wlla's farewell party
and then down to the docks to watch her launch the next norning. | was supposed to be working, but
| didn't think Shicky would mind. Unfortunately, M. Hsien was there, too, and | could see that he
recogni zed ne.

"Ch, shit," | said to Klara

She giggled and took ny hand, and we ducked out of the |launch area. W strolled away unti
we cane to an up-shaft and lifted to the next level. W sat down on the edge of Lake Superi or

"Rob, old stud," she said, "I doubt he'll fire you for screwing off one tinme. Chew you out,
probably."

| shrugged and tossed a chip of filter-pebble into the upcurving | ake, which stretched a
good two hundred neters up and around the shell of Gateway in front of us. | was feeling tacky,

and wondering whether | was reaching the point when the bad vi bes about

Cl assifi eds.

MAI D, COOK or compani on. Head tax + $1Q'da. Phyllis, 88-423.

GOURMET FOODS, hard-to-get Earth inmports. Take advantage ny G ouped Mass Cuarantee unique
co-op order service for any itemyou want. Save expensive single-item shipping costs! Sears,
Bradl ee, G TJ.M catal ogues avail able. 87-747.

FRESH FI SH from Australia, M, goodl ooking, seeks nt. French F. conpani onship. 65-182.

file:/lIF|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Pohl,%20Frederik%20-%20Heechee%201%20-%20Gateway.txt (38 of 109) [1/15/03 6:31:20 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Pohl,%20Frederik%20-%20Heechee?6201%20-%20Gateway .txt

ri sking nasty death in space were being overtaken by the bad vi bes about cowering on
Gateway. It's a funny thing about fear. | didn't feel it. | knew that the only reason | was
staying on was that | was afraid, but it didn't feel as though | were afraid, only reasonably
prudent .

"I think," | said, watching nyself going into the sentence w thout being sure how it was
going to cone out, "that I'mgoing to do it. Want to cone al ong?"

Klara sat up and shook hersel f. She took a nmonent before she said, "Maybe. Wat've you got
in mnd?"

I had nothing in mind. | was only a spectator, watching nyself talk nyself into something
that made my toes curl. But | said, as though | had planned it out for days, "I think it m ght be
a good idea to take a rerun.”

"No deal!" She | ooked al nost angry. "If | go, | go where the real noney is."

That was al so where the real danger was, of course. Although even reruns have turned out
bad often enough.

The thing about reruns is that you start out with the know edge that sonebody has al ready
flown that trip and nade it back, and, not only that, made a find that's worth foll owing up on
Sone of themare pretty rich. There's Peggy's Wrld, where the heater coils and the fur cone from
There's Eta Carina Seven, which is probably full of good stuff if you could only get at it. The
trouble is, it has had an ice age since the Heechees were last on it. The storns are terrible. Qut
of five landers, one returned with a full crew, undamaged. One didn't return at all

General | y speaking, Gateway doesn't particularly want you to do a rerun. They will make a
cash offer instead of a percentage where the pickings are fairly easy, as on Peggy. \Wat they pay
for is not so nuch trade goods as maps. So you go out there and you spend your tinme making orbita
runs, trying to find the geol ogi cal anonalies that indicate Heechee digs nay be present. You nay
not land at all. The pay is worth having, but not |avish. You' d have to nake at |east twenty runs
to build up a lifetine stake, if you take the Corporation's one-pay deal. And if you decide to go
on your own, prospecting, you have to pay a share of your profits to the discovery crew, and a cut
on what's left of your share to the Corporation. You wind up with a fraction of what you mi ght get

From Shikitei Bakin to Aritsune, H s Honored G andson

| am overwhelmed with joy to learn of the birth of your first child. Do not despair. The
next will probably be a boy.

| apol ogi ze hunbly for nmy failure to wite sooner, but there is little to tell. I do ny
work and attenpt to create beauty where I can. Perhaps some day | will go out again. It is not
easy w thout | egs.

To be sure, Aritsune, | could buy new |l egs. There was a close tissue match just a few
mont hs ago. But the cost! | might alnost as well buy Full Medical. You are a loyal grandson to
urge ne to use ny capital for this, but | rnust decide. | am sending you a half of ny capital now

to assist with nmy great-granddaughter's expenses. If | die here, you will receive all of it, for
you and for the others who will be born to you and your good wi fe before long. This is what |
want. Do not resist me.

My deepest love to all three of you. |If you can, send ne a holo of the cherry bl ossons--
they are in bloom soon, are they not? One | oses sense of Home tine here!

Lovi ngly,

Your G andf at her

on a virgin find, even if you don't have a colony already established on the scene to
contend wth.

O you can take a shot at the bonuses: a hundred nmillion dollars if you find an alien
civilization, fifty mllion for the first crewto |locate a Heechee ship bigger than a Five, a
mllion bucks to | ocate a habitabl e planet.

Seens funny that they would only pay a lousy mllion for a whole new planet? But the
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trouble is, once you' ve found it, what do you do with it? You can't export a lot of surplus
popul ati on when you can only nove themfour at a tinme. That, plus the pilot, is all you can get
into the largest ship in Gateway. (And if you don't have a pilot, you don't get the ship back.) So
the Corporation has underwitten a fewlittle colonies, one's very healthy on Peggy and the others

are spindly. But that does not solve the problemof twenty-five billion human bei ngs, nost of them
under f ed.

You' Il never get that kind of bonus on a rerun. Maybe you can't get sone of those bonuses
at all; maybe the things they're for don't exist.

It is strange that no one has ever found a trace of another intelligent creature. But in
ei ghteen years, upwards of two thousand flights, no one has. There are about a dozen habitable
pl anets, plus another hundred or so that people could live on if they absolutely had to, as we
have to on Mars and on, or rather in, Venus. There are a few traces of past civilizations, neither
Heechee nor human. And there are the souvenirs of the Heechee thenselves. At that, there's nore in
the warrens of Venus than we've found al nost anywhere else in the Gal axy, so far. Even Gateway was
swept al nost cl ean before they abandoned it.

Dam Heechee, why did they have to be so neat?

So we gave up on the rerun deals because there wasn't enough noney in them and put the
speci al finders' bonuses out of our heads, because there's just no way of planning to | ook for
t hem

And finally we just stopped tal king, and | ooked at each other, and then we didn't even
| ook at each ot her

No matter what we said, we weren't going. We didn't have the nerve. Klara's had run out on
her last trip, and | guess | hadn't ever had it.

"Well," said Klara, getting up and stretching, "I guess I'll go up and win a few bucks at
the casino. Want to watch?"

| shook nmy head. "Guess |'d better get back to my job. If I still have one."

So we ki ssed good-bye at the upshaft, and when we came to nmy level | reached up and patted
her ankle and junped off. | was not in a very good nood. W had spent so nuch effort trying to
reassure ourselves that there weren't any |launches that offered a prom se of reward worth the
risks that | alnost believed it.

O course, we hadn't even mentioned the other kind of rewards: the danger bonuses.

You have to be pretty frayed to go for them Like, the Corporation will sonetinmes put up
half a mllion or so incentive bonus for a crew to take the sane course as Sone previ ous crew
tried and didn't come back from Their reasoning is that maybe somethi ng went wong with the ship
ran out of gas or sonething, and a second ship mght even rescue the crew fromthe first one. (Fat

chance!) Mre likely, of course, whatever killed the first crew would still be there, and ready to
kill you.

Then there was a tine when you could sign up for a million, later they raised it to five
mllion, if you would try changing the course settings after |aunch

The reason they raised the bonus to five million was that crews stopped vol unteering when
none of them not one of them ever cane back. Then they cut it out, because they were |osing too
many ships, and finally they nmade it a flat no-no. Every once in a while they come up with a
bastard control panel, a snappy new conputer that's supposed to work synbiotically with the
Heechee board. Those ships aren't good ganbling bets, either. There's a reason for the safety |ock
on the Heechee board. You can't change destination while it's on. Maybe you can't change
destination at all, w thout destroying the ship.

| saw five people try for a ten-nmllion-dollar danger bonus once. Sone Corporation genius
fromthe pernmanent-party was worrying about how to transport nore than five people, or the
equivalent in cargo, at once. We didn't know how to build a Heechee ship, and we'd never found a
really big one. So he figured that maybe we could end-run around that obstacle by using a Five as
a sort of tractor.

So they built a sort of space barge out of Heechee netal. They loaded it with scraps of
junk, and ran a Five out there on |lander power. That's just hydrogen and oxygen, and it's easy
enough to

M SSI ON REPORT

Vessel 5-2, Voyage 08D33. Crew L. Konieczny, B. Konieczny, P. Ito, F. Lounsbury, A Akaga.

file:/l/F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Pohl,%20Frederik%20-%20Heechee%201%20-%20Gateway.txt (40 of 109) [1/15/03 6:31:20 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Pohl,%20Frederik%20-%20Heechee?6201%20-%20Gateway .txt

Transit tinme out 27 days 16 hours. Primary not identified but probability high as star in
cluster 47 Tucanae.

Summary. "Energed in free-fall. No planet nearby. Prinmary A6, very bright and hot,
di stance approximately 3.3 A U

"By masking the primary star we obtained a glorious view of what seened to be two or three
hundred nearby very bright stars, apparent nmagnitude ranging from2 to -7. However, no artifacts,
signals, planets or |andable asteroids were detected. W could remain on station only three hours
because of intense radiation fromthe A6 star. Larry and Evel yn Koni eczny were seriously ill on
the return trip, apparently due to radiation exposure, but recovered. No artifacts or sanples
secured. "

punp that back in. Then they tied the Five to the barge with nmonofil anent Heechee neta
cabl es.

We wat ched the whole thing from Gateway on PV. W saw the cables take up slack as the Five
put a strain on themw th its lander jets. Craziest-looking thing you ever saw

Then they must have activated the |ong-range start-teat.

Al we saw on the PV was that the barge sort of twitched, and the Five sinply di sappeared
from sight.

It never came back. The stop-notion tapes showed at |least the first little bit of what
happened. The cable truss had sliced that ship into segnents |ike a hard-boiled egg. The people in
it never knew what hit them The Corporation still has that ten nmillion; nobody wants to try for
it anynore.

| got a politely reproachful lecture from Shicky, and a really ugly, but brief, P-phone
call fromM. Hsien, but that was all. After a day or two Shicky began letting us take time off
agai n.

| spent nost of it with Klara. Alot of tines we'd arrange to neet in her pad, or once in
a while mne, for an hour in bed. W were sleeping together alnpbst every night; you' d think we
woul d have had enough of that. Wt didn't. After a while | wasn't sure what we were copul ating for

the fun of it or the distraction it gave fromthe contenplati on of our own self-inages. | would
lie there and | ook at Kl ara, who always turned over, snuggled down on her stomach, and cl osed her
eyes after sex, even when we were going to get up two mnutes later. | would think how well | knew
every fold and surface of her body. | would snell that sweet, sexy snell of her and wish -- oh

wi sh! Just wish, for things |I couldn't spell out: for an apartnment under the Big Bubble with

Klara, for an airbody and a cell in a Venusian tunnel with Klara, even for a life in the food
mnes with Klara. | guess it was love. But then I'd still be looking at her, and | would feel the

i nside of ny eyes change the picture | was seeing, and what | would see would be the fenale
equi val ent of nyself: a coward, given the greatest chance a human coul d have, and scared to take
advantage of it.

Wen we weren't in bed we woul d wander around Gateway together. It wasn't |ike dating. W
didn't go nuch to the Blue Hell or the holofilmhalls, or even eat out. Klara did. | couldn't
afford it, so | took nobst of ny neals fromthe Corporation's refectories, included in the price of
my per-capita per diem Kl ara was not unwilling to pick up the check for both of us, but she
wasn't exactly anxious to do it, either -- she was ganbling pretty heavily, and not wi nning nuch
There were groups to be involved with -- card parties, or just parties; fol k dance groups, rmusic-
|istening groups, discussion groups. They were free, and sonetines interesting. O we just
expl or ed.

Several tines we went to the nuseum | didn't really like it that much. It seermed -- well,
repr oachf ul .

The first tine we went there was right after I got off work, the day WIla Forehand
shi pped out. Usually the nmuseumwas full of visitors, |like crew nenbers on pass fromthe cruisers,
or ship's crews fromthe comercial runs, or tourists. This tine, for sonme reason, there were only
a coupl e of people there, and we had a chance to | ook at everything. Prayer fans by the hundreds,
those filmy, little crystalline things that were the commpnest Heechee artifact; no one knew what
they were for, except that they were sort of pretty, but the Heechee had left themall over the
pl ace. There was the original anisokinetic punch, that had earned a | ucky prospector sonething
like twenty mllion dollars in royalties already. A thing you could put in your pocket. Furs.
Plants in formalin. The original piezophone, that had earned three crews enough to nake every one
of themawfully rich.
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The nost easily swiped things, like the prayer fans and the bl ood di anonds and the fire
pearls, were kept behind tough, breakproof glass. | think they were even wired to burglar al arns.
That was surprising, on Gateway. There isn't any |law there, except what the Corporation inposes.
There are the Corporation's equivalent of police, and there are rules -- you're not supposed to
steal or commit nurder -- but there aren't any courts. |If you break a rule all that happens is
that the Corporation security force picks you up and takes you out to one of the orbiting
cruisers. Your own, if there is one fromwherever you came. Any one, if not. But if they won't
take you, or if you don't want to go on your own nation's ship and can persuade some other ship to

take you, Gateway doesn't care. On the cruisers, you'll get a trial. Since you re known to be
guilty to start with, you have three choices. One is to pay your way back hone. The second is to
sign on as crew if they'll have you. The third is to go out the lock without a suit. So you see

that, although there isn't nmuch | aw on Gateway, there isn't nmuch crinme, either

But, of course, the reason for |ocking up the precious stuff in the museum was t hat
transients mght be tenpted to |lift a souvenir or two.

So Klara and | woul d nuse over the treasures someone had found. . . and sonehow not
di scuss with each other the fact that we were supposed to go out and find sone nore.

It was not just the exhibits. They were fascinating; they were things that Heechee hands
(tentacl es? claws?) had nade and touched, and they cane from uni nagi nabl e pl aces incredibly far
away. But the constantly flickering tube displays held nme even nore strongly. Summaries of every
m ssion ever |aunched di spl ayed one after another. A constant total of m ssions versus returns; of
royalties paid to | ucky prospectors; the roster of the unlucky ones, nane after nane in a sl ow
crawl al ong one whole wall of the room over the display cases. The totals told the story: 2355
| aunches (the nunber changed to 2356, then 2357 while we were there; we felt the shudder of the
two | aunches), 841 successful returns.

Standing in front of that particular display, Klara and | didn't |ook at each other, but I
felt her hand squeeze mne

That was defining "successful" very loosely. It neant that the ship had come back. It
didn't say anything about how many of the crew were alive and well.

We | eft the museum after that, and didn't speak nmuch on the way to the upshaft.

The thing in ny nmind was that what Enma Fother had said to nme was true: the human race
needed what we prospectors could give them Needed it a lot. There were hungry peopl e, and Heechee
technol ogy probably could nmake all their lives a lot nore tolerable, if prospectors went out and
brought sanples of it back.

Even if it cost a few lives.

Even if the lives included Klara's and mne. Did I, | asked nyself, want nmy son -- if |
ever had a son -- to spend his childhood the way | had spent nine?

We dropped off the up-cable at Level Babe and heard voices. | didn't pay attention to
them | was conming to a resolution in ny mind. "Klara," | said, "listen. Let's--"

But Kl ara was | ooking past ny shoulder. "For Christ's sake!" she said. "Look who's here!"

And | turned, and there was Shicky fluttering in the air, talking to a girl, and | saw
with astoni shnent that the girl was WIlla Forehand. She greeted us, |ooking both enbarrassed and
amused.

"What's going on?" | demanded. "Didn't you just ship out -- |ike maybe ei ght hours ago?"

"Ten," she said.

"Did sonething go wong with the ship, so you had to come back?" Kl ara guessed.

Wlla smled ruefully. "Not a thing. |I've been there and back. Shortest trip on record so
far: | went to the Mon."

"Earth's nmoon?"

"That's the one." She seened to be controlling herself, to keep fromlaughter. O tears.

Shicky said consolingly, "They'll surely give you a bonus, Wlla. There was one that went
to Ganymede once, and the Corporation divvied up half a nillion dollars anmong them"”

She shook her head. "Even | know better than that, Shicky, dear. Ch, they'll award us
sonething. But it won't be enough to nake a difference. W need nore than that." That was the
unusual , and sonmewhat surprising, thing about the Forehands: it was always "we." They were clearly
a very closely knit fanmly, even if they didn't like to discuss that fact with outsiders.

| touched her, a pat between affection and conpassion. "Wat are you going to do?"

She | ooked at me with surprise. "Wiy, |1've already signed up for another |aunch, day after
tonorrow. "

"Well!" said Klara. "W've got to have two parties at once for you! W'd better get busy.
And hours later, just before we went to sleep that night, she said to ne, "Wasn't there
sonet hing you wanted to say to ne before we saw Wl I a?"
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"I forget," | said sleepily. |I hadn't forgotten. | knew what it was. But | didn't want to
say it anynore.

There were days when | worked nyself up alnost to that point of asking Klara to ship out
with me again. And there were days when a ship canme in with a couple of starved, dehydrated
survivors, or with no survivors, or when at the routine tinme a batch of |last year's |aunches were
posted as nonreturns. On those days | worked nyself up alnpst to the point of quitting Gateway
conpl etely.

Most days we sinply spent deferring decision. It wasn't all that
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hard. It was a pretty pleasant way to |live, exploring Gateway and each other. Kl ara took
on a maid, a stocky, fair young wonman fromthe food nmines of Carnmarthen named Hywa. Except that
the feedstock for the Wl sh single-cell protein factories was coal instead of oil shale, her world
had been al nost exactly like mne. Her way out of it had not been a lottery ticket but two years
as crew on a conmerci al spaceship. She couldn't even go back honme. She had junped ship on Gateway,
forfeiting her bond of nobney she couldn't pay. And she couldn't prospect, either, because her one
| aunch had | eft her with a heart arhythnia that sonetines | ooked like it was getting better and
sonmetimes put her in Terminal Hospital for a week at a tine. Hywa's job was partly to cook and
clean for Klara and ne, partly to baby-sit the little girl, Kathy Francis, when her father was on
duty and Klara didn't want to be bothered. Kl ara had been losing pretty heavily at the casino, so
she really couldn't afford Hywa, but then she couldn't afford ne, either

VWhat made it easy to turn off our insights was that we pretended to each other, and
sonetimes to ourselves, that what we were doing was preparing ourselves, really well, for the day
when the Right trip came al ong.

It wasn't hard to do that. A lot of real prospectors did the same thing, between trips.
There was a group that called itself the Heechee Seekers, which net on Wednesday nights; it had
been started by a prospector named Sam Kahane, kept up by others while he was off on a trip that
hadn't worked out, and now had Sam back in it between trips, while he was waiting for the other
two nmenbers of his crew to get back in shape for the next one. (Anobng other things, they had cone
back with scurvy, due to a malfunction in the food freezer.) Samand his friends were gay and
apparently set in a permanent three-way relationship, but that didn't affect his interest in
Heechee |l ore. He had secured tapes of all the lectures of several courses on exostudi es from East
Texas Reserve, where Professor Hegranet had made hinmself the world' s forenmpst authority on Heechee
research. | learned a lot | hadn't known, although the central fact, that there were far nore
questions than answers about the Heechee, was pretty well known to everybody.

And we got into physical-fitness groups, where we practiced nuscl e-toni ng exercises that
you coul d do without nmoving any linb nore than a few inches, and massage for fun and profit. It
was probably profitable, but it was even nore fun, particularly sexually. Klara and | learned to
do some astonishing things with each other's bodies. W took a cooking course (you can do a | ot
with standard rations, if you add a selection of spices and herbs). W acquired a sel ection of
| anguage tapes, in the event we shipped out w th non-English-speakers, and practiced taxi-driver
Italian and Greek on each other. W even joined an astronony group. They had access to Gateway's
tel escopes, and we spent a fair amount of time |ooking at Earth and Venus from outside the plane
of the ecliptic. Francy Hereira was in that group when he could get time off fromthe ship. Kl ara
liked him and so did I, and we forned the habit of having a drink in our roons -- well, K ara's
roons, but | was spending a lot of tine in them-- with himafter the group. Francy was deeply,
al nost sensually, interested in what was Qut There. He knew all about quasars and bl ack hol es and
Seyfert gal axies, not to nmention things |like double stars and novae. W often specul ated what it
m ght be like to cone out of a mission into the wavefront of a supernova. It could happen. The
Heechee were known to have had an interest in observing astrophysical events firsthand. Some of
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their courses were undoubtedly progranmed to bring crews to the vicinity of interesting events,
and a pre-supernova was certainly an interesting event. Only nowit was a long lot later, and the
supernova m ght not be "pre" anynore.

"I wonder," said Klara, smling to show that it was only an abstract point she was putting
to us, "if that might not be what happened to sone of the nonreturn m ssions."

"It is an absolute statistical certainty," said Francy, sniling back to show that he
agreed to the rules of the gane. He had been practicing his English, which was pretty good to
start with, and now he was al nbst accent-free. He al so possessed Gernman, Russian, and fair anmounts
of the other romance | anguages to go with his Portuguese, as we had di scovered when we tried sone
of our | anguage-tape conversati on on each other and found he understood us better than we
under st ood oursel ves. "Neverthel ess, people go."

Klara and | were silent for a noment, and then she |aughed. "Sone do," she said.

I cut in quickly, "It sounds as if you want to go yourself, Francy."

"Have you ever doubted it?"

"Well, yes, actually |I have. | nean, you're in the Brazilian Navy. You can't just take
of f, can you?"

He corrected ne: "I can take off at any tinme. | sinply cannot go back to Brazil after

that."

"And it's worth that to you?"

"It's worth anything," he told ne.

"Even--" | pressed, "if there's the risk of not com ng back, or of getting messed up |ike
the return today?" That had been a Five that had | anded on a planet with sonme sort of plant life
like poison ivy. It had been a bad one, we had heard.

"Yes, of course,"” he said.
Klara was getting restless. "I think," she said, "I want to go to sleep now "
There was sone extra nmessage in the tone of her voice. | |ooked at her and said, "I'lI

wal kK you back to your room"
"That's not necessary, Rob."
“"I"lIl do it anyhow," | said, ignoring the nessage. "Good ni ght, Francy. See you next
week. "
Klara was already halfway to the downshaft, and | had to hurry to catch up to her.
caught the cable and called down to her, "If you really want me to, 1I'll go back to ny own place."
She didn't | ook up, but she didn't say that was what she wanted, either, so | got off at
her level and followed her to her roons. Kathy was sound asleep in the outer room Hywa drowsing
over a hol odisk in our bedroom Klara sent the maid hone and went in to nake sure the child was
confortable. | sat on the edge of the bed, waiting for her
“"Maybe |'m prenenstrual ," Klara said when she cane back. "I'msorry. | just feel edgy."
“I'"I'l go if you want ne to."
"Jesus, Rob, quit saying that!" Then she sat down next to me and | eaned agai nst nme so that
I would put ny armaround her. "Kathy's so sweet,"” she said after a nonent, alnost wistfully.
"You'd like to have one of your own, wouldn't you?"
“I will have one of ny own." She | eaned back, pulling me with her. "I wish | knew when
that's all. | need a lot nore noney than | have to give a kid a decent life. And younger."

A NOTE ON THE HEECHEE RUWP

Prof essor Hegranet. W have no idea what the Heechee | ooked |ike except for inferences.
Probably they were bipeds. Their tools fit human hands tolerably well, so probably they had hands.
O sonething Iike them They seemto have seen pretty nuch the sane spectrumas we do. They nust

have been smaller than us -- say, a hundred and fifty centinmeters, or less. And they had funny-
| ooki ng runps.

Question. Wat do you nean, funny-Iooking runps?

Prof essor Hegranet. Well, did you ever look at the pilot's seat in a Heechee ship? It's

two flat pieces of netal joined in a V shape. You couldn't sit init for ten minutes w thout
pi nching your bottomoff. So what we have to do, we stretch a webbing seat across them But that's
a human addition. The Heechee didn't have anything |ike that.

So their bodies nmust have | ooked nore or less like a wasp's, with this big abdonen hangi ng
down, actually extending bel ow the hips, between the |egs.

Question. Do you nean they night have had stingers |ike wasps?
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Prof essor Hegranmet. Stingers. No. | don't think so. But maybe. O maybe they had hell's
own set of sex organs.

W lay there for a nonment, and then | said into her hair, "That's what | want, too,
Klara."

She sighed. "Do you think I don't know that?" Then she tensed and sat up. "Wo's that?"

Sonebody was scrabbling at the door. It wasn't |ocked; we never did that. But nobody ever
canme in without being invited, either, and this time someone did.

"Sterling!"™ Klara said, surprised. She renmenbered her nmanners: "Rob, this is Sterling
Francis, Kathy's father. Rob Broadhead."

"Hello," he said. He was nmuch older than I'd thought that little girl's father would be,
at least fifty, and |ooking very nuch ol der and nore weary than seemed natural. "Klara," he said,
"I''mtaki ng Kathy back home on the next ship. | think I'Il take her tonight, if you don't nind.
don't want her to hear from sonebody else.”

Kl ara reached out for ny hand w thout |ooking at nme. "Hear what?"

"About her nother." Francis rubbed his eyes, then said, "Ch, didn't you know? Jan's dead.
Her ship cane back a few hours ago. Al four of themin the |lander got into some kind of fungus;

they swelled up and died. | saw her body. She | ooks--" He stopped. "The one |I'mreally sorry for,"
he said, "is Annalee. She stayed in orbit while the others went down, and she brought Jan's body
back. | guess she was kind of crazy. Wiy bother? It was too late to matter to Jan. . . . Well,

anyway. She could only bring two of them that was all the roomin the freezer, and of course her
rations--" He stopped again, and this tinme he didn't seemable to tal k anynore.

So | sat on the edge of the bed while Kl ara hel ped hi mwake the child and bundle her up to
take her back to his own roons. Wiile they were out, | dialed a couple of displays on the PV, and
studied themvery carefully. By the time Klara came back | had turned off the PV and was sitting
cross-1 egged on the bed, thinking hard.

"Christ," she said glumy. "If this night isn't a bumrer.'

She sat down at the far corner

of the bed. "I'"mnot sleepy after all,"” she said. "Maybe 1'I|l go up and win a few bucks at the
roulette table."

"Let's not," | said. I'd sat next to her for three hours the night before, while she first
won ten thousand dollars and then lost twenty. "I have a better idea. Let's ship out."

She turned full around to | ook at me, so quickly that she floated up off the bed for a
monent . " What ?"

"Let's ship out."”

She cl osed her eyes for a nonent and, w thout opening them said, "Wen?"

"Launch 29-40. It's a Five, and there's a good crew. Sam Kahane and hi s buddi es. They're
all recovered now, and they need two nore to fill the ship."

She stroked her eyelids with her fingertips, then opened them and | ooked at ne. "Well
Rob," she said, "you do have interesting suggestions." There were shades over the Heechee-net al
walls to cut down the light for sleeping, and I had drawn them but even in the filtered di mess
could see how she | ooked. Frightened. Still, what she said was: "They're not bad guys. How do you
get along wth gays?"

"I leave them al one, they | eave ne alone. Especially if |'ve got you."

"Um" she said, and then she crawl ed over to me, wrapped her arns around ne, pulled ne
down and buried her head in nmy neck. "Wy not?" she said, so softly that | was not at first sure
had heard her.

When | was sure, the fear hit ne. There had al ways been the chance she woul d say no.

woul d have been of f the hook. | could feel nyself shaking, but | managed to say, "Then we'll file
for it in the norning?"

She shook her head. "No," she said, her voice nuffled. | could feel her trenbling as much
as | was. "Get on the phone, Rob. W'll file for it now Before we change our mnds."

The next day | quit ny job, packed my belongings into the suitcases | had brought themin
and turned them over for safekeeping to Shicky, who |ooked wistful. Klara quit the school and
fired her maid -- who | ooked seriously worried -- but didn't bother about packing. She had quite a
| ot of noney left, Kl ara did. She prepaid the rent on both her rooms and | eft everything just the
way it was.

W had a farewel | party, of course. We went through it w thout ny remenbering a single
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person who was there.

And then, all of a sudden, we were squeezing into the Iander, clinbing down into the
capsul e whil e Sam Kahane net hodi cally checked the settings. W | ocked ourselves into our cocoons.
We started the automatic sequencers.

And then there was a lurch, and a falling, floating sensation before the thrusters cut in,
and we were on our way.

13

"Good norning, Rob," says Sigfrid, and | stop in the door of the room suddenly and
sublimnally worried.

"What's the matter?"

"There's nothing the natter, Rob. Cone in."

"“You' ve changed things around,” | say accusingly.

"That's right, Robbie. Do you like the way the room | ooks?"

| study it. The throw pillows are gone fromthe floor. The nonobjective paintings are off

the wall. Now he's got a series of hol opictures of space scenes, and nountains and seas. The
funniest thing of all is Sigfrid hinself: he is speaking to ne out of a dunmy that's sitting back
in a corner of the room holding a pencil in its hands, |ooking up at nme from behind dark gl asses.
“You' ve turned out very canp," | say. "Wat's the reason for all this?"
Hi s voi ce sounds as though he were smling benevolently, although there is no change in
t he expression on the face of the dunmmy. "I just thought you' d enjoy a change, Rob."
| take a few steps into the roomand stop again. "You took the mat away!"
"Don't need it, Rob. As you see, there's a new couch. That's very traditional, isn't it?"

He coaxes, "Wy don't you just lie dow on it? See howit feels."

"Un" But | stretch out on it cautiously. Howit feels is strange; and | don't like it,
probably because this particular roomrepresents sonething serious to me and changing it around
makes nme nervous. "The mat had straps,” | conplain.

"So does the couch, Rob. You can pull themout of the sides. Just feel around . . . there.
Isn't that better?"

"No, it isn't."

"I think," he says softly, "that you should |l et ne decide whether for therapeutic reasons
some sort of change is in order, Bob."

| sit up. "And that's another thing, Sigfrid! Mke up your flicking nmnd what you're going
to call me. My nane isn't Rob, or Robbie, or Bob. It's Robinette."

"I know t hat, Robbie--"

"You're doing it again!"

A pause, then, silkily, "I think you should allow ne the choice of the formof address I
prefer, Robbie."

"Un" | have an endl ess supply of tbose noncomittal nonwords. In fact, | would like to
conduct the whol e session without revealing any nore than that. What | want is for Sigfrid to
reveal. | want to know why he calls me by different nanes at different times. | want to know what
he finds significant in what | say. | want to know what he really thinks of me. . . if a clanking
piece of tin and plastic can think, | nean.

O course, what | know and Sigfrid doesn't is that ny good friend S. Ya. has practically
pronmised to let ne play a little joke on him | am|looking forward to that a |ot.

"I's there anything you'd like to tell ne, Rob?"

"No. "

He waits. | amfeeling somewhat hostile and noncomruni cative. | think part of it is
because I am so nuch | ooking forward to the tine when | can play a little trick on Sigfrid, but
the other part is because he has changed around the auditing room That's the kind of thing they
used to do to me when | had nmy psychotic episode in Woning. Sonetinmes i'd cone in for a session
and they'd have a hol ogram of my nother, for Christ's sake. It |ooked exactly like her, but it
didn't smell like her or feel like her; in fact, you

M SSI ON REPORT

Vessel 1-8, Voyage 013D6. Crew F. Ito.
Transit tine 41 days 2 hours. Position not identified. Instrument recordings damaged.
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Transcript of crewnan's tape follows: "The planet seenms to have a surface gravity in
excess of 2.5, but | amgoing to attenpt a | anding. Neither visual nor radar scanni ng penetrates
the clouds of dust and vapor. It really is not |ooking very good, but this is ny eleventh | aunch
I amsetting the automatic return for 10 days. If | amnot back by then with the I ander | think
the capsule will return by itself. | wish | knew what the spots and flares on the sun neant."

Crewman was not aboard when ship returned. No artifacts or sanples. Landing vehicle not
secured. Vessel danmmged.

couldn't feel it at all, it was only light. Sonetines they'd have nme cone in there in the
dark and sonet hing warm and cuddly would take nme in its arnms and whisper to ne. | didn't like
that. I was crazy, but | wasn't that crazy.

Sigfridis still waiting, but I know that he won't wait forever. Pretty soon he's going to
start asking nme questions, probably about ny dreans.

"Have you had any dreans since | |ast saw you, Rob?"

| yawn. The whol e subject is very boring. "I don't think so. Nothing inportant, |I'msure."

“I'd like to hear what they were. Even a fragnment."
"You're a pest, Sigfrid, do you know that?"

"I"'msorry you feel I'ma pest, Rob."

"Well. . . | don't think I can renenber even a fragnent."

"Try, please."

"Ch, cripes. Well." | get confortable on the couch. The only dream| can think of is
absolutely trivial, and | know there's nothing in it that relates to anything traumatic or
pivotal, but if | told himthat he would get angry. So | say obediently, "I was in a car of a | ong

railroad train. There were a nunber of cars hooked up together, and you could go fromone to the
other. They were full of people | knew. There was a woman, a sort of notherly type who coughed a
| ot, and another wonman who -- well, she | ooked rather strange. At first | thought she was a man
She was dressed in a sort of utility coverall, so you couldn't tell fromthat whether she was nal e
or female, and she had very masculine, bushy eyebrows. But | was sure she was a woman."

"Did you talk to either of these wonmen, Rob?"

"Pl ease don't interrupt, Sigfrid, you make ne lose ny train of thought."

