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ONE

WHEN DANNY DALEHOUSE first went to Sofia he did not know it for the first stagein amuch
longer journey, nor that he would meet some of his future companions. He had never heard of that larger
destination, which bore the unattractive name of N-OA Bes-bes Geminorum 8426, or for that matter of
the people. Their names were Nan Dimitrova and Captain Marge Menninger. The occasion wasthe
Tenth Generad Assembly of the World Conference on Exobiology, and the time was not in any way bad
for any of them. It was a springtime season, and for amoment there al the world seemed to be budding
into sweet and friendly life.

There were three thousand peoplein the Great Hall of Culture and Science for the opening session, so
many of them poalitica that the five or x hundred scientists who were actively involved had trouble
finding seats. Even the trand ators were doubled up in their booths. Handsome, hoary old Carl Sagan
delivered the opening invocation, looking like a spry octogenarian instead of whatever incredible age he
redlly was.

He was aready whedling forward to the rostrum as Dan Dalehouse squeezed into a segt at the back of
the hal. Daehouse had never been in Bulgaria before. He had been drawn to the sunny parks, and he
promised himself alook at the museum of centuries-old ikons under St. Stephan's Cathedrd, a
few-blocks away. But he didn't want to miss Sagan, and thefirst plenary sesson was atutoria on tactran
reports. Some of the stuff he had never heard before. That was probably Sagan's work, he thought. Even
as honorary joint chairman, Sagan passed the whole program through his nonsense filter. What was | eft
was sure to be worth hearing. Sagan spoke briefly and cheerfully, and rolled away to a standing ovation.

Because the keynote speaker had been an American, the chairman of the tachyon-transmitter tutorial had
to be from one of the other blocs. That wasinternationd etiquette. He was an Englishman from Fred
Hoyl€e's Cambridge group. A few of the dignitaries from the Fuel Bloc stayed to hear him out of group
solidarity, but most of the other political people left asinconspicuoudy asthey could, and Daehouse was
able to move up to a better seat on the center aide. He settled himsdlf to tolerate the chairman's opening
remarks, lulled by the scent of flowers coming through the open windows— Bulgariamade even lessuse
of ar conditioning than the United States.

Since Food and Fuel had aready been heard from, protocol required that the next space go to People.
So it was a Pakistani who read thefirst paper, entitled "Vita Signatures Reported from Bodies Orbiting
Alpha Draconis, Procyon, 17-Kappa Indi, and Kung's Semistellar Object.”

Da ehouse had been half drowsing, but asthetitle came through his earphones he sat up. "I never heard
of some of those stars" he remarked to his neighbor. "Who isthis guy?'

She pointed to her program and the name: Dr. Ahmed Dulla, Zulfikar Ali Bhutto University, Hyderabad.
As Daehouse leaned over, he discovered that the flower scent was not coming from the windows but
from her, and hetook a closer look. Blond. A little plump, but with a solid, good-natured, pretty face.
Hard to tell the age, but maybe about the same as his, which was mid-thirties. Since hisdivorce,



Dalehouse had become more aware of the sexuality of women colleagues and chance-met femaesin
genera, but also more wary. He smiled thanks and sank back to listen.

Thefirgt part was not exciting. The reports on the probe to Alpha Draconis had aready been published.
He was not greatly interested in hearing again about the photometric measurements that established the
presence of photosynthetic "plant” lifein areducing atmosphere. There were plenty of planetslike that
around that had been scanned and reported by the tachyon probes with their cargoes of instruments—the
whole thing no bigger than agrapefruit, but miraculoudy capable of legping intergtdlar distancesin a
week. The Pakistani seemed intent on repeating every word of every one of the reports, not failing to
comment on the number of other reducing-atmosphere planets discovered and the apparent generdly low
leve of evolved life on them. The Procyon probe had lost itslock, and the reports were at best
ambiguous. Mercifully, Dulladid not dwell on the instrumentation. The data on 17-KappaIndi sounded
better— an oxygen aimosphere, a least, although the temperature range was bad and the signatures
were sketchy—but the real prize was at the end.

Kung's Semigtdlar Object was not much larger than aplanet itself. As sarswent it wastiny, barely big
enough to fuse nuclel and radiate heet, but it had a planet of its own that sounded like fun. Hot. Humid.
Denseair, but about the right partia pressure of oxygen to be congenid to life—including thelife of a
human exploratory party, if anybody cared to spend the money to try it out. And the Signatures were
firgt-rate. Carbon dioxide. Traces of methane, but only traces. Good photometry. The only parameters
missing were radio wavelengths, otherwise it sounded alot like Miami Beach.

The Pakistani then went on to explain how Kung's Star had been discovered by the big fixed radio dish
at Nagchhu Dzong, in the Thanglha hills, and that the discovery had come about as adirect result of the
wisdom and example of the late Chairman Mao. That was not in itself very interesting except to the other
members of the People Bloc, who were nodding grave concurrence, but the planet seemed pretty
gtrange. The trandation had trouble keeping up with the Pakistani, and it wasn't Dalehouse's area of
specia interest anyhow, but he made out that only a part of one hemisphere was covered in the biotic
study. Funny! Nor was he the only one fascinated. He looked up at the bank of trandators, each in their
individua glass cages, like nail clippers and pocket combs behind the windows of avending machine.
Each booth had its draped scarlet curtainstied back with agold sash, very Slavic and incongruous, and
behind them the trandators |ooked like astronauts in their solid-state communications helmets. One of
them was ayoung girl with aswest, plain face, leaning forward to stare at the speaker with an expression
of either incredulity or rapture. Her lips weren't moving; she seemed to be too entranced to function.

Dalehouse borrowed a pencil from the woman next to him and made anote in the margin of his program:
Invstgt Kung's Star, posbl survey grant. He didn't name the planet. It didn't have aname yet, though
he had heard some of the Pegpsrefer to it haf reverently as Son of Kung. It would be called other things,
and worse.

What can be said of someone like Danny Daehouse? Grammar school, high schoal, college, graduate
school; he got his Pretty Heavy Diploma at twenty-six, and jobs were scarce. He managed to teach
freshman biology for ayear, then ayear on agrant in Thilis and more than ayear of post-doctoral
studies, so that he was past thirty before he caught on a Michigan State's new exobiology department.
The marriage that had survived ayear of living on cheese and white wine in Soviet Georgiabegan to
dissolvein East Lansing. He was medium height, viewed charitably—about one seventy centimetersin his
shoes—and dim. He wasn't particularly handsome, either. What he was was smart. He was smart
enough so that in three years at Michigan State he had made himself one of the Food Bloc's top experts
in reading the telemetry from atachyon-transmitter probe and trandating it into agood guess at how



much life the signatures represented—even what kinds of life. Then he was smart enough to figure out
that atelemetry interpreter who got to be nationally known for his skill was going to look too vauable
where he was to be risked on amanned expedition to one of those fascinating, remote worlds. So he
tapered off on the interpretation and resharpened his skills a mountain climbing, sailplaning, and
longdistance running. Y ou never knew what kind of athletic qudities you might need if you were lucky
enough to be one of the fewscore people each year who got tossed to another star.

Being divorced was probably a plus quality. A man without much home life would be judged better able
to concentrate on the job than someone mooning over wife and kidsfifty light-years away. Daehouse
hadn't wanted Polly to leave. But when she did pack up and go, he was quick to see that the divorce
wasn't al bad.

That night in the Aperitif Bar he ran into the blond woman again. He had goneto listen in on the
headliners news conference, but the crowd at that end of the bar was pretty thick, and most of them
seemed to be actual reporters he didn't fed justified in shoving aside. Between their heads and cameras
he caught glimpses of Sagan and losif Shklovskii Sitting together in their life-support chairs at one end of
the narrow room, having their picture taken, and passing smiling comments and an oxygen mask back
and forth to each other. They rolled away toward the elevators, and most of the crowd followed them.
Dalehouse opted for adrink and looked around the bar.

The blond was drinking Scotch with two small, dark, smiling men—no, he redized, she was drinking
Scotch; they were drinking orange juice. The men got up and said good night while he was|ooking for a
placeto st down, and he perceived the opportunity.

"Mindif I join you?I'm Danny Ddehouse, Michigan State,”

"Marge Menninger," she said, and she didn't mind hisjoining her at dl. She didn't mind letting him buy her
another Scotch, and she didn't mind buying him one back, and she didn't mind going out for astroll under
the fat Bulgarian spring moon, and she didn't mind going to hisroom to open his bottle of Bulgarian wine;
and, atogether, the day when Danny Daehouse first heard of Kung's Star was a very successful and
pleasurable one.

The next day, not quite so good.

It began well enough, in the early dawn. They woke in each other's arms and made love again without
changing position. It wastoo early to get anything to egt, so they shared the last of the bottle of wine as
they showered and dressed. Then they decided to go for awalk.

It had rained alittle during the night. The streets were wet. But the air was warm, and in the lovely rose
glow of sunrise, the Maria-Theresa-ydllow buildings were warm peach and friendly.

"The next thing | want to do," said Dalehouse expansively, dipping an arm around Margeswais, "istake
alook at Kung's Star.”

Marge looked a him with adifferent kind of interest. Y ou've got funding for that?"

"Well"—coming down—"no. No, | guess not. MSU launched four tactranslast year, but we've never
had a grant for amanned probe.”

She butted her head againgt his shoulder. ™Y ou're more of an operator than you look."



"Y ou don't come on redl strong, Danny-boy, but you know what you're doing every minute, don't you?
Likelast night. Those two Ay-rabs weren't getting anywhere trying to put the make on me. Then you just
essd right in.”

"I'm not sure | know what we're talking about.”
"No?'

"No, not realy." But she didn't seem about to clarify it, so he went back to what redlly interested him.
"That planet sounds pretty great, Margie. Maybe even industry! Did you get that part? Traces of carbon
monoxide and ozone."

She objected thoughtfully, "There were no radio sgnas.”

"No. Doesn't prove anything. They wouldn't have heard any radio signals from Earth two hundred years
ago, but therewas acivilization there."

She pursed her lips but didn't answer. It occurred to him that something was troubling her, perhaps some
femaething of the sort he had never considered himsalf very good at comprehending. He looked around
for something to cheer her up and said, "Hey, look at those fellows.”

They were strolling past the Dimitrov Mausoleum. In spite of the hour, in spite of the fact that there was
no other human being in Sght, the two honor guards stood absolutely immobilein their antic
musi cal-comedy uniforms, not even thetips of the long curled feethers on their helmets quivering.

Margie glanced, but whatever was on her mind, sightseeing was not part of it. "It would be &t least a
two-year hitch,” she said. "Would you really want to go?'

"I, uh, I think I'd missyou, Margie," he said, misinterpreting her point.
Impatiently, "Ah, no crap. If you had the funding, would you go there?"
llTry rrE.II

"That Pak was s0 flaming pleased with himsalf. He's probably aready got it dl lined up with Heir-of-Mao
for the Pegps to send amanned probe there.”

"Wl that's fine with me, too. | don't want to go for politica reasons. | don't care what country meets
thefirs civilized diens; | just want to be there.”

"| care," she said. She dipped free of himto light acigarette.

Ddehouse stopped and watched her cup her hands around the lighter to shield it from the gentle morning
breeze. They had had agood dedl to drink and not very much deep. He could fed acertain interior
frailty as aconsequence, but Marge Menninger seemed unaffected. Thiswasthe first time he had goneto
bed with awoman without the exchange of severa chapters of autobiography. He didn't know her at al
in hismind, only through hissenses.

The other thing in Dalehouse's thoughts was that in the 10:00 A.M. session he had a paper to
give—"Preliminary Studiestoward a First Contact with Subtechnological Sentients' —and he wanted
enough time to add some comments about the planet of Kung's Star.

He sneaked aglance a hiswatch: 7:30—plenty of time. The city was till quiet. Somewhere out of sSight



he could hear thefirgt tram of the morning. Far down the Street where they walked he could see two city
gendarmes gtralling hand in hand, their batons swinging from the outside hand of each. Nothing else
seemed to be happening in Sofia. It made him think of hisown homein East Lansing &t that same
promising time of day and year, when the university was running at half-speed for the summer sessons
and on decent mornings he walked or biked to his office to enjoy the peace. And, of course, sincethe
divorce, to get out of hisempty house.

To be sure, he reminded himsdlf, Sofiawas not in the least like East Langing: flat and urban, where his
home was hilly and carpeted with solid quarter-acre split-levels. And Marge Menninger was not in the
least like absent Polly, who had been dark, tiny, quick, and easily bored. What exactly was Marge
Menninger like? Da ehouse had not quite made up his mind. She seemed to be different people.

Y esterday in the Great Hall of Culture and Science she had been another academic colleague; last night,
exactly what every dl-American boy would liketo find in hisbed. But who was she thismorning? They
weren't rolling with their arms around each other's waists anymore. Marge was ameter away and alittle
ahead of him, moving briskly, smoking with intendity, and staring straight aheed.

She seemed to reach adecision, and glanced at him. "Michigan State University, Ingtitute of Extrasolar
Biology. Daniel Daehouse, B.A., M.S,, Ph.D. | guess| didn't tell you that | saw a preprint of your paper
before| left Washington.”

"You did?' Hewas gartled.

"Interesting paper. Makes me think you're serious about wanting to go. Danny-boy, | might be able to
hep you."

"Hdp mehow?"

"With money, dear man. That'sal I've got to give. But | think | can give someto you. In case you didn't
notice my name tag when you were taking my clothes off, that'swhat | do for aliving. I'mwith
SERDCOM."

"Praise COM fromwhom dl blessngsflow,” Danny said fervently; it wasthe annua grantsfrom the
Space Exploration, Research and Development Commisson that kept Daehouse's ingtitute green. "How
come|'ve never seen you when | go to Washington with my begging bowl ?*

"I've only been there since February. I'm vice-secretary for new projects. Job didn't exit till the first of
theyear, and | wangled it. Before then | was teaching the stuff at my dmamater . . . among other
subjects; we didn't have much of an extrasolar department. It'sasmall school, and it fell on hard times
even while | was ill an undergraduate. Well? What about it?"

"About what?'
"Were you creaming? Or do you want agrant for amanned trip to Kung's Star?"
"I do! Chrigt, yes, | do, | do."

Shetook hishand in one of hers, patted it with the other. Y ou may regard it as settled. Hello, what's
llBlJt_ll
"l said settled.”" Shewas no longer looking at him; something had caught her attention. They had cometo

alarge park, and off to their right wasamal leading up to amonument. Flanking the entrance to the mall
were two heroic groups of bronze statuary.



Daehouse followed her toward them, fedling dazed aswell as hung over; it had not sunk inyet. |
suppose | ought to submit aproposa,” he said tentatively.

"Y ou bet. Send me adraft first before you put it through channels.” She was examining the bronzes. "Will
you look at this stuff!"

Dal ehouse ingpected them without interest. "It'sawar memorid,” he said. " Soldiers and peasants.”

"Sure, but it isn't that old. That'satommy gun that soldier isholding . . . and there's one on amotorbike.
And look— some of the soldiers are women."

She bent down and inspected the Cyrillic lettering. "Damn. Don't know what it says. But it's the workers
and peasants welcoming liberators, right? It hasto be the last of the Big Ones—World War Two. Let's
see, thisis Bulgaria, so that must be the Red Army chasing the Germans out and al the Bulgarians
bringing them flowers and hearty fraterna-solidarity handshakes and glasses of clear spring water. Wow!
Jesus, Danny, both my grandfathers fought in thiswar, and one grandmother—two on one side, one on
the other."

Dalehouse looked at her with amusement and fondness, if not full comprehension; it was strangeto find
anyone who took such aninterest in actua foot-dogging fighting these days, when everyone knew that

war was Smply priced out of the market for any nation that wanted to survive. "What about your other
grandmother? Some kind of dacker?'

Shelooked up at him for amoment. "She died in the bombings” she said. "Hey, thisisfun.”

The bronzes were certainly military enough for any war fan. Every figure was expressing courage, joy,
and resolution in maxima socidigt-redist style. They had been sculptured to fit in foursguare oblong
blocks, with al the figuresfitted into each other to conform; they looked alot like abox of frozen
sardines writhing around each other. Margi€'sinterest in the sculpture was itsdf attracting interest,

Da ehouse saw; the gendarmes had reached the end of their beat and were passing nearby on the return,
watching benignly.

"What's so much fun about soldiers?' he asked.

"They're my trade, dear Dan. Didn't you know? Marjorie Maude Menninger, Captain, USA, late of
West Point, or late of the practicaly late West Point, as| sometimes say. Y ou should see mein uniform.”
Shelighted another cigarette, and when she passed it to him for adrag he realized she had not been
smoking tobacco.

She held the smoke, then exhded it in along plume. "Ah, those were the days," she said dreamily, gazing
at the bronzes. "L ook at that prunt holding the baby up in the air. Know what he's saying to the other
soldier?'Go ahead, Ivan. I'll hold the kid while you rape her mommy; then you hold the kid and it's my
turn." “

Ddehouse laughed. Encouraged, Margie went on. "And that young boy is saying, 'Hey, glorious Red
Army soldier, you like my sister? Chocolate? Russki cigaretti? And the WAC that's taking the flowers
from the woman, she's saying, 'So, comrade! Stealing agricultura produce from the people's parks!
Make no mistake about it, it'salong time in the camps for you!" Course, by the time the Soviets got here
the Germans were finished anyhow, but—"

"Magie" hesad.
"—dill, it must have been pretty exciting—"



"Hey, Margie! Let'smoveon,” he said uneasily. He had suddenly redlized that the gendarmes were no
longer smiling, and remembered, alittle late, that al the municipa police had been given language lessons
for the conference.

TWO

WHAT ONE COULD SAY about Ana Dimitrovawas hardly necessary to spell out, because it was
gpparent on first meeting: she was a swest, cheerful girl with acapacity for love. Sometimes she had the
grinding tension headaches that were typica of the people whose corpora callosa had been cut through,
and then shewas disoriented, irritable, sometimes dmost sick with pain. But she excused hersdlf and
bore them in private whenever she could.

She woke up early, as she had planned, and stole into the kitchen to make teawith her own hands. No
powdered trash for Ahmed! When she brought it in to him he opened those heartbresking long lashes
and smiled at her, crinkling the dark brown eyes. ™Y ou are too good to me, Nan," he said in Urdu. She
et the cup down beside him and bent to touch his cheek with hers. Ahmed did not believein kissing,
except under circumstances which, while she enjoyed them, were not included in her present plans.

"Let'sget dressed quickly,” she proposed. "I want to show you my good monster.”
"Mongter?!

"You'll see." She escaped his grasp and retreated to the shower, where she let the hot water beat on her
templesfor along time. The solid-state helmet often brought on the headaches, and she did not want one
today.

Later, while shewas drying her long brown hair, Ahmed camein sllently and ran hisfingersdong the
narrow scar in her scalp. "Dear Nan," he said, "so much trouble to go to to learn Urdu. | learned it for
nothing.”

She leaned againgt him for amoment, then wrapped the towe around herself and scolded gently. "There
isnotimefor thisif we are going to see my mongter in the dawn light. Also, it was not to learn languages
that | had my brain split. It was only to be able to trandate them better.”

"Wewould not do such athing in Pekistan,” he said, but she knew he was only being dear.

Outsde the bathroom door, listening to him squawk and grumble asthe cold water hit him, Nan thought
serioudy about Ahmed. She was apractical person. She was quite willing to sacrifice amaterid good for
aprinciple or afeding, but she preferred to know clearly what the stakes were. For her love game with
Ahmed, the stakes were pretty high. Bulgaria, like the Soviet Union, was among the most People-tolerant
of the food-exporting nations, but the lines of international politicswere ill clear. They would be ableto
see each other only seldom and with difficulty unless one or the other of them renounced citizenship. She
knew that one would not be Ahmed.

How deeply did she want to be involved with this dear Pakistani? Could she share alife in the crowded,
dow cities of the People Bloc? She had seen them. They were charming enough. But adiet of mosily
grain, anearly tota lack of personal machines, the inward-turning of the People Bloc minds—were they
what she wanted? Congenid to visit, pleasant and quaint for aday or amonth . . . but therest of her life?



She dressed quickly without deciding theissue. One part of her mind was on what she was doing, the
other on rehearsing her plansfor that day's work at the conference; nothing was left for Ahmed. She
made the bed while he was dressing, put away the washed dishes and glasses, and dmost tugged him out
the door.

The sky was bright pink, but the sun was just appearing; there wastimeif they hurried. She led him down
the stairs— no waiting for the tiny cranked elevator—and out into the courtyard, then quickly away from
the univerdity to an intersection of two boulevards. She stopped and turned around.

"There, see?’

Ahmed sguinted into the sunrise. "'l see the cathedra,” he grumbled.
"Yes, that'sit. And the mongter?"

"Mongter?lsit in the cathedra ?'

"It isthe cathedrd."

"St. Stephan'sisamongter?. .. Ohl Yes, | think | see. Those windows up high, they are the eyes? And
those windows lined up underneath. They are the teeth.”

"It'ssmiling at us, do you see? And there are the ears, and the nose."

Ahmed was not looking at the cathedral any more, but at her. "Y ou are such astrange girl. | wonder
what sort of Pakistani you would make."

Nan caught her breath. "No! It'stoo much. Please don't talk like that." Shetook hisarm. "Please, let's
justwalk."

"I have not had any breskfast, Ana."

"Theré's plenty of time." She guided him through the smdl park to the university, and down toward the
larger one. Shelaughed. "Have you forgiven mefor trandating you so badly into Bulgarian?"

"I would not have known how bad it wasif you had not told me."

"It was bad enough, Ahmed. | was looking at you when you were talking about this Kung's Star, and |
forgot to trandate.”

He glanced a her cautioudy. "Do you know," he said, "Heir-of-Mao is personaly interested in this
planet. It was he who chose the name for the quasi-stellar object. He was there at the observatory when
it was discovered. | think—"

"What do you think, Ahmed?'
"I think exciting thingswill happen,” he said obscurely.
She laughed and lifted his hand to touch her cheek.

"Ang," he said, and stopped in the middle of the boulevard. "Listen to me. It isnot impossible, you know.
Evenif | wereto be away for atime, after that, for you and me, it would not be impossible.”

"Please, dear Ahmed—"



"Itisnot impossible! | know," he said bitterly, oblivious of the fact that they were standing in the middle
of theroad, "that Pakistan isapoor country. We do not have food to export, like you and the
Americans, and we do not have ail like the Middle Eastern states and the English. So we join with the
countriesthat areleft.”

"| respect Pakistan very much.”

"Y ou were achild when you were there" he said severdly. "But al the sameit is hot impossible to be
happy, even in the People Bloc."

A trolleybus was coming, three carslong and dmost silent on its rubber-tired wheels. Nan tugged him out
of theway, glad for the chance to change the subject.

The difficulty with internationa conferences, she thought, was that you met political opponents, and
sometimes they did not seem like opponents. She had not meant thisinvolvement with someone from the
other sde. She certainly did not want itsinconvenience and pain. She knew what the stakeswere. Asa
trandator with four fully mastered languages and half a dozen partials, she had been al over the
world—largely within the Food Bloc, to be sure, but even so, that included Moscow and Kansas City
and Rio and Ottawa. She had met defectors from the other sides. There had been aWelsh girl in
Sydney; there were two or three Japanese on the faculty of the university, her own neighborsin Sofia
They dwaystried desperately to belong, but they were dways different.

Both the morning and Ahmed were too beautiful for such unhappy thoughts. That part of her mind which
daydreamed and worried went from worry to daydream; the other part of her mind, the perceiving and
interpreting part, had been following some events across the boulevard and now commanded her
attention.

"Look," shesaid, clutching at an excuse to divert Ahmed's attention, "what's going on over there?" It was
on the Liberation Mall. The blond woman she had seen at one of the receptions was having an argument
with two militiamen. One had her by the arm. The other wasfingering his stun-stick and talking severely
to aman, ayoungish professorid type, also from the conference.

Ahmed said, uninterested, " Americans and Bulgarians. Let the Fats settle their problems between
themsdves™

"No, redly! Nanindgsted. "l must seeif | can help.”

But inthe long run al that Nan Dimitrova accomplished was to get herself arrested too.

It was the American woman's fault. Even an American should have known better than to make
chauvinist-filth jokes about the Red Army within earshot of the police of the capitdl of the most
Russophile of nations. If she hadn't known that much, at least she should have known better thanto insst
on her treaty right to have the American ambassador informed of the incident. Up to that point the
militiamen were only looking for an opportunity to finish reprimanding the culprits and stroll away.
Afterwardsit was amatter with internationa repercussons.

The only good thing about it was that Ahmed didn't get involved. Nan sent him away. He left willingly
enough, even amused. The rest of them, the two Americans and Nan hersdlf, were taken to the People's
Pdace of Justice. Because it was a Sunday morning, they had to sit for hours on bare wood benchesin
an interrogation room until amagistrate could be found.



No one came near them. No one would have minded in the least, Nan was sure, if they had accepted the
invitation of the open door and dipped silently away. But she did not want to do that by hersdf. The
Americans were not willing to take the chance, the woman because she appeared to think some sort of
principle was involved, the man evidently because the woman wasinvolved. She eyed them with
displeasure, especialy the bleached blond, at least five kilostoo well fed, even for the Food Bloc. You
cannot choose your dlies, she thought. The man seemed to be dl right, if not too fastidious about whom
heindulged his sexud prankswith. Still, asthe time passed and the militiamen brought them croissants
and strong tea, the confinement drew them together. They chatted cheerfully enough until the peopl€'s
magidirate at last arrived, gruffly refused to hear any talk of treaties or ambassadors, instructed them in
future to use the common sense God had given them and the good manners their mothers had no doubt
taught them, and let them go.

By then they had completely missed the 10:00 A.M. session of the conference. Almost as bad, they had
missed the specia lunches arranged for the delegates. Asit wasa Sunday morning in spring, every
restaurant in Sofiawas booked full with private wedding parties, and none of them got any lunch at all.

That wasthefirgt time the three of them met.
The second was very much later, and very, very far avay.

Danny Daehouse found that a colleague had read his paper for him. So missing the morning sesson
turned out not to have been an utter disaster, and in fact looked like producing ahell of abig plus.
Margie was bright enough to redlize she'd been dumb, and ego-strong enough to admit it. However
serious Margie had been about the grant while strolling down the boulevard, full of wine, pot, and roses,
now she was rueful enough to remember her promise.

All the way home from the conference in the clamjet, Dalehouse sat with his notebook on hisknee,
drawing up aproposd, until it wastime to go to his bunk. By dawn they were over white-and-brown
L abrador, the jet moving more dowly through the cold night air. Dalehouse ate his breakfast done,
except for adeepy TWA stewardess to scramble his eggs and pour his coffee, and looked out at the
clouds asthe clamjet roller-coastered in and out of them, wondering what the planet of Kung's Star
would belike.

THREE

THE DAY AFTER Marge Menninger got back to her Washington office, she received Daehouse's draft
proposal. But she had already begun the process of getting it granted.

She had | ft the conference early to catch aride on aNASA hydrojet, arough and expensiveride but a
fast one, back to her apartment in Houston. From there she had called the deputy undersecretary of state
for culturd affairs. It was after office hours, but she got through with no trouble. Marge was on easy
terms with the deputy undersecretary. She was his daughter. Once she had told him she'd had a pleasant
trip she cameright to the point:

"Poppa, | need agrant for amanned interstellar flight.”

Therewas ashort slence. Then he said, "Why?"



Marge scratched under her navel, thinking of al the reasons she could have given. For the advancement
of human knowledge? For the potentia economic benefit of the United States and the rest of the
food-producing world? For the sake of her promise to Danny Dalehouse? All of these were reasons
which were important to someone or other, and some of them important to her; but to her father she gave
only the one reason that would prevail: "Because if we don't do it the son-of-a-bitching Pakswill."

"By themselves?' Even three thousand kilometers away, she heard the skepticism.
"The Chinese will put up the hard stuff. They'reinit too."

"Y ou know what it'sgoing to cost.” It wasn't aquestion; they both knew the answer. Even atactran
message capsule cost a couple million dollars to trangport from one star system to another, and they
weighed only afew kilos. What she had in mind was at least ten people with dl their gear: shewas asking
for billionsof dallars.

"Alot," shesad, "but it'sworth it."

Her father chuckled admiringly. ™Y ou've aways been an expensive child, Margie. How are you going to
get it past thejoint committee?”

"I think | can. Let meworry about that, poppa.”
"Um. Wdl, I'll hdp from thisend. What do you want from me right now?"

Marge hesitated. It was an open phone connection, and so she chose her words carefully. "1 asked that
Pak for acopy of hisfull report. Of course, I'm alittle handicapped until | get my handsoniit.”

"Of course" her father agreed. "Anything se?!

"Theresnot much | can do until | seethefull report.”

"l understand. Well. What eseis new?How did you like our brave Bulgarian allies?'
Shelaughed. "I guessyou know | got arrested.”

"l only wonder it doesn't happen more often. Y ou're aterrible person, love. You didn't get it from my
sdeof thefamily.”

"I'll tell mom you said that," she promised, and hung up; and o, by the time she was back in Washington,
she had received by a private route amicrofilmed copy of the Pakistani's entire report, ready trandated
for her. Sheread it over diligently, making notes. Then she pushed them away and leaned back in her
chair.

The son-of-a-bitching Pak had held back a lot. In his private report, three times asthick asthe one he
had read in Sofia, there was an inventory of mgor life forms. He hadn't mentioned that at al in Sofia. At
least three species seemed to possess some sort of socid organization: akind of arthropod; atunneling
species, warm-blooded and soft-skinned; and an avian species—no, not avian, she corrected herself.
They spent most of their timein the air, but without having developed wings. They were balloonigts, not
birds.

Three socid specied At least one of them might well beintelligent enough to be civilized.

That brought her back to Danny Daehouse, his paper on first contact with sentient lifeforms at the
subtechnological leve, and his draft proposa. She looked again at the bottom line of the proposa and



grinned. Y oung Danny didn't have any hangups about asking for what he wanted. The bottom linewas
seventeen billion dollars.

Seventeen billion dallars, she reflected, was about the assessed valuation of Manhattan Idand . . . the
GNP of any of twenty-five or thirty of theworld'snations. . . two months worth of the United Statesfuel
deficit in the balance of payments. It was alot of money.

She put the papers and her notesin abright red folder samped MOST SECRET and locked them
away. Then she began to get Danny Da ehouse what he wanted.

There was alot to be said about Marge Menninger, and the most important thing was that she aways
knew what she wanted. She wanted alot, and alot of different things. Her motivations were clearly and
hierarchicaly arranged in her mind. Thethird or fourth thing from the top waslikdly to be achieved. The
second was a near certainty. But the one on top was ironbound.

A week |ater she had Daehouse's final proposal and an appointment to testify before the House-Senate
Joint Committee on Space Development. She used the week to good purpose, first to tell Daehouse (on
the phone, and spelled out by facamileimmediatdly afterwards) how to change his proposa to maximize
its chances of gpprovd, then to fill in the few gapsin her knowledge of what was required.

To throw atranamitter capsule or a shipload of human beings from one star to another, you first haveto
put them in orbit.

Tachyon transportation itsalf isamode of technologica eegance. Once you have elevated your capsule
to its proper charge state, it becomes obedient to tachyonic laws. It moves easily at faster-than-light
Speeds, covering interstellar distances to any point in the galaxy in amatter of days. It uses surprisingly
little energy in the process. The paradox of the tachyon isthat it requires more energy to go dow than to
gofad.

Getting the capsule to the charge Sate is the hardest part. For that you need arather bulky launch
platform. The platform is expensive. More than thet, it is heavy.

Getting the platform into orbit isnot eegant at al. It isbrute force. A hundred kilograms of fuel haveto
burn for every gram launched in the tachyon state. Fud isfuel. Y ou can burn ail, or you can burn
something you make by using oil to make it—say, liquid hydrogen and liquid oxygen. Either way, in
excess of haf amillion metric tons of oil had to burn to get ten people and minimum equipment on their
way to Kung's Star.

Haf amillion metric tond

It wasn't just the dollar vaue. It was four supertankersfull of fud, dl of which had to come from one of
the fuel-exporting nations, which were showing sgns of throwing their weight around again. The
QUIP-Threeinterbloc conferences (Quotas for Imports and Prices) were going badly for the
food-exporting countries. If Marge didn't get the expedition well begun, with the necessary fuel tucked
away inthe big tank farms at Galveston or Bayonne, the increasing fud prices would drive the costiswell
past even Danny Daehouse's estimates.

When all thefigures were safely transferred from paper to the inside of her head, Marge locked her desk
in the Washington office. She headed for Hearing Room 201 in the old Rayburn Office Building with the
knowledge that her work was cut out for her.

The obstacles might have deterred another person. Marge did not accept deterrence. Her disciplined
mind dissected the immediate problem into its components, and she concentrated her attention on the



attack for each. The problem with the joint committee separated easily into four parts: the chairman, the
minority leader, the chief counsel for the committee, and Senator Lenz. She prepared her strategiesfor
each.

The minority leader was her father'sfriend and could safely beleft to him.

The chairman was ambitious to be president. He would be likely to make waves whenever he saw a
chance for publicity. Theway to dea with him wasto keep alow profile and give him aslittle opportunity
to take a campaign position as possible. After she was sworn in and read her prepared statement, he was
thefirgt to question her.

THE CHAIRMAN. Well, madam, I'm sure your motives are of the worthiest, but do you know how
hard we're working here on the Hill to keep the deficit down?

CAPT. MENNINGER: | certainly do, Mr. Senator.

THE CHAIRMAN. And yet you expect usto give you God knows how many billion dollarsfor this
project?

That was promising! He hadn't said "this hairbrained project” or "this preposterous extravagance.”

CAPT. MENNINGER. | don't "expect” it, senator. | hopefor it. | hope the committee will approve the
proposa, because in my judgment it is an investment that will be returned manyfold for years and yearsto
come.

THE CHAIRMAN. We can't spend the taxpayers money on hopes.

CAPT. MENNINGER. | know that and appreciateiit. It isn't hope I'm asking you to share. It's
judgment. Not only mine, but the collective judgment of the best-informed expertsin this area.

THE CHAIRMAN. Um. Well, there are many worthy claims based on very sound judgment. We can't
grant dl of them.

CAPT. MENNINGER. Of course, senator. | wouldn't be hereif | wasn't confident of your fairness and
competence.

THE CHAIRMAN. Wdll, do any of my distinguished colleagues have questions for thiswitness?

They did, but they were mostly perfunctory. The important people, like Senator Lenz and the minority
leader, held back for another occasion; the minor members were principally concerned with getting their
own positions on record.

The chief counsel was atrickier problem. He was smart. He was aso wholly dedicated to making his
bosses |ook good by keeping the joint committee out of trouble. Margi€'s hope was to make saying yes
look less troublesome than saying no.

MR. GIANPAOLO. Y ou spoke of returns on an investment. Do you mean actual cash or some abstract



kind of knowledge or virtue?
CAPT. MENNINGER. Oh, both, Mr. Gianpaolo.
MR. GIANPAOLO. Redly, Ms. Menninger? Dallar returns?

CAPT. MENNINGER. Based on prior experience and what is aready known about this planet, yes.
Definitely.

MR. GIANPAOLO. Can you give us an idea of what these dollar returnswill be?

CAPT. MENNINGER. In broad terms, yes, Mr. Gianpaolo. The tactran reports indicate valuable raw
materials and the presence of intelligent life—at least, anear certainty of the former and astrong
possibility of thelatter. Of course, these are only instrument reports.

MR. GIANPAOLO. Which, as| understand it, are subject to conflicting interpretations.

CAPT. MENNINGER. Exactly, Mr. Gianpaolo, and that iswhy it is necessary to send a manned
expedition out. The whole reason for the expedition isto find out what we can't find out in any other way.
If we knew what it would find, we wouldn't have to send it. But thereisadifferent kind of return that |
think is even moreimportant. | think of it as"leadership.”

MR. GIANPAOLO. Leadership?

CAPT. MENNINGER. The whole free world of food-exporting nations looks to usfor that leadership,
Mr. Gianpaolo. | don't believe any of uswantsto fail them. Thisisan opportunity that comesonly oncein
alifetime. | am here because | cannot in al conscience take the respongbility for losingit. Itis, inthefina
anayss, thiscommitteg's burden to carry.

Since nothing would be decided in open session, Marge was confident there would be time to make the
members understand thet that "burden” could best be unloaded by voting her the money.

If Marge Menninger had had her druthers, the testifying would have stopped there. But Gianpaolo was
orchestrating the event. He was too wise to end on the note she preferred. He blunted her dramatic
impact by dragging along series of technica data out of her—"Y es, Mr. Gianpaolo, | understand that the
planet's surface gravity is point seven six that of Earth, and its atmospheric pressure about thirty percent
higher. But the oxygen leve is about the same." He read her quotes about the "' semi-greenhouse effect”
and asked her what was meant by someone's remarks about “the inexhaustible reserve of outgassing
from the cold Sde, asinterior heat boils out volatiles." He got her, and himself, into along complication
about whether the designation of the star they were talking about was redlly Bes-bes Geminorum 8326
or Bes-bes Geminorum 8426 according to the New OAO Genera Catal ogue—apparently both were
given, because some typist made amistake—until the chairman got restive. Then, satisfied that the

audience was more than half adeep, he called for aten-minute recess and returned to the attack.

MR. GIANPAOLO. Captain Menninger, I'm sure you know what it coststo launch a
tachyon-transmitted space vessdl. First—

CAPT. MENNINGER. Yes, dr, | believel do.



MR. GIANPAOLO. Firgt thereisthe immense expense of the launching vehicleitself. The costsfor that
aone, | beieve, arein the neighborhood of six billion dollars.

CAPT. MENNINGER. Yes, gr. But asthe vice-president announced in his message to the Tenth
Generd Assembly of the World Conference on Exobiology, we aready have such alaunch vehicle. It
can be used for alarge number of missions.

MR. GIANPAOLO. But asthe vice-president aso announced, the time of that vehicleisfully booked.
Prelaunch aming timeisasmuch asthirty days.

CAPT. MENNINGER. Yes, sr.

MR. GIANPAOLO. But your schedule callsfor alaunch to this— what isthe name of it?
CAPT. MENNINGER. It has been referred to as " Son of Kung," sir, but that name is not official.
MR. GIANPAOLO. | hope not. Y ou want alaunch every ten days.

CAPT. MENNINGER. Yes, sir. Essentia backup.

MR. GIANPAOL O. Which means cancdling the mining survey misson to Procyon IV. | am sureyou
know that this planet has been identified as having avery dense core, with therefore agood potentia for
supplies of uranium and other fissilesfor our power plants.

The British had sent that probe out. Meticuloudy they had announced that under existing internationa
agreements they were making the telemetry public. That wasal public knowledge. Gianpaolo was just
getting on the record.

CAPT. MENNINGER. Yes, gr. Of course, that works out as avery margina operation, considering the
investment necessary to mine and refine uranium and to ship it to us back here. The Bes-bes Geminorum
planet has much more potentid—as | have dready testified.

MR. GIANPAOLO. Yes, Captain Menninger, you have made us aware of your opinions.

And that was dl hogwash. What the British had not announced, but what both Marge and Gianpaolo
knew from previous briefing, was that British scintillation counters had found no ionizing radiation to
speak of in Procyon 1V's rather unpleasant atmaosphere. Uranium there might be, but if so, it was
thousands of meters deep. Marge was getting on the record too, athough this particular record was
private.

By the time she was through testifying, she was sdtisfied that things were moving in the right direction.

There remained the problem of Senator Lenz. He had far more musclein the committee, and in the
Senate generdly, than anyone e se—even the chairman. He had to be dedlt with individudly and
privately, and Marge had plansfor that.

She booked her return to Houston the long way around, by way of Denver. Her father drove her to



Dulles Airport in hisown car. Well, actudly it wasn't hisown. It belonged to a government agency. So
did Godfrey Menninger, when you came right down to it. The car was both a perquisite of rank and an
indispensable necessity in what he did for the agency; twice aday, other employees of the agency went
over it with eectronic sniffers and radio probes to make sure it had been neitheHbombed nor bugged.

God Menninger told his daughter, "Y ou did pretty well a the hearing.”
"Thanks, poppa. And thanks for that Pak's report.”

"Had what you wanted in it?"

"Y ep. Will you talk to the minority leader for me?"

"Already have, honey."

N

"Oh, he'sdl right. If you get past Gus Lenz, | think you've got the committee taken care of. He didn't say
much a the hearing."

"I didn't expect himto."

Her father waited, but as Marge did not go on he did not pursue the question. He said, "Therésa
follow-up on your Pakistani friend. He's a some kind of ameeting at K'ushui, aong with some pretty

high-powered people.”
"K'ushui? What the hell isaK'ushui ?*

"Wadl," said her father, "1 kind of wish | could give you abetter answer than | know. It'saplacein
Sinkiang province. We haven't had, uh, very full reportsyet. But it's not far from Lop Nor and not too far
from the big radio dish, and Heir-of-Mao's been there five or Six timesin the past year."

"It sounds as though they're going to move."

"l would say so. | plugged in your estimates, and the best interpretation isthat Heir-of-Mao's starting to
do what you want usto do.”

"Shit!"

"Not toworry," said her father. "1 told that to the minority leader in strictest confidence. And | have no
doubt helll tell Gianpaolo. Soit'll work for you, you know."

"] wanted to befirst!"

"First doesn't dways pick up the marbles, honey. How many people discovered Americabefore the
English put it in their pocket? Anyway, tell me what's so interesting about this planet.”

Margie looked out a the high-rise gpartmentsin the Virginia suburbs, ziggurats climbing away from the
south exposure with the black-on-black textured squares of their solar heating panels.

"Itwasdl in Ahmed Dullas report, poppa.”
"l didn't reed it."

"Pity. Well, theres alittle star with alot of crummy little planets and one big one about the size of Earth.



Gravity'salittle lighter. Air'salittle denser. It'salot of real estate, poppa. And it reeks of life.”
"Wevefound life before.”

"Mossesand jdlyfish! Crydta thingsthat you can call diveif you want to. Thisisdifferent. Thisisabiota
asvaried as our own, maybe. Maybe even acivilization. The planet'sinteresting in another way, too. It
doesn't rotate, | mean relative to its primary—Ilike the moon doesn't rotate rel ative to Earth. So thellit
sdeof it hasasuninthe ky dl thetime."

Her father ligtened comfortably, scratching his abdomen just below the nave, while his daughter went on
about the planet. When she paused for breath, he said, "Wait aminute, honey." He leaned forward to
turn on the radio; even in aroutingy debugged car God Menninger didn't take chances. Over the twang
of synthetic guitars he said, "There's something ese you ought to know. The fud countries aretalking
among themselves about a sixty percent pricerise.”

"Jesus, poppa I'll never drink another shot of Scotch!™
"No, it'snot the British thistime. It'sthe Chinese, funnily enough.”
"But they're people exporterd ™

"They're anything-they-like exporters,” her father corrected. "The only reason they're in the People Bloc
isthat they can swing more weight there. Heir-of-Mao plays his own game. Thistime he dipped the
word to the Greasies that Chinawas going to raise its own prices unilaterally, whatever the bloc votesto
do. So that was dl the hard-linersin Caracas and Edinburgh needed. The Saudis werefor it, of course.
They want to stretch out what oil they've got |eft. And the Indonesians and the rest of the little onesjust
have to go dong with the big boys." He paused thoughtfully. " So your coming dong with achit for haf a
million tons of oil getsalittle complicated right now."

"| seethat, poppa What are we going to do? | don't mean about my project, | mean the country.”

"What we are not going to do," he said grimly, "israise grain prices. We can't. Heir-of-Mao'sjoker is
that the priceriseisfor export sdles only. He considers any saesinside the People Bloc as domestic. So
he's salling cheap to the Pegps, and that means they're getting what they need for irrigation and fertilizer at
bargain-basement prices. If weraise the price well make it worth their while to stop importing in another
three or four years. We could stand it in this country, maybe. But the Soviets, the Indochinese, the
Bulgarians, the Brazilians, and the rest of the Latins—they couldn't handleit. Their economieswould be
wrecked. 1t would break up the bloc. No doubt that's what Heir-of-Mao hasin mind.”

He parked the car in the Dulles short-term |ot. Before snapping off theradio he said, "It won't happen for
acouple of months, | think. So you want to get your project on the way asfast asyou can.”

Marge did out into the damp, hot evening air. The humped backs of boarding clamjetsloomed over the
parking lot hedge. They could hear the noise of two of them warming up and the gentler rush of another
taking off.

Marge followed her father as he picked up her bag and started toward the terminal. "Poppa,” she said,
"can | tdl the senator about, uh, that?*

"Chrigt, no! Not that he doesn't probably know it already. But you aren't supposed to know."

Surprisingly, she laughed. "Wéll, | was going to handle it adifferent way anyway. Hey, hold it, poppa. I'm
not taking the Houston flight."



"You'renot?'
"Uh-uh. I'm going home by adifferent route.”

Menninger kissed his daughter good-bye at the check-in counter for the Denver clamjet. He watched her
disappear into the gate tunnel with mingled admiration and rue. He had been thinking about asking just
how she proposed to handle Senator Lenz, but he didn't have to. Thiswas the flight Lenz would be on.

Because it wasanight flight, the jet sat there for twenty minutes of preheating before it could take off.
The passengers had to be aboard, and the stews scurried up and down with ear stoppers and sympathy.
The best heat sourcethereisisajet turbine. The enginesthat would thrust the plane through the air in
actud flight were now rotated inward, the shell-shaped baffles diverting the blast to pour countless
thousands of BTUsinto the clam-shaped lifting section.

Marge took advantage of the time to scrub her face, brush her hair, and change her makeup. She had
seen the senator come aboard. She debated changing from her uniform into something more femae and
decided againgt it. Wasn't necessary. Wasn't advisable. It might look calculating, and Marge calculated
carefully waysto avoid looking caculating.

The full-energy roar of the warm-up jets stopped, and everyone belted in for takeoff. That was a gentler
sound. The clamjet bounced afew times and soared steeply up.

As soon asthey were at cruising atitude Marge left her cubicle and ordered adrink in the forward
firg-classlounge. In a couple of minutes Senator Lenz was standing over her, smiling.

Adrian Lenz had two terms and two days seniority in the Senate; afriendly governor had appointed him
tofill aforty-eight-hour vacancy just for the sake of the extrarank it would give him over other senators
elected the same year. Even so, he was not much over forty. Helooked younger than that. He had been
divorced twice; the Colorado voters laughed about their swinging senator's bad luck but redlected him
without much fuss. He could have been chairman of hisown committee, but had chosen instead to serve
on committees that were of more interest—and more visibility. One of these days" Gus' Lenz was going
to be the President of the United States, and everyone knew it.

"Margie" hesad, "l knew thiswas going to be aniceflight, but until now I didn't know why."
Margie patted the seat beside her. "Y ou going to give me my seventeen billion?" she asked.
Lenz laughed. "Y ou don't waste time, Margie.”

"l don't have time to waste. The Pegps are going to go there if we don't. They're probably going to go
anyhow. It'sarace."

He frowned and nodded toward the stewardess; dight, dark, she wore her United Airlinesuniform likea
sari. When the drinks were served he said, "1 listened to your testimony, Margie. It sounded good. |
don't know if it sounded seventeen billion dollars worth of good.”

"There was some materia in the supplementary statement you might not have had a chanceto read. Did
you notice the part about the planet having its own sun?"

"I'm not sure.

"Itssmdll but not very far away. Thething mostly radiatesin the lower wavelengths. There€'s not too



much visblelight, but ahell of alot of heat. And the planet doesn't turninrelationtoit, soit'saways
hanging there"

ll%?l
"So energy, senator. Solar power! Economical.”
"I don't understand exactly what you're saying. Y ou mean this substellar thing is hotter than our sun?!

"No, it'snot nearly as hot. But it'salot closer. Theimportant thing isit doesn't move. What'sthe big
problem with solar power here? The sun doesn't stay put. It wanders around al over the sky, and half the
timeit'snot in the sky at all, because it's night here and so the sun's on the other side of the earth. | mean,
look at our ship here. We had to preheet for nearly half an hour to get the gaslight enough to lift, because
it'safter dark. On the side of the planet that faces its sun—the only side that interests me, Gus—it's never
dark."

Lenz nodded and sipped hisdrink, waiting for more.

"It'snever dark. It's never winter. The sun stays put, so you don't have to make your Fresnd lenses
movable. And amost asimportant, the weather isn't aproblem. Y ou know what the score is on our own
solar-power ingtalations. Not counting clamjetsin the daytime—because they're up over the clouds alot
of the time—we lose as much as twenty-five percent working time because the clouds cut out the
aunlight.”

Lenz looked puzzled. "This planet doesn't have any clouds?!

"Oh, sure. But they don't matter. Theradiation isalmost dl heat, and it punches right through the clouds!
Figureit out. Here we lose haf the solar-generating time to night; another few percent to dawn and dusk,
because the sun's so low it doesn't yield much power; as much as sixty percent additiond for half the year
because it'swinter; and another twenty-five percent to cloud cover. Put them al together and we're lucky
to get ten percent utilization. On this planet acheagper ingtdlation can get damn near a hundred percent.”

Lenz thought about that for amoment. " Sounds interesting,” he said cautioudy, and signded for arefill.

Margieleft him to sort things out in his own mind. Sooner or later it would occur to him to ask what good
energy some hundred light-years away was going to do the votersin the state of Colorado on Earth. She
had an answer for that, too, but she was content to wait until he asked for it.

But when he asked aquestion it caught her by surprise. "Margie? What've you got against the Paks?"
"Paks? Why—nothing, redly."
"Y ou seem to take this Ahmed's competition pretty serioudy.”

"Not on apersond level, Gus. I'm not crazy about Paks. But I've been on friendly termswith some. |
had a Pak orderly when | was teaching at West Point. Nice kid. Kept my clothesironed and never
bothered me when | didn't want him around.”

"That sounds like anice Applianceto own," Lenz observed.

"Y eah, yeah. | take your point." She stopped to think. "That's not whereit's at, though. I'm not against
Ahmed because he's a Pak. I'm against the Paks because they're the other side. | can't help it, senator. |
root for my team.”



"Which iswho, Margie? Just the Food Bloc? Just the United States? Maybe just the female
commissioned officersof the US Army?"

She giggled comfortably. "All of them, inthat order,”" she agreed.

"Margie," he said serioudy, "we're just shooting the bull here over acouple of drinks. | don't want to get
too heavy."

"Why not, Gus? Order up a couple moredrinks and let's get to it!"

He obeyed. While they were coming he said, "You'reanice girl, Margie, but alittle too bloody-minded.
Pity you went to West Point."

"Wrong, Gus. The pity isthat so few young Americans have the chance now."
He shook his head. "'l voted to phase down the service academies and cut the military budget.”
"I know you did. Worst vote you ever cast.”

"No. There was no choice. We can't afford war, Margie. Can't you understand that? Even Pakistan
could blow us off the map! Not to mention the Chinese and the Turks and the Poles and the rest of the
People Bloc. Not to mention the British, the Saudis, the Venezuelans. We can't afford to fight anybody,
and nobody can afford to fight us. And everybody knowsit. They're not our enemies—"

"But they're competing with us, senator,” said Captain Menninger, suddenly sitting up straighter and
gpesking with more precision. "Economicaly. Palitically. Every other way. Remember Clausawitz: war is
thelogica extension of palitics. | grant," she said quickly, "that we can't go that far. We don't want to
blow up the planet. | know what you're saying. It's like that famous saying of—what was his name, the
Russian cosmonaut? Y ears and years ago. Sevastianov, | think: 'When | wasin space | saw how tiny the
world was, and realized how important it was for al of usto learn to live together onit." Well, sure, Gus.
But learning to live together doesn't mean that some people can't live alittle better than others. It'safact
of life!l The Fud people keep jumping their prices. And the People people keegp demanding more money
for their export workers, or e sethey'll keep them home, and what will we do for orderliesand airline
stewardesses? And we compete back. Well, Gus, when | compete, | compete hard. | play towin! This
Kung's Star planet is something | want to win. | think there's goodies on this planet. | want them for us.
Us being defined as the Food Bloc, the United States, the state of Texas, the city of Houston, and al the
other subdivisions you named or want to name, including blond ex-professors from West Point, if you
like, in descending order of size of community. Whichever community you want to talk about, if it'smine,
| want it to befirgt, best, and most successful! | think that's what they call patriotism, senator. | redly
doubt that you want to knock it."

Helooked at her thoughtfully over the new drinks, and raised his. "To you, Margie. Y ou redly are some
kind of iron-pants.

Shelaughed. "All right," she said, softening. "I'll drink to that. Now, what about my bill?"

Lenz finished hisdrink and put it down. "For better or worse were part of an economic community, and
that'safact of lifefor you, Captain Margie Menninger. Y ou can't sell thisto me asa United States
venture. Y ou might as a cooperative dedl for the Food Bloc."

"Gripes, Gusl Wed il be paying for the whole thing!™
"Maybe ninety percent of it, yes."



"Thenwhy not doit dl and takeit al?’
"Because," he said patiently, "1 won't vote for that. So?"

Margie was slent for amoment, considering her priorities. She shrugged. "So dl right,” shesaid. "I don't
mind if we include afew token gooks. Maybe two or three Canadians. A Brazilian. Maybe even a
Bulgarian. Infact, there was a Bulgarian at the convention—"

She stopped herself. In mid-sentence it had occurred to her that in some sense she owed that Nan
Whatever-it-was-ovaasort of afavor; but it had occurred to her smultaneoudy that the Bulgarian girl
had been excessively close to the very Pak she was most worried abouit.

"No," shesaid, "on second thought I'm not sure | want a Bulgarian. They'retoo tiny a power to worry
about, frankly. But maybe one or two people from the Soviets. If we send ten, and if at least Six are
genuine made-infAmericaUS citizens, | can see bringing along afew from therest of the bloc.”

"Um." Lenz looked thoughtfully at her for amoment, moving dightly in his seet to the gentle pitching of the
clamjet asit rose and fell through the night sky. "Well," he said, "well see” He smiled a her. "What shdll
we do with this night God has given us, Margie? It'stoo late to think hard and too early to go to deep.
Want to watch the sarsfor awhile?"

"Exactly what | want," she said, finishing the last of her drink and standing up. They made their way
through the nearly empty lounge to the forward observation section and leaned against the padded rail.
The clamjet was swooping gently over therolling hills of West Virginia Ahead of them Venusfollowed a
crescent of amoon toward the horizon. After awhile Lenz put hisarm around her.

"Just checking," he said. "Old Iron-Pants."

Margie leaned againgt him contentedly enough. Lenz wasn't abig man. He wasn't particularly handsome
ether, but he was warm and muscular, and his arm around her felt good. There were worse ways of
lobbying for votes than this, she reflected as she turned her faceto his.

He came through. The full committee reported the bill out, and on a hot Georgia afternoon two or three
months |ater, Margie was caled awvay from her company to take a high-priority phone cal. She had not
bathed for three days, summer field maneuvers were conducted as close to real war conditions as
possible. She was sweeting, filthy with both camouflage paint and Georgia clay, and she knew she
smelled pretty high. Also, her company was just about to take a hill that she had persondly spotted and
attacked, so when she got to the phone she wasin no good mood. " Captain Menninger," she snarled,
"and this goddamn better be important!”

Her father'svoice laughed in her ear. "You tdl me" he said cheerfully. "The President signed your hill ten
minutes ago."

Marge sank back onto the first sergeant'simmaculate chair, heedless of hislooks. " Jesus, poppa,” she
sad, "that'sgreat!" She stared out at the walls of the command trailer without seeing them, calculating
whether it was more important to get back to taking that hill with the rest of the weekend soldiersor to
get on the phone and start Danny Daehouse in motion.

"—what?" She had become aware that her father was ill talking.

"| said there was some other news too, not quite so good. Y our Pek friend.”



"What about him, poppa?"

"That, uh, vacation he was going to take? He took it last week."

FOUR

THE PILOT was Vissarion llyich Kappel yushnikov. He was short and dark in the standard cosmonaut
tradition, with alot more Tatar in hisfamily tree than his name would suggest. The expedition's
eco-engineer was also a Soviet national, but Cossack-tal and fair-haired; his name was Pete Krivitin.
The nomina commander of the expedition was an American, Alex Woodring. And they were dl going a
it a once. Alex wastrying to arbitrate between the two Russians, helped by Harriet Santori, the
trandator. She wasn't redlly helping, but then the commander wasn't really succeeding at arbitrating.
Kappdyushnikov wanted to land and get it over with. Krivitin wanted one more ook at the probe
reports before he would certify the landing Site. Harriet wanted them all to act like adults, for heaven's
sake. Woodring's difficulty was that until they landed, Kappdyushnikov was the captain of the ship and
Alex'sauthority was only potential. And it had been going on for more than an hour.

Danny Daehouse swallowed the desire to intervene again.

Heloosened the straps of his deceleration couch and peered out the porthole. There was the planet,
filling the window. From less than a hundred thousand kilometers, it no longer looked "away"; it was
beginning to look "down." So let usthe hell get there, he thought testily. These people didn't seemto
redlize they were screwing around with his persona expedition, which none of them would have been on
if he hadn't persuaded that blond army femaeto authorizeit.

A voicein hisear sad, "Think well ever get there?!

Danny drew back. The woman beside him was Sparky Cerbo, as amiable a person as there was on the
expedition; but after nineteen days of sharing less than twenty cubic meters of space, they were dl getting
edgy. The ongoing spat an arm's length away didn't make it any better.

"It doesn't look like much, doesit?" Sparky went on, determinedly making the effort.

Daehouse forced himsdlf to respond. 1t wasn't her fault that he was sick of the sound, the sight, and the
smell of her —and besides, she wasright. Son of Kung didn't look like aproper planet at al. Danny
knew what planets were supposed to look like. Some of them were red and bleak, like Mars. More
often they were white or mottled white, like everything € se from Venus through the gas giants. Thisone
wasn't even trying to look right.

It wasn't so much the planet'sfault as Kung'sitself; asadar, it was smply incompetent. If Son of Kung
had been in orbit around Earth's Sal, it would have looked pretty fine. It had much the same makeup as
Earth. What it didn't have was decent sunlight. Kung glowered, not much brighter than Earth's moon
during atotd lunar eclipse. The only light that fell on Son of Kung was bloody red, and whét it looked
like from orbit was an open wound.

It would have helped someif it had had ared terminator, but Kung'slight was so dim that there was no
clear division between "daylight” and "night" sides—only ablurry transtion from dark to darkest. Krivitin
had assured them that once they landed and their eyes dark-adjusted, they would be able to see



reasonably well. But from space that seemed doubtful. And for this, thought Danny, | gave up aperfectly
good job a Michigan State.

The Russian language yelling peaked to climax and doruptly stopped. Krivitin, smiling as composedly as
though the screaming match had been no more than afriendly chat about the wesather, pulled himsalf
around the lashed-down and nested machinery in the center of the main cubicle and peered in a them.
"Sara, dear," he said in his perfect English, "you're wanted up front. Y ou better come too, Daniel.”

"We'regoing to land?" Sparky demanded.
"Most certainly not! Gappy hasfinaly understood the necessity for another orbit.”

"Hdll," said Sparky, even her indomitable desire to please crumbling at last. Dalehouse shared her
fedings another orbit was close enough to another day, with nothing for him to do except try to stay out
of theway.

"Yes, | agree,” said Krivitin, "but Alex wants you to try to tap the Pegps sgndsagan.”

Harriet complained, but Dalehouse stopped listening. He shucked off his straps and reached wearily for
the cassettes of data he had stored away for decel eration.

He plugged in, put the speaker in his ear, and touched the switch. There was adight tape hiss, an
occasiond scratch or click, and adistant, somber wail. Those were the sounds from the wolftrap lander.
Its primary mission wasto secure biologica samples and test them inits built-in laboratories; but its
microphones had picked up soundsthat did not come from itself. He had listened to them fifty times
aready. After atime he shrugged, stopped the tape, and put in adifferent cassette. Thistime the sounds
were louder and clearer, with far more definition. The lander in this case had been a neutra -buoyancy
floater with asmall reserve of thrusting power and alocater for carbon dioxide. Like afemae mosguito
seeking ablood med to fertilizeits eggs, it was meant to drift until it found atrail of CO, and follow it until
it found prey. Then it Smply floated nearby aslong as there were soundsfor it to hear and transmit. But
what sounds! Sometimes they resembled a chorus of bagpipes, sometimes agang of teenage boysin a
crepitation contest. Daehouse had graphed the frequencies—from well below human hearing range to
higher than a bat's squeask—and identified at least twenty phonemes. These were no birdcalls; thiswas
language, he was certain.

Heat smote his exposed skin, and he turned back to the port; Kung had drifted into view, looking like a
thin-skinned Halloween pumpkin with the embers of Hades insdeits mottled surface. He squinted and
pulled a neutral-dengity blind over the porthole; it was not dangerousto glance &t it, but there wasthe
chance of burning out your corneaiif you stared too long.

In the warmth he felt deepy. Why not? he thought, snapping off the tape. He leaned back, closed his
eyes, and wasjudt drifting off when he heard his name cdlled.

"Daehouse! Krivitin! DiPaolo! Front and center, everybody.”

He shook himsdlf awake, wished for acup of coffee, and pulled himsalf toward the workspace. Alex
Woodring said, "Y ou'd better dl see this. The Pegps have filed another report, and Harriet's taped it for
lel

Daehouse wriggled closer for abetter view of the video screen just asit blinked and lighted up. There
was a plant on the screen, rugt-red and fernlike, with raspberrylike fruits hanging from itsfronds. "Roll the
tape, Harriet,” Woodring said impatiently. Theimages on the screen legped and flickered, then stopped.



At first Daehouse thought the picture was of another Klongan flower, possibly some desert succulent:
red and yellow blobs 0ozing what he supposed was some sort of sap— Then it moved.

"Dear God," whispered somebody. Daehouse fdt something risein histhroat. "What isit?!
"I think it used to be awhite mouse," said Morrissey, the biologist.
"What happened?"

"That," sad the biologist grimly, but with atrace of professiona satisfaction, "iswhat | don't know yet.
The Pegps are transmitting their voice reportsin code.”

"They're supposed to share information!" snapped Dalehouse.

"Wdl, maybe they will. | assume Heir-of-Mao will have his UNESCO deegation ddliver areport. And
whenit'sreleased in New Y ork, Houston will no doubt send us a copy. But not very soon, | think. The
picture was clear. When you come right down to it, that's all we need to know: Klong is not as hospitable
aswewould like. —" He hegitated, then went on. "I don't think it's an infectious disease. It looks more
likean dlergic reaction. | can't redlly imagine an aien microorganism adapting that quickly to our body
chemidtry, anyway. | suspect we're as poisonous to them asthey areto us, so for openers, we don't eat
anything, we don't drink anything but our own sealed supplies and distilled water."

"Y ou mean we're landing anyhow?" the Canadian eectronicist said increduloudly.

Captain Kappdyushnikov snarled, "Da!" He nodded vigoroudy, then muttered to the trandator, who
sad smoothly:

"He saysthat that iswhy we came here. He says we will take dl precautions. He says on the next orbit,
wego."

Da ehouse played the strange songs from the mosquito probe afew times, but the equipment he needed
to do any serious analysis had been stowed away and it made little senseto set it up again. Timeto kill.
Drowslly he peered out at the planet, and drifted off to deep wondering what to cal it. Kungson, Child of
Kung, Son of Kung—"Klong, Son of Kung" waswhat one of the Americans had christened it—by any
name, it was worrisome. When he woke he was given atube of thick petroleum jelly to smear on
himsalf—"Shuck your clothes and cover your whole body; maybeit will protect you from some kind of
poison ivy or whatever that is until we get straightened out.” Then he dressed again and waited. The
electronicist had patched hersdf in to monitor any further ground transmissions and was pinpointing
sources on alikris map of the sunward surface of Klong.

"There seem to be two dtations broadcasting,” Daehouse commented.

"Y eah. Must be the base camp and, | suppose, somebody off on an expedition. There's the Peep
base'—she touched adot on the purplish sea, on one side of a hundred-kilometer bay—"and thereé'sthe
other gtation.” That was acrossthe bay. "We know that's their base; we photographed it last time around.
Nothing much. They aren't redly set up yet, I'd say. That Sgna's pulse-coded, probably basic science
dataonitsway to their orbiter for tachyon transmission back home.”

"What's over on the other side of the bay?"

"Nothing much. There'sasort of nest of some of the arthropods there, but they don't have radio.” She



pulled the earpiece away from her temple and handed it to Daehouse. "Listen to that sgnd.”

Daehouse put the phonein his ear. The sound was a staccato two-tone beep, plaintively repeated over
and over.

"Sounds sad," he said.

Thewoman nodded. "I think it'sadistresssignd,” she said, frowning. "Only they don't seem to be
answeingit.”

FIVE

WHAT CAN BE SAID about abeing like Sharn-igon that will make him come clear and real ? Perhaps
it can be gpproached in aroundabout way. Likethis.

Suppose thereisakind and jolly man, the sort of person who takes children fishing, dancesthe polka,
reads Elizabethan verse, and knowswhy Tebadi was the greatest Mimi who ever lived.

Isthis Sharn-igon?

No. Thisisonly an andogy. Suppose we then go on to ask you if you have ever met thisman. Y ou
hesitate, riffling through the chance encounters of alife. No, you say, afinger against your nose, | don't
think so. | never met anybody like that.

And suppose we then say to you, But you did! It was aweek ago Thursday. He was driving the A-37
bus you took from the station to the Federa Building, and you were late for your appointment with the
tax examiner because this man would not change afive-dallar hill.

What do you say then? Perhapsyou say, Chrigt, fellow! | remember theincident well! But that was no
amiable folk dancer. That wasabusdriver!

That's how it would be with Sharn-igon. It's easy enough to imagine you meeting him (provided we don't
worry about how you get there). Let's make the mind-experiment to see what would happen. Suppose
you are standing outside of time and space somehow, like an H. G. Wdls god looking down from a
cloud. Y ou poke your finger into the infinitesmal. Y ou touch Sharn-igon's planet, and you uncover him.
Y ou look him over.

What do you see?

One might try to describe him to you by saying that Sharn-igon was politically conservative, deeply
mord, and fundamentally honest. One might try to dicit your sympathy by saying that he (like who that
you know?) was screaming insde with unhedled pain.

But would you see that?
Or would you glance and gasp and pull back your finger in loathing and say:

Chrig, fdlow! That'sno person. It'san dien creature! It lives (lived?will live?) athousand light-years
away, on aplanet that circlesastar | have never even seen! And besides, it looks creepy. If | had to say
what it looked like, giving it the best break | could, | would have to say that it looked like haf of apartly



sguashed crab.

And, of course, youwould beright. . ..

The way Sharn-igon looked to himsalf was something else again.

For onething, heis not an ingtant invention for your eyeto see. Heisaperson. He hasrdationships. He
lives (will live?) in asociety. He moves (moved?) around and through a dense web of laws and folkways.
Hewaant like every other Krinpit (as his people cdled themsaves), no matter how indistinguishable they
might look to your eyes. He was Sharn-igon.

For example, athough it was Ring-Greeting time, Sharn-igon hated Ring-Greeting. To him it wasthe
loneliest and worst part of the cycle. He didiked the bustle, he resented the false and hypocritical
sentiment. All the shops and brothel s were busy as everyone tried to get gifts and to become pregnant,
but it was an empty mockery in Sharn-igon's life, because he was done.

If you had asked him, Sharn-igon would have told you that he had always hated Ring-Greeting, at least
ever since hisfind molting. (When he was ayoung seed just beginning to wave on his mae-mother's
grate he loved it, naturally enough. All seedsdid. Ring-Greeting wasfor kids.) That wasnt quitetrue. The
cycle before, he and his he-wife, Cheee-pruitt, had had a very cheerful Greeting.