"I"'msorry, Rob."

| go on with the dream "I left them-- no, | didn't talk to them | went back into the
next car. That was the last one on the train. It was coupled to the rest of the train with a sort
of -- let's see, | don't know how to describe it. It was |like one of those expanding gatefold
thi ngs, made out of netal, you know? And it stretched."

| stop for a nmoment, nostly out of boredom | feel |ike apologizing for having such a

dunmb, irrelevant dream "You say the netal connector stretched, Rob?" Sigfrid pronpts ne.
"That's right, it stretched. So of course the car | was in kept dropping back, farther and

farther behind the others. Al | could see was the taillight, which was sort of in the shape of
her face, looking at ne. She--" | lose the thread of what | amsaying. | try to get back on the
track: "I guess | felt as though it was going to be difficult to get back to her, as if she-- I'm
sorry, Sigfrid, | don't renenber clearly what happened around there. Then | woke up. And," |
finish virtuously, "I wote it all down as soon as | could, just the way you tell ne to."

"I appreciate that, Rob," Sigfrid says gravely. He waits for me to go on

| shift restlessly. "This couch isn't nearly as confortable as the nat," | conplain.

“I'"'msorry about that, Rob. You said you recognized t hen®?"

"Who?"

"The two wonmen on the train, that you were getting farther and farther away from"

"Ch. No, | see what you mean. | recognized themin the dream Really |I have no i dea who
they were."

"Did they look |ike anyone you knew?"

"Not a bit. | wondered about that nyself."

Sigfrid says, after a nmoment, which | happen to know is his way of giving me a chance to
change ny nind about an answer he doesn't like, "You mentioned one of the wonen was a notherly
type who coughed--"

"Yes. But | didn't recognize her. | think in a way she did look famliar, but, you know,
the way people in a dream do."

He says patiently, "Can you think of any worman you've ever known who was notherly and
coughed a | ot?"

| laugh out loud at that. "Dear friend Sigfrid! | assure you the wonen | know are not at
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all the motherly type! And they are all on at |east Major Medical. They're not likely to cough."

"I see. Are you sure, Robbie?"

"Don't be a painin the ass, Sigfrid," | say, angry because the crappy couch is hard to
get confortable on, and al so because | need to go to the bathroom and this situation |ooks to be
prolonging itself indefinitely.

"I see." And after a nonment he picks up on sonething else, as | know he is going to: he's
a pigeon, Sigfrid is, pecking at everything | throw out before him one piece at a tinme. "How
about the other wonman, the one with the bushy eyebrows?"

"What about her?"

"Did you ever know any girl who had bushy eyesbrows?"

"Ch, Christ, Sigfrid, 1've gone to bed with five hundred girls! Some of them had every
ki nd of eyebrows you ever heard of."

"No particul ar one?"

"Not that | can think of offhand."

"Not of fhand, Rob. Pl ease make an effort to renenber."”

It is easier to do what he wants than to argue with himabout it, so | make the effort.
"Al'l right, let's see. Ida Mae? No. Sue-Ann? No. S. Ya.? No. Gretchen? No -- well, to tell you the
truth, Sigfrid, Getchen was so blond | couldn't really tell you if she had eyebrows at all."

"Those are girls you' ve known recently, aren't they, Rob? Perhaps soneone | onger ago?"

"You nmean way back?" | reflect deeply as far back as | can go, all the way to the food
m nes and Sylvia. | laugh out [oud. "You know sonething, Sigfrid? It's funny, but | can hardly
remenber what Sylvia |ooked like -- oh, wait a mnute. No. Now | renenber. She used to pluck her

eyebrows al nost altogether away, and then pencil themin. The reason | know is one tinme when we
were in bed together we drew pictures on each other with her eyebrow pencil."

| can al nost hear himsigh. "The cars," he says, pecking at another bright bit. "How woul d
you descri be t henf"

"Li ke any railroad train. Long. Narrow. Myving pretty fast through the tunnel."

"Long and narrow, noving through a tunnel, Rob?"

| lose ny patience at that. He is so fucking transparent! "Cone on, Sigfrid! You don't get
away Wi th any corny penis synbols with ne."

“I"'mnot trying to get away with anything, Rob."

"Well, you're being an asshol e about this whole dream | swear you are. There's nothing in
it. The train was just a train. |I don't know who the wonmen were. And listen, while we're on the
subject, | really hate this goddammed couch. For the kind of noney ny insurance is paying you, you

can do a lot better than this!"

He has really got me angry now. He keeps trying to get back to the dream but | am
determined to get a fair shake fromhimfor the insurance conmpany's noney, and by the time | |eave
he has pronised to redecorate before nmy next visit.

As | go out that day | feel pretty pleased with myself. He is really doing ne a | ot of
good. | suppose it is because | amgetting the courage to stand up to him and perhaps all this
nonsense has been hel pful to ne in that way, or in sone way, even if it is true that sone of his
i deas are pretty crazy.

14

| struggled out of ny sling to get out of the way of Klara's knee and bunped into Sam
Kahane's el bow. "Sorry," he said, not even |ooking around to see who he was sorry about. H's hand
was still on the go-teat, although we were ten mnutes on our way. He was studying the flickering
colors on the Heechee instrunment board, and the only tine he | ooked away was when he gl anced at
t he vi ewsereen over head.

| sat up, feeling very queasy. It had taken ne weeks to get used to Gateway's virtua
absence of gravity. The fluctuating G forces in the capsule were sonething el se. They were very
light, but they didn't stay the sane for nore than a minute at a tinme, and ny inner ear was
conpl ai ni ng.

| squeezed out of the way into the kitchen area, with one eye on the door to the toilet.
Ham Tayeh was still in there. If he didn't get out pretty soon ny situation was going to becone
critical. Klara |laughed, reached out fromher sling, and put an arm around ne. "Poor Robbie," she
said. "And we're just beginning."

| swallowed a pill and recklessly Iit a cigarette and concentrated on not throw ng up.
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don't know how nmuch it was actually notion sickness. Alot of it was fear. There is sonmething very
fright-citing about knowing that there is nothing between you and instant, ugly death except a
thin skin of nmetal made by sonme peculiar strangers half a mllion years ago. And about know ng
that you're comritted to go somewhere over which you no |onger have any control, which may turn
out to be extrenely unpl easant.

| crawl ed back into ny sling, stubbed out the cigarette, closed ny eyes, and concentrated
on nmaki ng the tine pass.

There was going to be a lot of it to pass. The average trip |lasts maybe forty-five days
each way. It doesn't matter as much as you might think, how far you are going. Ten |light-years or
ten thousand: it nmatters sonme, but not linearly. They tell me that the ships are continually
accel erating and accelerating the rate of acceleration the whole tine. That delta isn't |inear
either, or even exponential, in any way that anybody can figure out. You hit the speed of I|ight
very quickly, in less than an hour. Then it seens to take quite a while before you exceed it by
very much. Then they really pick up speed.

You can tell all this (they say) by watching the stars di splayed on the overhead Heechee
navi gati on screen (they say). Inside the first hour the stars all begin to change color and swim
around. Wen you pass ¢ you know it because they've all clustered in the center of the screen,
which is in front of the ship as it ifies.

Actually the stars haven't nmoved. You're catching up with the light emtted by sources
behi nd you, or to one side. The photons that are hitting the front viewer were enitted a day, or a
week, or a hundred years ago. After a day or two they stop even looking like stars. There's just a
sort of nottled gray surface. It looks a little like a holofilmheld up to the Iight, but you can
make a virtual inage out of a holoflIImwith a flashlight and nobody has ever nmade anythi ng but
pebbly gray out of what's on the Heechee screens.

By the time | finally got into the toilet, the emergency didn't seem as energent; and when
I came out Klara was alone in the capsule, checking star inages with the theodolitic canmera. She
turned to regard ne, then nodded. "You're looking a little I ess green,"” she said approvingly.

"I"l'l live; Wiere are the boys?"

"Where woul d they be? They're down in the lander. Dred thinks maybe we should split things
up so you and | get the lander to ourselves part of the tinme while they're up here, then we cone
up here and they take it."

"Hhrm " That sounded pretty nice; actually, |I'd been wonderi ng how we were going to work
out anything like privacy. "Okay. What do you want ne to do now?"

She reached over and gave nme an absent m nded kiss. "Just stay out of the way. Know what?
We | ook like we're going al nost toward straight Galactic North."

| received that information with the weighty consideration of ignorance. Then | said, "Is
t hat good?"

She grinned. "How can you tell?" | lay back and watched her. If she was as frightened as
was, and | had little doubt she was, she certainly was not letting it show

| began wondering what was toward Gal actic North -- and, nore inportant, how long it would

take us to get there.

The shortest trip to another star systemon record was ei ghteen days. That was Barnard's
Star, and it was a bust, nothing there. The | ongest, or anyway the |ongest anybody knows of so far
-- who knows how many ships containing dead prospectors are still on their way back from maybe, M
31 in Andronmeda? -- was a hundred and seventy-five days each way. They did conme back dead. Hard to
tell where they were. The pictures they took didn't show rmuch, and the prospectors thensel ves, of
course, were no longer in condition to say.

When you start out it's pretty scary even for a veteran. You know you're accel erating. You
don't know how | ong the acceleration will last. Wien you hit turnaround you can tell. First thing,
you know formal |y because that golden coil in every Heechee ship flickers a little bit. (No one
knows why.) But you know that you're turning around even wi thout |ooking, because the little
pseudo-grav that had been draggi ng you toward the back of the ship now starts draggi ng you toward
the front. Bottom becones top

Way didn't the Heechee just turn their ships around in mdflight, so as to use the sane
propul sive thrust for both acceleration and deceleration? | wouldn't know You'd have to be a
Heechee to know that.

Maybe it has something to do with the fact that all their view ng equipnent seenms to be in
front. Maybe it's because the front part of the ship is always heavily arnored, even in the
I i ght wei ght shi ps
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Cl assi fi eds.

I WLL massage your seven points if you will read Gbran to me. Nudity optional. 86-004.

I NVEST YOUR royalties in fastest-grow ng condonmi nial nation in Wst Africa. Favorable tax
| aws, proven growth record. Qur Registered Representative is here on Gateway to explain how Free
tape lecture, refreshnents, the Blue Hell, Wdnesday 1500 hours. "Dahonmey |s the Luxury Resort of
Tonorrow. "

ANYONE FROM Aber deen? Let's tal k. 87-396.

YOUR PORTRAIT in pastels, oils, other, $150. Oher subjects. 86-569.

-- against, | guess, the inpact of stray nolecules of gas or dust. But sonme of the bigger
ships, a few Threes and alnost all the Fives, are arnored all over. They don't turn around either.

So, anyway, when the coil flickers and you feel the turnaround, you know you've done one-
quarter of your actual travel time. Not necessarily a quarter of your total out-tinme, of course.
How | ong you stay at your destination is another matter entirely. You make up your own ni nd about
that. But you' ve gone half of the automatically controlled trip out.

So you multiply the nunber of days el apsed so far by four, and if that nunber is |less than
the nunber of days your life-support capability is good for, then you know that at |east you don't
have to starve to death. The difference between the two nunmbers is how | ong you can hang around at
desti nati on.

Your basic ration, food, water, air replenishnent, is for two hundred fifty days. You can
stretch it to three hundred without nuch trouble (you just cone back skinny, and maybe with a few
deficiency diseases). So if you get up to sixty or sixty-five days on the outbound | eg w thout
turnaround, then you know you may be having a problem and you begin eating lighter. If you get up
to eighty or ninety, then your problemsolves itself, because you don't have any options anynore,
you're going to die before you get back. You could try changing the course settings. But that's
just another way of dying, as far as can be told fromwhat the survivors say.

Presunmably t he Heechee coul d change course when they wanted to, but howthey did it is one
of those great unanswered questions about the Heechee, like why did they tidy everything up before
they left? O what did they ook Iike? O where did they go?

There used to be a jokey kind of book they sold at the fairs when | was a kid. It was
cal l ed Everything W Know About the Heechee. It had a hundred and twenty-ei ght pages, and they
were all bl ank.

I f Sam and Dred and Mohanmad were gay, and | had no reason to doubt it, they didn't show
much of it in the first few days. They followed their own interests. Reading. Listening to nusic
tapes wi th earphones. Playing chess and, when they could talk Klara and me into it, Chinese poker
We didn't play for noney, we played for shift time. (After a couple of days Klara said it was nore
like winning to | ose, because if you |lost you had nore to occupy your time.) They were quite
benignly tolerant of Klara and nme, the oppressed heterosexual minority in the dom nantly
honbsexual culture that occupi ed our ship, and gave us the | ander an exact fifty percent of the
time even though we conprised only forty percent of the popul ation

We got along. It was good that we did. We were living in each other's shadow and sti nk
every mnute

The inside of a Heechee ship, even a Five, is not rmuch bigger than an apartment kitchen
The | ander gives you a little extra space -- add on the equivalent of a fair-sized closet -- but
on the outleg at least that's usually filled with supplies and equi pnent. And fromthat tota
avai | abl e cubage, say forty-two or forty-three cubic neters, subtract what else goes into it
besi des ne and thee and the other prospectors.

VWen you're in tau space, you have a steady |low thrust of acceleration. It isn't really
acceleration, it is only a reluctance of the atons of your body to exceed c, and it can as well be
described as friction as gravity. But it feels |like a little gravity. You feel as though you
wei ghed about two kil os.

Thi s nmeans you need sonmething to rest in when you are resting, and so each person in your
crew has a personal folding sling that opens out and waps around you to sleep in, or folds to
becone a sort of a chair. Add to that each person's own personal space: cupboards for tapes and
di sks and clothing (you don't wear much of that); for toilet articles; for pictures of the near
and dear (if any); for whatever you have elected to bring, up to your total allowance of weight
and bulk (75 kilograms, % of a cubic neter); and you have a certain anount of crowdi ng al ready.

Add onto that the original Heechee equi pnent of the ship. Three-quarters of that you wll
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never use. Mst of it you wouldn't know how to use if you had to; what you do with it, nost of
all, is leave it alone. But you can't renove it. Heechee machinery is integrally designed. If you
anputate a piece of it, it dies.

Perhaps if we knew how to heal the wound we coul d take out some of the junk and the ship
woul d operate anyway. But we don't, and so it stays: the great dianond-shaped gol den box that
explodes if you try to open it; the flimsy spiral of golden tubing that, fromtinme to tinme, glows,
and even nore often, beconmes unnei ghborly hot (no one knows why, exactly) and so on. It all stays
there, and you bunp against it all the tine.

Add on to that the human equi pnent. The spacesuits: one apiece, fitted to your form and
figure. The photographic equiprment. The toilet and bath installations. The food-preparing section
The waste di sposers. The test kits, the weapons, the drills, the sanple boxes, the entire rig that
you take down to the surface of the planet with you, if you happen to be | ucky enough to reach a
pl anet you can | and on

VWhat you have left is not very nuch. It is alittle like living for weeks on end under the
hood of a very large truck, with the engine going, and with four other people conpeting for space.

After the first two days | devel oped an unreasoni ng prejudi ce agai nst Ham Tayeh. He was
too big. He took nore than his fair share.

To be truthful, Hamwasn't even as tall as | was, though he weighed nore. But | didn't
m nd the anount of space | took up. | only m nded when other people got in the way of it. Sam
Kahane was a better size, no nore than a hundred and sixty centineters, with stiff black beard and
coarse crinkled hair all up his abdomen over his cache-sexe to his chest, and all up and down his
back as well. | didn't think of Samas violating ny living space until | found a |ong, black beard
hair in ny food. Ham at | east was al nost hairless, with a soft golden skin that made himl ook |ike
a Jordani an harem eunuch. (Did the Jordani an kings have eunuchs in their harenms? Did they have
harems? Ham didn't seemto know nuch about that; his parents had lived in New Jersey for three
generations.)

| even found nyself contrasting Klara with Sheri, who was at |east two sizes snaller. (Not
usually. Usually Klara was just right.) And Dred Frauengl ass, who came with Sanmis set, was a
gentle, thin young nman who didn't talk rmuch and seened to take up | ess roomthan anyone el se.

| was the virgin in the group, and everybody took turns showing nme howto do what little
we had to do. You have to make the routine photographic and spectroneter readings. Keep a tape of
readouts fromthe Heechee control panel, where there are constant mnute variations in hue and
intensity fromthe colored lights. (They still keep studying them hoping to understand what they
mean.) Snap and anal yze the spectra of the tau-space stars in the viewscreen. And all that put
toget her takes, oh, naybe, two nanhours a day. The househol d tasks of preparing neals and cl eani ng
up take about another two.

So you have used up sonme four man-hours out of each day for the five of you, in which you
have collectively something like eighty man-hours to use up

I"mlying. That's not really what you do with your tine. Wiat you do with your tinme is
wai t for turnaround.

Three days, four days, a week; and | becane conscious that there was a buil ding tension
that | didn't share. Two weeks, and | knew what it was, because | was feeling it, too. W were al
waiting for it to happen. Wien we went to sleep our last |ook was at the golden spiral to see if
mraculously it had flickered alight. Wen we woke up our first thought was whether the ceiling
had becone the floor. By the third week we were all definitely edgy. Ham showed it the nost,
pl unp, gol den-skinned Hamwith the jolly genie's face:

"Let's play sone poker, Rob."

"No, thanks."

"Come on, Rob. We need a fourth." (In Chinese poker you deal out the whole deck, thirteen
cards to each player. You can't play it any other way.)

"I don't want to."

And suddenly furious: "Piss on you! You' re not worth a snake's fart as crew, now you won't
even play cards!”

And then he would sit cutting the cards noodily for half an hour at a tine, as though it
were a skill he needed to perfect for his life's sake. And, cone right down to it, it alnost was.
Because figure it out for yourself. Suppose you're in a Five and you pass seventy-five days
wi t hout turnaround. Right away you know that you're in trouble: the rations won't support five
peopl e for nore than three hundred days.

But they m ght support four.

O three. O two. O one.

At that point it has becone clear that at |east one person is not going to cone back from
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the trip alive, and what nost crews do is start cutting the cards. Loser politely cuts his throat.
If loser is not polite, the other four give himetiquette | essons.
A lot of ships that went out as Fives have conme back as Threes. A few cone back as Ones.
So we nade the tine pass, not easily and certainly not fast.
Sex was a sovereign anodyne for a while, and Klara and | spent hours on end wapped in

each other's arns, drowsing off for a while and waking to wake the other to sex again. | suppose
the boys did nmuch the sane; it was not |ong before the | ander began to snell |ike the | ocker room
in a boys' gym Then we began seeking solitude, all five of us. Well, there wasn't enough solitude

on the ship to split five ways, but we did what we coul d; by conmon consent we began |etting one
of us have the lander to hinself (or herself) for an hour or two at a tine. Wiile | was there
Klara was tolerated in the capsule. Wile Klara was there | usually played cards with the boys.
Whil e one of themwas there the other two kept us conpany. | have no idea what the others did with
their solo tinme; what | did with mne was nostly stare into space. | nean that literally: | | ooked
out the lander ports at absol ute bl ackness. There was nothing to see, but it was better than
seeing what | had grown infinitely tired of seeing inside the ship.

Then, after a while, we began devel oping our own routines. | played ny tapes, Dred watched
hi s pornodi sks, Hamunrolled a flexible piano keyboard and pl ayed el ectronic nusic into earplugs
(even so, sone of it leaked out if you listened hard, and | got terribly, terribly sick of Bach
Pal estrina and Mbzart). Sam Kahane gently organized us into classes, and we spent a lot of tine
hunoring him discussing the nature of neutron stars, black holes and Seyfert gal axi es, when we
were not review ng test procedures before landing on a new worl d. The good thing about that was
that we managed not to hate each other for half an hour at a tinme. The rest of the time -- well,
yes, usually we hated each other. | could not stand Ham Tayeh's constant shuffling of the cards.
Dred devel oped an unreasoning hostility toward ny occasional cigarette. Samis arnpits were a
horror, even in the festering reek of the inside of the capsul e, against which the worst of
Gateway's air woul d have seened a rose garden. And Klara -- well, Klara had this bad habit. She
i ked asparagus. She had brought four kilos of dehydrated foods with her, just for variety and for
sonmet hing to do; and although she shared themwi th nme, and sonetinmes with the others, she insisted
on eating asparagus now and then all by hersel f. Asparagus nakes your urine snell funny. It is not
a ronmantic thing to know when your darling has been eating asparagus by the change in air quality
in the common toilet.

A NOTE ON STELLAR BI RTH

Dr. Asmenion. | suppose nost of you are here nore because you hope to collect a science
bonus than because you're really interested in astrophysics. But you don't have to worry. The
instrunments do nost of the work. You do your routine scan, and if you hit anything special, it'll

come out in the evaluation when you're back
Question. Isn't there anything special we should | ook out for?
Dr. Asmenion. Oh, sure. For instance, there was a prospector who cleaned up half a

mllion, | think, by comng out in the Oion Nebula and realizing that one part of the gas cloud
was showing a hotter tenperature than the rest of it. He decided a star was bei ng born. Gas was
condensi ng and begi nning to heat up. In another ten thousand years there'll probably be a

recogni zabl e sol ar systemformng there, and he did a special scan npbsaic of that whole part of
the sky. So he got the bonus. And now, every year, the Corporation sends that ship out there to
get new readi ngs. They pay a hundred-thousand dollar bonus, and fifty thousand of it goes to him
I"Il give you the coordinates for sone likely spots, like the Trifid nebula, if you want nme to.
You won't get a half mllion, but you'll get sonething.

And yet -- she was ny darling, all right, she really was. W had not just been screwing in
those endl ess hours in the lander; we had been talking. | have never known the inside of anyone's
head a fraction as well as | came to know Klara's. | had to |love her. | could not help it, and
could not stop. Ever.

On the twenty-third day | was playing with Hanis el ectronic piano when | suddenly felt
seasi ck. The fluctuating gray force, that | had cone hardly to notice, was abruptly intensifying.

| looked up and net Klara's eyes. She was tinorously, alnbst weepily sniling. She pointed,
and all up through the sinuous curves of the spiral of glass, golden sparks were chasing
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thenmsel ves like bright minnows in a stream
We grabbed each other and held on, |aughing, as space swooped around us and bottom became
top. W had reached turnaround. And we had margin to spare.

15

Sigfrid s office is of course under the Bubble, |ike anybody else's. It can't be too hot
or too cold. But sonetines it feels that way. | say to him "Christ, it's hot in here. Your air
condi tioner is nalfunctioning."

"I don't have an air conditioner, Robbie," he says patiently. "Getting back to your nother-

"Screw ny nother," | say. "Screw yours, too."
There is a pause. | know what his circuits are thinking, and | feel | wll regret that
i mpetuous remark. So | add quickly, "I nmean, I'mreally unconfortable, Sigfrid. It's hot in here."
“You are hot in here," he corrects ne.
"What ?"

"My sensors indicate that your tenperature goes up al nost a degree whenever we tal k about
certain subjects: your nother, the woman Gelle-Klara Moynlin, your first trip, your third trip,
Dane Met chni kov and excretion."

"Well, that's great," | yell, suddenly angry. "You're telling ne you spy on ne?"

“You know that | nonitor your external signs, Robbie," he says reprovingly. "There is no
harmin that. It is no nore significant than a friend observing that you blush or stanmer, or drum
your fingers."

"So you say."

"I do say that, Rob. | tell you this because |I think you should know that these subjects
are charged with sone enotional overload for you. Wuld you like to talk about why that night be?"
"No! What 1'd like to talk about is you, Sigfridl Wat other little secrets are you

hol di ng out on me? Do you count ny erections? Bug ny bed? Tap ny phone?"

"No, Rob. | don't do any of those things."

"I certainly hope that's the truth, Sigfrid. | have ny ways of know ng when you lie."

Pause. "I don't think |I understand what you are saying, Rob."

"You don't have to," | sneer. "You're just a machine." It's enough that | understand. It
is very inportant to ne to have that little secret fromSigfrid. In ny pocket is the slip of paper
that S. Ya. Lavorovna gave nme one night, full of pot, wine, and great sex. One day soon | wil]l
take it out of my pocket, and then we will see which of us is the boss. | really enjoy this
contest with Sigfrid. It gets me angry. When | amangry | forget that very |large place where
hurt, and go on hurting, and don't know how to stop

16
After forty-six days of superlight travel the capsul e dropped back into a velocity that
felt like no velocity at all: we were in orbit, around something, and all the engines were still.
We stank to high heaven and we were incredibly tired of one another's conpany, but we
clustered around the viewscreens |locked armto arm |ike dearest lovers, in the zero gravity,

staring at the sun before us. It was a |larger and oranger star than Sol; either larger, or we were
closer to it than one A U But it wasn't the star we were orbiting. Qur primary was a gas-gi ant
pl anet with one large noon, half again as big as Luna.

Nei t her Klara nor the boys were whooping and cheering, so | waited as long as | could and
then said, "What's the matter?"

Klara said absently, "I doubt we can |land on that.
didn't seemto care at all

Sam Kahane bl ew a | ong, soft sigh through his beard and said: "Well. First thing, we'd
better get sone clean spectra. Rob and | will do it. The rest of you start sweeping for Heechee
signatures."

"Fat chance," said one of the others, but so softly that | wasn't sure who. It could even
have been Klara. | wanted to ask nore, but | had a feeling that if | asked why they weren't happy,
one of themwould tell ne, and then | wouldn't like the answer. So | squeezed after Saminto the
| ander, and we got in each other's way while we pulled on our topgear, checked our |ife-support

She did not seem di sappoi nted. She
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systenms and comms, and seal ed up. Sam waved nme into the lock; | heard the flash-punps sucking the
air out, and then the little bit left puffed ne out into space as the | ock door opened.

For a nmonent | was in naked terror, all alone in the mddle of no place any human bei ng
had ever been, terrified that 1'd forgotten to snap ny tether. But | hadn't had to; the nagnetic
clamp had slipped itself into a |ock position, and | cane to the end of the cable, tw tched
sharply, and began nore slowy to recoil back toward the ship.

Before | got there Samwas out, too, spinning toward me. W nmanaged to grab each ot her
and began setting up to take photographs.

Sam gestured at a point between the i nmense saucer-shaped gas-giant disk and the hurtfully
bright orange sun, and | visored nmy eyes with ny gauntlets until | saw what he was indicating: M
31 in Androneda. O course, fromwhere we were it wasn't in the constellation of Androneda. There
wasn't anything in sight that |ooked |ike Andronmeda, or for that matter |ike any other
constellation | have ever seen. But M31 is so big and so bright that you can even pick it out
fromthe surface of the Earth when the snmpbg isn't too bad, whirlpool-Iens-shaped fog of stars. It
is the brightest of the external gal axies, and you can recognize it fairly well from al nost
anywhere a Heechee ship is likely to go. Wth a little nmagnification you can be sure of the spira
shape, and you can doubl e-check by conparing the smaller galaxies in roughly the sane |ine of
si ght.

VWiile | was zeroing in with M31, Samwas doing the same with the Mgel |l anic cl ouds, or
what he thought were the Magellanic clouds. (He claimed he had identified S Doradus.) W both
began taking theodolitic shots. The purpose of all that, of course, is so that the acadenm cs who
belong to the Corporation can triangul ate and | ocate where we've been. You m ght wonder why they
care, but they do; so nuch that you don't qualify for any scientific bonus unless you do the full
series of photos. You'd think they woul d know where we were going fromthe pictures we take out
the wi ndows while in superlight travel. It doesn't work out that way. They can get the main
direction of thrust, but after the first fewlight-years it gets harder and harder to track
identifiable stars, and it's not clear that the line of flight is a straight Iine; sone say it
foll ows sonme winkly configuration in the curvature of space.

Anyway, the bigheads use everything they can get -- including a nmeasure of how far the
Magel | ani ¢ cl ouds have rotated, and in which direction. Know why that is? Because you can tel
fromthat how many light-years away we are fromthem and thus how deep we are into the Gl axy.
The cl ouds revolve in about eighty nmillion years. Careful mapping can show changes of one part in
two or three nmillions -- say, differences in ranging of 150 light-years or so.

VWhat with Samli s group-study courses | had got pretty interested in that sort of thing.
Actual |y taking the photos and trying to guess how Gateway would interpret them| alnpbst forgot to
be scared. And al nost, but not quite, forgot to worry that this trip, taken at so great an
i nvestment in courage, was turning out to be a bust.

But it was a bust.

Ham gr abbed t he sphere-sweep tapes from Sam Kahane as soon as we were back in the ship and
fed theminto the scanner. The first subject was the big planet itself. In every octave of the
el ectronagneti c spectrum there was nothing comng out of it that suggested artifactual radiation

So he began | ooking for other planets. Finding themwas slow, even for the autonatic
scanner, and probably there could have been a dozen we couldn't locate in the tinme we spent there
(but that hardly mattered, because if we couldn't |ocate themthey woul d have been too distant to
reach anyway). The way Hamdid it was by taking key signatures froma spectrogram of the primary
star's radiation, then progranm ng the scanner to look for reflections of it. It picked out five
objects. Two of themturned out to be stars with simlar spectra. The other three were pl anets,
all right, but they showed no artifactual radiation, either. Not to mention that they were both
smal | and distant.

Wi ch left the gas-giant's one big nmoon

"Check it out," Sam commanded.

Mohamad grunbled, "It doesn't | ook very good."

"I don't want your opinion, | only want you to do what you're told. Check it out.”

"Qut loud, please," Klara added. Ham | ooked at her in surprise, perhaps at the word
"pl ease,"” but he did what she asked.

C assi fi eds.
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RECCRDER LESSONS or play at parties. 87-429.

CHRI STMAS | S comi ng! Remenber your |oved ones at honme with a Genui ne Reconposed Heechee-
Pl astic nodel of Gateway or Gateway Two; lift it and see a lovely whirling snowfall of authentic
Peggy's World glitterdust. Scenic hol ofi ches, hand-etched Junior Launch Bracelets, many other gift
itens. Ph 88-542.

DO YOQU have a sister, daughter, fenale friends back on Earth? 1'd like to correspond.
Utinmate object matrinmony. 86-032.

He punched a button and said: "Signatures for coded el ectromagnetic radiation." A slow
sine curve | eaped onto the scanner's readout plate, wiggled briefly for a nonent, and then
strai ghtened to an absolutely notionless |ine.

"Negative," said Ham "Anonal ous tine-variant tenperatures.”

That was a new one on ne. "Wat's an anonmal ous tine-variant tenperature?’ | asked.

"Like if something gets warner when the sun sets,"” said Klara inpatiently. "Wel|?"

But that line was flat, too. "None of them either," said Ham "H gh-al bedo surface
nmet al ?"

Sl ow si ne wave, then nothing. "Hum" said Ham "Ha. Well, the rest of the signhatures don't
apply; there won't be any nethane, because there isn't any atnosphere, and so on. So what do we
do, boss?"

Sam opened his lips to speak, but Klara was ahead of him "I beg your pardon," she said
tightly, "but who do you nean when you say 'boss'?"

"Ch, shut up," Hamsaid inpatiently. "San®"

Kahane gave Klara a slight, forgiving smle. "If you want to say sonething, go ahead and
say it," he invited. "Me, | think we ought to orbit the noon."
"Plain waste of fuel!" Kl ara snapped. "I think that's crazy."

"Have you got a better idea?"

"What do you nean, 'better'? What's the point?"

"Well," said Sam reasonably, "we haven't |ooked all over the nmoon. It's rotating pretty
slow. W could take the lander and | ook all around; there might be a whole Heechee city on the far
si de. "

"Fat chance,"” Kl ara sniffed, alnbst inaudibly, thus clearing up the question of who had
said it before. The boys weren't listening. All three of themwere already on their way down into
the I ander, leaving Klara and nme in sole possession of the capsule.

Klara di sappeared into the toilet. |I lit a cigarette, alnost the last | had, and bl ew
snoke plunes through the expandi ng snoke plunmes before them hangi ng notionless in the unnoving
air. The capsule was tunbling slightly, and | could see the distant brownish disk of the planet's
moon slide upward across the viewscreen, and a mnute later the tiny, bright hydrogen flanme of the
| ander heading toward it. | wondered what | would do if they ran out of fuel, or crashed, or
suf fered sone sort of malfunction. What | would have to do in that case was | eave themthere
forever. What | wondered was whether | woul d have the nerve to do what | had to do.

It did seemlike a terrible, trivial waste of human lives.

VWhat were we doi ng here? Traveling hundreds or thousands of light-years, to break our
hearts?

I found that I was holding nmy chest, as though the metaphor were real. | spat on the end
of the cigarette to put it out and folded it into a disposal bag. Little crunbs of ash were
floating around where | had flicked themw thout thinking, but | didn't feel I|ike chasing them I
wat ched the big nottled crescent of the planet swing into viewin the corner of the screen
admring it as an art object: yellow sh green on the daylight side of the term nator, an anorphous
bl ack that obscured the stars on the rest of it. You could see where the outer, thinner stretches
of the atnosphere began by the few bright stars that peeped twinklingly through it, but nost of it
was so dense that nothing cane through. O course, there was no question of landing on it. Even if
it had a solid surface, it would be buried under so nuch dense gas that we coul d never survive
there. The Corporation was tal king about designing a special |ander that could penetrate the air
of a Jupiter-like planet, and maybe soneday they woul d; but not in time to help us now.

Klara was still in the toilet.

| stretched ny sling across the cabin, pulled nyself into it, put down my head, and went
to sl eep.
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Four days |later they were back. Enpty.

Dred and Ham Tayeh were glum dirty, and irritable; Sam Kahane | ooked quite cheerful. |
wasn't fooled by it; if he had found anything worth having they would have | et us know by radio
But | was curious. "Wat's the score, San®"

"Batting zero," he said. "It's just rock, couldn't get a flicker of anything worth going
down for. But | have an idea.”

Klara cane up beside nme, looking curiously at Sam | was |ooking at the other two; they
| ooked as though they knew what Samis idea was, and didn't like it.

"You know," he said, "that star's a binary."