But Cheee-pruitt was gone. Sharn-igon signaled at his screen, amost sumbling over an Inedible Ghost
that lay beforeit. There was no answer. He hesitated. Something—perhaps the ghost—seemed to be
cdling hisname. But that wasridiculous. After amoment of indecision, he scuttled across the crowded
run to the—call it abar—to chew acouple of quick ones.

Look a Sharn-igon munching on strands of hallucinogenic fern among a crowd squeezed two or three
deep around the Krinpit who was kneading and dispensing the stuff. He was afinefigure of a person. He
was masculingly broad—easily two metersfrom rim to rim; and pleasingly dim—not more than forty
centimetersto thetip of his cargpace. In spite of hismood, unpaired males and femaes of al descriptions
found him attractive. He was young, hedlthy, sexually potent, and successful in his chosen profession.

Well, that is not gtrictly true, because a paradox isinvolved. Sharn-igon's profession was aform of socia
work. The more successful hewasin terms of his own persona ego needs, the worse his society was. It
was only when Krinpit werein trouble that they turned to persons like Sharn-igon. The Krinpit were
socidly interdependent to adegree not usually associated with atechnologica culture on Earth.

Maybe one could find that sort of close-knit clan among the Eskimos or Bushmen, where every member
of the community had to be ableto rely on every other or they would dl die. For that reason Sharn-igon
was happiest when he was least wanted. Ring-Greeting was bringing its usud crop of damaged egos
born of londliness amid the holiday cheer. He was busier than he had ever been, and so less happy.

Stand on your cloud and look down on Sharn-igon. To you he surely looks strange, and maybe quite
repulsive, true. His crescent carapace is sprinkled with what ook like chitinous sails. Some are afew
centimeters high, some much smaler; and around them race, clicking and scraping, what ook likelice.
Actually, they aren't. They are not even parasites, except in the sense that afetusisaparasite on its
mother; they are the young. Sharn-igon is not the only Krinpit in the bar carrying young. Of the hundred
individuasin the bar, eight or ten arein the brood-ma e phase. Sometimes one of the scurrying little
crestures drops off or inadvertently gets carried off on the shell of another Krinpit asthey rub together.
They are ingtantly aware of what has happened and go wild in the attempt to get back. If they fail, they



die

Each end of Sharn-igon's shell is pleated chitin jointed with cartilage. That part isawaysin motion,
expanding with accordion folds; tilting, spreading like afan. He dides dong the packed dirt floor or the
bodies of Krinpit under him (in the convividity of the bar no one minds being crawled on) on adozen
double-boned legs.

After he had had three quick ones and was fedling better, heleft the bar and sidled down the turfy run,
not hurrying, with no particular destination in mind. On each Sde of the run are what you might think of as
rather shabby Japanese screens. They are not decorated in any way, but they are jointed and folded, and
they comein dl szes. They set off the homes and commercid places, some of which, likethe bar, are
filled with scores of Krinpit, some almost empty. The screenstoo are studded with thetiny saillike
projections, but otherwise they are unadorned. What you would notice at once isthat they are not
colored. The Krinpit do not understand color, and in the light of Kung's Star, blood-red and dusky, you
would not see much color &t first ether, eveniif it werethere,

That ishow it would look to you, with your human eyes. How would it look to Krinpit eyes? Immaterid;
it isasensdess question, because the Krinpit have no eyes. They have photosengtive receptors on their
cargpaces, but thereisno lens, no retina, no mosaic of sengtive cellsto analyze an image and trandate it
into information.

But if the scene was dark, it was aso noisy.

Every one of the Krinpit was congtantly booming its name —wal, not its"name” in the sense that the
name of Franklin Roosevelt's wife was Eleanor. The name was not an arbitrary convention. It wasthe
sound each Krinpit made. It was sound that guided them, that pa ped the world around them and
returned information to their quite agile and competent brains. The sonar pulsesthey sent forth to read the
echoesweretheir "names.” Each was different, and every one always being produced while its owner
lived. Their main auditory apparatus was the drum-tight undersurface of the belly. It possessed avent like
adolphin'sthat could produce aremarkable range of vowel sounds. The "knees' of the double-boned
legs could punctuate them with tympanous "consonants.” They walked in music wherever they went.
They could not move silently. The exact sounds they produced were controllable; in fact, they had an
elaborate and sophisticated language. The sounds which became their recognition signals were probably
the easiest for them, but they could produce dmost any other sound in the frequency range of their
hearing. In thistheir voices were quite like humans.

So wherever Sharn-igon went he was surrounded by that sound: Sharn, arising protracted noiselikea
musica saw, overlad with white hiss, igon, a staccato double drumbesat dropping down to the tonic
again. It was not just Sharn-igon.

All the Krinpit were constantly making their basic name-sounds when they were not making others. It
was not just the Krinpit. Their environment sang to them. Each of the enclosures was marked by
wind-powered sound-making machines. Nearly all of them had ratchets or droning pipes or bull-roarers
or circle-bowed strings clamoring out their own particular recognition sgnd.

So to ahuman eye Sharn-igon was alopsided crab scuttling in aclattering mass of others, in hellish red
gloom, with an inferno of raucous sound coming from every direction.

Sharn-igon perceived it quite differently. He was strolling aimlesdy along awel-remembered street. The
dreet had aname; it trandates rather closdly as "the Great White Way."



At the intersection of the Breeders Wallow Sharn-igon fell into conversation with an acquaintance.
"Do you have knowledge of whereabouts of Cheee-pruitt?

"Negative. Conjecture: satigticaly probable that he would be by |akeside of village.”

IIWW?I
"Some persons hurt or ill. Many onlookers. Severa Anomalous Ghosts reported.”

Sharn-igon acknowledged the statements and turned toward the lakefront. He recalled that there had
seemed to be aghost near Cheee-pruitt's residence some time before. And it was anomalous. Basicaly
there were two kinds of ghosts. The Ghosts Above were common and easily "visible" (because they
made so much noise) but returned no echo signa to speak of to aKrinpit's sonar. They were good eating
when they could be caught. The Ghosts Below were dmost invisible. They seldom made visible sounds
and returned not much echo; they were mostly observed when their underground digging damaged a
Krinpit structure or farm. They too were good eating and were systematically hunted for that purpose
when the Krinpit were lucky enough to locate anest of young.

But what were the anomal ous ones, neither Ghosts Above nor Ghosts Below?

Sharn-igon scuttled through the Breeders Wallow to the Place of Fish Vendors, and aong the lakefront
to the bright commotion at the Raft Mooring. There was something almost invisible bobbing in the gentle
roll of the bay. Though the Krinpit used metd only very sparingly, Sharn-igon recognized the brightness
of it; but the bright metal seemed to float over something so soft and immaterial that it returned no regl
reflection to his sounding. The bright part, though, not only reflected Sharn-igon's sounds dmost
blindingly, it generated sound of its own: afaint, high, eady whine, anirregular dry-sand rustle.
Sharn-igon could not identify the sounds; but then, he had never seenaTV cameraor aradio
transponder.

He stopped one of the Krinpit moving irritably away from the group and asked what was happening.
"Some Krinpit attempted to eat the ghost. They are damaged.”

"Did the ghost harm them?'

"Negative. After eating, they became damaged. One ghost isdtill there. Advise againg edting.”
Sharn-igon bounced sounds off the stranger more carefully.

"Have you too eaten of the ghost?'

"A very little, Sharn-igon. | too am damaged.”

Sharn-igon touched mandibles and moved on, concerned about Cheee-pruitt. He didn't hear him
anywherein the crowd, but the din was blinding. At least two hundred Krinpit were scratching and diding
over each other's carapaces, milling around the bloody mass that had been one of the "ghosts.”
Sharn-igon halted and sounded the areairresol utely.

From behind him he thought he heard his own name, badly spoken but recognizable: Sharn-igon. When
heturned, his highly directional sound sense identified the source. It was the ghost. The one that had
seemed to speak his name. Sharn-igon approached it cautioudy; he did not likeitssmell, didnt like its
muffled, shadowy sound. But it was a curiogity. First his own name: Sharn-igon. And in between—what?
Another name? It was certainly not aKrinpit name, but the ghost kept repesting it. It sounded like OCK



med dool-LAH.

On the other shore of the Bay of the Cultural Revolution, fifty kilometers away, Feng Huartse rinsed the
honey buckets in the purplish waters and carried them back toward the bubble cluster that wasthe
Peopl€'s Bloc headquarters. From the shore you couldn't see the landing craft itsdlf at dl. The extruded
bubbles surrounded and hid it. Through the tranducent walls of the nearest of them (they could have been
made opaque, but the group decision had been that energy conservation was more important than
privacy) he could see the vague shadows of the two women detailed as sick-bay orderlies. They had not
been given the job because they were women. They had the job because they should have been in bed
themselves. Barely able to stagger, they could more or less take care of themselves and the two bed
cases. And there was no one to spare to do it for them.

Feng put the clean bucketsinsde the sick-bay bubble, resenting the waste of the precious nightsoil. But it
was his own decision that the wastes from the casuaties should be dumped in the bay rather than used to
fertilize their tiny plot of garden. Until they were sure what had killed one member of the expedition and
put four more on the sick lis—nearly half their effectiveswiped out a one strokel—Feng would not risk
contamination. It was apity that their biologist was the sickest of the survivors; hiswisdom was needed.
But Feng had been abarefoot biologist himsdlf in hisyouth, and he kept up the experiments with the
animals, the tactran reports to Peking, and the four-times-daily examinations of the sick.

He paused in the radio room. The video screen that monitored the small party which had crossed the bay
was gtill showing the same monotonous scene. Apparently the camera had been |eft on the raft, and
apparently the raft had drifted in the dow, vagrant currents of the bay, so that the camera showed only an
occasiond thin dice of shoreline aquarter of akilometer away. Once in awhile you could see one of the
arthropods scuttling along, and now and again aglimpse of their low, flimsy buildings. But he had not yet
seen d@ther Ahmed Dulla or the Costa Rican who had gone with him.

Outs de the bubble for the communi cations eguipment the two West I ndians were desultorily scooping
dirt into woven baskets. Feng spoke sharply to them and achieved a momentary accel eration of pace.
They were sick too, but it was not yet clear whether it was the same sickness asthe others. They, he
thought bitterly, should fed a home here. The heat and humidity were junglelike. What wasworst was
the lighting, dways the same dusky red, never bright enough to see clearly, never dark. Feng had had a
headache since they arrived, and it was his private opinion it was only from eyestrain. Feng, at least, had
not eaten any of Son of Kung'sfood. In this hewasluckier, or wiser, than the four in the sick bay and the
one who had died, not to mention the dozen rats and guinea pigs they tested the stuff on. Feng swore.
Why had helet that long-nosed hillman Dullatak him into splitting their forces? To be sure, it had
happened before the five became violently ill. Even so it had been amistake. When he got back to
Shend, Feng admitted to himself, there would be along day of sdlf-criticism ahead.

If he got back.

We picked up two baskets of dirt in his shoulder yoke and carried them with him as he went to inspect
the dam. That was his greatest hope. When it was completed, they would have eectricity to
spare—dlectricity to power the ultraviolet lamps, still stored in the landing craft's hold, that would turn the
feeble, pale seedlingsinto sturdy crops. There was nothing wrong with this soil! No matter how many got
sck, evenif they died, it was not the soil's fault; Feng had rubbed it between finger and thumb, sniffed it,
turned a spadeful over and gazed wonderingly at the crawling things that inhabited it. They were strange,
but they meant the soil wasfertile. What it did not have was proper sunlight. That they would haveto
make, as soon as the dam was built; and then, Feng swore, they would produce crops that any collective



in Shens province would envy.

It was raining as he started back, dow, fat, warm drops that ran down Feng's back under his cotton
jacket. Another good thing: plenty of water. Not only wasit good for the plants, but it kept the spores
down, and Feng was highly suspicious of them as the source of the sickness. Even through the clouds he
could fed the warmth of Kung Fu-tze. It was not visible, but it gave the clouds the angry, ruddy look of
sky over adigtant greet city. It would Stay that way until the air massthat carried the clouds moved away;
then there would be that distant hot coal and the purple-black sky with its stars.

Feng took the forest path back to the headquarters, checking the traps. One held two multilegged
creatures like land-going lobsters, one dead, the other eating it. Feng dumped them both and did not
reset thetrap. There was no point init. They were too shorthanded to bother with more animal

specimens than they had dready. Three of the traps were sprung but empty, and one was smply missing.
Feng muttered to himself irritably. There was alot they didn't know about the fauna of thisfern forest.
For one thing, what had stolen the trap? Most of the creatures they had seen were arthropods, buglike or
crustaceanlike, none of them bigger than aman's hand. Bigger ones existed. The sentientsin the
settlement across the bay were proof of that—they were the Sze of aman. But the wild ones, if they
exiged, stayed out of sght. And there was something that lived in thetall, woody ferns. One could hear
them, even catch aglimpse of them from time to time, but no one in the expedition had yet caught or even
photographed one. It stood to reason that if there were small creatures there would be bigger onesto esat
them, but where were they? And what would they look like? Wolf teeth, cat talons, crab claws. . .?
Feng abandoned that line of thought; it was not reassuring. To be sure, the local faunawould no doubt
find humans asindigestible as the humans had found the local fauna

But they might not redizethat intime.

It began to look as though humans would not find anything at al to eat on Klong. The biologist had been
reduced to taking samples of microorganisms from each member of the party and culturing them on
plates of agar. It was no longer possible to use laboratory animals. They had al died. And one by one he
tried every promising-looking bit of plant or anima they brought him, dropping a broth of it onto the agar,
and one by one each of them destroyed the darkening circle of growing bacteria. They were perfect
antibiotics, except for one thing: they would have killed the patient more quickly than any disease.

Nevertheless. Ring the trees. Let them die. Ditch those soggy pastures. . . . But the trees did not appear
to have aproper bark. In fact they weren't redly trees. Sash and burn might not work here. But
something would! Oneway or another, the fields of Child of Kung would prosper!

Feng became aware that his name was being called.

He turned away from the place where the last trap had been, trotting back toward the settlement. Ashe
approached the beach and the fronds thinned, he saw one of the walking casuaties waving in excitement.

Feng arrived out of breath. "What, what?' he grumbled.
"A radio message from thelong-nose! It isadistresssignd, Hua-tse."
"Tchah! What did he say?’

"He said nothing, Hua-tse. It isthe automatic distress call. | tried to raise him, but there was no
response.”

"Of course," snarled Feng, gripping his hands together in anger. Another thing to admit to before the
commune. Two members of the party endangered, perhaps lost, because he had foolishly permitted the



divison of their forces. Two irreplaceable persons—a hillman and aHispanic, to be sure; nevertheless,
persons. Their absence would be serious. And not just the persons. One of their three television cameras.
Theradio trangponder. The precious plastic that had gone into making the skin of the boat. Therewas
just so much of that. They had squandered a great deal on the bubbles to house the sick, the equipment,
al their sparse possessions. That was foolishness, too; the fern forest was alimitless supply of woody
semsfor frames, frondsfor cellings and wals. In this drenched warmth they needed no more than tht,
but he had weakly permitted the blowing of bubble hutsinstead of using what nature provided.

Could they build another boat? It was by no means sure that there was plagtic enough even for the hull
and the sails; and when it was gone, where would they get more? Who could he send? Of their origina
eleven, one was dead, two were missing, and four were sick. Was it not even more foolish to further
dividether forces, to attempt to repair the damage the first foolishness had cost? And what could they
doif they didin fact build another boat and sail across the bay? That which had happened to the hillman
and the Hispanic could just aswell happen to whoever went after them. They had very little in the way of
wegpons, no more to spare than Dulla and the other man had taken with them in the first place, and little
enough good that had done them—

"Arewe going, Hua-tse?'

His attention was jarred back. "What?"

"Arewe going to try to help our comrades?'

Feng gripped his handstighter. "With what?' he demanded.

SIX

ON A PLANET that has no night the days are endless, Danny Dalehouse reflected, a meter down into
the Klongan soil and at least that much more to go. His musclestold him he had been digging thislatrine
for a least eight hours. The discouragingly tiny spoil heap beside him contradicted them, and the ruddy
glow that backlighted the clouds overhead offered no help. Latrine digging was not what he had sgned
on for. But it was something that had to be done, and he was clearly the most superfluous member of the
party inlineto do it—only why did it have to take so long?

They had been on the planet only three days (not that there were any days, but the old habits died hard),
and aready the pleasure was wearing thin. The parts that weren't actively unpleasant like digging latrines
were abore. The parts that weren't aready boring were scary, like the madly violent thunderstorm that
had blown away their first tent only hours after [anding, or irritatingly uncomfortable, liketheitchy rashes
they had al devel oped and the stomach troubles that had made the latrines so vital. And to make it
worse, they seemed to have company. Kappel yushnikov had come swearing in Russian to report that a
third tactran vessel had climbed down its charge state to orbit Klong. Greasies, no doubt. That meant
everybody in the world was now represented on Klong. What price the solitary pioneer?

His spade struck air.

Danny lost his balance, soun, and came down in afeta crouch into the pit, hisface dmost in the hole that
had unexpectedly opened up. From it came acool, musty smdll. It made him think of unopened cdlars
and the cages of pet mice, and he heard quick, furtive movements.



Shakes? Hergjected the thought as soon as he formed it. That was an earthly fear, not appropriate on
Klong. But whatever it was could easily be even more deadly than anest of rattlers. He legped with
prudent speed out of the trench and yelled, "Morrissey!"

The biologist was only afew meters away, sealing plant samples pickled in preservativeinto plastic
baggies. "What's the matter?"

"I hit ahole, maybe atunnel. Y ou want to take alook?"

Morrissey looked down at the purplish seed pod in hisforceps and back at Dalehouse's trench, torn.
Then hesaid, "Sure, only | have to stow these away first. Don't dig any moretill | finish.”

That was awelcome order, and Da ehouse accepted it gratefully. He was getting used to taking orders.
Even asalatrine digger he was subject to ingtant draft whenever some presently more va uable member
of the expedition needed another pair of hands: Harriet to set up her radio, Morrissey to heat-sedl his
baggies, Sparky Cerbo to locate the canned tomatoes and the kitchen knives that had vanished during
the thunderstorm—anyone. Twice dready he had had to empty the landing vehiclés chemica toilet into a
shalow pit and scrape the soil of Klong over it, because the rest of the crew couldn't wait for him to
finish thejob they were preventing him from finishing.

It was adrag. But he was on Son of Kung! He could smell the strange Klongan smells—cinnamon and
mold and cut vegetation and something that was alittle like mom's gpple pie, but none of them redly any
of those things. He could see the Klongan landscape—he could see quite alot of it, ashovelful at atime.

It was what he had expected in an expedition of specidists. Dalehouse was not acook, not afarmer, not
adoctor, not aradio surveyor. He had none of the hypertrophied skillsthat al the others possessed. He
wasthe expedition's only gener-alist and would stay that way until they made contact with the local
sentients and he could employ the communications skills he was advertised to have. Meanwhile he was
stoop labor.

The Russian pilot, Kappeyushnikov, was ydling hisname. "Y ou, Danny, you come have drink. Put back
swest!"

"Why not?' Danny was pleased to notice that Gappy was holding doft a glass containing a centimeter of
water, grinning broadly. He had findlly got the still to working. Dalehouse swallowed the few drops and
wiped hislips appreciatively, then his dippery brow. Kappe yushnikov wasright enough about that. In
the dank, humid air they were both covered with sweet. The still was powered with asmall oil-spray
flame, which made it like burning hundred-dollar billsto operate. Later it would be moved to the
lakeshore and driven by solar power, but right now they needed water they could drink.

"Very good, isit?" Kappeyushnikov demanded. "Y ou don't fed faint, likeis some poison? Okay. Then
we go bring adrink to Gasha."

The trandator had given herself command of the setting-up phase of the camp, and no one had resisted;
she was spending hours over her radio trying to make sense of the communications, but she claimed the
other haf of her mind was able to keep track of everyoné's duty assignments. She might have been right,
Da ehouse thought. She was the least agreesble person on the expedition, and no one particularly wanted
to disagree with her. Shewas dso closeto the least physicaly attractive, with stringy black hair and an
expression of permanent disappointment. But she was grudgingly grateful for the water.

"Thank you for getting the still going. And thelatrine, of course, Danny. Now if the two of you—"

"I'm not finished,” Danny corrected. "Jm wantsto check out aholefirst. Isthere anything new on the



radio?'
Harriet smiled with closed lips. "We have amessage from the Peeps.”
"About that guy who's stuck?*

"Oh, no. Takealook." She handed over afacsmilefilm that said:

The Peopl€'s Republics extend the hand of friendship to the second expedition to arrive on Child of
Kung. Through peaceful cooperation wewill achieve aglorioustriumph for al mankind. Weinvite you to
join usfor the celebration of the fifteen hundredth anniversary of the writings of Confucius, after whom
our star was named.

Ddehouse was perplexed. "l1an't that some kind of awinter holiday?"

"You are very wdll informed today, Daehouse. It isin December. Our ingtructor caled it the Confucian
answer to Hanukkah, which is of course the Jewish answer to Christmas.”

Hefrowned, trying to remember—already, it was becoming hard. "But thisisn't even October yet."
"You are very swift indeed, Danny. So trandate that, won't you?' requested the trandator.

"I don't know. Arethey saying something like, '‘Don't bother usfor a couple of months?
"Ismoreliketo drop dead," the pilot put in.

"l don't think s0. They aren't being unfriendly,” Harriet said, recapturing the fax and squinting at it.
"Notice that they referred to Kung Fu-tze by the latinized form of the name. That's a pretty courteous
thing for them to do. Still— " She frowned. At best Harriet's eyeswere dways faintly popped, like a
rabbit's, because of the heavy contacts she wore. Now her lipswere pursed like arabbit's too. "On the
other hand, they were careful to point out we're the second expedition.”

"Meaning they're thefirg. But what's the difference? They can't maketerritoria claims because they got
here ahead of us; that'sal spelled out in the UN accords. Nobody getsto claim any morethan acircle
fifty kilometersaround asdlf-sustaining base.”

"But they're pointing out that they could have."

Gappy was bored with the protocal. "Any love letters from the Qilies, Gasha?!
"Just areceived-and-acknowledged. And now, about that latrine—"
"Inaminute, Harriet. What about the Pak who's stranded?’

"He's il stranded. Y ou want to hear the latest tapes?' She didn't wait for an answer; she knew what it
would be. She plugged in acoil of tape and played it for them. It was the Peeps automatic distresssigndl:
every thirty seconds a coded SOS, followed by afive-second beep for homing. Between signasthe
microphone stayed open, transmitting whatever sounds were coming in.

"I've cut out most of the deadwood. Here's the man'svoice.



Neither Dalehouse nor Kappeyushnikov included Urdu among their skills. "Wheat ishe say?' asked the
pilot.

"Just asking for help. But he's not in good shape. Most of the time he doesn't talk at dl, and we get this
quff."

What came out of the tape player was alittle like an impossibly huge cricket's chirp and quite alot likea
Chinese New Y ear festivd in which Augtrdian aborigines were playing their native ingruments.

"What the hdll isthat?' Danny demanded.

"That," she said smugly, "isadso language. I've been working on it, and I've sorted out afew key
concepts. They arein some sort of trouble, I'm not sure what.”

"Not asmuch asPak is," grunted Kappelyushnikov. "Come, Danny, istime we go to work."
"Yes thet latrineis—"
"Not on latring! Other thingsin life than shit, Gasha."

She paused, glowering at him. Kappelyushnikov was dmost as dispensable as Danny Daehouse. Maybe
more 0. After the expedition was well established, Da ehouse's skillswould comeinto play, or so they
al hoped, in making contact with sentient life. The pilot's main skill was piloting. A spacecraft by choice.
If pressed, aclamjet, aracing vessdl, or acanoe. None of those existed on Klong.

But what he had that was always useful was resourcefulness. "Gasha, dear,” he coaxed, "is not possible.
Y our Morrissey gtill has his micetrapsin the trench. And besides, now we have water, | have to make
wasser stoff. "

"Hydrogen," Harriet corrected automaticdly. "Hydrogen? What in the world do you want with
hydrogen?

"So | will have ajob, dear Gasha. Tofly."

"Y ou're going to fly with hydrogen?"
"Y ou understand me, Gasha," the Russian beamed. He pointed. "Like them."

Danny glanced up, then ran for the tent and the one remaining decent pair of binoculars—two pairs of
them, too, had turned up missing after the thunderstorm.

There they were, the windblown flock of balloonists, high and near the clouds. They were at least two
kilometers away, too far to hear the sounds of their song, but in the glasses Dal ehouse could see them
clearly enough. In the purplish sky they stood out in their bright greensand yellows. It wastrue,
Daehouse verified. Some of them were sdf-luminous, likefireflies! Traceries of veins stood out over the
great five-meter gasbag of the largest and nearest of them, flickering with racing sparks of
bioluminescence.

"Damn," he snarled. "What are you saying, Gappy? Do you think you can fly up there?’

"With greatest of ease, Danny," the pilot said solemnly. "Is only amatter of making bubbles and putting
wasser stoff inthem. Thenwefly."

"You'vegot aded," said Daehouse firmly. "Tell mewhat to do and I'll do it. I'll—wait aminute! What's
thet?"



The balloon swarm was scettering, and behind it, coming through the place it was vacating, was
something ese, something that beat with arhythmic flash of light.

The sound reached him then. "It'sahelicopter!" he cried in astonishment.

The chopper pilot was short, dark, and Irish. Not only Irish, but repatriated to the UK from eleven years
in Houston, Texas. He and Morrissey hit it off immediately. "Remember Bismarck's?" "Ever beento La
Carafe?' "Beenthere?| lived therel" When they were dl gathered he said:

"Glad to meet you dl. Name's Terry Boyne, and | bring you officia greetings from our expedition, that's
the Organization of Fuel-Exporting Nations, to yours, that's you. Nice place you've got here," he went on
appreciatively, glancing around. "We're down toward the Heat Pole—ask my opinion, you folks picked
abetter spot. Wherewe areit's wind you wouldn't believe and scorching hot besides, if you plesse.”

"So why'd you pick it?" asked Morrissey.

"Oh," said Boyne, "we do what our masterstell us. Isn't it about the same with you? And what they told
me to do today wasto come over and make a good-neighbor cal.”

Harriet, of course, stepped right in. "On behaf of the Food-Exporting States we accept your friendly
greetingsand in return—"

"Please to stow, Harriet?' rumbled Kappelyushnikov. "But we are not only other colony on Klong, Terry
Boyne™"

"What's'Klong'?'
"It'swhat we cdl thisplace," Daehouse explained.

"Um. 'Klong.' We've been told to call it 'Jem'—short for ‘Geminorum’, you see. Heaven knows what the
Peepscdl it."

"Have you been to see them?"

Boyne coughed. "Wadll, actually that's more or lesswhat it's about, if you see what | mean. Have you
people been monitoring their broadcasts?!

"Surewe have. Y ourstoo."

"Right, then you've heard their distress signals. Poor sod, stuck with those beasts that our trandator says
cal themselves 'Krinpit'. The Pegps don't respond. We offered to help out, and they as much astold us
to fuck off."

Morrissey glanced at Harriet. Their trandator was doing better than she. He said, "We've had much the
same experience, Terry. They indicated we weren't welcomein their part of the world. Of course, they
have no right to take that kind of astand—"

"—but you don't want to start any bloc-to-bloc trouble,” finished Boyne, nodding. "Well, for
humanitarian reasons—" He choked, and took a great swig of the drink Morrissey had handed him,
before going on. "Hell, let's be frank. For curiosity's sake, and just to see what's going on over
there—but a so for humanitarian reasons—we want to go and fish the guy out of there. The Peeps
obvioudy can't. We suppose the reason they shut you and us out isthat they don't want usto see how



bad off they are. Y ou folks can't—" He hesitated delicately. "Well, obvioudy it would be easier for usto
go inwith achopper than for you to send an expedition overland. Were willing to do that. But not aone,
if you seewhat | mean.”

"I think | do," Harriet sniffed. "Y ou want somebody to share the blame.”

"Wewant to make it aclearly interbloc errand of mercy,” Boyne corrected. "So I'm all set to go over
there and snatch him out this minute. But 1'd like one of you to go along.”

Eight out of the ten members of the expedition were speaking at once then, with Kappeyushnikov's
shouted "'l go!" drowning out the rest.

Harriet glared around at her crew and then said petulantly, " Go then, if you want to, athough were so
shorthanded here—"

Danny Dadehouse didn't wait for her to finish. "That'sright, Harriet! And that'swhy it ought to be me. |
can be spared, and besides—"

"No! | can be spared, Danny! And | am pilot—"

"Sorry, Gappy," said Danny confidently. "We dready have a pilot—Mr. Boyne there—and besides, you
have to make your wasser stoff so you can take me flying when | come back. And, two, making contact
with dien sentientsismy basicjob, isn't it? And"—hedidn't wait for an answer—"besides, | think | know
the guy who's stuck there. Ahmed Dulla. We were both hasded by the copsin Bulgariaa couple of
monthsago.”

Wook, wook, wook changed to whickwhickwhickwhick asthe pilot increased the pitch of therotors
and the copter rocked off the ground and headed for a cloud. Danny clung to the seat, marveling a the
profligacy with which the Fuel Bloc spent its treasure—four metric tons of helicopter alone,
tachyon-trangported from Earth orbit at what cost in resources he could not guess.

"You don't get airsick, do you?' shouted Boyne over the noise of the blades. Danny shook his head, and
the pilot grinned and deflected the blade edges so that the chopper leaned toward and began to move
after abank of cumulus.

To Danny's disgppointment, the flock of balloonists was out of sight, but there were till small and large
creaturesinthe air, keeping their distance. Daehouse couldn't see them very clearly and suspected they
wanted it that way, staying at the limits of vison and disappearing into cloud as the copter came close.
But below! That waslaid out for him to enjoy as the chopper bounced dong less than fifty meters over
thetallest growth. Groves of treeslike bamboo; clusters of thirty-meter ferns; tangles of thingslike
mangroves, twenty or more trunks uniting to form asingle cat's-cradle tangle of vegetation. He could see
small things scuttling and legping to hide asthey twisted overhead, colors of al sorts. The unwinking red
glower of the dwarf star toned down rock and water, but the brightest colors were not reflections. They
were foxfire glow and lightning-bug tail, the lights of the plantsthemsdves.

Of course Daehouse had studied the maps of Klong, orbital photos supplemented by side-scatter radar.
But thiswas different, seeing the landscape as they soared above it. Back along the shore wastheir own
camp, on anarrow neck of land that locked off abay from the wider ocean, or lake, akilometer or two
away. There wasthelake (or ocean) itsdlf, curving around like abitten-into watermelon dice, and in the
light from Kung almost the same color. Down the shore of it was the Peeps encampment. Past that, of f
toward the part of Klong that lay just under the star, where the land was dryer and the temperatures even



higher, wasthe Greasies camp. Both of those were out of sight, of course. The copter Swung out across
the water. Boyne pointed, and Daehouse nodded; he could see their destination just taking form through
the gloomy haze, on the far shore.

Boyne had not been entirely frank, Dalehouse discovered. He had not mentioned that thiswas not his
firg flight to the Krinpit community. There had been at least two overflights before that, because there
were photos of the layout. Boyne pulled a sheaf of them out of an elastic pocket in the door of the
copter, sorted through them, and passed one over to Danny. "There, by the water's edgel™ he bawled.
Hisfinger jabbed at a curled-up figure afew meters up the beach. Drawn up nearby was aplastic
coracle, and there were sheds and more obscure structures all around. There were also some very
unpleasant-looking creatures like square-ended crabs:

Krinpit. Some of them were suspicioudy closeto the huddled figure.
"Ishedill dive?' Danny shouted.

"Don't know. He was aday or two ago. He's probably okay for water, but he must be getting damned
hungry by now. And probably sick.”

From the air the Krinpit village looked like a stockyard, most of the Structures comprising only unroofed
walls, like cattle pens. The creatureswere dl around, Danny saw, moving astonishingly quickly, at least
when matched againgt hisimage of Earthside crustaceans. And they were clearly aware the chopper was
approaching. Some raised up to point their blind faces toward it, and an ominous number seemed to be
converging on the waterside.

"Creepy looking things, ain't they?' Boyne shouted.

"Ligten," said Danny, "how are we going to get Dullaaway from them? They don't just look creepy. They
look mean.”

"Yeah." Boynerolled down hiswindow and leaned out, circling the helicopter around. He shook his
head, then pointed. "That your buddy?'

Thefigure had moved since the photograph had been taken, was no longer in the shelter of one of the
sheds but afew meters away and lying outstretched, face down. Dulladidn't look particularly dive, but
he wasn't clearly dead ether.

Boyne frowned thoughtfully, then turned to Dalehouse. " Open that case between your feet there, will you,
and hand me acouple of those things."

The"things' were metal cylinders with awireloop at the end. Boynetook half adozen, pulled the loops,
and tossed them carefully toward the Krinpit. Asthey struck, yellow smoke came billowing out of them,
forming adense cloud. The Krinpit staggered out of the smoke as though disoriented.

"Just tear gas," Boyne grinned. "They hateit." He stared down. Nearly al the creatures that had been
converging around the prostrate man were fleeing now ... dl but one.

That onewas obvioudy in distress, but it did not leave the vicinity of the prone human being. It ssemed to
bein pain. It moved dartingly back and forth as though torn between conflicting imperatives: to fleg; to
stay; perhaps even to fight.

"What are we going to do about that son of abitch?' Boyne wondered out loud, hovering over the scene.
But then the cresture moved painfully away, and Boyne made his decision. He dropped to the ground
between the Krinpit and the unconscious Pakistani. "Grab im, Danny!" he yelled.



Danny flung open his door and jumped out. He scooped up the Pakistani with more difficulty than he had
expected. Dulladid not weigh much over fifty kilos here, but he was boneless as rubber, completely out
of it. Danny got him under the arms and more dragged than carried him into the helicopter while Boyne
sworeworriedly. The rotors spun, and they started to lift off, and there was arushing, clattering scramble
from the other sde. Two hundred kilograms of adult Krinpit launched itsdf onto the Sde-palet. Boyne
gibbered in rage and jockeyed the controls. The chopper staggered and seemed about to turn onitsside;
but he got it straight and it began to pull up and away.

"What are you going to do, Boyne?' yelled Danny, trying to pull Dullaslegsinsde so he could closethe
door. "You can't just leave that thing there!™

"Hell | can't!" Boyne stared worriedly at the tiff-jointed legs that were trying to scrape through the plastic
to get a him, then turned the copter up and over the water. "I've dways wanted a pet. Let'sseeif | can
get thisbugger home!”

By the time he got back to his own camp, full of wonder and worries, Daehouse was physicaly
exhausted. He made a quick report to the rest of the expedition and then fell into a dreamless deep.

"Night" was an arbitrary concept on Klong. When he woke, the sky wasthe same asit dwayswas,
clouds and the dull red cinder of Kung hanging far off center above.

It was back to work as usud. Kappelyushnikov, or somebody, had done some digging for him. He had
less than an hour's work, mostly neatening up the edges. He welcomed it, because he had more than an
hour's pondering to do.

After rescuing the Pakistani, Boyne had laid a bedline course for his own home base. He had not even
asked if Dullawas dive; his attention was taken up to saturation by the hideous and very active creature
only centimetersfrom his|eft ear and by the demands of piloting. Warned by radio, the Greasies had nets
prepared. They had the Krinpit lashed and stowed before the beast knew what was happening. Then a
quick medl while Dullagot some sort of emersericy medica treatment, mostly cleaning him up and
flowing alittle glucose into his bloodstream. Then over the barren, hot ground to the Pegps camp, where
they left the sick man, accepted some haughty thanks from the Chinese in charge of the place, and took
Daehouse home.

All inal, he had been gonefive or six hours. And every second filled with some new input to worry over
inhismind.

He redly begrudged them the Krinpit. There was no doubt the creasture wasintelligent. If the buildings
hadn't proved that by themsalves, its methodica attempt to gougeits way into the helicopter, and its
patient acceptance of failure when the plastic proved too tough, bespoke thought. It had struggled only
briefly when the Greasies threw the nets over it, then alowed itself to be hauled into asted-barred cage.
Only after the cage door had dammed behind it did it systematicaly cut through the netting to freeits
limbs. Daehouse had spent al the moments he could spare just watching it and trying to make sense of
its sounds. If only he had taken the brain-split at some point in his studies! He knew that Harriet or even
that Bulgarian girl, Ana, could have reasoned out some sort of linguistic pattern, but it was only noiseto
him.

Then there was the wonder of the Greasy camp itself. Stedl bars! A helicopter! Bunks on legs, with metal
gprings! He could not begin to imagine what profligate burning of irreplacegble fue had madeit possible
for them to hurl dl that Stuff at super-light speed to an orbit around Kung, and then to lower it safely to



the surface of the planet. They even had air conditioning! True, they needed it; the surface temperature
must have been well over forty so near to the Heat Pole. But no one forced them to settle where they
would need the permanent drain of air conditionersto survive.

And by contrast, the Peeps. That was pathetic. Old What'sy had put the best face possible on it, but it
was clear that the return of Dullameant to him principaly another casualty to try to take care of, with
hardly anybody hedthy enough to do the nurang—much less do anything else. He had proudly given the
vigtorsto understand that another expedition was on the way, "nearly asbig as our own." But how big
wasthat? im Morrissey interrupted histrain of thought. The biologist had been out of the camp and had
not heard the report; now hewanted it al over again, firsthand. Daehouse obliged and then asked, "Did
you catch anything in your micetraps?’

"Huh? Oh." Obvioudy that was long in Morrissey's past by now. "No. | ran awire-tethered probe down
the tunnd, but it kept hitting blind dleys. They're pretty smart, whoever they are. As soon asyou broke
into their tunnd they closed it off."

"So you don't have any animalsto send back to Earth?"

"No animals? Never say it, never think it, Danny! I've got awhole menagerie. Crabrats and bugs,
creepers and flyers. God knows what they all are. | think the crabrats are probably related to the Krinpit,
but you can't really trace relationships until you do paleontology, and Chrigt, | haven't even madea
beginning on the taxonomy yet. And plants—well, anyway, you might aswel call them plants. They don't
have scomata or mesophyll cells. Would you believe that?*

"Surel would, Jm."

"Where the photosynthetic process happens| don't know," Jm went on, marveling, "but it's the same
good old thing.

Starch production driven by sunlight, or what passesfor sunlight—6CO, plus 6H.,0 ill yidds C,H,,O,
and some spare oxygen, on Earth asit isin the heavens. Or the other way around.”

"That's starch?' Daehouse guessed.

"You bet. But don't eat any of it. And keep putting that jelly on your skin every timeit rubs off. There're
congenersin dl that suff that will doyouin.”

"Sure." Daehouse's attention was wandering, and he hardly listened as Morrissey catalogued the
vegetation he had so far identified on Klong: something like grassesthat covered the plains, succulents
like bamboo, with hollow stems that would make fine structural materids, forests of plantsthat looked
likeferns but were fruiting and with woody stems. Some of them grew together from many trunks, like
mangroves, otherstowered in solitary splendor, like redwoods. There were vines like grapes, spreading
by transporting their hard-shelled seeds through the digestive tracts of animas. Some of them were
luminous. Some were meet-egting, like the Venusflytrgp. Some—

"That starch,” Dalehouse interrupted, pursuing histrain of thought. "Can't we egt it? | mean, sort of cook
the poison out of it, like tapioca?"

"Danny, stick to what you know."
"No, redly," Daehouse perssted. "We're shipping alot of massin the form of food. Couldn't we?'

"No. Wdll, maybe. In asense. It takesonly alittle bit of their proteinsto kick off areaction | can't
handle, so don't experiment. Remember the Pegps white mice.”



"If they're plants, why aren't they green?”

"Well, they are, kind of. Inthislight they look purple because Kung's so red, but if you shine aflashlight
on them they're akind of greenish yellow. But, you know," he went on earnestly, "it's not the usud
chlorophyll. Not even aporphyrin derivative. They do seem to use amagnesum ion—"

"| better get thisfinished up," said Danny, patting the biologist on the shoulder.

It was dmost done. He lugged the chemicdl toilet from the lander and balanced it over the dit trench, and
then reported to Harriet.

"All done. Firgt-class American crapper ready for use.”

She came over to ingpect and then pursed her tiny lips. "Daehouse, do you think we're animals? Can't
you at least put atent over it? And beforeit rains again, would you mind? Look at those clouds. Damniit,
Danny, why do | haveto tell everybody what to do around here?”

He got the tent up. But the storm, when it came, was arouser. Lightning scored the entire sky, cloud to
ground and air to air. Kung was completely obscured, not even adull glow to mark where it hung in the
sky, and the only light wasthe lightning itself. Thefirst casuaty was the power system. The second was
Danny's outhouse tent, torn flying away by the eighty-kilometer gudts. By thetimeit was over they were
drenched and miserable, and al of them were busy trying to put the camp together again. East Lansing
had had no stormslike Klong's, and Danny viewed with disma foreboding the next few yearson this
treacherous planet. When he redlized he had been more than twenty hours without deep, he tumbled into
bed and dreamed of awarm morning in Bulgariawith a pretty blond woman.

When he woke, Im Morrissey was poking him. "Out. | get the bed next."

It wasn't really even abed—just adegping bag on an air mattress—but at least it was warm and dry.
Daehouse rdluctantly yielded it to the biologigt. " So the camp survived?”

"Moreor less. Don't go near Harriet, though. One of her radiosis missing, and shethinksweredl to
blame." Ashe climbed into the bed and stretched hislegs down to the warm interior, he said, " Gappy
wants to show you something.”

Danny didn't rush to see the pilot; odds were, he considered, that it was just some other stoop-labor job

that needed doing. It could wait until he had something to eat—athough, he reflected, chewing doggedly

through a guaranteed full daily requirement of essentid vitamins and minerals (it looked like adog biscuit),
edting wasn't ahell of alot more fun than digging latrines.

But that wasn't what Kappeyushnikov had in mind. *1s no more manua labor for you and mefor awhile,
Danny," he grinned. "Have now been honored by appointment as chief meteorologist. Must make more
wasser stoff to check winds, and you help.”

"Harriet was real shook up by the storm,” Daehouse guessed.

"Gasha? Y es, that iswhat she wants, better weather forecasting. But what | want is exotic travel to
faraway places! Youwill see”

Kappeyushnikov's still had been converted to solar power, atrough of brackish water from the lake
running between aluminum reflecting V's, and the vapor trapped on a plagtic sheet overhead. The drops



dipped down into atank, and part of the fresh water was being eectrolyzed into hydrogen and oxygen.
From the hydrogen collector, aseamless plagtic baloon, asmall compressor whirred at regular intervas
to pump the gasinto aheavy meta cylinder.

Kappeyushnikov checked the pressure gauge and nodded gravely. "Is plenty. Now you go borrow
theodolite from head boss, Gasha. Do not take no for answer; and then | will show you something that
will truly amaze you."

Fortunately for Dalehouse, Harriet was somewhere € se when he went for the theodolite, asmal sighting
telescope that looked like a surveyor's trangt. By the time he got back with it Kappelyushnikov had filled
aplagtic balloon with hydrogen and was expertly baancing itslift againgt the weight of asilver ruble. "My
good-luck piece," he said dreamily. "Yes, fine. Y ou have pencil ?"

"What'sapencil? | have abdlpoint.”

"Don't make fun of old-fashioned Soviet vaues," Kappeyushnikov said severdly. "When | let go of
balloon, you keep eye on watch. Every twenty secondsyou tell me, | call off readings, you write down.
Y ou understand? Okay, let go."

Thelittle balloon did not leap out of Dalehouse's fingers; it only drifted upward, bobbing gently as vagrant
zephyrs caught it. In the till after the storm there was no stronglly prevailing wind that Daehouse could
fed, but he could see the balloon move erraticaly. At each time-hack Kappe yushnikov read off right
ascension and declination bearings. After the seventh reading he began to swear, and after the ninth he
sraightened up, scowling.

"Isno good! Lousy Kungson light! | cannot see. Next timewe will tieon candle.”
"Fine, but would you mind telling me what were doing?"

"Measuring winds aoft, dear Danny! See how balloon curved around, started back way it came? Winds
at different levelsblow variousindividud different directions. Balloon follows. We follow balloon. Now
we reduce readings, and soon | will truly astonish you with more than you wish to know about Klongan
wind patterns.”

Dalehouse squinted thoughtfully at where the balloon had disappeared into the maroon murk. "How are
we going to do that?"'

"Oh, Danny, Danny. How ignorant you Americans are! Simple trigonometry. | have right ascension
sghting of balloon after twenty seconds, correct? So | have one angle of right triangle. Second angle must
be ninety degrees—you understand that thisis so? Otherwise would not beright triangle. So smple
subtraction from one hundred eighty gives me angle remaining, and | have thus described triangle
perfectly, except for dimension of sdes. Okay. | now feed in dimension of first Side, and smple
trandformation—"

"Whoa! Y ou didn't measure anything. Where did you get the dimension of one Sde?!
"Altitude of balloon after twenty seconds, of course.” "But how do you know—"

"Ah," said Kgppdyushnikov smugly, "that iswhy careis so important in weighing off balloon. With fixed
lift, balloon rises at fixed rate. Lift isequal to one silver ruble, and so in each twenty secondsrisesnine
point seven three meters. We now perform same arithmetic for declination and we have fixed position of
balloon in three-dimensiona space. Here, walk whilewe talk." He took the jotted readings from Danny
and scanned them, frowning. " Such terrible writing,” he complained. "Nevertheess, | can read them



perhaps well enough to feed into computer. Is very easy computation.”
"Then why do you need a computer?”
"Oh, | could easily perform operations mysdlf. But computer needs practice. Wait one, Danny."

While the Russian was mumbling to himsdlf over the keyboard, Harriet poked her head in the tent. "What
areyou doing?' she demanded sharply.

"Important scientific research,” said Kappeyushnikov airily, without looking up. To Danny's surprise, the
trandator did not react. Shelooked sullen, confused, and unhappy—not conspicuoudy different from her
normal look. But her norma behavior was a good deal more abrasive than her demeanor now. She came
quietly into the tent and sat down, thumbing dispiritedly through her trandation notes.

"Haveit!" cried the pilot happily, and pressed acommand button. Theliquid crystal over the computer
flashed colored darts of light, then revedled aplot of wind arrows. "' Colors of spectrum,”
Kappdyushnikov explained. "Red islowest, up to fresh grass green for highest. Y ou see? At fifty meters,
wind heading one forty-five degrees, eight kilometers per hour. At one hundred meters, backing to
ninety-five degrees and now fifteen kilometers. And so on. Triumph of Soviet technology.”

Da ehouse nodded appreciatively. "That's very nice, but what do we want to know that for?"
"Meteorology," Kappe yushnikov grinned, winking and moving his head toward Harriet.

The woman looked up and burst out, "Cut that out, Vissarion. I'm in no mood for you to make fun of me.
Tel Ddehouse your red reason.”

The Russian looked surprised, and alittle thoughtful, but he shrugged. "All right. Poor American Danny,
you are helplesswithout your machines. But not I. | am pilot! | do not wish to be earthworm like one of
those thingswe shit onin your latrine, Danny. | want something to fly. They will not give mefud. They
will not let me have structural materiasfor glider —would be easy, except for launching; plenty of winds
here, you see. But Gasha says no, so what can | do? | ook up and see balloonists floating around sky,
and | say | alsowill be baloonist!" He pounded hisfist on the top of the computer. "Have gas. Have
navigation information for winds a oft. Have Soviet know-how. Have aso little extra bonus of low gravity
and high pressure of air. So now | will make little baloon, big enough for me, and | will pilot again.”

A surge of enthusiasm infected Daehouse. "Hey, that's great. Would it work?"
"Of course would work!"

"We could useit to take after those balloonigts, get close to them. Harriet, do you hear that? It would
give usachancetotry to talk to them.”

"That'sfine" she said, and Daehouse looked at her more closdly. Even for Harriet shelooked sullen.
"What's the matter?' he asked.

Shesad, "I located theradio.”

"The onethat blew away in the sorm?"

Shelaughed, like acartoon figure laughing: heh, heh, heh. "It takesared idiot to believe that one. How
could it blow away? Goddamn thing weighs twenty kilos. It occurred to me it might be transmitting, so|
listened, and it was. | tried RDFing, and | got afix right away. Straight down,” she said, staring at them.



"The damn thing isright down underneath usin the ground.”

A minute was gill aminute. Danny made sure of that, because he had begun to doubt. His pulse was il
forty-two in sixty seconds by the clock. He could hold his breath for three of the minutes and maybe a bit
more. The small coinage of time had not atered in vaue. But one thousand four hundred and forty
minutes did not seem to make aday anymore. Sometimesit felt as though awhole day had passed, and
the clock said only six or seven hours. Sometimes it would occur to him to betired, and the clock would
show as much asthirty hours since he dept last. Fretfully Harriet tried to keep them al on some regular
schedule, not because it seemed necessary, but because it was orderly. Shefailed. Within—what? a
week?— they were degping when they wanted to and eating when they felt hungry and marking the
passage of time, if at al, by events. Thefirgt near-vigt by balloonists was after the big storm and before
the Peeps received their reinforcement of personnd. The time Kappelyushnikov triangulated the missing
radio for Harriet and discovered it was at |east twenty meters underground was just after they sent their
first reports and shipment of specimens back to Earth. And the time balloonists cameto visit—

That was awhole other thing, the kind of event that changes everything fore and &ft.

Dalehouse woke up with hismind in the sky. He did his chores. He helped Morrissey check histraps,
prepared amed of desecrated stew, fixed avalvein the shower stall by the lake. But what he was
thinking of was Kappe yushnikov's balloons. Danny had talked him out of the big single hydrogen-filled
bag: too big, too clumsy, too hard to manufacture, and above dl too likdly to kill its passenger if anything
popped its skin. So they had painstakingly blown a hundred pibal-sized bags, and the Russian had
knotted up a netting to contain them. The aggregate lift would be as much as you wanted. All it took was
more baloons; you could multiply them to lift the entire camp if you liked. But if one or two popped, it
did not mean adead aeronaut. The passenger would descend reasonably dowly—to be more accurate,
they were hopeful the passenger would descend dowly. He might damage himsdlf, but at least he would
not be spread flat across the Klongan landscape.

K appdyushnikov would not alow Danny to do thefina stages of filling and tying the balloons—"Is my
neck, dear Danny, so ismy job to make sureit stays okay."

"But you're taking so damn long. Let me help.”

"Nyet. Isvery clear,” grinned the pilot, "that you think pretty soon you too will fly my baloons. Maybe
0. But thistime | am sole cargo. And besides, have il Satic lift teststo finish. Until then not evenl| fly."

Dalehouse moved impatiently away, disgruntled. He had been on Klong fo—whatever length of time it
was—a couple of weeks, at least. And the author of "Preliminary Studies toward aFirst Contact with
Subtechnological Sentients' had yet to meet hisfirst subtechnologica sentient. Oh, he had seen them.
There were burrowers under hisfeet, and he was sure he had caught aglimpse of something when
Morrissey exploded a charge under apresumed tunndl. The Krinpit had been hisfellow passenger for
half an hour. And the baloonists were often in the sky, though seldom nearby. Three separate racesto
study and dedl with! And the most productive thing he had done was dig alatrine.

Hefidgeted hisway into Harriet's tent, hoping to find that she had miraculoudy made some giant legp in
trandation of one of the languages—if they were languages. She wasn't there, but the tapes were. He
played the best of them over and over until Kappeyushnikov camein, sweating and cheerful.

"Static test isgood. Plenty lift. Now we et whole mishmash sit for awhile, check for legks. You are
enjoying concert of airborne friends?’



"Itisn't aconcert, it'salanguage. | think it'salanguage. It's not random birdcalls. Y ou can hear them
singing in chords and harmonies. It's chromatic rather than—do you know anything about music theory?"

"Me?Pease, Danny. | am pilot, not longhair fiddle player.”

"Well, anyway, it's chromatic rather than diatonic, but the harmonies are there, not too far off what you
might hear in, say, Scriabin.”

"Fine composer,” the Russian beamed. "But tell me. Why do you listen to tapes when you havered thing
right outsde?"

Startled, Danny raised his head. It wastrue. Some of the sounds he was hearing came from somewhere
outsdethetent.

"Also," Kappelyushnikov went on severdly, "you are breaking Gasha's rice bowl. Sheistrandator, not
you, and sheisvery difficult lady. So come now and listen to your pink and green friends.”

The baloonists had never been so close, or so numerous. The whole camp was staring up at them,
hundreds of them, so many that they obscured each other and blotted out part of the sky. The red glower
of Kung shone through them dimly asthey passed before its disk, but many of them were glowing with
their own firefly light, mostly, as Kappeyushnikov had said, pink and pale green. Their song wasloud
and clear. Harriet was there aready, microphone extended to catch every note, listening critically with an
expression of distaste. That meant nothing. It wasjust the way she dways |ooked.

"Why s0 close?' Ddehouse marveled.

"I do not wish to break your rice bowl ether, dear Danny. Y ou are expert. But | think is possible they
like what we put up for chopper pilot.” And Kappelyushnikov waved to the strobe beacon on the tower.

"Um." Danny considered amoment. "Let's see. Do me afavor and get one of the portable floodlights.
Well see them better, and maybeit'll bring them even closer.”

"Why not?' The Russian disappeared insde the supply tent and came back with the portable in one hand
and the batteriesin the other, cursing as he tried to avoid sumbling over the wires. He fumbled with it,
and its dense white beam abruptly extended itself toward the horizon, then danced up toward the
balloonigts. It seemed to excite them. Their chirps, squedls, flatulences, and cdllo drones multiplied
themselvesin ashower of grace notes, and they seemed to follow the beam.

"How do they do that?' Harriet demanded fretfully. "They've got no wings or anything thet | can see.”

"Sameas|, dear Gasha," boomed the Russian. "Up and down, to find atruly sympathetic current of air.
Here, you hold light. | must watch expertsand learn!™

The balloonists were coming closer. Evidently the light attracted them. Now that there was enough
brightness to make the colors plain, the variety of their patterns was striking. There were cloudlike
whorls, solid bands, cross-hatchings, dazzle designs that resembled World War | camouflage.

"Funny,” said Daehouse, staring longingly at the swarm. "Why would they have dl those colorswhen
they can't see them mogt of the time?”

"Isyour opinion they can't,” said Kappelyushnikov. "Light like beet juiceis Strangeto us, we see only the
red. But for them perhapsis— Ho, Morrissey! Good shot!"

Dalehouse jumped aquarter of ameter asthe camp's one and only shotgun went off behind him.



Overhead, one of the balloonists was spiraing toward the ground.

"l get," yelled Kagppelyushnikov, and sprinted off to intersect itsfall.

"What the hell did you do?" blazed Dadehouse.

The biologist turned a startled and defensive face toward him. "I collected a specimen,” he said.

Harriet laughed disagreeably. " Shame on you, Morrissey. Y ou didn't get Dd ehouse's permission to shoot
oneof hisfriends. That'sthe price you pay for being aspecidist in sentients—you fal in love with your
subjects.”

"Don't be bitchy, Harriet. My job's hard enough. Thisll makeit impossible. Shooting at them isthe surest
way to drive them away."

"Oh, sure, Daehouse. Anybody can see they're ssampeding in terror, right?' She waved a casua hand at
the flock, still milling through the light and Singing asthey soared ddlightedly overhead.

Kappeyushnikov came back with arubbery sac draped over his shoulder. "Almost had to fight off one
of your Krinpit friendsto get it," he growled. "Was big, ugly mother. Don't know what | would have done
if he had truly contested ownership. But he scuttled away."

"There are no Krinpit around here," Harriet said sharply.
"Are now, Gasha. Never mind. See how pretty our new pet is."

The creature was not dead. It did not seem even wounded, or at least there was no blood. The shotgun
pellets had blown aholein the gasbag and nothing else. Itslittle face was working, looking like the
countenance of an engorged tick, with great eyes staring at them. It was making thetiniest of sounds,
amost like gasps.

"Disgudting,” said Harriet, drawing back. "Why isn't it scresming?!

"If I knew the answersto questionslike that," said Morrissey, dropping to one knee beside the creature
to seeit better, "I wouldn't have to collect specimens, would 17? But at aguess, it would beif | hadn't shot
the breath out of it. | think it uses the hydrogen for vocaizing. God knows what it bresthes. Must be
oxygen, of course, but—" He shook his head and glanced up. "Maybe | ought to collect afew more."

"No!"

"Chrigt, Dalehouse! Y ou know, Harriet's right about you. Well—I know. At least |et's see how
phototropic they are. Hand me those shells." Kappelyushnikov passed over the plastic belt of
ammunition, and Morrissey pawed through it until hefound asignd flare.

"You'l st fireto them, Morrissey! That's hydrogen in those bagdl”

"Oh, cripes." But the biologist aimed carefully to one side of the flock. More and more of them were
entering into the beam, now steady, as Harriet had put it on the ground pointing up; the whole diffuse
swarm was contracting into a knotted mass.

When the flare went off, the whole flock seemed to twitch like asingle organism. They didn't swarm
toward it. They stayed bunched in an dlipsoidd huddle along the axis of the beam of light; but their song
changed to afrantic crescendo, and there seemed to be a systematic rearranging of positionswithin the
flock. The smaler and less brightly colored individuas bobbed toward the lower portions of the schoal,



and the larger and gaudier oneslifted toward the top. Dalehouse stared in fascination, so entranced that
he did not realize his face was sticky and wet until Kappelyushnikov grunted in surprise.

"Hey! Israning?'

But it wasn't rain. It was sweet and pungent on their lips, with an aftertaste that was animd and fetid; it
fell like agentle dew on their upturned faces and clung to their skins.

"Don't swalow any!" cried Morrissey in belated panic, but some of the people were dready licking their
lips. Not that it mattered, thought Dalehouse; the stuff was all over them. If it was poisonous, they were
donefor.

"Youfools!" cried Harriet, samping her foot. She had never been attractive, and now shelooked like a
witch, sdlow facein agrimace, uneven teeth bared. "Weve got to get this stuff off. K gppel yushnikov!
Y ou and Morrissey get buckets of water at once.”

"Da, Gasha," sad the pilot dreamily.
"Now!" she screamed.

"Oh, of course, now." He lumbered off afew steps, then paused and looked coquettishly back over his
shoulder.

"Alyusha, dear. Y ou help me get important water right away?"

The navigator smpered. She answered him in Russian, something that made Kappeyushnikov grin and
Harriet swear. "Don't you clods know we're dl in danger?" she cried, catching at Daehouse's hand
imploringly. "Y ou, Danny, you've dways been nicer to me than those other bastards. Help me get water."

He returned the pressure of her hand and whispered, "Hell, yes, honey, let's get some water."
"Danny!" But she wasn't angry anymore. She was amiling, alowing him to tug her toward the |akefront.

He ran histongue over hislips again. Whatever the dew was, the more he tasted it the better heliked it:
not sweet, not tart, not like fruit or meat, not like flowers. 1t was not like anything he had ever tasted
before, but it was a taste he wanted more of. He saw Harriet touching her pointed tongue to her own thin
lips and was suddenly seized with the need to taste that Klongan mist from her mouth. He felt the damp
heat risng inside him and caught her roughly around the waist.

They kissed desperatdly, their hands busy ripping each other's clothes off.

It never occurred to them to think of hiding themselves. They cared nothing for what the othersin the
expedition might think of them, and the others cared no more for Harriet and Daehouse. In couplesand
clusters the entire expedition was down on the ground in amass fury of copulation, while overhead the
swooping balloonists sang and soared through the searchlight and their gentle mist rained down on the
human beings below.

SEVEN

ANA DIMITROVA sa in awindow table of a Greek teashop in Glasgow, writing industrioudy on her



daily letter to Ahmed. Shedid not send them all. That would be ruinoudly extravagant! But every week,
at the end of Sunday, she spread them out on atable and copied out the best parts, enough to fill four
dotsin amicrofiche. It was never enough. Sheleaned forward into the northern sunshine, left elbow on
the table next to the cooling cup of strong, sweet tea, head resting on the hand, oblivious to the noise of
the lorries and the double-decker yellow-and-green buses on the Gallowgate road outside, and wrote:

—it seems so long since last | kissed your lovely eydids and wished you good-bye. | missyou, dear
Ahmed. Thisplaceisterrible! Terrible and strange. It smells of petroleum and internal-combustion
engines, the smell of wicked waste. Well. They have only another five or ten years and then their North
Seaoil will be gone, and then wewill see.

The headaches have been very bad, | think because these languages are so uncouth. It isactud painto
gpesk inthem. It will bedl right, though, dear Ahmed. The headaches pass. The achein my heart lasts
much longer—

"Moretea, miss?'
The harsh English words crashed into Nan's ear. Shewinced and raised her head. "Thank you, no."
"WEIl be serving lunchin just abit, miss. The souvlaki's very tasty today, cook says."

"No, no. Thank you. | must be getting back to my hotel." She had dawdled longer over the letter than
was right, she thought remorsefully, and now she had to hurry, and the headache was back. It was not
just that the woman was speaking English. It was the way she spoke it, the rough Scottish consonants
that buzzed and rattled in the ear. Although in truth it did not much matter what language, or at least what
non-Savic language, she was hearing. The headaches were more frequent and more severe. It was
probably because she had become a diplomatic trandator. The international vocabulary of science was
easy enough to trandate, snce so many of the words had the same rootsin al languages. In diplomacy
the risks were gresater, the nuances subtler and more threatening. The choice of an adjective meant
nothing in trandating areport on X-ray polarimetry, but in aspeech about locating adrilling claim on the
Mid-Atlantic Ridge it might mean the difference between peace and war.

Nan paid her check and dodged cautioudy across Gall ow-gate among the towering buses that so
mischievoudy raced along the wrong side of the street. The diesel sink made her cough, and coughing
made her headache worse.

And shewas late. She wasto be picked up for the airport at one, and it was past noon aready. She
walked virtuoudy past the shops (so bright and gay!) without looking in asingle window. There were
styles here that Sofiawould not see for another year. But why bother? It would have been nice to buy
new clothes to wear for Ahmed. With him so many hillions of kilometers away, Nan wore what was
easest to put on and least likely to attract attention. Evenings she spent done when she could, listening to
music and studying grammar. Her best treat was to reread the sparse letters he had returned for her
prodigious outflow—athough they were not stimulating. From what he said, Son of Kung sounded agrim
and awful place.

She cut through a corner of the Green to walk aong the riverside toward her hotel, hoping to avoid the
noise and theinvisible, but not unsmdlable, exhaust from dl the vehicles. No use. Lorries rumbled along
the embankment, and the dudgy surface of the Clydeitself was pocked with oil tankers and barges and
creased with the wakes of hydrofoils. How did one live inaplacelikethis? And it al could have been
avoided. A little forethought. A little planning. Why did they haveto put oil refineriesinthemiddle of a



city? Why stain their river with waste and filth when it could have been acool cass? Why bein sucha
rush to pump the ail from the bottom of the seawhen it could have provided energy, even food, for
another hundred generations? Why use ol at dl, for that matter—especidly in these packs and swarms
of carsand lorries—when the city could have been built around public transportation, electricaly
powered, or powered with the hydrogen that Iceland, not so very far away, was so eager to sll.

But on Son of Kung. ..

On Son of Kung it could be al different. She wished she could be there. With Ahmed. Not just to be
with Ahmed, shetold hersdlf stoutly, but to be part of anew world where things could be done properly.
Where the mistakes of Earth could be avoided. Where one's children would have afuture to ook
forward to.

Hersand Ahmed's children, of course. Nan smiled to herself. She was an honest person, and she
admitted that Kung-son seemed al the finer because Ahmed wasthere. If only she were not here! There
were worrisome things between the lines of what he wrote. So many of his expedition had been sick. So
many had died, just in thefirst days—and hisonly |etters had been in those first days. Why, he himself
could have— No. She would not countenance that thought. There was enough elseto fret about. For
example, the picture he had sent of himself. He had looked worrisomely thin, but what she had noticed
most about the picture was the hand on his shoulder. The person who owned the hand was not visible,
but Nan was almost sure it was awoman's hand. And that was even more worrisome.

"MissDimitroval Hoy, there. Nan!"

All at once she perceived that her feet had carried her into the lobby of the hotel, and she was being
greeted by aman she amost recognized. Dark, short, plump, alittle past middle age, he had adiplomat's
smile and wore clothes that, even across the immense old |obby, she was sure were real wool— if not
cashmere.

Hefilled in the blank for her. "I'm Tam Gulsmit. Remember? We met at the FAO reception last month.”
He snapped hisfingersfor aforkboy. "Y our bags are al ready—unless you care to freshen up? Have
timefor adrink?'

Now sherecdled him well. He had been persistent in his attentions, even to the point of lying in wait for
her as she came out of the powder room and drawing her into an offensively close conversation in the
hall. She had explained to him that it was no use. It was not merely aquestion of being in love with
someone else. That was not his concern; she did not haveto tell him her reasons. It was amatter of
socidist mordlity. V. I. Lenin had said it. Free love was dl very well, but who would want to drink from a
glassthat every passerby had fouled with hislips? (And yet in Moscow, she remembered, the public
drinking fountains had just such glasses chained to them, and each one surely smeared with athousand
lips.) Let the Fudl powers do what they liked—ypartner swapping, group orgies, whatever. She was not
there to passjudgment, but asocidist girl from Sofiadid not even smoke in the Street, because she had
been taught certain principles of behavior that did not leave her when she grew up.

"Sir Tam," she began—she remembered that he had one of those quaint British handlesto his name—"it
isapleasureto seeyou again, but | must fly now to New Y ork for the United Nations debate. | have no
time—"

"All thetimein the world, sweets, that'swhat I'm herefor. Boy!"

Tardily the bellboy rolled up with hisforklift, and that was scandaous, too: her one little zipper bag did
not need afuel-guzzling machineto carry it; she had toted it akilometer at atime hersglf.



Sir Tam chuckled indulgently. " Aren't we quaint? This greet, rambling old ruin—that's the Britishness of i,
isn'tit? We're great at backing alosing horse long past the point where anyone € se would have chucked
itin. Lucky for uswe can afford it! Now, isthere anything else you need to bring?'

"But truly, Sir Tam, acar isbeing sent to take meto the arport. It will be here any minute."

"Here dready, swestie. I'm it. Our Government have provided me with a Concorde Three, and I'd just
rattle around in it by myself. When | heard that afriend of God Menninger's needed alift | took the
liberty of coming for you mysdlf. Youll likeit. There's plenty of room, and well make New York in
ninety minutes.”

Scandalous, scandalous! Of course the British could afford anything, ocean of oil under the North Sea,
their octopus tendrils dready grabbing at the Mid-Atlantic Ridge. But mordly it was so wrong.

She had no chanceto refuse. Sir Tam overcame all objections, and before she knew what was
happening she was lifted gently by cherry picker into—dear God!—a supersonic hydro-jet.

As soon asthey belted up, in deep, foam armchairs with a suction-bottomed decanter and glasses
dready on alittle table between them, the aircraft hurled itself into the air. The accel eration was
frightening. The way the ground dropped away beneath them was not to be believed. Strangely, there
was less noise than she had expected, far less than the warm-up roar of aclamjet.

"How quiet," she said, leaning away from Sr Tam's casualy chummy arm.

He chuckled. "That's five thousand kilometers an hour for you. We leave the sound far behind. Do you
likeit?'

"Oh, yes," said Nan, trying to prevent him from pouring her adrink. Shefailed.
"Y our voice sounds more like 'oh, no." “
"Well, yes, perhgpsthat is 0. It isterribly wasteful of oil, Sir Tam."

"We don't burn ail, sweetie! Pure hydrogen and oxygen— haveto carry them both, thisfar up. Not an
ounce of pollution.”

"But of course one burns oil, or some other fuel, to make the hydrogen.” She wondered if she could keep
the conversation on propellant chemistry al the way across the Atlantic, decided not, and took anew
tack. "It isfrightening. One can see nothing from these tiny windows."

"What isthereto see? Y ou get turned on by clouds, love?’