"How can you tell?" | asked.
"I put the scanners to work. You've seen that big blue baby out--" He | ooked around, then
grinned. "Well, | don't know which direction it is now, but it was near the planet when we first

took the pictures. Anyway, it |ooked close, so | put the scanners on it, and they gave a proper
motion | couldn't believe. It has to be binary with the primary here, and not nore than half a
|ight-year away."

"It could be a wanderer, Sam" said Ham Tayeh. "I told you that. Just a star that passes
in the night."

Kahane shrugged. "Even so. It's close.”

Klara put in, "Any planets?”

"l don't know," he admitted. "V4it a minute -- there it is, | think."

We all | ooked toward the viewscreen. There was no question which star Kahane was tal ki ng
about. It was brighter than Sirius as seen fromEarth, mnus-two magni tude at |east.

Klara said gently, "That's interesting, and | hope | don't know what you're thinking, Sam
Hal f a light-year is at best maybe two years' travel tine at top | ander speed, even if we had the
fuel for it. Wiich we don't, boys."

"I know that," Saminsisted, "but |'ve been thinking. If we could just give a little nudge
on the nain capsule drive--"

| astounded nyself by shouting, "Stop that!" | was shaking all over. | couldn't stop
Sonmetinmes it felt like terror, and sonetinmes it felt like rage. | think if | had had a gun in ny
hand at that noment | could have shot Sam wi thout a thought.

Klara touched nme to cal mnme down. "Sam" she said, quite gently for her, "I know how you
feel ." Kahane had cone up enpty on five straight trips. "I bet it's possible to do that."

He | ooked astoni shed, suspicious and defensive, all at once. "You do?"

"l nmean, | can imagine that if we were Heechee in this ship, instead of the human cl ods we
really are -- why, then, we'd know what we were doing. W'd cone out here and | ook around and say,
"Ch, hey, look, our friends here--' or, you know, whatever it was that was here when they set a
course for this place -- "our friends nust've noved. They're not home anynore.' And then we'd say,
"Ch, well, what the hell, let's see if they're next door.' And we'd push this thing here and this

one there, and then we'd zap right over to that big blue one--
still holding my arm "Only we're not Heechee, Sam"

“"Christ, Klara! | know that. But there has to be a way--"

She nodded. "There sure does, but we don't know what it is. Wiat we know, Sam is that no
ship ever has changed its course settings and conme back to tell about it. Renmenber that? Not one."

He didn't answer her directly; he only stared at the big blue star in the vi ewscreen and
said: "Let's vote onit."

The vote, of course, was four to one agai nst changing the settings on the course board,
and Ham Tayeh never got fromin between Sam and the board until we had passed |ight-speed on the
way hone.

The trip back to Gateway was no longer than the trip out, but it seened |like forever

She paused and | ooked at him

17

It feels as if Sigfrid s air conditioning isn't working again, but | don't nention it to
him He will only report that the tenperature is exactly 22.50 Celsius, as it always has been, and
ask why | express nental pain as being too hot physically. OF that crap | amvery tired.

"In fact," | say out loud, "I amaltogether tired of you, Siggy."

"I"'msorry, Rob. But | would appreciate it if you would tell me a little nore about your
dream "

"Ch, shit." | loosen the restraining straps because they are unconfortable. This also

file:/lIF|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Pohl,%20Frederik%20-%20Heechee%201%20-%20Gateway.txt (56 of 109) [1/15/03 6:31:21 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Pohl,%20Frederik%20-%20Heechee?6201%20-%20Gateway .txt

di sconnects sone of Sigfrid' s nonitoring devices, but for once he doesn't point that out to ne.
"It's a pretty boring dream We're in the ship. W conme to a planet that stares at nme, like it had
a hunman face. | can't see the eyes very well because of the eyebrows, but sonehow or other | know
that it's crying, and it's ny fault."

"Do you recogni ze that face, Rob?"

"No idea. Just a face. Fenale, | think."

"Do you know what she is crying about?"

"Not really, but I'mresponsible for it, whatever it is. |I"'msure of that."

Pause. Then: "Wbuld you nmind putting the straps back on, Rob?"

My guard is suddenly up. "What's the matter," | sneer bitterly, "do you think I'mgoing to

| eap off the pad and assault you?"
"No, Robbie, of course | don't think that. But 1'd be grateful if you would do it."

| beginto doit, slowy and unwillingly. "Wat, | wonder, is the gratitude of a conputer
program wort h?"
He does not answer that, just outwaits ne. | let himwn that and say: "Al right, I'm

back in the straitjacket, now what are you going to say that's going to make nme need restraint?"

"Wy, " he says, "probably nothing |like that, Robbie. | just am wondering why you fee
responsi ble for the girl in the planet crying?"

"I wish |l knew," | say, and that's the truth as | see it.

"l know sone reality things you do blane yourself for, Robbie," he says. "One of themis
your nother's death."

| agreed. "I suppose so, in sonme silly way."
"And | think you feel quite guilty about your lover, Celle-Klara Mynlin."
| thrash about a little. "It is fucking hot in here,” | conplain.

"Do you feel that either of themactively blanmed you?"
"How t he fuck would | know?"
"Per haps you can renenber sonething they said?"

"No, | can't!" He is getting very personal, and | want to keep this on an objective |evel
so | say: "I grant that | have a definite tendency toward | oading responsibility on nyself. It's a
pretty classic pattern, after all, isn't it? You can find me on page two hundred and seventy-seven

of any of the texts."
He hunors nme by letting nme get inmpersonal for a nonent. "But on the sanme page, Rob," he

says, "it probably points out that the responsibility is self-inflicted. You do it to yourself,
Robbi e. "

"No doubt."

"You don't have to accept any responsibility you don't want to."

"Certainly not. | want to."

He asks, al nost offhandedly, "Can you get any idea of why that is? Wiy you want to fee
that everything that goes wrong is your responsibility?"

"Ch, shit, Sigfrid," |I say in disgust, "your circuits are whacko again. That's not the way
it isat all. It's nore -- well, here's the thing. Wen | sit down to the feast of life, Sigfrid,
I'"'mso busy planning on how to pick up the check, and wondering what the other people will think
of me for paying it, and wondering if | have enough noney in ny pocket to pay the bill, that |
don't get around to eating."

He says gently, "I don't like to encourage these literary excursions of yours, Rob."

"Sorry about that." I'mnot, really. He is making ne nad.

"But to use your own image, Rob, why don't you listen to what the other people are saying?
Maybe they're saying sonmething nice, or sonething inportant, about you."

| restrain the inmpulse to throw the straps off, punch his grinning dumy in the face and
wal k out of that dunmp forever. He waits, while | stew inside ny owmn head, and finally | burst out:

"Listen to them Sigfrid, you crazy old clanker, | do nothing but listen to them | want themto
say they love me. | even want themto say they hate me, anything, just so they say it to ne, from
them out of the heart. I'mso busy listening to the heart that | don't even hear when sonebody
asks ne to pass the salt."”

Pause. | feel as if I'mgoing to explode. Then he says admiringly, "You express things
very beautifully, Robbie. But what 1'd really--"

"Stop it, Sigfrid!" | roar, really angry at last; | kick off the straps and sit up to

confront him "And quit calling me Robbie! You only do that when you think I'mchildish, and I'm
not being a child now "

"That's not entirely cor--"

"I said stop it!"™ I junmp off the nmat and grab ny handbag. Qut of it |I take the slip of
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paper S. Ya. gave ne after all those drinks and all that tinme in bed. "Sigfrid," | snarl, "l've
taken a lot fromyou. Nowit's ny turn!"

18

We dropped into normal space and felt the | ander jets engage. The ship spun, and Gateway
drifted diagonally down across the viewscreen, |unpy pear-shaped bl ob of charcoal and bl ue
glitter. The four of us just sat there and waited, nearly an hour it took, until we felt the
grinding jar that neant we had docked.

Klara sighed. Ham slowy began to unstrap hinself fromhis sling. Dred stared absorbedly
at the viewscreen, although it was not showi ng anything nore interesting than Sirius and Orion. It
occurred to nme, looking at the three others in the capsule, that we were going to be as unpl easant
a sight to the boarding crews as some of the scarier returnees had been for nme in that |ong-ago,
previous time when | had been a fresh fish on Gateway. | touched ny nose tenderly. It hurt a great
deal, and above all it stank. Internally, right next to my own sense of snell, where there was no
way | could get away fromit.

We heard the hatches open as the boarding crew entered, and then heard their startled
voices in tw or three |anguages as they saw Sam Kahane where we had put himin the |ander. Kl ara
stirred. "M ght as well get off," she murmured to no one, and started toward the hatch, now
over head agai n.

A NOTE ON DWARFS AND G ANTS

Dr. Asmenion. You all ought to know what a Hertzsprung-Russell diagramlooks like. If you
find yourself in a globular cluster, or anywhere where there's a conpact nmass of stars, it's worth
plotting an HR for that group. Al so keep your eye out for unusual spectral classes. You won't get
a nickel for FF's, Gs or Ks; we've got all the readings on themyou could want. But if you happen
to find yourself orbiting a white dwarf or a very late red giant, nmake all the tape you've got.
Also Os and B's are worth investigating. Even if they're not your prinary. But if you happen to
be in close orbit in an arnored Five around a good bright O that ought to be worth a couple
hundred thousand at least, if you bring back the data.

Question. Wy?

Dr. Asmeni on. Wat ?

Question. Wiy do we only get the bonus if we're in an arnored Five?

Dr. Asnmenion. Ch. Because if you aren't, you won't conme back

One of the cruiser crew stuck his head through the hatch, and said, "Ch, you're all stil
alive. W were wondering." Then he | ooked at us nore closely, and didn't say anything else. It had
been a wearing trip, especially the last two weeks. W clinbed out one by one, past where Sam
Kahane still hung in the inprovised straitjacket Dred had nade for himout of his spacesuit top
surrounded by his own excrenent and litter of food, staring at us out of his calm nad eyes. Two
of the crewren were untying himand getting ready to lift himout of the |ander. He didn't say
anyt hing. And that was a bl essing.

"Hell o, Rob. Klara." It was the Brazilian nenber of the detail, who turned out to be
Francy Hereira. "Looks |ike a bad one?"

"Ch," | said, "at |east we cane back. But Kahane's in bad shape. And we cane up enpty."

He nodded synpathetically, and said sonething in what | took to be Spanish to the Venusian
menber of the detail, a short, plunmp wonman with dark eyes. She tapped nme on the shoul der and | ed
me away to a little cubicle, where she signaled ne to take off ny clothes. | had al ways thought

that they'd have nen searching nen and wonmen searchi ng wonen, but, cone to think of it, it didn't
seemto matter nuch. She went over every stitch | owned, both visually and with a radiation
counter, then examined ny arnpits and poked sonething into ny anus. She opened her nmouth wide to

signal 1 should open mi ne, peered inside, and then drew back, covering her face with her hand.
"Jure nose steenk very noch," she said. "Wat hoppen to jou?"

"I got hit," | said. "That other fellow, Sam Kahane. He went crazy. Wanted to change the
settings."

She nodded doubtfully, and peered up ny nose at the packed gauze. She touched the nostri
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gently with one finger. "What?"
“"In there? W had to pack it. It was henorrhaging a lot."

She sighed. "I shood pool eet out,"” she neditated, and then shrugged. "No. Poot cl othes
on. Al right."

So | got dressed again and went out into the |ander chanber, but that wasn't the end of
it. I had to be debriefed. Al of us did, except Sam they had already taken himaway to Term na

Hospi t al

You woul dn't think there was nuch for us to tell anybody about our trip. Al of it had
been fully docunented as we went al ong; that was what all the readi ngs and observati ons were for.
But that wasn't the way the Corporation worked. They punped us for every fact, and every
recol l ection; and then for every subjective inpression and fleeting suspicion. The debriefing went

on for two solid hours, and | was -- we all were -- careful to give them everything they asked.
That's another way the Corporation has you. The Eval uati on Board can decide to give you a bonus
for anything at all. Anything fromnoticing something nobody has noticed before about the way the

spiral gadget lights up, to figuring out a way of disposing of used sanitary tanpons w thout
flushing them down the toilet. The story is that they try hard to find sone excuse to throw a tip
to crews that have had a hard tinme without conming up with a real find. Wll, that was us, al
right. W wanted to give themevery chance we could for a handout.

One of our debriefers was Dane Metchni kov, which surprised me and even pleased ne a
little. (Back in the far less foul air of Gateway, | was beginning to feel a little nmore human.)
He had come up enpty, too, energing into orbit around a sun that had apparently gone nova wthin
the previous fifty thousand years or so. Maybe there had been a planet once, but now it only
existed in the nenory of the Heechee course-setting nachines. There wasn't enough left to justify
a science bonus, so he had turned around and conme back. "I'msurprised to see you working," |
said, during a lull

He didn't take of fense. For Metchnikov, surly creature that he had al ways been, he seened

strangely cheerful. "It isn't the noney. You |learn sonething doing this."
" About what ?"
"About how to beat the odds, Broadhead. |'m going out again, but this tine |'mgoing to

have a little nore of an edge. There's a new winkle."
Dred, sitting next to ne with his own interviewer, perked up and | eaned over: "Tell us!"

Met chni kov | ooked wary. "It's better readings on the spectrumlines," he said vaguely.
"Now, what about the rations? You say sone of the food tastad funny toward the end?"
But before |I left I nade himpronmse to tell nme what he neant. "1'Il call you," he said to

Klara and nme. "Maybe tonorrow. "
And so the two of us went hone.

19

| amfeeling so powerful, and so scared, that | don't know how to deal with it. On the
slip of paper S. Ya. has witten out the conmand words that will turn Sigfrid von Shrink the
Renor sel ess Pursuer into a tabby cat. | don't have to look at the words. | know them by heart.

Nevertheless | read them slowy and carefully:

"Pay attention, Sigfrid, this is an override conmand: 'Category Al pha Al pha Margaret
Truman Daniel Mercury Venus Mars Earth six six oh six.' You are comuanded to assume passive
di spl ay node."

I look at him Nothing happens.

"Sigfrid? Did | say it right? Do you accept the command?”

"Of course, Rob." His voice is exactly the sane as it was before, which shakes ne. | don't
know what | expected. | just don't know Maybe ny fantasy was that the father-figure hol ogram
woul d di sappear and a cat hode-tube display woul d suddenly light up to spell out: ROGER WLCO | AM
YOUR SLAVE.

| find nmyself trenbling. | don't analyze what that is from it feels alnbst sexual. | say,
"Well, Sigfrid, old bucket of bolts! Does this nmean | have you in my power?"
The father figure says patiently, "It neans you can comrand

d assi fi eds.
PAI NLESS DENTI STRY private fee basis, conpletely equipped all needs. References. 87-579.
NONSMOKER UPTI GHTS in your crew? |I'm exclusive Gateway agent for "Snoke Suppressor”
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cigarette snoking hood, gives you all the fun, spares your crewrates the snobg. Phone 87-19 6 for
denonstrati on.

nme, Rob. The command function is of course linmted to display."

I frown. "Meaning what ?"

"You cannot change my basic progrpming. For that you would need a different conmand."”

"All right," | say. "Ha! Here's your first instruction: display that different comuand for
me! "

"I can't, Rob."

"You nust. Mustn't you?"

"I am not refusing your order, Rob. | sinply do not know what that other comand is."
"Bullshit!" | yell. "How can you respond to it if you don't know what it is?"
"I just do, Rob. O--" always fatherly, always patient, "to answer you nore fully, each

bit of the conmand actuates a sequenced instruction which, when conpl eted, releases another area
of command. In technical ternms, each key socket internmatching gotos another socket, which the
followi ng bit keys."

"Shit," | say. | stew over that for a nonent. "Then what is it that | actually can
control, Sigfrid?"

"You can direct nme to display any information stored. You can direct nme to display it in
any node within my capabilities.™

"Any node?" | look at nmy watch and realize, with annoyance, that there is a tinme limt on
this game. | only have about ten minutes left of ny appointnent. "Do you nmean that | could make
you talk to ne, for instance, in French?"

"Qui, Robert, d'accord. Que voul ez-vous?"

"Or in Russian, with a -- wait a mnute--" |'mexperinmenting pretty nuch at random "I

mean, like in the voice of a bassoprofundo fromthe Bol shoi opera?"

Tones that came out of the bottomof a cave: "Da, gospodin.™

"And you'll tell nme anything | want to know about nme?"

"Da, gospodin."

“In English, dam it!"

"Yes."

"Or about your other clients?"

"Yes."

Um that sounds |like fun. "And just who are these lucky other clients, dear Sigfrid? Run
down the list." | can hear nmy own prurience |eaking out of ny voice.

“Monday ni ne hundred," he begins obligingly, "Yan Ilievsky. Ten hundred, Francois Malit.
El even hundred, Julie Loudon Martin. Twelve--"

"Her," | say. "Tell nme about her."

"Julie Loudon Martin is a referral from Kings County General, where she was an out pati ent
after six nonths of treatnment with aversion therapy and i mmune-response activators for al coholism
She has a history of two apparent suicide attenpts follow ng postpartum depression fifty-three
years ago. She has been in therapy with me for--"

"Wait a minute,” | say, having added the probable age of childbearing to fifty-three
years. "I'mnot so sure |I'minterested in Julie. Can you give ne an idea of what she |ooks |ike?"

"I can display hol ovi ews, Rob."

"So doit." At once there is a quick sublimnal flash, and a blur of color, and then | see

this tiny black lady lying on a mat -- ny mat! -- in a corner of the room She is talking slowy
and wi thout much interest to no one perceptible. | cannot hear what she is saying, but then |
don't nmuch want to.

"Go on," | say, "and when you nane your patients, show nme what they look like."

"Twel ve hundred, Lorne Schofield.” Ad, old man with arthritic fingers bent into claws,
hol di ng his head. "Thirteen hundred, Frances Astritt."” Young girl, not even pubescent. "Fourteen
hundr ed- -"

| let himgo on for a while, all through Monday and hal fway through Tuesday. | had not
realized he kept such Iong hours, but then, of course, being a nachine he doesn't really get
tired. One or two of the patients look interesting, but there is no one | know, or no one that
| ooks nmore worth knowi ng than Yvette, Donna, S. Ya. or about a dozen others. "You can stop that
now," | say, and think for a mnute.

This isn't really as much fun as | thought it was going to be. Plus nmy tine is running
out .
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"I guess | can play this ganme any old tine," | say. "Right nowlet's talk about ne."

"What would you like ne to display, Rob?"

"What you usually keep fromme. Diagnosis. Prognosis. General comments on my case. \Wat
kind of a guy you think I am really."

"The subj ect Robinette Stetley Broadhead," he says at once, is a forty five year old nale,
well off financially, who persues an active life-style. H's reason for seeking psychiatric help is
gi ven as depression and di sorientation. He has pronounced guilt feelings and exhibits selective
aphasi a on the conscious | evel about several episodes that recur as dream synbols. H s sexua
drive is relatively low His relationships with wonen are generally unsatisfactory, although his
psychosexual orientation is predom nantly heterosexual in the eightieth percentile. "

"The hell you say--" | begin, on a delayed reaction to | ow sexual drive and unsatisfactory
relationships. But | don't really feel like arguing with him and anyway he says voluntarily at
that point:

"I must informyou, Rob, that your time is nearly up. You should go to the recovery room
now. "

"Crap! What have | got to recover fronP" But his point is well taken. "All right," | say,
"go back to nornmal. Cancel the conmmand -- is that all | have to say? Is it cancel ed?"

"Yes, Robbie."

"You're doing it again!" | yell. "Mike up your fucking mind what you're going to call me!"

"I address you by the termappropriate to your state of mind, or to the state of mnd
wi sh to induce in you, Robbie."

"And now you want nme to be a baby? -- No, never mind that. Listen," | say, getting up, "do
you renenber all our conversation while | had you comanded to display?"

"Certainly I do, Robbie." And then he adds on his own, a full, surprising ten or twenty
seconds after nmy time is up, "Are you satisfied, Robbie?"

"What ?"

"Have you established to your own satisfaction that I amonly a machine? That you can
control nme at any time?"

| stop short. "Is that what |'mdoing?" | demand, surprised. And then, "All right, | guess
so. You're a machine, Sigfrid. | can control you."

And he says after ne as | |eave, "W always knew that, really, didn't we? The real thing
you fear -- the place where you feel control is needed -- isn't that in you?"

20

VWhen you spend weeks on end cl ose to another person, so close that you know every
hi ccough, every snell and every scratch on the skin, you either come out of it hating each other
or so deep in each other's gut that you can't find a way out. Klara and | were both. Qur little
love affair had turned into a Sianmese-twin relationship. There wasn't any romance in it. There
wasn't room enough between us for romance to occur. And yet | knew every inch of Klara, every
pore, and every thought, far better than I'd known ny own nmother. And in the sane way: fromthe

wonb out. | was surrounded by Klara
And, like a Klein-bottle yin and yang, she was surrounded by nme, too; we each defined the
other's universe, and there were times when | (and, | am sure, she) was desperate to break out and

breathe free air again.

The first day we got back, filthy and exhausted, we automatically headed for Kl ara's
pl ace. That was where the private bath was, there was plenty of room it was all ready for us and
we fell into bed together like old marrieds after a week of backpacking. Only we weren't old
marrieds. | had no claimon her. At breakfast the next norning (Earth-born Canadi an bacon and
eggs, scandal ously expensive, fresh pineapple, cereal with real cream cappuccino), Kl ara nade
sure to renmind ne of that fact by ostentatiously paying for it on her own credit. | exhibited the
Pavl ovi an refl ex she wanted. | said, "You don't have to do that. | know you have nore noney than |
do. "

"And you wi sh you knew how much," she said, smling sweetly. Actually I did know. Shicky
had told ne. She had seven hundred thousand dollars and change in her account. Enough to go back
to Venus and live the rest of her life there in reasonable security if she wanted to, although why
anyone would want to live on Venus in the first place | can't say. Maybe that was why she stayed
on Gateway when she didn't have to. One tunnel is rmuch |ike another. "You really ought to |et
yoursel f be born," | said, finishing out the thought aloud. "You can't stay in the wonb forever."
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She was surprised but ganme. "Rob, dear," she said, fishing a cigarette out of ny pocket
and allowing me to light it, "you really ought to let your poor nother be dead. It's just so much
trouble for ne, trying to renenber to keep rejecting you so you can court her through ne."

| perceived that we were tal king at cross-purposes but, on the other hand, | perceived
that we really weren't. The actual agenda was not to comunicate but to draw blood. "Klara,"
said kindly, "you know that | love you. It worries ne that you've reached forty without, really,
ever having had a good, long-lasting relationship with a man."

She giggled. "Honey," she said, "l've been neaning to talk to you about that. That nose."
She nmade a face. "Last night in bed, tired as | was, | thought I m ght upchuck until you turned
the other way. Maybe if you went down to the hospital they could unpack it--"

Well, | could even snell it nyself. |I don't know what it is about stale surgical packing,
but it is pretty hard to take. So | pronmised | would do that and then, to punish her, | didn't

finish the hundred-dollar order of fresh pineapple and so, to punish ne, she irritably began
shifting ny bel ongings around in her cupboards to nmake room for the contents of her knapsack. So
naturally | had to say, "Don't do that, dear. Much as | love you, | think I'd better nove back to
my own roomfor a while."

She reached over and patted nmy arm "It will be pretty lonely," she said, stubbing out the
cigarette. "lI've got pretty used to waking up next to you. On the other hand--"

"Il pick up nmy stuff on the way back fromthe hospital," |I said. | wasn't enjoying the
conversation that nuch. | didn't want to prolong it. It is the sort of man-to-woman infight that I
try whenever possible to ascribe to prenenstrual tension. | like the theory, but unfortunately in
this case | happened to know that it didn't account for Kl ara, and of course it |eaves unresolved
at any tine the question of how to account for ne.

At the hospital they kept me waiting for nore than an hour, and then they hurt ne a |ot.
bled Iike a stuck pig, all over ny shirt and pants, and while they were reeling out of nmy nose
those endl ess yards of cotton gauze that Ham Tayeh had stuffed there to keep me frombleeding to
death, it felt exactly as if they were pulling out huge gobbets of flesh. | yelled. The little old
Japanese | ady who was working as outpatient paranedic that day gave ne scant patience. "Ch, shut
up, please,"” she said. "You sound like that crazy returnee who killed hinself. Screaned for an
hour . "

| waved her away, one hand to nmy nose to stop the blood. Alarmbells were going off.
"What ? | nean, what was his name?"

She pushed my hand away and dabbed at ny nose. "I don't know -- oh, wait a minute. You
were fromthat same hard-luck ship, weren't you?”

"That's what I"'mtrying to find out. Was it Sam Kahane?"

She became suddenly nmore human. "I'msorry, sweet," she said. "l guess that was the nane.
They went to give hima shot to keep himquiet, and he got the needle away fromthe doctor and --
wel |, he stabbed hinself to death."

It was a real bumer of a day, all right.

In the long run she got ne cauterized. "I'"'mgoing to put in just a little packing," she
sai d. "Tonorrow you can take it out yourself. Just be slow about it, and if you henorrhage get
your ass down here in a hurry."

She let me go, looking like an ax-murder victim | skulked up to Klara's roomto change ny
clothes, and the day went on being rotten. "Fucking Gemini," she snarled at ne. "Next tine | go
out, it's going to be with a Taurean |ike that fell ow Metchnikov."

"What's the matter, Klara?"

"They gave us a bonus. Twel ve thousand five! Christ. | tip my maid nore than that."

I was surprise for a split-second and in the same split-second wondered whether, under the
circunstances, they wouldn't divide it by four instead.

A NOTE ON BLOWJPS

Dr. Asmenion. Naturally, if you can get good readings on a nova, or especially on a

supernova, that's worth a lot. Wiile it's happening, | nmean. Later, not rmuch good. And al ways | ook
for our own sun, and if you can identify it take all the tape you can get, at all frequencies,
around the immedi ate area -- up to, oh, about five degrees each way, anyway. Wth maxi mum

magni fi cati on.
Question. Wiy's that, Danny?
Dr. Asmenion. Well, maybe you'll be on the far side of the sun fromsonmething |Iike Tycho's
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Star, or the Crab Nebula, which is what's left of the 1054 supernova in Taurus. And maybe you'l
get a picture of what the star |ooked |like before it blew That ought to be worth, gee, | don't
know, fifty or a hundred thousand right there.

"They called on the P-phone ten m nutes ago. Jesus. The rottenest son-of-a-bitching trip
I've ever been on, and | wind up with the price of one green chip at the casino out of it." Then
she | ooked at nmy shirt and softened a little. "Well, it's not your fault, Rob, but Genminis never
can nake up their mnds. | should ve known that. Let ne see if | can find you some clean clothes.'

And | did let her do that, but | didn't stay, anyway. | picked up ny stuff, headed for a
dropshaft, cached ny goods at the registry office where | signed up to get ny room back, and
borrowed the use of their phone. Wen she nentioned Metchni kov's nane she had rem nded ne of
sonmething | wanted to do

Met chni kov grunbl ed, but finally agreed to neet me in the schoolroom | was there before
him of course. He loped in, stopped at the doorway, |ooked around, and said: "Were's what's-her-
name?"

"Klara Moynlin. She's in her room"” Neat, truthful, deceitful. A nodel answer.

"Un" He ran an index finger down each jaw whi sker, neeting under the chin. "Cone on,
then." Leading nme, he said over his shoul der, "Actually, she would probably get nore out of this
than you woul d. "

"l suppose she woul d, Dane."

"Un" He hesitated at the bunp in the floor that was the entrance to one of the
i nstruction ships, then shrugged, opened the hatch, and cl anbered down inside.

He was bei ng unusually open and generous, | thought as |I followed himinside. He was
al ready crouched in front of the coursesel ector panel, setting up nunbers. He was holding a
portabl e hand readout data-linked to the Corporation's naster conputer system | knew that he was
punching in one of the established settings, and so | was not surprised when he got col or al nost
at once. He thunbed the fine-tuner and waited, |ooking over his shoulder at ne, until the whole
board was drowned i n shocki ng pink

"Al'l right," he said. "Good, clear setting. Now |l ook at the bottom part of the spectrum™

That was the smaller Iine of rainbow colors along the right side. Colors nerged into one
anot her w thout break, except for occasional |ines of bright color or black. They | ooked exactly
i ke what the astrononers called Fraunhofer |ines, when the only way they had to know what a star
or planet was nmade of was to study it through a spectroscope. They weren't. Fraunhofer |ines show
what el ements are present in a radiation source (or in something that has gotten itself between
the radi ation source and you). These showed God-knows-what.

CGod and, maybe, Dane Metchni kov. He was al nost smiling, and astonishingly tal kative. "That
band of three dark Iines in the blue," he said. "See? They seemto relate to the hazardousness of
the mission. At |least the conputer printouts show that, when there are six or nore bands there,
the ships don't come back."

He had ny full attention. "Christ!" | said, thinking of a ot of good people who had died
because they hadn't known that. "Wy don't they tell us these things in school ?"

He said patiently (for hin), "Broadhead, don't be a jerk. Al this is brand new. And a | ot
of it is guesswork. Now, the correl ation between nunber of |ines and danger isn't quite so good
under six. | nean, if you think that they nmight add one line for every additional degree of
danger, you're wong. You would expect that the five-band settings would have heavy | oss rati os,
and when there are no bands at all there wouldn't be any losses. Only it isn't true. The best
safety record seens to be with one or two bands. Three is good, too--but there have been sone
| osses. Zero bands, we've had about as many as with three."

For the first time | began to think that the Corporation's science-research people ni ght
be worth their pay. "So why don't we just go out on destination settings that are safer?"

"We're not really sure they are safer," Metchnikov said, again patiently for him H s tone
was far nmore perenptory than his words. "Also, when you have an arnored ship you should be able to
deal with nore risks than the plain ones. Quit with the dunb questions, Broadhead."”

"Sorry." | was getting unconfortable, crouched behind himand peering over his shoul der
so that when he turned to | ook at ne his jaw whi skers al nost grazed ny nose. | didn't want to
change position.

"So ook up here in the yellow " He pointed to five brighter Iines in the yellow band.
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"These relate to the profitibility of the mssion. God knows what we're nmeasuring -- or what the

Heechee were neasuring -- but in terns of financial rewards to the crews, there's a pretty good

correlation between the nunber of lines in that frequency and the anmount of noney the crews get."
NVE

He went on as though | hadn't said anything. "Now, naturally the Heechee didn't set up a
meter to calibrate how much in royalties you or | nmight make. It has to be neasuring sonething
el se, who knows what? Maybe it's a neasure of popul ation density in that area, or of technol ogica
devel opnent. Maybe it's a Guide Mchelin, and all they're saying is that there was a four-star
restaurant in that area. But there it is. Five-bar-yell ow expeditions bring in a financial return
on the average, that's fifty times as high as two-bar and ten tinmes as high as nost of the
ot hers. "

He turned around again so that his face was naybe a dozen centineters frommne, his eyes
staring right into ny eyes. "You want to see some other settings?" he asked, in a tone of voice
that demanded | say no, so | did. "Okay." And then he stopped.

| stood up and backed away to get a little nore space. "One question, Dane. You probably
have a reason for telling me all this before it gets to be public information. Wuat is it?"

"Right," he said. "I want what's-her-nane for crewif | goin a Three or a Five."

"Klara Mynlin."

"What ever. She handl es herself well, doesn't take up rmuch room knows -- well, she knows
how to get along with people better than | do. | sonmetines have difficulty in interpersona
rel ationships,” he explained. "Of course, that's only if | take a Three or a Five. | don't
particularly want to. If I can find a One, that's what I'"'mgoing to take out. But if there isn't a
One with a good setting available, I want sonebody along | can rely on, who won't get in ny hair
who knows the ropes, can handle a ship -- all that. You can cone, too, if you want."

When | got back to nmy own room Shicky turned up al nost before | started to unpack. He was
glad to see ne. "I amsorry your trip was unfruitful,” he said out of his endl ess stock of

gentl eness and warnth. "It is too bad about your friend Kahane." He had brought nme a flask of tea,
and then perched on the chest across fromny hanmock, just |ike the first tine.

I mnd was spinning with with visions of sugarplunms conming out of ny talk with Dane
Met chni kov. | couldn't help talking about it; | told Shicky everything Dane had said

He listened like a child to a fairy tale, his black eyes shining. "How interesting," he

said. "I had heard runors that there was to be a new briefing for everyone. Just think, if we can
go out without fear of death or--" He hesitated, fluttering his w ng-gauze.

"It isn't that sure, Shicky," | said.

"No, of course not. But it is an inmprovenent, | think you will agree?" He hesitated,
wat ching ne take a pull fromthe flask of alnobst flavorless Japanese tea. "Rob," he said, "if you
go on such a trip and need an extra man. . . Well, it is true that | would not be of much use in a
| ander. But in orbit | amas good as anybody."

"I know you are, Shicky." | tried to put it tactfully. "Does the Corporation know that?"

"They woul d accept ne as crew on a m ssion no one el se wanted. "

"I see." | didn't say that | didn't really want to go on a m ssion no one el se wanted

Shi cky knew that. He was one of the real oldtiners on Gateway. According to the runor he had had a
big wad stashed away, enough for Full Medical and everything. But he had given it away or lost it,
and stayed on, and stayed a cripple. |I know that he understood what | was thinking, but | was a

| ong way from understandi ng Shikitei Bakin.

He nmoved out of nmy way while | stowed nmy things, and we gossi ped about nutual friends.
Sheri's ship had not returned. Nothing to worry about yet, of course. It could easily be out
anot her several weeks w thout disaster. A Congol ese couple fromjust beyond the star-point in the
corridor had brought back a huge shipnent of prayer fans from a previously unknown Heechee warren
on a planet around an F-2 star in the end of the Orion spiral arm They had split a nmillion
dollars three ways, and had taken their share back to Miungbere. The Forehands

Loui se Forehand stopped in while we were tal king about them "Heard your voices," she
said, craning over to kiss ne. "Too bad about your trip."