"I have flown the oceans many times, Sir Tam. Thereis dways something. Sometimesicebergs. The sea
itsdlf. In aclamjet there isthe excitement of the landfal as one approaches Newfoundland or Rio or the
Irish Coast. But a twenty-five thousand metersthereis nothing.”

"| couldn't agree with you more,” said Sir Tam, unstrapping and moving closer. "If | had my way thered
be no windowsinthething a al."

Nan moistened her lipswith the whiskey and said brightly, "But it isall so exciting. Could you perhaps
show me around thisarcraft?"

"Show you around?'

"Yes, please. It isso new to me."



"What'sto see, love?' Then he shrugged. "Matter of fact, yes, there are afew features|'d liketo cal to
your attention.”

She stood up gratefully, glad to get hishand off her knee. The headaches had lessened, perhaps because
now they were bresthing quite pure air instead of the Glaswegian smog, but she was annoyed. He had
made it clear that they were the only passengers, that was not deceitful. But she had expected at least the
chaperonage of the stewardesses, and they, dl three of them, had retreated to their little cubbyholesin
the aft of the aircraft. Thelittle paneled lounge was far more intimate than she liked.

But worse was in store. What she had thought was a service cubicle turned out to be atiny, complete
bedroom suite. With —could one bdieveit?>—a waterbed. Easlly ametric ton of profligately wasted
meass! For nothing, surdly, but profligately immora purposes!

"Now there," said Sir Tam over her shoulder, "is afeature worth studying. Go ahead, Nan. L et your
impulses carry you. Try it out.”

"Certainly not!" She moved away from histouching hand and added formaly, "Sir Tam, | must tdl you
that | am an engaged person. It isnot correct for meto alow mysdf to bein agtuation of thiskind."

"How quaint.”

"Sir Tam!" Shewas amogt shrieking now, and furioudy angry, not only with him but with hersdif. If she
had used atiny bit of intelligence she would have known thiswas coming and could have avoided it. A
delicate hint that thiswas the wrong time. A suggestion of—what? Of asocia disease, if necessary.
Anything. But she was trapped, the waterbed before her, this gland case behind, aready with hislips
againg her ear, whispering buzzingly so that her headache exploded again. Desperately she caught at a
sraw.

"We—we were speaking of Godfrey Menninger?'
"What?'

"Godfrey Menninger. The father of my good friend, Captain Marge Menninger. Y ou spoke of himinthe
hotd."

Hewas slent for amoment, neither releasing her nor trying to pull her closer. "Do you know God
Menninger wel?'

"Only through his daughter. | was able to keep her from going to jail once."

Hisarm was definitely lesstight. After amoment he patted her gently and stepped away. "Let'shavea
drink," he said, ringing for the stewardesses. The satyr's smile had been replaced by the diplomat's.

The conversation was back on itstracks again, for which Anawasintensay grateful. She even managed
to return to the little cubicle with the armchairs and to persuade the stewardess to bring her anice cup of
grong chai instead of the whiskey Gulsmit suggested. He seemed greetly interested in the story of
Margie Menninger'slittle episode, in every detail. Had they been fingerprinted? Was the people's
magistrate a court of record, whatever that was? Had Ana spoken to anyonein the militiaabout the
incident later on, and if so what had they said?

Such trivid things seemed to interest him, but Nan was content to go on dredging up memoriesfor him al
the way acrossthe Atlantic, aslong asit meant his keeping his handsto himsalf. When she was wrung
dry heleaned back, nursing the new drink the stewardess had poured for him and squinting out at the
blue-black and cloudless sky.



"Very interesting,” he said at last. "That poor little girl. Of course, I've known her since shewastiny.” It
had not occurred to Anathat Margie Menninger had ever been tiny. Shelet it pass, and Sir Tam added,
"And dear old God. Have you known him long?"

"Not in apersond sense,” she said, careful not to add lying to the fault of being untruthful. "Of course he
isof great importancein cultural matters. | too am deeply concerned abouit culture.”

"Culture," repeated Sir Tam meditatively. He seemed about to produce area smile but managed to retain
the diplomatic oneinstead. "Y ou are adear, Nan," he said, and shook hiswristwatch to make the red
numerasblink on. "Ah, dmost there," he said regretfully. "But of course you must allow meto escort you
to your hotel."

The morning session of the UN was exhausting. Therewas no timefor ared lunch because she had to
post-edit the computer trand ations of what she had dready trandated once that morning before they
could be printed. And the afternoon session was one long catfight.

The debate was on fishing rights for Antarctic krill. Because it was food, tempers ran high. And because
sealoreisamogt asold an area of human interest as eating, the trandation was demanding. There were
no places where she could coast, no technical words that were new-coined and common to amogt al
languages. Every language had devel oped its own words for ships, seamanship, and above all, esting, at
the dawn of language itsdlf. Only three of Nan'slanguages werein use— Bulgarian, English, and Russian.
The Pakistanis were not involved in the debate, and there were plenty of others proficient in the Romance
languages. So there were long periods when she could listen without having to speak. But there was no
rest even in those periods; she needed to remember every word she could. The UN delegates had the
awful habit of quoting each other at length—sometimes with approval, sometimes with a sneer, dways
with the risk of sometiny hairgplit that she had to get just right. Her headaches wereimmense,

That was, of course, the price you paid for having the two hemispheres of your brain surgicaly diced
gpart. Not to mention the stitching back of parts of them that kept you from stumbling into things or faling
down, or the DNA injectionsthat left your neck swollen and your eyes bulging for weeks at atime and
sometimes caused seizures indistinguishable from epilepsy. That had been a surprise. They hadn't told her
about those things when she signed up to become a split-brain trandator—not redlly. Y ou never did
know what pain was going to be until you had it.

What made the whole day an order of magnitude worse was that she was starved for deep. Sir Tam had
followed her to her very door and then planted afoot insgdeit. His hands had been dl over her inthe
limousineal theway in from the airport. The only way she could think to get rid of him wasto pretend
such exhaustion that she could not stay awake another second, even though it wasjust after lunch, New
Y ork time. And then she found she had talked hersdlf intoit.

So shedid go to deep. And woke up before midnight with the chance for any more deep gone. And
what was there to do with the eleven hours before the morning session would begin?

A letter to Ahmed, of course. A few hourswith English irregular verbs. Another hour or so listening to
the tapes she had just made to check her accent. But then she wastired and fretful. What she needed
most was awalk from her apartment past the university into the fresh morning air of the park, but that
was ten thousand kilometers away in Sofia. In New Y ork you did not go waking in the fresh morning air.
And 0 she had turned up for duty in the trandator's booth fedling as though a hard day's work was
aready behind her, and her head throbbing and pounding in two different rhythms, onein eachtemple. ..



Her mind had wandered. Sheforced it back. It was Sir Tam asking for the floor now, and she had to put
hiswordsinto Bulgarian.

Hisface was purple-red, and he was shouting. With one hdf of her brain Nan wondered at that whilethe
other half was automatically processing hiswords. So much passion about such little fish! Not even fish.
They were some sort of crustacean, weren't they? To Nan, "krill" was something that ol d-fashioned
peasant grannies girred into their stewsto give them body. It came as a grayish-white powdery
substance that you bought in jars labeled "fish protein concentrate.” Y ou knew that it was good for you,
but you didn't like to think about what organs and oddities were ground up to makeit. In food-rich
Bulgaria, nobody grew excited about the stuff.

But Sir Tam was excited. The Fuel Bloc needed it desperately, he shouted. Had to haveit! Was entitled
toit, by dl thelaws of civilized humanity! The Fuel Bloc dready possessed the fleets of long-range
factory shipsthat could seine the cold Antarctic Ocean. He quoted Pacemin Maris and the
British-Portuguese Treaty of A.D. 1242. Thetiny bodies of the creatures that made up the krill, he
declamed, were absolutely essentid to British agriculture, being the very best kind of fertilizer for their
crops.

At which the Uruguayan delegate interrupted, snarling, "Agriculture! Y ou are using thisessentia protein
to feed to animas.”

"Of course,” Sir Tam replied stoutly. "We are not blessed with the advantages given your country, Sefior
Corrubias. We do not have immense plains on which our cettle can graze. In order to feed them
properly, we must have imports—"

Someonein the American delegation laughed out loud, not apleasant laugh, and the Uruguayan drummed
on hisdesk derisvely. "So it is cattle you feed, Sir Gulsmit? But we have it on the evidence of your own
Ministry of Hedlth that you give the krill to your cats and budgies! Do you then make minced kitten
patties, perhaps? Or fresh chops of parrakeet?"

Sir Tam looked long-sufferingly at the president pro tern. "Sir, | must ask the courtesy of the floor."

The president was a pare Ghanaian who had not once glanced toward any speaker. He did not do so
now. His eyes stayed on the letters he was signing one by one as his secretary put them before him. He
sad, "l would request of the delegate from Uruguay that he reserve his remarks until the delegate from
the United Kingdom has concluded.”

Sr Tam beamed gracioudy. "Thank you. In any case, | am amost finished. Of course, some part of our
imports of krill doesfind itsway into pet food, some part into protein additives for the justly famous
British beef, some part into fertilizer to help us grow the vital foods that nature has otherwise denied us. Is
that amatter for thisbody?1 think not. What is of concern isthe behavior of member statesin their
conduct of world affairs. Weinfringe no internationd treaty in continuing the long British tradition of the
Seg, in harvesting what isfredy availableto dl ininternationa waters, and of course in making suitable
use of those pelagic areas which, by exigting treaties fredly arrived at by the member states, have long
been reserved to us. But even thisis not relevant to the motion before ustoday! That motion, | remind
you, relates only to the proposa for a United Nations peacekeeping team to supervise the Antarctic
fisheries. 'Peacekeeping,’ my dear fellow delegates. A team to keep the peace. And therefore our
position is clear. No such team is needed. The peace has been kept. There have been no incidents. There
certainly will be none of our making. The United Nations has better things to do than to seek solutionsfor
problemsthat do not exist.”

And he sat down, managing to do so with abow to the president pro tem, asardonic grin for the



Uruguayan, and yes, even awink for Ana, up in the trandator's booth! She shook her head in distress at
this frivolous-minded person. But perhaps he was serious after dl, for he was dready writing something
on ascrap of paper and beckoning a page, even as the Ghanaian finished signing his|etters, dapped his
portfolio shut, glanced at the clock, and managed not to catch the Uruguayan delegate'seye ashe said, "'l
am informed that the address of the next delegate may occupy asubstantid period of time. Sinceitis
now four, | suggest we recess this debate until ten o'clock tomorrow morning.”

A buzz rose up from the floor. Nan leaned back for along moment, massaging her temples before she
stood up and alowed hersdlf to contemplate the next half hour: aquick meal, abath, and then alovely

long deegp—

No. It was not to be. As she opened the door to the booth the page dashed up, out of breath, and
handed her the note from Sir Tam. It said:

Absolutely essential you attend the party inthe DVL, and that | have the pleasure of escorting you.

So therewas no ret, no rest. She might have refused the invitation. But Sir Tam had taken the
precaution of telling the head of the Bulgarian mission to the United Nations about it, and shewas no
sooner in her room than he was on the phone ingsting she go.

She bathed quickly and dressed in what she guessed might be appropriate, then trotted back acrossthe
street from her hotel to the great quaint oblong building, so unlikeits newer and fortressike neighbors.
Her head was pounding al the way. Diffidently she whispered her name to the guard at the Distinguished
VigtorsLounge. He consulted alist, smiled frostily, and let her in.

What atumult! How much smoke, and what odors of food and drinks! And there was Sir Tam, to be
sure, tiny bouquet of flowersin one hand, the other hand on the shoulder of a plump, dark, grinning man
whom Nan did not at once recogni ze but who was the very Uruguayan with whom Sir Tam had been
exchanging insults an hour before.

"Nan! Ho, Nan! Over herel” He was beckoning her to him. She could not think of areason for refusing,
and knew before it happened that Gulsmit would be touching her again. And it happened just that way.
The flowersturned out to be abouquet of Parmaviolets, outrageoudy out of season and, of course, for
her. Gulamit inssted on pinning the corsage on her demure bodice himself, taking much moretime over it
than was necessary while the othersin hislittle conversationa group jovidly pretended not to notice.

It angered Nan that the Scot should put himsdlf on such terms of evident intimeacy, especialy inthis
hyperactive atmosphere, where people who had been trading threats with each other al day were now
laughing and mingling and drinking together. Not only that. Every personin thislittle group wasfroma
rival bloc. What would the head of her delegation say?

Sir Tam and the Saudi were Fud. The Uruguayans were People. So were the two jolly Chinese women
intheir spike-hedled shoes and neo-Mao jackets of silk brocade and metal thread.

"Youll never guess, Nan," grinned Sir Tam after introducing her, "what our friends have up their deeves
for tomorrow. Téell her, Liao-tsen.”

The older of the Chinese women laid her hand on Ana's arm, smiling. Clearly she had been drinking a
great dedl. Her consonants were fuzzy, but she said, comprehensibly enough, " The Peopl€e's Republic of
Bengd will put forward an emergency resolution. It isavery pretty resolution, Miss Dimitrova. All about
'‘the dleged multinationa expedition of the Food-Exporting Powers and their ‘acts of violence againgt the



natives of Son of Kung.""

"Violence? What isthis about violence?' demanded Nan, startled and suddenly fearful. If therewas
fighting on Kung-son ... if Ahmed found himself inthemiddleof awar . . .

"That'sthe funny part, dear girl," chuckled Sir Tam. "It seemsyour friend God'slittle junket has begun
shooting down harmless baloonists. But not to worry. | don't think it's going to pass. It's not a party
matter, isit, Sefior Corrubias?'

The Uruguayan shrugged. "There has been no officid consultation among the Peopl€'s Republics, that is
true”

"And unofficid?" Gulsmit probed.

Corrubias glanced at the elder Chinese woman, who nodded permission, and said, "I can tell you my
persona opinion, and that isthat the acts of violence we have heard described are not of much
importance. Can oneredlly get upset about rubber jack-0'-lanterns floating around in the sky?*

"Thereisaso the matter of the underground race," said the Chinese woman. She took another sip of her
drink, looking merrily mysterious over thetop of it at Sir Tam, before going on comfortably, "But that too
... wdl, afew burrows broken into, that's al. After al, how can we be sure that the creatureswho
inhabit them areindeed intelligent? We would not object to a Nebraska farmer, for example, opening a
mole run as he plowed his corn paddies.”

"Onemight dso," saild Anaboldly, surprisng hersdf at the harshness of her voice, "speak of the
crustacean race that has suffered some casudties.” But Sir Tam stopped her by a gentle pressure on the
shoulder. She did not protest. She had suddenly begun to fear that it was Ahmed's group that had caused
those casudties, about which she knew so worryingly little,

"1 would redlly enjoy watching you two fight it out,” said Sir Tam, laughing to take the menace out of his
words. But Nan wondered if he didn't really mean it. She a so wondered why he was so carefully and
publicly possessive of her, arm around her shoulder, hovering over her drink and refilling it from every
passing tray. Surely al these foreign people would suppose they had been in bed together! She blushed
at the thought. It would have been bad enough to be guilty of animmora daliance, like any common tart,
and to have it known. But she was not even guilty! The name without the game—how awful! Why would
Sir Tam go out of hisway to create such an impression? Could it be that the lax mordity of the Fuel
people was such that he valued the gppearance of sexual adventure as much asthe rdationship itself?
Was he trying to show that he was still sexudly potent? And what sort of people was she living among
here?

"Please excuse me for amoment,” she said, glancing about as though looking for awoman'sw.c. But as
soon as shewaswell away from Sir Tam, she circled around the white-paneled room to the buffet tables.
At least shewould bring up her blood sugar. Perhaps that would relieve the headaches and the
exhaustion, and then she would think of away to rdieve the pressure from Sir Tam.

The table would have been lavish even in Sofial But wasit not the Tibetans who were giving this party?
And why did they fedl obliged to spread so wasteful adisplay of food? Caviar that certainly did not come
from the Himadayas, ddlicate fruit ices that surely were unknown in their sparse, high valleys, péatésinthe
origina wooden boxes from France. And ook what they had done! The centerpieces were carved
replicas of the races of Kungson! A baloonist, haf ameter thick, in butter! A crustacean carved from
what looked like strawberry sherbet! A long, almost ratlike creature—was it a burrower?—made from
foiegrasl And there, standing next to her, was a distinguished-looking gray-haired man who was
directing a pae-haired younger man to fill aplate from the display. A spoonful of the burrower, afew



dices of some sort of mest, a croissant, a scoop from the balloonist to butter theroll. He caught her eye
and smiled pleasantly without speaking.

It was dl incredibly ostentatious. It quite took Anas appetite away. She looked away from the food and
saw Sir Tam across the room, eyes on her. Strangely, he nodded encouragement and pointed—to
whom? To the graying, tall man next to her?

She looked more carefully. Had they ever met? No. But he had aface she seemed to know, from a
photograph, she thought—but a photograph that had meant something to her.

She turned to speak to him, and the pale-haired man was suddenly between them, polite but at a state of
readiness. For what? Did they think shewas an n?

Then she remembered where she had seen the face. "Y ou're Mr. Godfrey Menninger," she said.
Hisexpressonwasinquiring. "Y es?'

"Weve never met, but I've seen your picture in anewspaper. With your daughter. I'm Ana Dimitrova,
and | met your daughter afew monthsago in Sofia.”

"Of courseyou did! Theangel of rescue. It'sdl right, Teddy," he said to the younger man, who stepped
back and began collecting silverware for Menninger's plate. "How nice to meet you & last, Ana. Margie's
here somewhere. Not near the food, poor thing. She has her mother's metabolism. She can't even look at
alayout like thiswithout putting on akilo. Let'sgo find her so you can say hdllo.”

Captain Menninger was sipping her Perrier water and dlowing afifty-year-old Japanese attaché to think
he was making headway against her defenses when she heard her father's voice behind her.

"Margie, dear, asurprisefor you. Y ou remember AnaDimitrova?'

"No." Marge studied the woman carefully, not competitively but in the manner of someonetrying to learn
aterrain from amap. Then the card filein her head clicked over. "Yes" she corrected herself. "The
Bulgarian woman. How niceto seeyou again.”

It was not anything of the kind, and she intended the Bulgarian bint to understand that. On the other hand,
Margie had no particular wish to make an enemy of her, either. There might be atime when her
connection with that Pak she was screwing—Dulla? Y es. Ahmed Dulla, member of thefirst Peeps
expedition to Klong—could be a useful lineto pursue. So she turned to the Japanese and said:

"Tetsy, 1'd like you to meet Nan Dimitrova. She was such ahelp to mein Bulgaria Y ou know how
foolish | am about making jokes—I just can't help this mouth of mine. It saysthingsthat get meinto the
most terrible trouble. And so, of course, | said something ridiculoudy awful. Politica, you know. It could
have had really sticky consequences. And aong came Nan, total stranger, just agood person, and got
me out of it. How isthat nice young man you were with, Nan?'

"Ahmed ison Kungson," said Nan. She was unwilling to give offense, but she was not obliged to like this
plump blond's nagty little put-down games.

"Ishel Why, that'sa coincidence. Y ou remember Dr. Dalehouse, of course? He's there too. Perhaps
they'll meet." She saw that her father's aide had just signaled something to him and added, " Poppa, you're
looking worried. Am | saying something avful again?'



Godfrey Menninger smiled. "What I'm worried about isthat if I'm going to give you alift to Boston, it's
time we were on our way. Y ou do remember you have adate at MIT tonight?”

"Oh, dear. I'd forgotten.” Wholly untrue. Margie had not forgotten the time of her date, which wasthe
following morning, and she had no doubt thet her father had not either.

"Also," hewent on, "you'll be sneezing and scratching if we stay here much longer. Or had you aso
forgotten that you are dlergic to flowers?!

Margie had never in her life been dlergic to anything, but she said, "Y ou do take such good care of me,
poppa. Nan, I'm sorry thiswas so short, but it'sredlly nice seeing you again. And Tetsu, don't bea
stranger next time you're in Houston. Stop by and say hello.” The Japanese hissed and bowed. Of
course, Margie reflected, she could be out of town if he ever did happen to show up in Houston. Not
that it mattered. She had aready accomplished her objective. Past a certain age, even going to bed with
aman did not give you quite as firm agrip on his emations as communicating the impression that you
certainly would liketo if you ever got the chance.

In her father's car, with the bodyguard-aide sitting in front, she said, "Now what was that al about,
poppa?”

"Maybeyour little Bulgarian friend isn't quite as much of acountry girl as she seems. Teddy swept her as
amatter of routine. There was amicrophonein her corsage.”

"Her? Bugged? That'sacrock!"

"That'safact," he corrected. "Maybe her delegation put it on her, who knows? That place was full of
sharks. It could have been any one of them. And speaking of sharks—"

"Y ou want to know what | picked up,” she said, nodding, and told him what the Japanese had said about
the Bengali resolution.

He leaned back in the seat. "Just the usua UN Mischief Night, I'd say. Y ou turn over my garbage can, |
throw adead cat on your roof. Arethey going to pressit?”

"Hedidn't say, poppa He didn't ssem to take it very serioudy.”

Her father rubbed the spot below his nave thoughtfully. "Of course, with the Pegps you never know.
Heir-of-Mao has an investment in Klong. The Bengalis wouldn't be starting anything they didn't clear with
the Forbidden City."

Margie's hair prickled erect at the back of her neck. "Areyou saying | should worry? | don't want my
mission withdrawn!™

"Oh, no. No chance of that, honey. Relax, will you? Y ou're too much like your old lady. She never did
learn to swing with the action. When the PLO kidnapped you | thought shed have anervous
breakdown."

" She was scared shitless, poppa. And you never turned ahair." Not even, she thought, when your own
four-year-old daughter was bawling into the jetliner'sradio.

"But | knew you were going to bedl right, honey. | redly did."

"Wadl, I'm not bringing that up again, ol* buddy.” Margie folded her handsin her |ap and stared out the
window. Between the UN complex and the airport there was no building, no street, that Margie had not



seen adozen times before. She was not redlly seeing them now. But they helped spur and clarify her
thoughts, the long tandem buses hobbling down the dow lanes, the apartment dwellerswalking their
dogs, the school kids, stores, police on their tricycles, sdewak vendorswith their handmade jewelry and
pocket computers. Thomas Jefferson, as he returned to Monticello, might have looked out of his
stagecoach in just the same detached but proprietary way at the daves weeding his crops.

Shesaid dowly, "Listen, poppa. | want to get our mission reinforced. Now."
"What's the hurry?"

"I don't know, but theré'sahurry. | want it done before the Peeps and the Greasies cut us off at the roots
or get enough of their own people up there to own Kungson. | want usthere first and biggest, because |
wantitdl."

"Shit, honey. Didn't they teach you about priorities at the Point? There'sthe krill business and the
Mid-Atlantic Ridge and the Greasies threatening to raise their prices again—do you have any idea how
tough dl thisis?I've only got one stack, and there's only room for one thing at the top of it."

"No, poppa, | don't want to betold how hard it is. Don't you understand thisis awhole planet?’
"Of course| do, but—"

"No. No buts. | guessyou don't redly understand what it means to have awhole planet to play with. For
us, poppa, dl for us. To start from scratch with, to develop in a systematic manner. Find al the fossil
fuels, develop them in arationa way. Locate the cities where they don't destroy arable land. Plant crops
where they won't damage the soil. Develop industry whereit's most convenient. Plan the population. Let
it grow asit isneeded, but not to where you have asurplus: good, strong, sdf-reliant people. American
people, poppa. Maybe the place stinks now, but give it a hundred years and you'd rather be there than
here, | promise. And | want it."

Godfrey Menninger sighed, looking in love and some awe at the oldest and most troublesome of his
children. "Y ou're worse than your mother ever was," he said ruefully. "Well, | hear what you say. The
Polesowe usone. I'll seewhat | can do.”

TechTowTwo sprawled over the bank of the Charles River, more than twice the cubage of al the old
brick buildings put together. There were no classroomsin Technology Tower Two. There was no
adminigtration, either. It was al for research, from the computer storage in the subbasementsto the
solar-radiation experiments that decorated the roof with saucers and bow ties.

The Massachusetts I ndtitute of Technology had along tradition of involvement with space exploration,
going back even before there was any—or any that did not take place on a printed page. As early asthe
1950s there had been a design class whose entire curriculum revolved around the creation of products
for export to the inhabitants of the third planet of the star Arcturus. The fact that there was no known
planet of Arcturus, let doneinhabitants of it, did not disturb either teacher or students. Techpersonswere
used to unhinging their imaginations on demand. In the Cambridge community that centered around MIT,
Harvard, the Garden Street observatories, and al the wonderlands of Route 128 there had been
designersof interstellar spacecraft before the first Sputnik went into orbit, anatomists of extraterrestrias
when there was no proof of life anywhere off the surface of Earth, and specidigtsin interplanetary
communications before anyone was on the other end of the line. Margie Menninger had taken six months
of graduate studies there, dashing from Tech to Harvard. She had been careful to keep her contacts



bright.

The woman Margie wanted to see was aformer president of the MISH TS and thus would have been a
power in the Tech world even if she had not dso held thetitle of assistant dean of the college. She had
arranged a breakfast meeting at Margi€'s request and had turned out five department heads on order.

The dean introduced them around the table and said, "Make it good now, Margie. Department heads
aren't crazy about getting up so early inthe morning.”

Margie sampled her scrambled eggs. "For thiskind of food, | don't blame them," she said, putting down
her fork. "Let me get right to it. | have about ten minutes worth of holos of the autochthons of Son of
Kung, dias Klong. No sound. Just visible." She leaned back to the sideboard and snapped a switch, and
thefirst of the holographic pictures condensed out of a pinkish glow. ™Y ou've probably seen most of this
stuff anyway," she said. "That'sa Krinpit. They are one of the three intelligent, or anyway possibly
intelligent, races on Klong, and the only one of thelot that is urban. In amoment you'll see some of their
buildings. They're open at the top. Evidently the Krinpit don't worry much about weather. Why they have
buildings at dl isanyone's guess, but they do. They would seem much the easiest of the three racesto
conduct trade with, but unfortunately the Peeps have a head start with them. No doubt welll catch up.”

The head of the design staff was alean young black woman who had limited her breakfast to orange
juice and black coffee and was aready through with it. "Catch up at what, Captain Menninger?' she
asked.

Margie took her measure and refused combat. " For openers, Dr. Ravend, I'd like to see your people
create some trade goods. For al threeraces. They're dl going to be our customers one of these days.”

The economist took his eyes off the holo of aKrinpit coracleto chalenge Margie. " '‘Customers implies
two-way trade. What do you think these, ah, Klongans are going to have to sell usthat's worth the
trouble of shipping it dl those light-years?'

Margie grinned. "'l thought you'd never ask." She pulled an attaché case off the floor and opened it on the
tablein front of her, pushing the plate of eggs out of theway. "So far," she said, "we don't exactly have
any manufactured objects. But take alook at this." She passed around severa ten-centimeter squares
of afilmy, reslient substance. "That's the stuff the balloonists hydrogen sacs are made out of . It'sredly
pretty specid stuff—I mean, it holds gaseous H, with less than one percent leakage in atwenty-four-hour
period. We could supply quite alot of that if there was a specialty market for it."

"Dont you haveto kill abaloonist to get it?"

"Good question.” Margie nodded to the economist with alying smile. "Actudly, no. That is, there are
other, nonsentient races with the same body structure, dthough thisoneis, | believe, from one of the
sentients. How about amarket? If | remember correctly, the Germans had to use the second stomach of
the ox when they were building the Hindenburg. "

"l see," said the economist gravely. "All we need to do is contact afew Zeppein manufacturers.” There
wasagenerd titter.

"I'm sure,” said Margie steadily, "that you will have some better ideathan that. Oh, and | ought to
mention one thing. | brought my checkbook. There'saNationa Science Foundation grant for research
and devel opment that's waiting for someoneto apply for it." And for that gift too, | thank you, poppa, she

thought.
The economist had not become the head of amgjor department of the faculty without learning when to



retreat. I didn't mean to brush you off, Captain Menninger. Thisisactually apretty exciting challenge.
What else have you got for us?'

"Wdl, we have anumber of samplesthat haven't been sudied very carefully. Frankly, they aren't redly
supposed to be here. Camp Detrick doesn't know they're gone yet.”

The group stirred. The dean said quickly, "Margie, | think we dl get the same picture when you mention
Camp Detrick. Isthere anything connected with biologica warfarein this?!

"Certainly not! No, believe me, that doesn't comeintoiit a al. | sometimes go out of channels, | admit,
but what do you guessthey'd do to meif | broke security on something like that?"

"Then why Camp Detrick?'

"Because these are dien organisms," Margie explained. "Except for the sample of balloonist tissue, youll
notice that every item I've got hereisin adouble-wrapped, heat-sealed container. The outside has been
acid-washed and UV-gterilized. No, wait—" she added, grinning. Everybody &t the table had begun
looking at their fingertips, and there was a perceptible movement away from the samples of tissue on the
table. "Those balloonist samples are okay. The rest, maybe not so okay. They've been pretty carefully
gone over. There don't seem to be any pathogens or adlergens. But naturally you'll want to use carein
handling them."

"Thanksalot, captain,” said the designer iffly. "How can you be so sure about the tissue?”!

"| ate somethree daysago," she said. She had their full attention now and swept on. "1 should point out
that the grant naturaly includes whatever you need to insure safe handling. Now, this group contains plant
samples. They're photosynthetic, and their principal responseisin the infrared range. Interesting for you
agronomists? Right. And these over here are supposed to be art objects. They come from the Krinpit,
the onesthat look like squashed cockroaches. Thethings are supposed to 'sing.’ That is, if yourea
Krinpit and you rub them on your shell, they make someinteresting sounds. If you don't have a chitinous
shell, you can use a credit card.”

The woman from design picked up one of them gingerly, peering at it through the transparent plagtic.
"Y ou said you wanted us to develop some kind of trading goods?*

"I suredo." Thelast thing Margie pulled out of her dispatch case was ared-covered mimeographed
document. Thewords MOST SECRET were dazzle-printed on the jacket. "Asyou can see, thisis
classified, but that's just military hang-ups. It will be turned over to the UN in about ten days anyway, or
mogt of it will. It's the most comprehensive report we've been able to prepare on the three principal races
of Klong."

All six of the faculty members at the table reached for it at once, but the design woman was fastest.
"Um," shesad, flipping through it. "1've got a graduate student who would eat thisup. Can | show it to
him?'

"Better than that. Let's leave this copy and the sampleswith our friends, and let'syou and | go talk to
him."

Fifteen minutes later Margie had succeeded in getting rid of the department head, and sheand adim,
excitable young man named Walter Pinson were head to head. "Think you can handleit?' asked Margie.

"Yes! | mean, wdll, it'sabig job—"

Margie put her hand on hisarm. "I'm sure you can. I'd redlly appreciateit if you'd tell me how you plan to



go about it, though.”
Pinson thought for amoment. "Well, thefirgt thing isto figure out whet their needs are,” he offered.

"That'sfascinating! 1t must be pretty difficult. I would hardly know whereto start. Offhand, I'd say their
biggest need, dl of them, isjust staying dive. Asyoull see, everything on the planet spendsalot of its
timetrying to et everything ese, including the other intelligent races.”

"Cannibdign?'

"Wl | don't think you can call it that. They're different species. And there are alot of other speciesthat
aretrying to est the intelligent ones."

"Predators,” said Pinson, nodding. "Wdll, there's a starting point right there. Let's see. For the predators
like the balloonists, for instance, anything that would set them on firewould help protect the sentients. Of
course," he added, frowning, "we'd have to make sure that these were used only to defend the sentients
agang lower formsof life.”

"Of course!" said Margie, shocked. "We wouldn't want to give them weaponsto start awar with!" She
glanced at her watch. "I've got an idea, Walter. | didn't have much of abregkfast, and it's getting on

toward lunch. Why don't you and | get something to eet? There'saplace | used to know when | wasa
graduate student. In a pretty frowsty old motel, but the food was good—if you have thetime, | mean?"

"Oh, | havethetime," said Pinson, looking a her gppreciatively.

"It's up past Harvard Square, but we ought to be able to get a cab. And please let me—I have an
expense account, and it'sal your tax money anyway." Asthey walked toward the elevator, amab of
undergraduates flocked toward alecture hall. Looking toward them, Margie asked, "Do you by any
chance know a student named LIoyd Wendey? | think he's afreshman.”

"No, | don't think so. Friend of yours?'

"Not redlly—or anyway, not snce hewasalittlekid. I used to know hisfamily. Now, about these, ah,
implementsfor sef-protection—"

Severd quite pleasant hours later, Margie got into acab outside the old motd. If the food had not been
realy as good as she remembered it, the rooms still came up to standard. Asthey approached Harvard
Square she had an impulse. "Go down Mass Ave," she ordered the driver. "l want to make alittle
detour.” After afew blocks shedirected him into aside street, and |ooked about.

She recognized the neighborhood. There was the supermarket. There was Giordan's Spa, and there,
over the barbershop, only now it was over a hardware store, was the three-room corner apartment
where she had lived with LIoyd and Lloyd Junior through the ten months that measured both her graduate
year and her marriage. It wasthe closest Marge had ever come to motherhood, fill-in to asix-year-old
for the real mother who had died when he wasthree. It was the closest she had ever come to wifehood,
too, and closer than she would ever come again. Old Lloyd! Thirty years old when she was nineteen, and
sofucking courtly in the Officers Club that you'd never guess what he was like in bed. Not even if you'd
tried him out atime or two, as Margie had been careful to do. Just looking up at the window of their
bedroom made Marge's neck ache with the memory of being head-jammed into a corner of the bed, half
choked with pillows, so LIoyd could pump himself dry as quickly as convenient. As often as convenient.
When he thought convenient. Y ou didn't ask acuspidor for permission to spit init, or awifefor sex. The



cuspidor couldn't struggle, not if you had it jammed into position just right, and it wouldn't cry out.
Neither would the wife, especialy with the six-year-old stepson only marginally adeep just outsde the
door.

She ordered the driver on.
It would have been niceto see LIoyd Junior, al grown up.

But better not. Better the way it was. She hadn't seen either of the L1oyds since the annulment, and no
use pressing your luck. It had been a pretty frightening, dehumanizing experience for ayoung girl; how
lucky shewas, thought Margie, that it hadn't scarred her forever!

When she got back to her hotel there was a taped message from her father: "To hear isto obey. Catch a
news broadcagt.”

Sheturned on the bedside TV while she packed, hunting for an dl-news station. She was rewarded with
five minutes about the latest Boston palitica corruption scanda's, and then an in-depth interview with the
Red Sox's new designated hitter. But at |ast there was arecap of the top internationa story of the day.

"In asurprise move at the United Nations this morning, the top Polish delegate, Wladidas Prczensky,
announced that his government has accepted the challenge presented by the Bengali resolution. The Food
powers have agreed to send out an investigatory commission with broad powersto investigate the
aleged cases of brutd treatment of native races on the planet whimsically caled 'Klong' or 'Son of Kung.'
Therewill be no representatives of major powers such as the United States or the Soviet Union on the
commission, which will be made up of UN peacekeeping officersfrom Poland itsdlf, Brazil, Canada,
Argentina, and Bulgaria.™

EIGHT

DANNY DALEHOUSE reached out to grab the theodolite asit tipped in the soft ground. Morrissey
grinned and gpologized. "Must've lost my balance.”

"Or dseyou're stoned again,” said Dalehouse. He was angry—not just at Morrissey. In the candor of his
heart he knew that most of hisanger was at the fact that Kappel yush-nikov was flying and he was not.
"Anyway," hewent on, "you've knocked this run in the head. Next timewhy don't you just go deep it
off?'

They had al been freaked out by the stuff the balloonists had sprayed on them, and from timeto time, for
days afterward, dl of them had recurring phases of lust and euphoria. Not only were Morrissey's more
intense, but Dalehouse was pretty sure the biochemist was still exposing himsdlf. He had discovered that
something in the semen or spoerm of the male baloonists was highly hallucinogenic—better than that, was
the long-sought-after true aphrodisiac fabled in song and story. It wasn't Morrissey's fault that his
researches put him clear out of it from timeto time. But he shouldn't have inssted on helping with the
theodolite readings.

Far overhead K appel yushnikov's cluster of bright yellow balloons gyrated asthe pilot experimented with
controlling his dtitude to take advantage of the winds at various levels. When he wasfinished tracking
them they would have basic information that could alow them to cruise the skies. Then Daehouse'sturn



would come, But hewastired of waiting.
"Gappy," hesaid into theradio, "wevelos the readings. Might aswell come on down.”

Harriet was walking toward them as K gppel yushnikov's answer came through. It wasin Russian; Harriet
heard, and flinched irritably. That wasin character. She had been a perfect bitch about the whole thing,
Dalehouse thought. When they returned to normal after that first incredible trip, she had flamed at him,
"Anima! Don't you know you could have got me pregnant?’ It had never occurred to him to ask. Nor
had it occurred to her, at the time. It was no use reminding her that she had been as eager as he. She had
retreated into her hard defiant-spingter shell. And ever since, she had been ten times as upright as before
and fifty times as nasty to anyone who made sexud remarksin her presence or even, aswith

Kappel yushnikov just now, used some perfectly justifiable bad language.

"I've got some new tapesfor you," Harriet sniffed.

"Any progress?

"Certainly theré's progress, Daehouse. There's adefinite grammar. I'll brief the whole camp on it after the
next meal." She glanced up a Gappy, having alast fling with hisbaloon as haf adozen of the Klongan
gasbags soared around him, and retreated.

A definite grammar.

WEéll, there was no use trying to hurry Harriet. "Preliminary Studiestoward aFirst Contact with
Subtechnologica Sentients' seemed very far away! Da ehouse counted up the score. It was not
impressve. They had made no contact at al with the crablike things called Krinpit or with the burrowers.
The gasbags had been hanging around quite alot since the day they had showered the expedition with
their milt. But they did not come close enough for the kind of contact Danny Dalehouse wanted. They
bounced and swung hundreds of metersin the air most of the time, descending lower only when most of
the camp was away or adeep. No doubt they had been trained to avoid ground-limited creatures through
eons of predation. But it madeit hard for Danny.

At least, with the gasbags in sight, rifle microphones had been able to capture quite alot of their strident,
singing didlogue—if didogue waswhét it was. Harriet said she detected structure. Harriet said it was not
birdsongs or cries of larm. Harriet said she would teach him to speak to them. But what Harriet said
was not dways to be believed, Danny Dalehouse thought. The other thing he thought was that they
needed adifferent trandator. The split-brain operation facilitated language learning, but it had severd
drawbacks. It sometimes produced bad physica effects, including long-lasting pain. Oncein awhileit
produced personality changes. And it didn't dwayswork. A person who had no gift for languagesto
begin with came out of surgery gtill lacking the gift. In Harriet's case, Danny would have guessed dl three
weretrue.

They had transmitted al the tapes to Earth anyway. Sooner or later the big semantic computers at Johns
Hopkins and Texas A&M would be checking in, and Harriet's sills, or lack of them, would stop
mattering so much.

What Danny needed, or at least what Danny wanted, so badly he could taste it, was to be up therein the
sky with one of the gasbags, one on one, learning alanguage in the good ol d-fashioned way. Anything
elsewas acompromise. They'd tried everything within their resources. Free-floating instrumented
balloons with sensors programmed to respond to the signatures of life; wolftraps for the Krinpit; buried
microphones for the burrowers; the rifle mikes and the zoom-lens cameras for the gasbags. They had
kilometers of tape, with pictures and sounds of al manner of jumping, crawling, wriggling things, andin al
the endless hours hardly as much asten minutes worth that was any use to Danny Daehouse.



Still, something had been accomplished. Enough for him to have composed a couple of reportsto go
back to Earth. Enough even for his jealous colleagues at MSU and the Dou-ble-A-L to pore over
eagerly, even if not enough to satisfy Danny. It was il learning, even if much of it was negetive.

Thefirgt thing to perish wasthe pretty fable of three independent intelligent racesliving in some sort of
beneficent cooperation and harmony. There was no cooperation. At least, they had seen no signs of that,
and many to the contrary. The burrowers seemed never to interact with the others at al. The gasbags and
the Krinpit did, but not in any cooperative or harmonious way. The balloonists never touched ground, as
far as Danny had seen, or at least not on purpose. There were at least a dozen species that enjoyed
egting balloonists when they could catch them—d eek brown creaturesthat looked alittle like
stub-winged bats, froglike leapers, arthropods smaller than the Krinpit—not least of them, the Krinpit
themsalves. If agasbag ever drifted low enough for one of them to reach it, it was dead. So the entire
lives of the balloonists, from spawn to fodder, were spent in the air, and their ultimate burial was dways
in the digestive tract of some ground-bound race—so tawdry afate for so pretty a pecies!

Kappdyushnikov was coming in low and fast, tossed by the low-level winds. He pulled therip cord on
his balloon at five meters and dropped like astone, wriggling out of the harnessto fdl free. He tumbled
over and over as he landed, then got up, rubbing himself, and ran to catch the deflated balloon cluster as
it scudded before the breeze.

Danny winced, contemplating hisown first flight. Thelast little bit of ballooning was going to be the
hardest. He turned to help Gappy pick up the fabric, and arifleshot next to his head made him duck and
Swedr.

He spun around, furious. "What the hell are you up to, Morrissey?'

The biologist put therifle at shoulder-arms and saluted the tumbling form of one of the hovering gasbags.
"Just harvesting another specimen, Danny,” he said cheerfully. He had judged height and wind drift with
precision, and the collgpsed bag was dropping dmost & their feet. "Ah, shit," he said in disgust. "Another
femde”

"Redly?' said Danny, staring at what looked like an immense erection. "Are you sure?'

"Fooled metoo," Morrissey grinned. "No, the oneswith the schlongs aren't the males. They aren't
schlongs. | mean, they aren't penises. These folks don't make love like you and |, Danny. The females
sort of squirt their eggs out to float around in the air, and then the boys come out and whack off onto
them.”

"When did you find dl that out?" Daehouse was annoyed; the rule of the expedition was that each of
them shared discoveries as soon as made,

"When you were bugged a me for being stoned out of my mind,” Morrissey said. "l think it hasto do
with the way they generate their hydrogen. Solar flares seem to be involved. So when they saw our lights
they thought it was a flare—and that's when they spawned. Only we happened to be underneath, and so
we got sprayed with, uh, with—"

"I know what we got sprayed with," Dalehouse said.

"Yeah! Y ou know, Danny, when | took up this career they made dissecting specimens sound pretty
tacky—Dbut every time| go near one of themales sex glands| get high. I'm beginning to like thisline of
work."



"Do you haveto kill them dl off to do it, though?Y ou'll chasethe flock away. Then how am | going to
make contact?"

Morrissey grinned. He didn't answer. Hejust pointed doft.

Daehouse, in justice, had to concede the ungpoken point. Whatever emotions the gasbags had, fear did
not seem to be among them. Morrissey had shot down nearly a dozen of them, but ever sincethe first
contact the swarm had amost dways stayed within sght. Perhapsit was the lights that attracted them. In
the permanent Klongan twilight, there was no such thing as"day." The camp had opted to create one,
marked by turning on the whole bank of floodlights at an arbitrary "dawn" and turning them off again
twelve clock hourslater. Onelight dways stayed on—to keep off predators, they told themselves, but in
truth it was to keep out the primordially threstening dark.

Morrissey picked up the balloonist. 1t was still dive, itswrinkled features moving soundlessy. Once
down, they never uttered a sound—because, Morrissey said, the hydrogen that gave them voice was logt
when their bags were punctured. But they kept on trying. Thefirst one they had shot down had lived for
more than forty hours. It had crept al around the camp, dragging its gray and wrinkled bag, and it had
seemed in pain dl of that time. Daehouse had been glad when it died at last, was glad now when
Morrissey plunged the new oneinto akiller bag for return to Earth.

Kappdyushnikov limped up to them, rubbing his buttocks. "Is always amartyr, first pioneer of flight,” he
grumbled. "So, Danny Daehouse. Y ou want go up now?"

An dectric shock hit Danny. "Y ou mean now?"

"Sure, why not? Wind isn't bad. | go with, soon as two baloonsfill."

It took longer than Da ehouse would have thought possible for the little pump to fill two batches of
balloons big enough for human passengers—especialy since the pump was a hastily rigged nonsparking
compressor that leaked as much gas asit squeezed into the bags. Dalehouse tried to est, tried to nap,
tried to interest himsdlf in other projects, and kept coming back to gaze at the tethered clusters of bags,
quietly sweling with hydrogen, constrained by the cord netting that surrounded them.

The weather had taken aturn for the worse. Clouds covered the sky from horizon to horizon, but
Kappdyushnikov was stubbornly optimistic. "Clouds will blow away. |s pogtive skieswill be clear.”
When thefirgt pinkening of sky began to show, he said decisively, "Is okay now. Strgp in, Danny."

Mistrustfully, Daehouse buckled himsdf into the harness. Hewas atdler but lighter man than the
Russan, and Kappelyushnikov grumbled to himsdlf as he valved off surplus hydrogen. "Otherwise” he
explained, "you go back to state of Michigan, East Lansing, shwoosh! But next time, not so much
wadting ges”

The harness had a quick-release |atch at the shoulders, and Dalehouse touched it experimentally.

"No, no!" screamed Kappeyushnikov. ™Y ou want to pull when you are up two hundred meters, fine,
pull! Isyour neck. But don't waste gas for nothing." He guided Danny's hands to the two crucial cords.
"Isnot clamjet, you understand? Isfree balloon. Clamjet useslift to savefuel. Hereisno fud, only lift.
Here you go where wind goes. Y ou don't like direction, you find different wind. Spill water balast, you
go up. Spill wasser stoff, you go down."

Ddehouse wriggled in the harness. It was not going to be very much like sailplaning over the eastern



shore of Lake Michigan, where there was always awest wind to bounce off the bluffs and keep aglider
aoft for hours. But if the Russian could do it, he could doit. | hope, he added to himself, and said, "All
right, | think | have the hang of it."

"Solet'sgo," cried the Russian, grinning as he dipped into his own harness. He bent and picked up a
fair-sized rock, gesturing to Danny to do the same. The other members of the expedition were standing
back, but one of them handed Danny arock, and at Kappe yushnikov's orders they untethered the
baloons.

Kappelyushnikov danced over toward Danny like adiver stilting across a sea bottom. He came as close
as he could under the bulk of their balloons, peering into hisface. "Y ou aredl right?' Danny nodded. "So
drop the rock and we go!" Kappelyushnikov cried. And he cast his own rock away and began to float
diagondly upward.

Da ehouse took a deep breath and followed his example, watching the Russian move upward.

Nothing seemed to happen. Danny did not fed any acceleration, only that hisfeet seemed to have gone
abruptly numb and there was no sensation of pressure on their bottoms. Becauise his eyeswere on
Kappelyushnikov he neglected to look down until he wasfifty metersintheair.

They were drifting south, aong the coastline. Far above them and inland, over the purple hillsthat
marked the edge of the fern forest, the extended swarm of balloonists was grazing on whatever tiny
organismsthey could find floating in the sky. Below and behind was the dwindling campsite. Danny was
aready higher than the nose of their return rocket, the tallest object in camp. Off to hisleft wasthe sea
itself, and a couple of idandsin the muddy waters, covered with many-trunked trees.

He wrenched his attention away from sight-seeing; Kappe yushnikov was shouting at him. "What?"
Dal ehouse bdlowed. The gap had widened; Gappy was now forty meters above him and moving inland,
evidently in adifferent air layer.

"Drop...little. .. water!" shouted the Russan.
Da ehouse nodded and reached tentatively for the valve cord. He pulled at it with alight touch.
Nothing happened.

He pulled again, harder. Half aliter of balast sprayed out of the tank, drenching him. Danny had not
redlized that the passenger was directly under the ballast tank, and gasping, he vowed to change that
element of design before he went up again.

But hewasflying!

Not easly. Not with grace. Not even with the clumsy control that Kappelyushnikov had taught himself.
He spent thefirst hour chasing Gappy acrossthe sky. It waslike one of the fun-house games where you
and your girl are on different rotating circles of aride, when neither of you can take a step except to
change from one spinning disk to another. Though Kappel yushnikov did al he could to make capture
easy, he never caught the Russan—not that first time.

But—flying! It was exactly the dream he had always had, the dream everyone has had. Thetotdl
conquest of theair. No jets. No wings. No engines. Just gently swimming through the atmospheric ocean,
with no more effort than floating in a saltwater bay.

Hereveedinit, and astime went on—not in thefirst flight or the tenth, but the supply of hydrogen was
limitless, if dow in coming, and he made as many flights as he could—he began to acquire some skill.



And the problem of reaching the gasbags turned out to be no problem at all.

Hedidn't have to seek them out. They were far more skilled at flying than he, and they cameto him,
bobbing around like gresat jack-0'-lanterns with hideous ticklike faces, peering inquigtively into hisown
face, and singing, Snging. Oh! how they sang.

For the next week, or what passed on Klong for aweek, Daehouse spent every minute he could in the
arr. Thelife of the camp went on amost without him. Even Kappe yushnikov was more earthbound than
he. There was nothing to hold Dalehouse there, and he found himsalf almost a stranger when he landed,
dent, relieved bladder and bowels, ate, filled his baloons, and soared again. Harriet snapped at him for
demanding more than she could handle in trand ation. The camp commander complained bitterly at the
wadte of power in generating hydrogen. Jm Morrissey pleaded for time and help in collecting and
studying the other species. Even Gappy was surly about the wear and tear on his balloons. Danny didn't
care. Inthe skies of Klong hewas dive. He progressed from feckless interloper to skilled aeronaut; from
stranger to, almost, one of the great drifting swarm. He began to be able to exchange at |east rudimentary
ideas with some of the gasbags, especially the biggest of them—two meters across, with a pattern that
looked dmogt like atartan. Danny named him "Bonnie Prince Charlie," lacking any clue asto what the
gashag called itsdlf. Himsealf. Danny began to think of him asamost afriend. If it had not been for his
physical needs, and one other thing, Daehouse would hardly have bothered returning to the camp at al.

The one other thing was Harriet.

He could not do without her help in trandation. It wasn't enough. He was convinced alot of it was
wrong. But it was al he had in the endeavor to communicate with these beautiful and monstrous creatures
of theair. Heraged to the rest of the encampment and insisted on his complaints being relayed to Earth;
he insulted her dmost to the point of tears—from eyes that he would have sworn had never fet them
before. It was not enough to suit him . . . but voyage by voyage, hour by hour, some sort of
communication began to build up.

Y ou never knew what part of your learning was going to be useful. Those long sessions of Chomsky and
transactionad grammar, the critiques of Lorenz and Dart, the semesters on territoridity and mating
rites—none of them seemed very helpful in the skies of Klong. But he blessed every hour of sailplaning
and every evening with hisloca barbershop quartet. The language of the gasbags was music. Not even
Mandarin made such demands on pitch and tondity as did their songs. Even before he knew any words,
he found himsdlf chiming in on their chorus, and they responded to it with, if not exactly welcome, at least
curiosity. The big plaid one even learned to sing Danny Da ehouse's name—aswel as he could with a
sound-producing mechanism that was deficient in such basic phonemes asthefricative.

Danny learned that some of their songs were not unlike terrestria birdcalls; there was one for food, and
severa for danger. There seemed to be three separate warning sounds, one for danger from the ground,
and two for dangers, but evidently different kinds of dangers, from the air. One of the terms sounded
amost Hawaiian, withitsliquids and glottal stops; that seemed to belong to akind of feral gasbag, a
shark of the air that appeared to be their most dangerous natural enemy.

The other—Da ehouse could not be sure, and Harriet was not much help, but it appeared to relate to
danger from above the air; and not just danger, but that kind of special macho risk-taking danger that
involved mortal peril, even death, but wasinfinitely attractive for reasons he could not perceive. He
puzzled over that for hours, making Harriet'slifealiving hell. On that point, no solution. But the tapes
went back to Earth, and the computer matches began to come back, and Harriet was able to construct
sentences for himto say. He sang, "I am friend,” and, heart-stoppingly, the great crosshatched gasbag he



caled Charlie responded with awhole song.
"You are, you are, you arefriend!™ And the whole chorusjoinedin.

The fickle Klongan weather cooperated for eight calendar days, and then the winds began to rise and the
cloudsralledin.

When the winds blew, even the gasbag swarm had trouble keeping station with each other, and Danny
Ddehouse was blown al over the sky. He tried to keep the camp in range; and because he did, so did
the whole svarm. But in the effort they were widely separated. When he decided to give up &t last, he
called good-bye and heard in response the song that seemed to mean "sky danger." Dalehouse repeated
it; it seemed gppropriate enough, considering the weather. But then he became conscious of adeep
fluttering sound behind the whine of the winds—the sound of a helicopter.

Dalehouse abandoned the flock, climbed high enough to find areturn wind, then jockeyed himself
expertly down through the cross-breezes toward the camp. There it was, dropping through the frayed
bottom of acloud: the Greasy copter, with aUnion Jack onitstail strut. So profligate of energy! Not
only did they ship that vast mass through tachyon transit at incredible cost, but they had a so shipped
enough fuel to dlow the pilot to take joyrides. And what was it carrying dung between its skids? Some
other kind of machine! Typica Greasy oil-hoggery!

Danny swore disgustedly at the wasteful ness of the Greasies. With afraction of the kilocaoriesthey
poured out in smpleinefficiency and carelessness he could have had a decent computer,
Kappdyushnikov could long since have had his glider, Morrissay could have had an outboard motor for
his boat and thus a nearly complete salection of marine samples by now. There was somethingwrongin a
world that let ahandful of nations burn off energy so recklessy smply because they happened to be
gitting on its sources. Sure, when it was gone, they would be as threadbare as the Peruvians or the Paks,
but there was no comfort in that. Their downfall would be the world'sdownfal. . . .

Or at least that world's downfal. Maybe something could be worked out for this one. Planning.
Thought. Preparation. Control of growth so that scarce resources would not be pissed away irrevocably
on foolishness. A fair divison of Klong's treasures so that no nation and no individua could profit by
garving others. An attempt to insure equity to al—

Ddehousgstrain of thought snapped as he redized that he had been daydreaming. The winds had
carried him farther than he intended, amost out over the sea. He vented hydrogen frantically and came
down dmost in the water, faling fast. He picked himsdlf up and watched the ripped cases of the balloons
floating out of reach in the water. Gappy would be furious.

At least he wouldn't have to carry them on what looked like along walk back up the shore to the camp,
he thought. It was some consolation, but it didn't last long. Before he was hadfway back it began torain.

Andit rained. And it rained. It was no such ferocious, wind-damming storm as had hit them soon after
the landing, but it lasted most tedioudy and maddeningly long, far past the point where it was an incident,
or an annoyance, to the point, and past the point, where it seemed they were dl sentenced to fat, oily
drops turning the ground into mud and the camp into asteam bath for al the miserable rest of their lives.
There was no chance of ballooning. There were no native baloon-istsin sight to follow anyway.
Kappdyushnikov grumpily seamed and filled new baloonsin the hope of better timesto come. Harriet



Santori tongue-lashed everyone who came near her. Morrissey packed samplesin histent and pored
over mysterious pictures and charts, coming out only to stare furioudy at the rain and shake his head.
Danny composed long tactran messagesto SERDCOM and the Double-A-L, demanding giftsfor his
gasbag friends. Krivitin and Sparky Cerbo concocted some kind of witches brew from the native berries
and got terribly drunk together, and then even moreterribly sick astheir bodies strove to defend
themsdalves againgt the dien Klongan protein tracesin the popskull. They very nearly died. They surely
would have, exploded Alex Woodring, shaking with anger, if they had done any such moron'strick
ealier; thefirg total vulnerability had dwindled to reactions that no longer brought death—only
protracted misery. Danny inherited the job of tending them and, at Harriet's angry insistence, of
packaging samples of their various untidy emissonsfor Jm Morrissey to anayze.

Morrissey was crouched over his pictures and diagrams when Danny camein, and when his duty was
explained to him, heflatly refused it. " Gripes, Danny, I've got no equipment for that kind of thing. Throw
those samplesin the crapper. | don't want them.”

"Harriet sayswe must know how seriousthe poisoning is.”

"We dready know that, man. They got red sick. But they didn't die.”
"Harriet saysyou can at least andyze them.”

"For what?| wouldn't know what to look for."

"Harriet says—"

"Oh, screw Harriet. 'Scuse me, Danny; | didn't mean to remind you of your, uh, indiscretions. Anyway,
I've got something better for usto do now that the rain's stopping.”

"It hasn't opped, Jm."

"It'sdowing down. When it does stop, Boyne's going to be coming around to collect the backhoe |
borrowed from him. | want to useit first."

"For what?'

"For digging up some of our light-fingered friends." He pointed straight down at the floor of thetent. "The
onesthat swiped Harriet'sradio.”

"Wedready tried that."

"Yes, we did. Wefound out that the important thing is speed. They'll close up the tunnelsfaster than
you'd believe, so weve got to get in, get moving, and get to where they are before they have a chanceto
react. WEIll never have aclear field to pick them up otherwise—unless," he added offhandedly, "we
flooded the tunnels with cyanide first. Then we could take our time.”

"Isthat dl you think of—killing?" Daehouseflared.
"No, no. | wasn't suggesting it. | was excluding it. I know you don't like killing off our dien brothers.

Da ehouse took a deep breath. He had seen enough of the balloonists to stop thinking of them as
preparations and learn to consider them, dmost, as people. The burrowers were till total unknownsto
him, and probably rather distasteful—he thought of termites and maggots and al sorts of vile crawling
things when he thought of them—but he wasn't ready for genocide.



"So what were you suggesting?' he asked.

"I borrowed a backhoe from Boyne. | want to useit before he takesit back. Thethingis, | think | know
whereto dig.”

He gathered up aclump of the papers on the upended footlocker he was using for a desk and handed
them over. The sheets on top seemed to be a map, which meant nothing to Dalehouse, but undernegath
was a sheaf of photographs. He recognized them; they were aerid views of the area surrounding the
camp. Some he had taken himsdlf, others were undoubtedly Kappdyushnikov's.

"There's something wrong with them,” he said. "The colorslook funny. Why isthis part blue?"

"It'sfalse-color photography, Danny. That batch isin the infrared; the bluer the picture, the warmer the
ground. Here, see these sort of pale streaks? They're two or three degrees warmer than what's on either
Sdeof them.”

Dalehouse turned the pictures about in his hands and then asked, "Why?'

"Well, seeif you figureit out the sasmeway | did. Look at the one under it, in orthodox color. Y ou took
that one. Turn it soit's oriented the same way asthe false-color print—there. Do you see those clumps of
orangey bushes? They seem to extend in amost straight lines. And those bright red ones? They are
extensons of the same lines. The bushes are dl the same plant; the differenceisthat the bright red ones
aredead. Well, doesn't it look to you like the paelinesin the false-color pictures match up with the lines
of bushesin the ortho? And I've poked a probe down aong some of those lines, and guesswhat |

found.”

"Burrows?"' Dalehouse hazarded.

"You're S0 damn smart,” grumbled Morrissey. "All right, show me somered smarts. Why are those
plants and markings related to the burrows?'

Da ehouse put down the pictures patiently. "That | don't know. But | bet you're going to tell me.”

"W, no. Not for sure. But | can make asmart guess. 1'd say digging out tunnels causes some sort of
chemica changein the surface. Maybe it leeches out the nutrients selectively? And those plants happen to
be the kind that survive best in that kind of soil? Or maybe the castings from the burrowers fertilize them,
again sdectively. Those are and ogues from Earth: you can detect mole runsthat way, and earthworms
aerate the soil and make things grow better. This may be some wholly different process, but my bet is
that that'sthe generd idea.”

He sat back on hisfolding campstool and regarded Danny anxioudly.

Dalehouse thought for asecond, listening to the dwindling plop of raindrops on the tent roof. ™Y ou tell me
morethan | want to know, Jim, but | think | get your drift. Y ou want meto help you dig them up. How
arewe going to do that fast enough? Especidly in the kind of mud thereis out there?"

"That'swhy | borrowed Boyne's backhoe. It's been in position ever since the rain began. | think the
burrowers sense ground vibrations; | wanted them to get used to its being there before we sarted.”

"Did you tell him what you wanted it for?1 got theimpresson they were digging burrows themselves."

"Sodid I, and that'swhy | didn't tell him. | said we needed new latrines, and by gosh, we do—sometime
or other. Anyway, it'sright over the best-looking patch of bushes right now, ready to go. Are you with
me?'



Danny thought wistfully of hisairborne friends, so much more inviting than these rats or worms. But they
were out of reach for thetimebeing. . .

"Sure" hesad.

Morrissey grinned, relieved. "Wadll, that was the easy part. Now we come up against the tough bit:
convincing Harriet to go dong.”

Harriet was every bit astough as advertised. ™Y ou don't serioudy mean, " she began, "that you want to
drag everybody out in a downpour just for the sake of digging afew holes?"

"Comeon, Harriet," said Morrissey, trying not to explode. "Therain'samost stopped.”
"And if it has, there are a thousand more important thingsto do!”

"Will befun, Gasha," Kgppdyushnikov chipped in. "Digging for foxholes like landed oil-rich English
country gentlemen! Excellent sport.”

"Anditisn't just afew holes," Morrissey added. "L ook at the ssismology traces. There are big things
down there, chambers twenty meterslong and more. Not just tunnels. Maybe cities.”

Harriet said cuttingly, "Morrissey, if you wonder why none of us have any confidencein you, that'sjust
thereason. You'll say any stupid thing that comesinto your head. Cities! There are some indications of
shafts and chambers somewhat bigger than the tunndls directly under the surface, yes. But | would not

cdl them—"

"All right, al right. They're not cities. Maybe they aren't even villages, but they're something. At the leadt,
they are something like breeding chambers where they keep their young. Or store their food. Or, Chrigt,

| don't know, maybe it's where they have ballet performances or play bingo— what's the difference? Just
because they're bigger, it follows that they're probably more important. It will belesslikely, or at least
harder, for them to sedl them off."

He looked toward Alex Woodring, who coughed and said, "I think that's reasonable, Harriet. Don't
you?"

She pursed her lips thoughtfully. "Reasonable? No, | certainly wouldn't call it reasonable. Of course,
you're our leader, a least nominaly, and if you think it wise for usto depart from the—"

"l dothink it'sagood idea, Harriet,” Woodring said boldly.

"If you'll let mefinish, please?| was saying, if you think we should depart from the agreement we al
made that group decisions should be arrived at unanimously, not by avote or some one person
throwing hisweight around, then | suppose | have nothing further to say.”

"Gasha, dear," said Kappdyushnikov soothingly, "shut up, please? Tdl usplan, Jm."

"You bet! First thing we do is open up as big ahole as we can with the backhoe. All of usare out there
with shovels, and we jJump in. What we want is specimens. We grab what we see. We should take them
pretty much by surprise, and besides," he said, with some self-satisfaction, "two of us can carry these."
He held up his camera. "They've got good bright strobes. | got that idea from Boyne when we were
drinking together; | think that's what they do at the Greasies. They go in with these things, partly to get
pictures and mogtly to dazzle them. While they're temporarily blinded we can grab them easily.”



Daehouse put in, "Temporarily, Im?'

"Wdll," Morrissey said reluctantly, "no, I'm not real sure about that part. Their eyes are probably pretty
ddicate—but hell, Danny, we don't even know if they have any eyesin thefirst place!”

"Then how do they get dazzled?’

"All right. But till, that'sthe way | want to do it. And welll take walkie-talkies. If anything, uh, goes
wrong—" He hesitated and then started over. "If you should get disoriented or anything, you just dig up.
Y ou should be able to do that with your bare hands. If not, you just turn your walkie-talkie on. We might
be unable to get voice communication from under the surface, but we know from the radio that was
stolen that we can at least get carrier sound, so well RDF you and dig you out. That'sif anything goes

wrong.

Kappdyushnikov leaned forward and placed his hand on the biologist's mouth. "Dear Im," he said,
"please don't encourage us anymore, otherwise we al quit. Let'sdo this; no moretak.”

Predictably, Harriet would have nothing to do with the venture, and sheinssted that at |east two of the
men stay behind—"1n case we have to dig you heroes out." But Sparky Cerbo volunteered to go in, and
AliciaDair claimed she could run the backhoe better than anyone esein the camp. So they had half a
dozen in coverdls, head lamps, goggles, and gloves, ready to jump in when Morrissey sgnded the
digging to sart.

He had been right about the mud; there wasn't any, except right around the main paths of the camp,
where they had trodden the Klongan ground cover to death. But the soil was saturated, and the backhoe
threw as much moisture asit did dirt. In lessthan aminute it had broken through.

Morrissey swallowed, crossed himself, and jumped into the hole. Alex Woodring followed, then Danny,
then Kappd yushnikov, di Paolo, and Sparky Cerbo.

The plan wasto break up into pairs, each couple to follow one tunnel. The trouble with the plan was that
it was predicated on there being more than two directions to take. There weren't. The pit they dropped
into was not much more than ameter broad. It smelled damp and—and bad, Danny thought, likeagtae
cage of pet mice; and it was no more than atunnd. Di Paolo jumped down onto Danny's ankle, and
Sparky Cerbo, following, got him square in the middle of the back. They were adl tangled together,
cursing and grumbling, and if there was a burrower within akilometer that didn't know they were coming,
that burrower, Danny thought, would have to be dead.

"Quit screwing around!" yelled Morrissey over his shoulder. "Daehouse! Sparky! Y ou two follow me.”

Dalehouse got himself turned around in time to see Morrissey's hips and knees, outlined against the glow
from his head lamp, moving away. The cross-section of the tunnel was more oval than round, shalower
than it was broad; they couldn't quite move on hands and knees, but they could scramble well enough on
thighsand elbows.

"See anything?" he called ahead.

"No. Shut up. Ligten." Morrissey's voice was muffled, but Daehouse could heer it well enough. Past it
and through it he thought he heard something else. What? It was faint and hard to identify—squirrellike
squed s and rustlings, perhaps, and larger, degper sounds from farther away. His own breath, the rubbing
of his gear, the sounds the others made all conspired to drown it out. But there was something.



A bright flare made him blink. It hurt hiseyes. It came from Morrissey's strobe, up ahead. All Dalehouse
got of it was what trickled back, impeded by the rough dirt walls amost without reflectance. In the other
direction it must have been startling. Now he was sure he heard the squirrel squedls, and they sounded
anguished. Aswdl they should, Danny redized, with amoment's empathy for the burrowers. What could
light have meant to them, ever, but some predator breaking in, and death and destruction following?

He bumped into Morrissey's feet and stopped. Over his shoulder, Morrissey snarled, "The fuckers!
They'veblocked it."

"Thetunnd?'
"Chrig, yes, thetunne! It's packed tight, too. How the hell could they do that so fast?"

Da ehouse had amoment's atavistic fear. Blocked! And in the other direction? Herolled onto hisside,
extinguished hislight, and peered back between his feet down the tunndl. Past Sparky's crouching form
he could see—he was sure he could see—the reassuring dim red glow from the Klongan sky. Even so,
he could fed the muscles at the back of his neck tensed and painful with the ancient human terror of being
buried dive, and he suddenly remembered that the direction they had taken was the one that went under
the backhoe. What if itsweight crushed the roof through and pinned them?"Ah, Jm," he cdled. "What
do you think? Should we get back to the barn?'

Pause. Then, angrily, "Might aswell. Were not doing any good here. Maybe the guys had better luck the
other way."

But Gappy and the others were aready outside, hel ping them out asthey emerged. They had got only
eight or nine metersinto their tunne before it was blocked; Dalehouse's group had gone more than twice
asfar. It came out the same in the end, though, Dalehouse reflected. Incredible that their reactions could
be so fast! No doubt they had been trained into them over endless Klongan millenia. Whatever the
reason, it was not going to be easy to collect a specimen, much lesstry to make contact. Danny thought
of hisarborne friendslongingly; how much nicer to fly to make contact than to wiggle through the mud
like asnakel

Kappdyushnikov was brushing him off, and then, more lingeringly, doing the same for Sparky Cerbo.
"Dearest girl," he said, "you are disgracefully filthy! Let usal go swiminlake, take our minds off
troubles.”

Good-naturedly the girl moved away from his hand. "Maybe we should see what Harriet wantsfirgt," she
suggested. And, sure enough, Harriet was standing at the entrance to the headquarters tent, a hundred
meters away, evidently waiting for them to cometo her.

Asthey straggled in, she looked them up and down with distaste. "A totd failure, | see” shesaid,
nodding. "Of course, that was to be expected.”

"Harriet," Jm Morrissey began dangeroudy.

Sheraised her hand. "It doesn't matter. Perhaps you'll be interested in what has happened while you
weregone."

"Harriet, we were only gone twenty or thirty minutes!" Morrissey exploded.

"Nevertheless. First there was atactran signd. We're being reinforced, and so are the Pegps. Second—"
She stepped aside to | et them pass through into the tent. The others who had stayed behind were
clustered insde, looking, Daehouse thought, curioudy self-satisfied. "I believe you wanted a specimen of



those underground creatures? We found one trying to steal some of our supplies. Of course, it would
have been easier if S0 many of you hadn't been wasting your time on foolishness, so you could have
helped when we needed you—"

Kappelyushnikov bellowed, "Gashal Get to point, right now. Y ou caught specimen for us?'

"Of course" shesad. "We put him in one of Morrissey's cages. | was quite severely scratched doing it,
but that's about what you can expect when—"

They didn't let her finish; they were dl insde and saring.

The stale mouse-cage smell was athousand times stronger, dmost choking Danny Dalehouse, but there it
was. It was nearly two meterslong, tiny eyes set close together above its snout, squeezed tight in anguish.
It was squedling softly— Danny would almost have said brokenheartedly—to itsdlf. It was gnawing at the
metal bars of the cage and smultaneoudy scrabbling at the plagtic flooring with duckfoot-shaped claws.

It was covered with asort of dun-colored down or short fur; it seemed to have at least Six pairs of limbs,
al subby, dl clawed, and dl incredibly strong.

Whatever its teeth were made of, they were hard; one of the bars of the cage was dmost gnawed
through. And its squedls of pain never stopped.

NINE

THE SWARM WAS hdf fledglings now, tiny balloonetsthat had just cast off their parachuting threads of
slk and now struggled bravely to keep up with the great two-meter adult spheres. In the constant chorus
of the swarm, the fledglings voiceswere astiny astheir gashags. Their shrill peepings used the least
possible amount of hydrogen, to preservetheir precarious lift balance againgt the few dropsin ther
ballast bladders.

Charlie patrolled mgestically through the swarm, driving the bulk of his body reprovingly againgt acluster
of infant balloonets who were singing againgt the swvarm melody, rotating his eye patches to scan the skies
for ha'aye'i, listening to the countersongs of praise and complaint from the other adults of the swarm, and
aways, dways, leading them asthey sang. There was much praise, and much complaint. The praise he
took for granted. To the complaint he attended with more care, ready either to remedy or rebuke. Three
females sang despairingly of little ones who dropped their flying tailstoo soon, or who could not hold
their hydrogen and so drifted helplesdy down to the voracious world below. Another pedled adirge of
anger and sorrow, blaming the deformed fledglings on the Persons of the Middle Sun.

Thiswasjust; and Charlie led the swarm in a concurrence of sympathy and advice. "Never"—(Never,
never, never, sang the chorus)—"never again must we breed near the New Suns.

The females chorused agreement, but some of the males sang in counterpoint, "But how can we know
whichisrea Heaven-Danger and which is not? And where may we breed at al? The Persons of the
Three Sunsare under al our air!”

Charlies answering song was serene. "'l will ask my friend of the Middle Sun. Hewill know." (He will
know, he will know, chorused the swarm.)



But amale sang adire question. "And when the swarming raptureis on us, will we remember?”
"Yes," sang Charlie. "Wewill remember because we mugt.” (We must, we must.)

That should have settled it. And yet, the song of the swarm was not at peace. Undertones buzzed and
discorded against the dominant themes. Even Charlie's own song faltered how and then, and repeated
itself when it should have burgt into triumphant new themes. Currents were stirring under the surface of
his mind. They never reached consciousness; if they had, no power could have kept him from expressing
them in song. But they were there. Worries. Doubts. Puzzles. Who were these Persons of the Three
Suns? Where had they come from? They seemed the same, aslike as any svarms of balloonidts. Y et
Charliesfriend 'Anny 'Alehouse had explained that they were not the same.

First there had been the Persons of the Small Sun. They had seemed no more than another species of
devouring Earth-Danger creaturesin the beginning, although they had created atiny sun dmost a once,
But their camp was amogt at the limit of Charlie's range, and the swarm had not troubled themselves
about those Persons.

Then there was the group of Charliesfriend; and almost a once, the third group, the Persons of the Big
Sun. They wereworrisome! Their sun was dways shining brightly, brighter than the Heaven-Danger at its
brightest. Since it was amost the degpest of Charlie'singtinctsto swarm in the direction of abright light, it
was actual pain to turn and swim away from the Big Sun. They had dmost been trapped when the
Personsfirg arrived—when al three of the parties of Persons of the Suns arrived—because each of
them came roaring down through the air on apillar of Sun-Hame. But none had been close enough to
cause them to swarm. By the time the flock had maneuvered near, the flames were gone and the lights
were darkened. Then the Persons of the Big Sun had sent one of themselves up into the air in the great
queer thing that fluttered and rattled; it was harder than the ha'aye'i Sky-Danger, and even more deadly.
Something about it drew balloonigtsinto its swinging claws, and more than adozen of Charlie€s swarm
had been ripped open and gone fluttering down to ground, helpless, despairing, and silent. Now they
avoided it in fear and sorrow. Two out of three of the groups of New Persons, and both to be avoided!
The one because they killed, the other because they did not fly at dl, were no more than any other
Ground-Danger, would not have been thought to be Persons at al—

Except for 'Anny 'Alehouse,

Charlie sang of hisfriend, who redeemed hiswhole race. '‘Anny 'Alehouse and his sometimes companion,
'Appy—they were Persong! They flew as Persons flew, by the mgesty and the grace of the air itself. It
was asad thing that even their Middle Sun had flared like a true Heaven-Danger and caused the flock to
breed poorly. But it did not occur to Charlie to blame Morrissey'sflare on Dalehouse or
Kappdyushnikov; it did not occur to him to think of blame at al. When Kung flared, the balloonists bred.
They could not help it. They did not try. They had never developed defenses againgt afdseflare, one
lacking in the actinic radiation that helped them make their hydrogen and triggered their fertility. They had
never needed any—until now. And they had no way to learn adefense.

The swarm was drifting toward aswelling cumulus cloud; Charlie swelled his singing sac and boomed
out, "Hive up, my brotherd™ (Hive up, hive up, came the answering chorus.) "Hive up, sstersand
mates! Hive up, young and old! Watch for ha'aye'i in the wet shadows! Huddle the little ones close!”

Every member of the swarm was singing full-throatedly now as the svarm compacted, swimming into the
ruddy-pink, cottony edges of the cloud. They could see each other only as ghosts, except for the oldest
and biggest maes, whose luminous markings gave them more visibility. But they could hear the songs,
and Charlie and the other senior males patrolled the periphery of the swarm. If ha'aye'i werethere, the
males could not defend the svarm—could not even defend themselves to any purpose. But they could



sng warning, and then the swarm would scatter in al directions, so that only the dowest and weskest
would be caught.

Cumulus clouds formed at the top of updrafts of warm air, and the ha'aye'i often sought them out to
supplement their comparatively week lift. Therewas always a price; what the ha'aye'i gained in speed
and control, not to mention claws and jaws, they paid for in smaler lifting bags, so that for them it was
awaysan effort to say inthe air. The ha'aye'i were sharks of the air. They never dept, never sopped
moving—and were dways hungry.

But thistime the swarm was lucky. There were no killer balloonsin the cloud, and they emerged intact.
Charlie trumpeted out a song of thanksgiving as the flock entered clear air again. All joined.

The swarm was drifting toward the Heat Pole. Charlie rotated his eye patches to catch clues of the
movement of the air. He aways knew in what direction the winds blew on each level; he was taught by
the movement of cloudlets, by the fluttering of dropped fledgling silk, most of dl by alifetime of
experience, so that he did not have to think of how to capture afavorable wind; he knew, assurely as
any New Y orker hurrying down Fifth Avenue knows the number of the next cross street. He did not
want to stray too far from hisfriend of the Middle Sun, whom he had not seen for sometime. He
trumpeted for the swarm to rise a hundred meters. The other malestook up his song, and from all the
gasbags, great and smal, drops of water ballast fell. There would be no trouble replacing it for the adults,
who were naturdly and automatically catching and swallowing thetiny misting of dew during their
passage through the clouds. The smaller ones made hard work of it. But they valiantly released
swalowed gasinto their bags, and the females watchfully butted the littlest ones higher. The swarm
stayed together at the new leve asits drift changed back in the direction of the camp of the Middle Sun.

No ha'aye'i in sght. Plenty of water on their skinsto lick off and swallow, part to hold asballagt, part to
dissociate into the oxygen they metabolized and the hydrogen that gave them lift. Charlie waswell
content. It was good to be aballoonist! He returned to the song of thanksgiving.

They were nearing the edges of their territory, and another swvarm bobbed high above them afew
kilometers away. Charlie observed them without concern. There was no rivalry between swarms.
Sometimes two of them would float Sde by sidefor long periods, or even codesce. Sometimes when
two swarmswere joined, individuals from one would adhere to another. No one thought anything of that.
From that moment they were full members of their new swarm and joined in its songs. But it was more
common that each should Stay in its own unmarked but known volume of air. They grazed the pollen
fields of their own home air without coveting those of their neighbors. Though after half a dozen breedings
there might be no singleindividud 4ill dive of the origind swarm, the swarm itself would il drift placidly
over the same ten thousand sgquare kilometers of ground. One place was amost like another. Over any
one of those square kilometersthe sustaining air was always around them. The pollen clouds blew
throughthemdl.

Stll, some parts of their range were more éttractive than others. The mesawhere the Persons of the Big
Sun had built their shining shellsand lit their blazing lamps had been one of their favorites, pollen drifting
down off the hillsin a pleasant stream, and few ha'aye'i. Charlie sang sorrowfully of hisregret ashe
thought of it, now that they must avoid it for al time to come. The bay of the ocean-lake where'Anny
'Alehouse lived was, on the contrary, usudly to be avoided. The water evaporating from the sea meant
columns of rising cloud, and killer balloons no doubt in haf the columns. If any member of the svarm had
chosen to question Charlie's decision to return there, it would have been quite reasonable to do so, in
practical terms. But in terms of the lives of the baloonists themsdlvesit was quite impossble. Their group
decisonswere never questioned. If asenior adult sang, "Do thus,” it was done. Charlie was the most
senior of adults, and so his song usuadly prevailed. Not aways. Now and then another adult would sing a



contrary proposal ten minutes later, but if Charlie returned to his own ten minutes after that, therewasno
complaint. Each of the other adultsloyally picked up his song, and the swarm complied.

There was a0 the condderation that Charlie had brought to the swarm hisfriend of the Middle Sun, with
his astonishing and fascinating new sounds. Thiswas aPerson! Puzzling, yes. But not like those
earthbound grubbers of the Small Sun or the strange creetures of the Big Sun who flew only with the help
of killing machines. Asthe swarm drew near the camp of the Middle Sun, dl of the adults rotated their
bodies so that their tiny faces, like the features of engorged ticks, |looked downward, anxiousto spy
'Anny or 'Appy. Even the balloonets were caught up in the happy fever of the search; and when the first
of the swarm spotted Danny rising to meet them, the song of the flock became triumphant.

How strange 'Anny 'Alehouse looked thistime! Hislifting sac had aways been disagreesably knobby and
lacking in any decent coloration, but now it was swollen immensely and knobbier than ever. Charlie might
not have recognized him if there had been more than one other like himin dl the world to confuse him
with. But it was 'Anny dl the same. The swarm swallowed hydrogen and dropped to meet him, singing
the song of welcome Charlie had invented for hisfriend.

Dd ehouse was dmost as overjoyed to see the swarm again as the swarm was to see Daehouse. It had
been along time! After the storm there had been the time for cleaning up; and before they were through
the second ship had dropped out of the tachyon charge state to bring them new people and awhole host
of new equipment. That was fine enough, but to make them welcome and to integrate the new thingsinto
the old had taken time—more than time. Some of what they had brought had been giftsfor the
balloonists, and to ddliver the gifts meant more load had to be lifted, which meant abigger cluster of
balloons, which meant making and filling new ones and redesigning the ballasting system to compensate.
Danny wasfar from sureit had been worth it.

But there had also been half akilo of microfiches from the Double-A-L, and those had been worth alot.
Professor D. Daehouse was now a name to conjure with among xenobiologists. They had quoted his
reportsin every paper. And the papers themsel ves had given much to think of. Among the conferees at
Michigan State a battle had raged. In the evolution of the balloonists, where was Darwin? When afemale
scattered her filamentary eggsinto the air of Klong like the burst of amilkweed pod and dl the males
spewed sperm at once, where was the sdlection of the fittest? What kind of premium on strength, agility,
intelligence, or sexud attraction would make each generation somehow infinitesmaly more "fit" than the
one before in an ontogeny where al the males spurted dl their genesinto acloud of mixed femae genetic
materid, with the wind for amixer and random chance deciding who fathered which on whom? The
balloonists kept no Leporelo lists. Well any one of them might have fathered a mille-tre; but if so he
never knew it.

Charlie could have sttled the debate if asked. All the balloonists were sexually mature as soon asthey
were able to drop their spider-silk parachute threads and float free. But al balloonists were not equal in
Sze

The older, the bigger. The bigger, the more sperm or eggs they flung into the collective pool. Human
beings, by contrast, cease to play apart in evolution before haf ther lives are over. Wisdom does not
come & twenty-five. By thetime thereisa significant difference between aDaVinci and adolt the days
of breeding are over. Sdection plays no further part. Nor doesit in resistance to the degenerative
diseases of the old, which iswhy intwo million years the human race has not selected against cancer,
arthritis, or arteriosclerosis. Raunchy young cells have been disciplined by the stresses of fifty thousand
generations. But past the breeding age the cdll runs out of programming. It doesn't know what to do next.



It beginsto fal apart.

With the baloonistsit was different. The Charlie-sized giants among them sprayed hdf aliter of
mist-of-gperm into each receptive cloud of eggs, while thetiny firs-swarm mae ball oonets squeezed out
hardly adrop. The Charlies had proved their fitness to survive by the most conclusive of tests: they had
survived.

Dalehouse was eager to try to settle questions like that as he called to Charlie and swung in to meet him,
even more eager to try the new language e ements the big computers on Earth had generated for him.
What was occupying most of his attention, though, was his gift from Earth. Like the swarm's greeting
song, it was an example of the thing his society did best. It was awegpon.

It was not entirely afree gift, Daehouse reflected, but then there is nothing without aprice. Charli€'s song
cost him some of hisreserve of lifting gas, asthe songsthat weretheir life ways cost the swarm. If they
sang, they vented gas. If they vented gas, they lost lift. If they logt lift, sooner or later they drifted

hel plessy down to the eager mouths on the surface and were eaten. Or, amost as bad, had to live on
there, helpless and voiceless, until they were able to accumulate and dissociate enough water molecules
to recharge thair gocks— quickly if Kung waskind enough to flare for them, painfully dowly otherwise.
It was apricethey paid gladly. To livewasto sing; to be quiet was to be dead anyway. But in the end,
for most of them, it wasthe price of their lives.

The price of the gift Danny Dd ehouse brought was the lives of the five balloonists who had been sent
back to Earth in the return capsule.

The designers at Camp Detrick had made good use of the samples. The two who were dead on arrival
were dissected at once. Those were the lucky ones. The other three were studied in vivo. The biggest
and strongest of them lasted two weeks.

The Camp Detrick experimenters also had a price to pay, because eight of them came down with the
Klongan hives, and one had the savere misfortune to have his skull fill up with antigenic fluid, so that he
would never again for the rest of hislife stress an experimenta subject. Or, indeed, hold afork by
himsdlf. But probably the balloonists who had been his subjects would not have thought that price unfair.

Danny Da ehouse undung the lightweight carbine from one shoulder and practiced aiming it. Its ock was
metal shell, and sintered metd at that; it weighed hardly akilogram, but haf that weight wasin

high-ve ocity bullets. It was poor design. He felt sure the recoil would kick him halfway acrossthe sky if
he fired it, and anyway, what was the use of high-ve ocity bullets? What target was there in the Klongan
air that needed that sort of impact to destroy it? But the word from Earth brought by the reinforcement
party that had been labeled a UN peacekeeping committee was that it must be carried. So he carried it.

He put it back and, somewhat uncomfortably, took Charli€'s gift off the other shoulder. Now, that was
more like it. Somebody somewhere had understood what Charli€'s people could do and what they
needed in order to protect themsalves againgt predators. It weighed even less than the carbine, and it
contained no propellants at dl. Itstiny winch could be operated by the claws of a Charlieto tighten a
long-lagting dadtic cord. Itstrigger was Sized to fit aballoonist, and what it fired was a cluster of minute
needles or, dternatively, a capsule of some sort of fluid. Needleswere for airborne predators. Thefluid,
or so Danny wastold, was against creatures like the crabrats, if aballoonist was forced down and
needed defense; and it would only incapacitate them without killing.

It would tax al of Daehouse'slinguisticsto convey any part of that to Charlie, but the way to get it done



was to begin. He held the crosshow up and sang, carefully attending to the notes he had been taught by
the computers at Texas A& M. "I have brought you a gift."

Charlie responded with a burst of song. Daehouse could understand no more than afew phrases, but
clearly it was amessage of gratitude and polite inquiry; and anyway, the little tape recorder at his belt
was getting it al down for later sudy.

Danny moved on to the next sentence he had been taught. ™Y ou must come with meto find a ha'aye'i. "
That was hard to sing; English does not come with glottal stops, and practicing it for an hour had left
Daehouse'sthroat sore. But Charlie seemed to understand, because the song of thanks changed to athin
melody of concern. Danny laughed. "Do not fear," he sang. "1 will bea ha'aye'i to the ha'aye'i. Wewill
destroy them with this gift, and the swarm will no more need to fear."

Song of confusion, with the words the swarm repeated over and over, not only by Charlie but by al his
flock.

The hardest part of dl wasyet to come. 'Y ou must leave the swarm," sang Daehouse. "They will be
safe. Wewill return. But now just you and | must fly to seek a ha'aye'i. ™

It took time; but the message ultimately seemed to get across. It was ameasure of the balloonist'strust in
hisfriend from Earth that he waswilling to embark on so fearful an adventure with him. The members of
theflock never left it by choice. For more than an hour after they had dropped to alower level and left
the flock behind, Charlie's song was querulous and sad. And no ha'ay€'i appeared. They |eft the Food
Bloc camp far behind, drifting down the shore of the sea-lake and then across aneck of it to the vicinity
of the Peeps tattered colony. For some time Da ehouse had been wondering if the Texas computers had
redly given him the right wordsto sing. But then Charli€'s song turned to active fear. They dipped low
under abank of clouds, warm-weather cumuli that |ooked like female balloonists turned upside down,
and from one of them dropped the predatory form of akiller.

Danny was uneasily tempted to day thisfirst one with his own carbine. It was frightening to seethe
ha'aye'i stoop toward them. But he wanted to demonstrate his gift to Charlie.

"Watch!" he cried, clumsily grasping the grip that had been designed for balloonist claws. He circled the
swelling form of the airshark in the cross-haired sight, designed for balloonist eye patches, feding the low
vibrations of Charlie's muttered song of terror. At twenty meters he squeezed the trigger.

A dozen tiny meta spikeslashed out at the ha'aye'i, spreading like the cone of fire of ashotgun shell.
One was enough. The shark's bag ripped open with a puff of moisture. The creature screamed oncein
pain and surprise, and then had no more bregath to scream with. 1t dropped past them, its horrid little face
writhing, its claws clutching uselesdy toward them, meters away.

A bright trill of surprisefrom Charlie, and then aroaring paean of triumph. "Thisisagrest good thing,
'Anny 'Alehouse! Will you day dl the ha'aye'i for us?'

"No, not I, Charlie. You will doit for yoursdf!" And hanging in theair, Danny showed him the clever little
crank that worked the elastic cord, the smple breech that the cluster of needles dropped into. For a
creature who had never used tools before, Charlie was quick to grasp the operation. Daehouse had him
fireapractice round at acloud and then watched peatiently while the baloonist painfully wound the winch
for himsdlf and loaded again.

They were no longer quite done. Unbidden, the swarm had drifted after them and wasfloating half a
kilometer away, all their eye patches rotated toward them, their distant song sweet and plaintive, likea
puppy's lonely begging to be let in. And down below, the Pegps camp was near; Daehouse could see



one or two upturned faces curioudy staring at them. Let them look, he thought virtuoudy; let them see
how the Food-Exporting Powers were hel ping the native races of Klong, if they had so little to do with
their time. There were only ahandful of them left of the origina expedition, and their much-boasted
reinforcements showed no signs of arriving.

Reinforcements. Reminded, Da ehouse began the rest of his messagefor Charlie. "This gift,” he sang, "is
yours. But we would ask a gift of you, too."

"What gift?" sang Charlie politely.

"I do not know words," sang Danny, "but soon | will show you. My swarm-mates ask you to carry some
small thingsto other places. Some you will drop to the ground. Some you will bring back.” Teaching
Charlie how to point the cameras and sound-recording instruments was going to take forever, Daehouse
thought glumly; and how were they ever going to tell him where to drop the clusters of wolftrap sensors
and saismic mikes? What seemed so smple on Earth was something el se entirely on Klong—

"Beware, bewarel" sang the distant, frantic voices of the swarm.

Tardily Danny looked around. The ha'ay€'i's rush caught them unaware. 1t came from behind and below,
where Daehouse had not thought to look. And Charlie, fondling his new toy and trying to understand
what Daehouse wanted of him, had been careless.

If it had not been for the distant shrieking of the swarm, the creature might have had them both. But
Charlie spun faster than Daehouse, and before Danny could unlimber his carbine the balloonist had
shown how well he had learned hislesson by killing the killer. Either of them could have reached out and
caught thelong, wicked claws of the ha'ay€'i asit fell past them; it was that close.

"Well done!" yelled Daehouse, and Charlie peded in rapture:

"Well, well done! How great agift!" They roseto rgoin the swarm—

Lances of golden fire reached up faintly toward the flock from the Peeps camp below.
"My God!" shouted Danny. "The fools are setting off fireworks!"

The rockets exploded into showers of sparks, and dl through the swarm balloonists were burgting into
bright hydrogen flame.

TEN

WHEN DULLA WAS AWAKE, which was not much of thetime, hewas only blurrily conscious of
what was going on. At first there had been arecurrent which, which that he could not identify, and some
person who seemed vagudy familiar manhandling him into whatever it was that was making the sounds.
Then pain—alot of pain. Then long periods when people weretalking to him or around him. But he felt
no impulseto answer. In his brief conscious times he discovered by and by that he was no longer in pain.
The trestment the Greasies had given him had been unpleasant, but it seemed to have done thetrick. He
was dive. He was rehydrated. The swellings had gone down. He was no longer blind. He was only very
weak.



When he woke up and realized that he was not only awake but actualy seemed able to keep hiseyes
open for awhile, Feng Huatse was standing by his cot. The Chinaman waslooking very stretched out,
Dullathought with some contempt; he looked even worse than Dullahimself felt.

"Y ou arefeding better?' Feng asked sadlly.
Dullathought it over. "Yes. | think so. What has happened?’

"l am glad you are feding better. The long-noses brought you here from the place of your beetle friends.
They said you would live, but | didn't think so. It has been along time. Do you want to eat?"

"Yes—no," Dullacorrected himsdf. "I do, but not at this moment. | want thew.c. firs."
"Shdl | hdpyou?'
"No. | cando it mysdf.”

"I am glad of that, too," said Feng, who had been functioning as bedpan orderly for al the days of
Ahmed Dullas recovery and longer before that than he cared to remember. The Pakistani raised himsdlf
painfully from the inflatable cot and moved dowly toward the dit-trench latrine.

He gazed disapprovingly around the camp. One of the noises he had been hearing identified itsdf for him:
adapping, rasping sound that turned out to be the waterwhed. So at least there should be power. But
where were the promised floodlights, the growing crops, the comforts? Where were dl the people?

Feng had followed him and stood gazing mournfully as Dullardieved himsdlf. "Why do you stand there?!
snapped Dulla, tying up his pgama cord and making hard work of it. "What has happened? Why has so
little been done?"

The leader spread hishands. "What can | say? There were ten of us. Two died with you in this venture
you found so necessary. One other died here. Two were s0ill they had to be returned to Earth—by
courtesy of the Greasies. We had no onewell enough to fly the return capsule. The Italian isadeep, and
the two women are gathering fud.”

"Gathering fud! Are we become peasants again, Feng?”’

Theleader sighed. "I have done my best,” he said. It was a sentence he had been saying over and over to
himsdf for along time. "Help is coming. Heir-of-Mao himsdlf has ordered it. Two greet ships, materia
and persons, soon—"

"Soon! And until then, what? Do we do nothing?"

"Go back to bed,” said Feng wearily. "Y ou exhaust me, Dulla. Eat if you will. Thereisfood. The Fats
gaveit to us; otherwise there would be none."

"And now we are beggars,” sneered Dulla. He swayed and caught hold of Feng's shoulder. "For this|
studied and came al these light-years! For this| dmost died! How foolish we will al 1ook when we
return in disgrace to Earth!”

Feng shook his head heavily. He disengaged the Pakistani's hand from his shoulder and stepped
downwind—the man was odoroudy unwashed. He did not need to hear any of this. He knew it for
himsdlf. He had accepted the charity of the Fatsfor the food without which they al would have starved;
of the Greasiesfor the rescue of Dullaand for the return to Earth of the sick members of the
expedition—who would no doubt even now betelling their debriefers how badly Feng Hua-tse had



managed the expedition with which he had been entrusted. There would be large-character posters going
up in K'ushui about that even now. They would be very critical of him. When they got back to Earth—if
they got back—the best hope he had was to become a barefoot biochemist along the Y ellow River

agan.
Of course, if somehow they mercifully spared him until the two greet ships arrived—

Ah, then! He had pored over the tactran messages and pictures yearningly. The second ship would bring
not ten, not fifteen, but a mgjestic thirty-four new persons. An agronomist! Someone to take up Feng's
own pitiful beginnings, the mushrooms he had sown, the wheet seedlings he had coaxed to sprout—the
fittest of them would survive, and the fittest of their descendants would flourish. There were two more
trandators, both split-brained, one of them askilled littoral pisciculturist aswell. The Great Water might
yet yield food they could eat. A doctor—no, Feng corrected himsdlf, afully schooled surgeon with a
world reputation in the treatment of traumatic injuries. True, he was nearly two meterstall and black asa
boy-child's hair, by his photograph. But still. Three of the new additions had had limnology crash courses,
and one of them, who had once been an officer in the Red Guards, had also had three years of
experience as ascout in the Gobi, and later in the Himalayas.

And the worldly goods the other ship would carry! Photovoltaic generators, capable of pouring out
230-valt a.c. inredly significant quantities. Plastic to spare. Pioneering tools—axes and machetes, and a
few riflesfor the collection of specimensaswell asfor "game." Folbots. Magnesum-frame bicycles. A
doubly redundant computer with no fewer than six remote-access terminas. Radio equipment. Laser
equipment. Food. More food; food enough for al of them for many months. . .

It seemed adream!

But what was not a dream was that very surely, Feng knew, among those thirty-four persons would be
one who would come over to him and quietly say, "Feng Hua-tse? | am directed by Heir-of-Mao to
receive your report on why your custodianship of this project has not lived up to expectations.” And then
would come the swesting time. There would be no excuses accepted. He would not be interested in the
mushrooms that were refusing to grow or the specimensthat Feng himsdlf had painfully kept dive. He
would only be interested in why three had died and two had been sent home and ten had accomplished
o vey little

All thiswasin Feng Hua-tsg's mind, but al he said was, "Go back to deep, Dulla. | am out of patience
withyou."

Dulladid not go back to degp. Anger had given him strength. What he did was wake up the Itdian.

"Oh, you are dive again?' Spadetti yawned and rubbed the blue-black stubble on his chin. "We thought
youwere going to die," he said cheerfully. "1 dmost bet aday'sration onit. | would have been very angry
toloe"

"I have been talking to Feng, that bungler!”

"Itisnot dl Uazzi'sfault, Dulla Wewerethefirst. We made the mistakes that must be made so others
canlearn.”

"l did not want to be teacher to the Fats and the Greasies! | did not want them here at al. This can be
our planet, to shape aswewill!"



"Yes," admitted Spadetti, "1 had some such thought mysdlf. But, chi sa, what can you do? Each step
seemed right at the time. Even yours, to make friends with the natives—"

"Those beasts One cannot make friends with them.”

"Oh, not true, Dulla. Our rivals have succeeded. The Fats have baloonists carrying their camerasall over
the planet, or so they promise on the tactran. The Greasies are teaching their moles and earthworms how
to burrow under our camp and listen to what we say. Perhapsthey are listening now."

"Nonsense! How stupid you arel”

"Stupid, perhaps, but no, it isnot entirdly nonsense,” smiled the Italian, unoffended. "Perhaps | have made
it alittle bit of ajoke, but I am not surethat | am joking. And what have we accomplished? | will be
more exact, Dulla. What did you yourself accomplish, except to get two people killed, when you visited
our frutti-del-mare friends? Wefailed. Itisassmple asthat." He yawned and scratched. "Now, Dulla,
per favore, let mewake up by mysdlf alittle? | am not so happy with thisreality around methat | want
to leave my dreams so rudely.”

"Drink your wine and dream then," said Dullacoldly.
"Oh, Dullal But that isnot abad idea. If one only had atrue wineinstead of thisfilth."

"Pig," said Dulla, but softly enough that Spadetti did not have to admit he had heard it. He returned to his
cot and sat heavily on the edge of it, ignoring Spadetti's soft-voi ced imprecations as he tasted the jungle
juice he had made for himsdlf. Perhgpsit would kill him. Why not? The smell of it kept Dullafrom
wanting to eat, though he knew he should; he judged he had lost ten kilos at least since landing on Son of
Kung, and he could not spare very many more. He sat breathing heavily, sucking through astraw a a
flask of flat, tepid water from the still. By and by he noticed that there was a plastic pouch under his bed.
He upended it and covered the cot with adrift of tiny white fiche prints.

"| see you have found your loveletters” called the Itdian from across the tent. "Unfortunately, | cannot
read your language. But sheisquite apretty girl."

Dullaignored him. He gathered them up and carried them to the radio shack, where the only working
viewer was. Spadetti had been right; they were dmost dl from the Bulgarian girl, and they al said much
the same thing. She missed him. She thought of him. She consoled her londly sorrow with the memory of
their daystogether in Sofia.

But in the photographs there was Anain Paris, Anain London, Anain Cairo, Anain New York. She
seemed to be having an interesting time without him.

Rich countries! At bottom, werethey not dl the same, whether the wedth wasin fuel or in food? Wedth
waswedlth! A grester distance separated him from the fat Bulgarians than from—from even the Krinpit,
he thought, and then realized dmost at once that he was being unjust. Nan was not like that. But then, she
had had the advantage of spending much of her childhood in Hyderabad.

Away from the smdll of the Itdlian'simitation wine, Dullaredized he was hungry. He found some cracked
corn and ate it while he went through Ana's letters quickly, and then, more dowly, the synopticsfrom
Earth. Much had happened while hewas out of it. The Fats had been reinforced from Earth— it was
called aUN peacekeeping team, but that deceived only the most naive. The Greasies had established a
satellite astronomica observatory and were monitoring changesin the radiation of Kung. There were
problemswith the satellite, and the results were unclear. Even so, Dullastudied the reports with
fascination and envy. That should have been his own project! It was what he had trained for, dl those



graduate years. What awaste this expedition was! He glanced distastefully at the gaping rentsin the tent,
at the instruments that were scattered out to rust because there was no one to use them. So much to be
done. So much that he could not think where to begin and so could do nothing.

There was aracket outside which made Dullaglance up, frowning—Feng and the Itadian quarreling about
something, and behind them the distant squawking of aherd of baloonigts. If Heir-of-Mao had been a
little more openhanded, and if Feng had been abit lessof afoal . . . then they might have had a
helicopter, like the Greasies, or the wit to make balloons, like the Fats, and he too might have had the
chanceto fly with theflocks. That chance waslost. Even the Krinpit, whom he himsdf, Ahmed Dulla,
had resolved to make contact with, were as strange to him as ever. It was not fair! He had taken therisk.
He remembered well how he had fdlt as he lay helpless among the curious, jostling masses of crablike
creatures. If they hadn't tried to eat the other two first, he knew he would have wound up asamed. And
for nothing. The one Krinpit they had a chance to communicate with, to keep for aspecimen, Feng had
allowed to be stolen by the Greasies.

There were sudden new sounds from outside, hissing white sounds that made Dulla get up and peer out
of thetent. He saw flames reaching toward the Sky and Feng struggling with the Italian while one of the
Jamai can women swore angrily at them both.

"What is happening here?' Dullademanded.

The Italian pushed Feng away and turned toward Dulla, his expression repentant. "Uazzi wished to greet
our friends" he said, peering a oft. The rockets had climbed up into the maroon murk and exploded, and
there were smdler explosions dl around them. Balloonists had caught fire from the shower of sparks. "l
hel ped him aim, but perhaps—perhaps my aim was not good,” he said.

"Foolish one!" cried Dulla, most dancing with rage, "Do you see what you have done?'
"I have burned up afew gasbags. Why not?' grumbled Spadetti.

"Not just gasbags! Rub the wine out of your eyes and look again. There! Isthat agasbag? Do you not
seeit isahuman being hanging there, wondering why we havetried to kill him, anxiousto returnto his
base with the Fats or the Greasies and report that the People's Republics have declared war? Another
blunder! And one we may not survive."

"Peace, Dulla," panted Feng. "It does not matter if the Fats and the Greasies are angry at usnow. Helpis
ontheway."

"You areashigafool ashe! Shooting off fireworks like some farm brigade celebrating the overfulfillment
of its cabbage quotal”

"l wish," said Feng, "that you had not been rescued, Dulla. There was less struggle here when you were
withthe Krinpit."

"And | wish," said Dulla, "that the Krinpit who tried to kill me was our leader here instead of you. He was
lessugly, and lessof afoal.”

That Krinpit was many kilometers away, and at that moment almost as angry as Dulla. He had been
driven to the brink of insanity with the infuriating attempts of the Poison Ghosts of the Fuel camp to
converse with him, with hunger, and above al with the continual blinding uproar of the camp.



In the noisy, bright world of the Krinpit there was never atime of sllence. But the level of sound was
aways manageable: sixty or seventy decibels most of thetime, except for the occasiona thunderclap of a
gtorm. It almost never reached over seventy-five.

To Sharn-igon, the Fuel camp was torture. Sometimesit was quiet and dim, sometimes blindingly loud.
The Krinpit had no interna-combustion engines to punish their auditory nerves. The Greasies had dozens
of them. Sharn-igon had no conception of how they worked or what they were for, but he could
recognize each of them when it was operating: high clatter of the drilling machine, rubbery roar of the
helicopter, rattle and whine of the power saws, steady chug of the water pump. He had arrived at the
camp amogt blind, for the near- ness of the helicopter's turbojet had affected his hearing just as staring at
the uncaged sun would damage a human's eyes, the afterimage lasted for days and was sill maddeningly
distorting to his perceptions. He had been penned behind stedl bars as soon as he arrived. However hard
he gnawed and sawed, the bars of the cage would not give. As soon as he made alittle scratch in oneit
was replaced. The Poison Ghogts troubled him endlesdy, echoing his name and his soundsin aweirdly
frightening way. Sharn-igon knew nothing of tape recording, and to hear his own sounds played back to
him was as shattering an experience as it would be for a human to see his own form suddenly appear
before him. He had redlized that the Poison Ghosts wanted to communicate with him and had understood
atiny portion of what they were trying to say. But he seldom replied. He had nothing to say to them.

And he was nearly starving. He survived, barely, on the little he would est of what they put before
him—mostly vegetation, of which he disdained the mgjority as ahuman being would spurn thistle and
grass. His hunger was maddeningly stimulated because he could smell the tasty nearness of Ghosts Below
penned near him, and even a Ghost Above now and then. But the Poison Ghosts never brought him any
of theseto eat. And dwaysthere was the blinding roar of noise, or the equaly unpleasant silenceswhen
the camp dept and only the faint echo from tents and soft bodies kept him company. Human beings,
scantily fed on bread and water in an isolation cdll, with bright lights denying them deep, go mad.
Sharn-igon was not far fromiit.

But he clung to sanity, because he had agod. The Poison Ghosts had killed Cheee-pruitt.

He had not learned to tell one from another in time to know which was the culprit, but that was a
problem easily solved. They wereall guilty. Evenin hismadnessit was clear to him that it was proper for
him to kill agreat many of them to redresstheir guilt, but what had not become clear to him was how.
The chitin of claw and shell-sword were rubbed flat and sore againgt the bars, and till the bars held.

When dl the sounds were out he chatted with the Ghost Above, straining longingly againgt the bars.
"Desireto eat you," hesaid. If it had not been for the bars, the Ghost Above would have been easy prey.
It had lost most of its gas and was crawling about the floor of acage like his own. 1ts song was no more
than a pathetic whisper.

"Y ou cannot reach me," it pointed out, "unlessyou molt. And then | would eat you." Each spokeinits
own language, but over thousands of generations al the races of Klong knew alittle of the language of
the others. With the Ghosts Above you could not help being exposed to their constant singing, and even
the Ghosts Below could be heard chattering and whigtling in their tunndls. "I have eaten severa of you
hard-shells" the Ghost Above wheezed faintly. "'l particularly like the backlings and the first molt.”

The creature was boasting, but Sharn-igon could believe the story easily enough. The balloonistsfed
mostly on airborne detritus, but to make their young healthy they needed more potent protein sources
now and then. When the breeding time was on, the females would drop like locusts to scour the ground
clean of everything they could find. Adult Krinpit in shell weretoo dangerous, but in molt they werefair
game. Bet of dl wasaclutch of Ghosts Below caught on their thieving raids to the surface—for Krinpit
aswell as baloonigt. The thought made Sharn-igon's sdivary glands flow.



"Hard-shell," whispered the Ghost Above, "1 am dying, | think. Y ou can eat metheniif you like."

Indl honesty, Sharn-igon was forced to admit, ™Y ou may be eating me before that.” But then he
perceived that something was strange. The Ghost Above was no longer inits cage. It was dragging
dowly acrossthefloor. "How escape?’ he demanded.

"Perhaps because | am so closeto death,” sang the Ghost Abovefaintly. "TheKilling Onesmade ahole
inmy sacto let thelife out of me and then closed it with athing that stuck and clung and stung. But it has
comeloose, and amogt al my life has spilled away, and so | was able to dide between the bars.”

"Wish | could dide through bard"

"Why do you not open the cage? Y ou have hard things. The Killing Ones push ahard thing into aplacein
the cage when they want to, and it opens.”

"What hard thing are you speeking of ? | have worn my shdl to pulp.”
"No," sighed the balloonist. "Not like your shell. Wait, thereis one by the door. | will show you."

Sharn-igon's conception of keys and locks was quite unlike a human's, but the Krinpit too had ways of
securing one thing to another temporarily. He chattered and scratched in feverish impatience whilethe
dying gasbag dowly dragged itsdf toward him, with something bright and hard in its shadowy mouth.

"Could push hard thing into placein my cage?' he wheedled.
The Ghost Above sang softly to itsalf for amoment. Then it pointed out, "Y ou will eat me."

"Yes. Will. But you very closeto dying anyway," Sharn-igon pointed out, and added shrewdly, "Sing
very badly now."

The baloonigt hissed sadly without forming words. It wastrue.

"If push thing in placein my cage so that | can go free," bargained Sharn-igon, "will kill some of the
Poison Ghostsfor you." He added honestly, "Intend to do that in any case, Sncethey killed my he-wife."

"How many?" whispered the balloonist doubtfully.
"Asmany as| can,” said Sharn-igon. "At least one. No, two. Two for you, and as many as| can for me."
"Three for me. The three who come to this place and cause me pain.”

"All right, yes, three," cried Sharn-igon. "Anything you like! But do quickly, before Poison Ghosts come
back!"

Hourslater, at dmost the last of his strength, Sharn-igon staggered into aKrinpit village. It was not his
own. He had seen the sounds of it on the horizon for along time, but he was so weak and filled with pain
that it had taken him longer to crawl the distance than the tiniest backling. " Sharn-igon, Sharn-igon,
Sharn-igon,”" he called as he gpproached the dlien Krinpit. "Am not of your place. Sharn-igon,
Sham-igon!™

A gravid female scutttled past him. She moved dowly because she was near her time, but sheignored his
presence.



That did not surprise Sharn-igon. It was what he had expected. Indeed, each lurching step into the dlien
village was harder for him than the one before, and he was a professiona empathizer. " Sharn-igon,” he
caled bravely. "1 would speak to one among you, athough | am not of this place.”

Therewas no answer, of course. It would not be easy to make contact. Each village was culturdly as
well as geographicdly isolated from every other. They did not fight. But they did not interact. If a party of
Krinpit from one village chanced upon an individua or aparty from another, they depersondized each
other. One Krinpit might push another from adifferent village out of the way. Two dien Krinpit might
each take an end of amany-tree trunk that was barring their mutua way. Both would lift. Neither would
address the other.

Genetically the villages were not isolated. The seedlings dropped from their he-father's backs when they
were ripe to do so, wherever they might be. If they chanced to be near an dien village when they
did—and if they were lucky enough to make their way to it without becoming food for a Ghost Below or
any other marauder—they were accepted there as readily as any autochthon. But adults never did such a
thing.

On the other hand, an adult had never found himsdf in Sharn-igon's position—until now.

"Sharn-igon, Sharn-igon," he called over and over, and at last a he-mother crept toward him. It did not
speak directly to him, but it did not retreat, either. Asit moved, it softly made the sound of its name:
Tshar-pfleng.

"Have had good Ring-Greeting, dien brother?' Sharn-igon asked politely.
No answer, except that the sound of the stranger's name grew atrifle louder and more assured.

"Am not of thisplace," Sharn-igon acknowledged. "Most unpleasant for meto be here. Am awareis
unpleasant aso for you. However, must speak with you."

Agitatedly the other Krinpit scratched and thumped its name for amoment and then managed to speak.
"Why you here, Sharn-igon?"

He collapsed on the knees of hisforelegs. "Must have food," he said. The balloonist had been so very
thin and frail that he made only half ameal, and of course Sharn-igon had been careful not to eat any part
of the Poison Ghosts. He was not sure he had succeeded in killing al three, but two at least were certain,
and the other would be along time recovering. That settled the score for the balloonist.

But not for Cheee-pruitt.

If Sharn-igon had not been a professiona empathist he could not have broken through the barriers
between villages. Asit was, it took much time and dl of his persuasion; but at the end of it Tsharr-p'fleng
helped him to adwelling pen and ministered to his needs.

Sharn-igon devoured the crabrat they brought him while Tsharr-p'fleng engaged in agitated conversation
with others of the village just outside the wal. Then they camein and ranged themselves around
Sharn-igon, listening to him est. Heignored their polite scratches of curiosity and concern until every
morsel was gone. Then he pushed away the splintered carapace and spoke.

"Poison Ghosts killed my he-wife and did not eat him."



A flickering sound of disgust.

"They captured me and held me in a place without doors. They removed my backlings and took them
away. | do not think they were eaten, but | have not heard them since.”

Brighter sounds—disgust mixed with sympathy and anger.

"Moreover, they have aso captured Ghosts Above and Ghosts Below and many of the lesser living
things, and have eaten none of them. | therefore killed three of the Poison Ghosts. Intend to kill more.
Are you back-mates with the Poison Ghosts?!

The he-mother rustled and spoke with contempt. "Not those! Their back-mates are the Ghosts Below."

Another said, "But Poison Ghosts have ways of killing. They have spoken to usin our language and told
usto beware of them, lest they kill us.

"Beware of what? What did they tell you to do?"
"Only to refrain from harming any of them, for then they will kill dl in our village."

Sharn-igon said, "The Poison Ghosts do not spesk truth. Listen! They say they come from another
world, like starsin sky. What are these stars?”’

"They say they arelike heat from sky," muttered the other.

"Havefdt heat from sky. Have felt no heat from these other stars. | hear nothing from them. No matter
how loud | shout, hear no echo from any of them."

"We have said these things ourselves,” said Tsharr-pfleng dowly. "But we are afraid of the Poison
Ghogts. They will kill us, without egting."

"They will; itistrue," said Sharn-igon. He paused. Then he went on. "Unlesswekill them fird. Unlessal
of our villagestogether fal upon them and kill them, without egting."

ELEVEN

MARGE MENNINGER'S HAIR was no longer blond. The name on her passport was not Margie
Menninger. According to her travel orders, she was now amajor, en route to anew duty station; and
athough the orders authorized adelay en route, it was unlikely that the generd who signed them had
contemplated that it would be spent in Paris.

In thelittle room of her hotel she fidgeted over the so-called croissant and what passed for orangejuice,
and phoned down to the concierge to see if the message she was expecting had arrived.

"| regret it, Meez Bernardi, but there is nothing," sighed the concierge. Marge took another bite of the
croissant and gave it up. France was nominaly part of the Food Bloc—by the skin of itsteeth, and by
the relabeling of Algerian winefor export—but you couldn't proveit by what they gave you for breskfast.

Shewastired of thisroom, with itsleftover smells of khef and sexud ahleticsfromits previous
occupants. She wanted to move around and couldn't. And while she was fretting away time in this room,



the Peep ships were going through pre-launch, the training of backup crewsfor the next Food Bloc
mission was limping aong without her, and God only knew what disasters were taking placein
Washington and at the UN.

She abandoned the breakfast and dressed quickly. When she came downstairs, of course therewasa
message at the concierge's desk, on aflimsy blue dip of paper:

Miss Hester Bernardi will be picked up at 1500 hours for her appointment.

It had obvioudy been there dl dong. Margie did not bother to reprimand the concierge; she would take
care of that at tipping time. She pushed her way out into the Rue Caumartin, deciding what to do next.
Six hourstokill! And for thelife of her she could not think of any productive use to make of them.

It wasawarm, drizzly day. The stink of gasoline drenched the air over the Place de I'Opera. Food Bloc
or not, France was cozy with the Ay-rabs, aswell aswith the Peeps. That was another reason you could
not trust the frogs, Margie thought darkly. One of her grandfathers had marched into thiscity in
Wehrmacht gray, and the other, in the opposite direction afew years|later, in American olive drab, and
both of them had passed on to her their fedlings about the French. They were inconstant dliesand
unreliable subjects, and the few who ever seemed to have any sense of nationd purpose usudly wound
up having their heads shaved or chopped by the many who did not. In Margie's view, the French were
not abit better than the English, the Spanish, the Itdians, the Portuguese, the Asians, the Africans, the
Latins—and about ninety percent of the Americans too, when you came right downto it.

But theimmediate problem was not what was wrong with humanity, but what she could do with this day.
There was only one answer. She could do the thing most American women came to Paristo do. She
could shop.

She not only could shop, she must; it was the best way of avoiding attention. She not only mugt, she
wanted to.

It was one of Margie's most closaly guarded secrets that periodically she went on shopping binges, out of
one store and into another, pricing fabric, trying on dresses, matching shoes with gowns. In her little
Houston gpartment there were two closets, plus haf of what was meant to be aguest room, filled with
her purchases. They were thrown jumbled onto shelves, pushed under abed in their original store bags.
swesaters she would never wear, materia half-sewn into drapes that would never be hung. Her living
room was spartan, and her bedroom was aways immaculate, because you never knew who might drop
in. But the secret roomswere part of the hidden personality of Margie Menninger. None of what she
bought was very expensive. It was not because she was economical. She had unaccounted funds at her
disposal, and the prices never mattered. But her taste was for quantity rather than quality. Periodicaly
shewould wage war againgt the overflow, and then for awhile Goodwill and the Salvation Army would
fatten off her discards. But aweek later the hoard would have grown again.

Margie did not bother with the tourist traps along the Champs Elysées or with the tucked-away
boutiques. Her tastes were for stores like Printemps, Uniprix, and the Gaeries Lafayette. The only fly in
the ointment was that she could not buy anything. She could not carry it where she was going and did not
want to attract attention by leaving it, so she tried on, and she priced, and for six hours she made the lives
of ascore of Parisan shopgirlsaliving hell. That didn't bother Margie Menninger at dl. By thetimethe
taxicab picked her up a her hotel, punctualy on thetick of three o'clock, her good nature was restored.
She leaned back against the hard plastic seat of the cab, ready for what was to come next.



The driver sopped at the Place Vendome long enough for another passenger to jump in. Behind tourist
shades was the face of her father, which was no surpriseto Margie.

"Bonjour, honey," hesaid. "I brought you your toy."

Shetook the camera he offered her and hefted it criticdly. 1t was heavier than it looked; she would have
to be careful not to let anyone else pick it up.

"Dont try to take pictureswith it,” he said, "because it won't. Just hang it around your neck on the strap.
Then, when you get where you're going"—he pushed the shutter lever, and the casing opened to reved a
dull meta object insde— "thisiswhat you give your contact. Along with a hundred thousand
petrodollars. They'rein the carrying case.”

"Thank you, poppa.”
Hetwisted in the seet to ook at her. "Y ou're not going to tell your mother that | let you do this, are you?"

"Chrigt, no. She'd have a shit hemorrhage.”

"And don't get caught,” he added as an afterthought. Y our contact was one of Tam Gulsmit's best
people, and heis going to beredly ticked off when he finds out we turned him. How are things going a
Camp Detrick?'

"Good shape, poppa. Y ou get me the trangport, I'll send some good people.”

He nodded. "We've had alittle lucky bresk," he offered. "The Peepsfired on one of our guys. No harm
done, but it makesaniceincident.”

"Didn't hefire back, for Christ's sake?'

"Not him! 1t was your old jailhouse buddy, the one from Bulgaria. As near as| can tdll, he doesn't believe
inthe use of force. Anyway, he did exactly what | would have told him to do. He got the hell out of there
and reported back to the UN peacekeeping force, and he had tapes and pictures to prove what he said.”
He peered out the window. They had crossed the Seine. Now they were creeping through heavy traffic
in aworking-class neighborhood. "Thisiswhere | get out. See you in Washington, love. And take care of
yoursdf."

Early the next morning Margie wasin Trieste. She was not Hester Bernardi anymore, but she wasn't
Marge Menninger either. She was adeepy Swiss-Italian housewife in asweaty pantsuit, driving to the

Y ugodav border in arented Fiat electrocar with a crowd of other Sunday-morning shoppers|ooking for
cheap vegetables and bargainsin Y ugodavian kitchen-ware. Unlike them, she drove straight through to
Zagreb, parked the car and took a bus to the capital .

When shereached Belgrade, the object her father had given her was &t the bottom of a plastic shopping
bag with an old sweater and a shabby pocketbook on top of it. And she had had very little deep.

Margie could not have grown up in the household of Godfrey Menninger without learning the easy
diadogue of espionage. In al the world, she was the only person with whom her father had aways been
open. First because she wastoo little to understand, and so he could speak fredly in her presence. Then
because she had to understand. When the PL O kidnapped her she had been terrified past the point a
four-year-old can survive, and her father's patient explanations had been the only thing that let her make
sense of theterror. And findly, because he trusted her to understand, dways, that the grotesque and
lethal things he did had a purpose. He never questioned that she shared that purpose. So she had grown
up in an aimosphere of drops and liquidations and couriers and double agents, at the center of aweb that



dretched dl around the world.

But now she was not at the center of the web; she was out where the risks were immense and the
penalties drastic. She walked quickly down the busy streets, avoiding eye contact. The closet-sized
shops had their doors open, and confusing smells came out of them: aknifelike aroma of roasting mest
from adressmaker's (when had she eaten last?), the sting of unwashed armpits from what seemed to bea
costume-jewelry boutique. She crossed, dodging atram, and saw the office shewaslooking for. The
sgn sad Electrotek Miinschen, and it was over asweatshop where fat, huge men in T-shirtsworked at
belt-driven sewing machines.

She checked her watch. There was more than an hour before her first possible contact. The man she
needed to meet was ashort, dim Italian who would be wearing afootbal | blazer with the name of the
Skaopje team. Of course, no one like that wasin sight yet—even if he turned up for the first rendezvous,
which her father had warned was unlikely.

Down the block there was a cluster of roofed sheds surrounding a gabled two-story building that looked
like any American suburban town's|eftover railroad station. A farmers market? It seemed to be
something like that. Margie pushed her way through crowds of women in babushkas and women in
minifrocks, men in blue smocks carrying crates of pink new potatoes on their shoulders, and men with a
child on each hand, studying counters of chocolates and jellies. It was asatisfyingly busy mob. She was
not conspicuous there.

Shewas, however, hungry.

Strawberries seemed to be in season. Margie bought half akilo and a bottle of Peps and found a seat on
astone baustrade next to an open suitcase full of screwdrivers and cast-aluminum socket wrenches.
What Margie wanted most was a hamburger, but no one seemed to be sdlling anything like that. But
others were egting Strawberries, and Margie was confident she looked like any one of them, or at least, if
not like them, like some housewife who might have stopped en route to any ordinary destination to
refresh hersdlf.

At two punctualy shewas back in front of Electrotek Mtinchen, studying a Belgrade bus guide as
instructed. No short, dim Italian appeared. Twice she caught snatches of wordsthat seemed to bein
English, but when she looked up from her bus guide and glanced casudly in that direction, she could not
tell which of the passersby had spoken. She pitched the bus guide into a corner sewer and walked angrily
away. The second appointment was not until ten o'clock at one of the big old luxury hotels, and what in
God's name was she going to do until then?

She had to keep moving. It was very hard to stroll for more than seven hours, however many Camparis
and sodayou are willing to stop and drink. God bless, she passed something that caled itsdlf, in Cyrillic
letters, an Expres-Restoran, and when sheredlized that it was a cafeteria, one problem at least was
solved. She pointed at something that looked like roast chicken and probably was, and with the mashed
potatoes and bread that went with it, at least she wasfull. Full of time. She emptied hersdf of as much of
it as she could: astroll through the botanica gardens, along window-shopping stroll down the Boulevard
Marshal Tito. And then it began to rain. She retreated into a bioskop and watched a Czech comedy with
Serbo-Croatian subtitles until nine. The only problem was staying awake; but when she got to the hotel
therewas aredl problem. Ghdlizzi did not show up there either.

By now she was amost dizzy with fatigue, her clothes were swegty and rain-stained, and she was sure
she was beginning to smell. Poppa had not redly thought these arrangements through, she thought with
some bitterness. It should have occurred to him that the waiters at the hotel bar would not fail to noticea
sweaty, dirty foreign woman among al their marble and their string trios. If she had been aman, it might



not have mattered. A man could have been checking out the hotel whores—the skinny, dark-at-the-roots
blond playing solitaire by the fireplace, the plump one with the bright red hair who had | ft the aperitif
lounge twicein one hour, with different men, and was back again, ready for the next. Margie refused
another Campari and sent the waiter for a Turkish coffee. The next gppointment was not until the
following afternoon, and where would she degp?

The whores had rooms. If she had been one of them . . .

Theideadid not disturb Margie in any moral way, but it took only a second for her to discard it as
impractica. Even if she had aroom, the waiters would surely throw her out to protect the existing
monopoly the firgt time she looked toward one of the solitary males. They were dready looking at her
with interest and beginning to take the cloths off some of the tablesin the farther end of the room.

Margie picked up her coffee and moved to the table of the streaked blond. She spoke to her in English,
confident that in atourist hotel the girls would be fluent in the necessary wordsin any mgjor language.

"How much for dl night?" she asked.

The blond looked scandaized. " For yourself? How disgusting! | could not possibly do such athing with a
woman."

"Hfty dinars”
"One hundred.”
"All right, one hundred. But | have very specid tastes, and you must do exactly as| ask."

The blond looked skeptica, then shrugged and signaled the waiter. "First you must buy me ared Scotch
whiskey while you explain what these tastes are. Then we will see”

In the morning Margie woke up refreshed. She used the whore's tiny shower to get clean, dressed
quickly and paid the woman off with asmile.

"May | ask aquestion?' the whore offered, counting the money.
"| can't sop you from asking."

"Thisthing you had me do, smply rubbing your neck each time you woke until you fell adeep again?I1s
that truly satisfying to you?"

"Y ou wouldn't believe how satisfying," smiled Margie. She strolled grandly out of the hotel, nodding
politely to the local policein their baggy gray uniforms open at the neck, hands on the gunsin the
cardboard holsters. A few blocks down the boulevard took her to the London Cafe, and there, nursing a
beer at one of the indoor tables, was the dim, short Italian wearing a Skopje football cap.

She sat down and ordered a coffee, then visited the women's w.c. When she came back the Italian was
gone. The bag she had left on her chair did not appear to be disturbed, but her exploring fingerstold her
the camerawas gone, and in its place was a guide folder about the hovercraft cruise to the Iron Gorge.

She made her way back across the border the same way she had come. By thetime shewasin Trieste
again and able to resume the identity of the Swiss-Itaian housewife, shewasfully restored. On the
clamjet to Paris she locked hersdlf in the toilet and studied the contents of the travel folder.



How Ghdlizzi had cometo be aperson of trust in Sir Tam'sarmy of spieswas beyond her; he had not
impressed her as being the sort of man one would repose faith in. But he had delivered the goods this
time. Thelittle device was on itsway, and the complete file of secret tactran messages between Earth and
the Fuel Bloc camp on Klong wasin her handsin microfiche. Her father would be very proud.

TWELVE

WHAT ANA DIMITROVA had seen of the United States was what she had seen of most of the world:
arports, hotel rooms, meeting halls, city streets. So at first she looked around with lively interest asthe

€l ectrobus whined a ong an eight-lane superhighway toward the place she had been ordered to report to.
So much open space, not even farmed! And contrar-ily, so many places lined up one after another as
they passed through communities—placesto est, placesto deep, placesto drink, placesto buy gas.
What prodigious devourers these Americans must be to keep them dl flourishing!

More than haf of her companionsin the bus were Americans, and they were busy devouring, too,
severd smoking in flagrant disregard of the signs, a couple chewing gum, three in the back seat passing
around a bottlein abrown paper bag. The army sergeant who had offered her part of achocolate bar
was now offering the Canadian agronomist woman some round hard candies with holesin them. Nan
was making an effort to like the others because she surely would be seeing alot of themintraining. It
wasn't easy. One by one, each of the American men had made friendly overturesto her which turned in
secondsinto sexua ones. Even the Vietnamese colonel, so tiny and delicate that she had sat down next
to him &t firgt, thinking he was awoman, had begun to make persona remarksin his beautiful
high-pitched English. She had changed seats six times so far and now resolutely sat staring out the
window even though she was no longer seeing anything. Such compulsive consumers—she could not
help feding that they seemed obliged to consume her aswell.

She touched the tiny microfiche from Ahmed at the bottom of her blouse pocket. She had no reader for
it, but she needed none. Asawaysit wasformal, not very rewarding, and extremely short:

My dear Ana,
| appreciate the letters you have been sending and think of you often.
With great affection, Dulla

He could have spent afew P$ more, she thought resentfully, and then, as aways, brought herself up
sharply. Ahmed was from a poor country. Even fiched and faxed, the cost per square centimeter of a
letter from Kungson to Earth was very high. (But in her own letters she had poured money out like water.
(But she could not judge him; she had not had the life experience of measuring every penny. (But it was
not just the economy of space and money—how much more he could have said if he had chosen, in even
fewer wordsl—it was the economy of emotion that she begrudged.))) Three deep in parentheses, she
took her mind off Dullaand resolved to think about more profitable subjects, and then redlized the bus
had stopped.

Three uniformed Americans had entered by the driver's seet. One of them gestured for slence and said



tothe busat large, "Y ou people are welcome, and let's see some ID."

Craning her neck, Nan could see a barricade with two other soldiers standing by it. They were not at
attention, but they were watching the bus quite carefully, and she observed that what had |ooked like a
well-clipped hedge stretching away on both sides of the barrier had barbed wireinsde it. How curious.
They were treating this place as though it were some sort of military ingtdlation rather than a center for
preparing scientists and support personnel for a peaceful expedition to Kungson. Big-power customs
were so strange to her. When the MPs came to her, she handed her passport over and smiled at the tall
black one who was studying it. He returned her look impassively.

"Name?'
Of coursg, it wasright there, next to histhumb. "Ana Elena Dimitrova"
"Pace of birth?'

"My place of birth? 1t isMarek, Bulgaria. That isacity south of Sofia, not far from the Y ugodavian
border.”

"Put your thumb here, please." She pressed againgt the little pad he extended to her and then on asquare
white card, which he tucked into her passport. ™Y our papers will be returned to you later," he said, and
then unbent. "Y ou like to dance? Therés anice group at the club tonight. Ask for meif you don't see me.
Name's Leroy."

"Thank you, Leroy."

"Seeyou later, honey." He winked and moved adong. Anafound atissue and wiped the ink off her thumb
wonderingly. These Americans were even worse than Sir Tam—not just the Americans, she corrected
hersdf, thinking of the Vietnamese colond and hisagile, tiny hands. Would it be like thisdways? Would
it not be even worse when she was part of the small colony on Kungson and they wereal living in each
other's pockets anyway?

But at least then Ahmed would be somewhere near! In the wrong encampment, yes. But shewould find a
way to seehim.

Let her just get on the same planet with him again, and they would be together! It made the whole ordedl
seem worthwhile.

By the next day, not even that made it seem dtogether attractive. She could not have attended Leroy's
dancethat night if she had wanted to. There was no time. Issue of new clothing: ™Y ou will wear these
herefatigues a al times, except when ingtructed by your ingtructors.” Assgnment to quarters. ™Y ou will
maintain cleanliness at dl times. At dl timesall persond possessonsare to be kept in your footlock-ers.”
Preliminary briefing: "You will fal out at oh sx hundred hoursfor breskfast. From oh seven hundred to
eleven hundred you will participatein your individual refresher courses of ingtruction in the gpplication of
your speciaized skillson Klong. From twelve hundred to sixteen-thirty you will complete your surviva
course to teach you your surviva skillsfor surviving in the environment of Klong. From eighteen hundred
to lights out at twenty-two hundred you will conduct your persond affairs except when required to
participate in additiona refresher courses or surviva ingtruction. Weekends? Who's the guy who wants
to know about weekends? Oh, you. Well, there aren't any weekends here." By thetime dl that was
finished it was nearly midnight, and then Anadragged her suitcaseto thetiny, bare room that had been
assigned to her, coldly furnished like the showcase cdll inacounty jail, only to find out that her roommate



wasthe Vietnamese colonel. Even hererank had its privilege. But Anawas having none of it, and so it
was back to the billeting office and agood ded of argument, and by the time she was ableto get to deep
in anew room with afemale roommate it was nearly two.

Breakfast was discouragingly huge—eggs and sausage and cereal, and breads with jams and
marmalades, and peanut butter in opened liter cans on every table—and for dessert they spent an hour
recalving inoculations. None of them were painful, but from the grins and jokes of the medics Anaknew
that they would be later on. And then she lined up with the other two dozen of her detachment in awet,
cold wind, and they were marched off to their various refresher coursesin the gpplication of their
gpecidized skills. Anastiny group included the Canadian woman and two men unknown to her, and they
wound through the camp streets, past abaseball field and abowling dley, between barracks and
anonymous buildings with armed guards patrolling before them, out into an open field haf akilometer
square. In the center of it was a sort of tethered balloon shaped like a sausage, fifty meterslong, with
guards around the perimeter and three of them grouped before the entrance. There was afence
surrounding the whole thing, and more guards at the gate in the fence; and before any of them were
permitted inside, they had to go through the same tedious business of checking IDs one moretime.

Off to one sdetherewas atall chimney coupled to the main tent by aflexible plastic tube. The chimney
roared. Though there was no smoke, the shimmering at the top showed that some very hot gaseswere
boiling high into the air out of it. It did not seem to serve any function that Anacould guess. But then,
neither did the weaponsthat al the permanent personnel carried. Who were they meant to be used
agang? What possible enemy threatened atraining base for ascientific expedition which, after dl, wasin
asense the property of the entire world?

When shefindly got through the gates and the guards, she found herself in along, open shed covered
with the opague white plagtic of the bubble. The atmosphere was damp and heavy, filled with strange
amells, and the lighting was sultry red. At first she could see very little, but she was aware that people
were moving about between rows of what seemed to be smaller, trangparent bubbles. Thelighting came
from abank of gas-glow tubes, dl red, and there was not very much of it.

The guide who had brought her to this place was speaking to her. "Areyou al right?'
"Yes, | think so. Why not?'

"Sometimes people can't stand the smell.”

She sniffed gingerly: pepper and spice and junglerot. "No, it isfine."

The Canadian woman said, "Everything sounds funny.”

"There's positive pressure in the outer shell. Y our ears probably popped alittle. That's so that if there's
any air leekageit will dl beinward, not out, and of coursethe air from this chamber getsincinerated at
fifteen hundred degrees asit is pumped out—maybe you saw the chimney.”

"One has heard stories of dangerous diseases,” Nan ventured.

"No. There aren't any. Oh, sure," the guide went on gloomily, "you can get killed around here. But that's
adlergies, not disease, and you've dl had your shotsfor them. Dimitrova, you're for linguistics. Y ou come
with me; therest of you stay right heretill 1 get back.”

He led her through the hothouselike room, past the rows of plagtic bubbles. As her eyes became
dark-adapted she could see that each of them contained some sort of specimen —mostly plants, and
some of them were immense. One towered ten meters, nearly to the top of the shell. It looked like agiant



clugter of ferns, and Anamarveled at the money that had been spent to transport that immense mass over
the light-years. Apart from the outside roaring of the incinerator, the sounds of pumps, and the noisesthe
peoplein the shell made, there were sounds she could not identify—a sort of faint, wailing, high-pitched
song, and groaning, clattering noises. They came from where she was heading for. The guide said,
"Welcometo our zoo."

And then she saw the ballooni<t.

She recognized it a once; there could not be another creature as strange as that anywherein the
universe! But it looked . . . damaged. It was tethered inside a cage. Its great bubble was throbbing but
amost limp, sagging againgt the ground. She stared, fascinated, and saw that aflexible plastic coupling
had been taped nestly to aholein the gasbag, and the plastic line went to acylinder of gas. A woman
with atape recorder was crouched by the cylinder, adjusting the gas valve as she listened to the
baloonist's plaintive song.

No wonder the voice sounded so faint! He was operating at afraction of normal pressure, far too little to
let him fly, only enough to et him gasp a sobbing sort of song. The woman looked up and said, "You're
Dimitrova? I'm Julia Arden, and this'—pointing at the baloonist—" is Shirley. Shel's anging about her
childhood right now."

Anashook hands courteoudy, staring at the sad, wrinkled little creature. Those sounds did not seem like
language! She could not imagine understanding them, much less trand ating them, no matter how many
timesthey haved her brain! She said doubtfully, "I will do my best, Mis Arden, but do you think you can
redly teach meto talk to that?"

"Me? Maybe not. I'll help, and so will the computers, but the one who's going to teach you is Shirley
herself. Shelovesto sing to us. Poor thing. She doesn't have much e se to do with her time, does she?'

Nan looked at the creature for amoment and then burst out, "No, but what a shame, redlly! Can you not
sedheisinpan?'

The other woman shrugged. "What do you want meto do about it?* Her tone was less hostile than
defensive. "l don't suppose Shirley volunteered for this duty, but then, neither did I. Your jobislearning
her language, Dimitrova, and let'sget onwith it.”