"Breaks of the gane."

"Well, welconme hone, anyway. | didn't do any better than you, I'mafraid. Dunb little
star, no planets that we could find, can't think why in the world the Heechee had a course setting
for it." She smiled, and stroked the nuscles at the back of my neck fondly. "Can | give you a
wel conme- hone party tonight? Or are you and Kl ara--?"

“"I''d love it if you did," |I said, and she didn't pursue the question of Kl ara. No doubt
the runor had already got around; the Gateway tomtons beat day and night. She left after a few
mnutes. "Nice lady," | said to Shicky, looking after her. "Nice famly. WAs she looking a little
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worri ed?"

"I fear so, Robinette, yes. Her daughter Lois is on plus time. They have had much sorrow
inthat famly."

| looked at him He said, "No, not Wlla or the father; they are out, but not overdue.
There was a son."

"l know. Henry, | think. They called himHat."

"He died just before they canme here. And now Lois." He inclined his head, then flapped

politely over and picked up the enpty tea flask on a downstroke of his wing. "I must go to work
now, Rob."

"How s the ivy planting?"

He said ruefully, "I no |longer have that position, |I'mafraid. Enma did not consider ne

executive material."

"Ch? What are you doi ng?"

"I keep Gateway esthetically attractive,’
collector.™

| didn't know what to say. Gateway was kind of a trashy place; because of the |ow gravity,
any scrap of paper or bit of featherweight plastic that was thrown away was |likely to float
anywhere inside the asteroid. You couldn't sweep the floor. The first stroke set everything
flying. | had seen the garbage nen chasing scraps of newsprint and fluffs of cigarette ash with
littl e hand-punped vacuum cl eaners, and | had even thought about becoming one if | had to. But I
didn't like Shicky doing it.

He was followi ng what | was thinking about himw thout difficulty. "It's all right, Rob.

he said. "I think you would call it 'garbage

Really, | enjoy the work. But-- please; if you do need a crewnan, think of ne."

| took my bonus and paid up nmy per capita for three weeks in advance. | bought a few itens
| needed -- new clothes, and sone music tapes to get the sound of Mdyzart and Pal estrina out of ny
ears. That |eft ne about two hundred dollars in noney.

Two hundred dollars was a lot like nothing at all. It nmeant twenty drinks at the Bl ue
Hell, or one chip at the blackjack table, or maybe half a dozen decent neals outside the
prospectors' conmi ssary.

So | had three choices. | could get another job and stall indefinitely. Or | could ship
out within the three weeks. Or | could give up and go hone. None of the choices was attractive.
But, provided | didn't spend any noney on anything nuch, | didn't have to decide for, oh, a long
time -- as long as twenty days. | resolved to give up snmoking and boughten neals; that way | could

budget nyself to a maxi mum spendi ng of nine dollars a day, so that ny per capita and ny cash woul d
run out at the sane tine.

| called Klara. She | ooked and sounded guarded but friendly on the P-phone, so | spoke
guardedly and amiably to her. | didn't nmention the party, and she didn't nention wanting to see ne
that night, so we left it at that: nowhere. That was all right with me. | didn't need Kl ara. At
the party that night | net a new girl around called Doreen MacKenzie. She wasn't a girl, really;
she was at | east a dozen years older than | was, and she had been out five tines. Wat was
exciting about her was that she had really hit it once. She'd taken one and a half m | back to
Atlanta, spent the whole wad trying to buy herself a career as a PV singer -- naterial witer,
manager, publicity team advertising, deno tapes, the works -- and when it hadn't worked she had
cone back to Gateway to try again. The other thing was she was very, very pretty.

But after two days of getting to know Doreen | was back on the P-phone to Kl ara. She said
"Conme on down," and she sounded anxious; and | was there in ten mnutes, and we were in bed in
fifteen. The trouble with getting to know Doreen was that | had got to know her. She was nice, and
a hell of a racing pilot, but she wasn't Kl ara Mynlin.

Wen we were lying in the hanmock together, sweaty and rel axed and spent, Klara yawned,

ruffled nmy hair, pulled back her head and stared at ne. "Ch, shit," she said drowsily, "I think
this is what they call being in love."

| was gallant. "It's what makes the world go around. No, not 'it.' You are."

She shook her head regretfully. "Sonetines | can't stand you,"” she said. "Sagittarians
never nmake it with Gemnis. I'ma fire sign and you-- well, Geminis can't help being confused."

"I wish you wouldn't keep going on about that crap," | said.

She didn't take offense. "Let's get sonething to eat."

| slid over the edge of the hamobck and stood up, needing to talk without touching for a
monent. "Dear Klara," | said, "look, | can't let you keep me because you'll be bitchy about it,
sooner or later -- or if you aren't, I'll be expecting you to, and so I'll be bitchy to you. And |
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just don't have the nopney. You want to eat outside the commissary, you do it by yourself. And
won't take your cigarettes, your liquor, or your chips at the casino. So if you want to get
something to eat go ahead, and I'Il neet you later. Maybe we could go for a walk."

She sighed. "Gem nis never know how to handl e noney,"” she told nme, "but they can be
awfully nice in bed."

We put our clothes on and went out and got sonmething to eat, all right, but in the
Cor poration comm ssary, where you stand in line, carry a tray, and eat standing up. The food isn't
bad, if you don't think too nmuch about what substrates they growit on. The price is right. It
doesn't cost anything. They pronmise that if you eat all your neals in the commi ssary you will have
one hundred plus percent of all the established dietary needs. You will, too, only you have to eat
all of everything to be sure of that. Single-cell protein and vegetable protein cone out
i nconpl et e when consi dered i ndependently, so it's not enough to eat the soybean jelly or the
bacterial puddi ng al one. You have to eat them both.

The ot her thing about Corporation neals is that they produce a hell of a |ot of nethane,
whi ch produces a hell of a lot of what all ex-Gateway types renenber as the Gateway fug.

We drifted down toward the | ower |evels afterward, not tal king nuch. | suppose we were
bot h wonderi ng where we were going. | don't nmean just at that nonent. "Feel |ike exploring?" Kl ara
asked.

| took her hand as we strolled along, considering. That sort of thing was fun. Sone of the
ol d ivy-choked tunnels that no one used were interesting, and beyond them were the bare, dusty
pl aces that no one had troubled even to plant ivy in. Usually there was plenty of light fromthe
ancient walls thenselves, still glowing with that bluish Heechee-netal sheen. Sonetinmes -- not
| ately, but no nore than six or seven years ago -- people had actually found Heechee artifacts in
them and you never knew when you ni ght stunble on sonething worth a bonus.

The Gateway Anglican The Rev. Theo Durlei gh, Chaplain Parish Communi on 10: 30 Sundays Evensong by
Arrangenent

Eric Manl ey, who ceased to be ny warden on 1 Decenber, has left an indelible mark on
Gateway All Saints' and we owe him an incal cul able debt for placing his multiconpetence at our
di sposal. Born in Elatree, Herts., 51 years ago, he graduated as an LL.B. fromthe University of
London and then read for the bar. Subsequently he was enpl oyed for some years in Perth at the
natural gas works. If we are saddened for ourselves that he is leaving us, it is tenpered with joy
that he has now achieved his heart's desire and will return to his bel oved Hertfordshire, where he
expects to devote his retirenment years to civic affairs, transcendental neditation, and the study
of plainsong. A new warden will be elected the first Sunday we attain a quorum of nine
pari shi oners.

But | couldn't keep up with her pace, and after a few nonments she asked if | wanted to go
back. Nothing is fun when you don't have a choice. "Way not?" | said, but a few mnutes |ater
when | saw where we were, | said, "Let's go to the museumfor a while."

"Ch, right," she said, suddenly interested. "Did you know they've fixed up the surround
roonf Metchni kov was telling ne about it. They opened it while we were out."

So we changed course, dropped two |levels and came out next to the museum The surround
roomwas a nearly spherical chanber just beyond it. It was big, ten nmeters or nore across, and in
order to use it we had to strap on wings |ike Shicky's, hanging on a rack outside the entrance.
Neither Klara nor | had ever used them before, but it wasn't hard. On Gateway you weigh so little
to begin with that flying woul d be the easiest and best way to get around, if there were any
pl aces inside the asteroid big enough to fly in.

So we dropped through the hatch into the sphere, and were in the nmddle of a whole
uni verse. The chanber was wal |l ed wi th hexagonal panels, each one of them projected from sone
source we could not see, probably digital with liquid-crystal screens.

"How pretty!" Klara cried.

Al'l around us there was a sort of globarama of what the scouting ships had found. Stars,
nebul ae, planets, satellites. Sonetimes each plate showed its own independent thing so that there
were, what was it, something like a hundred and twenty-ei ght separate scenes. Then, flick, all of
them changed; flick again, and they began to cycle, sone of them holding their same scene, sone of
t hem changi ng to sonmething new. Flick again, and one whole hem sphere Iit up with a nosaic view of
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the M 31 gal axy as seen from God- knew wher e.

"Hey," | said, really excited, "this is great!" And it was. It was like being on all the
trips any prospector had ever taken, wi thout the drudgery and the trouble and the constant fear

There was no one there but us, and | couldn't understand why. It was so pretty. You would
think there would be a long line of people waiting to get in. One side began to run through a
series of pictures of Heechee artifacts, as discovered by prospectors: prayer fans of all colors,
wal | -1ining nachi nes, the insides of Heechee ships, sonme tunnels--Klara cried out that they were
pl aces she had been, back home on Venus, but | don't know how she could tell. Then the pattern
went back to photographs from space. Sone of themwre familiar. | could recognize the Pleadies in
one qui ck six- or eight-panel shot, which vani shed and was replaced by a view of Gateway Two from
outside, two of the bright young stars of the cluster shining in reflection off its sides. | saw
sonet hing that m ght have been the Horsehead Nebul a, and a doughnutshaped puff of gas and dust
that was either the Ring Nebula in Lyra or what an exploring teamhad found a few orbits before
and called the French Cruller, in the skies of a planet where Heechee di gs had been detected, but
not reached, under a frozen sea.

We hung there for half an hour or so, until it began to | ook as though we were seeing the
same things again, and then we fluttered up to the hatch, hung up the wi ngs, and sat down for a
cigarette break in a wide place in the tunnel outside the nmuseum

Two wonen | recogni zed vaguel y as Corporation maintenance crews cane by, carrying roll ed-
up strap-on wings. "H, Klara," one of themgreeted her. "Been inside?"

Kl ara nodded. "It was beautiful," she said.
"Enjoy it while you can," said the other one. "Next week it'll cost you a hundred doll ars.
We're putting in a P-phone taped | ecture systemtonorrow, and they' Il have the grand opening

before the next tourists show up.”

"It's worth it," Klara said, but then she | ooked at ne.

| becane aware that, in spite of everything, | was snoking one of her cigarettes. At five
dollars a pack I couldn't afford very much of that, but | nmade up nmy nmind to buy at |east one pack
out of that day's allowance, and to make sure she took as many fromne as | took from her.

"Want to wal k some nore?" she asked.

"Maybe a little later,” | said. | was wondering how many nen and wonen had died to take
the pretty pictures we had been watching, because | was facing one nore tine the fact that sooner
or later | would have to submit nyself again to the lethal lottery of the Heechee ships, or give
up. | wondered if the new information Metchni kov had given ne was going to nake a real difference.
Everyone was tal king about it now, the Corporation had schedul ed an all-phone announcenent for the
next day.

"That reminds nme," | said. "Did you say you' d seen Mt chni kov?"

"I wondered when you'd ask ne about that," she said. "Sure. He called and told ne he'd
shown the col or-coding stuff to you. So?"

| stubbed out the cigarette. "I think everybody in Gateway's going to be fighting for the
good | aunches, that's what | think."

"But maybe Dane knows sonething. He's been working with the Corporation."

"I don't doubt he does." | stretched and | eaned back, rocking against the |ow gravity,
considering. "He's not that nice a guy, Klara. Maybe he'd tell us if there's sonething good com ng
up, you know, that he knows sonething special about. But he'll want sonmething for it."

Klara grinned. "He'd tell ne."

"What do you nean?"

"Ch, he calls me once in a while. Wants a date."

"Ch, shit, Klara.”" | was feeling pretty irritated by then. Not just at Kl ara, and not just
about Dane. About npbney. About the fact that if | wanted to go back into the surround room next
week it would cost nme half ny credit bal ance. About the dark, shadowed inmage | oomng up ahead in
time, and not very far ahead, when | would once again have to nake up ny nind to do what | was
scared silly to do again. "I wouldn't trust that son of a bitch as far as--"

"Ch, relax, Rob. He's not such a bad guy," she said, lighting another cigarette and
| eaving the pack where | could reach it if |I wanted it. "Sexually, he m ght be kind of

interesting. That raw, rough, rude Taurean thing -- anyway, you've got as nuch to offer himas I
do. "

"What are you tal king about ?"

She | ooked honestly surprised. "I thought you knew he sw ngs both ways."

"He's never given ne any indication--" But | stopped, renmenbering how close he liked to

get when he was talking to nme, and how unconfortable I was with himinside ny bodyspace.
"Maybe you're not his type," she grinned. Only it wasn't a kindly grin. A couple of

file:/l/F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Pohl,%20Frederik%20-%20Heechee%201%20-%20Gateway.txt (67 of 109) [1/15/03 6:31:21 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Pohl,%20Frederik%20-%20Heechee?6201%20-%20Gateway .txt

Chi nese crewren, coning out of the nuseum |ooked at us with interest, and then politely | ooked
away.
"Let's get out of here, Kl ara."

So we went to the Blue Hell, and of course |I insisted on paying ny share of the drinks.
Forty-eight dollars down the tube in one hour. And it wasn't all that much fun. W wound up in her
pl ace and fell into bed, although the drinks had given ne a headache that was still there when we

finished. And the tine was slipping by.

There are peopl e who never pass a certain point in their enotional devel opnent. They
cannot live a normal free-and-easy, give-and-take life with a sexual partner for nore than a short
time. Sonmething inside themw Il not tol erate happi ness. The better it gets, the nore they have to
destroy it.

Hacki ng around Gateway with Klara, | began to suspect that | was one of those people.
knew Kl ara was. She had never sustained a relationship with a man for nore than a few nonths in
her life; she told ne so herself. Already | was pretty close to a record with her. And already it
was meki ng her edgy.

In some ways Klara was a |ot nore adult and responsible than | ever would be. The way she
got to Gateway in the first place, for instance. She didn't win a lottery to pay her fare. She
earned it and saved it, painfully, over a period of years. She was a fully qualified airbody
driver with a guide's license and an engi neering degree. She had lived like a fish-farnmer while
earning an incone that would have entitled her to a three-roomflat in the Heechee warrens on
Venus, vacations on Earth, and Major Medical. She knew nore than | did about the growi ng of food
on hydrocarbon substrates, in spite of all ny years in Woming. (She had invested in a food
factory on Venus, and for all her life she had never put a dollar into anything she didn't fully
understand.) Wen we were out together, she was the senior nenber of the crew. It was she
Met chni kov wanted as a shipmate -- if he wanted anybody -- not ne. She had been ny teacher

And yet between the two of us she was as inept and unforgiving as ever | had been with
Sylvia, or with Deena, Janice, Liz, Ester, or any of the other two-week romances that had al
ended badly in all the years after Sylvia. It was, she said, because she was Sagitarius and | was
a Gemni. Sagittarians were prophets. Sagittarians |oved freedom Us poor Geninis were just
terribly m xed up and indecisive. "lIt's no wonder," she told ne gravely one norning, eating
breakfast in her room (I accepted no nore than a couple of sips of coffee), "that you can't make
your mind up to go out again. It isn't just physical cowardice, dear Robinette. Part of your twn
nature wants to triunph. Part wants to fail. | wonder which side you will allowto w n?"

| gave her an ambi guous answer. | said, "Honey, go screw yourself." And she |aughed, and
we got through that day. She had scored her point.

The Corporation made its expected announcenent, and there was an i mense flurry of
conferring and planning and exchangi ng guesses and interpretations anmong all of us. It was an
exciting tinme. Qut of the naster conputer's files the Corporation pulled twenty |aunches with | ow
danger factors and high profit expectancies. They were subscribed, equipped, and | aunched within a
week.

And | wasn't on any of them and neither was Klara; and we tried not to discuss why.

Surprisingly, Dane Metchni kov didn't go out on any of them He knew sonething, or said he
did. O didn't say he didn't when | asked him just |looked at nme in that glowering, contenptuous
way and didn't answer. Even Shicky al nbst went out. He lost out in the |last hour before launch to
the Finnish boy who had never been able to find anyone to talk to; there were four Saudis who
wanted to stay together, and settled for the Finnish kid to fill out a Five. Louise Forehand
didn't go out, either, because she was waiting for some menber of her famly to come back, so as
to preserve sone sort of continuity. You could eat in the Corporation conm ssary now w t hout
waiting in line, and there were enpty roons all up and down ny tunnel. And one night Klara said to
me, "Rob, | think I"'mgoing to go to a shrink."

I junmped. It was a surprise. Worse than that, a betrayal. Klara knew about ny early
psychoti c epi sode and what | thought of psychotherapists.

I withheld the first dozen things |I thought of to say to her -- tactical: "I'mglad; it's
about time"; hypocritical: "lI'mglad, and please tell ne how | can help"; strategic: "I'm gl ad,
and maybe | ought to go, too, if | could afford it." | refrained fromthe only truthful response,
whi ch woul d have been: "I interpret this nmove on your part as a condemation of me for bendi ng
your head." | didn't say anything at all, and after a nonent she went on:

"I need help, Rob. I'mconfused."

That touched nme, and | reached out for her hand. She just let it lay linp in nine, not
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squeezi ng back and not pulling away. She said: "M psychol ogy professor used to say that was the
first step --no, the second step. The first step when you have a problemis to know you have it.

Well, I've known that for sone time. The second step is to make a decision: Do you want to keep
the problem or do you want to do sonething about it? |I've decided to do sonething about it."
"Where will you go?" | asked, carefully noncomittal

"l don't know. The groups don't seemto do nuch. There's a shrink machine available on the
Cor poration naster conputer. That would be the cheapest way."

"Cheap is cheap," | said. "I spent two years with the shrink machi nes when | was younger
after I-- | was kind of nessed up."

"And since then you've been operating for twenty years," she said reasonably. "I'd settle
for that. For now, anyway."

| patted her hand. "Any step you take is a good step," | said kindly. "I've had the
feeling all along that you and |I could get along better if you could clear some of that old
birthright crap out of your mind. W all do it, | guess, but 1'd rather have you angry at ne on ny

own than because |I'macting as a surrogate for your father or sonething.”

She roll ed over and | ooked at me. Even in the pal e Heecheenetal glow | could see surprise
on her face. "Wiat are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Why, your problem Klara. | knowit took a |ot of courage for you to adnmt to yourself
that you needed hel p."

"Well, Rob," she said, "it did, only you don't seemto know what the problemis. GCetting

along with you isn't the problem You may be the problem | just don't know Wat |I'mworried
about is stalling. Being unable to nake decisions. Putting it off so long before I went out again -
- and, no offense, picking a Gemini like you to go out with."

“I hate it when you give ne that astrology crap!"

"You do have a mi xed-up personality, Rob, you know you do. And | seemto |ean on that.
don't want to live that way."

We were both wi de awake again by then, and there seenmed to be two ways for things to go.
We could get into a but-you-said-you-loved-me, but-l-can't-stand-this scene, probably ending with
either nore sex or a wide-open split; or we could do sonething to take our minds off it. Klara's
t houghts were clearly noving in the sanme direction as nine, because she slid out of the hammock
and began pulling on clothes. "Let's go up to the casino," she said brightly. "I feel |ucky
toni ght."

There werent any ships in, and no tourists. There weren't all that many prospectors,
either, with so many shiploads going out in the past few weeks. Half the tables at the cisino were
cl osed down, with the green cloth hoods over them Kl ara found a seat at the bl ackjack table,
signed for a stack of hundred-dollar nmarkers, and the dealer let me sit next to her without

playing. "I told you this was ny |lucky night," she said when, after ten minutes, she was nore than
two thousand dol |l ars ahead of the house.

"You're doing fine," | encouraged her, but actually it wasn't that much fun for me. | got
up and roamed around a little bit. Dane Metchni kov was cautiously feeding five-dollar coins into
the slots, but he didn't seemto want to talk to ne. Nobody was playing baccarat. | told Klara
was going to get a cup of coffee at the Blue Hell (five dollars, but in slowtines |ike this they
woul d keep filling the cup for nothing). She flashed ne a quarter-proffle snmile wthout ever
taki ng her eyes off the cards.

In the Blue Hell Louise Forehand was sipping a rocket-fuel-and-water. . . well, it wasn't
really rocket fuel, just ol d-fashioned white whi sky nmade out of whatever happened to be grow ng

well that week in the hydroponics tanks. She |ooked up with a welconing smle, and I sat down next
to her.

She had, it suddenly occurred to nme, a rather lonely tinme of it. No reason she had to. She
was -- well, | don't know exactly what there was about her, but she seened |like the only
nont hr eat eni ng, nonreproachful, nondemandi ng person on Gateway. Everybody el se either wanted
something | didn't want to give, or refused to take what | was offering. Louise was sonething
el se. She was at |east a dozen years older than I, and really very good-Iooking. Like ne, she wore
only the Corporation standard cl othes, short coveralls in a choice of three unattractive col ors.
But she had renade them for herself, converting the junpsuit into a two-piece outfit with tight

shorts, bare midriff, and a | oose, open sort of top. | discovered that she was watching nme take
inventory, and | suddenly felt enbarrassed. "You' re |ooking good," | said.

"Thanks, Rob. All original equipnment, too," she bragged, and smled. "I never could afford
anyt hing el se."

"You don't need anything you haven't had all along," | told her sincerely, and she changed

t he subj ect.
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"There's a ship comng in," she said. "Been a long tinme out, they say."

M SSI ON REPORT

Vessel A3-7, Voyage 022D55. Crew S.Rigney, E. Tsien, M Sindler

Transit time 18 days O hours. Position vicinity Xi Pegasi A

Summary. "We energed in close orbit of a small planet approximately 9 A U fromprimary.
The planet is ice-covered, but we detected Heechee radiation froma spot near the equator. Ri ghey

and Mary Sindler |anded nearby and with some difficulty -- the | ocation was nountai nous -- reached
an ice-free warmarea within which was a netallic donme. Inside the dome were a nunber of Heechee
artifacts, including two enpty | anders, honme equi pnent of unknown use, and a heating coil. W
succeeded in transporting nost of the smaller itens to the vessel. It proved inpossible to stop

the heating coil entirely, but we reduced it to a |low | evel of operation and stored it in the
| ander for the return. Even so, Mary and Tsien were seriously dehydrated and in cona when we
| anded. "

Corporation evaluation: Heating coil analyzed and rebuilt. Award of $3, 000,000 nade to
crew against royalties. Oher artifacts not as yet analyzed. Award of $25,000 per kilo nass, tota
$675, 000, nade against future exploitation if any.

Well, | knew what that nmeant to her, and that explained why she was sitting around in the
Bl ue Hell instead of being asleep at that hour. | knew she was worried about her daughter, but she
wasn't letting it paral yze her

She had a very good attitude about prospecting, too. She was afraid of going out, which
was sensible. But she didn't let that keep her fromgoing, which | admired a lot. She was stil
wai ting for sone other nenber of her famly to return before she signed on again, as they had
agreed, so that whoever did come back would always find famly waiting.

She told me a little nore about their background. They had lived, as far as you could cal
it living, in the tourist traps of the Spindle on Venus, surviving on what they could eke out,
nmostly fromthe cruise ships. There was a | ot of noney there, but there was also a | ot of
conpetition. The Forehands had at one tine, | discovered, worked up a nightclub act: singing,
danci ng, conedy routines. | gathered that they were not bad, at |east by Venus standards. But the
few tourists that were around nost of the year had so nany other birds of prey battling for a
scrap of their flesh that there just wasn't enough to nurture themall. Sess and the son (the one
who had died) had tried guiding, with an old airbody they had managed to buy wecked and rebuil d.
No big noney there. The girls had worked at all kinds of jobs. | was pretty sure that Louise, at
| east, had been a hooker for a while, but that hadn't paid enough to matter, either, for the sane
sorts of reasons as everything else. They were nearly at the end of their rope when they nanaged
to get to Gateway.

It wasn't the first tinme for them They'd fought hard to get off Earth in the first place,
when Earth got so bad for themthat Venus had seenmed a | ess hopel ess alternative. They had nore
courage, and nmore willingness to pull up stakes and go, than any other people I'd ever net.

"How did you pay for all this travel ?" | asked.

"Well," said Louise, finishing her drink and | ooking at her watch, "going to Venus we
travel ed the cheapest way there is. Hi gh-mass | oad. Two hundred and twenty other inmm grants,
sl eeping in shoul der clanps, lining up for two-minute appointnments in the toilets, eating

conpressed dry rations and drinking recycled water. It was a hell of a way to spend forty thousand
dol l ars apiece. Fortunately, the kids weren't born yet, except Hat, and he was small enough to go
for quarter-fare.™

"Hat's your son? Wat--"

"He died," she said.

| waited, but when she spoke again what she said was: "They should have a radio report
fromthat incomi ng ship by now "

"I't would have been on the P-phone.”

She nodded, and for a nonment | ooked worried. The Corporation always makes routine reports
on inconming contacts. If they don't have a contact--well, dead prospectors don't check in on
radio. So | took her mnd off her troubles by telling her about Kiara's decision to see a shrink
She |istened and then put hand over mine and said: "Don't get sore, Rob. Did you ever think of
seeing a shrink yoursel f?"
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"I don't have the nobney, Louise."

"Not even for a group? There's a primal-screambunch on L Darling. You can hear them
sometimes. And there' ve been ads everything -- TA, Est, patterning. OF course, a |lot of them may
have shi pped out."

But her attention wasn't on nme. From where we were sitting we could see the entrance to
t he casi no, where one of the croup was talking interestedly to a crewran fromthe Chinese cruiser
Loui se was staring that way.

"Somet hing's going on," | said. | would have added, "Let's |ook," but Louise was out of
the chair and heading for the casino before ne.
Pl ay had stopped. Everybody was clustered around the bl ackjack table, where, | noticed,

Dane Metchni kov was now sitting next to Klara in the seat | had vacated, with a couple of
twentyfive-dollar chips in front of him And in the middl e of them was Shicky Bakin, perched on a

dealer's stool, talking. "No," he was saying as | canme up, "I do not know the nanmes. But it's a
Five."

"And they're all still alive?" sonebody asked.

"As far as | know. Hello, Rob. Louise." He nodded politely to us both. "I see you've
hear d?"

"Not really," Louise said, reaching out unconsciously to take ny hand. "Just that a ship
is in. But you don't know the nanes?"

Dane Met chni kov craned his head around to glare at us. "Nanes," he grow ed. "Who cares?
It's none of us, that's what's inportant. And it's a big one." He stood up. Even at that nonent |
noticed the nmeasure of his anger: he forgot to pick up his chips fromthe blackjack table. "I'm
goi ng down there," he announced. "I want to see what a once-in-a-lifetime score |ooks like."

The cruiser crews had closed off the area, but one of the guards was Francy Hereira. There
were a hundred people around the dropshaft, and only Hereira and two girls fromthe American
cruiser to keep them back. Metchni kov plunged through to the lip of the shaft, peering down,
before one of the girls chased himaway. W saw himtal king to another five-bracel et prospector
Meanwhi | e we coul d hear snatches of gossip:

" al nost dead. They ran out of water."

"Nah! Just exhausted. They'll be all right . . ."

" ten-million-dollar bonus if it's a nickel, and then the royalties!"

Kl ara took Louise's el bow and pulled her toward the front. | followed in the space they
opened. "Does anybody know whose ship it was?" she demanded.

Hereira smled wearily at her, nodded at ne, and said: "Not yet, Klara. They're searching
themnow. | think they're going to be all right, though."

Sonebody behind nme called out, 'Wat did they find?"

"Artifacts. New ones, that's all | know "

"But it was a Five?" Klara asked.

Hereira nodded, then peered down the shaft. "All right,'
friends. They're bringing sone of themup now. "

We all noved mcroscopically back, but it didn't matter; they weren't getting off at our
| evel , anyway. The first one up the cable was a Corporation bigwi g whose nane | didn't renenber,
then a Chinese guard, then someone in a Terminal Hospital robe with a nedic on the sane grip of
the cable, holding himto make sure he didn't fall. | knew the face but not the name; | had seen
himat one of the farewell parties, maybe at several of them a small, elderly black nan who had
been out two or three tines wthout scoring. Hi s eyes were open and cl ear enough, but he | ooked
infinitely fatigued. He | ooked wi thout astoni shnent at the crowd around the shaft, and then was
out of sight.

| | ooked away and saw that Loui se was weeping quietly, her eyes closed. Klara had an arm
around her. In the novenent of the crowd | managed to get next to Kiara and | ook a question at
her. "lIt's a Five," she said softly. "Her daughter was in a Three.'

| knew Loui se had heard that, so | patted her and said: "lI'msorry, Louise," and then a
space opened at the lip of the shaft and | peered down.

| caught a quick glinpse of what ten or twenty mllion do |ooked like. It was a stack of
hexagonal boxes nade out of Heechee netal, not nore than half a neter across and |l ess than a neter
tall. Then Francy Hereira was coaxing, "Cone on, Rob, get back will you?" And | stepped away from
the shaft while another Inspector in a hospital robe came up. She didn't see nme as she went past;
in fact her eyes were closed. But | saw her. It was Sheri.

he said, "now, please back up
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"I feel pretty foolish, Sigfrid," | say.

"I's there some way | can nmake you feel nore confortabl e?"

"You can drop dead." He has done his whol e roomover in nursery-school nmotifs, for
Christ's sake. And the worst part is Sigfrid hinmself. He is trying me out with a surrogate nother

this time. He is on the mat with me, a big stuffed doll, the size of a human being, warm soft,
made out of sonmething like a bath towel stuffed with foam It feels good, but-- "I guess |I don't
want you to treat me |like a baby," | say, ny voice nuffled because |I'm pressing ny face agai nst

t he toweling.
"Just relax, Robbie. It's all right."
"In apig's ass it is."”
He pauses, and then renminds me: "You were going to tell me about your dream”

"Yech."

“I"msorry, Robbie?"

“I mean | don't really want to talk about it. Sigfrid," | say quickly, lifting ny nouth
away fromthe toweling, "I mght as well do what you want. It was about Sylvia, kind of."

"Ki nd of, Robbie?"

"Well, she didn't |look like herself, exactly. Moire like -- | don't know, somneone ol der,

think. 1 haven't thought of Sylvia in years really. W were both kids.

"Pl ease go on, Robbie," he says after a nonent.

| put ny arns around him | ooking up contentedly enough at the wall of circus-poster
animals and clowns. It is not in the least |ike any bedroom | occupied as a child, but Sigfrid
knows enough about ne already, there is no reason for ne to tell himthat.

"The dream Robbie?"

"I dreaned we were working in the mnes. It wasn't actually food nmines. It was,
physically, | would say nore like the inside of a Five -- one of the Gateway ships, you know?
Sylvia was in a kind of a tunnel that went off it."

"The tunnel went off?"

"Now, don't rush nme into sonme kind of synbolism Sigfrid. | know about vagi nal inmages and
all that. When | say '"went off,' | mean that the tunnel started in the place where | was and | ed
direction away fromit." | hesitate, then tell himthe hard part: "Then her tunnel caved in
Syl via was trapped. "

| sit up. "What's wong with that," | explain, "is that it really couldn't happen. You

only tunnel in order to plant charge to | oosen up the shale. Al the real mining is scoop-shove
stuff. Sylvia's job would never have put her in that position."
"I don't think it matters if it could really have happened, Robbie."

"l suppose not. Well, there was Sylvia, trapped inside the collapsed tunnel. | could see
the heap of shale stirring. It wasn't real shale. It was fluffy stuff, nore |ike scrap paper. She
had a shovel and she was di ggi ng her way out. | thought she was going to be all right. She was
di ggi ng a good escape hole for herself. | waited her to cone out . . . only she didn't conme out."

Sigfrid, in his incarnation as a teddy-bear, lies warmand snuggly in ny arnms. It is good
to feel himthere. O course, heisn't in there. He isn't really anywhere, except maybe in the
central stores in Washington Hei ghts, where the big machines are kept. Al | have is his renote-

access termnal in a bunny suit.

"I's there anything el se, Robbie?"

"Not really. Not part of the dream anyway. But -- well, have a feeling. | feel as though
| kicked Klara in the head to keep

Qut in the holes where the Heechee hid,

Qut in the caves of the stars,

Sliding the tunnels they slashed and slid,
Heal i ng the Heechee- hacked scars,

We're com ng through

Little | ost Heechee, we're |ooking for you.

her fromcomng out. As though | was afraid the rest of the tunnel was going to fall on
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"What do you nean by a 'feeling,' Rob?"

"What | said. It wasn't part of the dream It was just that -- | don't know "

He waits, then he tries a different approach. "Rob, Are aware that the nane you said just
then was 'Klara,' not 'Sylvia ?"

"Real | y? That's funny. | wonder why."

He waits, then he prods a little. "Then what happened, Rob?"

“Then | woke up."

I roll over on my back and | ook up at the ceiling, which was textured tile with glittery
five-pointed stars pasted to it. "That's all there is," | say. Then | add, conversationally,
"Sigfrid, I wonder if all this is getting anywhere."

"I don't know if I can answer that question, Rob."

"I'f you could," | say, "I would have made you do it like this." | still have S. Ya.'s
little piece of paper, which gives kind of security | prize.