"But to seeacreaturein pan—"

Julia Arden laughed and then shook her head. " Swestie, you only got herelast night. Wait aday or two.
Then you can talk to me about pain.”

From 0700 to 1100 Ana Dimitrova stretched the muscles of her mind until she thought she would die of
it, and from 1200 to 1630 she balanced the diet by doing the sameto her body.

Julia Arden had been right. Within forty-eight hours Anawas an expert on pain. She woke up each
morning with ahazy overcast of brightness that she knew was the foretaste of migraine. She went to bed
each night with so many aches, throbs, and bruisesthat it took al the will she had to refrain from
swalowing the pillsthey had given her. She could not afford pills. She needed her mind dert, even while
she dept, because degping was only another kind of study for Ana, with the taped cals of the balloonists
murmuring under her pillow dl night long.

The headaches, dl right—they were something she was used to. Worse than that, the shots were



producing their effect. Her skin was covered with little blisters and bumps, some that itched, some that
were tender, some downright painful every moment of time. Not just pain. She wheezed and coughed.
Her eyesran uninterruptedly, and so did her nose. She was not done; everyonein her group was having
the same reaction to the dlergy shots. If thiswas the prophylaxis, what could theillnessitsdf belike?
And then she saw the holos of the unfortunate Peeps who had died of their reactions before the
countermeasures had been devel oped, and they defined for her the difference between prophylaxis and
redlity. It was not comforting to her. It wasterrifying! How had Ahmed fared in al this? He had said
nothing in hisletters, but perhaps he was only being brave.

And every afternoon—fed wdll, fed ill, no matter—there she was out on the exercise field. Push-upsand
five-hundred-meter runs, obstacle courses and rope climbing. Her hands were raw, then blistered, then
calloused. Even through the coverdls her knees were scraped bloody. Everywhere on arms and legs
where there was not a pimple or ablister, therewas abruise.

To be sure, she scolded hersdlf, for al of thistherewas aclear purpose! Kungson was no picnic ddl; it
was a place of strange and perhaps lethal dangers. These measures, however brutal, were only to help
her meet those dangers and conquer them. If she had not volunteered for the job, she had also not
refused it when offered.

And finaly, the most potent argument of dl. It wasthe way to Ahmed. So she did her best dl thetime
and was secretly proud of the fact that some of the others were doing lesswell than she. Thetiny
Vietnamese colonel, Nguyen Dao Tree, fell in a hegp from the knotted ropes one afternoon and was
taken to hospita. (He was back the next day, limping but game.) One woman, an older one, perhaps
amogt forty, fell flat on her face hafway up arocky hill; she was taken away too, and she did not return.

One made quick friendshipsin such aplace. Shelearned to cal the colond "Guy" and to respect his
quick mind and sense of humor. Shelearned, too, to avoid being alone with him or with the sergeant,
Sweggert—or indeed with any of the men, al of whom seemed to possess specia reserves of strength
when in the presence of an attractive femae. Or an unattractive one. Her roommate, Corpora Elena
Krigtianides, was certainly not pretty, but more than once Nan staggered back to find the door locked
and sounds of faint moans and gigglesinsde. When at last admitted, she dways said forgivingly, "Please,
itisdl right, Kris. Do not speak of it." But it was not dl right. She needed her deep! Why didn't they
need it too?

As days became weeks the fatigue lessened, the bruises hedled, the reactionsto the antiallergens
diminished. The headaches stayed the same, but Nan was used to them, and she learned to take part in
the friendly chatter in the mess hdl. Alwaysthere were such stories! They were going to Kungsonon a
one-way trip and were expected to breed there and raise a new race of humans. They were not going to
Kungson at dl, but to anew planet, not yet announced or even named. They were not going into space at
al. They were going to be parachuted onto the Scottish coast to commandeer the il refineries. They
were going to Antarctica, which was going to become a new Food Bloc colony, since a process had
been discovered for melting theice cap. At first Anawas frightened by such stories, then amused, then
bored. She began making up stories of her own and found them as quickly passed along as any other.
But some of the stories seemed true. Even some terrible ones: an unexplained accident in space that had
destroyed the Peeps resupply ships and even their tachyon-trangit satdllite itsdf. Shelet hersdlf belate
for dinner that night to listen to the evening news; sure enough, it was official. How terrifying! What would
it mean to Ahmed? But then the news went on to say that the expeditions of the Fuel and Food blocs had
offered help to the expedition of the Peopl€'s Republics, and with her heart full, Anahurried to the dining
room, demanded attention, and proposed that they al sign aletter of sympathy and good wishesto their
colleagues of the People's Bloc. Thefacesdl turned to her, then whispered among themselves,
half-embarrassed, but in the long run they let her write the letter, and they &l signed. The next afternoon



her training supervisor even excused her early to carry the document to the office of the camp
commandant. He listened to her blankly, read the document three times, and then promised to send it
through channels. At dinner that night she reported glowingly what had happened, but her newswas
drowned in other news. There were three new stories. Firg, that they were to receive alarge shipment of
new trainees the next day. Second, that a date had been set for their flight to Kungson, less than three
weeks in the future. And third, contradictorily, that the whole project was about to be canceled.

Such stories! Nan stood up angrily, rapping her fork against her thick chinaware cup. "How canyou all
believe this nonsense?' she demanded. "How can all of these be true at once?' But not many of the
others were paying attention, and shefet atug at her elbow.

It was the colondl, who had, as he often did, squeezed in between Anaand her roommeate at thetablein
order to try hisfortunes one moretime. " Sweet, beautiful Ana," he said, "don't make afool of yoursdf. |
know something of these stories, and they aredl true."

That one of them was true was proved the next morning. Sixty-five more persons arrived at the base, and
Anaknew one of them! It was the blond woman who was Godfrey Menninger's daughter.

Of course, everything was turned topsy-turvy. All of the billeting accommodations were changed to make
room for the new arrivals—no, not for that reason alone, Anaredlized, because most of the new ones,
and quite afew of the old ones, were housed in another barracks half a kilometer away. Nan lost her
WAC corpora roommate and feared at once that she would get Colond Guy back again. But that did
not happen. He went to the other barracks, and Nan was moved in with the Canadian woman, whose
speciaty seemed to be growing food cropsin unusua circumstances. Marge Menninger caught sight of
Nan in the crowd and waved to her. But they had no chance to spesk—not that Anahad any particular
reason to want to speak to the American, anyway—and in al the confusion, she was nearly an hour late
for her morning sesson with thefemae balooni<.

The creature was no longer a specimen to Ana. Shewas afriend. Into the cognitive half of Anasbrain
the songs of the balloonists had poured. In thefirst day she had learned to understand afew ssimple
phrases, in aweek to communicate abstract thoughts; now she was dmost fluent. Ana had never thought
of hersdlf ashaving any kind of asinging voice, but the balloonist was not critical. They sangto each
other for hours on end, and more and more Shirley's songs were sad and despairing, and sometimes even
disconnected. Shewas, shetold Ana, the last survivor of the dozen or more of her specieswho had been
wrenched from Kungson and hurled to thisinhospitable place. She did not expect to live much longer.
She sang to Ana of the sweetness of warm pollen in adamp cloud, of the hot, stinging sadness of
egg-spraying, of the commund joy of the flock in chorus. Shetold Anathat she would never sng in the
flock again. She wasthriceright. She would not have dared sing with her voice so pitifully harsh and
weak because the gas pump gave her only fatering tones. She had no chance of being returned to
Kungson. And she knew death was near.

Two dayslater shewas dead. Anaarrived at the zoo to find her cage empty and Julia Arden supervising
the serilization of its parts.

"Don' takeon," she advised gruffly. "Y ou'velearned dl you need to know."
"It isnot for thelearning that | weep. It isbecause | have lost someone dear.”

"Chrigt. Get out of here, Dimitrova. How did they let ajerk like you into this project in the first place?
Crying over adead fartbag and sending love letters to the Peeps—you're redly out of it!"



Anamarched back to the barracks, threw herself down on her cot, and alowed herself to weep as she
had not done in months—for Shirley, for Ahmed, for the world, and for hersdlf. "Out of it" described her
fedlings exactly. How had everything become so hideous and complex?

That afternoon in the exercise field was an ordedl. The physical strain was no longer ared problem, but
for some days now the "exercises’ had taken anew turn. All of them, her own origina detachment as
well asthe new arrivas, had been working less to strengthen their muscles and reflexesthan to learn to
handle unfamiliar equipment—unfamiliar to Ana, at least. She observed that dl of the new people, and
some of the old, had obvioudy had experience with it already. Such equipment! Heavy hoses like water
cannon, backpack tanks and nozzleslike flamethrowers, lasers, even grenade launchers. For what
grotesgue purpose was all thisintended? Tight-lipped, Anadid as she was told. Repeatedly she found
hersdf in difficulties and had to be bailed out by one of the others. The colond saved her from
incinerating hersdf with aflamethrower, and Sergeant Sweggert had to rescue her when the recoil of her
water cannon knocked her off her feet.

"Please do not concern yourself," she gasped furioudy, pulling hersdlf erect and reaching once more for
thehose. "l am quitedl right.”

"Hell you are," he said amiably. "Lean into it more, honey, you hear? It doesn't take muscle, just alittle
brains"

"l do not agree.”
He shook his head. "Why do you get so uptight, Annie?"
"I do not like being trained in the use of wegpong!”

"What weapons?' He grinned at her. "Don't you know this stuff isonly to use againgt vermin? Colondl
Menninger spelled it dl out for us. We don't want to kill any sentients; that's against the law, and besides,
well dl get our assesin acrack. But dl theintdligent ones got little cousins, crabrats and airsharks and
thingsthat dig around in the dirt and come out and chew your ass off. Those are what we're going to use
thisstuff for."

"Inany event," said Ana, "I do not require assistance from you, sergeant—even if | believed you, or your
Colond Menninger, which | do not."

Sweggert looked past her and pursed hislips. "Hello, there, colond,” he said. "Wewas just talking about
you."

"So | noticed," said Margie Menninger's voice. Anaturned dowly, and there shewas. Looking, Ana
observed without regret, quite poorly. The shots were having their way with her; her face was broken out
in cerise blotches, her eyes were red and running, and her hair showed dark roots. " Get on with it,
sergeant,” she said. "Dimitrova, see mein my room after chow.”

Sheturned away and raised her voice. "All right, dl of you," she cried. "Get your assesdown! Let's see
how you craml!"

Rebdlioudy Anadropped to the ground and practiced the way of worming hersalf across an open field
that she had learned the day before. These were infantry tactics! What nonsense for ascientific
expedition! She conserved her anger carefully, and it lasted her the rest of the afternoon, through dinner,
and right up to the moment she knocked on Menninger's door in that other barracks hafway acrossthe
base.



"Comein." Lt. Col. Menninger was Sitting a adesk in awhite, fluffy dressng gown, rimless granny
glasses on her nose, a half-eaten dinner tray pushed to one side. She looked up from some papers and
said, "Take a seat, Ana. Do you smoke? Would you like adrink?!

The angry firesinsde Ana banked themsdlves. But they were il ready to blaze out. "No, thank you,"
shesad, ingenerd, to all.

Margie stood up and poured hersdf a scant shot of whiskey. She would have preferred marijuana, but
shedid not care to share ajoint with this Bulgarian. She sipped a centimeter off the top of the drink and
sad, "Persona question. What have you got against Sweggert?”

"I have nothing againgt Sergeant Sweggert. | Smply do not care to make love with him."

"What are you, Dimitrova, some maximum women's libber?'Y ou don't haveto bal him on the parade
ground. Just let him give you ahand when he wantsto."

"Colond Menninger," Anasaid precisaly, "are you ordering me to encourage his sexua overtures so that
| can complete the obstacle course more readily?”

"I am not ordering you to do diddly-shit, Dimitrova. What isit with you? Sweggert comeson to
everything with aholeinit. It's his nature. He comes on to me, too. | could put the son of abitchin
Leavenworth for the places his hands have been on the drill field. But | won't, because hesagood sol —
Because hel's essentidly agood person. Hell help you if you let him. Y ou can dwaystdl him to fuck off
later on."

"This| congder immora, Colonel Menninger.”

Margie finished her drink and poured haf of another. ™Y ou're not too happy here, are you, Ana?"
"That is correct, MisMenninger. | did not ask for thisassgnment.”

"l did."

"Y es, no doubt, perhaps you did, but [—"

"No, that's not what | mean. | asked for it for mysdlf, but | also asked for it for you. | picked you out by
name, Ana, and it took hell's own conniving to make the Bulgarians turn you loose. They think you're
pretty great at trandating.” She tossed down the rest of the drink and took off her glasses. "Look, Ana, |
need you. This project isimportant to me. It should be important to you, too, if you have a spark of

patriotismin your body."
"Patriotism?"

"Loyadty, then," said Margieimpatiently. "Loyaty to our bloc. | know we come from different countries,
but we stand for the same thing."

Anafound hersalf more puzzled than angered by this strange American. Shetried to sort her fedlings out
and express them exactly. "Bulgariais my home," she began. "I love my home. The Food Bloc—that isa
much more abstract thing, Mis Menninger. | understand that in aworld of two hundred nations there must
be aliances and that one owes one's allies some sort of alegiance, or at least courtesy. But | cannot say |
fed loyalty. Not to the Food Bloc."

"To thewhole human race then, honey," said Margie. "Don't you seeit? You just said it for yoursdf—a
world of two hundred nations. But Klong can be aworld of one nation! No fighting. No spies. No



cloak-and-dagger shit. Who colonized America?"

"What?' It took Anaamoment to realize she was supposed to answer the question. "Why—the English?
Before them, the Dutch.”

"And before them maybe the Itdlians and Spaniards, with Columbus, and maybe, for Christ's sake,
anybody you like— the Vikings, the Polynesians, the Chinese. Who knows? But the people who livein
Americanow arethe Americans. And that'swho's going to live on Klong in another generation or two.
The Klongans. Or whatever they call themselves. A single race of human beings. Never mind where they
come from here! They'll bedl the same, dl part of the samewonderful . . . well, dream. | don't mind
caling it adream. But you and | can make it come true, Ana. We can learn how to live on Klong. We
can build aworld without nationa barriers and without the kind of senseless competition and rapacity thet
have ruined this one. Do you know what it means to have awhole new world to sart over on?"

Anawasdlent. "1—I have had some thoughts of that sort myself,” she admitted.

"Of courseyou have. And | want to make it happen. | want to lay the foundations for aworld society
that understands planning and conservation and cooperation. Do you know how much were putting into
this? Four ships. Nearly ninety people. Thirty-five tons of equipment. The invasion of Europe cost less
than this onelaunch, and believe me, everybody involved is screaming. It costs too much. It upsetsthe
Peeps. The Greasies will raise their prices. We need the resources to solve the problems of the cities.
Half the Congresswould liketo call it off tomorrow—"

"One hasheard rumors" Anasaid cautioudy, "that the launch may be canceled.”

Margie hesitated, and a shadow crossed her face. "No," she corrected. "That will not happen, because it
istoo important. But that iswhy | asked for you, Ana. If we can send ninety people, they must be the
best ninety people there are. And you are the best trandator | could find." She reached out and touched
Anasdeeve. "Do you understand?’

Anadrew away as soon as she could without giving offense, her thoughts uncertain. Y -yes" shesad
unwillingly, and then, "but, on the other hand, no. What you say is most persuasive, Mis Menninger, but
what hasit to do with the use of flamethrowers and other weapons? Are we to build this fine monoalithic
world by destroying everyone e se?"

"Of course not, Anal" cried Margie, with as much shock and revulsion in her voice as she knew how to
put there. "'l give you my word!"

Therewasasdlence. "l see” said Anaat last. "Y ou give me your word."
"What else would you have me do?'

Anasad thoughtfully, "One has so little contact with the rest of the world here. | would like very much an
opportunity to discuss thiswith others. Perhaps with my own delegation at the United Nations?'

"Why not?" exclaimed Margie. She looked thoughtful for amoment and then nodded. "I'll tell you what.
Assoon astraining's over we're dl going to get three days off. I'm going to New Y ork mysdlf. Come
with me. Well eat some decent food, go to afew parties. And you can talk it over with anyoneyou like.
Agreed?’

Anahestated. At lagt, unwillingly, shesad, "All right, Mis Menninger. That sounds atractive.” 1t did not,
for many reasons, but as ajust person Anahad to concede that it sounded at least fair.

"Fine, honey. Now, if you don't mind, I'm overdue for along, hot bath.”



Margie locked the door behind the Bulgarian woman and ran hersdlf atub with some satisfaction. What
the stupid prunt didn't know was that she was leaving Camp Detrick direct for the launch pad. The next
chance she would have to talk anything over with anybody would be on Klong, and there let her say
whatever sheliked.

But AnaDimitrovawas only one problem, and maybe the easiest to solve. "One has heard rumors that
the launch may be canceled” indeed! If Dimitrova had heard them, then everybody had heard them, and
maybe the rumors were close to being true.

Margie dlowed hersdf five minutes of luxurious soaking in the tub. When she got out she draped atowel
around her body, not from modesty but from distaste; the shots had raised angry red welts al over her
skin, and even with the ointment and the pills they itched. She did not want to be seen like that. Certainly
not by the senator. It was bad advertisng for the merchandise.

Asshewasdiding Adrian Lenz's private number shelooked a herself in the mirror, frowned, and
switched to voice only. "Hello, honey,” she said as soon as he was on theline. "'I'm sorry therés no
picture, but this place doesn't have al mod. cons,, and anyway"—she giggled—"I don't have any clothes
on."

"Hello, Margie." Senator Lenz's voice was neutral. It was the sort of tone one uses to a brother-in-law or
an airport security guard; it said, | acknowledge there is a relationship between us, but don't pushit. |
assume you're calling me about your proposed new launch.”

"Just 'proposed,’ Adrian? Y ou voted for it three weeks ago.”
"I know my own voting record, Margie."
"Of courseyou do, Adrian. Ligten, | didn't call you up to quarrel with you.”

"No, you didn't," said the senator. "Y ou called me up to try to keep meinline. | was pretty sure you'd
cal. I'm even pretty sure of what you're going to say. Y ou're going to tell methat we've got ahell of abig
investment in Klong now and if we don't nourish it the whole thing might go down the tube.”

"Something like that, senator,” Marge Menninger said reluctantly.

"l wassure of it. Y ou know, weve heard those arguments before. Every time the DoD wants something
outrageousthey start by asking some piss-ant amount asa'study grant.’ Then alittle more because the
study showed some really promising idea. Then some more because, gosh, senator, we've gone thisfar,
let's not waste it. And then, the next thing you know, weve got some stupid new missile or antibalistic
defense system or nuclear bomber. Not because any sensible person wantsiit, but because there was no
place to stop. Well, Margie, maybe thisisthe place to stop Klong. Three daysfrom now thereésa
committee meeting. | don't know which way I'm going to vote, because | don't have dl the information
yet. But I'm not making any promises.”

Margie kept the disappointment out of her voice, but she was less successful with the anger. "This project
meansahd| of alot to me, Adrian.”

"Don't you think | know it? Listen, Margie, thisisan open line, but | thought you might be interested in
something. I've got tomorrow's early edition of the Herald here, and theré's astory from Peiping.



'Authoritative sources say that repair crews at their tactran satdllite have definite evidence that the
explosion which destroyed the satdllite and two transport ships was of suspicious origin.”

"I watch the news, Adrian. | saw that. And there was another story, too, that said that dissident eements
within the Peopl€'s Republics were thought to be responsible.”

The senator was slent. Margie would have given alot to have seen the expression on hisface just then,
even at the cost of revealing the sorry condition of her own, and her hand reached out to restore the
vison circuit to the call. But then the senator said, "'l guessthat's al we should say under the
circumstances, Margie. | agree with you about one thing. Y ou've gotten usinto this pretty deep.” And he
broke the connection.

Margie sat thoughtfully blow-drying her hair for the next ten minutes, while her mind raced. Then she
picked up the phone and dialed the orderly room. "Colonel Menninger here," she said. "Notify the
training officer that | will not be present for tomorrow's formations, and have transportation ready for me
at oh eight hundred. | need to go to New Y ork."

"Yes, maam," said the OD. He was not surprised. All members of the project were restricted to the
base, and the orders said there were no exceptions. But he knew who had written the orders.

Margie sat impatiently in the audience section of the Security Council chamber, waiting to be cdled. The
delegation from Peru was explaining its recent vote a consderable length while the other nine members
of the council waited in varying degrees of fury to explain each other's. The question seemed to have
something to do with the territorid limitsfor fishing fleets. Normaly Margie would have paid close
attention, but her mind was agood many light-years away, on Klong. When the young black woman
cameto fetch her for her appointment she forgot about Peru before she had | eft the auditorium.

The woman conducted her to an inconspicuous room marked Authorized Personnd Only and held the
door open for her without going, or looking, inside.

"Hello, poppa,” said Margie as soon as the door was closed, turning her cheek to be kissed.

Her father did not kiss her. "Y ou look like hell,” he said, hisvoice flat and without affection. "What the
fuck have you been teaching these 'colonigts of yours?!

Margie was caught off guard; it was not any of the questions she had expected from him, and certainly
not what she had come to discuss. But she responded at once. "I've been teaching them survival tactics.
Exactly what | said | was going to teach them."

"Takealook at these," he said, spreading a sheaf of holoflat pictures before her. "Art exhibits from
Heir-of-Mao's private collection. Cost me quite alot to get them.”

Margie held one up, wiggling it dightly to get the effect of three-dimensional mation. "Makes me look
fat," shesad criticdly.

"These came out of the pouch of acourier in Ottawa. Y ou recognize them, | guess. There's one of your
boys throwing a grenade. And a nice shot of aflamethrower drill. And another one of agirl, I won't say
who, stabbing what looks ahell of alot like aKrinpit with what looks ahdll of alot like asword.”

"Oh, hell, poppa, that's no sword. It'sjust aflat, sharp knife. | got the idea from watching the stew chef
opening up oystersat the Grand Centrd Clam Bar. And that Krinpit'sonly adummy.”

"Hdl's shitfire, Margie! That'scombat technique!"



"It'ssurviva, dear,” she corrected. "What do you think? The biggest and ugliest dangers our boys and
girlsare going to face are the Krinpit and the burrowers and the balloonists and, oh, yes, not to forget the
Greasies and the Pegps. I'm not advocating killing, poppa, I'm just teaching them how to handle
themsdvesif killing isgoing on." Her face clouded. "All the same, | wish | knew who took those
pictures”

"Youwill," hesaid grimly. "But it doesn't matter; those are just copies. The Pegps havethe originds, and
Tam Gulsmit's probably got aset of hisown by now, and the Peeps and the Greasies on Klong are going
to hear about it by next week at the latest, and interexpedition friendship is over. Did you listen to the
debate in the council?"

"What? Oh, sure—alittle."
"Y ou should have listened alot. Peru has just extended its ocean borders to athousand kilometers.”
Margie squinted, perplexed. "What does that have to do with maybe some fighting on Klong?'

"Peru wouldn't do that without alot of backing from somebody. They're nominaly Food, sure, because
of the anchovy catch. But they don't have apot to pissin when the fish go deep, so they try to keep
friendly with the other blocs"

"Which one?'

Her father pushed the corners of his eyes up. He did not do it because there was any risk of this
supersensitive room being bugged; it was only areflex not to speak the name of Heir-of-Mao
unnecessarily.

Margie was slent for amoment while the card sorter in her brain ordered her hierarchy of priorities. She
came back to Number One. "Poppa,” she said, "Peru can stick their anchoviesin their ear, and I'm not
going to lose deep about which one of my peopleisaspy, and if we get alittle scandal about combat
training well surviveit. None of it's going to matter in two or three weeks, because well be there, and
that'swhat | cameto see you about. Adrian Lenz is crawfishing. | need help, poppa. Don't let him cancel
usout."

Her father leaned back in his chair. Margie was not used to seeing Godfrey Menninger looking old and
tired, but that was how he looked now.

"Swestie," he said heavily, "do you have any ideahow much trouble werein?'
"Of course, | do, poppa, but—"

"No, listen. | don't think you do. Theré's atanker aground on Catdinaldand today, with six hundred
thousand tons of il that isn't going to get to Long Beach. Wouldn't matter, normally. Southern Cdlifornia
keeps plenty of reserves. But their reserves got diverted to your project, so they're low now. Unless they
get that tanker afloat in forty-eight hours, Los Angelesis going to spend the weekend in abrownoui.
What do you think is going to be the public reaction to that?*

"Wdll, sure, acertain amount of shitisgoing to—"

Heraised hishand. "And you saw the story in this morning's papers. The Pegps know their tactran
satellite was deliberately destroyed.”

"No, it wasn't! That was an accident. The bomb was just supposed to knock out the supply ship!”



"An accident in the commission of acrime becomes part of the crime, Margie.”
"But they can't prove— | mean, thereés no way in the world that they can pinit on me unless—"

She looked at her father. He shook his head. "The Italian isn't going to tell them anything. He's dready
been taken out.”

So poor Guido was not going to live to spend his hundred thousand petrodollars. "He gave good vaue,”
shesaid. "Look what you got out of his microfiches. Y ou have proof that the Greasies set up their base
where they did because they had seismic scansto show oil under it. That's againgt treaty right there."

"Don't beachild, Margie. What does 'proof' have to do with it? Sir Tam and the Slopies can't prove you
handed Ghelizzi the bomb, but they don't have to prove, they only have to know. And they do. Peru
provesit. Not to mention afew other little news items you may not have heard about yet, like the
American embassy in Buenos Aires being fire-bombed thismorning. That'salittle message from Sir Tam
or Heir-of-Mao, | would judge. What do you suppose the next message is going to be?”

Margie redlized she had been scratching her blisters and made hersdlf take her hand away. "Oh, shit," she
sad glumly, and thought hard while her father waited.

But redly, she reflected, the basi ¢ rules were unchanged. The equation of power was utterly clear. No
nation could afford to fight any other nation in the whole world anymore. Food, Fuel, and People each
owned enough muscle to smash both the othersflat, and dl of them knew it. Worse than that. Even the
tiniest nation had a minute diver of muscle of its own, gift of the breeder reactors and the waste
reclaimers. Not enough to matter in agloba sense, no. But Peru could enforce its decisionsiif driven to.
Ecuador could kill Washington or Miami, Denmark could destroy Glasgow, Indonesia could obliterate
Melbourne. Fire-bombings and riots—well, what did they matter? There was a permanent Smmer of
border incidents and small-scale violence. Each year, afew thousand injured, afew scores or hundreds
dead. But the lid never blew off, because everybody knew what would happen.

"Poppa,” she said, "you know nobody can do anything really serious. The balance of power prohibitsit."

"Wrong! The balance of power breaks down as soon as somebody makes a mistake. The Pegps made
one when they fired rockets at our gasbags on Klong. | made onewhen | let you carry that bomb to
Belgrade. It'stimeto pull the fuses, honey."

For thefirst timein her adult life, Margie Menninger felt red fear. "Poppal Areyou saying you're not
going to help mewith Lenz?"

"I'm saying more than that, Margie. | agree with him. I'm seeing the President tomorrow, and I'm going to
tell him to scrap thelaunch.”

"Poppa!"
He hesitated. "Honey, maybe later. After things quiet down—"

"Later'sno good! Y ou think the Pegps aren't going to reinforce as soon asthey can get another satellite
up there? And the Greasies? And—"

"It's settled, Margie. "

She looked at him, appalled. Thiswas the God Menninger that hiswhole agency knew and she had
rarely seen. It wasn't her father she waslooking at. It was a human being asimplacable and determined
as she hersdf had ever been, and with the accustomed support of agreat deal of power to back his



decisonsup.

Shesad, "l can't change your mind." It wasn't aquestion, and he didn't give it an answer. "Well," she
said, "theré's no reason for me to hang around here then, is there? Good-bye, poppa. Take care of
yourself. I'll seeyou another time."

Shedid not look a him again as she got up, collected her brown legther officer's bag and her uniform
cap, and let hersdlf out.

If her father was as determined as she, the other sde of the coin was that she was no less determined
than he. She stopped in the visitors lounge and entered a public phone booth to dia aloca number.

The woman on the other end was a strikingly handsome human being, not a sex symbol but awork of
at. "Why, Marjorie," shesaid. "l thought you were off doing spy stuff for your father or
something—Marjoriel What's the matter with your face?'

Marge felt her blotched chin. "Oh, that. That'sjust areaction to some shots. Can | come over to see
you?'

"Of course, lover. Right now?"

"Right this second, mom." Margie hung up the phone and hurried toward the elevators. But before she
entered them she stopped in aladies room to check her makeup.

Marge Menninger's mother lived, among other places, in the residentia tower section of one of New
York City'stalest and most expensive skyscrapers. It was an old-fashioned place, built when energy
was chegp, S0 that it made economic sense a that time to economize on insulation and rely on huge
inputs of BTUs dl winter long and continuous air conditioning al summer. It was one of the few that had
not been at least partly rebuilt when oil reached P$300 abarrel, and it would have been ruinoudly
expensve for most tenants—even most well-to-do tenants. The condominium apartments were no more
expensve to buy than any othersin agood neighborhood. But if you had to ask what the maintenance
costs would be, you couldn't afford them. Alicia Howe and her present husband didn't have to ask.

The butler welcomed Margie. "How niceto see you, Miss Menninger! Will you be using your room this
time?'

"Afrad not, Harvey. | just want to talk to mom.”
"Yes, MissMargie. She's expecting you."

AsAliciaHowe rose to be kissed, she made aquick, al-seeing inventory of her daughter. Those awful
splotches on her complexion! The clothes were passable enough, as army uniforms went, and thank
heaven the child had been born with her father's smiling good looks. ™Y ou could lose a couple of kilos,
lover," shesaid.

"I will, I promise. Mom, | want you to do me afavor.”
"Of course, hon."

"Poppas being alittle difficult about something, and | need to go public. | want to hold anews
conference.”



AliciaHowe's husband owned alot of television: three mgor-city outlets and large interestsin adozen
satdlite networks. "'I'm sure one of Harold's people can help you out," she said dowly. "Should | ask
what the problem is?'

"Mom, you shouldn't even know there's a problem.”

Her mother sighed. She had learned to live with God Menninger's off-the-record life while they were
married, but since the divorce she had hoped to be free of it. She never talked to her ex-husband. It
wasn't that she didiked him—in her heart, she gtill thought him the most interesting, and by along way the
sexiedt, of her men. But she could not cope with the knowledge that any little dip of the tongue from him
to her, and from her to anyone, might bring catastrophic consequences to the world.

"Honey, | do haveto tell Harold something.”

"Oh, sure, mom. But not as a problem. What | want to talk about is KI—Jem. The planet Jem. I'm going
there, mom."

"Yes, of course, you told methat. In ayear or two, maybe, when things settle down—"

"I want to settle them down, mom. | want the United States to send enough muscle up thereto makeit fit
to livein. Fit for you to visit someday, if you want to. And | want to do it now. I'm supposed to leave in
eighteen days."

"Magiel Redly, Margiel"
"Don't take on, will you? It'swhat | want.”

AliciaHowe had not been able to prevail againgt that argument in more than a dozen years. She had no
hope of prevailing againgt it now. The thought of her daughter flinging herself through space to some
terrible place where people died disgustingly was frightening. But Margie had demonstrated a capacity
for taking care of hersdlf.

"Well," shesaid, "l guess| can't send you to your room. All right. Y ou haven't told me what you want me
todo."

"Ask Harold to get me onto one of his newsmaker programs. Hell know how to do it better than | can
tell him. They're backing away from my planet, mom, cutting the funding, complaining about the
problems. | want the public to know how important it is, and | want to be the oneto tell them.” She
added strategicdly, "Poppawas right behind me on this at firgt, but now he's changed his mind. He wants
to cal thewhole thing off."

"Y ou mean you want to put the squeeze on your own father?"
"Exactly right."

AliciaHowe smiled. That part was sure to apped to her current husband. She spread her hands
resgnedly and moved toward the phone. "I'll tell Harold what you want," she said.

AnaDimitrova sat with her eyes closed in abroad, low room, elbows on aring-shaped table, head in her
hands, earphones on her head. Her lips were moving. Her head twitched from side to side as shetried to
match the rhythms of the taped balloonist song that was coming over the headset. It was very difficult, in
large part because it was not a balloonist's voice making the sounds. It was aKrinpit's. The tape had



been made severd weeks before, when Detrick's last surviving Krinpit had had no one left to talk to but
Shirley, the one surviving baloonigt.

But her name had not been Shirley. Her name, rather beautiful, had been Mo'ahi'i Ba'alu'i, which meant
something like Sweetly Golden Cloud-Bearer. Krinpit rasps and tympani did not easily form the
balloonist sounds. But Shirley had understood him—no, Ana corrected hersalf, Mo'ahi'i Baau'i had
understood him. Anawas determined to do the same, and so she played and replayed sections of the

tape:

Ma'iya'a hi'i (these creatures unlike us) hu'u ha'iye'i (areviciousanimas).
And Cloud-Bearer's response:

M 'u'amali i na'ahu'iha. (They havekilled my song).

Anapushed the headphones off her ears and alowed herself to rub her eyes. The headaches were very
bad tonight. And this awful room! Twenty headsets and tape-control panels before twenty identical
hard-backed chairs, adl around the ring. So bleak! So unsympathetic!

Unsympathetic? Anaclucked her lipsat hersdf. That was one of the English language's booby-trap
words. sympathetic, simpatico. They sounded so much dike. But they did not mean the same thing, and
it was embarrassing to atrandator of Anas skillsto fal into the blunder of confusing them. It proved she
was too tired to work anymore this night, and so she switched off the tape decisvely, hung the earphones
on their hook, and stood up to go. Sheintended to wish a courteous good night to those few other eager
project personnel who had shared her desire to put in overtime at the tape ring. But there weren't any.
They had dl |eft while she was concentrating.

It was nearly eleven o'clock! In six hours she would have to be getting out of bed!

Hurrying down the empty company street toward her room, Ana paused halfway, changed course, and
entered the dayroom. Really, these headaches were too bad! But there was a dispensing machinein the
dayroom, and sometimes one of the American soft drinks containing caffeine would congtrict the blood

vessels and reduce the thumping, thumping throb long enough for her to get to deep.

But as she dropped adollar into the machine and waited for the cup tofill, it seemed to her that coming
here had been amistake, after dl. Such an ear-drubbing of noise! A dozen couples were dancing
frenziedly to astereo at one end of the room. At the other ayoung Oriental man had aguitar, and a
group was singing with him, quite at cross-purposes to the music on the stereo. Quite uncaring. And even
more noise came from the television dcove: ababble of excited voices, laughter. What could they be
watching? She drifted closer to peer at the screen. Someone was lifting a pillowcase out of asonic
washer and exclaiming rapturoudy over its pristine shine. Were these people excited over acommercia?

"Oh, Nan," cried her roommate, elbowing toward her. ™Y ou missed it. She was wonderful. "
"What?What did | miss? Who was wonderful ?'

"Lieutenant Colond Menninger. It wasredlly super. Y ou know," confided the woman, "I never redly
liked her. But tonight she wasjust beautiful. Shewas on the six o'clock news. It wasjust alittle
person-to-person interview, like afollow-up to a story about Jem. | don't know why they picked her, but
I'm glad they did! She said such wonderful things! She said Jem gave hopeto al the unhappy people of
theworld. She said it was a planet where dl the old hatreds could be forgotten. A place where—what
did she say?—yes, aplace where each child could elect amoraity and an idea, and have the space and
thefreedomto live hislife by it!"



Ana coughed Coca-Colain afine spray into her cupped hand. "Colone Menninger said that?' she
gasped.

"Yes, yes, Nan, and she said it beautifully. We were al touched. Even people like Stud Sweggert and
Nguyen the Tryin' were really moved. | mean, they even kept their hands to themselves. And the
newscaster said something about sending troops to Jem, and Colonel Menninger said, 'I'm asoldier
mysdlf. Every country has soldierslike me, and every one of us prayswell never have anything to do.
But on Jem we can do something useful! Something for peace, not for destruction. Please let usdo

it —What?'

Nan had been marveling to hersdf in Bulgarian. "No, no, pleasego on,” she said.

"Wadl. And just now they repeated parts of it on the late report, and they said the public response has
been incredible. Telegrams, phone calls. To the White House and the UN and the networks—I don't
know whereadl."

Anaforgot her headache. "Perhaps| have been doing Colond Menninger aninjustice. Truly, | am
amazed.”

"Wdll, | antoo! But she made mefed really good about what we're doing, and everyone's talking about
it!"

And they were. Not only in the barracks dayroom. Senator Lenz's phoneswereringing, and it was
constituents urging him to make sure the heroes on Jem got support. Newsrooms around the country
were watching the dectronic taly of calsfrom the public: Jem, Jem! Spot pollsters were reporting great
and growing public concern. God Menninger's phone rang only once, but the person on the other end
was the President of the United States. When he hung up, Menninger's face was tense and stern, but then
it relaxed and he broke into asmile. "Honey," he said to empty space, "damn your black heart, you do
your old man proud.”

THIRTEEN

FOR TWENTY KILOMETERS Charlie and hisflock tried to follow thelittle biplane asit chugged and
bounced through the sky of Jem. No use. The balloonists soared high, swooped low, found winds that
carried them toward the heat pole, but never fast enough to keep up. Charlie sang a mournful farewdll
song into hisradio asthey turned away, and the sound penetrated even the noisy rattle of thelittle engine
ingde the plane. "Too much noise," shouted Kappe yushnikov cheerfully into Danny Daehouse's ear.
"Turn off, please?’

"Let me say good-byefirst." Daehouse sang into thetiny radio, then switched it off. Far behind and haf a
kilometer overhead, the flock bobbed acknowledgment. Da ehouse craned his neck to see forward, but
the camp of the Greasies was of course nowhere yet in Sight. They were flying aimost directly toward the
Heat Pole—"southeast” by the convention of considering the poles of rotation as north and south,
however irrdlevant that was to compasses and sextants—and it was uphill amost dl the way. How
foolish of the Greasesto locate their camp in the least hospitable part of the planet! But who could figure
why the Greasies did things?

K appelyushnikov leaned over and dapped him on the shoulder. ™Y ou wish to puke?* he called



encouragingly, pointing over the side of the cockpit. Daehouse shook his head. "Isdl right, you know,"
Gappy went on. "Islittle rough, yes. We are fighting winds, not making love to them likein balloon. But
you have truly outstanding aircraft technician in charge!”

"I'm not complaining.” And in fact, he had no reason to complain. The biplane was atechnologica marvel
on Klong —on Jem, asthey were supposed to call it now, he reminded himself. At least they were flying!
The Greasy camp was hard to reach any other way. There were no cars on Jem, because no roads. Only
atracked vehicle could go very far, and even the Greasies did not have them to spare. Because, in their
pigheaded way, the Greasi es had camped ten kilometers from the nearest usable water, boats were out.
Y ou could fly therefor this semi-summit meeting that was supposed to make everyone on Jem friends
again. Or you could walk. And Daehouse spared athought of compassion for the poor, proud,
pedestrian Peeps, who were no doubt doing just that somewhere below.

S0 just to be flying was atriumph, athough he wished Gappy had not brought up the subject of
arsgckness. It was not so much the motion that was bothering him as the food they had been eating. With
twenty-two more mouths to feed, the old catch-as-catch-can meal style was down the drain.
Unfortunately, the new people had brought their appetites, but they had forgotten to pack achef to
satisfy them. The food was unbearable. No one dared complain. The person who bitched would be the
next cook.

Stll, the community was growing. Thethird resupply ship had brought agreat deal! This sputtering little
two-winged airplane, folded and stacked and foolish-looking, but demon-strably workable, because it
wasworking. Thelittle plutonium-powered machines and instruments that had given Mor-rissey sensors
to study the Creepiesin their tunnels under the ground and Dalehouse himsdlf radiosto passon to
Charlie. A new Argus orbiter to photograph clouds and help them predict the weather. Or at least to
guessat it alittle more accuradly.

It had even helped them in their attempts to make contact with sentients. Sort of. Charlie was ddlighted
with his crossbow and hisradio. Jm Morrissey had taken another tack. He had used the new power
auger to make three widdly spaced holes dong a Creepy burrow. The end holes held soft charges of
explosives, the center one a hose connected to the exhaust of the auger'slittle gasoline putt-putt. When
Morrissey blew the charges he sedled both ends of that section of the tunnel, and the carbon monoxide
caught four burrowers before they could dig away. By then they were no good for Daehouse's purposes,
of course, but they were ajoy to Morrissey.

Even further marvelswere on their way. The third resupply had brought eight metric tons of equipmernt,
but according to the tactran messages the next would bring nearly fifty, plus maybe a hundred additiona
personnd. It would be acity! The summonsto the meeting at the Fuel camp had not only been a
welcome tour of Jem, it had been areprieve from the tedium of erecting tentsto receive the
reinforcements.

What the tactran had failed to say was just what the reinforcements would be used for. They certainly
needed any number of specidiststhey didn't have. A real cook. A dentist. Some better-looking women.
A better trandator . . . reminded, Daehouse leaned back to see how Harriet was faring behind him.

The trandator was most uncomfortably curled up in a gpace no more than a meter square, and studded,
at that, with bolts and levers that must have been tattooing Harriet's hips and ribsindelibly. If she had
been anyone e se Dalehouse would have thought of some friendly, commiserating remark. For Harriet he
could find none. Her eyes were closed. Her expression registered resignation to the palpable injustice of
being the smallest of the three of them, and thus the one to be squeezed into the tiny rear compartment.

"Getting close" Kappdyushnikov bawled in hiseer.



Dalehouse leaned forward, rubbing at the glass as though the Jemman murk were on the insde rather
than al around. There was nothing but maroon cloud—

Then the stark white rim of the Heat Pole glittered through abreak. And something ese. The clouds
themselves were clearly bright. Asthe biplane tunneled out of the last of the cloud bank they were
leaving, Daehouse saw the cause before him.

"Jesu Crigt!" cried Kgppelyushnikov. "Have they no shame?"

Thelight was the Oily camp. It stood out on the horizon like abonfire, penetrating Jem's dour maroon
murk with beacons, lighted windows—my God, Dalehouse marveled, even streetlamps! 1t was no longer
an expeditionary camp. It looked like asmdl town.

The vertical beacon dipped and swept across the biplane to acknowledge their approach, then
courteously away o that they were not dazzled. Kappdyushnikov muttered inaudibly into hisradio
mouthpiece, listened for amoment, and then began to circle.

"What's the matter?' Dalehouse demanded.

"Is nothing the matter, only we are no longer in hurry,” said the pilot. " Pegps will be unavoidably one hour
detained, so let us study thismiracle before landing on it.”

A miracleit very nearly was. There were only about forty peoplein the Greasy camp, but they seemed to
have dmog that many buildings. Buildings, not tents or plastic huts. What had they made them out of ?
And what buildings! Some were barracks, some seemed individua bungalows. One looked morelikea
tenth-size copy of the Eiffel Tower than like a structure one could live or work in. Another was agood
twenty-five metersin length. And—what was that curious, shalow, round petaled cone on the far side of
the camp? It seemed to be constructed of bent strips of shiny meta arrayed around a central black
cylinder. Could it be asolar generator? If so, it was dmost megawatt size! And—that stubby tower with
the horizontaly rotating fan. Wasn't that the exhaust from an air conditioner?

Harriet had roused hersalf and was leaning forward over Daehouse's shoulder to see. Her breath buzzed
annoyingly in hisear asshe said sernly, "That isa.... lascivious wastel”

"Oh, yes, dear Gashal" cried the pilot. "How wonderful would beif we, too, could afford one!™

Over therattles and groans that came from his Krinpit escort, Ahmed Dulla heard a sputtering distant
sound. "Put me down. Wait. Try to be quiet,” he called peevishly in the mixture of Urdu and their own
language that made communication possible between them. Or sometimes did. He lowered himsdf from
thelitter in which they had been carrying him and climbed onto a knee of a many-tree, pushing aside the
pinkly glowing frondsto stare around the sky. A tiny two-winged aircraft was chuttering dong just below
cloud level. "So. Another triumph of technology arrives," he said.

The Krinpit, Jorrn-fteet, reared back to study him more carefully, its stubby clawswaving. ™Y our
meaning isnot loud,” it rattled.

"No matter. Let usmove on." Dullawasin no mood for anice chat with these grosdy hypertrophied
bugs, however useful they wereto him. "Go carry the litter and my bag; | will walk," he ordered. "It istoo
deep herefor riding." They were climbing from the shalow valey of the river now, up through the last of
the forested dopes onto the dry highlands. The vegetation began to change from many-trees and fernsto
things like succulents, stubby barrelswith glowing, bright red, luminous buttons. Dullalooked a them all



with distaste. Study the plants, find new products; it isin thisway that my fathers became independent of
the machines of the outside world. So Feng Huatse had advised before he left; but Dullawas an
adirophysicist, not an herba healer, and he had no intention of following the fool'sinstructions.

There was no overhang between him and the sky now, and he could see thelittle biplane circling, far off
toward the bright white line of the Heat Pole. So. The Greasies had their helicopter, the Fats now had a
plane, and what did the representative of the People's Republics have to take him to this meeting? A litter
carried by animasthat looked like squashed crustaceans. Dullafumed. If Feng had listened to him, they
would have ing sted that the three-party meeting be held at their own camp. So they would have been
gpared this humiliation of arriving on aplastic frame carried by creatures out of some children's nonsense
fable—if not the humiliation of exposing to the Fats and the Qilies the meanness of their encampment.
What adisaster! And al Feng'sfault, or Heir-of-Mao's. The expedition should have been properly
supplied and reinforced in the first place, but leave it to the Chinamen to hoard coppersto the ruination of
the project.

Without warning the Krinpit stopped, and Dulla, lost in his thoughts, dmost tripped over them. "What,
what?' he complained. "Why are you standing here?'

"A very loud thing moves quickly," rattled Jorrn-ftest.

"l do not hear anything." But now that he was avakened from hisreverie he did see something, aswell of
dust behind the hills. As he watched, amachine topped the rise, coming toward him. It was gill a
kilometer away, but it looked like a half-track.

"Another triumph of conspicuouswaste," sneered Dulla "How dare they come for me, asthough | could
not make the journey by mysdf?' The Krinpit rattled inquiringly, and he added, "Never mind. Put down
thelitter; 1 will carry my knapsack myself now. Hide yourselves. | do not want the Greasiesto seeyou.”

But the words conveyed no meaning to the Krinpit. A Krinpit could never hide from another Krinpit as
long asthey were close enough to hear each other. Dulla struggled to explain. "Go back to the place
behind the hill. The Greasieswill not hear you there. | will return in the space it took usto come up from
theriver." He was not sure they understood that, either. The Krinpit had aclear sense of time, but the
vocabulary of termsto mark its units did not map well from one language based on adiurna cycleto
another which had evolved on a planet without easy tempord reference points. But they lurched away
obediently, and Dullawalked steadily toward the approaching half-track.

The driver was a Kuwaiti, apparently atrandator, because he greeted Dullain flawless Urdu. "Would
youlikealift?' hecdled. "Jumpin!"

"You are very courteous,” smiled Dulla "Indeed, it isalittlewarm for strolling today." But it was not
courtesy at al, he fumed interndly, it was only more of their damnable arrogance! Ahmed Dullawas quite
sure that he was the only person on Jem whose native language was Urdu, and here the Greasies had
made sure they had someone who could speak to him! As though he himself were not aready proficient
in four other languages!

The time would come, he promised himsdf, when he would humbl e the ostentatious swine. So herode
up over thegullied hillstoward the Greasy camp, chatting amiably with the Kuwaiti, remarking politely on
the fine gppearance of their camp, hisface smiling and his heart swelling with rage.

The officid hogt for the meeting was named Chedey Pontrefact, London-born but not of native roots that



went many generations back. His skin was purplish brown and his hair white wool. Coded tactran
messages had given Dullaagood ded of background on every member of the Greasy expeditions, as
well asthe Fats, and he knew that Pontrefact was an air vice-marshal and nominal commander of the
Greasy expedition. But he aso knew that rea power belonged to one of the civilians from Saudi Arabia

Pontrefact bustled about the long conference table (wood! shipped al the way from Earth!) offering
drinks and smokes. "Brandy do you, Dr. Daehouse?' heinquired solicitoudy. "And perhapsa
Coca-Colafor you, sir?I'm afraid we don't have orangejuice, but at least there'sice.”

"Nothing, please," said Dulla, seething. Ice! "1 suggest we begin our meeting, if that is convenient.”

"Certainly, Dr. Dulla" Pontrefact sat down heavily at the head of the table and glanced inquiringly
around. "Mind if | takethe chair, just for form's sake?'

Dullawatched to seeif any of the Fats were going to object and spoke a split second before they did.
"Not at dl, Marsha Pontrefact,” he said warmly. "We are your guests.” But one should show courtesy to
guests, and what was this seating arrangement but a deliberate insult? Pontrefact at the head, two of his
associates a the foot—the Kuwaiti trandator and awoman who could be no one but the Saudi civilian
who was the Greasies decision maker. On one side of the table were dl three of the Fats—Daehouse,
their Russan pilot, and their own trandator; and on the other—only himsdalf. How much more deliberately
could they point out that he was aone and insgnificant? He added diffidently, "Sincewe are dl
conversant, | believe, with English, perhaps we can dispense with the trandators. It isan old saying of my
people that the success of a conferenceisinversaly proportiond to the square of the number of

participants.”

Quickly, "I shall stay," said the Fatstrandator. Pontrefact raised his white-caterpillar eyebrows but said
nothing; Dulla shrugged politely and gazed toward the chair, waiting for the proceedingsto begin.

The Saudi whispered to the interpreter at some length. Across the table, Daehouse hesitated, then got up
to extend hishand to Dulla. "Good to see you looking fit, Ahmed," he said.

Dullatouched his hand minimaly. "Thank you." He added grudgingly, "And thank you for assgingin
returning me to my own camp. | have not had a chance to express my gratitude snce.”

"Glad to help. Anyway, it's good to see someone from your expedition—we don't see many of you, you
know."

Dullaglared. Then, diffly, "I have come along way for this meeting. Can we not begin?'

"Oh, hell," said Pontrefact from the head of the table. "L ook, mates, the whole reason for thismeeting is
to try to work together better. We know what a balls-up our masters have made at home. Shall we seeif
we can do a bit better here?"

Dullasaid happily, "Please limit your observationsto your own people.” It was as he had suspected; the
Greasieswere going to insult everyone but themsalves. Let thisWest Indian whose grandfather wasa
ticket collector on the London Underground make afool of himsdlf if he chose. Not of the People's
Republics.

"But I'm in dead earnest, Dr. Dulla. We invited you here becauseit's clear we are al working at
Cross-purposes. Y our own camp isin serious trouble, and we al know it. The Food people and our own
lot are abit better off, yes. But you don't have aproper doctor, do you, Dr. Daehouse? Not to mention
afew other things. And we can't be expected—that is, we don't have limitless resources either. Under
the UN resolution we are al supposed to cooperate and divide the respongbilities. Particularly the



science. We undertook the geology, and you can't say we haven't played fair about that. We've donea
great ded.”

"Indeed s0," put in Kappe yushnikov blandly. "Is pure coincidence that most isin persond vicinity and
relates primarily to fissonables and to salt domes.”

"That is, to petroleum,” Dullaagreed. "Yes, | think we are dl aware of that, Marsha Pontrefact.” How
thoughtful of the Fats and the Greases to begin quarreling among themsel ves so soon!

"Bethat asit may," the chairman went on doggedly, "theresahell of alot to be done here, and we can't
doit dl. Astronomy, for instance. We did orbit a satellite observatory, but—as | am sure you know—it
ran into mafunctions. Let me show you something." He got up and moved to alikris screen on the wall.
When he had fiddled with it for amoment the crystal's sprang into varicolored light, showing some sort of
graph. "Y ou've seen our solar generator. This showsthe solar input for our power plant. Asyou see,
there are spikesin the curve. Thismay not seem important to you, but our generator isaprecison
instrument. It isn't going to do itsjob properly if the solar constant isn't, well, constant.”

Dullagtared in black envy at the graph. That waswhat he was here for, after al—because hewas a
specidig in gelar sudies! He hardly noticed when Daehouse put in, "If Kung isacting up, it may mean
more to usthan afew wigglesin your power supply.”

Pontrefact nodded. "Of courseit may. We notified this to Herssmonceux-Greenwich with a copy of the
tape. They're quite upset about it. Kung may be avariable star.”

"Hardly," sneered Dulla. "It isknown that afew flares are possible.”

"But it isnot known how many, or how big; and that's exactly what we need to know. What, if | may
say, we confidently expected to know from the astronomical researches that were meant to be
conducted by your expedition, Dr. Dulla."

Dullaexploded. "But thisistoo much! How can one practice astrophysics when oneis hungry? And
whosefault isthat?'

"Certainly not ours, old chap," Pontrefact said indignantly.

"But someone blew up our ships, old chap. Someone killed thirty-four citizens of the People's Republics,
old chap!”

"But that was—" Pontrefact stopped the sentence in mid-syllable. He made avisible effort to control his
temper. "Bethat asit may," he got out again, "the plain fact is the work's got to be done, and someone's
got to doit. You have theinstruments and we don't, at least not until proper telescopes arrive from Earth.
We have the manpower, and you evidently don't.”

"l beg your pardon. Allow meto inform you of my academic standing. | am director of the Planetology
Ingtitute a Zulfikar Ali Bhutto University and have graduate degreesin astrophysics from—"

"But no one's disputing your degrees, dear man, only your fitnessto function. Let us send our own
astronomer over. Better Hill, let Boyne airlift your equipment here, where there's better seeing—"

"Certainly not! Not either!”

"| redly don't think that's quite fair, do you? We've certainly cooperated in providing food, for
indance—"



"Such food! For your people, not for ours: dl flour, hardly any rice.”
Daehouse said placatingly, "WEell turn up somericefor you if that'swhat you like."
"How gracious of you!" Dullasneered.

"Now, wait aminute, Dulla. We've done our best for you —and we have a couple of complaints of our
own, if you want to know. Like shooting at me!"

Dullagrimaced. "That was only Hua-tse's foolishness with fireworks. The Peopl€'s Republics have
aready expressed their regrets.”

"Towhom? The dead baloonists?

"Yes" sneered Dullawith exaggerated humility, "of course, it is S0; we do gpologize to your close friends,
the comic gasbags. And to yourstoo, sSir, the vermin who dig in the earth and whom you find so useful!”

"If you mean the Creeps," said Pontrefact, his control of histemper wearing thin, "at least we don't use
them aslitter bearers.”

"No! Y ou usethem to help you exploit the minerd riches! Isit not true that there has been radiation
disease among them?”

"No, itisn't! At least, not here. We did use afew to dig samplesfor usin other areas, and yes, they did
encounter some radiation, but | must say that | resent the imputation that we are exploiting the natives.”

"Oh, | am sure you would not do that, Marsha Pontrefact, especidly asyour own ancestors must have
experienced so much of that from the other side, asit were."

"Now, look here, Dullal"

But Pontrefact was interrupted by the Saudi woman, who said: "'l think we should recessfor lunch. We
have much to discuss, and shouting at each other will not help. Let'sresolveto try to do better in the
afternoon.”

But the afternoon session, if quieter, did not seem very productive to Danny Daehouse. At least we got
adecent med out of it," he said to Kagppd yushnikov outsde the long- house where they had met.

"Isasashesin my mouth,” growled the Russian. "Oh, how many nice things they have here. Not just
food."

That was not to be argued. Across from the meetinghouse a new building was going up. A tracked
dumpster deposited a scoop of earth into ahopper; the man running it shoved alever forward, there was
ahigh-pitched whine, and moments later, the Sdes fell away and the operator lifted out afinished pand of
hard brick. The trick was in adding something to the compacted earth as astabilizer.

"And have you seen what's up on the hill?" asked Harriet with jedl ousy in her tone. On the dopes above
the colony there were terraced rows of green seedlings. Green! The Greasies were using banks of
incandescent plant lightsto grow Terrestria food!

"Fed liketime when | was seventeen years,” said Kappelyushnikov. "Kid sailplane pilot, winner of
All-Region Height and Endurance Contest, fresh from Nizhniy Tagil, walking down Kalinin-Progpekt first



timeinlife, and oh, my God, how overwhelming was Moscow! Trams, skyscrapers, bookstores,
restaurants.” He pointed to the plasma column of the solar generator, with its rosette of reflectors around
it. "Isdaunting, dear friends. No wonder Greasies call us hereto issue orders of day. They have muscle
to enforce!” He shrugged, then grinned as they rounded the last barracks and saw the little landing field.
"Hoy! Boyne!" he shouted. "Come say good-bye to country cousing!”

The Irish pilot hestated, then came toward them. "Hello," he said noncommittally. "I've just been putting
our friend Dullaon ajesp on hisway home."

"Hedidn't seem in avery good mood,” Daehouse observed.

The pilot grinned. "Hisfedingswere hurt, I'd say. He didn't want usto see that he was using Krinpit
transportation to get here. Y ou didn't know that? They came up theriver by boat, and then the Krips
carried him up eight or ten kilometers until we picked him up.”

Harriet said spitefully, "He might have been in a better mood if you hadn't gone out of your way to insult
him, Dalehouse."

"Me?How?'

"He thought you were making ajoke about the fact that so few of the Peeps have survived. His face went
dl tight."

Dalehouse protested. "I didn't mean anything like that. He's such athorny son of abitch.”

"Forget," advised Kappelyushnikov. "Heis such closefriend of cockroaches, let them worry about his
fedings"

"Well, | don't understand thet either, Gappy. The Krinpit dmost killed him."

"Then how is possible they become native bearersfor fine Pakistani sahib as he daringly marches through
jungle?!

"I can explainthat,” Boyne said gloomily, "dthough | can't say | likeit. That first Krinpit you and | carried
here, Daehouse, the onethat callsitsdf Sharn-igon? It'smad at al human beings. Apparently its
girlfriend, or actudly | think it was aboyfriend, died from the first contact with the Peeps, and it just
wantsto get even. Only itsidea of getting even seemsto be to make as much trouble for as many human
beingsasit can. It'sraised ahdl of afusswith the Krips near here; we can't make any contact with them
at al. | guessit thinks the Peeps are pretty well screwed, so it'swilling to help them screw the rest of us.
Looks damn bad for the future, if you ask me."

He was walking aong with them toward the airstrip, but his manner seemed reserved; he made no eye
contact with any of them, and what he said was more of a monologue than a conversation.

Kappeyushnikov said placatingly, "Hey, Boyne, you pissed about something?”"
"Me?Why should | be?' But Boyne till did not look at him.

Kappelyushnikov glanced at the others, then back to the pilot. "Hey, Boyne," he wheedled. "Wetwo are
members of great interstellar brotherhood of pilotry, should not be pissed at each other.”

"L ook, it'snot you persondly,” said Boyne angrily. "I got my ass eaten out for lending you chapsthe
backhoe, not to mention talking alittle more openly than | was supposed to about what we were doing
here



"But we'redl inthistogether,” Dalehouse put in. "It's like Pontrefact said at the meeting. We're supposed
to shareinformation.”

"Oh, Ponty's got the right idea, but that's supposed to go both ways. Y ou didn't seefit to mention some
of your own little deeds, did you? Like arming the baloonists againgt the Krinpit?"

"Wedidn't! | mean, that's my own department, Boyne. Weve given them afew smple weaponsto
protect themselves againg the ha'aye'i, that'sall."

"Widll, they've been using them againgt everything they can catch. Not to mention that businesswith the
Peeps supply ship.”

"That was an accident!" Dalehouse said.
"Sureit was. Same asit's an accident that your plane—" He hesitated, then closed his mouth.
"Come on, Boyne, what are you trying to say?' Daehouse demanded.

"Nothing. Forget it." Boyne glanced back toward the camp, then said rapidly, "L ook, this peace
conference was abugt, right? Nothing got settled. And the way things are going— well, I've got abad
feding. Thelocd Kripsare gassing our Cregpiesin their burrows every once in awhile—that's Peeps
doing, | suppose. The Peep ship gets blown up; you say it's an accident, but the gen says CIA. You're
giving the Loonieswegpons. And your plane—well, shit, man," he said, glaring at Kappeyushnikov. "I've
got eyes. So right now | don't fed like having a heart-to-heart, dl right? Maybe some other time. So, so
long, and have anice flight home." He nodded briskly and turned back to the Greasy base.

Kappdyushnikov broodingly watched him go. "1 too have bad feding," he said. "About dear friend and
fellow pilot Boyne, too. Questions | would like to ask, but thisis not good time."

"I'd like to know more about what they're using the Creepiesfor,” Daehouse agreed. "And frankly, that
bit about our being responsible for the Pegps accident is beginning to get under my skin. Do you think
therésany possihility it could betrue?"

Gappy regarded him thoughtfully. "Y ou are very nice person, Danny," he said sadly. " Perhaps you do not
wonder enough. Like, do you wonder why Greasies have landing strip when gillicopter lands anywhere?”

"That hadn't occurred to me," Da ehouse admitted.

"Occurred to me," said the Russian. "Just like occurred to Boyne to wonder why strange little hatch dear
Gasharodeonisin our plane. You and Gashalook at it, you say, 'Oh, what a nuisance. Cannot
understand purpose.’ But when pilot looks at it, Boyne or me, we say at once, 'Oh, how strange that
arcraft designed for peaceful exploration has built-in bomb bay.' "

Thirty meters below the airstrip, Mother dr'Shee woke with the smell of cyanide in her splayed nose, too
faint to be dangerous, too strong to ignore. The Shelled Devilswere @ it again.

Sheyipped peremptorily for the brood-member on duty. It turned out to be t'\Weechr, the runt of the
litter and the one the others saddled with the least attractive jobs—including, she redlized justly, attending
to the wants of the Mother when shefirst woke up. There were only seven in this present brood of hers,
and dl of them male, and none of them the size or the strength or the wit of their father. It was aloose
and unsettling time, and it spoiled her temper.



"Food," she ordered harshly. "And drink. And someone to groom mewhilel am waiting.”

T'Weechr said humbly, "There is no one but me, Brood Mather. | will be quick with the food and groom
you whileyou edt."

"And why isthere no one?'
"The New Devils are teaching, Brood Mother. All are commanded to be present.”

"Tssheee." If dr'Shee had been ahuman, the sound would have been agrunt, written "Humph" for
convenience's sake. But she was not actualy displeased, merdly fretful; and when t'Weechr returned it
was not only with tubers and a shell of water, but there were even some fresh leaves and fruits from
Above.

"Taken or given?' she demanded, sniffing them suspicioudy.
"These were gifts of the New Devils, Brood Mother," the youth apologized.

"Tssheee" They were, however, tasty, and she was hungry. She defecated nestly into the shell when she
was finished, and t'\Weechr folded it closed.

"Isthere any other service, Brood Mother?' he asked, licking afinal strand of her fur into neatness.

"No. Be gone." He touched noses and wriggled away to deliver the package to the rotting rooms. The
next brood would mix it with the planting mud and plagter it into the ceilings of the farm tunnelswhen they
prepared the next crops. By then it would be well aged, and of great value in growing the tubers.

Runt or not, t'\Weechr was agood child. She would miss him when the litter matured and scattered. And
that time was not far off. At every awakening now, her dugs had been smaler and harder. The breeding
males knew it, and every time sheleft her nest they wriggled close to touch her, noseto anus, testing to
see how near she wasto courtship. Only yesterday the male with the scarred leg had said, half-jesting,
"What would you like next time, dr'Shee? Krinpit shell? A live Flying Devil? The head of aNew Devil ?*

"Y our own head," she had said, haf-irritated, haf-flirtatious. He had snorted laughter through the
spreading folds of hisnose and crept away, but he would be back. It was not an unpleasing thought.
Dr'Shee's brood-sister had mated with that one, two litters ago. A fine brood, three females! And the
sister had said he was indefatigable at rut. Well. A proper courtship was aproper courtship, but she
could not help hoping that he might turn out to be the male with the finest gift to lay before her.

Faint and distant vibrationsin the earth set her whiskersto quivering. That was the New Devils, too.
Time was when such tremors had meant only a particularly violent thunderstorm Above, or perhagpsthe
crash of afaling many-tree. Now the New Devils scraped and shoved hillocks and boulders around at
will, and the earth was no longer easy to her senses. As she moved around her chamber, sniffing and
touching to make sure everything wasin its place, it was touch and smell and taste that principally guided
her. Sometimes her maes had plastered hits of fungus and vegetation into the walls long with the
secretions that made their tunnels hard and waterproof, and from the plant decay there was some faint
glow. Dr'Shee gppreciated the light but did not need it. For her people, eyes were almost a handicap,
especidly on their infrequent dashes to the Surface, when only the densest of clouds and worst of storms
dimmed Kung's radiance enough for them to bear.

"Greeting, dr'Shee.”

She sniffed in startlement and then recognized the female at the entrance to her chamber. "How are you,
grTshew?Comein, comein.”



The other femae entered, and dr'Shee said at once, "'l will send for food."

"I have eaten,” said qr'Tshew politely. "What lovely courtship gifts.” She fondled dr'Shee's collection. Six
breedings, six fine gifts. ahard thing stolen from the New Devilsthat no one understood; theleg of a
crabrat—that had been her first gift, and the least worthy, but in some ways the most satisfying of her
courtship gifts; even the claws of abaloonist. Every one had been stolen from the Surface itself, at great
risk, and delivered to her at a cost. Few males survived more than two or three mad, half-blind dashesto
the Surface to stedl courtship gifts. The enemies were everywhere.

Manners satisfied, gr'Tshew cameto the point. "The father of my last brood has died of abad breathing,”
shesad. "Also three young of other mothers."

"What apity," said dr'Shee. She was not referring to the male, of course; once amae had achieved
breeding he was done, for that femae. But to have young die of the cyanide gas!

"| fear for our way of life," said qr'Tshew primly. "Since the New Devils came, our litters have not been
the same.”

"I have had the same thought,” dr'Shee admitted. "1 have spoken of it to my ssters.”

"And | to mine. | and my ssters have thought something we wish to share. Our young are being taught
things by the New Devils. Dr'Shee, shouldn't we motherslearn what the litters are learning?”

"But they arelearning ways of bringing death! Y ou and | are mothers, gr'Tshew!" Dr'Shee was shocked.

"The Krinpit bring death to us, do they not? The broodsin the upper galleries have blocked off the
tunnelswhere the bad air came from, but isit not certain that the Shelled Devilswill bresk through again
and more bad air will come?"

"I cannot bring death, except of course for food.”

"Then let us eat them, shellsand al,” said gr'Tshew grimly. "Touch closdly, dr'Shee. Thereisa story—"
Shehegitated. "'l do not know how trueit is. It came from a Krinpit and might aswell have come from a
Flying Devil." That was an old saying to indicate dubiousness, but in this case, dr'Sheeredlized, it was
actudly true. "This Shelled Devil taunted one of my sster's brood by saying that New Devils had
destroyed an entire city of our race. He said the New Devils thought of us as vermin and would not rest
until weweredl gone. That iswhy they have given the Krinpit the bad air.”

"But the New Devils are teaching our litters how to destroy Krinpit."

"The next part of the story ispuzzling, but | think it isso. The Shelled Devil saysthat there are three kinds
of New Devils. One kind destroyed the city. Another kind gave them the bad air with which they harm us
here. And the kind that teaches our littersisathird kind. They have destroyed Flying Devils and Krinpit,
aswell as persons of the two other kinds of their own race. But they do not destroy us.”

Dr'Shee thrashed her long, supple body in agitation. "But that is not true!" she cried. "They have taken
severd littersfrom their classes to some other place, and only afew have returned. And they have been
wesak and dow, and spesk of their brood-mates dying!"

"My sstersand | have heard thisaso," agreed gr'Tshew.

"Tssheee!" The petded folds of dr'Shee's nose wererippling furioudly. "It feds" shesaid a length, "as
though the teaching of bringing death is not abad thing. If we bring death to the Krinpit, then they will not
be able to bring more bad air to us. If we help our New Devilsto bring death to the others, then they will



not be able to aid the Krinpit or the Flying Devilsagaingt us.”
"I have had this same thought, dr'Shee.”