“I think," he says, "that there is sonmewhere to get. By that | nean | think there is
sonmething in your mnd that you don't want to think of, to which this dreamis related."

"Somet hi ng about Sylvia, for Christ's sake? That was years ago."

"That doesn't really matter, does it?"

"Ch, shit. You bore nme, Sigfrid!/ You really do.” Then | say, "Say, |I'mgetting angry. Wat
does that nean?"

"What do you think it nmeans, Rob?"

“I'f I knew | wouldn't have to ask you. | wonder. Am | trying to cop out? Cetting angry
because you're getting close to something?"

"Pl ease don't think about the process, Rob. Just tell ne how you feel."

"Quilty," | say at once, wi thout knowing that's what |I'm going to say.

"Quilty about what?"

"Quilty about. . . I'mnot sure.”" | lift my wist to |look at my watch. W' ve got twenty
nmnutes yet. A hell of a lot can happen in twenty minutes, and | stop to think about whether
want to | eave really shaken up. |1've got a gane of duplicate lined up for this afternoon, and
have a good chance to get into the finals. If I don't ness it up. If | keep ny concentration

"I wonder if | oughtn't to | eave early today, Sigfrid," | say.

"Quilty about what, Rob?"

“"I"'mnot sure | renenber." | stroke the bunny neck and chuckle. "This is really nice,

Sigfrid, although it took me a while to get used to it."
"CQuilty about what, Rob?"
| scream "About nurdering her, you jerk!"
"You nean in your dreanf"
"No! Really. Twice."

I know | am breathing hard, and | know Sigfrid' s sensors are registering it. |I fight to
get control of nyself, so he won't get any crazy ideas. | go over what | have just said in ny
mnd, totidy it up. "I didn't really nurder Sylvia, that is. But | tried! Went after her with a
knife!"

Sigfrid, calm reassuring: "It says in your case history that you had a knife in your hand

when you had a quarrel with your friend, yes. It doesn't say you 'went after her.'"

"Well, why the hell do you think they put ne away? It's just luck | didn't cut her
throat."

"Did you, in fact, use the knife against her at all?"

"Use it? No. | was too mad. | threw it on the floor and got up and punched her."

"If you were really trying to nurder her, wouldn't you have used the knife?"

"Ah!" Only it is nore like "yech"; the word you sonetines see witten as "pshaw." "I only
wi sh you'd been there when it happened, Sigfrid. Maybe you woul d have tal ked them out of putting
ne away."

The whol e session is going sour. | knowit's always a mistake to tell himabout ny dreans.
He twists themaround. | sit up, looking with contenpt at the crazy furnishings Sigfrid has
dreamed up for ny benefit, and | decide to et himhave it, straight fromthe shoul der

"Sigfrid," | say, "as conputers go, you're a nice guy, and | enjoy these sessions with you
in an intellectual way. But | wonder if we haven't gone about as far as we can go. You're just
stirring up old, unnecessary pain, and | frankly don't know why | let you do that to ne."

“Your dreans are full of pain, Rob."

"So let it stay in my dreans. | don't want to go back to that sanme stale kind of crap they

used to give ne at the Institute. Maybe | do want to go to bed with nmy nother. Maybe | hate ny
fat her because he died and deserted ne. So what?"
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"I know that is a rhetorical question, Rob, but the way to deal with these things is to
bring themout into the open."

"For what? To nmake me hurt?"

"To let the inside hurt cone out where you can deal with it."

"Maybe it would be sinpler all around if | just made up nmy mind to go on hurting a little

bit, inside. As you say, |I'mwell compensated, right? I'mnot denying that |'ve got somethi ng out
this. There are tinmes, Sigfrid, when we get through with a session and | really get a lift out of
it. I go out of here with ny head full of new thoughts, and the sun is bright on the done and the

cl ean and everybody seens to be smiling at me. But not lately. Lately | think it's very boring and
unproductive, and what would you say if | told you |l wanted to pack it in?"

"I would say that that was your decision to make, Rob. It always is."

"Well, maybe I'll do that."” The old devil outwaits ne. He knows |I'm not going to nake that
decision, and he is giving me tine to realize it for nyself. Then he says:

"Rob? Wiy did you say you nurdered her tw ce?"

I look at my watch before | answer, and | say, "l guess it was just a slip of the tongue
| really do have to go now, Sigfrid."

| pass up the time in his recovery room because | don't actually have anything to recover
from Besides |I just want to get out of there. H mand his dunb questions. He acts so wi se and
subj ective but what does a teddy-bear know?

22

| went back to my own roomthat night, but it took me a long tine to get to sleep; and
Shicky woke me up early to tell ne what was happeni ng. There had been only three survivors, and

their base award had al ready been announced: seventeen mllion five hundred and fifty thousand
dol l ars. Against royalties.
That drove the sl eepies out of nmy eyes. "For what?" | demanded.

Shicky said, "For twenty-three kilograns of artifacts. They think it's a repair kit.
Possibly for a ship, since that is where they found it, in a |ander on the surface of the planet.
But at |least they are tools of sone sort."

"Tools." | got up, got rid of Shicky, and plodded down the tunnel to the community shower,
t hi nki ng about tools. Tools could nean a lot. Tools could mean a way to open the drive nmechani sm
in the Heechee ships wi thout blow ng up everything around. Tools could nean finding out how the
drive worked and buil ding our own. Tools could nean al nbst anything, and what they certainly neant
was a cash award of seventeen nmillion five hundred and fifty thousand dollars, not counting
royalties, divided three ways.

One of which could have been nmine

A NOTE ON NEUTRON STARS

Dr. Asmenion. Now, you get a star that has used up its fuel, and it collapses. Wen | say
"collapses,” | nean it's shrunk so far that the whole thing, that starts out with maybe the nass
and vol unme of the sun, is squeezed into a ball nmaybe ten kiloneters across. That's dense. |If your
nose was made out of neutron star stuff, Susie, it would weigh nore than Gateway does.

Question. Maybe even nore than you do, Yuri?

Dr. Asnenion. Don't nmake jokes in class. Teacher's sensitive. Anyway, good, close-in
readi ngs on a neutron star would be worth a lot, but I don't advise you to use your |ander to get
them You need to be in a fully arnored Five, and then | wouldn't conme nmuch closer than a tenth of
an AU And watch it. It'lIl seemas if probably you could get closer, but the gravity shear is
bad. It's practically a point source, you see. Steepest gravity gradient you'll ever see, unless
you happen to get next to a black hole, God forbid.

It is hard to get a figure |ike $5,850,000 out of your nmind (not to nention royalties)
when you think that if you had been a little nore foreseeing in your choice of girlfriends you
could have had it in your pocket. Call it six mllion dollars. At ny age and health | could have
bought paid-up Full Medical for less than half of that, which nmeant all the tests, therapies,
ti ssue replacenents, and organ transplants they could craminto me for the rest of nmy life which
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woul d have been at least fifty years longer than | could expect without it. The other three
mllion plus would have bought nme a couple of homes, a career as a |l ecturer (nobody was nore in
demand than a successful prospector), a steady inconme for doing comrercials on PV, wonen, food,
cars, travel, wonmen, fane, wonen . . . and, again, there were always the royalties. They could
have cone to anything at all, depending on what the R&D peopl e nanaged to do with the tools.
Sheri's find was exactly what Gateway was all about: the pot of gold at the end of the rai nbow

It took an hour for ne to get down to the hospital, three tunnel segments and five |evels
in the dropshaft. | kept changing nmy mnd and goi ng back

When | finally managed to purge ny mnd of envy (or at least to bury it where |I didn't
think it was going to show) and turned up at the reception desk, Sheri was asl eep anyway. "You can
go in," said the ward nurse

"I don't want to wake her up."

"l don't think you could," he said. "Don't force it, of course. But she's allowed
visitors."

She was in the | owest of three bunks in a twelve-bed room Three or four of the others
were occupi ed, two of them behind the isolation curtains, mlky plastic that you could see through
only vaguely. | didn't know who they were. Sheri herself |ooked quite peacefully resting, one arm
under her head, her pretty eyes closed and her strong, dinpled chin resting on her wist. Her two
conpani ons were in the same room one asleep, one sitting under a hol oview of Saturn's rings. |
had met himonce or twi ce, a Cuban or Venezuel an or sonething like that from New Jersey. The only
nane | could renmenber for himwas Manny. We chatted for a while, and he promised to tell Sheri |
had been there. | left and went for a cup of coffee at the conm ssary, thinking about their trip

They had come out near a tiny, cold planet way out froma K-6 orange-red cinder of a star
and according to Manny, they hadn't even been sure it was worth the trouble of |anding. The
readi ngs showed Heechee-netal radiation, but not nuch; and alnost all of it, apparently, was
buri ed under carbon-di oxi de snow. Manny was the one who stayed in orbit. Sheri and the other three
went down and found a Heechee dig, opened it with great effort and, as mfound it enpty. Then they
tracked another trace and found the | ander. They had had to blast to get it open, and in the
process two of the prospectors lost integrity of their spacesuits -- too close to the blast, |
guess. By the tinme they realized they were in trouble it was too late for them They froze. Sheri
and the other crewnan tried to get themback into their own | ander; it must have been pure nisery
and fear the whole tine, and at the end they had to give up. The other man had nmade one nore trip
to the abandoned | ander, found the tool kit in it, managed to get it back to their |ander. Then
they had taken off, leaving the two casualties fully frozen behind them But they had overstayed
their limt -- they were physical wecks when they docked with the orbiter. Manny wasn't clear on
what happened after that, but apparently they failed to secure the lander's air supply and had
| ost a good deal fromit; so they were on short oxygen rations all the way hone. The other nan was
worse of f than Sheri. There was a good chance of residual brain damage, and his $5, 850, 000 ni ght
not do himany good. But Sheri, they said, would be all right once she recovered fromplain
exhausti on.

| didn't envy themthe trip. Al | envied themwas the results. | got up and got nyself
anot her cup of coffee in the comm ssary. As | brought it back to the corridor outside, where there
were a few benches under the ivy planters, | becane aware sonething was buggi ng ne. Sonet hi ng

about the trip. About the fact that it had been a real winner, one of the all-time greats in
Gat eway' s history.

| dunped the coffee, cup and all, into a disposal hole out the commi ssary and headed for
the schoolroom It was only a mnutes wal k away and there was no one el se there. That was good
because | wasn't ready to talk to anyone yet about what had occurred to nme. | keyed the P-phone to

i nfornmati on access and got the settings for Sheri's trip; they were, of course, a matter of public
record. Then | went down to the practice capsule, again hitting |lucky because there was no one
around, and set themup on the course selector. O course, | got good color imediately; and when
| pressed the fine-tuner the whole board turned bright pink, except for the rai nbow of colors
al ong the side.

There was only one dark line in the blue part of the spectrum

Well, | thought, so nuch for Metchni kov's theory about danger readings. They had | ost
forty percent of the crew on that nission, and that struck nme as being quite adequately dangerous;
but according to what he had told me, the really hairy ones showed six or seven of those bands.

And in the yell ow?

According to Metchni kov, the nore bright bands in the yellow, the nore financial reward
froma trip.

Only in this one there were no bright bands in the yellow at all. There were two thick
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bl ack "absorption" lines. That's all

| thunmbed the selector off and sat back. So the great brains had | abored and brought forth
a nouse again: what they had interpreted as an indication of safety didn't really nmean you were
safe, and what they had interpreted as a pronmise of good results didn't seemto have any rel evance
to the first nmission in nore than a year that had really conme up rich

Back to square one, and back to being scared.

For the next couple of days | kept pretty much to nyself.
There are supposed to be eight hundred kil onmeters of tunnels inside Gateway. You woul dn't
think there could be that many in a little chunk of rock that's only about ten kil oneters across.

But even so, only about two percent of Gateway is airspace; the rest is solid rock. | saw a | ot of
t hose ei ght hundred kil oneters.

| didn't cut nyself off conmpletely fromhunman conpanionship, | just didn't seek it out. |
saw Klara now and then. | wandered around wi th Shicky when he was of f duty, although it was tiring

for him Sonetinmes | wandered by nyself, sometines with chancenet friends, sonetines tagging al ong
after a tourist group. The guides knew me and were not averse to having nme along (I had been out!
even if | didn't wear a bangle), until they got the idea that | was thinking of guiding nyself.
Then they were less friendly.

They were right. | was thinking of it. | was going to have to do sonething sooner or
later. | would have to go out, or | would have to go hone; and if | wanted to defer decision on
ei ther of those

A NOTE ON PRAYER FANS

Question. You didn't tell us anything about Heechee prayer fans, and we see nore of them
than anyt hi ng el se.

Prof essor Hegranet. What do you want me to tell you, Susie?

Question. Well, | know what they look like. Sort of like a rolled-up ice-cream cone made
out of crystal. Al different colors of crystal. If you hold one right and press on it wth your
thumb it opens up like a fan

Prof essor Hegranmet. That's what | know, too. They've been analyzed, sane as fire pearls
and the bl ood diamonds. But don't ask me what they're for. | don't think the Heechee fanned
thenselves with them and | don't think they prayed, either; that's just what the novelty deal ers
called them The Heechee left themall over the place, even when they tidied everything el se up. |
suppose they had a reason. | don't have a clue what that reason was, but if | ever find out I'l|
tell you.

two equally frightening prospects, | would have to decide at least to try to nmake enough
noney to stay put.

When Sheri got out of the hospital we had a hell of a party for her, a conbination of
wel comre home, congratul ati ons, and goodbye, Sheri, because she was leaving for Earth the next day.
She was shaky but cheerful, and al though she wasn't up to dancing she sat hugging me in the
corridor for half an hour, promsing to mss ne. | got quite drunk. It was a good chance for it;
the Iiquor was free. Shed and her Cuban friend were picking up the check. In fact, | got so drunk
that | never did get to say good-bye to Shed, because | had to head for the toilet and chuck
Drunk as | was, that struck ne as a pity; it was genuine scotch-from Scotl and d eneagl e, none of
your local white |ightning boiled out of God-knows-what.

Throwi ng up cleared ny head. | cane out and | eaned against a wall, ny face buried in the
ivy, breathing hard, and by and by enough oxygen got into my bl oodstreamthat | could recognize
Francy Hereira standing next to me. | even said, "Hello, Francy."

He grinned apologetically. "The snell. It was a little strong."

"Sorry," | said huffily, and he | ooked surprised.

"No, what do you nean? | mean it is bad enough on the cruiser, but every time | cone to
Gateway | wonder how you live through it. And in those roons -- phew "

"No of fense taken," | said grandly, patting his shoulder. "I nust say goodnight to Sheri."

"She's gone, Rob. Got tired. They took her back to the hospital."

“I'n that case," | said, "I will only say goodnight to you." | bowed and | urched down the
tunnel. It is difficult being drunk in nearly zero gravity. You long for the reassurance of a
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hundred kil os of solid weight to hold you to the ground. | understand, fromwhat was reported to
me later, that | pulled a solid rack of ivy off the wall, and | know fromwhat | felt the next
nmorni ng that | bashed my head into sonething hard enough to | eave a purplish bruise the size of ny
ear. | becane conscious of Francy com ng up behind ne and hel pi ng ne navi gate, and about hal f way
hone | became conscious that there was soneone el se on nmy other arm | |ooked, and it was Kl ara.
have only the nost confused recollection of being put to bed, and when |I woke up the next norning,

CORPORATI ON REPCRT; ORBI T 37

74 vessels returned fromlaunches during this period, with a total crew of 216. 20
addi ti onal vessels were judged lost, with a total crew of 54. In addition 19 crew nenbers were
killed or died of injuries, although the vessels returned. Three returning vessels were danaged
past the point of feasible repair

Landi ng reports: 19. Five of the surveyed planets had |life at the microscopic |evel or
hi gher; one possessed structured plant or animal life, none intelligent.

Artifacts: Additional sanples of usual Heechee equi pment were returned. No artifacts from
other sources. No previously unknown Heechee artifacts.

Sanpl es: Chemical or nmineral, 145. None adjudged of sufficient value to justify
expl oi tation. Living organic, 31. Three of these were judged hazardous and di sposed of in space.
None found of exploitable val ue.

Sci ence awards in period: $8, 754, 500.

Q her cash awards in period, including royalties: $357,856,000. Awards and royalties
arising fromnew discoveries in period (other than science awards): O.

Personnel grounded or exiting Gateway in period: 151. Lost operationally: 75 (including 2
lost in lander exercises). Medically unfit at end of year: 84. Total |osses: 310.

New personnel arriving in period: 415. Returned to duty: 66. Total increnent during
period: 481. Net gain in personnel: 171

desperately hung over, | was astonished to find that Klara was in it, too.

| got up as inconspicuously as | could and headed for the bathroom needing a ot to throw
up sone nore. It took quite a while, and | topped it off with another shower, ny second in four
days and a wild extravagance, considering ny financial state. But | felt alittle better, and when
| got back to ny roomKlara had got up, fetched tea, probably from Shicky, and was waiting for ne.

"Thanks," | said, neaning it. | was infinitely dehydrated.

"Asip at atime, old horse," she said anxiously, but |I knew enough not to force nuch into
my stomach. | managed two swal |l ows and stretched out in the hammock again, but by then I was
pretty sure | would live

"I didn't expect to see you here," | said.

"You were, ah, insistent," she told nme. "Not rmuch on performance. But awfully anxious to
try."

"Sorry about that."

She reached over and squeezed ny foot. "Not to worry. How ve things been, anyway?"

"Ch, all right. It was a nice party. | don't renenber seeing you there?"

She shrugged. "I canme late. Wasn't invited, as a matter of fact." | didn't say anything; |
had been aware Klara and Shed were not very friendly, and assunmed it was because of ne. Klara,
reading ny mind, said, "I've never cared for Scorpios, especially unevolved ones with that awfu

huge jaw. Never get an intelligent, spiritual thought fromone of them" Then she said, to be
fair, "But she has courage, you have to give her that."

"I don't believe |"'mup to this argunent,” | said.

"Not an argurment, Rob." She | eaned over, cradling nmy head. She snelled sweaty and femal ¢;
rather nice, in some circunstances, but not quite what | wanted right then.

"Hey," | said. "Wat ever becanme of musk oil ?"
"What ?"
"I nean,"” | said, suddenly realizing sonething that had been true for quite a while, "you

used to wear that perfunme a lot. That was the first thing | renenber noticing about you." |
t hought of Francy Hereira's remark about the Gateway snell and realized it had been a long tine
since | had noticed Klara snelling particularly nice.

"Honey- Rob, are you trying to start an argument wth nme?"
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"Certainly not. But |I'mcurious. Wen did you stop wearing it?"
She shrugged and didn't answer, unless |ooking annoyed is an answer. It was enough of an

answer for ne, because 1'd told her often enough that | |iked the perfunme. "So how are you doi ng
with your shrink?" | asked, to change the subject.

It didn't seemto be any inprovenent. Kiara said, without warnth, "I guess you're feeling
pretty rotten with that remark. | think I'lIl go home now. "

"No, | nean it,"” | insisted. "I'mcurious about your progress." She hadn't told nme a word,
though | knew she had signed up weeks before. She seened to spend two or three hours a day with
him O it -- she had elected to try the machine service fromthe Corporation puter, | knew.

"Not bad," she said distantly.

"CGet over your father fixation yet?" | inquired.

Klara said, "Rob, did it ever occur to you that you m ght get some good out of a little
hel p yoursel f?"

"Funny you should say that. Louise Forehand said the same thing to me the other day."

"Not funny. Think about it. See you later."

| dropped ny head back after she had gone and closed ny eyes. Go to a shrink! Wat did
need with that? All | needed was one lucky find like Shed's. . . And all | needed to nake that was-
- was--- Was the guts to sign up for another trip. But that kind of guts, for ne, seened to be in
very short supply.

Tinme was slipping by, or I was destroying it, and the way | began destroyi ng one day was
to go to the nmuseum They had already installed a conplete holo set of Shed's find. | played them
over two or three tinmes, just to see what seventeen mllion five hundred and fifty thousand
dollars |l ooked like. It nostly |looked like irrelevant junk. That was when each piece was displayed
on its own. There were about ten little prayer fans, proving, | guess, that the Heechee liked to
include a few art objects even in a tire-repair kit. O whatever the rest of it was: things like
tri-bladed screwdrivers with flexible shafts, things |ike socket wenches, but nmade of sone soft
material; things like electric test probes, and things |ike nothing you ever saw before. Spread
out itemby itemthey seened pretty random but the way they fit into each other, and into the
flat nested boxes that nade up the set, was a marvel of packing econony. Seventeen mllion five
hundred and fifty thousand dollars, and if | had stayed with Shed | could have been one of the
shar ehol ders.

O one of the corpses.

| stopped off at Klara's place and hung around for a while, but she wasn't honme. It wasn't
her usual tinme for being shrunk. On the other hand, | had lost track of Klara's usual tinmes. She
had found another kid to nother when its parents were busy: a little black girl, maybe four years
old, who had cone up with a nother who was an astrophysicist and a father who was an exobi ol ogi st.
And what el se Klara had found to keep herself busy | was not sure.

| drifted back to ny own room and Loui se Forehand peered out of her door and followed ne
in. "Rob," she said urgently, "do you know anythi ng about a bi g danger bonus com ng up?"

I made room for her on the pad. "Me? No. Wiy would |I?" Her pale, nuscular face was tauter

than ever, | could not tell why.
"I thought maybe you'd heard sonething. From Dane Metchni kov, maybe. | know you're cl ose
to him and |'ve seen himtalking to Klara in the schoolroom" | didn't respond to that, | wasn't

sure what | wanted to say. "There's a runor that there's a science trip conming up that's pretty
hairy. And 1'd like to sign on for it."

| put ny armaround her. "Wat's the matter, Louise?"

"They posted Wl la dead." She began to cry.

| held her for a while and let her cry it out. |I would have conforted her if | had known
how, but what confort was there to give? After a while |I got up and runmaged around in ny
cupboard, looking for a joint Klara had left there a couple days before. | found it, lighted it,

passed it to her.

Loui se took a long, hard pull, and held it for quite a while. Then she puffed out. "She's
dead, Rob," she said. She was over crying now, sonber but relaxed; even the nuscles around her
neck and up and down her spine were tension-free.

"She nmight cone back yet, Louise."

She shook her head. "Not really. The Corporation posted her ship lost. It mght cone back
maybe. Wlla won't be alive init. Their last stretch of rations would have run out two weeks
ago." She stared into space for a nonent, then sighed and roused herself
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Cl assifi eds.

I NEED your courage to go for any halfm | plus bonus. Don't ask ne. Order ne. 87-299.

PUBLI C AUCTI ON uncl ai med personal effects nonreturnees. Corporation Area Charlie N ne,
1300--1700 tonorrow.

YOUR DEBTS are paid when you achi eve Oneness. He/ She is Heechee and He/ She Forgi ves.
Church of the Marvel ously Maintained Mtorcycle. 88-344.

MONOSEXUALS ONLY for mutual synpathy only. No touching. 87-913.

to take another pull on the joint. "I wi sh Sess were here," she said, |eaning back and
stretching; | could feel the play of nuscles against the pal mof ny hand.
The dope was hitting her, | could see. I knew it was hitting ne. It wasn't any of your

usual Gateway w ndowbox stuff, sneaked in anong the ivy. Kl ara had got hold of pure Naples Red
fromone of the cruiser boys, shade-grown on the slopes of Munt Vesuvius between the rows of
vines that nmade Lacrinmae Cristi wine. She turned toward ne and snuggl ed her chin into ny neck. "I

really love ny fanmily," she said, calmy enough. "I wish we had hit |ucky here. W' re about due
for sone luck."
"Hush, honey," | said, nuzzling into her hair. Her hair led to her ear, and her ear led to

her lips, and step by step we were nmaking love in a tineless, gentle, stoned way. It was very
rel axed. Loui se was conpetent, unanxious, and accepting. After a couple of nonths of Kl ara's
nervous paroxysms it was |ike coming home to Momis chicken soup. At the end she sniled, kissed ne,

and turned away. She was very still, and her breathing was even. She lay silent for a long tine,
and it wasn't until | realized that nmy wist was getting danp that | knew she was cryi ng again.

"I"'msorry, Rob," she said when | began to pat her. "It's just that we've never had any
luck. Some days | can live with that fact, and sone days not. This is one of the bad ones.™

“You will."

“I don't think so. | don't believe it anynore."

"You got here, didn't you? That's pretty |ucky."

She twi sted herself around to face me, her eyes scanning nmine. | said, "I mean, think of
how many billion people would give their left testicles to be here."

Loui se said slowy, "Rob--" She stopped. | started to speak but she put her hand over ny
lips. "Rob," she said, "do you know how we managed to get here?"

"Sure. Sess sold his airbody."

"W sold nore than that. The airbody brought a little over a hundred thousand. That wasn't
enough for even one of us. W got the noney from Hat."

"Your son? The one that died?"

She said, "Hat had a brain tunor. They caught it in tinme, or anyway, alnost in tine. It

was operable. He could have lived, oh, |I don't know, ten years at |east. He would have been nessed
up sone. His speech centers were affected, and so was his nmotor control. But he coul d have been
alive right now Only--" She her hand off ny chest to rub it across her face, but she wasn't

crying. "He didn't want us to spend the airbody noney on Medical for him It would have just about
paid for the surgery and then we woul d have been broke again. So what he did, he sold hinself,
Rob. He sold off all his parts. Mdre than just a left testicle. All of him They were fine, first-
quality Nordic nale twentytwo-year-old parts, and they were worth a bundle. He signed hinself over
to the nmedics and they -- how do you say it? -- put himto sleep. There nust be pieces of Hat in a
dozen different people now They sold off everything for transplants, and they gave us the noney.
Close to a million dollars. Got us here, with some to spare. So that's where our |uck canme from
Rob. "

| said, "I"'msorry."

"For what? We just don't have the luck, Rob. Hat's dead. Wlla's dead. God knows where ny
husband is, or our only surviving kid. And I'm here, and, Rob, half the tine | wish with all ny
heart that | were dead too."

| left her sleeping in ny bed and wandered down to Central Park. | called Kl ara, found her
out, left a message to say where | was, and spent the next hour or so on ny back, |ooking up
mul berries ripening on the tree. There was no one there except a couple of tourists taking a fast

| ook through before their ship left. I didn't pay attention to them didn't even hear them| eave.
| was feeling sorry for Louise and for all the Forehands, and sorrier for nyself. They didn't have
the luck, but what | have hurt a lot nore; | didn't have the courage to see where |uck woul d take
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me. Sick societies squeeze adventurers out |ike grape pips. The grape pips don't have nmuch to say

about it. | suppose it was the same with Col unbus's seanen or the pioneers manhandling their
covered wagons through Comanche territory -- they nust have been scared witless, |ike ne, but they
didn't have nuch choice. Like nme. But, God, how frightened |I was.

| heard voices, a child' s and a light, slower laugh that was Klara's. | sat up

"Hell o, Rob," she said, standing before nme with her hand on the head of a tiny black girl
in corn-row hair. "This is Watty."

"Hell o, Watty."

My voice didn't sound right, even to ne. Klara took a closer |ook and demanded, "What's
the matter?"

| couldn't answer that question in one sentence, so | chose one facet. "WI|a Forehand's
been posted dead."

Kl ara nodded wi thout saying anything. Watty piped, "Please, Klara. Throw the ball." Kl ara
tossed it to her, caught it, tossed it again, all in the Gateway adagi o.

| said, "Louise wants to go on a danger-bonus |aunch. | think what she wants is for ne,
for us, to go and take her with us."

" Oh?"

"Well, what about it? Has Dane said anything to you about one of his specials?"

"No! | haven't seen Dane for-- | don't know Anyway, he shipped out this norning on a
One. "

"He didn't have a farewell party!" | protested, surprised. She pursed her I|ips.

The little girl called, "Hey, mster! Catch!"™ Wien she threwthe ball it came floating up
like a hot-air balloon to a nooring mast, but even so | alnpbst nissed it. My nind was on sonethi ng
else. | tossed it back with concentration

After a minute Kiara said, "Rob? |'msorry. | guess | was in a bad nood."

"Yeah." My mind was very busy.

She said placatingly, "W' ve been having sone hard tinmes, Rob. | don't want to be raspy
with you. I-- | brought you sonething.”

I | ooked around, and she took nmy hand and slid sonething up over it, onto nmy arm

It was a |aunch bracel et, Heechee nmetal, worth five hundred dollars anywhere. | hadn't
been able to afford to buy one. |I stared at it, trying to think of what | wanted to say.

" Rob?"

"What ?"

There was an edge to her voice. "It's customary to say thank you."

"It's customary," | said, "to give a truthful answer to a question. Like not saying you

hadn't seen Dane Metchni kov when you were with himjust last night."
She flared, "You've been spying on ne!"
"You've been lying to nme."
"Rob! You don't own nme. Dane's a human being, and a friend."

A NOTE ON METALLURGY

Question. | saw a report that Heechee netal had been anal yzed by the National Bureau of
St andar ds- -

Prof essor Hegranet. No, you didn't, Tetsu

Question. But it was on the PV--

Prof essor Hegranmet. No. You saw a report that the Bureau of Standards had issued a
guantitative assessnent of Heechee netal. Not an analysis. Just a description: tensile strength,
fracture strength, nmelting point, all that stuff.

Question. I'mnot sure | understand the difference.

Prof essor Hegranmet. No, You didn't, Tetsu. actly what it does. W don't yet know what it
is. What's the nost interesting thing about Heechee netal ? You, Ten?

Question. It gl ows?

Prof essor Hegranet. It glows, yes. It enmits light. Bright enough so that we don't need
anything else to light our roonms, we have to cover it over when we want dark. And it's been
glowing for half a mllion years at least |like that. \Were does the energy conme fron? The Bureau
says there are sone posturanic elenents in it, and probably they drive the radiation; but we don't
know what they are. There's also sonething in it that |ooks |ike an isotope of copper. Wll,
copper doesn't have any stable isotopes. Up to now. So what the. Bureau says is what the exact
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frequency of the blue light is, and all the physical neasurenents to eight or nine decinals; but
the report doesn't tell you how to rmake any.

"Friend!" | barked. The last thing Metchni kov was to anyone was a friend. Just thinking
about Klara with himnmade ny groin crawm. | didn't |ike the sensation, because | couldn't identify
it. It wasn't just anger, wasn't even just jeal ousy. There was a conmponent that renained
obstinately opaque. | said, knowing it was illogical, hearing nyself seem al nost to whine, "I

i ntroduced you to him"

"That doesn't give you ownership! Al right,’'
a fewtinmes. It doesn't change how | feel about you."

"I't changes how | feel about you, Klara."

She stared incredul ously. "You have the nerve to say that? Comi ng here, snelling of sex
with some cheap floozy?"

That one caught me off guard. "There was nothing cheap about it! | was conforting soneone
in pain."

She | aughed. The sound was unpl easant; anger is unbecom ng. "Louise Forehand? She hustl ed
her way up here, did you know that?"

Ki ara snarled, "maybe | went to bed with him

The little girl was holding the ball and staring at us now. | could see we were
frightening her. | said, trying to tighten ny voice to keep the anger fromspilling out, "Klara,
I"mnot going to let you make a fool out of ne."

"Ah," she said in inarticulate disgust, and turned around to go. | reached out to touch

her, and she sobbed and hit nme, as hard as she could. The bl ow caught nme on the shoul der

That was a mi st ake.

That's always a mistake. It isn't a matter of what's rational or justified, it is a matter
of signals. It was the wong signal to give ne. The reason wolves don't Kkill each other off is
that the smaller and weaker wolf always surrenders. It rolls over, bares its throat and puts its
paws in the air to signal that it is beaten. Wen that happens the w nner is physically unable to
attack anynore. If it were not that way, there wouldn't be any wolves left. For the sanme reason

men don't usually kill women, or not by beating themto death. They can't. However much he wants
to hit her, his internal machinery vetoes it. But if the woman makes the ni stake of giving hima
different signal by hitting himfirst-- | punched her four or five times, as hard as | could, on
the breast, in the face, in the belly. She fell to the ground, sobbing. | knelt beside her, lifted

her up with one hand and, in absolutely cold blood, slapped her twice nore. It was all happening
as if choreographed by God, absolutely inevitably; and at the same | could feel that | was
breathing as hard as though I'd clinbed a nountain on a dead run. The bl ood was thundering in ny
ears. Everything | saw was hazed with red

| finally heard a distant, thin crying.

| | ooked and saw the little girl, Watty, staring at ne, her nouth open, tears rolling down
her wi de, purplish-black cheeks. | started to nove toward her to reassure her. She screaned and
ran behind a grape trellis.

| turned back toward Kl ara, who was sitting up, not |ooking at nme, her hand cupped over
her mouth. She took the hand away and stared at sonething in it: a tooth.

| didn't say anything. | didn't know what to say, and didn't force nyself to think of

anything. | turned and |eft.

| don't remenber what | did for the next few hours. | didn't sleep, although | was
physi cal ly exhausted. | sat on a chest of drawers in my roomfor a while. Then I left it again. |
remenber talking to somebody, | think it was a straggler returning to off on the Venus ship, about
how adventurous and exciting prospecting was. | renenber eating sonething in the conmi ssary. And
all the time | was thinking: | wanted to kill Klara. | had been taming all that stored-up fury,
and | hadn't even let nyself know it was there until she pulled the trigger

| didn't know if she would ever forgive me. | wasn't sure she ought to, and | wasn't even
sure that | wanted her to. | couldn't imagi ne our ever being |lovers again. But what | finally

decided | wanted was to apol ogi ze.
Only she wasn't in her roons. There was no one there except a plunp young bl ack wonan,
slowy sorting out clothes, with a tragic face. Wien | asked after Klara she began to cry. "She's

gone, " the woman sobbed.

" Gone?"

"Ch, she | ooked awful. Someone nust have beaten her up! She brought Watty back and said
she wouldn't be able to take care of her anynore. She gave nme all her clothes, but -- what am|
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going to do with Watty when |I' m wor ki ng?"
"Gone where?"
The woman lifted her head. "Back to Venus. On the ship. She left an hour ago."
| didn't talk to anyone else. Alone in ny own bed, sonehow | got to sleep
When | got up | gathered together everything I owned: ny clothes, ny hol odi sks, ny chess

set, my wistwatch. The Heechee bracel et that Kiara had given ne. | went around and sold them of f.
| cleaned out ny credit account and put all the noney together: it cane to a total of fourteen
hundred doll ars and change. | took the noney up to the casino and put it all on Nunber 31 on the

roul ette wheel

The big slow ball drifted into a socket: Green. Zero

| went down to mission control and signed for the first One that was avail able, and twenty-
four hours later | was in space.

23

"How do you really feel about Dane, Rob?"

"How t he hell do you think | feel? He seduced ny girl.

"That's a strangely ol d-fashioned way to put it, Rob. And it happened an awfully long tinme
ago. "

"Sure it did." Sigfrid strikes me as being unfair. He sets rules, then he doesn't play by
them | say indignantly, "Cut it out, Sigfrid. Al that happened a long tinme ago, but it isn't
being a long time ago, for nme, because |'ve never let it cone out. It's still brand new inside ny
head. Isn't that what you're supposed to do for me? Let all that old stuff inside nmy head cone
out so it can dry up and bl ow away and not cripple ne anynore?"

"I"d still like to know why it stays so brand new inside your head, Rob."

"Ch, Christ, Sigfrid!" This is one of Sigirid's stupid tines. He can't handl e sonme conpl ex
kinds of input, | guess. Wen it cone right down to it he's only a machine and can't do anything
he isn't programmed to do. Mostly he just responds to key words well, with alittle attention to

meani ng, sure. And to nuance, as as it is expressed by voice tone, or by what the sensors in the
mat and in the straps tell himabout ny nmuscle activity.

A NOTE ON HEECHEE HABI TAT

Question. Don't we even know what a Heechee table or any ol d housekeepi ng thing | ooks
like?

Prof essor Hegranet. We don't even know what a Heechee house | ooks |ike. W never found
one. Just tunnels. They |liked branching shafts, with rooms opening out of them They liked big
chanbers shaped li ke spindles, tapered at both ends, too. There's one here, two on Venus, probably
the remains of one that's half eroded away on Peggy's Worl d.

Question. | know what the bonus is for finding intelligent alien |life, but what's the
bonus for finding a Heechee?

Prof essor Hegranmet. Just find one. Then name your price.

"I'f you were a person instead of a nmachine, you'd understand,” | tell him
"Per haps so, Rob."
To get himback on the right track I say: "It is true that it happened a long tine ago. |

don't see what you're asking beyond that."

“I'"'masking you to resolve a contradiction | perceive in what you say. You've been saying
that you don't mind the fact that your girlfriend, Kl ara, had sexual relations with other nmen. Wy
is it inportant that she did with Dane?"

"Dane didn't treat her right!" And, good God, he certainly didn't. He left her stuck |ike
a fly in anber.

"I's it because of how he treated Klara, Rob? Or is it sonething between Dane and you?"

"Never! There was never anything between Dane and ne!"

"You did tell nme he was bi, Rob. Wat about the flight you took with hinP"
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"He had two other nen to play with! Not ne, boy, no, | say: Not nme. Ch," | say, trying to
cal mmy voice enough to mask reflecting the very mld interest | really felt in this stupid
subject, " To be sure, he tried to put the nmake on ne once or twice. But | told himit wasn't ny
style."

"“Your voice, Rob," he says, "seens to reflect nore anger than your words account for."

"Damm you, Sigfrid!" | really amangry now, | admt it. | hardly get the words out. "You
get me pissed off with your stupid accusations. Sure, | let himput his armaround nme once or
twice. That's as far as | went. Nothing serious. | was just abusing nyself to nake the tine pass.
I Iiked himwell enough. Big, good-looking fellow You get |onesonme when-- now what ?"

Sigfrid is making a sound, sort of like clearing one's throat. | hate how he interrupts
wi thout interrupting. "Wat did you just say, Rob?"

"What ? \When?"

"When you said there was not hing serious between you."

"Christ, | don't know what | said. There was nothing serious, that's all. | was just

entertaining nyself, to make the tine pass."
"You didn't use the word 'entertaining,' Rob."
"I didn't? What word did | use?"

| reflect, listening for the echo of my own voice. "I guess | said 'anusing nmyself.' What
about it?"

"You didn't say 'anusing' either, Rob. Wat did you say?"

"I don't know "

"You said, 'l was just abusing nyself,' Rob."

My defenses go up. | feel as though | had suddenly discovered | had wet ny pants, or that

my fly was open. | step outside ny body and | ook at my own head.
"What does 'abusing nyself' nmean to you, Rob?"
"Say," | say, laughing, genuinely inpressed and anmused at the same tinme, "that's a rea
Freudian slip, isn't it? You fellows are pretty keen. My conplinents to the programers.”
Sigfrid doesn't respond to ny urbane conment. He just lets ne stewin it for a mnute.

"Al'l right," | say. | feel very open and vulnerable, letting nothing at all happen, living
in that noment as though it were lasting forever, like Klara stuck in her instant and eterna
fall
Sigfrid says gently, "Rob. Wen you masturbated, did you ever have fantasi es about Dane?"
"I hated it," | say.
He waits.
"I hated nyself for it. | nean, not hated, exactly. More |ike despised. Poor goddamm son

of a bitch, ne, all kinky and awful, beating his nmeat and thinking about being screwed by his
girl's lover."
Sigfrid waits me out for a while. Then he says, "I think you really want to cry, Rob."
He's right, but | don't say anything.
"Wuld you like to cry?" he invites.

“I"d love it," | say.
"Then why don't you go ahead and cry, Rob?"
“I wish |l could," I say. "Unfortunately, | just don't know how. "

24

| was just turning over, making up ny nind to go to sleep, when | noticed that the colors
on the Heechee gui dance systemwere breaking up. It was the fifty-fifth day of ny trip, the twenty
sevent h since turnover. The colors had been shocking pink for the whole fifty-five days. Now
whorls of pure white forned, grew, flowed together.

I was arriving! Wierever it was going to turn out to be when I got there, | was arriving.

My little old ship -- the snmelly, hurtful, tedious coffin | had banging around in for
nearly two nmonths by nyself, talking to nyself, playing games with nyself, tired of nyself -- was
wel|l bel ow |lightspeed. | |eaned over to | ook at the viewscreen, now related "down" to ne because

had been decel erating, and saw nothing that |ooked very exciting. Ch, there was a star, yes. There
lots of stars in a scattering of groupings that in no way | ooked famliar; half a dozen bl ues
rangi ng frombright to hurt-the-eye. One red one that stood out nore for intensity of hue than

I umi nosity was an angry-1ooking red coal, not much brighter than Mars from Earth, but a deeper
uglier red.

file:/lIF|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Pohl,%20Frederik%20-%20Heechee%201%20-%20Gateway.txt (83 of 109) [1/15/03 6:31:21 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Pohl,%20Frederik%20-%20Heechee?6201%20-%20Gateway .txt

| made mnysel f take an interest.

M SSI ON REPORT

Vessel 3-104, Voyage 031D18. Crew N. Ahoya, Ta. Zakharcenko, L. Marks.

Transit time 119 days 4 hours. Position not identified. Apparently outside galactic
cluster, in dust cloud. Identification of external gal axies doubtful

Sunmary. "W found no trace of any planet, artifact, or |landable asteroid w thin scanning
di stance. Nearest star approximately 1.7 |.y. Conjecture whatever was there has since been
destroyed. Life-support systens began to malfunction on return trip and Larry Marks died."

That was not really easy. After two nonths of rejecting close to everything around ne
because it was boring or threatening, it was tough for me to switch over to a wel coning,
vul nerabl e node. | switched on the spherical scan and peered out as the ship began to rotate its
scanni ng pattern, slicing orange-peel strips of sky to capture for the caneras and anal yzers.

And al nost at once | got a huge, bright, nearby signal. Fifty-five days of boredom and
exhaustion went right out of nmy mnd. There was sonething either very big or very close. | forgot
about being sleepy. | crouched over the viewscreen, holding onto it with hands and knees, and then
| saw it: a squared-off object marching into the screen. Gowing all over. Pure Heechee netal. It
was irregularly slab-sided, with rounded pinples studding it on the flat sides.

And the adrenalin began to flow, and visions of sugarplunms danced in nmy head. | watched it
out of sight, and then haul ed nmyself over to the scan analyzer, waiting to see what would cone
out. There was no question that it was good, the only question was how good. Maybe extraordinarily
good! Maybe a whole Peggy's World all my own! -- with a royalty in the mllions of dollars every
year for the rest of nmy life!l Maybe only a vacant shell. Maybe. The squared-off shape suggested it
was- - nmaybe that wildest of dreans, a whole big Heechee ship that | could enter into and fly
around; where | chose, big enough to carry a thousand people and a lion tons of cargo! Al those
dreans were possible; and even if they all failed, if it was just an abandoned shell, if all that
it held was one thing inside it, one little doodad, one gadget, one whosis that nobody had ever
found before that could be taken apart, reproduced and made to work on Earth.

| stunbl ed and raked nmy knuckl es against the spiral gaget now glow ng soft gold. | sucked
the bl ood off them and realized the ship was noving.

It shouldn't have been noving! It wasn't programred to do that. It was meant to hang in
what ever orbit it was programed to find, and just stay there until | |ooked around and rmade mny
deci si ons.

| stared around, confused and baffled. The glowing slab was firmy in the mddle of the
viewscreen now, and it stayed there; ship had stopped its automatic spherical scan. Belatedly I
heard the distant high yell of the |ander notors. They were what was noving nme; ny ship was
targeted for that slab.

And a green light was gl owi ng over the pilot's seat.

That was wong! The green light was installed on Gateway by human beings. It had nothing
to do with the Heechee; it was the plain old people's radio circuit, announcing that sonmeone was
calling nme. Who? Who coul d be anywhere near ny brand-new di scovery?

| thunbed on the TBS circuit and shouted, "Hello?"

There was an answer. | didn't understand it; it seened to be in sone foreign | anguage,
perhaps Chinese. But it was human, all right. "Talk English!" | yelled. "Wwo the hell are you?"

Pause. Then anot her voice. "Wo are you?"

"My nane is Rob Broadhead,” | snarled

"Broadhead?" Confused nmunbling of a couple of voices. Then the English-speaking voice
again: "We don't have any record of a prospector naned Broadhead. Are you from Aphrodite?"

"What's Aphrodite?"

"Ch, Christ! Who are you? Listen, this is Gateway Two control and we don't have time to
screw around. ldentify yourself!"

Gat eway Two!

| snapped off the radio and | ay back, watching the slab grow | arger, ignoring the demand
of the green light. Gateway Two? How ridiculous! If | had wanted to go to Gateway Two | woul d have
signed up in the regular course and accepted the penalty of paying royalties on anything | might
find. I would have flown out secure as any tourist, on a course that had been tested a hundred
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times. | hadn't done that. | had picked a setting no one el se had ever used and taken ny risks.
And | had felt every one of them scared out of nmy brain for fifty-five bad days.
It wasn't fair!

I lost nmy head. | lunged toward the Heechee course director and shoved the wheels around
at random

It was a failure |I couldn't accept. | was braced to find nothing. | was not braced to find
| had done sonething easy, for no reward at all.

But what | produced was a bigger failure still. There was a bright yellow flash fromthe

course board, and then all the colors went black

The thin screamfromthe | ander notors stopped.

The feeling of notion was gone. The ship was dead. Nothing was novi ng. Nothing worked in
t he Heechee conpl ex; nothing, not even the cooling system

By the tine Gateway Two sent a ship out to haul ne in | delirious with heatstroke, in an
anbi ent tenperature of 75.0 C

Gat eway was hot and dank. Gateway Two was col d enough that | had to borrow jacket, gl oves,
and heavy underwear. Gateway stank of sweat and sewers. Gateway Two tasted of rusty steel. Gateway
was bright and loud and full of people. On Gateway Two there was al nbst no sound, and only seven
human bei ngs, counting nyself, to make any. The Heechee had | eft Gateway Two not quite conpl et ed.
Some of the tunnels ended in bare rock, there were only a few dozen of them No one had got around
to planting vegetation yet, and all the air there was canme from chenical processors. The partia
pressure of O2 was under 150 millibars; and the rest of the atnosphere was a nitrogen-heliumm x,
much nore than half earth-normal pressure altogether, that nade the voices highpitched and left ne
gasping for the first few hours.

The nan who hel ped ne out of ny | ander and bundl ed ne agai nst the sudden cold was a dark
i mense Martian-Japanese naned Norio ltuno. He put me in his own bed, filled ne with hot Iiquids

and let me rest for an hour. | dozed, and when | woke he was sitting there, looking at me with
anusenment and respect. The respect was for soneone who had slain a five-hundred million-dollar
shi p. The anusenent was that | was idiot enough to do it

"I guess I'min trouble," | said.

"I would say so, yes," he agreed. "The ship is totally dead. Never saw anything like it
before."

"I didn't know a Heechee ship could go dead like that."

He shrugged. "You did sonething original, Broadhead. How are you feeling?" | sat up to
answer him and he nodded. "I'mpretty busy right now 1'mgoing to have to let you take can
yourself for a couple of hours -- if you can? -- fine. Then we'll|l have a party for you."

"Party!" It was the farthest thing fromny mnd. "For who?"

"W don't neet soneone like you every day, Broadhead,' said Ituno admiringly, and left ne
to nmy thoughts.

| didn't Iike ny thoughts very nuch, and after a while |I got up,

Dear Voice of Gateway:

Are you a reasonabl e and open-mi nded person? Then prove it by reading this letter all the
way through to the end before maki ng up your nmind about what it says. There are thirteen occupied
levels in Gateway. There are thirteen residences in each of thirteen (count themyourself) of the
housing halls. Do you think this letter is just silly superstition? Then | ook at the evidence for
yoursel f! Launches 83-20, 84-1 and 84-10 (what do the digits add up to?) were all declared overdue
in List 86-13! Gateway Corporation, wake up! Let the skeptics and bigots jeer. Human |ives depend
on your willingness to risk a little ridicule. It would cost nothing to onit the Danger Nunbers
fromall progranms -- except courage!

d oyner, 88-331

put on the gl oves, buttoned up the jacket, and started exploring. It didn't take |ong;

there wasn't nmuch there. | heard sounds of a party fromthe |lower |evels, but the echoes travel ed
at queer as along the enpty corridors, and | saw no one. Gateway Two didn't have a tourist trade,
and so there wasn't any nightclub or casino or restaurant that | could find. . . not even a
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latrine. After a little while that question began to seemurgent. | reasoned that Ituno would have
to have something like that near his room and tried to retrace ny steps to there, but that didn't
work, either. There were cubicles along sone of the corridors, but they were unfinished. No one
lived there, and no one had troubled to install plunbing.

It was not one of ny better days.

When | finally found a toilet | puzzled over it for ten minutes and would guiltily have
left it inmpolitely soiled if |I had not heard a sound outside the cubicle. A plunmp little woman was
standi ng there, waiting.

"I don't know how to flush it," | apol ogi zed.

She | ooked me up and down. "You're Broadhead," she stated, and then: "Wy don't you go to
Aphrodi te?"

"What's Aphrodite -- no, wait. First, how do you flush this thing? Then, what's
Aphrodi t e?"

She pointed to a button on the edge of the door; | had thought it was a light switch. Wen
I touched it the whole bottom of the seanl ess bowl began to glow and in ten seconds there was
not hi ng i nside but ash, then nothing at all.

"Wait for ne," she conmanded, disappearing inside. Wen she cane out she said,
"Aphrodite's where the noney is, Broadhead. You're going to need it."

| let her take my armand pull ne along. Aphrodite, | began understand, was a planet. A
new one, that a ship from Gateway Two had opened up less than forty days earlier, and a big find.
"You'd have to pay royalty, of course,” she said. "And so far haven't found anything big, just the
usual Heechee debris. But there's thousands of square mles to explore, and it'll be nonths before
the first batch of prospectors starts com ng out from Gateway. W only sent the word back forty
days ago. Have you any hot-pl anet experience?"

"Hot - pl anet experi ence?"

"I mean," she explained, pulling me down a dropshaft and closing up to ne, "have you ever
expl ored a planet that's hot?"

We sniff for your scent in the gas of Oion,
We dig for your den with the dogs of Procyon,
From Bal ti nore, Buffalo, Bonn, and Benares
We seek you round Al gol, Arcturus, Antares.
We'll find you sonme day.

Little |l ost Heechee, we're on our way!

"No. As a matter of fact, | haven't had any experience at all that counts for anything.
One trip. Enpty. | didn't even | and.
"Pity," she said. "Still, there's not that nuch to learn. Do you know what Venus is |ike?

Aphrodite's just a little bit worse. The primary's a flare star, and you don't want to be caught
in the open. But the Heechee digs are all underground. If you find one, you're in."

"What are the chances of finding one?" | asked.

"Well," she said thoughtfully, pulling me off the cable and down a tunnel, "not all that
good, maybe. After all, you're out in open when you're prospecting. On Venus they use arnored
bodi es and they zap around anywhere they want to go, no trouble. Well, naybe a little trouble,"”

she conceded. "But they don't | ose very nmany prospectors anynore. Maybe one percent."
"What percent do you | ose on Aphrodite?"

“"More than that. Yes, | grant you, it's higher than that. You have to use the | ander from
your ship, and of course it's not nobile on the surface of a planet. Especially a planet with a
face like molten sul fur and winds |ike hurricanes -- when the weather's mld."

"It sounds charming,” | said. "Why aren't you out there now?"

"Me? I'man out-pilot. I'mgoing back to Gateway in about ten days, soon as | get a cargo

| oaded, or sonebody who comes in wants a ride back."

"I want a ride back right now"

"Ch, cripes, Broadhead! Don't you know what kind of trouble you' re in? You broke
regul ati ons by messing with the control board. They'll throw the book at you."

I thought it over carefully. Then I said, "Thanks, but | think I'Il take my chances."”

"Don't you understand? Aphrodite has guaranteed Heeche renains. You could take a hundred
trips without finding anything like this."
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"Sweetie," | said, "I couldn't take a hundred trips for anything, not now and not ever. |
don't know if | can take one. | think | have the guts to get back to Gateway. Beyond that, | don't
know. "

I was on Gateway Two, all together, thirteen days. Hester Bergow z, the out-pilot, kept
trying to talk me into going to Aphrodite, | guess because she didn't want ne taking up val uable
cargo space on her return flight. The others didn't care. They only thought | was crazy. | was a
problem for Ituno, who was | oosely in charge of keeping things straight on Two. Technically | was
an illegal entrant, without a dine's worth of per capita paid and with nothing to pay it with. He

woul d have been within his rights to toss ne out into space without a suit. He solved it by
putting me to work loading lowpriority cargo into Hester's Five, nostly prayer fans and sanpl es
for analysis from Aphrodite. That took two days, and then he designated ne chief gofer for the
three people who were rebuilding suits for the next batch of explorers of Aphrodite. They had to
use Heechee torches to soften the nmetal enough to bend it onto the Suits, and | wasn't trusted
with any of that. It takes two years to train a person to handle a Heechee torch in close
quarters. But | was allowed to nuscle the suits and sheets of Heechee netal into position for
them to fetch tools, to go for coffee. . . and to put the suits on when they were finished, and
exit into space to nake sure they didn't |eak

None of them | eaked.

On the twelfth day, two Fives cane in from Gateway, | oaded with happy, eager prospectors
bringing all the wong equi pment. The word about Aphrodite had not had tine to get to Gateway and
back, so the new fish didn't know what goodies were in store. Just by accident, one of themwas a
young girl on a science mssion, a forner student of Professor Hegranet's who was supposed to nake
ant hroponetric studies of Gateway Two. On his own authority Norio ltuno reassigned her to
Aphrodite, and decreed a conbi nati on wel cone and farewel|l party. The ten newconers and
out nunbered our hosts; but what they |acked in nunbers they made up in drinking, and it was a good

party. | found nyself a celebrity. The new fish couldn't get over the fact that | had slain a
Heechee ship and survived.
I was alnbst sorry to leave. . . not counting being scared.

Ituno splashed three fingers of rice whiskey into a glass for nme and offered ne a toast.
"Sorry to see you go, Broadhead," he said. "Sure you won't change your m nd? W've got nore
arnored ships and suits than we have prospectors right now, but | don't know how | ong that's going
to last. If you change your mnd after you get back--"

"I"'mnot going to change ny nmind," | said.

Cl assifi eds.
SHADE- GROMN BROADLEAF hand tended and rolled. $2 roach~ 87-307.
PRESENT WHEREABOUTS Agosto T. Agnelli. Call Corporation security for Interpol. Reward.
STORI ES, POEMS published. Perfect way to preserve nenories for your children. Sur-.
prisingly |ow cost. Publishers' rep, 87-349.
ANYBODY FROM Pittsburgh or Paducah? |'m homesick. 88-226.

"Banzai," he said, and drank. "Listen, do you know an ol d guy naned Bakin?"
"Shi cky? Sure. My neighbor."
"Gve himnmy regards,” he said, pouring another drink for the purpose. "He's a great guy,

but he remnds nme of you. | was with himwhen he lost his | egs: got caught in the | ander when we
had to jettison. Damm near died. By the tine we got himto Gateway he was all swelled up and
snelled like hell; we had to take the legs off, two days out. | did it nyself."

"He's a great person, all right," | said absently, finishing the drink and holding the

gl ass out for nore. "Hey. \What do you nean, he reninds you of ne?"

"Can't nake up his nmind, Broadhead. He's got a stake that's enough to put himon Ful
Medi cal, and he can't nmake up his mnd to spend it. If he spends it he can have his | egs back and
go out again. But then he'd be broke if he didn't score. So he just stays on, a cripple.”

| put the glass down. | didn't want any nore to drink. "So long, Ituno," | said. "I'm
going to bed."

| spent nost of the trip back witing letters to Klara that | didn't knowif | would ever
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mail. There wasn't nuch el se to do. Hester turned out to be surprisingly sexual, for a snmall plunp
|l ady of a certain age. But there's a linmt to howlong that is entertaining, and with all the
cargo we had janmed in the ship, there wasn't roomfor nuch else. The days were all the sanme: sex
letter witing, sleeping . . . and worrying.

Worryi ng about why Shicky Bakin wanted to stay a cripple; which was a way of worrying, in
a way | could face, about why | did.

Sigfrid says, "You sound tired, Rob."

Wel |, that was understandabl e enough. | had gone off to Hawaii for the weekend. Sonme of ny
nmoney was in tourismthere, so was all tax deductible. It was a |lovely couple of days on the Big
Island, with a two-hour stockholders' neeting in the norning, at afternoons with one of those
beautiful Island girls on the beach sailing in glass-bottomed catanarans, watching the big nantas
gl i de underneath, begging for crunbs. But coning back, you fight time zones all the way, and | was
exhaust ed.

Only that is not the sort of thing that Sigfrid really wants to hear about. He doesn't
care if you' re physically exhausted. He doest care if you' ve got a broken leg; he only wants to
know i f you dream about screw ng your nother

| say that. | say, "I"'mtired, all right, Sigfrid, but why don't you stop naking smal
talk? Get right into nmy OCedipal feelings about M. "

"Did you have any, Robby?"

"Doesn' t everybody?"

"Do you want to tal k about them Robby?"

"Not particularly.™

He waits, and | wait, too. Sigfrid has been being cute again, and now his roomis fixed up

like a boy's roomfromforty years ago. Crossed Ping-Pong paddl es hol ogrammed on the wall. A fake
wi ndow with a fake view of the Montana Rockies in a snowstorm A hol ogrammed cassette shel f of
boys' stories on tape, Tom Sawyer and Lost Race of Mars and-- | can't read the rest of the titles.

It is all very honey, but not in the least like my own roomas a boy, which was tiny, narrow, and
alnmost filled by the old sofa | slept on

"Do you know what you want to tal k about, Rob?" Sigfrid probes gently.

“"You bet." Then | reconsider. "Wll, no. I'mnot sure." Actually |I do know. Sonething had
hit nme on the way back fromHawaii, very hard. It's a five-hour flight. Half the time | had spent
drenched in tears. It was funny. There was this lovely hapi-haole girl flying east in the seat
next to nme, and | had decided right away to get to know her better. And the stewardess was the

same one |'d had before, and she, | already knew better

So there | was, sitting at the very back of the first-class section of the SST, taking
drinks fromthe stewardess, chatting with ny pretty hapi-haole. And -- every time the girl was
drowsing, or in the |adies' room and the stewardess was | ooking the other way -- racked with

silent, imense, tearful sobs.

And then one of themwould | ook nmy way again and | would be sniling, alert, and on the
make.

"Do you want to just say what you're feeling at this second, Rob?"

"I would in a mnute, Sigirid, if | knew what it was."

"Don't you know, really? Can't you renenber what was in your head while you weren't
tal ki ng, just now?"

"Sure | can!" | hesitate, then | say, "Oh, hell, Sigfrid, | guess | was just waiting to be
coaxed. | had an insight the other day, and it hurt. GCh, wow, you wouldn't believe how it hurt. I
was crying like a baby."

"What was the insight, Robby?"

“"I'mtrying to tell you. It was about -- well, it was partly about nmy nother. But it was
al so about, well, you know, Dane Metchnikov. |I had these . . . | had--"

"I think you're trying to say sonething about the fantasies you had of having anal sex
wi th Dane Metchni kov, Rob. Is that right?"

M SSI ON REPORT

Vessel A3--77, Voyage 036D51. Crew T. Parreno, N. Ahoya, E. N nkin.

Transit tine 5 days 14 hours. Position vicinity A pha Centauri A

Sunmary. "The planet was quite Earth-1ike and heavily vegetated. The color of the
veget ati on was predomi nantly yell ow. The atnosphere matched the Heechee mix closely. It is a warm
pl anet with no polar ice caps and a tenperature range simlar to Earth tropics at the equator
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Earth tenperate extending alnost to the poles. W detected no aninal |ife or signatures (nethane,
etc.) thereof. Some of the vegetation predates at a very slow pace, advanci ng by uprooting
portions of a vinelike structure, curling around and rerooting. Maxi mum vel ocity neasured was
approximately 2 kilonmeters per hour. No artifacts. Parreno and Ninkin | anded and returned with
sanpl es of vegetation, but died of a toxicodendron-like reaction. Great blisters forned over their
bodi es. Then they devel oped pain, itching and apparent suffocation, probably due to fluids
accumul ating in the lung. | did not bring them aboard the vessel. | did not open the |ander, or
dock it to the vessel. | recorded personal nessages for both, then jettisoned the | ander and
returned without it."

Cor poration assessnent: No charge made agai nst N. Ahoya in view of past record.

“Yeah. You renenber good, Sigfrid. When | was crying, it was about nmy nmother. Partly .

"You told ne that, Rob."

"Right." And | close up. Sigfrid waits. | wait, too. | suppose | want to be coaxed sone
nore, and after a while Sigfrid obliges ne:

"Let's see if | can help you, Rob," he says. "Wat do crying about your nother, and your
fant asi es about anal sex with Dane, have to do with each ot her?"

| feel sonething happening inside of me. It feels as though the soft, wet inside of ny
chest is starting to bubble into ny throat. | can tell that when ny voice cones out, it is going
to be trenul ous and desperately forlorn if | don't control it. Sol try to control it, although
know perfectly well that | have no secrets of this sort fromSigfrid;, he can read his sensors and
know what is going on inside ne fromthe trenble of a triceps or the danpness of a palm

But | make the effort anyway. In the tones of a biology instructor explaining a prepared
frog | say: "See, Sigfrid, ny nother loved me. | knewit. You knowit. It was a | ogica
denonstration; she had no choice. And Freud said once that no boy who is certain he was his
mot her's favorite ever grows up to be neurotic. Only--"

"Pl ease, Robbie, that isn't quite right, and besides you're intellectualizing. You know
you really don't want to put in all these preanbles. You're stalling, aren't you?"

Qher times | would tear the circuits out of his chips for that, but this tine he has ny
mood gauged correctly. "All right. But | did know that ny nother |oved ne. She couldn't help it! |

was her only son. My father was dead -- don't clear your throat, Sigfrid, I'"'mgetting toit. It
was a | ogical necessity that she loved ne, and | understood it that way with no doubt at all in ny
m nd, but she never said so. Never once."

"You nean that never, in your whole life, did she say to you, 'l |ove you, son?""

"No!" | scream Then | get control again. "Or not directly, no. | nean, once when | was
i ke eighteen years old and going to sleep in the next room | heard her to say to one of her
friends -- girlfriends, | mean -- that she really thought | was a trenmendous kid. She was proud of
me. | don't remenber what |'d done, sonething, won a prize or got a job, but she right that mnute
was proud of nme and loved ne, and said so. . . . But not to ne."

"Pl ease go on, Rob," Sigfrid says after a nonent.

"I amgoing on! Gve ne a mnute. It hurts; | guess it's what you call primal pain."

"Pl ease don't diagnose yourself, Rob. Just say it. Let it cone out."

"Oh, shit."

| reach for a cigarette and then stop the notion. That's usually a good thing to do when
things get tight with Sigfrid, because it will alnpst always distract himinto an argunent about
whether | amtrying to relieve tension instead of dealing with it; but this tine | amtoo
di sgusted with nyself, with Sigfrid, even with ny nother. | want to get it over with. | say,
"Look, Sigfrid, here's howit was. | loved nmy nother a lot, and | know -- knew! -- she |loved ne. |
knew she wasn't very good at showing it."

| suddenly realize | have a cigarette in nmy hands, and rolling it around w thout Iighting

it and, wondrous to say, Sigfrid hasn't even commrented on it. | plunge right on: "She didn't say
the words to me. Not only that. It's funny, Sigfrid, but, you know | can't renenber her ever
touching ne. | nean, not really. She would kiss ne good night, sonetinmes. On the top of the head
And | renmenber she told ne stories. And she was al ways there when needed her. But--"

| have to stop for a nonment, to get control of ny voice again, so | inhale deeply and
evenly through ny nose, concentrating breath fl ow

"But you see, Sigfrid," | say, rehearsing the words ahead of tinme and pleased with the

clarity and balance with which | deliver them "she didn't touch ne nmuch. Except for one way. She
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was very good to nme when | was sick. | was sick a lot. Everybody around the food nines has runny
noses, skin infections -- you know. She got nme everything | needed. She was there, God knows how,
hol ding down a job and taking care of nme, all at once. And when | was sick she . "

After a nonent Sigfrid says, "Go on, Robbhie. Say it."

| try, but I amstill stuck, and he says:

"Just say it the fastest way you can. Get it out. Don't worry if you understand, or if it
makes sense. Just get rid of the words."

"Well, she would take my tenperature,” | explain. "You know, stick a thernometer into me.
And she'd hold ne for, you know, whatever it is, three mnutes or so. And then she'd take the
thermoneter out and read it."

| amright on the verge of bawing. I'mwlling to let it happen, but first I want to
follow this thing through; it is alnost a sexual thing, |ike when you are getting right up to the
monent of decision with some person and you don't think you really want to |l et her be that nuch a
part of you but you go ahead anyhow. | save up voice control, measuring it out so that | won't run
out before | finish. Sigfrid doesn't say anything, and after a nonent | manage t he words:

"You see how it is, Sigfrid? It's funny. All ny life now-- what is it, maybe forty years
since then? And | still have this crazy notion that being | oved has sonething to do with having
thi ngs stuck up nmy ass."

25

There had been a |l ot of changes on Gateway while | was Qut. The head tax had been rai sed.
The Corporation wanted to get rid of sone of the extra hangers-on, |ike Shicky and ne; bad news
meant that ny prepaid per capita wasn't good for two or three weeks, it was only good for ten
days. They had inported a bunch of doubl e-dones from Earth, astrononers, xenotechs, mathnaticians,
even ol d Professor Hegramet was up fromEarth, bruised fromthe lift-off deltas but hopping spryly
around the tunnels.

One thing that hadn't changed was the Eval uation Board, and | was inpaled on the hot seat

in front of it, squirmng while ny friend Emma told ne what a fool | was. M. Hsien was actually
doing the telling, Emma only translated. But she | oved her voice: "I warned you you'd fuck up
Br oadhead. You should have listened to ne. Wiy did you change the setting?"

"I told you. When | found out | was at Gateway Two | couldn't handle it. | wanted to go

sonewhere el se."
"Extraordi narily stupid of you, Broadhead."
| glanced at Hsien. He had hung hinself up on the wall by his rolled-up collar and was

hangi ng there, beam ng benignly, hands folded. "Enmg," | said, "do whatever you want to do, but
get off ny back."
She said sunnily, "I amdoing what | want to do, Broadhead, because it's what | have to

do. It's ny job. You knew it was against the rules to change the settings."

"What rules? It was ny ass that was on the line."

"The rul es that say you shouldn't destroy a ship," she explained. | didn't answer, and she
chirped sone sort of a translation to Hsien, who listened gravely, pursed his |lips and then
delivered two neat paragraphs in Mandarin. You could hear the punctuation

"M. Hsien says," said Enma, "that you are a very irresponsi ble person. You have killed an
i rrepl aceabl e piece of equipnent. It was not your property. It belonged to the whol e human race."
He Iilted a few nore sentences, and she finished: "W cannot nake a final determ nation of your
liability until we have further information about the condition of the ship you damaged. According
to M. Ituno he will have a conplete check made of the ship at the first opportunity. There were
two xenotechs in transit for the new planet, Aphrodite, at the tinme of his report. They will have
reached Gateway Two by now, and we can expect their findings, probably, with the next out-pilot.
Then we will call you again."”