"I have afurther thought, gr'Tshew. Once we have brought death to these others, perhaps we can then
bring desth to our own New Devils."

"And then our litterswill be ours again, dr'Shee!”

"And our burrows will be safe and dark. Yes! Do not go away, gr'Tshew. | will summon t'Weechr and
hewill begin to teach usthese lessond ™

FOURTEEN

EVEN IN JEM'Sfavorable conditions—air denser, gravity less than Earth—there was a peremptory
equation of lift. Danny Daehouse could carry whatever he liked smply by adding balloonsto hisclugter.
Charlie had no such power. He could carry what he could carry, and there was an end to it. To carry any
of Daehouse's gifts meant sacrificing ballast and therefore mobility. To carry them dl wasimpossible.
When Dalehouse scolded him for giving the crossbow to aflock-mate— at atime when the ha ‘aye'i
seemed everywherel—Charlie sang placatingly, "But | must keep the speaker-to-air! | cannot have both,
cannot have both."

"Andif you arekilled by a ha 'aye'i, what good will the radio do you?' But Charlie didn't even seemto
understand the question. He and the flock were singing a sort of rhapsody about the speaker-to-air and
how it enriched their chorus; and Da ehouse abandoned the effort.

Charlie's possession of theradio wasn't all good. It meant that Dal ehouse could redlly keep in contact
with theflock from the ground aslong asthey stayed in line of sight or somewnhere near it, and that fact
had not escaped Mgjor Santangel o, the new camp commandant. It was getting less easy to escapeinto
theair. At the sametime, it was getting less attractive to stay in the camp. Santangel o had established
command at once. He had proved it by sending Harriet and Alex Woodring off to try to make contact
with adistant tribe of burrowers, hopefully uncontaminated by contact with the Greasies. And the camp
was being run along increasingly drict military lines.

Da ehouse broke through the flock's song. "1 must return. Four more flocks of our people arejoining us,
and | wish to be there when they arrive.”

"Wewill comewith you, wewill comewith you—"

"No, you won't," he contradicted. "Too many ha'aye'i near the camp.” That was the truth, and that, too,
was a conseguence of the"gifts' he had given them. Since the Qilies had found out that Santangelo's
"scientific instruments' were being used by the baloonists to keep tabs on what was going on in their
camp they had taken to shooting down every balloonist that came within akilometer of them. So
balloonists were growing localy scarce, and the predators hungry.

"Hy by the Wet Vdleys," he commanded. "Learn if our people are well there.”

"No need," sang Charlie. "Seethe wings of your friend'Appy coming from there even now!" And back
behind the shordline, thereit was, Cappy's little biplane coming back from visiting the outpog, circling in



for alanding.

"Then good-bye," sang Dalehouse, and expertly vented hydrogen until he came down to thelevel of the
onshore windsthat carried him back to the camp.

He was getting redlly good at ballooning, and he was smiling as he drifted down over the commandant's
pet project, the little mud fort on the shore, and dropped to earth on the first bluff. He gathered up the
deflated balloons, dung their loose-netted bulk over his shoulder, and walked happily enough up to the
hydrogen shed.

That was the end of happiness. Half the camp was gathered around Kappeyushnikov and Santangelo,
farther up the hill. Jm Morrissey and haf a dozen others were coming toward him, their faces grim.
Daehouse caught Morrissey's arm as he passed. "What's the matter?' he demanded.

Morrissey paused. "Trouble, Danny. Something's happened to the outcamp. Harriet, Woodring,
Dugachenko— they're missing. Gappy says the camp's been ripped apart, and they're gone.”

"Harriet?'

"All of them, damn it! And theres blood and Krinpit tracks al over the place. Let go, weve got to get
down to Castle Santangel o—in case they invade by sea, | guess. Anyway, you'd better get up there and
see what your orders are.”

Orders! How like an army officer to overreact and start issuing ordersin al directions! Daehouse let
them go past and walked belligerently up to the group around Santangelo and the pilot. Someone was
saying, "—I didn't know there were any Krinpit in the Wet Valleys."

"If you werein Beverly Hillsyou wouldn't know there were any rattlesnakesin Cdifornia, ether, but if
you wandered around Hollywood Hillsthey'd bite your ass off. That's enough for arguing,” the mgjor
sad. "Those of you with assigned defense podts, get to them. We've got four ships coming in in the next
twenty hours. 1t'd be agood time for anybody to catch us off guard, and we're not going to be caught.
Moveit!"

Da ehouse, who had been given no assigned defense post, was not anxious to get one. He moved away
briskly with the others as the group broke up, circling around the outskirts to approach the
communications shack.

Insde, the comm team on duty was watching acontinudly shifting display of moving symbolsagaing a
green grid of coordinate lines: the four resupply ships, dready in orbit around Jem, making their find
course corrections before dropping down to the surface. Dalehouse had expected K appelyushnikov to
show up there, and he did, moments after Dalehouse himself.

"Ah, Danny," he said dismally, "you have good taste for finding nice place to fuck off. Wait onewhilel
seeif assholetraffic controller has accidentdly got shipsin right orbit." He peered into the screen,
grumbled at the crew on duty, then shrugged and returned to Dalehouse. "Ison course,” he reported.
"Now question is, is course right? Wefind out. Poor Gashal"

"Areyou sure she's dead?
"Have not seen corpus ddlicti, no. But Danny, there was very much blood, two liters at least.”
"But you didn't seethe bodies.”

"No, Danny, did not. Saw blood. Saw tents chopped up to fine Venetian lace, clothes al over, food,



radio smashed, little scratchy bug-tracks everywhere | looked. No bodies. So | yelled some, listened,
poked into bushes. Then came home. So poor Gasha, not to mention poor Alexel and poor Gregor.”

Danny shook his head wonderingly. " The Krinpit are damn noisy beasts. | don't see how they could
catch the camp by surprise, and if they weren't surprised they should've been able to take care of
themsdlves. Santangelo made them carry guns.”

Kappelyushnikov shrugged. "Y ou want to, | fly you there and you study scene of crimefor yourself.
Right now, excuse. First ship isabout to come out of orbit, and | must keep controller up to persona
high standard of accuracy.”

Hdf the personnd in the firgt ship were acombat team— afact which would have come asadigtinctly
unpleasant shock to Daehouse at one time but now seemed less so. While they were il in orbit, the
Vietnamese colonel commanding them had been briefed by radio, and the squad formed up outside the
ship asthey debarked, and immediately drew weapons and trotted to reinforce the perimeter guards. The
second ship was aso mostly military, but among the faces was one Dal ehouse recognized. 1t took him a
moment to make the connection, but then it was clear: the Bulgarian girl who had interceded for him and
Marge Menninger in Sofia. He called to her and waved; she looked startled, then smiled—rather
attractively, he thought—and caled agreeting.

That was asfar asit went just then, for by that time the new colonel had conferred with Major

Santangel o, and the whole camp was mobilized. The Vietnamese—his name was Tree— commandeered
Kappelyushnikov and the airplane, and they were gone for more than two hours, orbiting the campin
widening circles, firgt at high atitude, then nearly brushing the tops of the trees. All the tents had to come
down. By the timethe third rocket landed the tents were up again, now lined up six to arow, four rows
paraleling each other, in what had become a company street. At each corner of the encampment pits
were dug, and out of the third ship came machine guns and flamethrowersto go into them, while the few
rank-less nonspeciaists who had not been tapped for unloading, tent detail, or pit digging had been set to
pounding stedl stakesinto the ground ten meters outside the limits of the camp. Among the third ship's
cargo were two huge reels of barbed wire, and by the time the last ship began its drop they had been
strung along the stakes.

For once the Jemman skieswere dmost clear as the fourth ship cameinto sight high over the far horizon
of the ocean-lake. First there was abroad, bright, meteoritic splash of light asthe ablative entry shields
soaked up the worst of the excess energy and spilled it away in incandescent shards. Then the ship itself
wasin naked-eye range, falling free for amoment. A quick blue-white jet flare made a course correction.
Then thetrigger parachute came free, pulling the three main chutes after it. The ship seemed to hang
amog motionlessin theruddy air; but dowly, dowly it grew larger until it was dmost overhead, two
hundred meters up. Then the chutes were jettisoned and the ship lowered itsdlf, on itsblinding,
ear-destroying rockets, to the beach.

Dalehouse had seen, he counted, five of those landings now, not including the one he himsalf had beenin.
They weredl dmost miraculousto watch. And they were dl different. The shipsthemselveswere
different. Of the new four, only onewasthetal, silver shape of hisown ship. The other three were squat
double cones, ten meters from rounded top to rounded bottom asthey crouched on their landing struts,
nearly twenty meters across at their widest.



Thefirst person out of the ship was Marge Menninger.

It was not asurprise. The surprising part was that she hadn't come earlier. Daehouse redized he had
been half-expecting her on every ship that landed. She looked tired, disheveled, and harried, and
obvioudy she had been deeping in her olive-drab fatiguesfor al of the trangt-time week. But sheaso
looked pretty good to Daehouse. The fermae members of the Food Bloc party had not been chosen for
their sexudity. Apart from arare occasiond grapple with someone he didn't redlly like very
much—sometimesimpelled by tickling one of the baloonigtsinto parting with afew sprays of joy-juice,
sometimes by nothing more than boredom—Da ehouse's sex life had been sparse, joyless, and dulll.
Margie reminded him of better times.

Margie had aso come up in the world since Sofia; theinsgniaon her collar tabs were no longer captain's
bars but full colonel's eagles, and as she moved aside to et the rest of the troops debark, Colond Tree
and Mgor Santangel o were already beginning to report to her. Shelistened attentively while her eyes
were taking inventory of the camp, the defense perimeter, and the progress of the debarkation. Then she
began speaking in short, quick sentences. Daehouse was not close enough to hear the words, but there
was no doubt that the sentences were orders. Tree argued about something.

Good-humoredly, Margie dipped her arm around his shoulder while she answered, then patted his
bottom as he moved off, scowling, to do as he wastold. She and Santangelo moved up toward the
command center, il talking; and Daehouse began to revise his notions of what to expect from seeing
Margie Menninger again.

But asthey approached where he was standing, she caught sight of him and threw out her arms. "Hey,
Dan! Beautiful to seeyou!" Shekissed him enthusiagtically. "Y ou're looking red fine, you know? Or as
closetofineasyou caninthislight.”

"You, too," he said. "And congratul ations.”

"On what, being here? Oh, you mean the eagles. Wéll, they had to give methat to handle Guy Tree.
Dimitrova ought to be around somewhere. Have you seen her? Now if we could only get the Pak to
comefor avist, we could dl have anice time talking over good old daysin the Bulgarian dammer.”

"Colond Menninger—"
"All right, mgjor, I'm coming. Stay loose, Dan. Weve got catching up to do.”

He stared after her. In the old Rotsy daysin college, before he had dropped out asit became clear that
nobody would ever need to fight wars anymore, colonels had seemed quite different. It wasn't just that
shewasfemae. And pretty, and young. Colonés had seemed to have more on their mindsthan Margie
Menninger did—especidly colonels coming into a situation where the panic button had been so recently
pressed.

A husky man in asergeant's uniform was spesking to him. ™Y ou Dr. Daehouse? Therés mail for you at
thelibrary.”

"Oh, sure. Thanks." Daehouse took note of the fact that the sergeant's expression was both surprised
and alittle amused, but he understood both reactions. "Nice kid, the colond," he said benevolently. He
didn't wait for an answer.

Most of the"mail" was from Michigan State and the Double-A-L, but one of the letterswas a surprise. It
was from Polly! Solong ago, so far away, Daehouse had dmost forgotten he had ever had awife. He
could think of no reason why she would be writing him. Nearly everyonein thefirst two parties had dso



received mail, and the lines a the viewers were discouraging. Dalehouse put the collection of fichesin his
pocket and headed for Kappelyushnikov's private store of goodiesin the hydrogen shed. The pilot had
long since scrounged the things he deemed essentid to the good life on Jem, and among them was his
own microfiche viewer. With considerable curiosity, Dalehouse did his ex-wifés|etter into postion.

Dear Danid:

| don't know if you knew that Grandfather Medway died last summer. When hiswill was probated it
turned out he left the Grand Haven houseto us. | guess he just never got around to changing the will after
our divorce.

It isn't worth awholelot, but of course it'sworth something—the lawyer saysits assessed vaueis
$43,500. I'm alittle embarrassed about this. | have this strong fedling that says you're going to say youl
waive your share. Well, if that's really what you want I'd appreciateit if you'd sign arelease for meand
have it notarized—is there anybody there who's a notary? Otherwise, will you tell mewhat you'd like to
do?

Wearedl well, Danid, in spite of everything. Detroit had another blackout last week, and the rioting and
looting were pretty bad, and the new emergency surtaxes are going to be hard to handle. Not to mention
the hestless days and the moratorium on daytime TV and the scary news about internationa palitics.
Most people seem to think it's because of what's going on up where you are— but that's not your fault, is
it? | remember you with alot of affection, Daniel, and hope you do me.

Pauline

Sitting on the edge of Kappeyushnikov's persona cot, Daehouse put the viewer down thoughtfully. The
Grand Haven house. It wasredly only abungaow, at least fifty years old and only sketchily modernized.
But he and Polly had spent their honeymaoon in it, in asnowy January with the wind whipping up over the
bluff from Lake Michigan dl day and dl night. Of course she could have the house. Somebody in the
camp could probably notarize aquitclaim, a least legally enough to satisfy some up-country surrogate
court.

He stretched out on the cot, thinking about his ex-wife and her letter. News from Earth had not seemed
ether very interesting or very relevant, and Dalehouse had spent alot more time thinking about the
balloonists and the complications of life on Jem than about the brief paragraphs on the camp wall
newspaper. But Polly made it sound serious. Riots, looting, blackouts, heatless days! He decided he
would have to talk to some of the new people as soon as they quit bustling around and getting settled.
That Bulgarian girl, for ingtance. She could fill him in on what was really happening back home, and,
besides, she was a pretty nice person. He lay drowslly trying to decide whether it was better to do that
now or to keep on enjoying the private space to think his own thoughts.

The decison was taken out of hishands. "Hdlo, Dr. Daehouse," came Ana Dimitrovasvoice. "Mr.
Kappeyushnikov said you'd be here. But | must confess | was not sure he wasin earnest.”

Daehouse opened his eyes and sat up as Gappy and the girl stooped through the entrance to the shed.
The pilot's expresson made it clear that, whatever he had told the girl, he had hoped therewould be no
onethere, but heradlied and said, "Ah, Anyushka, you must learn to trust me. Hereisold friend to see
you, Danny."

Da ehouse accepted the forma handshake she offered. She had anice smile, he observed. Infact, if she
had not chosen to wear her hair pulled severely back and avoid the use of makeup, she could have been
quite attractive.



"l was hoping to get achanceto tak to you, Miss Dimitrova."
"Heavens, Ana, please. Old cellmates must not be forma with each other.”

"But on other hand,” said the pilot, "must not impose on dear Danny, who is no doubt hungry and must
get tomess hall a once or risk missing excellent dog-meat-and-dime med.."

"Nicetry, Gappy," Daehouse acknowledged. "No, I'm not hungry. How are things on Earth, Ana? I've
just been hearing some bad stories.”

Her expression clouded. "'If the stories you have heard have been of violence and disagter, then, yes, that
ishow thingsare. Just before we left the televison news spoke of martid law in the city of Los Angeles,
and adso in severd cities of Europe. And there was some sinking of an Audiralian naval vessd off the
coast of Peru."

"Dear God."

"Oh, thereis much more than that, Dr. Da ehouse—Dan. But we have brought al the recent newspapers,
aswell astapes of television programs—it isredly quite an extensive library, | understand. | believe there
are more than twenty thousand booksin microfiche, at Colone Menninger's express orders.”

"Twenty thousand books?' Daehouse shook hishead. "Y ou know, | never thought of her asareader.”

Anasmiled and sat cross-legged on the floor before him. "Please, let us be comfortable. | too am
sometimes astonished a Colonel Menninger." She hesitated, then said, "Sheis not, however, dwaysto
berdied on. | had expected some time to consult with my government before coming here, on her
promise. But it did not happen. None of uswere allowed to leave the camp until we were flown to the
launching point. Perhaps it was because she did not want to risk exposing us to the unstable conditions
we might have found.”

"Asbad asthat?'

"Worse," growled Kappelyushnikov. "Y ou see, Danny? We should be grateful to be here on safe
tropical-paradise planet like Jem, where only once in awhile isolated party getswiped out by giant
cockroaches."

"That's another thing," said Danny. "Marge Menninger doesn't seem particularly worried, after the flap
yesterday."

"No reason to worry, dear Danny. | and little Vietnamese colond have scoured every centimeter from
tenklicksin dl directions, usng magnetometer, IR scanners, and good piloting eyes. Isno meta thing
bigger than breadbasket anywhere around, | promise, and not more than three, maybe six, creatures
larger than crabrat. So deep safely tonight, Danny. In own bed,” he added pointedly, and did not need to
add "soon."

Nan was quicker than he. "That is good advice, Gappy,” she said, stlanding up. "'l think | will takeit for
mysdf.”

"I will escort you," rumbled Kappelyushnikov. “No, do not disturb sdf, Danny. | seeyou are quitetired.”

Anasighed. "Gospodin Kappel yushnikov," she scolded, "apart from the fact that | am tired and quite
disoriented from dl these new experiences, you and | have barely met. | do hope that we will be friends.
Please don't make that difficult by behaving like some Cossack with a peasant maid.”



Gappy |ooked abashed, then angry. Then he grinned. "Anyushka, you arefine Savic girl. Yes, wewill be
friends at once. Later on, perhaps more—but,” he added hastily, "only in proper Soviet style, no
premature touching, dl right? Now let usdl three stroll through pleasant Jemman murk to your tent.”

Analaughed and dapped him on the shoulder. "Russian bear! Come, then." Sheled the way outside and
stood for amoment, glancing around &t the quieting camp. The floodlights that marked officid "day" were
out, but Kung was clear and ruddy in the sky overhead. "I do not know if | can get used to aworld
whereitisnever night,” she complained.

"Is severe handicap for certain purposes, yes," Kappeyushnikov agreed. They climbed the bluff and
waked dong it toward the femae tent area. At the very edge, surrounded by a border of rounded stones
inlieu of alawn, was atent larger than the others. It dready had aflat rock before it stenciled Col. M.
Menninger, Commanding.

"Margiesdoing hersdf wdl," Ddehouse commented.

"Is privilege of rank," said Kagppelyushnikov, but he was staring down the beach at the four new ships,
onetal and dim, three squat, resting on their landing struts.

"That's strange, in't it?" Daehouse said. "Those three are quite unlike the others.™

Gappy glanced a him. "Y ou are truly observant, Danny.” But histone was strange.

"All right, Gappy. What's the secret?’

"Secret? Simple pilot is not told secrets. But | have eyes, and | can make conjectures.”

"Come on, Gappy. You're going to tell us your conjecture sooner or later. Why not do it now?"

"Two conjectures,” he corrected. "First, observe shape of three new spacecraft. Imagine diced in half,
forming two little cones each. Thenimagine al six cones set on base around perimeter of camp, and the
glass removed from those long, narrow ports that are so unnecessary for navigation of space. What have
wethen?'

"Upside-down cones with unglazed long, narrow ports,” Daehouse guessed.

"Y es, exactly. Only when ingtalled on defense perimeter we have other name for them. We call them
'machine-gun emplacements.' " He sighed. "I think istriumph of two-faced engineering design, not
accident, that thisisso."

"But one can scarcely believethat,” objected Ana. "Thisis, after al, a peaceable exploration party, not an
invading army!"

"Yes, aso exactly. Isonly coincidence that so many members of peaceable exploration party are aso
oldiers”

Both Daehouse and the girl were silent, studying the landed spaceships. "I would like not to believe you,”
sad Anaat lagt. "But perhaps—"

"Wait aminute!" Daehouse interrupted. " Those three ships—they don't have any return stage! That's
why they're so short!"

Kappelyushnikov nodded. "And that is second conjecture,” he added heavily. "Only isnot realy
conjecture. Library of twenty thousand booksis not light reading for weekend. Spacecraft that come



gpart to make forts are not for round trip. Vessals without return-capsule capability are not accident.
Tota of sumisclear. For many of us, isnot intended we ever go back to dear old planet Earth.”

Getting into the Jemman sky again the next day was avictory for Daehouse, and he did not know how
many more of those victories he would have. The day had begun unpromisingly. As soon asthe
"morning” lights were on he had found a mini-memo on the bench ingde histent door to let him know
that, as from 0800 hoursthat standard day, he was to consider himsdlf under military discipline with the
assmilated rank of captain. On the way to breakfast he had passed an orderly carrying two covered
traysinto Margiestent. An orderly! Not even the late Harriet Santori had gone that far. And on the way
back past the tent, the Vietnamese colonel had been coming ouit.

Who Marge Menninger kept in her bed was no concern of his, and al this other military Mickey Mouse
wasirrdevant to his purpose on Jem. All the same, Daehouse was not enjoying hisflight as much as
usud that day.

For onething, Charlie and hisflock were nowhere around —partly because Mgor Santangelo had
ingsted they overfly some of the other parts of Jem to bring back intelligence. Mostly because Daehouse
himsdlf was reluctant to have them there, with so many ha'aye'i waiting in the cloudsto prey on them. At
least he had inssted they stay afull two kilometers away from the Greasy camp; maybe that was enough
for safety. Meanwhile, Daehouse had his lightweight carbine with him, and he was hoping to take out at
least acouple of the ha'aye'i before Charlie drifted back. There was aready one balloonist in the camp
asasort of combination convalescent and pet, waiting for his ha'aye'i-ripped gasbag to mend enough for
flight. Daehouse didn't want Charlieto join him.

Trying to look appetizing, he drifted under the base of alow cumulus humilis. It was exactly the sort of
place the air-sharks chose for hiding. But if there was onein the cloud it wasn't hungry just then.

He vented gas and dropped away from the cloud as the updraft began to suck him toward it; if there
were ha'aye'i, he wanted to meet them in clear air, not where they could be upon him before he could
shoot. A return flow carried him back toward the camp, and he looked down from half akilometer on a
busy scene. About twenty people were gtill unloading the new ships. Others were clearing brush and
forest to widen the perimeter around the camp, and up past the camp toward the hills, in anatura
meadow of thorn-bearing ground vines, atiny tractor was plowing furrows. That was new! Thetractor
must have come out of one of the ships, and the furrows |ooked exactly as though someone was planning
tofarm.

That was reasonable enough, and even good news—certainly they could use fresh vegetables, and if the
Greasies could grow them so could the Fats. But something about it troubled Daehouse. He couldn't put
hisfinger on it; something about using soldiersto farm? Forced |abor on land?

He dismissed the thought; he was getting too low.

He vented some balast, and the water duiced down on the newly plowed land like atoy-scaerain
shower. Thething that was tickling his memory was beginning to be annoying. For some reason, it
reminded him of his undergraduate anthropology professor, agentle and undemanding man alot like Alex
Woodring—

Like Alex Woodring, who was dead. Along with Gashaand the Bulgarian corpora he had never redly
come to know.



He was having none but depressing thoughts. His reserves of hydrogen and ballast were getting alittle
low, and evidently the ha'aye'i had learned to distinguish between abaloonist and ahuman being
swinging from anetted cluster of bags. They were not to be tricked this day. Reluctantly he swung back
over the beach, vented gas, and dropped to the pebbly sand.

By the time he had picked up and stowed the deflated balloons Margie Menninger was approaching,
aong with the woman sergeant who was her orderly. "Niceflying, Danny," she said. "Lookslike fun. Wil
you take me up with you sometime?”

He stood regarding her for amoment. Sheredlly looked very pretty, even in the maroon Kung-light that
darkened her lipsand hid the gold of her hair. Her fatigues were new and sharply pressed, and her short
hairdo flopped becomingly as she moved. "Any timeyou say, Marge. Or isit ‘colond'?'

She laughed. "All you brand-new officers are the same, very rank conscious. Were off duty right now,
Danny, soit'sMarge. Youll learn.”

"I'm not sure | want to learn how to be asoldier.”
"Oh, you'l catch on," she promised. "Tinka, take the point. Let'sgo for awalk, shall we?'

The sergeant moved out ahead of them, trotting to the barbed-wire enclosure. The troopsin the pit at the
corner lifted a section of the wire aside so the three of them could pass through; the sergeant in charge
gave Margie asoft salute, and she nodded pleasantly back.

"If aperson went swvimming in thiswater," she said, "would she find herself being eaten up by
something?!

"Not sofar. Wedo it dl thetime.”

"L ooks pretty tempting. Careto join me?”'

Dalehouse shook his head, not in negation but in wonder. "Margie, you're something. | thought colonels
had to keep busy, especialy when they think their troops need armed guards and barbed-wire fences
day and night."

"Dear Danny," she said good-naturedly, "I haven't been acolond very long, but | taught the theory of it
to acouple thousand plebes at the Point. | think | have apretty good grasp of the basic principles. A
colonel doesn't have to do much; she just has to see that everybody € se gets everything done. | aready
put infour hours of pretty solid work this morning.”

"Yes, | saw Colond Tree coming out of your tent."

Shelooked at him thoughtfully. She didn't comment but went on, "Asto your other point, the perimeter
watch is SOP from now on, but there are patrolsin the woods and aeria reconnai ssance every hour, and
besides, Tinkasaqualified expert with al hand weapons. | think you'll bedl right.”

"I wasn't worried about my persona safety.”

"No, you weren't. Y ou were worried about the troops under my command, and on their behaf | thank
you for your concern.” She grinned and patted hisarm. "Hold on aminute.” She fished a cigarette case
out of her pocket, ducked behind him to get out of the wind, and expertly lit up. Sheinhaled deeply and
held it, passing him the joint. When she exhded, she cdled to the sergeant, "Tinkal"

"Yesm."



"Next batch of dope you clean for us, save the seeds. Let's seeif we can grow the little buggers here.”
"Yesm."

Danny took along hit, beginning to relax. Being with Margie Menninger was never dull, a least. Ashe
dowly exhaled he looked her over in some admiration. She had adjusted at once to the hest, the
disconcertingly low gravity, thethick air that had troubled them all for weeks. She was some kind of
woman.

By thetime they had finished passing the joint back and forth they were out of sight of the perimeter
guard where the beach widened under ahigh, bare bluff. Margie stopped, looking around. " Seems as
good asany," she commented. "Tinka, take your postion.”

"Yesm." The sergeant scrambled agildly up the side of the bluff to the top, and Margie shucked her
fatigues. She wore nothing underneath. "If you're coming, come. If not, stay and help Tinkakeep watch.”
And she splashed into the water.

Dope, company, or whatever, Dalehouse was fedling better than he had al day. He laughed out loud,
then skinned out of his own clothes and joined her.

Ten minutes later they were both back on the beach, lying not very comfortably on their clothes, waiting
todry.

"Ouch," said Margie. "If | ever get any extrapeople for punishment detall, | think I'll seeif they can get
the rocks out of thissand.”

"You get usedtoit.”

"Only if I haveto, Danny. I'm going to make thisanice camp if | can—good duty. For instance, you
know what we're going to have tonight?"

Herolled his head to ook at her. "What?"
"Thefirg officid Jemman Food-Exporting Bloc encampment dance.”
"A dance?"

Shegrinned. " See what | mean? Those turkeys who were running this place never thought of that. But
there's nothing to it: spread out some flats on the dirt, put afew tapesin the machine, and there you are.
Saturday night special. Best thing in the world for morale.”

"Y ou are probably about the US Army's best colond for having fun,” Dalehouse said.
"For al therest of being acolond, too, Danny. Don't you forget it."

"Wdll, | won't, Margie. | believeit. Only it'skind of hard to remember under the, ah, present
circumstances.”

"Well, I'll put my clothes back onif it'll help you concentrate. Thisisn't just fun and games. | wanted to
tak toyou."

"About whet?'



"Whatever you want to tell me. How you think things are going. What isn't being done that ought to be.
What you've learned being here that | haven't found out yet."

He propped himsalf up on an elbow to ook at her. She returned his gaze serenely, scratching her bare
abdomen just above the pubic hair. "Well," he said, "I guess you've seen dl the reports about making
contact with the sentients.”

"Memorized them, Danny. | even saw some of the sentients at Detrick, but they weren't in very good
condition. Especidly the Creepy.”

"The burrower? We haven't had very good luck with them.”
"Piss-poor, I'd say."

"Well—yes, that'sfair. But we did get about ten specimens, two of them dive. And Morrissey hasa
whole report on them not transmitted yet. He saysthey're farmers—from underneath, whichiskind of an
interesting idea. They plant somekind of tubersin theroofs of their tunnds. Hewas planning to talk to
that expert you were supposed to bring—I don't know her name.”

"Sondra Leckler? She didn't come, Danny. | had her scratched.”

"Why?"

"Political. She's Canadian." She looked at him thoughtfully. "Does that fact mean anything to you?"
"Not athing."

"No, | didn't think so. Canada voted for Peru's thousand-mile limit in the UN. That's cozying with the
Peeps, right there. And everybody knows Canada's got the hots for the Greasies because of their
goddam Athabascatar sands. They're politicaly unreliable right now, Danny. There were four Canadians
scheduled for this shipment, and | scratched al their assesright off.”

"That sounds pretty paranoid,” he commented.

"No, redligtic. I've got no time to teach you the facts of life, Danny. What €lse? | don't mean about the
burrowers.

He regarded her thoughtfully. Shelay on her back, hands behind her head, comfortable in her nudity as
she squinted toward the glowing red Kung. For adightly plump girl her waist curved beautifully into her
hips, and her breasts were rounded even while she lay flat on her back. But under that blond hair wasa
brain Daehouse did not fully understand.

He dropped back and said, "Well, there's the balloonists. | know the most about them. Our regular flock
isoff toward the Heat Pole, but there's another one out over the water. They're basicaly territorid,
mt_ll

"Y ou were at the Greasy camp awhile ago, weren't you?"'
"Y eah. When we were dill on visiting terms. Isthat what you want meto tell you about?”

"Among other things™"

"All right. They've got ahdl of alot of stuff we don't, Margie." He described the machine that molded
building blocks, the plasmagenerator, the farm, the air conditioning, the ice.



"Sounds pretty nice," she commented. "WEell have dl that suff too, Danny, | promise you. Did you seea
plane and four gliders?"

"No. Therewas an airstrip—Gappy commented on it; it didn't make sense, with just a hdlicopter. But
they didn't have aplanethen.”

"They do now. | thought they'd snesked areinforcement in that you didn't catch. Did you know about the
base on Farsde?"

"Farside? Y ou mean the dark haf of Jem?What the hell would anyone want there?'

"That'swhat | need to find out. But they've got it. Why do you think | stayed four extraorbits before |
came down? | made damn sure | photomapped and radar-surveyed everything | could; | know every
satdlite around Jem, | know every spot on the surface that's using energy, and | don't like all of what |
know. The Farside base was ared shock. Did you see any children in the Greasy camp?”

"Children? Hell, no! Why would—"

"Wall, | think they're moving whole familiesin, Danny, which seemsto indicate they've got more than an
exploring expeditionin mind."

"How could you tdll whether they had children from space?’

"No way, Danny. | didn't say the orbita reconnaissance wasthe only way | knew what was going on
with the Greasies. One other thing. No, two. Have they got a basebal fidd?"

"Basebal|?' Hewas Sitting up now, staring at her. "What the hell would they do with abasebadll field?
Cricket, maybe, and no doubt football, but—"

"That'sabreak," she sad, without explaining. "Last question. Did you happen to run into afellow named
Tamil?'

"I don't think s0." Dalehouse thought hard. "Wait a minute. Short fellow with ashaved head? Chess
player?'

"] don't know. He's an Indonesian.”

"Well, I'm not sure, but | think there was a petrochemist with aname like that. | didn't talk to him. | don't
think he spoke English.”

"Pity." Margie ruminated for amoment, then sat up, shading her eyes. " Are those your balloonists out
there?'

As Daehouse turned to ook, Margie was standing, taking afew steps toward the shore, and what he
looked at was not the sky but her. The artist Hogarth had said that the most beautiful linein nature was
the curve of awoman's back, and Margie, sllhouetted againgt the ruddy sky, was afinefigure of a
woman. Half-amused, Dalehouse redlized by the stirringsin hisgroin that he was beginning to display
interest. But only beginning. The stimulus was that beautiful and remembered butt; the suppressant was
the things she said. He would be somelittle while figuring out just how it was he did fed about Margie
Menninger.

Then he got hiseyes past her and forgot the tirrings. "There are ha'aye'i out therel" he said furioudly.



"What'ys?

"They're predators. That's not our regular flock; they just drifted in, because of the lights, most likely.
And those clouds are full of ha 'aye'i'!" Theflock was close enough to be heard now, singing loudly,
only afew hundred meters away. And far beyond and above them three dimmer shapes were swooping
toward them.

"That's awhat-you-cdl-it there? Jesus! Look at that mother,” she cried, asthe first of the airsharks
expertly ripped at the bag of ahuge femae, dipped past, turned end-for-end, and reversed itself. It came
back ten meterslower to catch the deflated balloonist asit fell, braying its deaeth song. "That's afucking
Immelmann that thing just did! Nobody's done that snce World War Onel"

"Thisisn't aperformance, damnit! They're dying!" Two more of the predators had struck, and two more
balloonists were caught farther down the shore. But at least it was not Charliesflock. None of those
victimswere friends. " See that stuff coming out of the femae?' he asked. "Those are her eggs. They're
long spider-silk kind of things. They'll float around forever, but they won't be fertilized because none of
the maes have—"

"Fuck her eggs, little buddy. I'm rooting for the shark! What akilling machine! Shit, Danny, | can seewhy
things are going badly here. Y ou people picked the wrong allies. We ought to team up with the sharks!"

Daehouse was scandalized. "They're animals! They're not even intdlligent!”

"Show me aprofessor,” shesaid, "and I'll show you afart-brain. How intelligent do you haveto beto
fight?'

"Chrigt. The baloonists are our friends. Weve got them doing surveillance for us. The ha'aye'i would
never do that. Now you want usto line up with their natural enemies?”

"Well, | can see there might be problems.” She stared wistfully at the ha'aye'i, which had ripped away
the inedible bag and was now feasting on the soft parts of its till-living prey. "Too bad,” she said
philosophicaly. She stepped back toward Danny, still watching the spectacle, and took his hand.

"You'reredly sure about this? There's no way to persuade our gooks to get aong with the sharks?'

"Noway at dl! Evenif you could somehow reach the ha 'aye'i to explain what you wanted. The ha'aye€'i
don't even sing. That's the whole meaning of life to balloonists. They could never deal with creatures that
didntsng.”

"Oh?' Margie looked at him thoughtfully. Then she released his hand and sat down again, leaning back
on her aams and looking up at him. "Tel me, Danny, would you like to make me sing?'

He stared at her. Why, she was sexually excited by watching the daughter!

He glanced at the top of the bluff, where the back of the head of the orderly was motionlessin sight.
"Maybe wed better be getting back," he said.

"What's the matter, sweetie? Don't like having an audience? Tinkawon't bother us."
"l don't care about her."
"Then what?" she asked cheerfully. "Hey, | bet | can guess. Y ou're hasdled about the colond.”

"Tree? He's got nothing to do with me."



"Aw, come off it, sweets." She patted the ground beside her. After amoment, he sat down, not very
close. "You think I've been getting it on with old Nguyen the Tryin'."

"No. | don't think it, I know it."

"And suppose | have?'

"Y our business," he said promptly. "I'm not saying it isn't. Maybe |'ve got some sexist-pig notions, but—"
"But no maybe. Y ou fucking well do, Danny-boy." She was smiling without softness now.

He shrugged. "L et's go back, colond.”

"Let'sstay here. And,” she said, "I've got the rank on you, and when a colond says'let's to a captain,
what it meansisdoit. "

There was no more stirring in Daehouse's groin; he was both angry and amused at his own anger. He
sad, "Let's get thisstraight. Are you ordering meto fuck you?”

"No. Not at the moment, dear boy.” She grinned. "I hardly ever order officersto fuck me. Only enlisted
men, and very seldom them, becauseit's bad for discipline.”

"Areyou saying the colond ordered you to fuck him?"

"Danny dear," she said patiently, "first, he couldn't—I've got the rank. Second, he wouldn't have had to.
I'd fuck Guy any time. For any reason. Because he's technically my superior officer and | don't want to
rub in the fact that I'm the one who's commanding. Because it'd make things go smoother on the mission.
Becauseit'sinteresting to get it on with somebody half my sze. I'd fuck aKrinpit if it would help the war
effort, only I don't know how wed bring up the kids. But," she said, "agirl's entitled to a certain amount
of non-god-oriented recregtion, too, and Danny, | redly have the fondest memories of you from last year
inBulgaria”

Fully relaxed, she rummaged under her for her clothes and pulled out another joint.

Daehouse watched her lighting it. Her body was tanned over every inch—no bikini marks—and looking
alot better than the fishbelly white that came after awhile on Jem. She scratched between the crease that
hid her navel and her pale pubic hair, exhaed peacefully, and passed him the joint. The thing was,

Dal ehouse conceded to himsdlf, that he redlly had the fondest memories of her last year in Bulgaria, too,
and it did not seem to matter that he al so had some bad memories.

"Y ou know the thing that gets me about you?' he asked. "Y ou make me laugh about a hundred different
ways. Lean over thisway, will you?'

When they had used each other up, they rested for amoment. Then Margie jumped up and dashed into
the water again. Daehouse followed; they splashed and roared; and as they came out he was astonished
to discover that suddenly he didn't fed quite used up anymore. But Margie was calling up the bluff,
"Tinkal Time hack!"

"Thirteen twenty hours, maam!”

Margie dipped into her fatigues quickly and leaned over to kiss Dalehouse as he was standing with one
leg in hispants. "Time to get back. I've got a busy afternoon before the dance, and Danny, I'd appreciate
itif you'd do something for me."



"What'sthat?'

"Teach Tinkahow to do that balloon thing this afternoon.”

"Why?

"I want her to run an errand for me. It'simportant.”

He considered. "l can get her started, anyway. But | don't know if she canlearnit dl inafew hours.”
"Shelearnsfadt, | promise. Come on—I'll race you back!"

They ran the hundred meters. Marge got off first, but by the time the outpost wasin sight Daehouse had
caught up with her. As he passed she reached out and took his hand and pulled him back to awalk.
"Thanksfor the exercise," she panted.

"Which exercise—swimming, running, or fucking?'

"All of them, dear Danny." She breathed hard, and then, just before they got within earshot of the
perimeter guards she hdted him. "Onething | ought to mention to you," she said.

"Whet'sthat?'

"l just want to set the record straight. With Nguyen Tree I'm fucking. With you | was making love.”

Twelve on perimeter guard, two in sick bay, three in the comm shack, and eight more on the other
twenty-four-hour details that dways had to be manned: that |eft over ahundred and twenty peoplein the
Food camp, and nearly every one of them was a the dance. Marge congratulated hersdf as she flung
through ahora. It was abig success. When the dance ended and the rhythm changed to something Latin,
she shook off the three men who came toward her. "I've got to St this one out and catch my breeth,” she
sad. "After the next number | make my little speech. Thenyou'redl on."

She retreated behind the little stand and sat cross-legged on the ground, breathing deeply. Marge
Menninger's parents had endowed her with good genes, and she had taken care of the equipment; after a
long day and asolid hour's dancing she was not tired and her wits were al about her. And the day had
been not only long but good. She had got the camp over their scare about the loss of the three people by
treating it asif it didn't matter. She had brought them al together in the dance. She had laid the
groundwork for Tinkas little mission, organized an effective perimeter guard, broken the back of the job
of unloading and stowing cargo, and begun six other tasks equally important. And she had got it on with
Dan Daehouse, on terms of her own making but obvioudy acceptable to him. That was a persona
matter, but not unimportant. Marge was careful to keep an eye on long-range prospects. And asa
possible permanent future pair, if permanent pairing turned out to be the way things were going to go on
Jem, Dalehouse was the best bet she had yet identified.

It was Marge Menninger's conviction, recent but certain, that thisjob was what she had been born for.
Theimportant thing wasto do it the right way, which was her own way, which had to be laid out from
day one. No false sarts. A happy camp —plenty of work to keep them busy and plenty of timeto enjoy
themselves. And a productive camp. Jem belonged to her and hers, and now they had it.

While she was waiting for the cha-cha to end she considered the next day. Ship One would be empty,
and ateam could be started on separating the two halves and moving them into position in the perimeter.



Da ehouse or Kappdyushnikov— which? the Russian, she decided—K appelyushnikov could be briefed
on Tinkas mission, or at least enough of it so that he could escort her partway to the Greasy camp. A
work team could be organized to start putting up poles for the farm plot. She would meet and learn to
know at least six of the advance party; in two weeks, she should know everything she had to know about
everyone in the camp. Orders would be cut naming Guy Tree as her G-I and Santangelo as G-2. The
others she would wait on; there might be people she hadn't met yet who should have thejobs. And, if
things went well, during the three hours she alowed hersdf for amidday break, she would go for awalk
inthewoods. If you could call them woods. They needed to be dealt with too: Knock down some of
those skungy ferms, scoop out some farm pondsto drain that soggy swamp. It would work—all they
needed was a couple of bulldozers. Which reminded her that she needed at least to make afirgt
approximation of arequisition list for the next shipment from Earth. That couldn't wait. With dl thefuss
the civilians were kicking up, Marge Menninger wasn't sure how many more shipments there would be,
She dready knew a number of goodies she wanted, but the old-timers would probably think of more. So
she would need to talk to some of the old-timers. Morrissey, Krivitin, Kappe yushnikov—she would fill
inthe others later.

The smél of pot from beyond the stand pleased her. She thought of lighting up before getting up to make
her speech —it was another way of showing her persona style. But it had been less than half an hour
sncethelast one, and Marge knew her tolerances exactly; it might make her fuzzy.

The cha-chaended, and the girl at the tape machine, looking toward Margie, switched it off. Marge
nodded and climbed the stand.

The laughter and buzz dwindled as the hundred-odd people turned to face her. She smiled out at them
for amoment, waiting for silence. They looked exactly like the plebes at West Point had looked, exactly
like the audience in the Senate hearing room, like every audience she had ever faced. Marge wasin touch
with her audiences; she could aways make them like her, and for that reason she liked them.

"Welcometo the first weekly Food Bloc Expedition Saturday Night Dance. I'm Colonel Marjorie
Menninger, USA, and I'm your camp commander. Some of us aready know each other pretty well by
now. Therest of usare going to get to know each other very well very soon, becauise when you come
right down to it we don't have much choice, do we? I'm not worried about that, and | hope you're not.
We are apretty select bunch." She dlowed her gaze to drift past the audience to the edge of the lighted
area, where two of her grunts were holding another while he vomited, and added, " Although you might
not know thet at first." A smal laugh, but genuine. "So let's start getting to know each other. Guy? Saint?
Where areyou?' Sheintroduced Tree and Santangel o as they stood forth. "Now Vince Cudahy—are
you there? Vince is amathematician, but he's aso our chaplain. He used to teach at Fordham, but he's
agreed to be nondenominationa for the purposes of thismisson. So if any of you want to get married,
Vinceisauthorized to doit." Small chuckle. "He's alittle old-fashioned, so held prefer it if you're of
different sexes." Somewhat larger laugh, but alittle questioning noteinit. "And in case you do,” she went
on, "or even if you don't, you ought to meet Chiche Arkashvili. Cheech? There sheis, our medica officer.
Try not to get Sick over the next twenty-four hours, because she's still setting up. But then shelll be ready
for business, and back home in Ordzhonikidze her specidty was obgtetrics.” No laugh at al thistime. She
hadn't expected one. She gave them amoment to draw thelogical conclusion and then pressed it home.
"Asyou can see, we're planning a permanent base, and I'm planning to make this the best duty any of
you have ever had so that alot of you will want to re-up and stay here. And if you do—and if any of you
take serioudy what I've just been talking about and decide to settle down and have afamily on Jem, I'm
offering apecid prize. A thousand petrobucksfor the first baby born in our camp— provided you name
it Marjorie, after me." She waited abeat and added, "Two thousand if it'saboy." She got the laugh she
wanted and closed it out. "Now on with the dance." And as the music started she jumped off the
platform, grabbed the first man in reach, and started them dl going.



For the next half-hour Marge Menninger played hostess, a which she was very, very good. She danced
with the men who didn't much dance, kept the music going, made sure the drinks kept coming. What she
wanted was for everybody to have agood time. The next day was time enough for them to start thinking
about permanent colonies and how much choice they would be likely to have about extending their Say.
When chance permitted she got aword in with the people who had known what she was going to say,
asking how they thought it had gone. It had seemed to go well. It made her feel good, and she found she
was redly enjoying the party. She drank with the drinkers, smoked with the dopers, and danced with
everyone. It was safe enough now. When the time came to shut the dance down Tinkawould let her
know, and meanwhile Tinkawould keep an eye on her colondl.

Coming back from the brand-new latrine, Marge paused to enjoy the sight of her people having fun. It
was going to bedl right! They redlly were agood bunch, hand-sdected, fit, well trained. Whatever she
had said to anyone e se, in asecret, insde part of her heart Marge had felt asmal but unsettling fear that
her firgt really independent command might take qudities she hadn't known she would need. So far, not.
So far, everything was going precisaly as she had planned, according to the priorities she had laid out in
her own mind. Priority 1, safeguard the integrity of the unit. And it was safeguarded; she could seethe
perimeter guardsin regular patrol, alittle disgruntled at missing the dance but carrying out their orders
meticuloudy. Priority 2, accomplish the misson assigned. And that waswell on the way. Priority 3,
subject to accomplishing 1 and 2, make it a busy and happy camp. And that looked good, too.

She walked around the outskirts of the dance, nodding and smiling, not quite ready to get back on the
floor. Tinka appeared beside her, one hand on her government-issue pouch, looking questioningly at her.
Marge shook her head. She didn't need another joint just then. She was fedling happy and relaxed, but
just thelittlest bit light-headed, Part of it was the smarmy heat and the peculiar ingtability that came from
weighing only about three-quarters what she had been used to for ten years. But shewasfeding alittle
edgy, too, and checking dates in her mind, she thought she knew why. When she came near the medical
officer shesaid in her ear, "Got your freezers going for the sperm and ovum bank yet, doc? Because |
think I'm getting ready to make a donation."

"Noon tomorrow well beready,” Chiche Arkashvili promised. "But the way the boys and girls have been
disappearing into the bushes, | don't know if well need it.”

"Better to haveit and not need it than need it and not haveit. If | could, I'd—"
She stopped. "What would you do, colond?"

"Forget it. Don't let me keep you from urgent business,” said Marge amiably, and watched the doctor go
on toward the latrine. If she could, she'd get awhole stock of frozen sperm and ovafrom Earth, because
the bigger the gene pool you started with, the better the chances you'd have a healthy, stable population
in another two or three generations. But she was not quite ready to put that request in her next | etter to
Santa Claus. She would have quite enough trouble with the items she was already determined to
requisition, and from Christ's own number of light-years away her powers of argument were limited.

A few meters away the Bulgarian girl wasin some sort of adtercation with Stud Sweggert, the sergeant
Marge had put onto the first of her ships. Normally she wouldn't have interfered, but there was something
she wanted from Dimitrova

"Tinka," she said softly over her shoulder.
"Yesm."



"Stay with." Marge went up to the arguing couple, who stopped as she came close. "Sorry to break this
up,” shesad.

Dimitrovaglared at her. Feisty little prunt; it crossed Marge's mind that her first impulses about Ana
Dimitrovamight have been best, but it was not a useful thought anymore. She discarded it.

"Thereisnothing to break up, colond,” the girl said. "The sergeant wished to show me something | did
not want to see."

"I bet hedid, honey," Marge smiled. "Will you excuse us asecond, sergeant?' And, when he was out of
earshot, she asked, "How isyour Indonesian, Dimitrova?'

"Indonesian? It isnot one of my four-oh languages, but | believe | could trandate a document
satidfactorily.”

"I don't want a document trandated. | want to know how to say, ‘Good morning. Where s the baseball
park? “

"What?'
"Shit, lady! Just tell ushow to say it."
Ana hesitated and then, with some disdain, said, " Selamat pagi, dimana lapangan baseball?"

"Um." Marge rehearsed it to hersdlf for amoment, glancing a Tinka The orderly shrugged. "Wdll, write
it down for me. Now, how do you say, 'Have you amap? “

“ 'Saudara punja peta ?"”

"Got that?" asked Marge, looking at the orderly. "Not sure? All right, Dimitrova, take Tinkato my office
and writeit out for her. Make sure she getsit right." For amoment she thought the Bulgarian might
object, but then she nodded and the two of them started away.

Sergeant Sweggert was il standing there, three meters away, watching her with cam interest. Margie
laughed. "What are you doing, sergeant—waiting to ask me for a dance? Or do you want to show me
that little thing you were so anxious to drag out for Dimitrova?'

"Héll, colond. Y ouve got meal wrong."

"l bet | do. Sweggert," she said good-naturedly, "you're not abad guy, but it's against my policy to, ah,
fraternize with enlisted men. Except in an emergency, of course. And what you've got to show has been
widely seen dready, | guarantee you."

"Ah, no, colond! It was educationd. They got atame gasbag here, and it'sred interesting.”

"Yeah?' Shelooked at him more closdly, and from the way he stood, the way hishead sank into his
shoulders, sheredlized that the man was pretty full of something. But hewasadso RA, and whether they
choseto call the present time night or day, as a practical matter Kung madeit pretty close to broad
daylight. "I'll take alook," she decided. She followed him behind the cook-tent, and there was one of the
balloonigts, dinging to arope and singing softly and mournfully to itsdf. It was much bigger than the
fema e she had seen at Camp Detrick, but obvioudy in some sort of trouble.

"What'sit saying?' she demanded.

The sergeant said with astraight face, "I redlly don't know, maam. Y ou want to hold him aminute? Just



pull down ontherope.”

Margielooked a him thoughtfully for amoment, but he was right—it was interesting. She pulled on the
rope. "Damn thing'sstrong,” she complained. "Hey, Sweggert! What are you doing?"

He had leaned down and pulled something out from under atarpaulin. "Just a strobe light, maam.”
"And what are you going to do with it?'

"Well," he said cunningly, "1 haven't never seen it, but the guys say if you give one of these things aflash
it'sred interegting.”

She looked from him to the sad, wrinkled face of the balloonist, and back. " Sergeant,” she said grimly, "it
damn well better be or I'll have your ass on toast. Flash your fucking strobe.”

"|sthat an order, maam?'

"Hashit!" shesnarled. "Or—"

And then hedid.

FIFTEEN

AFTER FOUR DAY Sof trying, Anawasfinaly granted permission to usetheradio for acal to the
Peopl€e's camp. When the communications clerk signaled go, she leaned forward and spoke in Urdu into
the microphone. "Thisis AnaDimitrova caling from the camp of the Food-Exporting Bloc. | wishto
speak to Ahmed Dullg, please.”

The comm clerk switched off the microphone and said, "Now you wait. It usualy takes about ten minutes
for areturn message.”

"Message? Can | not speak directly to Dr. Dulla?!
"Not with the Peeps, honey. We transmit amessage, they transmit an answer. If they fed likeit.”

"How very queer. Well, thank you, | will wait outside.” As sheleft she added, "Please cal me when the
answer comes.”

"Count on it, swests."

What a nuisance, she thought crosdy, sitting lotus-legged in the warm electric-heater glow from Kung
overhead. Still— ten minutes! She had waited much longer than ten minutesto hear Ahmed's voice. And
at least his plight could no longer be as serious as she had feared at first. The word was out in the camp
that the People's Republics, through what superhuman exertions one could hardly imagine, had

succeeded in reestablishing communication with their outpost on Jem. A ship had landed—asmall one, to
be sure, but at least they were no longer hel plessly dependent on the other colonies for the meansto
survive. How that must have angered Dullal

Around her the camp was very busy. Nearly a hectare had been cleared and seeded on the dopes
above, and the stanchions were in place for the lights that would make the seeds grow. Power would be



next, and that was already being attended to. The Food Bloc at |ast had its own solar-power plant in
process of assembly, and meanwhile there was a nuclear-fueled steam plant aready in operation—small,
expendve, but reigble.

Anawasthe best of the three trandators in the camp and, since the disappearance of Harriet Santori, the
only one who seemed capable of picking up the fine structure of an only partly understood language. Her
Krinpit was quite imperfect, and there seemed little chance to practiceit. For the burrowers she had
spent much time with this James Morrissey, who seemed to have taken them as his personal reason for
existence; but none of it had come to much. The microphones he insinuated so gently into the tunnels
sometimes picked up ascrap or two of squeding, chittering, haf-muffled sounds; but evidently the
burrowers detected them a once and avoided them—when they didn't steal them. More than once
Morrissey had pulled out a probe and found the working head nestly disconnected.

But with the balloonists she had become dmost fluent. She had worked closaly with Professor
Daehouse, so far only by radio; the intriguing but frightening prospect of soaring with him under acluster
of bags of hydrogen was for some indeterminate time in the future. Then the Russian pilot,
Kappelyushnikov, had taken off with Colond Menninger's orderly and a cluster of hydrogen tankson
some foolish, secretive errand, and she had been ordered off the radio until further notice. Instead she
was assigned to clerica work in the tiny hospital, where there was no clerical work to speak of, sinceit
had asyet no red patients.

But. Regardless. No matter what the smal frustrations and annoyances, was she not on Jem, only a
matter of afew score kilometers a most from Ahmed? Not to mention the dizzying excitement of being
onJem at dl. Another planet! Circling another star! So far from home that not even the sun itself could be
found in the ruddy Jemman sky! She had not yet dared to go out into the jungle (though others had, and
returned safe and excited at the strangenesses they had seen). She had not even svum in that greet lake,
or seq, S0 temptingly near; she had not thought to bring a bathing suit, had not yet found time to make
one, and certainly would not follow the custom of those otherswho frolicked in nothing at al aong the
beach. Just now she could see a batch of them splashing and shouting. They were supposed to be
working on the hydroplanes that were being assembled &t the water's edge, but their thoughts, she would
warrant, were far less on trangportation than on the animal joy of the beach.

Not, she thought justly, that that in itself was wrong; why should they not? It was not Anas concern if
other persons had moral standards different from her own, so long asthey did not try to inflict them on
her. And splashing would in fact be great fun in thismuggy hest—

"Dimitroval" Shejumped up and ran ingde the tent for her answer, but it was only:
"Ahmed Dullais not available at present. The message will be givento him."

In English. And English with avery bad accent, at that; whatever Heir-of-Mao had sent, it was not good
trandators. She thanked the comm clerk, concedling her disappointment, and strolled toward the
perimeter. Off duty, not timeto edt, too early to deep; what should she do since she could not do the
thing she wanted most?

Redly, it was too disgppointing! Where could he be?

She was annoyed to discover that she was beginning another headache. How infuriating! For some
reason she had not had very many in her first days on Jem—yperhaps because everything was so intensdly
exciting that she had no time to think of headaches. She did not want one now. Anawas an industrious
person by nature, and it occurred to her that idlenesswas not likely to prevent the headache, but only to
makeit worse. What to do? If she only had aproper costume, how agreeable it would be to help the



boatbuilders on the beach. Or to climb the dope and assist in planting—but no, at the moment they were
only plowing, and she did not know how to run the tractor. The power plant? She knew nothing of it, of
course, but she had sturdy limbs and awillingnessto use her muscles. Why not?

Unfortunately, as she approached she discovered that one of the noncoms working on the project was
Sergeant Sweggert.

She changed course and walked briskly away.

She had avoided Sweggert since the night she had come back with the colonel's orderly and found the
two of themin rut, out in the open for al to see! Of course, no other had seen. Nan had turned away at
once, sweating with embarrassment, and there had been no one elsg, or al the camp would have been
talking of it. Tinkawould not speak, Sweggert would perhaps not dare to, and the colonel—well, Ana
did not have the delusion that she understood the colonel. But Colond Marge Menninger she had not
been able to avoid, and the woman had said nothing of theincident, had in fact showed no signsthat it
had ever taken place. That bleached American, copulating with a man whose name she perhaps did not
even know! No, that was unfair; they knew each other.

But certainly not socialy. Oh, yes, to be sure, she would blame it on the aphrodisiac effect of the—the
mist, she put it to hersdlf, that the wounded balloonist emitted. One had heard dl about that by now. Still,
how appallingly lewd! Not to say—what was the word?—"tacky."

Anafound hersdf at aguard post in the perimeter fence, and at once it became clear what she wished to
do. "l am going for awak," shetold the corpora in charge, who shrugged and watched impassively as
Anasqueezed between the strands of the barbed wire.

In afew steps she was out of sight of the camp.

If she could not see Ahmed, at least she could see Jem. She pushed through the violet-oily growth, here
al flickering with blue-green lights, and paused to listen: tiny skittering sounds from the underbrush, the
rustle of the plantsin the wind. There was no wildlife here that would harm her, she had been assured.
Because of the presence of the camp, there were not many animasat al. Some had been frightened
away, some poisoned away; where the garbage details had brought a day's collection of dopsinto the
woods and buried them, you could see the ferns withered, the crabgrass ground cover dry. Terrestria
biochemistry was as hostile to Jemman as the other way around, but the Jemmans had not had a Camp
Detrick to make them salves and injections against the rot.

But what was |eft—how fascinating and how strange! Forests of plantslike ferns, but fruiting and with
woody stems; succulents almost like bamboo (the hollow stems would make good structural materids,
and Anasthrifty soul instructed her to tell the colonel not to waste preciousiron on tent stakes anymore);
vineslike grapes, with hard seeds no doubt meant to be spread in the excrement of small animals (if any
aurvived in this part of the forest); and the mangrovelike giants called "many-trees," adozen or more
trunks linking together & the crown, which made a canopy over her.

She stopped and looked around. There was no question of getting lost, she reassured herself, aslong as
she kept the red-glinting water in sight on her left. At any time she could smply climb down to it and
return aong the beach.

And there was no question of being tired here, ether, when one climbed so lightly over fallenlogsand
rocks. It was an excellent timefor taking a nature stroll, she thought, squirming between the trunks of a



many-tree that glittered blue-green infirefly beads—if only her head did not hurt so.

Infront of her wasalump of fungus, gray-pink and without lights of itsown. It looked quite likeabrain,
shethought. Infact, rather like her own. Since the brain splitting had been done under loca anesthesia
she had seen every step, sometimesin the mirror overhead, sometimesin the closed-circuit likris screen.
That was how her brain had seemed to her, quite remote and unfegling. Even when the sharp hooked
blade had haved it in one smooth mation, it had been hard to connect that Sght with the insstent
dragging pressure that was all shefdlt. . . . Later, when they were reconnecting some of the necessary
nerves, she suddenly felt the redlity of it. She would have been ill except for the surgeon's motherly scorn.
"A great strong girl like you!" she had laughed. "No. Nonsense! Y ou will not vomit." And Nan had not. .

What was that noise?

It sounded like distant sticksrattling against hollow logs and someone moaning. It was the sort of sound
she had heard before, on tapes at Camp Detrick. The crustaceans, yes! But perhaps not the socid race.
Perhaps those wild and surely dangerous onesthat had been only rumored—

The human voice that came from behind her was severe,
"Isit sengblefor you to be done here, Ana?'

In Urdu! With that stern compassion she had heard so often! She knew before she turned that it was
Ahmed.

An hour later, akilometer away, shelay in hisarms, unwilling to move lest she wake him. The Krinpit's
sound was aways audible, sometimes near, sometimes moving farther away; she smiled to hersdf asshe
thought that the cregture had surely been near while they were making love. No matter. It was not a
matter for shame, what she would proclaim anywhere. It was not &t al like that American bleached
blond, because—well, of course, because it waswith Ahmed.

He twitched, snorted, and woke up. "Ah, Anal Then | did not dream thig!”

"No, Ahmed." She hesitated and then said in a softer voice, "But | have had that dream many times. . . .
No! Not so quickly again, please, dear Ahmed—or yes, whenever you like; but first let melook at you.”
She shook her head and scolded, ™Y ou are so thin! Have you been ill?

The black-bead eyes were opague. "111?'Y es, sometimes. Also sometimes starving.”
"Starving! How terrible! But—but—"

"But why starve? That is smpleto answer. Because your people shot down our transports.”
"But that isquiteimpossiblel™

"Itisnot impossible," he contradicted, "because it happened. Food for many days, scientific instruments,
two ships—and thirty-four human beings, Ana."

"It must have been an accident.”

"You arenaive" Hegot up angrily, pulling his clothes together. "I do not blame you, Ana. But those
crimesare afact, and | must blame someone.” He disappeared behind a many-tree, and after amoment



she could hear the splashing of hisurine againgt the bole.

And aso another sound: the Krinpit's rattle and moan, growing close again. If only she had had more
timewith the tapes a Detrick! But even so, she could distinguish a pattern that was repeated over and
over. Sssharrn—, and then two quick notes: eye-gone,

Shecdled weskly, "Ahmed?" and heard hislaugh.
"Ah, Ana, does my friend frighten you? He will not harm us. We are not good for him to eat.”
"I did not know you had such friends."

"Wdll, perhaps | have not. No. We are not friends. But as| am the enemy of hisenemies, we aredliesa
least. Come dong, Sharn-igon,” he said, like ahouseholder strolling a puppy, and came back into view.

Scuttling lopsidedly behind him was agrest nightmare cresture, rattling and moaning. Anahad never been
S0 closeto an adult, live Krinpit, had never quite redized their size and the loudness of their sounds. It
did not have acrab's claws. It had jointed limbs that waved above it, two that tapered to curved points
likeacat's claw, two that ended in fistlike masses of shell.

It paused, seeming to regard Nan, dthough asfar as she could tell it had no eyes. And among the
sounds, she recognized wordsin Urdu! Syllable by syllable, it scratched and grumbled out a sentence.

"Isthisoneto die?"

"No, no!" said Ahmed quickly. "Sheis—" He hesitated, then emitted soundsin the Krinpit language.
Perhapsit was his accent, but Anacould not understand aword. "I have told him you are my he-wife,"
he explained.

"He-wife?'
"They haveavery rich sexud life" hesad.
"Please, Ahmed. | am not ready for ajoking little chat. The Krinpit said 'to die," and what does it mean?"

"Nave Ang," he said again, looking at her thoughtfully. Then he shrugged. He did not reply, but he
unwrapped aruddy-brown leaf from an object he had been carrying. It was aflat metal blade, broader at
the end, the edge razor-sharp. The hilt was sized to fit aman's hand, and the whole thing half ameter

long.
"Ahmed! Isthat asword?"
"A machete. But you areright; it isasword aso now."

"Ahmed," she said, her heart pounding harder than the throbbing in her head, "some days ago three
persons from the Food camp werekilled. | have thought it was an accident, but now | am not sure. Shall
| ask you if you know anything of this?'

"Ask what you like, woman."
"Tdl me"

He thrust the machete into theloamy ground. "All right, if you will haveit so, | will tell you. No. | did not
kill those Fats. But yes, | know of their death. | do not mourn them, I hope many more will die. And if it
isnecessary for metokill afew, | shdl not shrink fromiit!"



"But—but— But Ahmed," she babbled, "dear, gentle Ahmed, thisis murder! Worse than murder, itisan
act of war! Suppose the Food Bloc retaliates? Suppose our homelands do not accept thisasamere
struggle far away, but themselves retaliate on each other? Suppose—"

"Have done with your supposing!" he shouted. "What can they do to retaliate? Bomb Pakistan? L et
them! Let them destroy Hyderabad and Multan, let them bomb Karachi, let them wipe out al the cities
and burn the whole coast. Y ou have been there, Ana. How much of Pakistan can be destroyed? What
bombs can blast through mountains? The people will survive. The leechesthat flock to the citiesto beg,
the government parasites—yes, theintellectuds, the proud bloodsuckerslike you and me—what do |
careif they dl die? The peopleinthevaleyswill livel"

Shewas slent, frightened, searching for words that might sway him and finding none. "Ah," hesaidin
disgugt, "what isthe sense of this? But do not be angry with me."

"Angry? That isnot what | fed," she said miserably.

"Then what? Hatred? Fear? Ana, what are we to do? L et them starve us? We have one smal ship to
save us, and what have the Fats and the Greasies? Navies! And if the fighting soreads—" He hesitated
and then burst out, "Let it! Let dl the rich oneskill each other. What do we care? Remember, six out of
ten human beings on Earth are ourd! If thereiswar on Earth—if only amillion survive, then six hundred
thousand of them will be citizens of the People's Republics. And here—"

She shook her head, amost weeping. "And here? Sixty percent too?"

"No. More. On Son of Kung—if anyone survives—one hundred percent ours.”

SIXTEEN

THE RAINSwere al around, squall clouds driving toward them, squall clouds dready past them, up
toward the Heat Pole, where the raindrops fell a kilometer or two and then evaporated, never striking the
hot, sdt ground. The flock was spread out over akilometer of sky, and grumbling in dissonant chords.

"Have patience," Charlie scolded them. "We must stay, must Say."”
And they echoed, "We must stay," but it was poorly sung.

No matter. Charlie had promised his two-legged friend that they would stay on Station, waiting to
observe certain strange and incomprehensible events, and the flock would do as he vowed.

Stll, it was uncomfortable to him, like an itch or a sunburn to ahuman being, to have the swarm in such
disarray. The place he had promised to watch was upwind of the camp of the Big Sun. It did not do to
cometoo closeto that. Many of hisflock, and even more of other flocks, had been punctured or burned
by the far-striking missiles of that camp, and so he had to try to keep the flock from drifting toward it,
seeking every counterflowing gust, and till avoid the squalls as much as possible. Daehouse had told him
that it would be difficult. But he had dso said it wasimportant.

Charlierotated his eye patches over the entire horizon. No sign of the aircraft he had been told to expect.
But he did see avagrant drift of thistledown and spinner silk moving acrossthe hillsbelow. A
crosscurrent! He sang hisflock together and vented gas.



The swarm followed, dropping into alevel where the wind took them away fromtherainto a
likely-looking area of up-draft. They followed well, everything considered. Expertly he guided them
under the base of afair-wesather cumulus, and they rose with the drift.

The song of the swarm became contented. It was at the top of theseinvisible pillarsof risng air that the
best feeding was found: pollen and butterfly-seed capsules, the small, soft creatures that filled the same
ecologica nichethat insects did on Earth, dried st particles from the wavel ets of landlocked seas, and
eventinier things. A flock at feed was queer-looking, with every fin and frill extended to trap whatever
touched it. It was d o at risk, or once would have been. It was afavorite timefor the ha ‘aye'i to knife
in, dashing every bag they passed and tearing the life out of the victims before the hel pless gaze of their
flock-mates. Helpless no more! Charlie sang aboastful song of his great friend Danny Daehouse, who
had given them the far-striking weapons that drove the ha'aye'i ahundred clouds avay. Or sometimes
did. Now each mae and some of the femaesin his own flock had the wegpons, and the ha'aye'i had
cometo recognize Charlie's swarm and avoidiit.

Although, in truth, it was no longer as tempting to the predators asit had once been. So few were | ft!
Once there had been hundreds, now fewer than a score.

Therewas ill no aircraft on the horizon, nothing happening on the mesa upwind of the camp of the Big
Sun. Charlierdaxed and fed with his siwvarm, and as he ate he became more mdlow. He led theflock in
gentle songs of childhood and joy.