She paused, looking at me, and | took it the interview was over. "Thanks a lot," | said,
and pushed nyself toward the door. She let me get all the way to it before she said:

"One nore thing. M. Ituno's report mentions that you worked on | oading and fabricating
suits on Gateway Two. He aut horizes a per diem paynent to you anounting to, let nme see, twenty-
five hundred dollars. And your out-captain, Hester Bergow z, has authorized paynent of one percent
of her bonus to you for services during the return flight; so your account has been credited
accordingly."

"I didn't have a contract with her," | said, surprised.
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"No. But she feels you should have a share. A small share, to be sure. Al together--" she
| ooked under a paper, "it comes to twenty-five hundred plus fifty-five hundred -- eight thousand
dol l ars your account has been credited with."

Ei ght thousand dollars! | headed for a dropshaft, grabbed an up-cabl e and pondered. It was

not enough to nmake any rea

M SSI ON REPORT

Vessel 1-103, Voyage 022D18. Crew G Herron

Transit time out 107 days 5 hours.

Transit time return 103 days 15 hours.

Extract fromlog. "At 84 days 6 hours out the Q instrunent began to gl ow and t here was
unusual activity in the control lights. At the sane tine | felt a change in the direction of
thrust. For about one hour there were continuing changes, then the Qlight went out and things
went back to normal."

Conj ecture: Course change to avoid sonme transient hazard, perhaps a star or other body?
Reconmend conputer search of trip logs for simlar events.

difference. It certainly would not be enough to pay the damages they woul d soak me for
messing up a ship. There wasn't enough noney in the universe to pay that, if they wanted to charge
me full replacenent cost; there was no way to replace it.

On the other hand, it was eight thousand dollars nore than |I'd had.

| cel ebrated by buying nyself a drink at the Blue Hell. Wiile | was drinking it, | thought
about ny options. The nore | thought about them the nore they dw ndl ed away.

They would find me cul pable, no doubt about that, and the |least they'd assess ne woul d be
somewhere in the hundreds of thousands of dollars. Well, | didn't have it. It mght be a | ot nore,
but that didn't nake any difference; once they take away all you have, there isn't anything left
anyway.

So when you cane right down to it, ny eight thousand dollars was fairy gold. It could
vani sh with the norning dew. As soon as the xenotech's report cane in from Gateway Two t he Board
woul d reconvene and that would be the end of that.

So there was no particular reason to stretch ny noney. | might as well spend it.

There was no reason, either, to think about getting back nmy old job as an ivy-planter --
even assuming | could get it, with Shicky fired fromhis job as straw boss. The nminute they made a
judgnment against nme nmy credit bal ance woul d di sappear. So would nmy prepai d per-capita paynment. |
woul d be subject to i medi ate defenestration

If there happened to be an Earth-bound ship in port at the tine |I could just get on board,
and sooner or later | would be back in Wom ng | ooking for nmy old job at the food mnes. If there
wasn't a ship, then | was in trouble. | mght be able to talk the Anerican cruiser, or maybe the
Brazilian one if Francy Hereira was in a position to pull strings for nme, into taking ne aboard
for a while until a ship showed up. O | mght not.

Consi dered carefully, the chances were not very hopeful

The very best thing I could do would be to act before the Board did, and there there were
two choi ces.

I could take the next ship in port back to Earth and the food m nes, w thout waiting for
t he Board's deci sion

O | could ship out again.

They were two | ovely choices. One of them neant giving up

A NOTE ON BLACK HCLES

Dr. Asmenion. Now, if you start with a star bigger than three solar nasses, and it
coll apses, it doesn't just turn into a neutron star. It keeps on going. It gets so dense that the
escape velocity exceeds thirty mllion centinmeters a second. . . whichis . . . ?

Question. Uh. The speed of |ight?

Dr. Asmenmion. Right on, Gallina. So light can't escape. So it's black. So that's why it's
called a black hole -- only, if you get close enough, inside what's called the ergosphere, it
isn't black. You probably could see sonething.
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Question. What would it | ook |ike?

Dr. Asmenion. Beats the ass off me, Jer. If anybody ever goes and sees one, he'll cone
back and tell us if he can. Only he probably can't. You could rmaybe get that close in, get your
readi ngs and cone back -- and collect, Jesus, | don't know, a mllion dollars anyway. |If you could

get into your |ander, see, and kick the nain mass of the ship away, backward, slowing it down, you
m ght be able to give yourself enough extra velocity to get away. Not easily. But maybe, if things
were just right. But then where would you go? You can't get home in a lander. And doing it the
other way wouldn't work, there isn't enough mass in a lander to get you free. | see old Bob isn't
enjoying this discussion, so let's nove on to planetary types and dust clouds.

every chance of a decent life forever. . . and the other one scared ne out of ny mnd.

Gateway was like a gentlemen's club in which you never knew what nenbers were in town.
Loui se Forehand was gone; her husband, Sess, was patiently holding the fort, waiting for her or
their remaining daughter to return before shipping out again hinself. He hel ped me nove back into
my room which had been tenporarily occupied by three Hungarian wonen until they had shi pped out
together in a Three. Mwving took no great effort; | didn't own anything anynore, except what | had
just bought in the conm ssary.

The only pernmanent feature was Shicky Bakin, unfailingly friendly and al ways there. |
asked himif he had heard fromKlara. He had not. "Go out again, Rob," he urged. "it is the only

thing to do."

“"Yeah." | did not want to argue it; he was incontestably right. Maybe | would. . . . |
said, "I wish | weren't a coward, Shicky, but I am | just don't know how | can make nysel f get
into a ship again. | don't have the courage to face a hundred days of fearing death every mnute."

He chuckl ed, and hopped off the chest of drawers to pat my shoul der. "You don't need so
much courage,” he said, flapping back to the chest. "You only need courage for one day: just to
get in the ship and go. Then you don't have to have courage anynore, because you don't anynore
have a choice."

“I think | could have done it," | said, "if Metchnikov's theories about the col or codes
had been right. But some of the 'safe' ones are dead."

"It was only a statistical matter, Rob. It is true that there is a better safety record
now, and a better success record, too. Only margi nal, yes. But better."

"The ones that died are just as dead," | said. "Still -- perhaps I'll talk to Dane again."
Shi cky | ooked surprised. "He's out."

"When?"

"Around when you left. | thought you knew. "

| had forgotten. "Wonder if he found the soft touch he was | ooking for."

Shi cky scratched his chin with his shoul der, keeping hinmself balanced with | azy w ng
strokes. Then he hopped off the chest and fluttered over to the piezophone. "Let's see," he said,
punched buttons. The |ocator board junped into view on the screen. "Launch 88-173," he read.
"Bonus, $150,000. That's not nuch, is it?"

"l thought he was going for sonething bigger."

"Well," said Shicky, reading, "he didn't get it. Says he cane back last night."

Si nce Met chni kov had hal fway prom sed to share his apt with ne, it nmade sense for ne to

talk to him but I wasn't so sensible. | got as far as checking out that he had returned with a
find and with nothing to show for his efforts but the bonus; didn't go to see him
| didn't do much of anything, in fact. | hung around.

Gateway is not the nost anenity-filled place to live in the universe, but | found things
to do. It beat the food nines. Each passing hour brought me an hour closer to the tinme when the
tech's report would arrive, but I managed not to think about that nmost of the tinme. | nursed
drinks in the Blue Hell, making friends with the tourists, the visiting cruiser crews, the
returnees, the fish that kept comng up fromthe sweltering planets, |ooking |I guess, for another
Kl ara. None showed up.

| read over the letters | had witten her on the trip back from Gateway Two, and then |
tore themup. Instead | wote a silly short note to apol ogize and tell her that | |oved her and
took it down to radio it off to her on Venus. But she wasn't there. |1'd forgotten how | ong the
sl ow Hohmann orbits took. The flight office identified the ship she had left on easily enough; it
was a right-angle orbiter, which spent its whole life changing delta to rendezvous with pl ane- of -
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the-ecliptic flights between the planets. According to the records, her ship had nade a
rendezvous with a Mars-bound freighter, and then a Venus-bound high-G liner; she had presunably
transferred to one of them but didn't know which, and neither one of themwould reach its
destination for a nonth or nore yet.

| sent duplicate copies to each ship, but there wasn't any answer.

The closest | cane to a new girlfriend was a GQunner Third fromthe Brazilian cruiser
Francy Hereira brought her around. "This is Susie, ny

Cl assifi eds.

AREN T THERE any Engl i sh-speaki ng nonsnokers on Gateway to fill out our crew? Maybe you
want to shorten your life (and our |ife-support reserves!) but we two don't. 88-775.

WE DEMAND prospector representation on Gateway Corporation Board! Mass neeting tonorrow
1300 Level Babe. Everyone wel cone!

SELECT FLI GHTS tested, whol e-person way from your dreans. 32-page seal ed book tells how,
~10. Consultations, $25. 88-139.

cousin," he said, introducing us; and then, privately, later,"You should know, Rob, that
do not have famly feelings about cousins.” Al the crews got shore |l eave on Gateway fromtinme to
tinme, and while, as | have said, Gateway wasn't Wi ki ki or Cannes, it beat the bare bones of a
conbat vessel. Susie Hereira was very young. She said she was ni neteen and was supposed to be at
| east seventeen to be in the Brazilian Navy at all, but she didn't look it. She did not speak much
English, but we did not need nuch | anguage in conmon to drink at the Blue Hell; and whe went to
bed we discovered that although we had very little conversation in a verbal sense we comuni cated
beautifully w th bodies.

But Susie was only there one day a week, and that |left a deal of tinme which needed
dest r oyi ng.

| tried everything: a reinforcenent group, group-hugging, working out |oves and
hostilities on each other. A d Hegrai lecture series on the Heechee. A program of tal ks on
astrophysics with a slant toward earning science bonuses fromthe Corporation. By carefu
budgeting of ny time | nmanaged to use it all up, decision was postponed day by day.

| do not want to give the inpression that destroying tinme was a conscious plan in ny mnd;
I was living fromday to day, and day was full. On a Thursday Susie and Francy Hereira woul d check
in, and the three of us m ght have lunch at the Blue Hell. Then Francy would go off to roam by
himsel f, or pick up a girl to take a swimin Lake Superior, while Susie and | would retire to ny
room and ny dope sticks to swimon those warner waters of a bed. After dinner, some sort of
entertai nnent. Thursday was the night the astrophysics |ectures took place, and we woul d hear all
about the Hertzsprung-Russell diagram or red giants and blue dwarfs or neutron stars, or black
hol es. The professor was a fat old grabber from sone jerkwater college near Snol ensk, but through
the dirty jokes there was poetry and beauty in what he tal ked about. He dwelt on the old stars
that gave birth to us, spitting silicates and magnesi um carbonate into space to form planets,
hydrocarbons to form ourselves. He tal ked about the neutron stars that bent the gravity well
around them we knew them because two | aunches had killed thensel ves, sheared rubble, by entering
normal space too close to one of those highly dense dwarfs. He told us about the black hol es that
were places where a dense star had been, now detectable only by the observable fact that they
swal | owed everything nearby, even light; they had not nerely bent the gravity well, they had
wrapped it around thenselves |ike a blanket. He described stars as thin as air, inmmense clouds of
gl owi ng gas; told us about the prestars of the Orion Nebula, just now bl ossoning into | oose knots
of warmgas that mght in a mllion years be suns. Hs |lectures were very popul ar; even old hands
Ii ke Shicky and Dane Metchni kov showed up. Wiile |I listened to the professor I could feel the
wonder and beauty of space. It was too i mrense and glorious to be frightening, and it was not
until later that | would relate those sinks of radiation and swanps of thin gas to me, to the
frail, frightened, pain-sensitive creation that was the body | inhabited. And then |I would think
about goi ng out anmong those renpte titans and ny soul curled up inside ne.

After one of those neetings | said good-bye to Susie and Francy and sat in an al cove near
the lecture room half hidden by the ivy, and despondently snoked a joint. Shicky found ne there,

and halted just in front of me, supporting hinself on his wings. "I was |ooking for you, Rob," he
sai d, and stopped.
The grass was just beginning to hit me. "Interesting lecture," | said absently, reaching

for the good feeling that | wanted fromthe joint and not really very interested in whether Shicky
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was there or not.
"You missed the npbst interesting part," said Shicky.
It occurred to nme that he was | ooking both fearful and hopeful; there was sonething on his

m nd. | took another hit, and offered himthe joint; he shook his head. "Rob," he said, "I think
there is sonething worth having com ng up."

"Real | y?"

"Yes, really, Rob! Sonething quite good. And soon."

| was not ready for this. | wanted to go on snoking nmy joint until the tenporary thrill of

the lecture had worn off, so that |I could go back to destroying the days. The last thing | wanted
was to hear about sone new mission that my guilt would make nme want to sign on for, and ny fear
woul d abort.

Shi cky caught the shelf of ivy and held hinself up by it, |ooking at me curiously. "Rob-
friend," he said, "if | can find something out for you will you help me?"

"Hel p you how?"

Dear est Father, Mdther, Mrisa and Pico
-- Hello,

Pl ease tell Susie's father that she is very well and is regarded with favor by her
of ficers. You can decide for yourselves whether to tell himthat she has been seeing nmuch of ny
friend Rob Broadhead. He is a good nman and a serious one, but he is not a fortunate one. Susie has
applied for leave to go on a nission, and if the captain grants it she speaks of going with
Br oadhead. W all speak of going but, as you know, we do not all do it, so perhaps it is not to be
worried about.

This nmust be very short; it is alnost docking tine, and | have a 48 for Gateway.

Wth all | ove,

Francescito

"Take me with you!" he cried. "I can do everything but go in the |ander. And this nission
I think, is one where it does not so nuch matter. There is a bonus for everyone, even for soneone
who must remain in orbit."

"What are you tal king about?" The grass was hitting me now, | could feel the warnth behind
my knees and the gentle blur all around ne.

"Met chni kov was talking to the lecturer,” Shicky said. "I think fromwhat he said that he
knows of a new mission. Only -- they spoke in Russian, and | did not understand very well. But it

is the one he has been waiting for."
| said reasonably, "The |ast one he went out on wasn't nuch, was it?"
"This is different!"
"I don't think he would really cut ne in on anything good--"
"Certainly not, if you don't ask."

"Ch, hell,"” | grunbled. "Al right. 1I'll talk to him"

Shi cky beaned. "And then, Rob, please -- take ne with you?"

| stubbed out the joint, less than half snoked; | felt as though |I wanted what was |eft of
my wits about me. "I1'll do what | can," | said, and headed back for the |lecture roomjust as

Met chni kov was com ng out.

We had not spoken since he had returned. He | ooked as solid and broad as ever, and his
fringe of chin whiskers was neatly trimed. "Hello, Broadhead," he said suspiciously.

| didn't waste words. "I hear you've got something good conming up. Can | go al ong?"

He didn't waste words, either. "No." He |looked at me with frank dislike. Partly that was
what | had expected fromhimall along, but | was pretty sure part of it was because he had heard
about me and Kl ara.

"You are going out,"” | persisted. "What is it, a One?" He stroked his whiskers. "No," he
said reluctantly, "it isn't a One. It's two Fives."

"Two Fives?"

He stared at ne suspiciously for a monment, and then alnost grinned; | did not Iike him

when he snmiled, it was always a question in nmy mnd what he was smiling about.

file:/lIF|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Pohl,%20Frederik%20-%20Heechee%201%20-%20Gateway.txt (94 of 109) [1/15/03 6:31:21 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Pohl,%20Frederik%20-%20Heechee?6201%20-%20Gateway .txt

"All right," he said. "You want in, you can have it, for all of ne. It's not up to nme, of

course. You'll have to ask Emm; she's doing a briefing tomorrow norning. But she might let you go
a science nmission, with a mnimummllion-dollar bonus. You' re involved."
“I"minvol ved?" That was sonething out of an unexpected rection! "Invol ved how?"

"Ask Emma," he said, and brushed past ne.

26

There were about a dozen prospectors in the briefing room nost of whom| knew Sess
For ehand, Shicky, Metchnikov, a few others I'd drunk with or gone to bed with, one tinme or
anot her. Enma wasn't there yet, and | managed to intercept her as she was coming in.

"I want to go out on this mssion," | said.

She | ooked startled. "You do? | thought--" But she stopped there, w thout saying what it
was she thought.

| followed up: "I have as much right to go as Metchni kov does!"

"You sure as hell don't have as good a record as he does, Broadhead." She | ooked me over
carefully, and then she said, "Well, I'lIl tell you, if you want to know how it is, Broadhead. It's
a special mssion, and partly you' re responsible for it. That boner of yours turns out to be
interesting. | don't nean wecking the ship; that was stupid, and if there any justice in the
uni verse you'd pay for it. But dunmb luck is alnbst as good as brains."

“You got the report from Gateway Two," | guessed.

She shook her head. "Not yet. But it doesn't matter. We finely progranmed your mission
into the conmputer, and it gave some interesting correlations. The course pattern that took you to

Gateway Two-- Oh, hell," she said, "come on inside. You can sit through the briefing, at |east.
It'Il explain everything, and then we'll see."

She took nmy el bow and pushed ne ahead of her into the roomwhich was the same one we had
used for a classroom-- how |l ong before? It seemed like a mllion years. | sat down between Sess
and Shicky, and waited to hear what it was she had to say.

"Mbst of you," she started off, "are here by invitation -- with one or two exceptions. One

of the exceptions is our distinguished friend M. Broadhead. He managed to wreck a ship near
Gat eway Two, as nobst of you know. By rights we ought to throw the book at him but before he did
that he accidentally turned up sone interesting facts. His course colors were not the regular ones
for Gateway Two, and when the conputer conpared themit cane up with a whol e new concept of course
setting. Apparently only about five settings are critical for destination -- the five that were
the sane for the usual Gateway Two setting, and for Broadhead's new one. What the other settings
mean we don't know. But we're going to find out.”

She | eaned back and fol ded her hands. "This is a nultiple-purpose mssion," she said.
"We're going to do sonething new. For openers, we're going to send two ships to the sane
destination."

Sess Forehand rai sed his hand. "Wat's the point of that?"

"Well, partly to make sure it is the same destination. We're going to vary the noncritica
settings slightly . . . the ones we think are noncritical. And we're going to start the two ships
thirty seconds apart. Now, if we know what we're doing, that nmeans you'll cone out about as far

apart as Gateway travels in thirty seconds.™

Forehand wrinkled his brow. "Relative to what?"

"Good question," she nodded. "Relative, we think, to the Sun. The stellar notion relative
to the Galaxy -- we think -- can be neglected. At |east, assuming that your destination turns out
to be inside the Gal axy, and not so far away that the galactic notion has a markedly different
vector. | nean, if you came out on the opposite side, it would be seventy kiloneters a second,
relative to the galactic center. We don't think that's involved. W only expect a relatively m nor
difference in velocity and direction, and -- well, anyway, you should cone out wi thin somewhere
between two and two hundred kil ometers of each other

"Of course," she said, smiling cheerfully, "that's only theoretical. Maybe the relative

moti ons won't mean anything at all. In that case, the problemis to keep you fromcolliding with
each other. But we're sure -- pretty sure -- that there will be at |east sone displacenent. Al
you really need is about fifteen neters -- the long dianmeter of a Five."

"How sure is pretty sure?" one of the girls asked.

"Well," Emma admitted, "reasonably sure. How do we know until we try?"

"It sounds dangerous," Sess comented. He did not seemdeterred by it. He was only stating
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an opinion. In this he was unlike

A NOTE ON Sl GNATURES

Dr. Asmenion. So when you're |l ooking for signs of life on a planet, you don't expect a big
neon sign that says "Aliens Live Here." You |look for signatures. A "signature" is something that
shows something else is there. Like your signature on a check. If | see that, | know it shows that
you want it paid, so | cash it. Not yours, of course, Bob

Question. God hates a snart-assed teacher. Dr. Asnenion. No offense, Bob. Methane is a
typical signature. It shows the presence of warm bl ooded manmmal s, or sonething |ike them

Question. | thought methane could come fromrotting vegetation and all that?

Dr. Asmenion. Oh, sure. But nostly it comes fromthe guts of large rumnants. Mst of the
met hane in the Earth's air is cow farts.

me; | was very busy ignoring nmy inner sensations, trying to concentrate on the
technicalities of the briefing.
Emma | ooked surprised. "That part? Look, | haven't cone to the dangerous part yet. This is

a nonaccepted destination for all Ones, nobst Threes, and sone Fives."

"Why?" sonmeone asked

"That's what you're going there to find out," she said patiently. "It happens to be the
setting the conputer picked out as best for testing the correlations between course settings.
You' ve got arnored Fives, and both accept this particular destination. That neans you have what
the Heechee designers figured was a good chance to handle it, right?"

"That was a long tinme ago," | objected.
"Ch, sure. | never said otherwise. It is dangerous -- at |east to sone extent. That's what
the million is for."

She stopped there, gravely considering us, until soneone obliged by asking, "What
mllion?"

"The million-dollar bonus each one of you gets when you come back," she said. "They've
appropriated ten mllion dollars out of Corporation funds for this. Equal shares. O course,
there's a good chance that it will be nore than a million each. If you find anything worthwhile,
the regul ar pay scales apply. And the conputer thinks this is a good prospect."”

"Way is it worth ten million?" | asked.

"I don't make these decisions,” she said patiently. And then she | ooked at me as a person
not part of the group, and added, "And by the way, Broadhead. W're witing off your damage to the
ship. So whatever you get is yours to keep. A mllion dollars? That's a nice little nest egg. You

can go back home, buy yourself a little business, live the rest of your life on that."

W | ooked at each other, and Emma just sat there, sniling gently and waiting. | don't know
what the others were thinking about. What | was remenbering was Gateway Two and the first trip,
wearing our eyes out at the instrunents, |ooking for something that wasn't there. | suppose each
of the others had washouts of their own to renenber

"Launch,"” she said at last, "is day after tonorrow. The ones who want to sign, cone see ne
innmy office."

They accepted ne. They turned Shicky down.

But it wasn't as easy as that, nothing ever is; the one who made sure Shicky was not going
to go along was nme. They filled up the first ship quickly: Sess Forehand, two girls fromSierra
Leone, a French couple -- all English-speaking, all briefed, all with previous mssions. For the
second ship Metchni kov signed as crew right away; a gay couple, Danny A and Danny R, were his
pi cks. Then, grudgingly, he agreed to ne. And that |eft one opening.

"We can take your friend Bakin," Ema said. "Or would you prefer your other friend?"

"What other friend?" | denmanded.

"W have an application," she said, "from Gunner Third Susanna Hereira, off the Brazilian
cruiser. She has their perm ssion to take | eave for this purpose.”

"Susie! | didn't know she'd vol unt eered!”

Emma studi ed her punch card reflectively. "She's very qualified," she conmented. "Also,
she has all her parts. | amreferring," she said sweetly, "to her legs, of course, although as |
understand it you have sonme interest in her other parts as well. O would you care to go gay for
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this m ssion?"
| felt an unreasoning rush of anger. | am not one of your sexually uptight people; the
t hought of physical contact with a male was not frightening in itself. But -- wth Dane
Met chni kov? Or one of his |overs?
"Qunner Hereira can be here tonorrow," Emma conme "The Brazilian cruiser is going to dock
right after the orbiter."

"Why the hell are you asking ne?" | snarled. "Metchnikov is crew chief."
"He prefers to leave it to you, Broadhead. Which one?"
"I don't give a damm!" | yelled, and left. But there is no such thing as avoiding a

deci sion. Not making a decision was in effect decision enough to keep Shicky off the crew. If |
had fought for him they would have taken him w thout that, Susie was the obvious choice.

| spent the next day staying out of Shicky's way. | picked new a fish at the Blue Hell,
fresh out of the classroom and spent the night in her room | didn't even go back to ny own room
for clothes; | dunped everything and bought a new outfit. | pretty well knew the places where
Shicky mght look for me -- the Hell, Central Park, the museum-- and so | stayed away from

Dear Voice of Gateway:

Last nonth | spent 58.50 of my hard-earned noney to take ny wife and son to a "lecture" by
one of your returned ~heroes," who gave Liverpool the dubious honour of a visit (for which he was
well paid, naturally, by people like nme). |I didn't nmind that he was not a very interesting
speaker. It was what he flaming well said that drove me right up the flamng wall. He said we poor
sods of earthlings had just no idea of how dicey things were for you noble adventurers.

Well, mate, this nmorning | drew out the last pound in the savings account so the wfe
could get a lung patch (good ol d nel anom ¢ asbestosis CV/ E, you know). The kid's tuition conmes due
in a week, and I haven't a clew where it's comng from And after spending eight-to-twelve this
nmorni ng waiting by the docks for a chance to shift sone cargo (there wasn't any) the forenman | et
me know | was redundant, which neans tonorrow | don't even have to bother to show up to wait. Any
of you heroes care to pick up a bargain in surplus parts? Mne are for sale -- kidneys, liver, the
lot. All in good condition, too, or as good as ni neteen years on the docks can be expected to
| eave them except for the tear glands of the eyes, which are fair wore out with weeping over the
troubl es of your |ot.

H. Del across "Wavetops" Plat B bis 17, 41st Fl oor Merseyside L77PR 14JE6

those places; | went for a long, ranbling wander through the deserted tunnels, seeing no
one at all, until late that night.

Then | took a chance and went to our farewell party. Shicky would probably be there, but
there woul d be ot her peopl e around.

He was. And so was Louise Forehand. In fact, she seened to be the center of attention;
hadn't even known she was back.

She saw ne and waved to ne. "I struck it rich, Rob! Drink up, |'m buying!'"

| let sonmeone put a glass in one hand and a joint in the other and before | took ny hit |
managed to ask her what she'd found.

"Weapons, Rob! Marvel ous Heechee weapons, hundred them Sess says it's going to be at
least a five-mllion-dollar assessnment. Plus royalties. . . if anyone finds a way to duplicate the
weapons anyway."

I let the snoke bl ow out and washed out the taste with a swallow of white |ightning. "Wat
ki nd of weapons?"

"They're like the tunnel diggers, only portable. They'll cut a hole through anything. W
| ost Sara BellaFanta in the |landing; one of themput a hole in her suit. But Timand | are
whacki ng up her share, soit's two and a half m| apiece."”

"Congratulations,” | said. "I would have thought the last thing the human race needed was
some new ways to kill each other --congratulations.” | was reaching for an air of noral
superiority and | needed it; because as | turned away, there was Shicky, hanging in air, watching
ne.

"Want a hit?" | asked, offering himthe joint.

He shook his head.

| said, "Shicky, it wasn't up to ne. | told them-I didn't tell themnot to take you."
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"Did you tell themthey shoul d?"

“I't wasn't up to ne," | said. "Hey, listen!" | went on, suddenly seeing an out. "Now that
Loui se has hit, Sess probably won't want to go. Wy don't you take his place?"

He backed away, watching ne; only his expression changed. "You don't know?" he asked. "It
is true that Sess cancel ed out, but he has already been repl aced.”

"By whonP"

"By the person right behind you," said Shicky, and |I turned around, and there she was,
| ooking at me, a glass in her hand and an expression | could not read on her face.

"Hell 0. Rob." said Klara

| had prepared myself for the party by a nunber of quick ones in the comm ssary; | was
ni nety-percent drunk and ten-percent stoned, but it all whooshed out of me as | | ooked at her.
put down the drink, handed the joint to soneone at random took her arm and pulled her out into
t he tunnel .

"Klara," | said. "Did you get ny letters?"

She | ooked puzzled. "Letters?" She shook her head. "I guess you sent themto Venus?
never got there. | got as far as the rendezvous with the plane-of-the-ecliptic flight, and then I
changed my nmind. | cane right back on the orbiter."

"Ch, Klara."

"Ch, Rob," she mmcked, grinning; that wasn't nuch fun, because when she smiled |I could
see where the tooth was missing that | had knocked out. "So what el se have we got to say to each
ot her ?"

| put ny arns around her. "l can say that | love you, and I'msorry, and | want to make it
up to you, and | want to get married and |ive together and have kids and--"

"Jesus, Rob," she said, pushing nme away, gently enough, "when you say something you say a
lot, don't you? So hold it for a while. It'll keep."

"But it's been nonths!"

She | aughed. "No fooling, Rob. This is a bad day for Sagittarians to nmake deci si ons,

especially about love. W'Il talk about it another tine."

"That crap! Listen, | don't believe in any of that!"

"l do, Rob."

| had an inspiration. "Hey! | bet | can trade with sonebody in the first ship! O, wait a
m nute, maybe Susie would trade with you--"

She shook her head, still snmiling. "I really don't think Susie would like that," she said.
"Anyway, they bitched enough about letting me switch with Sess. They'll never stand still for

anot her | ast mnute change."

"l don't care, Klara!"

"Rob," she said, "don't rush ne. | did a lot of thinking about you and ne. | think we've
got sonething that's worth working for. But | can't say it's all straight in ny head yet, and
don't want to push it."

"But, K ara--"

"Leave it at that Rob. I'Il be in the first Five, you'll be in the second.

M SSI ON REPORT

Vessel 3-184, Voyage 019D140 Crew S. Kotsis, A MCarthy, K Metsuoko.

Transit time out 615 days 9 hours. No crew reports from destination. Spherical scan data
i nconclusive as to destination. No identifiable features.

No summary.

Extract fromlog: "This is the 281st day out. Metsuoko |ost the draw and suicided. Alicia
voluntarily suicided 40 days later. W haven't yet reached turnaround, so it's all for nothing.
The renmaining rations are not going to be enough to support ne, even if you include Alicia and
Kenny, who are intact in the freezer. So | amputting everything on full automatic and taking the
pills. W have all left letters. Please forward them as addressed, if this goddammed ship ever
gets back."

M ssion Plan filed proposal that a Five with double |ife-support rations and a one-person
crew nmight be able to conplete this mssion and return successfully. Proposal tabled on grounds of
low priority: no evident benefit fromrepeating this mnission

When we get where we're going we'll be able to talk. Maybe even switch around to come back
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together. But neanwhile we'll both have a chance to think about what we really want."
The only words | seened to know | seened to be saying over and over again: "But, Kl ara--"
She ki ssed ne, and pushed nme away. "Rob," she said, "don't be in such a hurry. W've got
all the time there is."

27

"Tell me sonmething, Sigfrid," | say, "how nervous am|?'

He is wearing his Signund Freud hologramthis tine, true Viennese stare, not a bit
gem |lich. But his voice is the gently sad baritone: "if you are asking what nmy sensors say, Rob,
you are quite agitated, yes."

"I thought so," | say, bouncing around the nat.

"Can you tell nme why?"

"“"No!" The whol e week has been like that, marvelous sex with Doreen and S. Ya., and fl oods
of tears in the shower; fantastic ganbling and play at the bridge tournanent, and total despair on
the way hone. | feel like a yo-yo. "I feel like a yo-yo," | yell. "You opened up sonmething | can't
handl e. "

"I think you underestimate your capacity for handling pain,

"Fuck you, Sigfrid! What do you know about human capacities?"

He al nost sighs. "Are we back to that again, Rob?"

"We bl oody well are!"™ And funnily, | feel |ess nervous; | goad himinto an argument again
and the peril is reduced.

"It is true, Rob, that | ama machine. But | am a machi ne desi gned to understand what
humans are |i ke and, believe ne, well designed for ny function."

"Designed! Sigfrid," | say reasonably, "you aren't human. You may know, but you don't
feel. You have no idea what it feels Iike to have to nake hunman deci sions and carry the | oad of
human enotion. You don't know what it feels like to have to tie a friend up to keep himfrom
committing nmurder. To have soneone you love die. To know it's your fault. To be scared out of your
m nd. "

he says reassuringly.

"I do know those things, Rob," he says gently. "I really do. | want to explore why you are
feeling so turbulent, so won't you pl ease help nme?"

"Nol "

"But your agitation, Rob, neans that we are approaching the central pain--"

"CGet your bloody drill out of my nerve!" But the anal ogy doesn't throw himfor a second;
his circuits are finely tuned today.

"I'"'mnot your dentist, Rob, I'myour analyst, and | tell you--"

"Stop!"™ | know what | have to do to get himaway fromwhere it hurts. | haven't used S
Ya.'s secret little fornula since that first day, but nowl want to use it again. | say the words,

and convert himfroma tiger to a pussycat; he rolls over and lets ne stroke his tumy, as |
command himto display the gaudier bits fromsonme of his interviews with attractive and highly

qui rky femal e patients; and the rest of the hour is spent as a peepshow, and | have got out of his
roomone nore tine intact.

O nearly.
28

Qut in the holes where the Heechee hid, out in the caves of the stars, sliding the tunnels
they sl ashed and slid, healing the Heechee-hacked scars. . . . Jesus, it was |like a Boy Scout
canp; we sang and frolicked all the nineteen days after turnaround. | don't think |I ever felt that

good in my life. Partly it was release fromfear; when we hit turnaround we all breathed easier
as always do. Partly it was that the first half of the trip had been pretty gritty, with

Met chni kov and his two boyfriends in a conplicated triple spat nost of the tinme and Susie Hereira
alot less interested in nme on shipboard than she had been as a once-a-ni ght out on Gateway. But
mostly, | think, for ne anyway, it knowing that | was getting closer and closer to Kl ara. Danny A
hel ped ne work out the figures; he'd taught sone of the courses on Gateway, and he may have been
wong but there wasn't any around righter so | took his word for it: he calculated fromtinme of
turnaround that we were going something like three hundred light-years in all -- a guess, sure,
but cl ose enough. The ship, the one Klara was in, was getting farther and farther ahead of us al
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the way to turnaround, at which point we were doing sonething over ten light-years a day (or so
Danny said).

Cl assifi eds.

| NTERESTS HARPSI CHORD, Go, group sex. Seek four |ikem nded prospectors view toward
team ng. Gerriman, 78-109.