There had been atime when Charlie was atiny pip-sized pod, pumping mightily to bulge the creases out
of hislittle gasbag but il tied to the ragged end of his sailing ribbon and to the winds that bore it where
they liked. Gusts blew. Air-to-air lightning spat al around him. Because he had no red control over his
atitude he was sometimes tossed up through the tops of towering convection clouds, with the dull red sun
hot on histiny balloon and actud stars shining through the murky sky; other times he was so low that he
brushed hills and fern trees, and shelled or furred creatures clutched after him as he spun by. Eighty out of
ahundred of his brood-mates died then, in one of those ways or in some other. Ten more died dmost as
soon asther drift-ribbonsfell away, when they were tasty hors d'oeuvres for the ha'aye'i, or sometimes
for the protein-hungry adults of another chance-met flock. Or even of their own. Only afew out of each
hundred survived to reproduce. And then there were ill the ha'aye'i. And the sorms. And the clutching
beasts from below.

But gtill—to be abaloonist! To soar and to Sing! Above dl, to share the chorused flocklore that united
them every one, from thetiniest pod to the leaky, old, dow giantsthat even the ha'aye'i scorned.
Charlie's song was triumphant, and al the flock around him stopped their greedy gobbling to joinin the

harmony.

Still his eye patches rotated watchfully toward the mesa; but still there was no sign of the airplane or of
the New Friend he had been told would rise from the spot. And they were drifting with the cloud, avay
from the camp of the Big Sun.

Many of the flock were sated now, softly singing their private courtesy songs of thanksgiving. They were
afineflock, athough, Charlie admitted, very few in number.

He sang to them, " Stop feeding, stop feeding! We must go!"

"Go where, go where?' grumbled a chorus of the dower and hungrier ones, and an individua song
sounded above the choir.

Faintly: "1 must eat more. | die." That wasthe old female, Blue-Rose Glow. Her bag had been meanly
seared when hdf the flock was set aflame.



"Not now, not now," sang Charlie commandingly. "Follow!" And he sang the new song, the duty song he
had learned from hisfriend Danny Da ehouse. It was no longer enough to float and sing and replenish
hydrogen and breed. Not anymore. Station must be kept and the mesa observed. And the camp of the
Big Sun must be avoided, and the ha'aye'i guarded againgt, and the swarm kept together; so many
imperatives, both the new and the old! And so he led them through their dow, bobbing dance, crisscross
with thewinds.

For along time he led them, watching ceasdlesdy as he had promised. Even 0, it was not he who first
saw thething. From far behind, old Blue-Rose Glow sang feebly, "Thereisanew Sky-Danger."

"Catch up, catch up!" he commanded. "Y ou sing poorly." It was not sung in unkindness but only because
it wastrue.

"l leak," she gpologized. "Nevertheessit isthere, dmost in reach of the Earth-Dangers, far away.”

Herotated his eye patches and rose to another air current. Thereit was. "'l see the Sky-Danger,” he
sang, and the rest of the flock confirmed. It was not a ha'ayei. It wasthe hard mechanica thing from the
camp of the Middle Sun, as he had been told. Init, he knew, was the Other Friend who had sometimes
soared with Danny Dalehouse, and aso the New Friend he had not yet seen.

It was dl as had been said by Danny Dalehouse. The biplane dunk in at tregtop level and set itsdlf down
on the dry mesaadozen kilometers upwind of the Greasy camp. While the swarm watched,
K appelyushnikov and afemae person emerged and began to fill anet of baloons out of tiny tanks.

When the New Friend's cluster began to swell and she rose gently from the ground, the aircraft took off
again, turned quickly, and dipped back down the dope toward the distant ocean-lake. The New Friend
roseinto the prevailing poleward wind and drifted directly toward the camp of the Big Sun.

Charlie dared come no closer, but he saw her venting gas as she approached the camp. She tumbled into
the underbrush somewhere nearby; and it was dl as had been foretold.

"Thethingisdone," Charlie caroled triumphantly.
"And what now?" asked the swarm, milling around him, staring after the New Friend as shefdll.

"I will ask theair,” he sang. Hislittle insect legs fumbled at the switch of the hard, shiny spesker-to-air
Danny Daehouse had given him. He sang aquestioning greeting to hisfriend.

Hetried twice, listening between times as Dal ehouse had taught him. There was no answer, only an
unpleasant hissng song of static and distant storms.

"We must go near to the camp of the Middle Sun,” he announced. "The speaker-to-air cannot Sing o
far." Hisskilled eyesread the Signs of the clouds and the fern tops far below, seeking the currents he
wanted. It was too bad that Dalehouse could so seldom soar with the flock these days because of the
hated ha'aye'i of hisown kind, but Charlie knew that once they were in line of sight the speaker-to-air
would bring his song.

"Follow!" he sang. He swarmed the flock around him. They dropped, dl fourteen of them, through a
fast-moving layer of stratus cloud into the backflow near the surface.

When they emerged, old Blue-Rose Glow was gone, the leaksin her bag finally too greet to dlow her to
remain airborne. So was the young fema e called Shrill-Squed, nowhere in sight, even her song no longer
audible.



By the time they approached the camp of the Middle Sun and Charlie began to sing through theradio to
Daehouse, there were only twelve left in the flock.

Marge Menninger looked up as Kappe yushnikov came in from the orderly room, closing the flap to her
private office behind him. "Any word?" she asked.

"Danny has had radio from gasbag, yes. Y our friend was seen to descend near Greasies, dl in order.”
"How long ago?"
"With gasbags, who can say? Perhaps some hours. Not long after | departed spy-drop scene.”

"All right. Thanks." After heleft, Marge started to call the communicationstent, then decided againgt it. If
the Greasies radioed that they had rescued Tinka, blown helplesdy off course, the communications clerk
would let her know. And he hadn't. So the Greasieswere playing it covert and dick, and what was Tinka
up againgt in their camp? Had they figured out that she really wasn't there by accident? Could she.. . . ?
Werethey ... ?Wasn'tit. . . ? Questions multiplied themselvesin Margie's mind endlesdy, and there
was no straightforward way of getting answers. Y ou could get your asslost in those swamps of
contingencies and subjunctives.

That was not the way Marge Menninger ran her life. She made a decision. In one hour exactly she would
have the comm clerk radio aquery to the Greasies, and until then she would put it out of her mind.
Meanwhile, lunch wasfifty minutes away, and whét to use that timefor?

The fifteen notes she had made to hersdf on thismorning's calendar had al been checked off. All current
projects were on schedule, or close enough. Everyone had been assigned tasks. The first hectare of
wheat wasin the ground, sixteen different strains competing to see which would thrive best. The
perimeter defenses werein order. Threeturrets still sat on the beach, ready to be put where needed
when she wanted to expand the perimeter or establish another post. She looked at the 1:1000 map, two
meterslong and ameter high, that covered dmost al of onewall of her office. That was something! It
showed every feature within akilometer of where she sat—seven creeks or rivers, adozen hills, two
capes, severd bays. Grid references were not enough, they needed names. What better way to name
them than to let individual members of the camp pick them? She would organize adrawing; esch winner
could name something, and that would give them something to do. She called in her temporary orderly
and dictated ashort memo for the bulletin board. " Check it with the communications section,” she
finished. "Make surewelist al the featuresworth naming.”

"Y esm. Colond? Sergeant Sweggert wants to see you. Saysit's not urgent.”

Margie wrote Sveggert on her cendar. "I'll let you know." Then she put Sweggert out of her mind, too.
She had not yet decided what to do about Sweggert. She had awide variety of options, from laughing it
off to court-martiaing him for rape. Which she e ected would depend alot on how Sweggert conducted
himself. So far he had had the smartsto keep alow profile around her.

On the other hand, she thought, her authority to court-martial anybody for anything rested on the military
chain of command, which extended up from her through the tactran link to higher authority on Earth. And
who wasto say how long Earth would give a shit about backing her up? Or about whether the colony
lived or died? The news from home was bad, so bad that she had not passed dl of it on to the camp. The
tactran message acknowledging her shopping list had advised that it was touch and go whether she would
get everything she had asked for. And requests for further supplies after that shipment were, quote, to be



evauated in terms of conditions & the time of receipt of requigtion, unquote.
It was what she had expected. But it was sobering.

On her pad for the afternoon she made two notes. Medic. —bank okay? Food—6 mos. estimate
firm? Sretch 1 yr w rationing?

It was adamn nuisance that the agronomists all seemed to be Canadian! Margie needed some smart and
private hel p— smart, because how they managed their cropswas quite likely to be life-and-death for the
colony; private, because she didn't want the colony to know that just yet. If she got everything on her
shopping list she would have plenty of seed stock. But who knew whether she had the ones that would
grow best?

Dismissthat thought, too.
Forty minutes | ft.

She unlocked the private drawer of her desk and lit ajoint. Assume the shopping list al gets delivered.
Therewas enough on it for pretty fair margin against most kinds of disasters, she thought, and there was
no sense worrying until she had to.

Therequistion ligt included agood chunk of persond thingsfor Margie hersdlf: clothes, cosmetics,
microfiche sewing patterns. With the patterns there would be enough variety in stylesto suit everyonein
the camp, mae or femae, for agood long time, assuming they found someway of producing fabricsto
make the patterns on. It would be nice to have some pretty clothes. She was aready beginning to fed the
absence of Sakowitz, Marks and Sparks, Sears, and Two Guys. One day, maybe, she thought, drawing
adeep hit. Not Sakowitz, no. But maybe afew boutiques. Maybe some of the people in the camp had
sewing or tailoring skills, and maybe it was about time she started locating them. She flipped the calendar
ahead afew pages and made a note on avirgin page. That Bulgarian prunt was the kind of girly-girl who
would like to sew, possibly even as much as Margie did hersdf; she had been pretty morose after her
long walk in the countryside, but she did her work and might need something to occupy her mind. It
didn't seem that she wanted a man for that purpose; at least, she had thoroughly discouraged Guy Tree
and Gappy and Sweggert . . .

Sweggert.
"Jack, send the sergeant in," she called.
"Y esm. He's gone back to the perimeter, but I'll get him.”

As sheleaned back, marshalling her thoughts about Sweggert, the handset buzzed; it wasthe
communications clerk. "Colone? | was just talking to the Greasies about Sergeant Pellatinka.”

"l didn't tell you to ask them.”

"No'm. But | kept sending on her frequency like you ordered, and their radioman cut in to ask if we had
lost her. So | said she didn't answer. So they said they'd send out a party to look for her.”

Margie sat back and took athoughtful drag on thejoint. According to the balloonists, there was no way
the Greasies couldn't have seen her come down. So now they were overtly lying.

Sergeant Sweggert shared anumber of traitswith Marge Menninger. One of them was that he was



willing to go to alot of troubleto get things right, and then if he saw a chance for improvement hewas
willing to do whatever it took to make them righter. When he perceived that moving the Number Three
machine-gun emplacement two meters toward the lake would improve thefield of fire, he moved it. Or
his squad did. Thefact that it took five hours of backbreaking work did not affect hisdecison. Helent a
hand to put the HM G onitstripod and swung it to check thefidld. "Fucking lousy," he told the crew, "but
well leaveit for now. Get that ammo restowed.”

He crouched behind the gun, swiveling it through full traverse. It was an act that gave him pleasure. Asfar
asthe shore of the lake on the extreme left and the beginning of the fern forest on theright, therewasno
way that any sizable creature could approach without being aclear target for the gunner. The claymores
and smoke bombs were emplaced and fused, and his command-post detonating radio was keyed to

each of them. The floodlights were in position, with quadruple redundancy. At any given moment only a
quarter of them were lit, searching the entire area around the perimeter. Every hour that quarter went off
and the next quarter came on so that any burned-out bulbs or wiring deficiencies would distribute
themsalves equally and could befixed in the downtime. In actua combat, of course, they would dl be on.
Most would be shot out, but not in time to |et anyone cross that perimeter. Not alive.

Although, he admitted to himself as he climbed out of the dome, the chancesthat anyonewould try a
graightforward fronta attack were very small. Maybe an attack from the sky. Maybe by long-range
rocket fire. Maybe not at al. Thiswhole fucking shoot-up was crazy, if you asked Sergeant Sweggert.
What the fuck was there to fight about in this asshole place without abar or atown or even, for God's
sake, adecent tree or fild? If you had asked him, that was what he would have said, in total sincerity,
but it would not have stopped him from fighting for it.

And ingde he was swearing. The colond wouldn't have kept him waiting like thisaweek ago. If shewas
going to shaft him, what was shewaiting for?. . . "Sarge." Helooked up. "They're cdling you from the
orderly room." Heturned idly and saw the corpord waving.

"Aggie, take over,” he ordered. "If | come back and that ammo isn't restowed, it'sall your asses.”

He strolled back toward the HO tent and walked in. Marge Menninger was eating out of amesskit,
reading from asmall-screen viewer. She didn't look up. "The perimeter'slooking good, Sweggert,” she
sad. "Got that machine gun back in place?!

"Yesm. Colond? There's abunch of gasbags around, and that one we been using is about used up. Well
be relieved in a couple of minutes. Can we get afix from the new ones?"

She put down her spoon and looked at him. After amoment, she said, "Just who do you mean by 'we,’
Oldier?

"Oh, no, maam!” Jesus, she was touchy! He knew hewas closeto trouble. "I don't mean nothing,
malam, just that the detail's been working hard and they need alittle break. Well—they'll come out of it
inan hour, and the relief'll be there anyway.”

She studied him for amoment. " That's four-oh, Sweggert, but only half the detail. Keep the rest sober.”

"Surething, colonel. Thank you, colonel.” He got out of there asfast as he could. Shit, he should've been
more careful, knowing how shefelt and dl. Not that she was dl wrong. If he hadn't been drunk he
wouldn't have doneit. But, shit! It wasworth it. Remembering the way she had been with askin full of
the balloonist migt, hisgroin grew heavy.

When he got back to the detail he looked at them with some disapproval. Corpora Kristianides was
skinny and had sideburns al down her cheeks, but she was the best he had to pick from. "Aggie, take



Peterson and four others; you're on duty till the relief shows up. Kris, you and the rest come aong with
me. Were gonnatake oursaves a jizzum break. Anybody don't want to come, switch with somebody
don't want to Say. Let'smoveit."

The balloonists were out over the ocean-lake now, half akilometer away and low. Sweggert marched his
dozen troops across the camp to the empty tents at the end of the company street; he would do it in the
open if he had to, but damned if he wouldn't take alittle privacy when he could get it. The tethered
balloonist, further than ever from recuperating, had been moved there days since, dong with the strobe
light.

Sweggert stopped, swearing. Nan Dimitrova and Da ehouse were talking to the balloonist, and only a
few meters away the Russian pilot, Kappeyushnikov, was complaining about something to Colond Tree.
Privacy, shit. But it didn't matter; he had Colonel Menninger's permission, and she was the one who
counted. He retrieved the strobe and pointed it toward the hovering svarm.

Predictably, Dalehouse butted in. "What do you think you're doing, Sweggert?”'

Sweggert took time to aim the strobe and flash it to bring them in before he answered. "Gonnahave a
littlefun. The colond said it was okay."

"Hdl shedid! Anyway—"

"Anyway," Sweggert interrupted, "why don't you go check with her if you don't believe me? Would you
move alittle, Sr?Y ou're getting between them and the light.”

AnaDimitrovalad her hand on Daehouse's arm to keep him from replying. "It isnot fun for the
balloonigts, Sergeant Siweggert. To experience sexud climax isvery painful and debilitating. Asyou can
see, thisoneis serioudy affected. It may die”

"What away to go, hey, Ana?' Sweggert grinned. "Take it up with the colone—hey, Daehouse! What
areyou doing?"

Dalehouse had switched on hisradio and was singing softly into it. Colond Tree, beginning to pay
attention, walked toward them, and Sweggert turned to him. "Colond! We have Colond Menninger's
permission to get the Looniesin for afix, and this guy'stelling them to screw off!"

Tree stopped with his hands clasped behind his back and nodded gravely. "A dilemma,” he said in his
soft child'svoice. "It will be quite interesting to see what they do.”

What they were doing was spreading themselves al over the sky, some dropping lower to catch the
onshore breeze, others hesitating. They were singing loudly and discordantly, and the sounds came
distantly from the sky and tinnily from the radio in Daehouse's hand. Sweggert stood rock-till,
controlling the rage that was building up in him. Fucking Cong! When you had the CO's permission, that
was all you were supposed to need! Why wouldn't Tree back him up?

"Gimmethat," he growled, reaching out for Dalehouse's radio.

But Dalehouse's expression had changed. "Hold it," he snapped, and sang aquick phraseinto the radio.
The answer came back as a cascade of musical phrases; Daehouse looked startled and AnaDimitrova
gasped, her hand to her lips. "Tree," he said, "according to Charlie, there's some Krinpit down the beach,
and they're egting a couple of people.”

"But Krinpit do not eat human beings," objected Colond Tree, and Sweggert chimed in:



"There's nobody down there. Nobody's gone through the perimeter al day."

Dal ehouse repeated his question into the radio and shrugged. "That's what he says. He could be wrong
about the eating part, | guess—he doesn't have avery clear concept of killing, except to eat.”

Sweggert put down the strobe. "We better tell the colondl,” he said.

Colond Treesaid, "That's correct. Y ou do so, Daehouse. Sergeant, form your squad on the beach in
thirty seconds, full combat gear. We're going to see what's happening.”

Haf an hour later Marge Menninger hersdlf, with thirty armed grunts behind her, met the first party
coming back aong the beach. There were no casudlties, or at least none from the Food Bloc, but they
were carrying two people. Onewasin asort of ding made from two jackets knotted together, the other
on Sergeant Sweggert's shoulder, fireman-carry. They were both dead. When Sweggert put his burden
down it was obvious why he had been easy to carry. Both legs were missing, and so was part of his
head.

The other body was less mutilated, so that Marge Menninger recognized her a once.
It was Tinka

Marge stood numbly while Sweggert made his report. No Krinpit in sight; they had got away, so far that
they couldn't even be heard. Both people were dead when they got there, but recently; the bodies were
till warm. For that matter, they were still warm now. And the man had had a packet in awaterproof
wrapping ingde his shirt. Margie accepted it and tore it open. Microfiches—scores of them. The man's
ID card, which showed that he was the Indonesian Tinka had gone to contact. A pair of child-sized
spectacles—flat glass, not optically ground. Why glasses? For that matter, how had the two got here?
Had they been caught as spies and then somehow escaped? And how had they come the long distance
from the Greasy camp to the beach where they died?

By the timethey got back to the base, she had an answer to at least part of the question, because

Da ehouse reported that the ball oonists had spotted something farther down the beach that looked like
the remains of adeflated rubber boat. She swung the tiny glasses from their elastic band as she listened,
nodding, taking in al of it asinformation to process, not quite ready to take in the information of Tinka's
death asapainto fed.

She looked down at the glasses. They were now amost opague.

"That'sinteresting,” she said in avoice that was very nearly normd. "They must be photosengtive glass.
Like indoor-outdoor sunglasses." She glanced up at the sullen red cod of Kung overhead. "Only what in
the world would anybody want with them on Jem?”

SEVENTEEN

Six KILOMETERS down the shoreline from where he had dain the Poison Ghosts, Sharn-igon paused
in hisflight to scratch out a shalow pit under a bluff. He needed to hide because he needed to rest.



Digging was aways dangerous for aKrinpit because of the Ghosts Below. But here it was unlikely they
would be near— too close to the water. They did not like to risk their tunnels flooding. And the
many-tree on the bluff above him was agood sign. The roots of the many-tree were distasteful to them.

As he sttled himself in, Sharn-igon wondered briefly what had become of his cobelligerent, the Poison
Ghogt Dulla. He did not fed concern, as one might for afelow being. He did not think of Dullain that
way. Dullawas awegpon, atool, without "being-ness." After they had dain the Poison Ghosts Dulla
caled "Greasies," they had both fled, and of course Dulla had fled faster and farther. Sharn-igon did not
think of that asabetraya. If he had been the nimble one and Dullathe dow-moving, he would certainly
have done the same. Dullas utility asatool lay in his speed and in the way he was able to speak words
to other Poison Ghosts that caused them to hesitate, to be uncertain, while Sharn-igon had time to come
in upon them and kill. It was so very easy to kill Poison Ghosts! A few dashes, ablow with the
club-claw—it took no more than that. Sometimes they had weapons, and Sharn-igon had learned to
respect some of those wegpons. But the two on the beach had had so little—a bright-sounding popgun
whosetiny bullets bounced off his shell, athing that squirted some sort of foul, stinging smell that made
him fedl queer and unpleasant for amoment but did not dow him in thekill. Such asthey he could kill
with or without histool, the Poison Ghost Dulla

He switched his carapace back and forth to wedge himsaf deeper in his pit and rested, his hearing
receptors watchful toward the water, hisfedersdrilled deep into the soil to listen for vibrations from any
approaching Ghosts Below. It was the burrowers he feared, more than any danger from the water or the
beach.

Of course, in norma circumstances an adult Krinpit in shell was amatch for adozen of the Ghosts
Below—aslong as he could stay on the surface, or at least in sound of it. In the open, Ghosts Below
seemed dedf, running dmost at random. But these were not normal circumstances. Sharn-igon was not
only weary; hefdt sck. Hefdt irritable, tense, bloated— ready, he would have said to his he-wife (but
Cheee-pruitt was months dead, his cargpace dry), to stridulate and jump out of his shell. But it was not
the right timefor that. He was not due for many monthsyet, so it couldn't be norma pre-molt tension.

Abruptly his sphincter loosened. He regurgitated everything he had eaten in a greet flood—mest of
deafworm, scraps of chitin of crabrat, haf-digested fruits and fungi and leaves.

Vomiting left him weak but cam. After resting for amoment, he covered the mess over and then
methodically began to clean his shell. No doubt the Poison Ghosts were taking revenge for being killed
on the beach. It had to be their scraps of flesh till caught in Sharn-igon's chelae that were making himiill.
That—and the inner sickness that had claimed him when the Poison Ghosts first cameto hiscity and
began the remorsdless chain of circumstance that had taken dl joy from hislife.

Krinpit did not cry. They had no tear ducts; they had no eyesto have tear ductsin. They did havethe
emotion of sorrow, and no culture-driven taboos againgt expressing it in their own way. That way was
dtillness. A quiet Krinpit—or as closeto quiet as aKrinpit could get—was aweeping Krinpit.

For most of an hour, once he had polished the last dried particle of dien blood off his tympanum,
Sharn-igon was nearly soundless. arasp of claw against carapace, an occasiond respiring moan, little
dse

Unbidden, sounds of happier times echoed in hismind. He heard Cheee-pruitt again, and thelittle
femae—what was her name?—whom they had impregnated and who bore their young. She had been a
dulcet creature. She had had amost a persondity of her own, aong with the bittersweet apped of any
mated female, her young growing and eating inside her until too much was destroyed and she died, and
the brood polished her carapace clean and emerged to the loud, exciting world of their wife-father's



back.
But everything was changed now.

It was dl the fault of the Poison Ghosts! Ever sincethe first of them had arrived and Cheee-pruitt—dear,
lost Cheee-pruitt—had had the unwisdom to try to eat it, Sharn-igon's world had fallen gpart. Not just
Cheee-pruitt, dl of it. The Krinpit he had mobilized against the Poison Ghosts Dulla called Greasies had
been punished severdly. His own village-mates had been attacked from the air in reprisal, and so many of
them were dead. And how many had he succeeded in killing in return? A few. Hardly any. Thetwo on
the beach, the handful that he and Dulla had surprised at the outpost—not enough! And dl of Dullas
plans had cometo little: the Krinpit village nearest to the Fats had wavered and wobbled, promised to
joinin an attack and withdrawn the promise; and meanwhile al he and Dulla could do was skulk around
like crabrats, looking for straysto attack and finding none. Until the two came out of their sinking
vessd—

There was asound from the water.

Sharn-igon froze. It was not possible for him to be wholly silent while he bregthed at al, but he did his
best.

Helistened out of his shalow cave and heard asmall, amost inaudible, blurred echo from the water. A
coracle. And in it what seemed to be a Poison Ghost.

Another to kill ? 1t was approaching. Sharn-igon thrust himself out of the cave and reared up to defend
himsdlf; and then he heard his own name shouted across the beach: " Sharn-igon!™ And then those
barbarous sounds that were the name of hismistrusted aly, or histruced foe: "OCK-med doo-LAH."

He scuttled across the sand, half to greet Dulla, haf till ready to kill, as Dullayelled and pleaded.
"Hurry! The Fatswill be searching thiswhole coast. We must get out!”

With Sharn-igon aboard, the coracle rode very low inthe water. It could not easily sink. Itscdlular shell
entrapped too much air for that. But it could swamp.

Crossing Broad Water it often did, and then both of them splashed and bailed and kept awatchful eye or
ear for Ghogts Above until they could get under weigh again. Thelittle sail hel ped them when the wind
blew fair, but there was no keel. When the wind shifted, the sail had to come down and they had to
paddle. It seemed to take forever; and Sharn-igon felt increasingly ill; and at every stroke or splash the
grim recriminations continued.

"But for you, my he-wifewould till be dive."
"Y ou arefoolish, Sharn-igon. Hetried to kill us; itisnot our fault he died of it."
"And my village was attacked, and another village destroyed entirdly, and | mysdlf amiill.”

"Speak of something else, Sharn-igon. Speak of the promises your Krinpit madeto join in the attack on
the Fats and how they broke them."

"I will spesk of my sorrow and my anger, Ahmed Dulla"

"Then spesk dso of mine! We too have suffered in fighting with you against the common enemy.”



"Suffered?'

"Y es, suffered! Before my radio was destroyed—~by you, Sharn-igon, by your clumsiness—I could hear
no voice from my camp. They may be deed, dl of them!"

"How many, Ahmed Dulla?"
"A dozen or morel"

"A dozen or more of you have then died. Of us, how many? Of persons, two hundred. Of females, forty.
Of backlingsand infants—"

But it was not until they had crossed Broad Water and Sharn-igon heard the silence from his city that he
perceived the immensity of the tragedy. There was no originated sound! There were only echoes—and
what echoes!

Always before, when he crossed Broad Water, the city had presented a bustling, beautiful sound. Not
thistime. He heard nothing. Nothing! No drone of immature males a the waterfront shredding the fish
catch. No songs from the mol d-eaters on the Great White Way. No hammering of stakes to build new
palisades on the made land on the point. He heard the echo of his own soundsfaintly returning to him and
recognized the shadowy outline of the mooring rocks, afew sheds, one or two boats, some structures
half destroyed, alitter of empty cargpaces. Nothing €l se.

The city was dead.

The Poison Ghost Dulla chattered worriedly to him, and Sharn-igon made out the words. " Another
attack! The place isempty. The Greasies must have come back to finish the job."

He could not reply. Stillness overcame him, agreat, mourning silence so deep that even the Poison Ghost
turned toward him inwonder. "Areyou ill? What is happening?'

With great effort Sharn-igon scratched the words out on histympanum. "Y ou have killed my city and dl
my back-mates.”

"We? Certainly not! It could not have been the People's Republics, we have not the strength anymore. It
must have been the Greasies.”

"Againgt whom you vowed to protect usl" roared Sharn-igon. He rose on hind legs to tower over Dulla,
and the Poison Ghogt cringed in fear. But Sharn-igon did not attack. He threw himsalf forward, out of the
coracle, with abroad splat that sent the waves dancing. The water was shallow here. Sharn-igon
managed to keep some of hishind feet on the oozy bottom, while enough of his breathing pores were
above the surface to keep him from drowning. He charged up the shordline, scattering the littered water
inaV of foam.

The tragedy made him gtill again, at every step and at each fresh echo. Dead! All dead. The Streets
empty except for abandoned carapaces, aready dry. The shops untended. The homes deserted. Not a
living mae, not afemae, not even any scrambling, chittering young.

Dullawaded through the stink of dead and floating marine animals, towing the coracle and staring abot.
"What ahorror!" he exclamed. "We are brothers now more than ever, Sharn-igon.”

"All of my brothers are dead.”

"What? Well, yes. But we must be as brothers, to take revenge! We must be dlies againgt the Greasies



and the Fats."

Sharn-igon reared up, trapping him against the wal of aruined shed. "I now need new dlies, Ahmed
Dulla," he ground out, falling upon him. In the last moment Dulla saw what was to happen and tried to
escape. But it wastoo late; his quickness was not enough when he dodged from the snatching claws only
to take the full force of the murderous club of chitin that stove hishead in.

When he was quite sure Dullawas dead, Sharn-igon staggered away, blundering through the dried shells
that had once been friends, to rest creakily against thewall of ashop he had once known.

Hetook little satisfaction in the death of one more Poison Ghost. He did not even mourn any longer for
the death of hiscity. A nearer pain touched him. Hisjoints were aching, his body felt bloated, his
cargpace seemed to be sundering at the seams. It was not histime. But there was no doubt about it.
Alonein the open tomb that had once been his home, with no oneto care for him while he was helpless,
he was beginning to molt.

EIGHTEEN

AT 0130 HOURS, Mgor Santangelo, along with the pilot-engineer who had brought in the third ship,
reported in.

"Some good news, Margie. There'sa coa outcropping in the Bad Hills, two kilometers up. Pluswe can
burn wood and biomass, and Richy here says we can make a steam boiler with plates from one of the
landing craft. If your turbine arrives, that meanswe can drive the generator up to full capacity, fifty
kilowatts, without using up our fuel reserves.”

"When?'
Santangel o looked at the engineer. "Ten days? Cdl it two weeks."
"Cdl it oneweek," Margie snapped. "What about a cohol ?*

"Well, Morrissey'sgot akind of ayeast—something like ayeast—anyway, he's getting fermentation.
Should be putting the first batch through the solar till tomorrow. Y ou can probably smell it.”

"Saint, | can taste it. | need that dcohol to stretch out the airplane fuel!™
"Il goose him dong,” Santangel o promised.

"Doit," sad Margie. When they were gone she picked up the handset and called the radio shack. "Any
ETA yet?'

"No, maam. They'redill in orbit, figuring aminimum-energy descent.” She hung up. At least the resupply
ship wasin orbit around Jem, not light-years away. But that |ast little step was akiller. The captain had
radioed that his maneuvering reserve waslow and he was waiting for the most favorable approach. That
might be days! Worse than that. If the Cape had launched them without plenty of reserve, that meant
things were serioudy wrong at the Cape. Even wronger than the coded tactrans from Earth had
indicated, and that was wrong enough.



Shelooked at her watch: 0145. "Send in Dr. Arkashvili," she called, and the medic camein on cue,
bearing a cup of seaming black coffee.

"Medical supplies, Margie. But alittle deep would do you more good.”

Marge sniffed the aluminum cup rapturoudy and took ascading sp. "l wish they'd land,” she sad
fretfully. Among the goodies on her shopping list were coffee beans, or seeds, or whatever it took to try
to grow coffeefor themsalves. Otherwise the next couple of years, anyway, might be coffee-free. Of
course, the Greasies probably had some growing aready, to make that vile stuff they handed out in the
little brass pots, but they werent likely to give any away. They weren't giving anything avay now, not
even information over the radio; and the Pegps smply were not answering at al.

At least the camp was gratifyingly hedlthy, according to the medic's report. The antiallergenswere
standing up well, and there was nothing el se in the Jemman environment to make ahuman being sick. A
few headaches, probably from the climate and from the switch to atwenty-four-hour day; some
dentistry; an appendix that needed watching; arequest for a vasectomy—

"No," said Margie sharply. "Don't do any vasectomies. Or |gparoscopies, ether.”
The doctor looked thoughtful. "Y ou're going to have some knocked-up personnel.”

"Y ou're supposed to be able to handle that, right? Anyway, give them the pill, digphragms,
condoms—anything reversible or temporary. | get dong finewith an lUD, and | can dwaystakeit out if
| want to have ababy."

"Which you might?*

"Which all of usfemaes may damn well have to, Cheech. That's an order: everybody capable of
breeding stays capable. How's the baby bank?'

"Coming dong fine. I've got twenty-eight ovain cryonic hold, and about a hundred sperm samples.”

"Good, Cheech, but not good enough. | want a hundred percent compliance with that. If anything
happens to anybody, | don't want his geneslost. Or hers. They don't take up much space, do they? Then
| want, let's say, four samples from each, and—what are you grinning about?"

Themedic said, "Wdll, it'sjust that a couple of the ovaturned out to be prefertilized. They'refine. They'll
keep in the deep-freeze indefinitdy, but whenever you want them reimplanted we won't haveto go to the
bother of getting them started.”

"Hum." Margie scratched thoughtfully. "I'm amost sorry you took the sample; we could start having kids
any time now. Who were they? Come on, Cheech, none of thismedical confidentidity; I'm your
commanding officer."

"Wdll, one was AnaDimitrova."
"No shit! Whosekid?'
"Y ou can ask her if you want to. | didn't."

Marge shook her head wonderingly. "1 would have guessed her about last," she said. "And the other
one? Now, wait aminute! It couldn't be me! The lUD—"

"The IUD doesn't kegp an ovum from getting fertilized; it only preventsit taking root and developing.”



Margie sat back and stared at the doctor. "I'll be damned,” she said.

Nguyen Dao Tree was ten minutes late for his 0200 appointment, and he arrived deepy-eyed and
irritable. "This twenty-four hour day of yoursis not comfortable, Margie," he complained.

"Y ou're not the oneto bitch, Guy. | took the midnight-to-eight mysdlf. If you'd spend your deeping time
deeping ingtead of tomcatting around with every woman in the camp—"

"Asto that, Marjorie," he said, "I much preferred when you and | dept on the same schedule.™

"Yeah. Wdl. Maybe well have to do something about that, Guy, but right now we're late for inspection.”
She swalowed the last of her coffee, now cold but till delicious, and led the way.

Complaints asde, the three-shift day was working well. On the plus side, the perimeter waswell
guarded, the hectarage under cultivation was growing by nearly two thousand square meters every day,
the each-one-teach-one training schedule Santangel o had set up so that the skills of the community were
shared among severd persons (whet if Chiche Arkashvili died? or their one and only surviving
agronomist?) was on track. On the minus, aeria surveillance showed large numbers of Krinpit roaming
around the woods, coffee was not the only food item to be running low, and the resupply ship still could
not giveafirm landing time.

Margie alowed one hour of each day for her ingpection, and she used every minute of it. No white-glove
chickenshit. The inspection was rough and dirty; if everybody was doing their job and the jobs were
being done, that wasit. Her Bastogne grandfather had not cared if the troops were shaved, only if they
could fight. And Margie had learned the skills gppropriate to afortress under Sege.

That was what they were. No one had attacked the perimeter, not even awandering Krinpit. But they
were isolated in aworld of enemies. From spy satellites and balloonists, from the breaking of codes and
from whét little could be gleaned from their infrequent radio contacts, above dl from the contents of the
Indonesian's pouch, Margie had formed a pretty good idea of what the Greasies were up to. Or had
been up to afew weeks earlier. They had occupied the Pegps camp; they had requisitioned quantities
and varieties of personnd and equipment that made her drool. Even her letter to Santa Claus (who might
or might not be hanging in orbit, waiting to come down her chimney) had not been so greedy. They had
subdued the locd autochthons, apparently by killing off al the nearby Krinpit and shooting down any
balloonist who came near. Their burrowers they seemed to have tamed. And they were using them for
mineras exploration, because it seemed the Greasies had perched themselves on a Kuwait of oil and a
Scranton of other fossil fues. They had devised an enzyme, or possibly it was a hormone—the
information had been unclear—which took Krinpit out of action as effectively as 2, 4-D had dried up the
jungles of Vietnam, by causing them to molt. They had acquired something from their Creepiesthat let
them make building materiads out of dirt, asthe burrowers themsa ves hardened the interior surfaces of
their tunnds. They had—Chrit, what had they not done! If only her father had listened to her and given
her the support she demanded, how gladly and competently she could have done the same!

Not that she had done badly. But for Marge Menninger there was no such thing as second best, and the
Greasies at that moment controlled the entire planet. Barring the dozen hectares her colony sat on, it was
al theirs. Their aircraft roamed it at will, so the spy satellites said. They had three separate colonies now,
counting the one that had once belonged to the probably no longer surviving Peegps. And gpart from the
rare occasi ons when she dared send K gppel yushnikov on aquick survey flight (what would she do if
there were some unexplained "accident” to her one and only aircraft?), she was blind except for what the
satellites and the few living baloonists could tell. She had even grounded Danny Dalehouse. Not only



because of therisk to him—but that was areason in itself, she admitted privately; she did not want him
killed—but because the el ectricity that made his hydrogen was better used for floodlightsto protect the
camp and make the crops grow. Also she had apprenticed him to the agronomist, along with Morrissey
and the Bulgarian girl—wait aminute, she thought to herself; Daehouse and Dimitrova? Maybe so.
Probably not. They had been friendly, but not that friendly. But then who?

For that matter, she thought, looking at Guy Tree as he chattered away about contingency plansin the
event of amgjor Krinpit attack, who was the father of her own sort-of child? Daehouse? Tree? That son
of abitch Sweggert, with his cute little tricks? They were the most likely candidates, but which?

In other times, one part of Marge Menninger would have contemplated with sardonic amusement that
other part of Marge Menninger which really, dammit!, wanted to know. At present she had no room for
that sort of amusement in her mind. The thought of mentioning to Nguyen Tree that the two of them might
be in the process of becoming somewhat delayed parents crossed her mind just long enough for her to
dismissit. It promised some good comedy, but it also promised complications she did not want to
handle. Firg thingsfirg.

"Arethere any archersin the camp?' she asked.
Tree stopped in the middle of explaining his proposa for arming a couple of canoes. "What?"

"People who know how to shoot abow and arrow, dammit. We must have some. I'd like to organize a
contest, part of the sports program.”

"Very likely so, Marjorie. | don't believe there are any bows and arrows, however."

"If they know how to shoot them, they know how to make them, don't they? Or anyway, it'll beinthe
microfiches. Get started on that, please, Guy. WEell give prizes. Coffee, cigarettes. I'll donate a bottle of
Scotch." The thought that had crossed her mind as he spoke of how he planned to mount alight machine
gun in acanoe was that the supplies of ammunition for the gunswould not last forever, ether, but she
wasn't ready to say that even to her second in command.

Treelooked puzzled, but paused to make anotein hisbook. "It would be auseful skill for hunting, |
suppose.”

Margie nodded without replying. Hunting what? Every anima they had seen on the surface of the planet
was well enough armored to laugh off any homemade bow—a conspicuous blunder on the part of
evolution in this place, she was convinced. But shelet it go.

Asthey were ingpecting the power plant amessenger from the communications shack trotted up. " Ship's
onitsway in, colone," she reported, panting. "They've aready retrofired. We ought to seethemina
couple of minutes."

"Thank God," said Margie. "Put it on the PA. Guy, get twenty grunts for unloading. Tell Mgor Arkashvili
to stand by in case they land rough.”

They didn't land rough. But they didn't land right, either. The drogue chute deployed handsomely, the
craft came swinging down on its cluster of three big chutes they jettisoned on schedule, and it camein on
itsrockets. But it never made it to the beach where the others had landed. It came in admost a kilometer
short and dropped into the jungle and out of sight.



The good part was that no one was hurt. Thefifteen persons on board all cameinto the camp on their
own power; and twelve of them were both young and female. God had answered Margie's prayer that
far, at least. The bad part was that everything on the ship had to be manhandled over eight hundred
meters of bad terrain, through jungle and over half a dozen ravines. No matter. They werethere. And as
Margie scanned the bill of lading she began to relax. It was all there, every last thing she had asked for,
and more besides. Seeds and hand tools, weapons and training manuals. It was not enough—there was
no such thing as enough—but it was al she had hoped.

Firdt priority wasto get everything movable insde the perimeter of the camp. That meant organizing
working parties and armed guards to go with them. No Krinpit had been spotted near the landing Site,
but the woods were full of them. It wasn't until the first detachments began straggling back with cases of
food and boxes of microfiches, folded bicycles and crates of eectronic parts, that Margie relaxed long
enough to greet the new arrivals. She shook each hand, spoke each name, and turned them over to
Santangelo for assignment to quarters. A short black magor hung behind. "1've got something for you,
colond," he said, patting adispatch case. "In private, if you please, maam.”

"Come ahead. Vandemesr, isit?' He nodded politely and followed her into her office, where he placed
his dispatch case on her desk.

"Thisisit, madam," he said, unsngpping the case.

It was not adispatch case. When he had undone the snaps the side peeled back and revealed a
microprocessor with aliquid-crystal panel. He touched one of the buttons and it sprang into light,
displaying arow of close-typed symbols.

"Theresyour guidance, maam. There are twelve satellite bustersin orbit, and these are the controls.”

Margietouched it. A warm fedling grew in the pit of her somach and spread, an dmost sexual
excitement. "Y ou're checked out on this, Vandemeer? Can you locate the Greasies satdllites?”

"Y es, malam. We've got acquisition and lock on four of theirs, including their main tactran receiver. Also
the Peeps; they have two, but they don't seem to be active." He expertly punched a combination into the
processor, and the colors of the symbols changed. "Green lights are ours. Red are Peeps. Ydlow are
Qilies. Thelinesthat are Hill white are sandby. If anything else comeswithin two million klicksthe
guidance system will track and identify it, and one of the spare birdswill lock on."

The warmth was spreading. That had been the biggest and most important item on Margie's Christmas
list, and the one she had been least sure of getting. Now the sons of bitches survived at her pleasure!

"Thanks, mgor,” shesaid. "l want you to show me how to work thisthing, and fromthenon | want it in
your possession or mine, twelve hours aday each, until further notice."

"Yes, mdam," hesaid unemotiondly. "And | have something your father asked me to hand to you
persondly.”

It was aletter, not amicrofiche. A paper letter, in an envelope with her name on it in Godfrey
Menninger's own handwriting. "Thanks, mgjor,” she said again. "Go get settled in, and take the controller
withyou." As heturned, she added, "Mgor? Are things pretty bad at home?"

He paused, looking at her. "Pretty bad," he said. "Yes, | would say that, colond. They're pretty bad.”

Margie stood holding the letter for amoment. Then shejammed it in her pocket and went out to see how
the unloading was coming along, because she wasn't quite ready to get the uncensored word on how bad



"pretty bad" was.

Putting it away did not let her forget it was there. While she was chewing Sergeant Sweggert out for
talking up two of the new girls when he should have been shifting cargo, she wasfingering it. When she
was bresking up an argument over what had become of a case of flashlights—"Jesus, colond, | just put
them down for a second; | thought one of the other guystook them!"—her hand returned to it. When the
messtent called ahalt for breakfast, she could resist no longer, and she took her tray and her letter back
into her office and ate while sheread.

Marge, honey,

You'vegot it al, everything on the list. But there's no more where that came from. The Greasies have
ordered our rigs off the Mid-Atlantic Ridge. It'sabluff. We're cdling it. But every drop of booster fud is
now sequestered for missiles until they back down—and then there's Peru. The Pegps have flanged up a
phoney "dection,” and were not going to St il for it. Sowell be at full military aert for months to come,
maybe longer than that.

Y ou're on your own, honey. Figure at least ayear. And it may be more than that, because the presdent's
being threatened with impeachment, maybe worse—there was an nation attempt with two
Nationa Guard tanks last week. | told him what to do. Declare martid law. Send Congress home. Crack
down dl around. But he'sapolitician. He thinks he can ride it out. If he does, that meansthe rest of his
term hell be trying to score brownie points with the voters, and that means cutting back alot of important
programs.

And one of them might be you, honey.

| wouldn't betelling you thisif | didn't think you could handleit. But it looks asif you'll haveto.

That was al, not even asignature. Margie sat with the letter in her hands and minutes later noticed that
she had forgotten to finish her breskfadt.

She no longer wanted it, but neither would she waste food —especidly not now. Sheforced hersdlf to
eat it dl, and it wasn't until she had swallowed every scrap that she redlized the sound of the camp had
changed. Something waswrong.

While Sergeant Sweggert was eating he heard two sounds, not very near and not very loud. They
sounded like shots. No one ese in the mess tent seemed to have heard anything. He scraped the plate of
its canned ham and dehydrated eggs, picked up the big chunk of bread, and strolled toward the entrance,
dill chewing.

Therewas athird shot.

Thistime there was no mistake. Some dumb son of a bitch was playing with his piece. Y ou couldn't
blame him—if Sweggert got aKrinpit in his sights he would have been tempted to blow it away, too. But
three shots was wasting ammunition. He speeded up and headed toward the perimeter. As he rounded
the cook tent he saw a dozen people standing around the uphill emplacement peering up the trail toward
the spot where the resupply ship had landed. Others were converging on the post, and by thetime he
reached it there were twenty, al talking at once.

The shots had come from the trail. "Who's out there?" he demanded, grabbing Corpora Kristianides by



the shoulder.

"Aggie and two grunts. They decided to get another load in before they bucked the chow line. Lieutenant
Macklin just took a patrol up after them."

"So st down and shut up till they get back," Sweggert ordered; but it was an order he didn't want to
follow himsdlf. It wasn't like Aggie to shoot up the jungle. The crowd was getting bigger; Colone Tree
cametrotting up, looking like alittle Chinadall, then haf a dozen from the messtent, then the colonel
herself. Ten people weretalking at once, until the colond snarled, "All of you, at ease! Here comes
Macklin. Let's seewhat he hasto say.”

But Macklin didn't have to say aword. He came stepping aong the worn place that had become their
path, carbine at port arms, looking both ways into the jungle. As he got closer they could see that the two
men behind him were carrying someone, and the last soldier was backing toward them, carrying her
weapon as Macklin carried his.

What they were bringing in was abody. It wasfemae, and that was dl you could say. The face was
unrecognizable. When they dropped her down, it was plain that not only the face had been attacked.
One arm was shredded up to the shoulder, and there was a bullet hole between her breasts.

"Krinpit," snapped Mg or Santangelo.

"Krinpit don't have guns," said Colond Menninger, tight-lipped. "Maybe Krinpit, but they had company.
Tree! Check the perimeter. | want every weapon manned and areserve at every point. Santangelo, call

the off-duty troopsin. Give Sweggert and me two hundred meters, then follow us. Sweggert, take three
people, and you and | are going to take the point.”

"Yesm." He spun around, took Corpora Kristianides's gas-operated recoilless away from her, and
picked three from his squad at random while Colone Menninger was listening to Lieutenant Macklin's
report. He had got only about hafway up thetrail, where he found the casudty and a couple of spilled
and ransacked cases of supplies. Where the other two were he didn't know. He had come back for
reinforcements. Marge Menninger listened to no more. She turned him over to Mgor Santangelo and
sgnaled Sweggert to movein.

At twenty-second intervals they dogged it across the open space that was the field of fire, reforming
under the arch of amany-tree. As Sweggert waited for the others, he could hear the rattle and moan of
some shelled creatures, but not very near. The next man in heard it too and turned a questioning face to
Sweggert, mouthing theword Krinpit. Sweggert nodded savagely and motioned silence. When Colonel
Menninger crossed thefield of fire, she trotted ten meters past them, then dropped to aknee and |ooked
around warily before raisng ahand and ordering them in.

Fucking hairy, thought Sweggert. It waslike that bitch to pick him for something likethisl Shed haditin
for him ever since he had it in her. He hand-signaed the rest of the patrol to move up one a atime, two
on one sde of thetrail and the other with him and the colonel on the other, and when they had made thelr
run he waited ten seconds and then sprinted to drop down beside the colonel. "That's where they got
her," he breathed, pointing ahead on thetrail, where half a case of fluorescent tubes lay crunched and
scattered on the ground.

"| seethat, sergeant! Keegp moving, | don't want Santangelo running up my ass.”

"Yesm." He stooped low, dodging through the underbrush, and flopped down. The distant Krinpit rattle
was gtill audible, but not closer. The patrol legpfrogged through the jungle until the bulk of the resupply
ship loomed ahead, with its tramped-down clearing before it. He waved to catch Colond Menninger's



eye, then pointed to the top of amany-tree. She nodded, and when his turn came again he raced for the
nearest of itstrunks, dung his GORR over his shoulder, and started up the clump of growth. It was not
much like climbing areadl tree; it was easier. Theflat, arched branches were like a series of steps, and the
gaactitic growths that hung down between them made good handholds. The problem wasthat it was
hard to see. Sweggert had to change position twice before he could get aclear view of the rocket.

What he saw was the base of the ship, and right in front of it the bodies of the other two grunts. They had
been savagely mutilated. There was no sign of Krinpit, and the sounds he had heard seemed to have
gonefarther away.

Sergeant Sweggert began to fed alittle better. Why the fuck should he worry about Krinpit? They were
noisy bastards; there was no way one of them could get within twenty meterswith him hearing it. And
then the GORR would take care of it. Of course, he speculated, maybe they weren't done. Maybe there
were a couple of Greasies with them. But what did that matter? Greasies were Greas es—they were
spies, Ay-rabs, or limeys—and the day hadn't come when he worried about meeting one of them in the
woods. He pushed his cap back and settled down. If anything showed up in that clearing he would blow
its ass off, and meanwhile he had the entertaining spectacle of Margie Menninger silently worming her
way forward on the ground, dmost right under him. Off to the other side of thetrail somebody else was
moving, equaly slently; he swiveled the GORR to sight in on it, but as the figure did between bushes he
saw that it was one of hisown patrol. He returned the gun and dowly centered it on Marge Menninger,
moving the cross hairsin the reticle down from the base of her skull to her hips. Wouldn't it be nice, he
speculated, if he could give her one sheld never forget, right up the old—

Thefaintest of sounds behind him made him freeze.

A littletoo late, he comprehended amistake in histhinking. Krinpit and human beings were not the only
creatures on Jem. As he started to turn he saw a skinny, stretched-out creature, longer than he wastall,
climbing toward him with at least half adozen legs, while others held what |ooked like somekind of a
gun. The damn thing was wearing sunglasses, he thought with surprise, trying to bring the GORR around.
Hewastoo dow. He never heard the shot that went through his head.

Marge Menninger was thefirst one back into the camp. She didn't wait for the cleanup; once they knew
what they were looking for, the forty armed troops scoured the area. All they got was three of the
burrowers, but one of them was the one who had killed Sergeant Sweggert. Y ou were dways alucky
son of abitch, she thought; now you don't have to worry about a court-martia for rape anymore. She
collared a passing man and sent him running toward the communications tent, and before shewasin her
office she heard the announcement coming over the PA: "Mgor Vandemeer! Report to the colond on
the double!”

She met him at the door. Good man, he was trotting over half-dressed, but he had the case with him.
"Openit up,” she snarled. "They're arming the Creegpies againgt us, guns and glasses. That'swhat Tinka
wastrying to get back to tell me. Moveit, man!"

"Yesm." But even the stolid Mg or Vandemeer fumbled as he undid the sngps. "Ready, maam,” he
reported, fingers poised.

Thered fury in her mind was baanced by the warmth spreading at the base of her belly. She scratched
vigoroudy and snapped, "Take 'em out!"

"Who, maam?'



"The Greasies! Budt their birds, al of them!" She watched the complicated ritual and then frowned.
"Whileyou'e @ it, take the Pegps out too."

NINETEEN

GODFREY MENNINGER woke up wondering who was shaking the foot of his bed.

No onewas. He was donein hisroom, exactly like ahundred thousand Holiday Inn or Howard
Johnson's Motor Lodge rooms al over the world. There was the phone on a nightstand beside the bed,
the TV set staring grayly across at him from the long desk-plus-chest-plus-luggage-rack that stood
agang thewall. The phone was amost the only visble dement that made it different, for it wasa
push-button jobber with colored lights flickering acrossits face. The other el ement of strangenesswas
harder to see. The drapes over onewall covered an immense likris display pand, not awindow. There
was no point in having awindow. He was two hundred meters under the earth.

It was 6:22 on the clock.

Menninger had |eft orders to be awakened at seven. Therefore it was not acal that had awakened him.
Therefore there were only a couple of other possibilities, and none of them were attractive. God
Menninger considered picking up the phone or switching onthe TV or pulling back the drapes over the
likris Situation screen, any of which would have told him a once what was happening. He decided against
doing so. If it had posed an immediate threat he would have been notified at once. Margi€'s disciplined
and hierarchica agpproach to problem solving had not been taught at West Point; it had cometo her on
her father's knee. If she was good at putting unwanted thoughts out of her mind, he was superb. He
dismissed the question, dipped into his brocaded robe, went into the bathroom, and made himself acup
of ingtant coffee with tap water.

God Menninger's waking-up minutes were precious to him. He was of the opinion that both his marriages
had failed because he had been unable to make either wife understand that he was never, not ever, to be
gpoken to for at least haf an hour after waking. That was coffee time and summoning-up-strength time
and remembering-what-he-had-to-do time. Conversation destroyed it. A weakness of Godfrey
Menninger's character was that he was apt to destroy anyone who infringed on it.

The coffee was at just the right temperature, and he drank it like medicine, swallow by swallow, until it
was down. Then he threw off the robe, sat cross-legged on the bed in the haf-lotus position, let his body
go cam, and began to say his mantra.

Godfrey Menninger had never redly understood what happened among his neurons and synapses when
he practiced transcendental meditation, nor had he ever redlly tried. It did not seem to do any harm of
any kind, except to cost him some twenty-four hundred seconds out of every twenty-four hours. He
seldom discussed it with anyone ese and therefore did not have to defend it. And it seemed to work.
Work how? Do what? He could not exactly have said. When he did it he felt more confident and more
relaxed about his confidence. That was not a bad return on the investment of |ess than three percent of
histime. Ashe sat, his body withdrawing from him, the reiterated ta-lenn, ta-lenn of the mantra
becoming asort of drapery of sound that surrounded him without being present, hiswhole brain became
areceptor. It contributed nothing. It only perceived. On theinside of his eyelids he saw faces and shapes
that melted into each other. Some were beautiful and some gargoyles. Some were etched in the sharpest



of drypoint lines. Some seemed to be beaten out of gold. They held no emotional content for him. The
demon snarls did not frighten. The loveliness did not attract. They were only there. Wispy chains of
words floated past his consciousness like snatches of conversation from the next table at arestaurant.
They spoke of ultimataand megatonnages and aremembered caress and the need for a haircut, but there
were no imperativesin them anywhere. The circulating memory that pumped them past his mind sucked
them away again without residue. More than two thousand kilometers away and haf akilometer down,
indde a submarine belonging to the Fud Bloc, avice admird in the Libyan navy was programming The
One That Had HisName on It. Menninger did not know it. His thoughts floated free into infinity in all
directions, but dl directionslay within that inner space of hismind. He could not have done anything
useful about it if he had known.

The bed moved again.

It was not an earthquake. There were no earthquakesin West Virginia, he thought, bringing himself up
out of reverie, getting ready to open his eyes. It was sharper than an earthquake would have been, more
quick and trivid than the dow battering of acrustal dip. It was not particularly strong, and if he had till
been adeep it might not even have awakened him. But it was something. And then the lights flickered.

Two hundred meters down in the sSide of aWest Virginiamountain, the lights were not meant to flicker.
A ZPu megawatt generating plant, vented through a kilometer of piping to emerge on the other sde of
the hill, wasimmune to most externd events. Lightning bolts did not strike transformers underground.
Winds could not tear loose aline, Since there were no lines in the open air. And then, tardily, the
flickering colors on the base of the telephone all went out. A singlered light flared, and the buzzer
sounded. He picked up the phone and said, "Menninger."

"Three missiles camein, Sr—near misses. There's no structural damage. Point of origin backtracks
probably to near Sinkiang province. The city of Whedingisout.”

"I'll bethereinaminute,”" he said. He was still coming up from his meditation, and so he did not look at
his own situation panel, but he aso did not stop to shower or shave. He rubbed deodorant on his
armpits—French whore's bath, but good enough—ran a brush over his hair, pulled on his coverdlsand
shoes, and walked briskly down the placid, beige-carpeted corridor to his command room. The Situation
map was dight from end to end. "Here's your coffee,” said Genera Weinendtat. That was all she said.
She knew hisways. He took the cup without looking at her, because his eyes were on the board. It
displayed aMercator projection of the earth in outline. Within it, bright red stars were targets taken out.
Bright blue stars were also targets taken out, but on the wrong side: that was Washington and Leningrad
and Buenos Aires and Hanoi and Chicago and San Francisco. Broken red profilesin the ocean areas of
the map were enemy missle-launching vessals destroyed. There were more than a hundred of them. But
there were also nearly sixty broken blue ones. Pulsating targets, red and blue, were magjor concentrations
not yet destroyed. There were relatively few of them. The number decreased as he watched. Kansas
City, Tientsin, Cairo, and the whole urban complex around Frankfurt ceased to exist.

The second cup of coffee was not medicine but comfort. He took asip of it and then asked, "What's
their remaining second-strike capability?"

"Margind, Godfrey. Maybe one hundred missiles operationa within the next twenty-four hours, but we're
cutting that down all thetime. We have dmost eighty. And only two of our hardened indalations are
scratched.”

"Locd damege?’



"Well—there are alot of casudties. Otherwise, not bad. Surface contamination iswithin acceptable
limits—inside shielded vehicles, anyway." She sgnaed an orderly for a coffee refill and added, "Too
early to tell about long-lived isotope capture, but most of the Corn Belt looks okay. So's Mexico and the
Peacific Northwest. We did lose the Imperid Valey."

"So we're not bad for now."
"l would say <0, yes, God."

"For the next twenty-four hours. Then they can start to redeploy.” She nodded. It was aknown fact that
every mgor country had squirreled away missiles and components. They were not at ten-minute
command like the onesin the silos or on the subs. They could not be launched by pushing a button. But
they could not be taken out at long range, either, since you didn't know where they were hidden. He
added, "And we can't look for them, because the satellite busters have half-blinded us.”

"Weve dl-blinded them, Godfrey. They don't have an eyein orbit.”

"Yes, yes, | understand,” he said testily. "Weve won the exchange. The damn fools. Well, let's get to
work."

Menninger's "work" was not directly related to the exchange of missilesthat was remodeling the surface
of the earth to afacamile of hell. That was not hisresponsibility. It was only a precursor, like afriend's
retiring to the bathroom to fit in her digphragm while he douched, waiting, on the edge of the bed. She
would not need hisadvice or hishelp at that stage, and neither would the Chiefs of Staff while the actua
firefight was going on. Hisinvolvement would be centrd immediately thereafter.

Meanwhile, one of the damn fools had finished the pro gramming and was trying to round up enough of a
crew for the launch. It wasn't easy. The neutron bomb had done just what ERW wespons were
supposed to do—penetrated the carelesdy scant meters of water and the stedl tube of his submarine and
knocked out most of the crew. The Libyan vice admird himsdf had taken nearly five thousand rads. He
knew he had only hoursto live, but with any luck histarget would have less than that.

Three hours deegp was not enough. Menninger knew that he was quick-tempered and alittle fuzzy, but
he had trained his people to know that too, and they made allowances.

At five-minute interval s the map disappeared and the likris screen sequenced itself through around of
ten-second displays: profiles of industria capacity destroyed and remaining, curves of casudties,
histograms of combat-effectiveness estimates. In the Ops Room next to God Menninger's command
post, more than fifty persons were working on overdrive to correct and update those figures. Menninger
hardly glanced at them. His concernswere political and organizationd. Rose Weinengtat was on the
scrambler to the Combined Chiefs every few minutes, not so much to give information or to get it asto
keep them aware, every minute, that the most powerful unofficia figurein government had hiseye on
them al thetime. Histhree chief civilian liaisons were in touch with state governments and government
agencies, and Menninger himself spoke, one after another, with cabinet officers, key senators, and afew
governors—when they could be found. It was dl US, not Fats; the rest of the Food Bloc wasin touch
through the filter of the Alliance Room, and when one of them demanded his persond attention it wasan
intruson.

"Heign't satisfied with me," Generd Weinendtat reported. "Maybe you should give him aminute,
Godfrey."



"Shit." Menninger put down his pen at the exact place on aremobilization order where he stopped
reading and nodded for her to switch over.

The face on his phone screen was that of Marsha Bressarion of the Red Army, but the voice was his
trandator's. "The marsha," she said, sounding tinny through the scrambler, "does not question that you
and the Combined Chiefs are acting under the President's orders, but he wishes to know just who the
President is. We are aware that Washington is no more, and that Strongboxes One and Two have been
penetrated.”

"The present President,” said Menninger, patiently restraining hisirritation, "is Henry Moncas, who was
Speaker of the House of Representatives. The succession isas provided in our basic law, the
Condtitution of the United States."

"Yes, of course” said the trandator after Bressarion had listened and then barked something in Russian,
"but the marsha has been unableto reach him for confirmation.”

"There have been communications problems,”" Menninger agreed. He looked past the phone, where Rose
Weinengat was shaping thewords "in trangit” with her lips. "Also," he added, "I am informed the
President isin the process of moving to afully secure location. Asthe marshd will redize, that requiresa
communicationslid.”

Themarsha listened impatiently and then spoke for some secondsin rapid-fire Russan. The trandator
sounded agood deal more uptight as she said, "We quite understand, but there is some question of lines
of authority, and the marsha would appreciate hearing from him directly as soon—hdlo? Hdlo?"

Hisimage faded. Genera Weinengtat said gpologeticdly, "'l thought it was agood time to develop
trangmisson difficulties”

"Good thinking. Where isthe son of abitch, by the way?'

"Henry? Oh, he's safe and sound, Godfrey. He's been ordering you to report to him for the last hour or
0."

"Um." Menninger thought for amoment. "Tell you what. Send out aradiation-safe team to escort him
here s0 | can report. Don't take no for an answer. Tell him helll be safer herethan in hisown hole.” He
picked up the pencil, scratching the pit of his ssomach. Which was complaining. He wanted orangejuice
to build up hisblood sugar, a stack of flapjacksto give afoundation for the next cup of coffee, and that
cup of coffee. He wanted his breakfast, and he was aware that he was cranky because he was hungry.
"Then welll seewho's President,” he added, to the air.

On the edge of the Bahia de Campeche the Libyan vice admira had got his crew together and his
submarine up to two hundred meters, running straight and level. None of them were functioning well, with
prodroma diarrheaand vomiting often enough so that the whole ship smelled like alatrine, but they could
serve. For awhile, at least. They did. Libyasnava doctrine called for one big missileinstead of afew
dozen little ones. Asthis one big one broke the surface of the gulf it wasimmediately captured by a
dozen radars. The scared but as yet untouched tourists on their lanaisin Merida saw bright, bad flashes
out west, over the water, as a Cuban cruiser locked in and fired ABMs. None of them caught it. It wasa
cruise missile, not baligtic, easy to identify but hard to predict asit drove itsdf north-northwest toward
the Florida panhandle. A dozen times defensive wegpons clawed at it asit crossed the coast, and then it
waslost to view. There were plenty of ingtdlations aong the way charged with the duty of detecting and
destroying just such awegpon, but none that were functioning anymore.



The latest picture from Margie showed her with one foot on the shell of adead Krinpit, looking tired and
flushed and happy. It was as good a picture of his daughter as God had had since her bearskin-rug days,
and he had it blown into ahard print for hiswallet. Generad Weinengtat looked at it carefully and passed
it back to him. "She'sacredit to you, God," she said.

Helooked at it for amoment and put it away. "Y eah. | hope she got her stuff. Can you imagine her
mother? | told her Margie wanted some dress patterns, and she wanted me to put in about a thousand
meters of fabric."

"Wel, if you'd left her raising to her mother she wouldn't be getting the kind of efficiency ratings you've
been showing me."

"I suppose not.” The latest one had been nothing but praise, or at least up to the psychologist's report:

Latent hotility toward men dueto early marital traumaand mild inverse-Oedipd effect. Well
compensated. Does not affect performance of duties.

| redly hope that's so, thought Godfrey Menninger. Rose Weinenstat |ooked at him carefully. ™Y ou're not
worrying about her, are you? Because there's no need—wait aminute.” Generd Weinengtat touched the
thing in her ear that looked like, but wasn't, ahearing aid. Her expression turned somber.

"What isit?'

She turned off the communicator. "Henry Moncas. His shdlter took adirect hit. They'retrying to find out
who's President now."

"Shit!" Godfrey Menninger stared at the remains of his breskfast for amoment and saw none of it. "Oh,
shit," he said again. "It looks bad, Rosie. Theworst part iswe never had achoice!”

Generd Weinendtat started to speak, then changed her mind.
"What? What were you going to say, Rose?'

She shrugged. "No good second-guessing, isit?”

He pounced on her words. "About what? Come on, Rosie!"
"Wel—maybe moving into Canada—"

"Yeah. That wasamistake, al right. I'll give you that. But not ours! The Greasies knew we couldn't et
them move troops into Manitoba. That was Tam Gulsmit's mistake! Same with the Pegps. Once we were
engaged we had to take Lop Nor out—quick, clean, minimum casudties. They should've accepted it
ingteed of retdiating—"

But he could hear voices within him denying it, speaking in the tones of Tam Gulsmit and Heir-of-Mao.
"We were safe moving troopsin to protect the tar sands, because we knew you couldn't afford to
invade"



"Y ou shouldn't have bombed Lop Nor. Y ou should have known we would haveto retdiate.” The voices
within God Menninger's mind were the only voices they would ever have again. Heir-of-Mao lay with
eyes bulging and tongue protruding from hislips, dead in the deep shelter under Peking, and the atoms
that had once been Gulsamit's body were faling out from the column of fire over Clydeside.

The Libyan missile had bypassed Atlanta and Asheville and Johnson City, matching their terrains againgt
the profilesimprinted in its memory. The safety interlocks on itsthermonuclear charge were falling away
one by one asitstiny, paranoid brain began to recognize its nearness to the thing it was unleashed to
destroy.

"It'sbad, Rose," sad Godfrey Menninger at lagt, risng to return to his desk. Maybe he should have let
Margie's mother have the raising of her. Then Margie would probably have had a husband and a couple
of kids by now. And perhaps— perhaps the world would have been a different place. He wondered if he
would ever hear from her again. "Rosie" he said, "check Houston. Seeif the communication linkswith
Jem are holding up. With the other colonies, too, of course.”

"Right now, Godfrey? Give meten minutes; I've got acal coming in from the DoD."

"Ten minutesisfineg," he said; but before the ten minutes was up he was dead.

TWENTY

THE CORACLE firgt appeared between showers, far out over the water. In the pit beside Ana
Dimitrova, Corpora Kristianides—no, Lieutenant Kristianides now, she corrected herself —stood up
and turned thefield glasses onit.

"Krinpit," she said. "Son of abitch. Lay your gun onit, Nan, but don't fireunless| tell you to.”

Unnecessary order! Not for worlds would she have fired. Not until she saw for hersdf that there were
only Krinpit in the boat, and not Ahmed Dulla. Perhaps not even then, for thisinsanity of gunsand
shooting was awful even to play at. She had not yet had to fire a aliving being, was far from sure that
she could, and had said as much; but no one wanted to hear. But the good thing about her machine gun
wasthat it had atelescopic sight, and she was glad enough to aimiit.

The coracle disappeared into asquall, but not before she had seen that there was no human beinginit,
though it was large enough for severd.

When it appeared again it was larger and nearer, and she could see that the single Krinpit was working
furioudy to keep it bailed and the trgpezoiddl sail intact, and paddling to bring it Sraight into the camp. By
then everyone had seen, and at |east a dozen weapons were pointed at it. Over the PA system Guy
Tregsvoice shrilled an order to hold fire. Down on the beach Marge Menninger siood, a GORR under
her arm, oblivious of the rain that soaked her. Anawiped the wet off her sight as carefully as she had
been taught and looked again. She had no skill at recognizing individua Krinpit by sight, but thisone did
not look familiar.

Disappointment of ahope. But what afoolish hope, she scolded herself. How improbable that Ahmed
would once again miraculoudly appear. And even if he had, who was this Ahmed who had taken her and
used her and left her again? He was not the person of Sofia, she thought gloomily, and roused hersdf and



tried to think more congiructively.

It wasafailure. Therewas 0 little to think congtructively about! The world she had left was blowing itsalf
up, and the world she had come to seemed determined to do the same. What went on in the secret
conferences among Marge Menninger and her warrior knightsin the headquarters shed she did not

know, nor wish to. But it might well be the death of dl of them.

The Krinpit wasin the shallows now. It raised itsalf and splashed over the side, and the coracle bobbed
away asit lurched ashore. It seemed to bein bad shape. It staggered in ahaf-circle on the shore and
then fdll to the ground with apainful crash as Colonel Menninger and half adozen of her warriors formed
awary perimeter around it.