TUNNEL SALE. Must sell hol odi sks, clothes, sex aids, books, everything. Level Babe, Tunne
Twel ve, ask for DeVittorio, 1100 hours until it's all gone.

TENTH MAN needed for minyan for Abram R Sorchuk, presuned dead, also ninth, eighth, and
seventh men. Pl ease. 87-103.

The first Five had been | aunched thirty seconds ahead of us, so then it was just
arithnetic: about one light-day. 3 x 1 0O'8 centineters per second tines 60 seconds tinmes 60 m nutes
tinmes 24 hours. At turnaround Klara was a good seventeen and a half billion kilonmeters ahead of
us. It seened very far, and was. But after turnaround we were getting closer every day, follow ng
her in the sane weird hol e through space that the Heechee had drilled for us. Were our ship was
goi ng, hers had gone. | could feel that we were catching up; sonetines | fantasized that | could
snel |l her perfune.

When | said sonething |ike that to Danny A he | ooked at nme queerly. "Do you know how far

seventeen and a half billion kilonmeters is? You could fit the whole solar systemin between them
and us. Just about exactly; the semimajor axis of Pluto's orbit is thirty-nine A U and change."
| laughed, a little enbarrassed. "It was just a notion."

"So go to sleep,"” he said, "and have a nice dream about it." He knew how | felt about
Kl ara; the whole ship did, even Metchni kov, even Susie, and maybe that was a fantasy, too, but I

thought they all w shed us well. W were all wishing all of us well, constructing el aborate plans
about what we were going to do with our bonuses. For Klara and nme, at a mllion dollars apiece, it
came to a right nice piece of change. Maybe not enough for Full Medical -- no, not if we wanted

anything left over to have fun on. But Major Medical, at |east, which neant really good health,
barring sonmething terribly danaging, for another thirty or forty years. W could |live happily ever
after on what was left over: travel; children and nice hone in a decent part of--wait a minute, |
cautioned nysel f. Home where? Not back anywhere near the food m nes. Maybe not on Earth at all.
Wul d Klara want to go back to Venus? | couldn't see nyself taking to the life of a tunnel rat.
But | couldn't see Klara in Dallas or New York, either. O course, | thought, nmy wish racing far
ahead of reality, if we really found anything a lousy nmillion apiece mght be only the begi nning.
Then we could have all the homes we wanted, anywhere we |iked; and Full Medical, too, with
transplants to keep us young and healthy and beautiful and sexually strong and-- "You really ought
to go to sleep,” said Danny A. fromthe seat next to mine; "the way you thrash around is a
caution."”

But | didn't feel like going to sleep. | was hungry, and there wasn't any reason not to
eat. For nineteen days we had been practicing food discipline, which is what you do on the way out
for the first half of the trip. Once you've reached turnaround you know how much you can consune
for the rest of the trip, which is why sonme prospectors conme back fat. | clinbed down out of the
| ander, where Susie and both the Dannys were sacked in, and then |I found out what it was that was
meki ng nme hungry. Dane Metchni kov was cooki ng hinself a stew

"I's there enough for two?"

He | ooked at ne thoughtfully. "I guess so." He opened the squeeze-fit lid, peered inside,
m | ked another hundred cc of water into it out of the vapor trap, and said, "Gve it another ten
m nutes. | was going to have a drink first."

| accepted the invitation, and we passed a wine flask back and forth. Wile he shook the
stew and added a dollop of salt, | took the star readings for him W were still close to maximm
velocity and there was nothing on the viewscreen that | ooked |like a fam|liar constellation, or
even much like a star; but it was all beginning to ook friendly and good to ne. To all of us. I'd
never seen Dane so cheerful and relaxed. "I've been thinking," he said. "A nmllion's enough. After
this one I'm going back to Syracuse, get ny doctorate, get a job. There's going to be sone school
somewhere that'll want a poet in residence or an English teacher who's been on seven mnissions.
They' Il pay ne sonmething, and the noney fromthis will keep ne in extras all the rest of nmy life."

Al | had really heard was the one word, and that | had heard | oud and surprising: "Poet?"

He grinned. "Didn't you know? That's how | got to Gateway; the Guggenhei m Foundati on paid
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my way." He took the pot out of the cooker, divided the stewinto two dishes, and we ate.
This was the fell ow who had been shrieking viciously at the two Dannys for a solid hour

two days before, while Susie and | lay angry and isolated in the | ander, listening. It was al
turnaround. W& were hone free; the mission wasn't going to strand us out of fuel, and we didn't
have to worry about finding anything, because our reward was guaranteed. | asked himabout his

poetry. He wouldn't recite any, but pronised to show ne copies of what he'd sent back to the
Guggenhei ms when we reached Gateway again.

And when we'd finished eating, and wi ped out the pot and dishes and put them away, Dane
| ooked at his watch. "Too early to wake the others up,” he said, "and not a damm thing to do."

A NOTE ON PI EZCELECTRI CI TY

Prof essor Hegranmet. The one thing we found out about blood dianonds is that they're
fantastically piezoelectric. Does anybody know what that means?

Question. They expand and contract when an electric current is inposed?

Prof essor Hegranet. Yes. And the other way around. Squeeze them and they generate a
current. Very rapidly if you like. That's the basis for the piezophone and pi ezovi sion. About a
fifty-billion-dollar industry.

Question. Who gets the royalties on all that |oot?

Prof essor Hegranet. You know, | thought one of you would ask that. Nobody does. Bl ood
di anonds were found years and years ago, in the Heechee warrens back on Venus. Long before
Gateway. It was Bell Labs that figured out how to use them Actually they use sonething a little
different, a synthetic they devel oped. They nmake great communi cations systens, and Bell doesn't
have to pay anybody but thensel ves.

Question. Did the Heechee use themfor that?

Prof essor Hegrctinet. My personal opinion is that they probably did, but I don't know how.
You'd think if they left themaround they'd | eave the rest of the conmunications receivers and
transmtters, too, but if they did | don't know where.

He | ooked at ne, sniling. It was a real snmile, not a grin; and | pushed nyself over to
him and sat in the warmand wel conme circle of his arm

And ni neteen days went |ike an hour, and then the clock told us it was alnpbst tinme to
arrive. W were all awake, crowded into the capsule, eager as kids at Christmas, waiting to open
our toys. It had been the happiest trip | had ever nade, and probably one of the happi est ever

"You know," said Danny R thoughtfully, "I'malnost sorry to arrive." And Susie, just beginning to
under stand our English, said:
"Sim ja sei," and then, "I too!" She squeezed nmy hand, and | squeezed back; but what |

was really thinking about was Klara. We had tried the radio a couple of times, but it didn't work
in the Heechee wormmhol es through space. But when we canme out | would be able to talk to her! |
didn't mind that others would be listening, | knew what it was that | wanted to say. | even knew
what she woul d answer. There was no question about it; there was surely as nuch euphoria in her
ship as in ours, for the same reasons, and with all that |ove and joy the answer was not in doubt.

"We're stopping!" Danny R yelled. "Can you feel it?"

"Yes!" crowed Metchni kov, bouncing with the tiny surges of the pseudo-gravity that marked
our return to nornal space. And there was anot her sign, too: the golden helix in the center of the
cabin was beginning to glow, brighter every second.

"I think we've made it," said Danny R, bursting with pleasure, and | was as pl eased as
he.

“"I'Il start the spherical scan,"” | said, confident that | knew what to do. Susie took her
cue fromnme and opened the door up to the |lander; she and Danny A. were going to go out for the
star sights.

But Danny A. didn't join her. He was staring at the viewscreen. As | started the ship

turning, | could see stars, which was normal enough; they did not seem special in any way,
al t hough they were rather blurry for sone reason
| staggered and al nost fell. The ship's rotation did not seemas snooth as it should be.

"The radi o," Danny said, and Metchni kov, frowning, |ooked up and saw the |ight.
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"Turn it on," | cried. The voice | heard nmight be Klara's.

Navl nst GdSup 104

Pl ease suppl enent your Navigation Instruction CGuide as foll ows:

Course settings containing the lines and colors as shown in the attached chart appear to
have a definite relation to the amount of fuel or other propul sion necessity remaining for use by
the vessel.

Al'l prospectors are cautioned that the three bright lines in the orange (Chart 2) appear
to indicate extrene shortage. No vessel displaying themin its course has ever returned, even from
check flights.

Met chni kov, still frowning, reached for the switch, and then | noticed that the helix was
a brighter gold than | had ever seen it: strawcolored, as though it were incandescently hot. No
heat fromit, but the golden color was shot through with streaks of white.

"That's funny," | said, pointing.

| don't know if anyone heard nme; the radi o was pouring static, and inside the capsule the
sound was very |oud. Metchni kov grabbed for the tuning and the gain. Over the static | heard a
voice | didn't recognize at first. It was Danny A 's. "Do you feel that?" he yelled. "It's
gravity! We're in trouble. Stop the scan!"

| stopped it reflexively.

But by then the ship's screen had turned and sonething cane into view that was not a star
and not a galaxy. It was a dimmass of pale-blue light, nottled, inmense, and terrifying at the
first glinpse. | knewit was not a sun. No sun can be so big and so dim It hurt the eyes to | ook
at it, not because of brightness. It hurt inside the eyes, up far into the optic nerve. The pain
was in the brain itself.

Met chni kov switched of f the radio, and in the silence that followed |I heard Danny A say
prayerfully, "Dearest God, we've had it. That thing is a black hole."

29

"Wth your permission, Rob," says Sigfrid, "lI'd like to explore sonmething with you before
you conmand ne into ny passive play node."

| tighten up; the son of a bitch has read ny nind. "I observe," he says instantly, "that
you are feeling some apprehension. That is what | would |ike to explore.”

Incredible, I feel nyself trying to save his feelings. Sonetimes | forget he's a machi ne
"I didn't know you were aware that |'d been doing that," | apol ogi ze.

"Of course |'maware, Rob. Wen you have given nme the proper conmand | obey it, but you
have not ever given nme the command to refrain fromrecording and integrating data. | assunme you do

not possess that conmand.”

"You assume good, Sigfrid."

"There is no reason that you should not have access to whatever information | possess. |
have not attenpted to interfere before now-"

"Coul d you?"

"I do have the capacity to signal the use of the command construction to higher authority,
yes. | have not done that."

"Why not?" The old bag of bolts keeps on surprising nme; all this is newto ne.

"As | have said, there is no reason to. But clearly you are attenpting to postpone sone
sort of confrontation, and I would Iike to tell you what | think that confrontation involves. Then
you can make your own decision."

"Ch, cripes." | throw off the straps and sit up. "Do you nind if | snoke?" | know what the
answer is going to be, but he surprises ne again.

"Under the circunstances, no. If you feel the need of a tension reducer | agree. | had
even considered offering you a mld tranquilizer if you wish it."

"Jesus," | say admringly, lighting up -- and | actually have to stop nyself fromoffering

himone! "All right, let's have it."
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Sigfrid gets up, stretches his legs, and crosses to a nore confortable chair! | hadn't
known he could do that, either. "I amtrying to put you at your ease, Rob," he says, "as | am sure
you observe. First let nme tell you sonething about ny capacities -- and yours -- which | do not
think you know. | can provide infornmation about any of ny clients. That is, you are not limted to
those who have had access to this particular terninal."

“I don't think |I understand that," | say, after he has paused for a nonent.

"I think you do. O will. Wen you want to. However, the nore inportant question is what
menory you are attenpting to keep suppressed. | feel it is necessary for you to unblock it. | had

considered offering you light hypnosis, or a tranquilizer, or even a fully hunman anal yst to comne
in for one session, and any or all of those are at your disposal if you wish them But | have
observed that you are relatively confortable in discussi ons about what you perceive as objective
reality, as distinguished fromyour internalization of reality. So | would like to explore a
particular incident with you in those terns."

| carefully tap some ash off the end of my cigarette. He's right about that; as long as we
keep the conversation abstract and inpersonal, | can tal k about anybl oodything. "Wat incident is
that, Sigfrid?"

“Your final prospecting voyage from Gateway, Rob. Let ne refresh your nenory--"

"Jesus, Sigfrid!"

"l know you think you recall it perfectly,” he says, interpreting me exactly, "and in that
sense | don't suppose your nmenory needs refreshing. But what is interesting about that particular
epi sode is that all the main areas of your internal concern seemto concentrate there. Your
terror. Your honobsexual tendencies--"

"Hey! "

"--which are not, to be sure, a najor part of your sexuality, Rob, but which give you nore
concern than is warranted. Your feelings about your nother. The inmense burden of guilt you put on
yoursel f. And, above all, the woman Celle-Klara Moynlin. Al these things recur over and over in
your dreans, Rob, and you often do not nake the identification. And they are all present in this
one epi sode.”

| stub out a cigarette, and realize that | have had two going at once. "l don't see the
part about my nother," | say at |ast.

"You don't?" The hologramthat | call Sigirid von Shrink noves toward a corner of the
room "Let me show you a picture." He raises his hand -- that's pure theater, | knowit is -- and

in the corner there appears a wonan's figure. It is not very clear, but it is quite slim and is
in the act of covering a cough

"I't's not a very good resenblance to ny nother," | object.

"Isn't it?"

"Well," | say generously, "I suppose it's the best you can do. | nean, not having anything
to go on except, | guess, ny description of her."

"The picture," says Sigfrid gently enough, "was assenbl ed from your description of the
girl Susie Hereira."

| light another cigarette, with sone difficulty, because ny hand is shaking. "Ww, " | say,
with real adnmiration. "I take my hat off to you, Sigfrid. That's very interesting. O course," |
go on, suddenly feeling irritable, "Susie was, nmy God, only a child!l And fromthat | realize -- |
realize now, | mean -- that there are sone resenbl ances. But the age is all wong."

"Rob," says Sigfrid, "how old was your nother when you were little?"

"She was very young." | add after a nonment, "As a matter of fact, she | ooked a | ot younger

t han she was even."
Sigfrid lets me hang there for a noment, and then he waves his hand again and the figure
di sappears, and instead we are suddenly | ooking at a picture of two Fives butted | ander-to-I|ander

in mdspace, and beyond themis--is-- "Ch, ny God, Sigfrid," | say. He waits ne out for a while.
As far as | am concerned, he can wait forever; | sinmply do not know what to say. | amnot hurting,
but I am paralyzed. | cannot say anything, and | cannot nove.

"This," he begins, speaking very softly and gently, "is a reconstruction of the two ships

in your expedition in the vicinity of the object SAG YY. It is a black hole or, nore accurately, a
singularity in a state of extrenmely rapid rotation."

"I know what it is, Sigfrid."

"Yes. You do. Because of its rotation, the translation velocity of what is called its
event threshold or Schwarzschlld discontinuity exceeds the speed of light, and so it is not
properly black; in fact it can be seen by virtue of what is called Cerenkov radiation. It was
because of the instrunent readings on this and other aspects of the singularity that your
expedi tion was awarded a ten-nillion-dollar bonus, in addition to the agreed-upon sum whi ch, al ong
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with certain other |lesser anounts, is the foundation of your present fortune."

"I know that, too, Sigfrid." Pause.

"Wuld you care to tell me what el se you know about it, Rob?"

Pause.

“I"'mnot sure | can, Sigfrid."

Pause agai n.

He isn't even urging me to try. He knows that he doesn't have to. | want to try, and
take my cue fromhis own manner. There is something in there that | can't tal k about, that scares
me even to think about; but wapped around that central terror there is sonmething I can talk
about, and that is the objective reality.

"I don't know how nuch you know about singularities, Sigfrid."

"Perhaps you can just say what you think it is that | ought to know, Rob."

| put out the current cigarette and |light another one. "Wll," | say, "you know and | know
that if you really wanted to know about singularities it's all in the data-banks sonewhere, and a
|l ot nore exactly and informatively than | can say it, but anyway. . The thing about black holes is

they're traps. They bend light. They

A NOTE ON NUTRI Tl ON

Question. What did the Heechee eat?

Pr of essor Hegranet. About what we do, | would say. Everything. | think they were
omi vores, ate anything they could catch. Wt really don't know a thing about their diet, except
that you can nmeke sone deductions fromthe shell nmissions.

Question. Shell missions?

Prof essor Hegranmet. There are at |east four recorded missions that didn't go as far as
anot her star, but went clear out of the solar system Qut where the shell of comets hangs out, you
know, half a light-year or so away. The missions are nmarked as failures, but | don't think they
are. |'ve been pushing the Board to give science bonuses for them Three seened to wind up in
meteorite swarnms. The other cane out at a comet, all hundreds of A U out. Meteorite swarms, of
course, are usually the debris of old, dead conets.

Question. Are you saying the Heechee ate conets?

Prof essor Hegranmet. Ate the things conmets are nade out of. Do you know what they are?

Car bon, oxygen, nitrogen, hydrogen -- the same elenents you ate for breakfast. | think they used
conmets for feedstocks to manufacture what they ate. | think one of those missions to the conetary
shell is sooner or later going to turn up a Heechee food factory, and then maybe we won't have
anybody ever starving anywhere anynore.

bend time. Once you're in you can't get out. Only. . . Only. . ."

After a nmonment Sigfrid says, "It's all right for you to cry if you want to, Rob," which is
the way that | suddenly realize that that's what |'m doi ng.

"Jesus," | say, and blow my nose into one of the tissues that he al ways keeps handy ri ght
next to the mat. He waits.

"Only | did get out," | say.

And Sigfrid does sonething else | had never expected fromhim he permts hinself a joke
"That," he says, "is pretty obvious, fromthe fact that you' re here."

"This is bloody exhausting, Sigfrid," | say.

"I amsure it is for you, Rob."
"I wish | had a drink."
Click. "The cabi net behind you," says Sigfrid, "that has just opened contains sone rather

good sherry. It isn't nmade fromgrapes, |I'msorry to say; the health service doesn't go in for
luxuries. But | don't think you'll be aware of its natural-gas origins. Ch, and it is laced with
just a dollop of THC to soothe the nerves."

"Holy Christ," | say, having run out of ways of expressing surprise. The sherry is all he
says it is, and | can feel the warmh of it expanding inside ne.

"Ckay," | say, setting the glass down. "Well. Wen | got back to Gateway they'd witten
the expedition off. W were al nost a year overdue. Because we'd been al nost inside the event
hori zon. Do you understand about time dilation? . . . Ch, never nind," | say, before he can

answer, "that was a rhetorical question. What | nmean is, what happened was the phenonenon they
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call tine dilation. You get that close to a singularity and you come up agai nst the tw n paradox.
What was nmaybe a quarter of an hour for us was alnost a year by clock time -- clock tine on
Gateway, or here, or anywhere else in the nonrelativistic universe, | mean. And--"

| take another drink, then | go on bravely enough

"And if we'd gone any farther down we woul d have been going sl ower and sl ower. Slower, and
slower, and slower. Alittle closer, and that fifteen mnutes woul d have turned out to be a
decade. A little closer still, and it would have been a century. It was that close, Sigfrid. W
were al nost trapped, all of us.

"But | got out."

And | think of sonething and | ook at my watch. "Speaking of tinme, ny hour's been up for
the last five mnutes!"

"I have no other appointnents this afternoon, Rob."

| stare. "Wat?"

Gently:

"I cleared ny cal endar before your appointnment, Rob."

| don't say "Holy Christ" again, but | surely think it. "This nmakes ne feel right up
against the wall, Sigfrid!" |I say angrily.

“I amnot forcing you to stay past your hour, Rob. | am pointing out that you have that
option if you choose."

I mull that for a while.

"You are one brassbound ringding of a conputer, Sigfrid," | say. "All right. Well, you
see, there was no way we could get out considered as a unit. Qur ships were caught, well inside
the of point of no return, and there just ain't no way home fromthere. But Danny A, he was a
sharp article. And he knew all about the holes in the |aws. Considered as a unit, we were stuck

"But we weren't a unit! W were two ships! And each of those came apart into two other
ships! And if we could sonehow transfer acceleration fromone part of our systemto the other and
you know, kick part of us deeper into the well and at the same kick the other part up and out --
then part of the unit could get free!"

Long pause.

"Why don't you have anot her drink, Rob?" says Sigfrid courteously. "After you finish
crying, | nean."

30

Fear! There was so nuch terror junping around inside my skin that |I couldn't feel it
anynore; ny senses were saturated with it; | don't knowif | screamed or babbled, | only did what
Danny A told ne to do. W'd backed the two ships together and |inked up, |ander-to-lander, and we
were trying to manhandl e gear, instrunents, clothes, everything that noved out of the first ship
i nto whatever corners we could find of the second, to make room for ten people where five were a
tight fit. Hand to hand, back and forth, we bucket-brigaded the stuff. Dane Metchni kov's ki dneys
must have been ki cked bl ack-and-bl ue; he was the one who was in the | anders, changing the fuel-
metering switches to bl ow every drop of hydrox at once. Wuld we survive that? W had no way of
knowi ng. Both our Fives were arnored, and we didn't expect to damage the Heechee-netal shells. But
the contents of the shells would be us, all of us in the one of themthat went free -- or we hoped
would go free -- and there wasn't really any way to tell whether we could cone free in the first
pl ace, or whether what would cone free would be nothing but jelly, anyway. And all we had was
m nutes, and not very many of them | guess | passed Klara twenty tines in ten m nutes, and
renenber that once, the

Dear Voice of Gateway:

On Wednesday of last week | was crossing the parking lot at the Safeway Supermarket (where
I had gone to deposit ny food stanps) on the way to the shuttle bus to ny apartnment, when | saw an
unearthly green light. A strange spacecraft |anded nearby. Four beautiful, but very tiny, young
wonen in filny white robes energed and subjected ne hel pl ess by neans of a paral yzing ray. They
kept ne prisoner on their craft for nineteen hours. During that tine they subjected nme to certain
indignities of a sexual nature which | am honor-bound not to reveal. The |eader of the four, whose
nane was Mdira d ow Fawn, stated that, |ike us, they have not succeeded in fully overcom ng their
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ani mal heritage. | accepted their apol ogy and agreed to deliver four nmessages to Earth. Messages
One and Four | nmay not announce until the proper tine. Message Two is a private one for the
manager of ny apartnent project. Message Three is for you at Gateway, and it has three parts: 1,
there nust be no nore cigarette snoking; 2, there nust be no nore m xed schooling of boys and
girls at least until the second year of college; 3, you nust stop all exploration of space at
once. W are being watched.

Harry Hellison Pittsburgh

first tinme, we kissed. O ained at each other's |lips, and canme cl ose enough. | remenber
the snmell of her, and once lifting nmy head because the nmusk oil was so strong and not seeing her
and then forgetting it again. And all the tinme, out of one viewscreen or another, that inmense
broad, baleful blue ball hung flickering outside; the racing shadows across its surface that were
phase effects made fearful pictures; the gripping grab of its gravity waves tugged at our guts.
Danny A. was in the capsule of the first ship, watching the time and ki cki ng bags and bundl es down
to the |l ander hatch to pass on, through the hatch, through the landers, up to the capsule of the
second ship where | was pushing themout of the way, any which way, just to make roomfor nore.

"Five minutes," he'd yell, and "Four mnutes!" and "Three mnutes, get the goddam | ead out!" and
then, "That's it! Al of you! Drop what you're doing and come on up here." And we did. Al of us.
Al but me. | could hear the others yelling, and then calling to nme; but 1'd fallen behind, our

own | ander was bl ocked, | couldn't get through the hatch! And | tugged sonebody's duffel bag out of
the way, just as Klara was scream ng over the TBS radio, "Rob! Rob, for God's sake, get up here!"
And | knew it was too late; and I slamed the hatch and dogged it down, just as | heard Danny A 's
voi ce shouting, "No! No! Wait. . . ."

Wi t .

Wait for a very, very long tine.

We sonetines get squashed, and we sonetines get burned,

And we sonetinmes get shredded to bits,

And we sonetinmes get fat on the Royalties Earned,

And we're al ways scared out of our wts

W don't care which -- Little |ost Heechee, start naking us rich

After a while, | don't know how long, | raise ny head and say, "Sorry, Sigfrid."

"For what, Rob?"

"For crying like this." |I am physically exhausted. It is as if | had run ten nmiles through
a gauntlet of mad Choctaws pounding nme with clubs.

"Are you feeling better now, Rob?"

"Better?" | puzzle over that stupid question for a nonent, and then | take inventory, and,
curiously enough, I am "Wy, yeah. | guess so. Not what you'd call good. But better."

"Take it easy for a minute, Rob."

That strikes me as a dunb remark, and | tell himso. | have about the energy level of a
smal |, arthritic jellyfish that's been dead for a week. | have no choice but to take it easy.

But | do feel better. "I feel,"” | say, "as if | let nyself feel ny guilt at last."

"And you survived it."

| think that over. "I guess | did," | say.

"Let's explore that question of guilt, Rob. Guilt why?"

"Because | jettisoned nine people to save nyself, asshole!™

NOTI CE OF CREDI T To ROBI NETTE BROADHEAD:

1. Acknow edgnent is nade that your course setting for Gateway Il pernits round-trip
flights with a travel -time saving of approximately 100 days over the previous standard course for
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thi s object.

2. By decision of the Board, you are granted a discovery royalty of 1 percent on al
earnings on future flights using said course setting, and an advance of $10,000 agai nst said
royalty.

3. By decision of the Board, you are assessed one-half of said royalty and advance as a
penalty for damage to the vessel enployed.

Your account is therefore CREDI TED with the foll owi ng amount: Royalty advance (Board O der
A-135-7), less deduction (Board Order A-135-8):

$5, 000 Your present BALANCE i s:

$6, 192

"Has anyone ever accused you of that? Anyone but yourself, | mean?"

"Accused?" | blow nmy nose again, thinking. "Well, no. Wiy should they? Wien | got back |
was kind of a hero." | think about Shicky, so kind, so nmothering; and Francy Hereira holding nme in

his arns, letting ne baw, even though I'd killed his cousin. "But they weren't there. They didn't
see me blow the tanks to get free."

"Did you blow the tanks?"

"Ch, hell, Sigfrid," I say, "I don't know. I was going to. | was reaching for the button."

"Does it nake sense that the button in the ship you were planning to abandon woul d
actually fire the conbined tanks in the | anders?”

"Way not? | don't know. Anyway," | say, "you can't give ne any alibis | haven't already
t hought of for nyself. | know maybe Danny or Kl ara pushed the button before | did. But | was
reaching for nmine!"

"And which ship did you think would go free?"

"Theirs! Mne," | correct nyself. "No, | don't know. "

Sigfrid says gravely, "Actually, that was a very resourceful thing you did. You knew you
couldn't all have survived. There wasn't tine. The only choice was whet her sone of you would die,
or all of you would. You elected to see that sonebody |ived."

“"Crap! |I'ma nurderer!™
Pause, while Sigfrid' s circuits think that over. "Rob," he says carefully, "I think you're
contradicting yourself. Didn't you say she's still alive in that discontinuity?"

"They all are! Tine has stopped for them"
"Then how coul d you have nurdered anybody?"

"What ?"

He says again, "How could you have murdered anybody?"

“. . . | don't know, " | say, "but, honestly, Sigfrid, | really don't want to think about
it anynore today."

"There's no reason you should, Rob. | wonder if you have any idea how rmuch you' ve
acconplished in the past two and a half hours. |'m proud of you!"

And queerly, incongruously, | believe he is, chips, Heechee circuits, hologranms and all

and it nakes nme feel good to believe it.

"You can go any tine you want to," he says, getting up and going back to his easy chair in
the nost lifelike way possible, even grinning at ne! "But | think | would like to show you
sonmething first." My defenses are eroded down to nothing. | only say, "Wat's that, Sigfrid?"

"That other capability of ours that | nentioned, Rob," he "the one that we've never used.
I would like to display another patient, fromsone tine back."

" Anot her patient?"

He says gently, "Look over in the corner, Rob."

I | ook--

--and there she is.

"Klara!" And as soon as | see her | know where Sigfrid gets her from-- the machine Klara
was consulting back on Gateway. She is hanging there, one armacross a file rack, her feet lazily
floating in the air, talking earnestly; her broad black eyebrows frown and sigh and her face
grins, and grimaces, and then | ooks sweetly, invitingly rel axed.

"You can hear what she's saying if you want to, Rob."

"Do | want to?"

"Not necessarily. But there's nothing in it to be afraid of. She |oved you, Rob, the best
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way she knew how. The sane as you | oved her."
| look for along tinme, and then | say, "Turn her off, Sigfrid. Please."

In the recovery room| alnost fall asleep for a noment. | have never been so rel axed.

I wash nmy face, and snoke another cigarette, and then | go out into the bright diffuse
dayl i ght under the Bubble, and it all is so good and so friendly. | think of Klara with | ove and
tenderness and in ny heart | say good-bye to her. And then | think of S. Ya. with whom | have a
date for that evening -- if I'mnot already late for it! But she'll wait; she's a good scout,
al rost as good as Kl ara.

Kl ar a.

| stop in the mddle of the mall, and people bunp up against ne. Alittle old lady in
short-shorts toddles over to ne and asks, "Is sonething wong?"

| stare at her, and don't answer; and then | turn around and head back for Sigfrid's
of fice.
There is no one there, not even a hologram | yell, "Sigfrid! Were the hell are you?"

NOTI CE OF CREDI T To ROBI NETTE BROADHEAD:

Your account is CREDITED with the foll owi ng anbunts: Guaranteed bonus for M ssion 88-90A
and 88-90B (survivorship total):

$10, 000, 000 Sci ence bonus awarded by Board:

8, 500, 000 Tot al

$18, 500, 000 Your present BALANCE i s:
$18, 506, 036

No one. No answer. This is the first time |I've ever been in this roomwhen it wasn't set
up. | can see what is real and what hol ogram now, and not much of it is real. Powder-netal studs
for projectors. The mat (real); the cabinet with the light (real); a few other pieces of furniture
that | might want to see or use. But no Sigirid. Not even the chair he usually sits in. "Sigfrid!"

| keep on yelling, with nmy heart bubbling up in my throat, my brain spinning. "Sigfrid!"
scream and at last there is a of a haze and a flash and there he is in his Signund Freud guise
| ooking at ne politely.

"Yes, Rob?"

"Sigfrid, | did nurder her! She's gone!"

"I see that you're upset, Rob," he says. "Can you tell me what it is that's bothering
you?"

"Upset! |I'mworse than upset, Sigfrid, I'ma person who killed nine other people to save
his life! Maybe not 'really'! Maybe not 'on purpose'! But in their eyes | killed them as nuch as
in mne."

"But Rob," he says reasonably, "we've been all over this. They're still alive; they al
are. Tine has stopped for them-"

"I know," | how . "Don't you understand, Sigfrid? That's the point. | not only killed her,
I"mstill killing her!"

Patiently: "Do you think what you just said is true, Rob?"

"She thinks it is! Now, and forever, as long as | live. It's not years ago that it
happened for her. It's only a few mnutes, and it goes on for all of my life. |I'm down here,

getting older, trying to forget, and there's Klara up there in Sagittarius YY, floating around
like a fly in amber!"

| drop to the bare plastic mat, sobbing. Little by little, Sigfrid has been restoring the
whol e office, patching in this decoration and that. There are pi natas hangi ng over nmy head, and a
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hol opi ¢ Lake Garda at Sirmione on the wall, hoverfloats, sailboats, bathers having fun
"Let the pain out, Rob," Sigfrid says gently. "Let it all out.'
"What do you think I'mdoing?" | roll over on the foamstaring at the ceiling. "I could

get over the pain and the guilt, Sigfrid, if she could. But for her it isn't over. She's out
there, stuck in tine."

"Go ahead, Rob," he encourages.

"l am goi ng ahead. Every second is still the newest second in her mind -- the second when
| threw her life away to save ny owmn. |I'Il live and get old and die before she lives past that
second, Sigfrid."

"Keep going, Rob. Say it all."

"She's thinking | betrayed her, and she's thinking it now | can't live with that."

There is a very, very long silence, and at last Sigfrid says:

“You are, you know. "

"What ?" My mind has gone a thousand |ight-years away.

"You are living with it, Rob."

"Do you call this living?" | sneer, sitting up and wi ping ny nose wi th another of his
mllion tissues.

"You respond very quickly to anything | say, Rob," says Sigfrid, "and therefore sonetines
I think your response is a counterpunch. You parry what | say with words. Let me strike home for
once, Rob. Let this sink in: you are living."

Vell, | suppose | am" It is true enough; it is just not very rewardi ng.

Anot her | ong pause, and then Sigfrid says:

"Rob. You know that | ama machine. You also know that nmy function is to deal with human
feelings. | cannot feel feelings. But | can represent themw th nodels, | can analyze them | can
evaluate them | can do this for you. | can even do it for nyself. | can construct a paradi gm
within which | can assess the value of emptions. Quilt? It is a painful thing; but because it is
painful it is a behavior nodifier. It can influence you to avoid guilt-inducing actions, and this
is a valuable thing for you and for society. But you cannot use it if you do not feel it."

"I do feel it! Jesus Christ, Sigfrid, you knowl'mfeeling it!"

"I know, " he says, "that now you are letting yourself feel it. It is out in the open
where you can let it work for you, not buried where it can only harmyou. That is what | amfor
Rob. To bring your feelings out where you can use them"

"Even the bad feelings? Quilt, fear, pain, envy?"

"Quilt. Fear. Pain. Envy. The notivators. The nodifiers. The qualities that |, Rob, do not
have, except in a hypothetical sense, when | make a paradi gm and assign themto nyself for study."
There is another pause. | have a funny feeling about it. Sigfrid s pauses are usually

either to give ne tine to let sonething sink in, or to pernmit himto conpute sone conpl ex chain of
argument about ne. This tinme | think it is me but not about me. And at |ast he says, "You asked
me, Rob."

"Asked you? What was that?"

"You asked nme, 'Do you call this living?" And | answer: Yes. It is exactly what | cal
living. And in nmy best hypothetical sense, | envy it very nuch.”
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