Perhaps they would kill it, she thought. Well, let them. Everyone el se was standing and staring, but Ana's
attention wandered—until one of the riflemen came running toward her.

"Dimitrova, front and center!" he was calling. "It's the one that speaks Pak! Colonel wantsyou to come
trandate!”

When Ana Dimitrovawas nineteen years old, precocious senior at the University of Sofia, candidate for
the callosectomy that would forever sunder the two halves of her brain and lead to adistinguished career
intrandation, she had watched afilm on the subject. It was not her choice. They would not accept her
application without it. Thefirst part was quite tedious, though ingtructive, asit described the anatomy of
that sensdess and defensaless kilogram of pinky-gray jelly that mediated and transformed and
commanded al the senses and defenses of the body. Before her very eyes a surgeon took a human brain
in his hands and peeled away tissue to expose that great suety bridge that connected the two halves and
that, in her, she would ask someone to sever. There was along explanation, quite hard to follow, of how
nerves crossed, so that the right half of the brain seemed to take respongbility for the left half of the
body, and vice versa: strange quirk of anatomy! She saw how the nerves carrying visua impressions
intersected at the optic chiasma, but not completely—as though prankish evolution had tired of the joke
and decided not to finish it. All that part of the film was difficult to absorb, aswell as unsettling to look at.
But then there were some comic parts. Each half of the brain commanded its own network of afferent
and efferent nerves. The efferent nerves, the onesthat directed action, were spared in the resection or
reconnected afterwards, which was why the split-brain people were able to walk without stumbling.
Most of thetime. The afferent nerves, the onesthat accepted sensory impressions from the world, were
kept gpart. So each haf of the brain could receive and process and store its own information, not shared
with the other. That was why trand ation became easy.

But.

But some kinds of afferent input were not vaue-free. They produced glandular responses. They caused
emotions. Thiswas where the comic part came in. The film showed awoman, one of the earliest
volunteersfor the surgery. She had an earplug in one ear and was reading from a prepared text. The
voice-over narretion explained what she was doing: delivering atrandated talk to amathematica
congress. But while one half of her brain was reading and trand ating and speaking, the other half was
listening to the words coming in over the earplug; and those words were the filthiest of scatologica jokes.
The woman began to ssammer and falter, and over her face spread the rosiest of blushes, though the
operating half of her brain had not an idea.in the world why. Blushes. Stammers. Headaches. Depression.
They were the symptoms of leakage from one haf to the other. The scar tissue that blocked the flow of
impulses through the corpus callosum let each half of the brain work efficiently onits own. But fedings
seeped through. All thetime Ana Dimitrovawas trandating for Colonel Menninger she could fed them
pounding at her—



"He saysthat as the Peopl€'s Republics are no longer aforce, he wishesto help us againgt the Fue Bloc.”
"Fucking great. What's he going to do, scratch them to death with his sharp little feet?”

—and the headache was the worst she had ever had: sickening, sandbag blows at the base of her skull.
She felt nauseated and was not helped by the Krinpit.

Sharn-igon was repulsively ill. Even the dull, recurrent rasp of his name—Sharn-igon, Sharn-igon—was
badly played, like adefective radio. His carapace was asickly yelow ingtead of the rich mahogany it had
been. It was cracked and seamed. At the edges of it, where undershell joined the massive armor of the
top, seamsdid not quitejoin, and athin, foul liquid cozed out.

"He has molted,” she explained to the colond, "and feels heis about to molt again. Perhapsit is because
of the chemicalsthe Fuel people used againgt them.”

"Y ou don't look so fucking great yoursdf, Dimitrova.”

"l am quite capable of continuing, Colond Menninger." All the same, she moved away from the Krinpit.
The exudations of his shell had darkened the sand around him, and the smell waslike rancid fat. Moving
did not help. The headache, and the pain behind it, grew with every moment.

Marge Menninger ran her hands through her wet hair, pulling it back so that her ears were exposed. She
looked amost like alittle girl as she said, "What do you think, Guy? Have we got oursalves aredl
blood-hungry tiger?"

Colond Tree said, "One does not refuse an aly, Marge. But the Greasies would eat these jokers up.”

"So what ishe saying exactly, Dimitrova? That hell tell dl his Crawly friendsto attack the Greasy camp if
we want them to?'

"Something like that, yes. What he says," she added, "is not dways easy to understand, Colonel
Menninger. He spesks alittle Urdu, but not much, and he speaksit very badly. Besides, hismind
wanders. It isapersona matter with him, to kill. He does not care who. Sometimes he says he wants to
kill me."

Menninger looked appraisingly at the Krinpit. "1 don't think he'sin shapeto do much killing."

"Musgt onebewdl for that?* Anaflared. "I am sick in my heart fromtalk of killing, and from killing itself!
Itisawicked insanity to kill when so few personsare till dive.”

"Asto that,” sad Margie mildly, raisng her hand to stop Guy Tree from exploding, "well talk another
time. Y ou look like shit, Dimitrova. Go get some deep.”

"Thank you, Colond Menninger,” Anasaid giffly, hating her, perhaps hating even more the ook of
compassion in Margie's eyes. How dare the bloody trollop fed pity!

Anadtaked off to her tent. It wasraining hard again, and lightning lashed over the water. She hardly felt
it. At every step the throbbing in her head punished her, and she knew that behind the headache a greater
pain was scratching to come out. Pity was the solvent that would melt the dam and let it through, and she
wanted to be by herself when that happened. She stooped into the tent without aword to the woman
who shared it with her, removed only her shoes and dacks, and buried herself under the covers.

Almost at once she began to weep.



Anamade no sound, did not shake, did not thrash abouit. It was only the ragged unevenness of her
breathing that made the black girl in the other cot rise up on one elbow to look toward her; but Anadid
not speak, and after amoment her roommate went back to deep. Anadid not. Not for an hour and
more. Shewept slently for along time, helplessto contain the pain any longer. Hopes gone, pleasures
denied, dreams melted away. She had held off accepting the thing that the Krinpit had said amost in his
first sentence, but now it could not be denied. There was no longer areason for her to be on Jem. There
was hardly even areason to live. Ahmed was dead.

She woke to the loud, incongrous sound of dance music.

The storm of silent weeping had cleared her mind, and the deep and dreamless deep that followed had
begun the healing. Anawas quite composed as she bathed sparingly in the shower at the end of the tent
line, brushed her hair dry, and dressed. The music was, of course, that other of Marge Menninger's
eccentricities, the Saturday night dance. How very strange she was! But her strangenesswas not al
unwelcome. One of the fruits of it had been the patterns and fabric that had comein thelast ship. Ana
chose to put on asmple blouse and skirt, not elaborate, but not purdly utilitarian either. Shewasavery
long way from dancing. But she would not spail the pleasure of those who enjoyediit.

She cut past the generator, where the Krinpit was rumbling hollowly asit scratched through the clumps of
burnable vegetation for something to eet, aguard with a GORR trailing its every step, and visited the
fringe of the dance arealong enough to get something to eat from the buffet. (Of course, she had dept
through two meals.) When men asked her to dance she smiled and thanked them as she shook her head.
The rain had stopped, and sullen Kung glowed redly overhead. She took a plate of cheese and biscuits
and dipped away. Not that there was far to go. No one walked in the woods anymore these days. They
lived and ate and dept in a space one could run acrossin three minutes. But al who could be there were
at the dance, and down by the beach were only the perimeter guards. She sat down with her back
againg one of the machine-gun turrets and finished her medl. Then she put her plate down beside her,
pulled her knees up to her chin, and sat staring at the purple-red waves.

Ahmed was dead.

It was not much comfort to tell hersalf that her dreams had been foolish to begin with, that Ahmed had
never taken her as serioudy as she had taken him. Nevertheless, it wastrue, and AnaDimitrovawas a
practical person. She had learned the trick of dissecting pain into its parts. That she would never see him
again, touch his strong and supple body, lie beside him while he dept—that was purest pain, and there
was no help for it. But that she would never marry him and bear his children and grow old by his
side—that was only a spoiled fantasy. It had never been real. That loss could not hurt her now, because
it was of something she had never owned; and so her pain was diminished by half.

(But, oh, how that half till ached!)

She wept gently and openly for amoment, then sighed and rubbed the tears away. What she had logt,
shetold hersdlf, she had lost long ago. From the moment Ahmed came to Jem, he had become a different
person. In any event, it was over. She had alife to make for hersalf, and the materiasto makeit from
weredl in this camp; there was nothing €l se anywhere. Y ou should dance, she scolded hersdlf. You
should go up where they arelaughing and singing and drinking.

Plainly and smply, she did not want to. It was not merely that she didn't want to dance, not yet. It was
more deep and damaging than that. Ana, trandating for the Krinpit, had heard enough of what was going
on in the minds of Marge Menninger and Nguyen Tree and the other hawks who directed the fate of the



camp. So much madnessin so few minds! They were determined to carry on awar, even here, even
after Earth had blown itsdlf into misery! And yet there they dl were, smiling and bobbing around the
floor. Her own brain had been divided by a surgeon's knife. What had divided theirs, so that they could
plot genocide in an afternoon and drink and cavort and play their sexua games at night? How Ahmed
would scowl at them!

But Ahmed was dead.
She took a deep breath and decided not to cry again.

She stood up and stretched her cramped limbs. The Krinpit was lurching dowly down toward the water
for adrink after his ungppetizing medl, the soldier wandering after. She did not particularly want to be
near him, but she needed to rinse her plate—either that or carry it back to the cook tent, which wastoo
near the dance floor. She kept her distance, pardlding his scuttling path, and then she heard someone call
her name.

It was the Russian pilot, Kappdyushnikov, sitting cross-legged at agun pit and talking to Danny
Daehouse, on duty insdeit. Why not? Ana changed course to approach them and wished them a good
evening.

"Istruly good, Anyushka? But Danny Daehouse hastold me of death of Ahmed Dulla. | am deeply
sympeathetic for you."

Thereit was, the first time someone had spoken of it to her. She discovered that it was not impossible for
her to respond.

"Thank you, Visha," she said steadily. "What, have you become amonk that you do not dance tonight?*

"Isnoonel careto dancewith," he said gloomily. " Also have been having most interesting discussion
with Danny on subject of davery.”

"And what have you concluded, then, Danny?" she asked brightly. "Arewe al davesto your mistress,
the beautiful blond colond ?*

He did not answer directly, but chose to be placating. "I know you're upset, Ana. I'm sorry, too."

"Upset?' She nodded judicioudly, looking down into the pit at him. "Y es, perhaps. | must assume that my
home has been destroyed—yours, too, | suppose. But you are braver than I. | am not brave; | become
upset. It upsets me that what has happened on Earth is now to happen again, here. It upsets me that
my—that my friend is dead. It upsets me that the colone intendsto kill agreat many more persons. Can
you imagine? She proposes to tunnel under the Fuel camp and explode anuclear bomb, and that upsets
me"

Why are you doing this? she asked hersdlf; but she knew that she could not accept more sympathy
without crying, and she was not reedy to cry before these men. At least she had diverted them.
Daehouse was frowning.

"We don't have any nuclear wegpons," he objected.

" Softheaded person!™ she scoffed. ™Y our mistress has what she wantsto have. | should not be astonished
if she had afleet of submarines or adivision of tanks. She wears weapons as she wears that cheap
perfume. The smdl of them isaways around her."

"No," he said doggedly, peering up & her, "you're wrong about the nuclear wegpons. She couldn't



conced that from us. And she'snot my mistress.”

"Do not flatter yourself that | care. She may have her sexua excesses with whomever shelikes, and so
may you."

Kappeyushnikov coughed. "1 think," he said, "dance has suddenly become more attractive.”
Ashe stood up, Anaput her hand on hisarm. "'l am driving you away. Please forgive me."

"No, no, Anyushka Are difficult timesfor dl, nothing to forgive." He patted her hand, then grinned and
kissed it. "Asto mysdf,” hesaid, "I see beautiful blond colond roaming about aone, and perhaps she
wishes to dance or otherwise relate to some new person, such asl. Also do not care for cheap perfume
worn by big cockroach. Y ou do not yourself desire to dance? Or otherwise relate? No. Then stay with
friend Danny."

They watched him walk steedily toward Marge Menninger, strolling past her checkpoints. They heard
her laugh as Gappy spoke to her; then he shrugged and moved on toward the dance floor.

TheKrinpit, in hisrandom stagger around the beach, was coming closer. It was true that the stench of his
exudations was strong. So was the sighing, droning sound of his presence. Analistened, then said
gloomily, "This oneis muttering about hislove now," shesaid. "It was killed somehow, | cannot tell how.

| think Ahmed had something to do with it, and it isfor that that it is determined to kill human beings. But
it had become Ahmed'sdly! Dan, isnot that lunacy? It is as though killing has become an end in itsdlf. It
no longer matterswho iskilled or for what possible gain the killing isdone. Only the killing itself maiters.”

Dalehouse stood up in his shallow rifle pit, looking up the hill toward the dancers. " Shel's coming this
way," he said. "Listen, before she gets here. About her being my mistress—"

"Mease, Danny. | spoke without thinking and because | am, yes, upset. It isnot atime to worry about
persona matters.”

Clearly he was not satisfied and would have pursued the subject, but Margie was now too close. She
paused to light a cigarette, studying the Krinpit and its guard, now amodel of military deportment, his
recoilless at port arms as the colone approached. Then she came smiling over to Danny and Nan.
"Getting it on, areyou?' she said amiably. "When was the last time you checked your earphones,

Damy?'

Guiltily Daehouse clapped the phone to one ear. He had been neglecting the buried microphone probes,
which were supposed to warn of burrowers digging toward him under the ground. There was no sound.
"Sorry, Margie," he said.

She shook her head. "When you're on duty, that's colonel. And when | say frog, you hop. Now that
that's understood,” she said, smiling sunnily, "would either of you folkslike ahit before we tak some

"l am not in the habit of using narcotics" Anasaid.

"Fity. Danny?' She watched while Daehousefilled hislungs, and as she took the stick back from him,
shesaid, "l want you to draft your gashag friend. One hundred and—" She glanced at her wristwatch.
"One hundred and eight hours from now, give or take alittle, we're going to hit the Greasy camp, and
he'sgoing to be our air arm.”

Da ehouse coughed and spluttered. "He—he can't—"



"Takeyour time, Danny,” she encouraged. "While you're getting your bresth, just listen for amoment.
Storm's over. Looks like weve got maybe five or six good days. I'm taking fifteen front-line effectives,
plusyou, Danny. Well mop up that camp without breathing hard. Only | don't want to take a plane, and
| don't want you or Gappy floating around up there where they can see you, and that leaves Charlie.”

"Charliecant fight!"

"Well," she said reasonably, "cometo that, | don't figure you for your real Geronimo trained killer, either.
But | don't expect it of you. Y ou communicate. Charlie observes. The Greasieswon't pay any attention
to one more fartbag hanging around—"

"Bullshit they won't! They've been shooting baloonistsdown dl dong.”

"Danny," she sad, "I'm not asking your advice. I'm giving you an order.” She dragged on the joint, down
to thelast centimeter, and then carefully rubbed it out and pocketed it before exhaling. "Y ou see”" she
sad, "the Greasies are going to come to the same conclusions | did, only it'll take them alittle longer. One
of ushasto runthings. The only way to do that isto knock the other out. All Charliehastodoishangin
there with hisradio and keep us posted if they send up a plane or put some people out in the woods. I'll
bring the company up overland. But were naked without air cover. We need to know when to get out of
sght. That'seasy enough for him, right?'

"Wdll, sure. But—shit, Margie. Hesamogt thelast survivor. It'salot to ask—"

"But I'm not asking, Danny. Y ou keegp making that same mistake. I'm ordering. If he doesn't, helll make a
niceflame." She scratched under her belt, regarding him amiably. " So after the dance | break the newsto
the camp, and tomorrow thistime we're on our way."

"To atom-bomb the Fud Bloc," said Anabitterly.

Marge Menninger'sface froze. After amoment shesaid, "'l guess!'ll let that pass, Dimitrova. | didn't
specificaly order you to keep your mouth shut. But | won't let it pass again. What you hear when you're
trandatingis classified. "

"Holy Chrigt," Daehouse said. "Y ou redly have anuclear bomb?’
"Bet your ass, Danny. Y ou've got apiece of it right therein your ground mikes."

"Where?Y ou mean the plutonium power-packs? That's no good, Margie—colondl, | mean. There's not
enough of them. Even if there were, you couldn't flange them together to make abomb.”

"Wrong and wrong, Danny. Takes eighteen hundred grams and a bit to fisson. | have alittle over six
thousand grams, all tidied away in the stores marked 'fuel replacements.’ All thiswas planned along time
ago, and they'll fit together because some pretty high-powered weapons people designed them to do that
before thefirst ship took off. Oh, it's not one of your hundred-megaton jobs. Maybe not even akiloton,
because | don't have containment to keep the parts together very long. But | don't want abig one. | don't
want to wipe out the Greasy camps, | want to own them. | want to take out their ammunition and their
food stores, and | know just the place to put baby for that. Then they can beg.”

She looked serene and innocent as she said it, and Dalehouse responded with shocked disbelief.
"That's—that's unprovoked aggression! A stab in the back!"

"Wrong, Daehouse. That's preemption. The Greasies don't have achoice, either. They just haven't
figuredit out yet."



"Bullshit! It'swhat the Jgpanese did a Pearl Harbor al over again!™

She opened her eyeswide. "Sure, why not? There was nothing wrong with Pearl Harbor, except they
fucked it up. If they'd gone on to take out the carrier fleet and follow up with alanding, history would be
alot different. Y ou'd be saying 'Pearl Harbor' the way you say 'Normandy' now, only you'd be saying it
in Japanex."

She seemed quite pleased with hersdlf, but then she hesitated. She sought adry place on the ground and
sat down before adding, "But | will admit to you two dear old friends from Bulgariathat right now I'm
scared and tired and not what you'd call red happy with the way things are going. I— what's the matter
with thet thing?'

The Krinpit was staggering closer to them, moaning and stridulating. Analistened. "Heis quite hard to
follow. Heis speaking of Poison Ghosts and Ghosts Above—that is, of ourselves and of baloonists. He
seemsto have us confused in hismind.”

"All enemieslook dike after awhile, | guess. Tell him to back away. | don't like theway he smells.”

"Y es, Colonel Menninger." But before Ana could summon up the commandsin Krinpit-Urdu, Margie
stopped her again.

"Wait aminute. What wasthat?' There had been avoice on the PA system aong with the blare of dance
musc.

"I couldn't makeit out," said Dalehouse, "but | do hear something. Out in thewoods. Or in the air—"

Then the dance music abruptly died, and a scared voice replaced it. "Colond Menninger! All personne!!
Aircraft gpproaching!™

The sounds were clear now, two sets of them: the whickering putt-putt of a helicopter, and a quicker,
higher sound. The dancers scattered.

Over the trees two shapes appeared. Neither was moving very fast, but they came without warning: the
Fuel helicopter and a stub-winged STOL plane, onethey had not seeninthe air before. They did not
comein peace. Soldiers strapped to the pods of the helicopter werefiring incendiary rockets while
wing-mounted machine guns on the STOL strafed the camp. The fixed-wing plane made aroaring run
that took it out over the water; then it rose, turned, and dived in again. On its second passthe guns did
not fire, but four tiny rockets legped out from under the wing, streaked into the store shed, and set fire to
arow of tents.

The Greasies had not been so dow after all.

Here and there, around the camp and insdeit, perimeter guards and the more quick-witted of the
dancers were beginning to return the fire. Margie jJumped to her feet and began to run toward the nearest
rocket launcher, and then, on itsthird pass, the stub-winged plane swerved toward her. It was using both
machine guns and a flamethrower now. Asthe bullets stitched toward her, Margie dodged and fell,
amost beside the Krinpit; and the creature rose up high above her. It launched itself, two hundred
kilograms of half-molted body, on top of Marge Menninger.

Sharn-igon knew that thiswould be hislast malt, terribly premature, agonizing, fruitless. He would never
experience the satisfying itch of his new cargpace asit hardened and stretched over the soft inner pulp,
never fed the sexua Hirring of the newly shelled and embark on the quick conquest of afemaewith a
he-mate. As the Poison Ghosts Above zoomed in toward the camp, he tried to warn these new dlies.



But they were degf to the brilliant sounds from over the trees, desf to hiswarnings.
The pain was too much.

It had been hisintention to assst them in killing each other to the maximum extent possible, and then to
kill the survivors himsdf. But perhaps he had done dl the asssting he would ever do. The agony of his
new shell, aready beginning to crack again, tormented histhoughts. The blinding sounds of the aircraft
and the explosions dazed him.

There was only one Poison Ghost |ft that he could kill. It would have to be enough. Heraised himsdlf on
his pitifully soft-shelled limbs, leaned forward, and crashed down on top of her just asthe soft, deadly
tongue of the flamethrower licked a them both.

By then the whole camp wasfiring at the aircraft—or that much of it that was il ableto fire. But the
planeswere out of reach. They hung out over the water, akilometer and more away, the helicopter
dancing lightly, the STOL turning in small circles, and did not return to the attack.

The next assault came from another place.

A scream from one of the machine-gun pits, and the two soldiersin it were down, ripped to shreds. Out
of the pit came along, limber, black shape wearing tiny goggles and racing on its dozen limbsto the
nearest knot of humans; and another behind him, and another.

The burrowers managed to kill more than ten of the survivors. But that was dl. Even with the sunglasses
they were no match for trained human soldiers on the surface of the planet. If the planes had continued
their attack—but they didn't. The human defenders quickly rallied, and a the end there were fifty
burrowers stretched out on the ground, soiling the sand with their watery black blood. No more came
because there were no more in the nest to come. That burrow had been wiped ouit.

Dan Dalehouse stood peering out over the seawhile one of Cheech Arkashvili's assistants bandaged a
deep gash on hisarm. The planeswere gone. In the middle of everything, they had quietly flown down
the coastline and away.

"And why didn't they finish us off?" he asked.

There was no answer.

TWENTY-ONE

BY THE TIME they found Margie Menninger, ill dive, the fight waslong over and the camp was
amodg functioning again.

She had lain under the dead and stinking Krinpit for more than two hours, stunned, half-suffocated,
unable to shift the gross dead weight on top of her, her limbstwisted painfully but unhurt. Likethe djinnin
the bottle, at first she would have given aking's ransom to her rescuer. When they finally heard her
sand-gagged attempts at a bellow and dug her out, what she wanted to give was death.



They helped her afew steps away, with their heads averted from the stink. She gagged and swore a
them, and when they tried to help her stand she collapsed and vomited into the sand again. The doctor
came running, but adoctor wasn't what Marge needed. What she needed was to get the cesspool stench
of the Krinpit off her and out of her nostrils. Shelet Cheech strip off her coverdlsand assist her to the
edge of the water, and then she splashed around until the smell was gone and she could walk again.
Limpingly, yes. But under her own power. Wearing abraand bikini panties, with her gun belt over her
shoulder, she walked up the shore past the dead Krinpit, seared into a sort of omelette of meat and shell,
until someone came up with aterrycloth robe. She was giving orders as she walked.

Why had they stopped?

The camp had been at their mercy. With great precision they had knocked out the heavy weapons on the
first pass. There was not arocket launcher or amachine gun untouched —nothing but hand weapons. Of
the hundred eight personsin the Food camp, twenty-two were dead, nearly fifty were wounded or
burned. The planes had been unscathed. The burrowers had been wiped out entirely, but if the planes
had finished their work firgt, the burrowers would have had an easy time with the survivors. Why? The
timing had been exact. As soon as the planes had stopped shooting, the burrowers came out. That could
not have been a coincidence, and the goggles the burrowers wore were proof that the Greasies had
prepared them for the job. But then they hadn't followed through.

Why not?

But thank God for poppaand his parting gift! A metric ton of ammunition had been blown up, but there
were metric tonsleft untouched by virtue of the spare suppliesin thefina ship. Tents burned and food
was destroyed. But there was more. If Cappy's airplane had been stitched across by machine-gun fire,
there were spare partsto fix it. And that greatest of gifts, the six kilograms of 2Puinits carefully crafted
sheaths—that was till intact. The dead were irreplaceable, of course. Worse still were the casudlties,
because some of them were not merely aloss but adebit. Nguyen Dao Tree, who had lost aleg and alot
of blood to go with it; six persons badly burned, two others with serious abdomina wounds—awhole
cluster of damages for Cheech Arkashvili to try to repair. For each one of the worst off, there wasthe
cost of an able-bodied person to tend him. There was no tent gtill standing big enough to hold them dl,
and so Cheech had put them onto cots dragged out of the damaged tents, out in the open. Some of the
bedding was scorched, and if it began to rain again they would be in trouble. But for now they were as
well off asthey werelikely to be, Margie thought as she moved among them.

One of them got up as Margie gpproached: Lieutenant Kristianides, one whole side of her body in gauze
and antiburn dressing. But functioning. "Colone," she said. "I had to leave the radio—"

Marge glanced at the doctor, who shook her head. "Get back in bed, Kris. Tell me about it later.”

"No, I'm al right. When they shot thetent up | ran out. But | |eft the tape going. | was getting their
chatter, only it wasin dl different languages.”

"Thanks. Now get back in bed,” Marge ordered, and looked around. "Dalehouse, front and center!” she
caled. "Check the radio shack. If the tape's still working, give meaydll.”

Hedidn't look too good himsalf, she thought as he put down the tray of dressings and headed up the hill

without aword—mbut then, none of them did. Especially herself. Margie's own tent had been totaled, and
she was wearing fatigues bel onging to awoman who would never again need them— not unfair, but she
had been atdler and fatter woman than Marge Menninger.

When Daehouse called her, she had forgotten about the tapes. But she went up to the shack, which was
unburned and not realy harmed except for bullet holes, commandeering Ana Dimitrovaon theway. The



tape was voice-actuated, and Daehouse had aready found the right place to begin. Ana put on the
earphones and began to trandate.

"First one of the pilots says, 'On target,’ and the base acknowledges. Then there are some carrier noises,
asthough they were going to transmit and changed their minds, and then the base says, 'Suspend
operaions at once. Do not attack." And one of the pilats, | think it isthe Egyptian, saysin adifferent
Arab didect, 'Strike dready in progress. We have taken out their weapons dump. Body count around
twenty-five. Then thereis some mumbling that | cannot make out, as though they aretaking at the base
with the transmitter on but not close enough to pick it up. And then the base says, 'Urgent. Suspend
operationsimmediately.' And then the other pilot, the Irishman, saysthey are observing from over the
water, waiting for ingtructions, and then the base orders them to return without further attack. That isall
thereis on the tape until they get landing ingtructions later on."

"That'sit?" Margie asked.
"As| have said, colond, yes. Thereisnothing else.”

"Now, why would they change their mindsin the middle?' Margie asked. Neither Dalehouse nor
Dimitrovaoffered an answer. She hadn't expected one. It didn't matter. The Greasies had declared war,
and if they backed out in the middle of it that was their problem, not hers. She would not back out. To
Marge Menninger, the attack on her base—her basel— answered dl questionsright there. Why didnt
redlly matter. The only question was how—how to carry thefight to them, and winit.

"Can you dig with that shoulder?' she asked Daehouse.
"l guess so. It'snot bleeding.”

"Then go help Kappdyushnikov dig graves. Dimitrova, you're aradio operator now. No transmissons.
Just ligten. If the Greasies say anything, | want to hear about it right away.”

She left them and headed for the surviving latrine. She didn't particularly need to go to the bathroom; she
just wanted to be aone for amoment to clarify her thoughts. She ranked her way to the head of theline,
closed the door, and sat there smoking a cigarette and staring into space.

There was no question in her mind that she could win thiswar, because she had some powerful cardsto
play. The plutonium store was one of them. The other was Mgor Vandemeer'slittle dispatch case. There
were gtill four birdsin orbit; one could hit the Greasy main camp, and another their Farside base, anytime
she gave the order—and that would be that.

Thetrouble was, she didn't want to destroy the Greasy facilities. She wanted to acquire them. The birds
and the bomb were overkill, like trying to take care of amosquito with amortar.

No. It would have to be astraight overland operation. Maybe the plutonium, if it could be placed exactly
right. Not the missiles. It was a pity the Greasies had launched their preemptive strike before she was
quite ready to launch hers. But not adisaster. The worst thing about the raid was that her cadre of
effectives had been serioudy reduced. How was she going to mount her retaiatory strike without grunts?

Marge Menninger had just taken the only decision that gave the human race afuture on Jem, even though
shedidn't know it.

"Theonly good thing about dl this" Daehouse said to Kappe yushnikov, "isthat most of the casudties



were military. At least now we can get on with the real business of the expedition.”

Kappelyushnikov grunted and threw afew more spadefuls of dirt before he answered. " Of course, is<0,"
he sad, pausing and wiping sweet off hisface. "Only one question. What isred business of expedition?'

"To survive! And to preserve. God knows what's happening on Earth. We may be dl that's left of the
human race, and if anything's going to be left of, what, maybe five thousand years of science and literature
and music and art, it'shere.”

"Very discouraging amount of responsbility for two grave-diggers,”" Kappdyushnikov commented. "Y ou
are of courseright, Danny. We have saying in Soviet Union: longest journey beginswith single step. What
step do we take now?"

"Wdl—"
"No, walit, was rhetorical question. First step is apparent.

Havefinished covering up graves of now absent friends, so you, Danny, please step up to colondl's
headquarters and report burial services can begin.”

Hejammed his spade into the dirt and sat down, looking more despondent than Dalehouse had ever seen
him.

Ddehouse sad, "All right. Weredl pretty tired and shook up, | guess.”

The pilot shook his head, then looked up and grinned. "Am not only tired, dear Danny, am aso very
Russian. Heavy load to carry. We have other saying in Soviet Union: in thousand years, what difference
will it make? But now | tell you the truth, Danny. All sayings are bullshit. | know what we do, you and |
and al of us. We do the best we can. Isnot much, but isdl thereis.”

Daehouse laid down his spade and trudged up the hill to the headquarters shack, thinking hard. A heavy
respongbility! When you looked at it carefully, there was no way to preserve everything; so much that
was irreplaceable would inevitably be lost—yprobably aready waslost. There was not much chance that
the Arc de Triomphe and the British Museum and the Parthenon had al survived, not to mention some
billions of fairly irreplaceable human beings. It was hard for Danny to accept that he would never again
seeabadlet or listen to aconcert. Or fly in aclamjet or drink in arevolving restaurant on top of a
skyscraper. So much was gone forever! And so much more would inevitably vanish asthey tried to
rebuild....

Y et there was one great asset not yet destroyed: hope. They could survive. They could rebuild. They
could even rebuild in a better way, learning from the mistakes of the past, on thisvirgin planet—

There was aknot of people gathering around the headquarters shack, and Marge Menninger, with a
couple of her aides, wastrotting up to join them. Da ehouse hurried his pace and arrived in time to hear
Anasaying, "Thismessage just camein, Colond Menninger. | will play the tape for you."

"Doit," snapped Marge, out of breath and exhausted

Da ehouse moved closer to her. She seemed near to collapse. But as the tape player hummed and
scratched, she pulled hersdlf together and stood listening intently.

Danny recognized the voice. It was the black air vice-marshal, Pontrefact; and what he said did not take
very long.



"Thisisan officid message on behalf of the Fuel Exporting Powersto the Food camp. We offer an
immediate and permanent armistice. We propose that you remain within twenty kilometers of your camp,
in the direction toward ours, and we will observe the same limitsfrom ours. We request an answer within
one hour.”

There was a pause, as though he was shuffling papersin his hand, and then the rich Jamai can tones began
agan.

"Asyou are aware, our air strike against your camp was provoked by your destruction of our satdllites. It
was ordered only after full exploration of al aternatives. Our intention was to wipe your base out
completey. However, asyou are dso aware, we terminated the strike after inflicting relatively minor
damage on your base. The reason for this decision isthe reason for this offer of armistice now.

"Our gtar, Kung, isunstable. It isabout to flare.

"We have been aware for sometimethat itsradiation level has been fluctuating. Within the past
twenty-four hoursit has become more extreme. Whilethe air strike wasin progress we received
information from our astrophysicists that amajor flare will occur in the near future. We do not have an
exact time. Our understanding isthat it may occur as early asforty-eight hours from now, and dmost
surely within the next two weeks. If you accept our offer of armistice, we will transmit dl technica dataat
once, and your people can make their own judgments.”

The voice hesitated, then resumed in aless forma way. "We have no knowledge of conditions on Earth
at present and suppose you have none aswell. But it is clear that for all practical purposes we on Jem are
adoneinthe universe at thistime. Wethink we will need al the resources we have to prepare our camp
for thisflare. If we continue to fight, we suppose wewill al die. | do not propose that we work together.
But | propose that we stop fighting, at least until thiscrisisispast.” Another pause. Then: "Please respond
within an hour. God help usdl.”

Margie closed her eyesfor amoment while everyone waited. Then she opened them again and said,
"Cdl them back, Dimitrova. Tell them we accept their offer, ask for their technica dataat once, and say
wewill bein contact again when we have something to say. Folks, the war isover.”

Ten minutes later, the whole camp knew it. Margie had gone on the public-address system, played the
tape from Marsha Pontrefact, and broken the news of the disaster and the truce. She had called a
genera mesting for 0300 hours, about ninety minutes from then, and ordered Alexis Harcourt, the
nearest thing they had |eft to an astronomer, to go over the data from the Greasies and report before that
time. Then she turned to Danny Daehouse and said, "I don't have abed anymore, but | need about an
hour's deep real bad.”

"Therésasparein my tent."

"I was hoping you'd ask." She peered up toward the sullen glow in the clouds where Kung was hiding
and shook her head. "It's been a son of abitch of aday,” she said asthey picked their way toward the
tent row. "And it's not over yet. Know what I'm going to do a the meeting?’

"Am | supposed to guess?’

"No way, Danny. Y oud never makeit. I'm going to announce the impending retirement of Colonel
Marjorie Menninger from active service."



"What?"

"Pick your teeth up, Danny, and don't just stand there," she advised, tugging him aong. "Were going to
convert this place to civilian government, effective as soon asthe emergency isover. Or maybe before. |
don't care. Maybe al you guys who're bitching about the army way of doing thingsareright. | haveto
say that my way hasn't been working out too well, everything considered. So | think were going to need
electionsfor anew government, and if you want my advice you'l run.”

"For what? Why me? Margie, you get me al mixed up!"

"Why you? Because you're practicaly the only origind settler Ieft, you know that? Just you and Gappy .
Because nobody hates your guts. Because you're the only person in the camp who has the age and
experience to handle the job of running things and who isn't asoldier. Don't let me pressure you. It's your
decison. But you've got my vote. If," she added in adifferent tone, "anything we decide makes any
differenceat al now."

They were at histent, and Marge paused at the flap, Staring up at the sky. "Oh, shit," shesaid, "it's
beginning to rain." 1t was—big drops, with promise of more behind them.

"The casudtied" hesad.

"Y eah. We're going to have to get them under cover. And that's a pity, Danny, because | was kind of
hoping we could catch usalittle R and R before the meeting.”

In spite of everything, Danny could not help himsdlf. He laughed out loud. "Marjorie Menninger, you are
somekind of strange. Get in there and get some deep.” But before she turned, he put his arms around
her for amoment. "I never would have thought it of you," he said. "What converted you to civilian
vaues?'

"Who's converted?' Then she said, "Well, maybeit was that fucking Krinpit. If it hadn't been for him,
you'd've been burying me alittle while ago, too. | didn't trust him, either, but he gave hissllly lifeto save
me"

With so few of them |eft, they didn't really need the PA system to cope with the fifty-five or Sixty persons
listening, but they hooked in one speaker for the benefit of the casudties who were well enough to hear,
intheir tents down the hill. The rest sat or siood on the wet planks of the dance floor in the sullen, steady
rain while Marge Menninger spoke to them from thelittle dais. She turned the stage over to Harcourt.

Hesaid, "A lot of the datafrom the Greasiesisn't astronomy, it's geology. They've done alot of digging.
They say there seem to be flare episodes every twenty or thirty years. There's no set pattern, but by the
amount of ash and char, they think your average flare involves about a seventy-five percent increasein
radiation spread out over aperiod of aweek or more. That's enough to kill us. Partly heat. Mostly
ionizing radiation.

"Now, when does it happen? Their best guessisten days, —give or take ten days." There was amurmur
from the audience, and he nodded. " Sorry about that, but | don't have the training to make it any closer
than they do; in fact, I'm only taking their word. The picture | get is of dowly increasing hest over a
period of acouple of weeks. | think we've been having that, and maybe it's why the weather has been so
lousy. Then the flare. Surface temperature goes up to maybe three-fifty degrees. That's Kelvin—say,
somewhere between where we are now and the boiling point of water. | don't think it goes over that, not
for very long, anyway. But there are peak flares, and they're like striking amatch. If anything can burn, it



will. Apparently the forests burn, but maybe not right avay— they'd probably haveto dry out first. Then
the flare recedes, the temperature comes down, the air drops out moisture, and you get rain to put out
thefires. Probably ahell of alot of rain, over aperiod of weeks or months. Then you're back to normal.”

"Only dead," somebody called out from the audience. Harcourt spread his hands defensively.

"Maybe not. If you'rein shelter, you might survive." He started to continue, then stopped himsdlf. Margie
came up beside him.

"Y ou don't sound too confident.”

"I'm not. The—ah, the geological record doesn't inspire much confidence. The Greasiestook coresfrom
more than ahundred different sites, and they al showed the same pattern —recurring char and soil, back
thousands of years."

Ddehouse stood up. "Alex," he cdled, "why hasnt it killed off everything on the surface of Jemlong
ago?’

"You'reasking for aguess? | guessit has. At least al the vegetation. It burns off, then regrowsfrom
roots, most likely. Seeds probably would survive, though. And those drenching rains after each flare
would give the new growth agood start in fertile soil—the char's greet fertilizer; primitive man used to
dash and burn to get his farms started, back on Earth. | don't know about the animals. I'd guessthe
Creepieswould bedl right in their tunnelsif they didn't garve to death waiting for new growth to live on.
Probably alot of them do. Maybe the same for the Krinpit, because it would take alot to kill them off.
They don't have to worry about being blinded by the radiation, because they don't have any eyesto begin
with. And those shdlls are pretty good armor for their vital organs. Probably get alot of mutations, but in
the long run that's as much good asit is bad for the race.”

"Whet about Charlie?'

"I don't know. That's harder. | guessaredly good flare might wipe out damn near al the adults. But
that's when they spawn, and the spawn might survive—aso, no doubt, with alot of mutations. I'd say
evolution moves pretty fast here.”

"Well, look," Margiecut in, "if al these things can survive, why can't we?"

Harcourt shrugged. "They're adapted, we're not. Besides, I'm talking about races surviving, not
individuals. Maybe asfew as one percent live through it. Maybeless." He looked around the audience.
"One percent of usleaves how many?' he asked.

"Yeah," Margiesaid dowly. "Wadll, | think we get the picture. We need to get under something big
enough to stop both heat and radiation, and we need to do it in ahurry. Got any ideas on what we can
make aroof out of 7'

Harcourt hesitated. "Not aclue,” he confessed. "Certainly the tentswon't doit. Oh, and | should mention
the winds. They probably get pretty fierce, with dl that insolation. So anything we did build would have
to stand up to maybe two-hundred-kilometer-an-hour hurricanes. Maybe more. I, uh, | thought, for a
minute of using the Creepies tunnds, and that might work—for some of us, anyway. But | doubt more
than ten percent of uswould live through maybe two or three weeks underground without very good
ventilation and certainly without air conditioning—and that air down thereis going to get hot. "

There was a sllence while everyone considered possibilities. Then Kappdyushnikov came forward. "Is
onething we can do," he announced. "Not many of us. Maybe fifteen, twenty. Can get in return capsule



and gointo orbit."
"It'sjust as hot there," Marge Menninger protested.

Gappy shook his head. "Is only radiation. Sted hull reflects ninety-nine percent, maybe. Anyway, plenty.
Only problem— who decides which twenty lucky people go up?’

Marge Menninger thought for amoment, then said, "No, that's alast ditch, Gappy. There's another
problem with it: what do those lucky fellows do when they come down again? There aren't enough of us
left now. | don't think twenty would be enough to survive. If we went up—strike that; I'm not saying |
would be one of the ‘'we." If anyone went up, it'd be just as smart to keep on going. Try to get back to
Earth. Maybe go to one of the other colonies. The chances would be as good as coming back here when
the whole planet'sfried.”

Harcourt nodded but corrected her automatically. "Not the whole planet.”
"Whet?'

"Well, only haf the planet. Our half. The part that faces Kung. The far side probably wouldn't even notice
there was aflare going on. That's no good for us," he went on quickly, "because we can't live there; we
don't have timeto build an airtight hested dome and move everything— What's the matter?'

Margie had burst out laughing. "Son of abitch,” she said. " Shows how wrong you can be when you start
trying to trust people. Those bastard Greasies aren't giving us a square count! They didn't stop fighting
because they wanted to make peace. They stopped because we were as good as dead anyway!"

"But—but 0 are they—"

"Wrong! Becausethey have aFarside base!" She shook her head ruefully. "Folks" shesaid, "l was
going to make areal magnolious announcement about turning the reins over to civilian government, only
now | think that's going to have to wait. We've got amilitary job to do first. When this side of the planet
goes, they've got that snug little nest on the side that never gets radiation from Kung anyway, and they
couldn't care lessif the son of abitch blows up. That's going to be anice place to be. And were going to
takeit away from them."

TWENTY-TWO

THESE WERE THE mesas and canyons of the high desert. Danny Daehouse had flown over themin
less than an hour and seen them only as quaint patterns in an unimportant carpet beneath. Marching over
them was something ese. Kappeyushnikov ferried them in as close as he dared, three a atime, once
four, with thelittle biplane desperately dow to wallow off the ground. He made more than a dozen round
trips and saved them ahundred kilometers of cutting through jungle. Even o, it was athree-day march,
and every step hard work.

Nevertheless, Daehouse had not felt aswell in weeks. In spite of bone-bruising fatigue. In spite of the
gar that might explode at any moment. In spite of the fact that Marge Men-ninger's shopping list had
overlooked a supply of spare hiking boots, and so he limped on aright foot that was amass of blisters.
He was not the unluckiest. Three of the effectives had been unable to go on at dl. "Well come back for



you," Margie had promised; but Daehouse thought shelied, and he could seein the eyes of the casuaties
that they were certain of it.

And gtill he would have sung as he marched, if held had breeth enough for it.

It had been raining on and off for nearly forty hours— mean, wind-driven rain that kept them soddenin
the steamy heat even when it let up, and chilled when it drenched them. That didn't matter, either. It was
regrettable, because it meant that Charlie and the two remaining members of hisflock could not keepin
touch with them visudly. (He had had to take the radio away from the balloonist before they left— far
too easy for the Greasies to intercept.) Whenever the clouds lightened, Da ehouse searched the sky for
hisfriend. He never saw him, never heard his song, but he knew he was up there somewhere. It wasn't
serious. The wesather that kept Charlie from scouting danger for them kept the Greasies from providing it.

There were twelve of them il toiling toward the Greasy camp. They had |eft the rest of the
survivors—the highly impermanent survivors, if this expedition didn't do what it was supposed to—back
at the base with ordersto look as though they were twice as numerous as they were. Margie herself had
transmitted the last message to the Greasies. "We are beginning construction of underground shelters.
When theflareis over we can discuss a permanent peace. Meanwhile, if you approach we will shoot on
sght." Then she pulled the plug on the radio and crawled into Cappy's planefor the last ferry trip.

They had less than ten kilometers to go—athree hour stroll under good conditions, but it would take
them al of aday. It was scramble down one side of aravine and crawl up the other, peer over the top of
acrest and scuttle down its other face. And it was not just the terrain. They were all heavily |oaded.
Food, water, wegpons, equipment. Everything they would need they had to carry on their backs.

The red cylinders marked "Fuel Elements—Replacement” were the worst. Each cylinder contained
hundreds of the tiny clad needles and weighed more than akilogram. Twelve of them made a heavy load.

At first they took turns carrying the puzzle pieces that would unite to form anuclear bomb. One of the
tricks was to make sure they didn't unite prematurely, and at every stop Lieutenant Kristianides
supervised the stacking of knapsacks so that no two bomb |oads were within ameter of each other. The
chance was very smdll that they could in fact be dropped, kicked, or jostled into a configuration of
critical mass. Making that happen on purpose when desired had been a serious chalenge for some of the
best munitions experts on Earth; for that purpose they carried another twenty kilos of highly sophisticated
casing and trigger. Without that there was no real danger—or so Marge assured them dl. But they were
careful anyway, because in their guts none of them believed the assurance. Perhaps not even Marge.

At the end of the first march Margie had gone through the party, checking loads. When she cameto Ana
Dimitrova, Stting hugging her knees next to Danny Daehouse, she said softly, "Areyou serile?!

"What? Redlly! What aquestion!” But then Margie shook her head.

"Sorry, I'm just tired. | should have remembered you aren't.” And she grinned and winked at both
Daehouse and Ana; but when they picked up packs again Nan'sload was changed to water flasks, and
limping old Marguerite Mosder was carrying the fud rods.

Margie looked terrible, and at every stop she seemed to look worse. Her plumpness was long gone. The
bone structure of her face showed for the first timein years, and her voice was arasp. More than that,
her complexion was awful. When the Krinpit had buried her for two hours, its molting juices overrode
her defenses. A day later she had broken out in great purplish blotches and a skin discoloration like
sunburn. She said it did not hurt; there, too, Daehouse thought she lied.

But he thought she was telling the truth about one very important thing, and perhaps that was the reason



he could not repress afeeling of cheer. The bomb they were carrying would not be used.

He had been the one to proposeiit, and she had accepted the idea a once. "Of course," she said. "1 don't
want to destroy their camp. | want it, al of it—not only for us, but for the future of the human race on
Jem. The bomb'sbest useis asathrest, and that's what well useit for."

He said asmuch to Anaat their last halt before coming in sight of the Greasy base. " She's planning for
future generations. At least she thinksit'sworth keeping your chromosomesintact.”

"Of course," said Ana, surprised. "'l have that confidencetoo." And so, Danny Daehouse was
discovering, did he. Bad asthings were, he had hope. It carried him through that last belly-crawl, three
hundred metersin the drenching rain, into the muddy cave that wastheir point of entrance for the
burrower tunnels under the Greasy base. It sustained him while Mg or Vandemeer and KrisKrigtianides
painfully and gingerly assembled the parts of the detonator and fitted the fuel rodsintoit. It survived after
Margie and Vandemeer and two others wriggled their way into the abandoned courses and disappeared
from sight. The part of hislife, of al their lives, that they were living through at that moment was misery
and fear. Maybe worse than that, it was self-reproach; they were doing something that Daehouse could
not think of as noble or even tolerable. It was aholdup. Armed robbery. No better than amugging. But it
would be over. And abetter time would come! And that hope kept him going for two full hours after
Margie and the others had crawled away. Until Kris Kristianides, looking scared and harried, checked
her watch and said, "That'sit. From now on, everybody stay insde. Face the wall. Hands over your
eyes. When thefireball comes, don't look up. Wait ten minutes at least. I've got goggles. I'll tell you
when you—"

Then they drowned her out, Daehouse first and loudest. "She's going to do it! But she promised—"

"Shit, Dalehouse, she couldn't keep that promise! The Greasieswould think it was abluff. She'sgoing to
take out their arms and food just like we planned, and then well move in and wipe them up.”

"What insanity!" cried Ana. "Ther€ll be nothing there! Thefalout will kill usif we go into the camp.”

"Maybe. I've got a counter; well check everything out. The important thing's the planes. If we get them
we can get to their base on Farside." She hesitated. She had been carefully rehearsed in al thisand had
carried the secret with her for more than aday. But she had dreaded this moment. If it had not been for
her burns, she would have been in the warrens with the colonel and the mgjor, and alot happier there
than shewas here. "Anyway," shefinished, "there's nothing we can do about it now. Shelll blow the
bomb in the next ten minutes. Get your faces down!™

And then, at last, hope was dead.

For the Brood Mother, too, all hope was gone. Blind and aone she moved dowly down through the
tunnelsto the only place left for her to be.

The thirty-meter level wasfor pups and outcasts. It was aplace to play growing-up gamesor, at the end
of al games, aplace to die. Mother dr'Shee had never been there before. She had been a biddable pup,
trained early to respongbility. Asatiny thing she had found it tingly-thrilling to listen to the Stories of the
half-growns, shivering in delight as she groped for the teat in her nurse's sheltering silk. But she had never
explored the adventurous levelsfor herself. Not once. She had known that the time would come soon
enough when, at the end of her life, shewould drag herself down to seethose old, unvisited levels and
die



In that she had been partly wrong. It wastimeto die, and she was there. But she could not see.
With dignity the Brood Mother raised her forebody to itsfullest stretch and caled, "Is anyone near?"

There was no reply. No sound. No scent except the stale, spoiled smell of eldersiong dead. Shetried
again, not because she had any hope of being answered, but for the sake of being methodical. "' Person or
pup, can anyone hear my voice?"

Nothing. If there had been an answer, it could only have been one of the wild young males who roamed
the upper corridors, seeking only to kill. But there was not even that.

So another of her senses had become usdaless to her. Hearing meant nothing when there was nothing to
hear.

It was apity shewas blind, but she bore no malice toward the Two-Legs who had burned out her eyes
with their stroboscopic lights. She had in any case revenged hersdf upon anumber of themin
advance—for poisoning her tunndls, for abducting her young, for perverting the brood into new and vile
practices. Mogt of dl for coming to disturb her lifein thefirst place. She had fought againgt it dl, against
the Two-Legs and sometimes against members of her own brood turned against her by the new ways of
the Two-Legs. And now the tunnels were empty, and shewas blind. Tssheee! 1t would have been
less—less final to be here and doneif she could have seen at least an occasiona phosphorescent
glimmer of fungus or decay. What was |ft of her senses? Taste no longer mattered. Therewaslittleto
eat. Smedl was unrewarding, with neither males nor pupsto nuzzle. She could till fed the powdery dust
floor benegth her, the curving wall at her sde. Dr'Sheetook comfort from being tightly enclosed, asshe
had been through al the happiest parts of her life. ..

Which was now over.

She stretched and sighed afeline, purring sound of despair. She was beginning to be very hungry. The
Two-Legs had ruined most of the food stores when they poisoned the tunnelsto get at her and her few
surviving dlies. But the tunnels stretched ten kilometersin dl directions. Somewhere there would be
something, in thisimmense engineered warren that had been her world. She did not serioudy think of
seeking it. A Brood Mother did not debase hersdlf to prolong alife that was over.

Woomf—

The tunnd around her moved. It was not a shake or atremor, but a ddliberate and amost peristaltic
movement. Mother di'Shee had never before experienced such athing. Burrows sometimes crumbled,
Krinpit invaded them, the rains might wash through aroof. But for al the earth to move? Such athing
could not happen! For the Brood Mother such an event was exactly as disquieting asit would have been
for afishto scull itstail and yet not move, or for ahuman being to fed the air about him turn glassy and
shatter.

And then, from thirty meters above and more than a kilometer away, she heard the sound that followed.
It was more than a sound; it was apressurein the air that stung her ears and left them filled with adistant,
discordant chatter, like the pegping of ahungry litter. But there were no pupsto cry for her, ever again.

For some reason Margi€e's right knee was only scraped and sore, while the left one was bloodily gouged,
the leg of the coveral worn through, the skin itself long since rubbed away. It was harder and harder for
her to keep up with the two ahead of her. God had not intended her to crawl through tunnels ninety
centimeters high for hourson end. . . . Which God she meant was not quite clear. To spare her knee she



tried for awhile athree-legged gait, putting alittle weight on her left toes, the rest on right leg and hands.
That was a bummer. She wound up with the worst cramp she had ever had in the cdf of her leg. She had
to stop and pressit out while VVandemeer behind her dmost caught up and the two ahead kept on going.
So then she speeded her pace and ripped the knee still more.

She paused and glanced at her watch. Still more than a quarter of an hour before the device would go
off. Before that the two grenades they had |eft at bends in the tunnel swould bring down enough dirt to
tamp the explosion; and they were agood kilometer awvay by now. Probably far enough for surviva, if
not comfort. "Taketen," she shouted. Sherolled over and rested her limbs, breathing hard of the stale
and tainted air. Funnily, it was not redlly dark in the tunndls. That she had not expected. Once her eyes
had adjusted, she could seelittle will-0-the-wisp lights, so faint and pale that they hardly had color at dll.
Swamp gas, foxfire, Wilis—whatever they were, they were welcome.

She heard aquick, quiet scuffle down the tunnel behind her, then a thwuck.
Thenglenceagan.
"Van?' shecdled. "Mgor Vandemeer?'

The dirt wals swalowed her words, and there was no reply. Painfully sherolled herself over, turned
herself around, and crawled back.

The mouse-droppings odor was very strong. She touched the switch of her little helmet light and saw that
the major was dead. One of the burrowers had been here, and the dart that protruded from Vandemeer's
face provediit.

"Shit," whispered Margie, and then belatedly lifted her head and drew her pistol. The light showed
nothing for sure down the crooked, uneven tunnel—wasthat aglint of something? areflection from an
eye? Shefired twice.

When she looked again there was nothing there. But every few metersthere were little sde passages and
bays, and a dozen Creepies could be waiting there for her to turn her head.

She dmost raised her voiceto call the others back but stopped herself as she was opening her mouth.
For what?

They could not bring the magjor's body back. Doubled over as it was—he seemed to have been turning
when he was shot— he dmost blocked the tunndl. Maybe that was the last service he could render his
cause—to dow down pursuit.

There was a better way. She had two grenades |eft. She pulled one off her belt, set it to ten clicks, turned
around, and scuttled as rapidly as she could after the others. When she had counted a hundred seconds,
she dropped, locked her hands over the back of her neck, and waited for the distant, muffled thud that
told her she had dropped a part of the tunnel roof" down to bury the mgjor.

When the grenade went off, it occurred to her that it was strange she had not caught up with the others.
"Sam! Chotnik! Sound off !" she cried. They didn't answer; they hadn't heard her order to stop. She left
the helmet light on and hurried after them, the pain in her knee no longer signifying. When thered
numeras on her watch told her it wastime for the nuclear blast, she till had not caught up.

Sherolled over on her back again. For thisblast it did not matter whether she protected her neck. She
would bekilled or she would not, and the only factor that mattered was whether there was enough earth
between her and the explosion. There should be. When the impellers drove the sets of plutonium needles



into mesh with each other, there would be anuclear blast. But not abig one. They would not stay in
contact more than afew microseconds. If she had placed them right, they would expend their force up
through the roof of the tunndl, carrying the Greasies arms stores with them, and not much ese. If she had
placed them right. She was far less sure of that than she had pretended to Vandemeer and the others.
The mapsthat Tinkaand the Indonesian had given their livesto get to her were extremely complete and
clear. But reading them in the open air was one thing; trying to follow them asyou crawled from level to
level underground was something quite different. She was not even sure that they had followed the same
route on the way out as going in. They should have drawn asilken cord after them or broken off bits of
gingerbread cookiesfor atrace—

At that moment the explosion occurred. Right on time. And shewas il dive.

It was not even frightening. It was, she thought, asit would have been in her mother'swomb if her mother
had fallen. Some external event had taken place. But herein the tunndl she moved with the ground, and
even the sound of the explosion was too huge and dow to be frightening.

So that part of the plan, at least, had worked. Now, if Kriscould rally the patrol to the attack— If they
remembered their radiation ponchos and the wind was not too unfavorable— If the Greasies did not pull
themsalves together fast enough to ress— If the bomb had been in theright place after all— Therewere
too many ifs. Her place waswith her troops, not here.

A sighing, dithering sound afew meters behind her caught her attention. She turned the headlamp toward
it and saw that a section of the roof had collgpsed into the tunndl.

Shaken loose by the nuclear blast? Maybe. More likely not. Creepies had been knowntotry to trap a
foe by plugging tunnels before. She wasterribly easy to find and follow, with thetrail of blood from her
knee.

It wastimeto get out of there. Doggedly detaching hersalf from the pain and from the fear that one of
them was sillently cregping up behind her, she resumed her crawl.

In ten meters her head struck dirt.

Sheturned on thelight again. It wasfresh dirt. The burrowers had closed both ends of the tunnel. She
whirled quickly. Nothing moved behind her. Shewas aone.

Margie Menninger said to thewadll, "The most basic human fear is of being buried dive" Shewaited for a
moment, as though hoping someone would answer. Then she pulled out her pistol with one hand and
reached for her entrenching tool with the other. It wasn't there. Then she remembered she had | eft it
where they assembled the bomb.

Fingersthen.

She dropped the pistol and tore at the dirt plug with her bare hands. Furioudy. Theninterror. At last
because there was nothing else for her to do.

From horizon to horizon, asfar as Charlie could see, there was a solid undercast of clouds, and taller
ones poked up al around. The storm was weakening off toward the ocean, but here, somewhere above
the Greasy camp, it had been hours since he had seen the ground at all, days since he had last seen the
little party of hisfriend ‘Anny. And it wasimpossible to stay on station! At al levels up to ten thousand
meters and more the wind was strong and solidly toward the Heat Pole, and it dragged him remorsalessy



away. Charlie could read the fraying of the anvil-shaped tops of the cumulonimbus; it showed that &t
fifteen thousand meters there was areturn flow. But he and the two femaes of hisflock who survived
wereworn and tired. They had lost much lift. It took them forever to reach thoselofty levels.

Asthey labored upward anew flock came sailing down from the Pole, and Charlieled histiny fragment
tojoinit, eager for anew audiencefor his songs about the new friends from Earth, hungry to hear songs
he had not heard before. It had been long and long since he had joined in a proper e steddfod, and his
soul ached for it. The new flock was small, fewer than sixty adults, but there were voicesin it he had
never heard, and he sang greeting toward them with joy.

Whitelight lashed acrossthem.

Theflare caught them dl by surprise. Charlie was one of the fortunate ones. He was facing away from the
blast, and so he was not blinded at once. He saw the high cirrus starkly outlined, blue-white against the
sullen, crimson Jemman sky, saw the shapes of the new flock picked out in brighter, sharper colorsthan
he had ever seen. Minutes later he heard the sound, and behind him and below a new thundercloud
boiled up out of the undercast.

Chorus of welcome became adirge of pain and fear. Charlie could only reply with alifting song. The
seniors of the new flock took it up, and the swarm dropped ballast, bel ched swallowed hydrogen into
their sacs, and rose. A few did not. They were not merely blind; they were in too grest pain to respond.

Although they were far from the blast, when the winds struck, the swarm was thrown helter-skelter
acrossthe sky. Charlie had never felt such gusts before. Alwaysin other ssorms there had been
warning—gathering clouds and the deadly play of lightning to tell them it wastime to swallow hydrogen
and ride out the storm, or soar to escape above it. Thistime there was no warning and no escape. His
feeding flaps and winglets felt as though they were being torn out at the roots. Captive of the huge sail of
his surface, he was thrown through the new flock, caroming off their seniors, cannoning ball oonets out of
the way.

And then, without warning, he fet the familiar cregping tension of the surface of his gas sac and
recognized the swest, stinging odor of the females. Estrus, swarming time, time to breed!

The spinnerets of the femaeswere working furiously now, spraying threadlike ova and pheronomesinto
theair. All around the swarm, the air was fragrant with the demand to breed. For Charlie, and for al the
males, there was no question about what to do next: hive up, spray milt, soar back and forth through the
stinging mist while their teats elongated, convulsed, spread their seed. The skins of their air sacs
tightened, drawing the features of their tiny facesinto caricatures. Behind the expressons that looked like
pain was pain. The overturesto sex were no joy to Charlie. They werelike being locked in an Iron
Maiden with acid-tipped spikes. Only the relief that came when the semen squirted out made the pain
end.

But it was wrong, wrong!

Charlie sang out his question and hisfear, and the new flock sang with him. What breeding wasthis, with
the flare coming from the enemy ground and not the sky? What wasthis heet that smotethem like afig,
following on the thunder and the wild gales? Charlie could see that in the turbulence most of the silklings
had been missed by the milt. They were dl over the Sky. Within his own body he could fed it waswrong.
Where was the bubbling of hydrogen to replenish his sac, radiation-stung out of his body fluids? And
what—what was this monstrous, bubbling cloud that was growing so fast it was drawing them all toward
it?

And that was the question that answered al the others and put an end to questions forever for Charlieas



the searing heat of the nuclear cloud burned out his eye patches, cracked his gas sac, touched off the
hydrogen that spilled out, and ended his songs for aways.

TWENTY-THREE

AsNUCLEAR EXPLOSIONS went, it was inconsderable. Lessthan akiloton, it would hardly have
been noticed in the multi-megaton blasts that had scoured the surface of Earth. When theimploding
grenades forced the bright plutonium needles out of their sheathsto mate, they werein contact for only a
few microseconds before their own immense reaction drove them apart.

But by then the explosion had occurred. The needles, the shdll, the walls of the tunnel around them had
been vaporized to a hot gas, billions of atmospheres of pressure, irresstibly determined to escape. It
escaped. Within afew thousandths of asecond it had formed its pipsguesk firebdl, fifty meters across,
racing upward at five hundred kilometers an hour, brighter than Kung, brighter than Earth's sun, brighter
than hundreds of them put together. The firebal grew and soared, first bright red with its burden of nitric
acid, then whitening and losing its brightness as it began to cool.

Even through closed eyesthat stark flare was visible to the people huddled in the cave, and the shock
front that swept over them shook the cave and their bodies. The noise wasimmense. After it, over the
echoes, Kris Kristianides was shouting, " Stay down! Don't open your eyes! Wait!" For nearly ten
minutes she kept them there, and then, dowly, she peered through haf-closed lids and the dark goggles
and announced they could get up.

Tentatively they poked their heads over the ridge. Squinting, they saw what Marge Menninger had done.

The nuclear cloud boiled tall through the layers of gtratus. It had punched its own holein therain clouds,
but its mushroom top was out of sight. Nearer, the Greasy camp seemed hardly touched: ashed blown
over, acouple of tents burning, people moving dazedly around.

"She—she missed the base!" cried Kris, and Danny Daehouse could not tell whether her tone was angry
or glad. But what she said was true. The bottom of the blast was half akilometer away from the camp
toward the Heat Pole. Marge had got herself lost. The hdf of the blast that went into explosive pressure
had wasted itself on the sand and succulents of the steppe.

But the third that went into heat had done better. The nearest personsin the Greasy camp were
staggering around, blind and in agony. No one had given them goggles. No one had warned them not to
look toward the blast.

"Check your pieces," Kristianides ordered. She had taken the goggles off, and under them her eyes were
red. But her voice was determined. "Put on your cloaks. Let's go. Weremoving in.”

Da ehouse stood up and pulled the plastic poncho over his head like an automaton. (Would that really
protect againgt any fdlout at al?) He picked up his recoilless and dapped a cartridge into the breech.
(Why am | doing this?) He gtarted off with the othersin aragged line of skirmish, dl nine of them walking
dowly toward the Fuel base.



At every step hewastelling himself that it waswrong. Wrong tacticaly: the nuclear blast had knocked
out no more than afew unfortunates, and they were likely to get their heads blown off by the survivors.
Wrong strategically: they should never have dlowed themsalvesto get into this position. And wrong,
most wrong of al, moraly. What kind of world were they fighting for when they killed people without

warning?

Dalehouse looked uneasily back and forth at the othersin theline. All were staring straight ahead at the
Fud camp. Didn't any of them fed the way he did?

He stopped in histracks. "Kris," he said, "I don't want to do this."
She turned dowly so that the muzzle of her gun covered him. "Move your ass, Daehouse.”
"No, wait, Kris. Let's—"

Shesadtightly, "I was expecting that from you. Were going in there. All of us. Colonel Menninger set
thisup, and I'm not going to let it go to waste. Now moveit."

The others had stopped to look at them. None of them spoke; they only waited while Daehouse
watched the barrel of the GORR comeinto line with the bridge of his nose. He sighed deeply and said,
"No, Kris." And then he stood there as her expression changed and hardened and he redlized that, yes,
shewas going to pull thetrigger—

"Put down your rifle, lieutenant,” Anacaled.

She was behind Krisand alittle to one side, and she had her own gun pointed firmly at the lieutenant's
back. "1 do not wish to kill," she said, "but I, too, do not want to attack this camp.”

Daehouse didn't wait to see what would happen. He stepped forward and took the GORR from
Krigtianidess hands. He threw it back over the crest of the hill they had just crossed and then followed it
with hisown. After asecond Anadid the same, and so, one by one, did the others.

"Y ou fucking foold" Krisraged. "They'll shoot you down likerats"

Ddehouse did not answer. He stared toward the Greasy camp, where afew persons who were not blind
or incapacitated had begun to appear. They had weapons, and they were gazing at the drama on the hill.

Da ehouse raised his hands over his head and began to walk steadily toward them. Out of the corner of
his eye he saw Anadoing the same thing. Maybe Kriswas right. Maybe one of those armed people
kneding in the shelter of a smoldering tent would begin to shoot. But it was out of his hands. Whatever
guilt there was, it would not anymore belong to him; and for thefirst time in months he felt a peace.

TWENTY-FOUR

AND SO, AT THE LAST, what can one say of them?What isto be said of Marjorie Menninger and
Danny Daehouse and Ana Dimitrova—and of Charlie and Ahmed Dulla, or of Sharn-igon and Mother
dr'Shee? They did what they could. More often than not, they did what they thought they should. And
what can be said of them iswhat can be said of all persons, human and otherwise, at the end: they died.
Some survived the fighting. Some survived theflare. But in thelong run there are no survivors.



There are only replacements. And time passes, and generations come and go.

And then, what can one say of that beautiful and powerful woman named Muskrat Greencloud
An-Guyen?

One can say that she bearsthe traces of Margie and Nan and some of the others. Some through the
passage of chains of DNA, some only because of what they did or who they were.

She never knew any of them, of course, because they are dl six generations dead; sheis a replacement.

Likedl of us, sheisnot asingle person. She wearsthree personas, or Six, or ahundred if you count the
subjective memories and stereotypes other persons carry around that bear the [abdl "Muskie An-Guyen.”
To aformer lover, sheisthe sweetly sweaty companion of aweekend at Lake Hell. To her
grandchildren, she is the docent who leads them through the museums and the zoo. To your average
registered Republicate lot-caster of the Boyne-Feng Metropolitan Area, sheisthe selection judge who
supervises the machineries of government. Or, actudly, of nongovernment. Muskie is one hundred
percent solidly behind the Six Precepts of the Jemman Republics, and No strong central government is
the last and maybe most important of them. "Government” is a dead wickednessto Muskie, burned out in
the Blast and starved in the Desperation. It has been gone from Jem this century and ahaf. No one
wants to see that pawkish horror back, least of all Muskie. It is as obsolete as armies and indolence and
waste. Muskie will keep it S0, if it demands her last drop of blood aswell asthe utmost sacrifices by her
militiavolunteers and gift acceptors.

But to seewho Muskieis, let uslook at the three principal faces she wearsto show the sultry and
satisfied world of Jem.

Thefirgt of theseis Muskie the nurturer. She provides more than atenth of the food for Boyne-Feng, and
nearly al of it that comes from underground. She does not do it by hersdlf, of course. See her asshe
gandsin the gdlery gate. The morning shift is coming on duty. The bad old days of "owners' died when
government did. Muskie is not an owner. Sheisonly one among equas. But sheisaspecia one.

Y ou might think she looks like a Virginia planter overseeing daves, or perhapslike a Shens landlord
accepting squeeze from the tenant farmersin her paddies. Thiswould be deceiving. Thereisno
ownership. Thereis not even any compulsion. The tokens the Krinpit |aborers give her one by one as
they scuttle past to the underground farms are not extorted. They are gifts. They arefredy given. If
Muskieis not pleased with the gift of one of them, she does not reproach him or order him to give more.
She smply refusesit. Then the Krinpit choosesto go back to hisvillage, where he may fredly starve. A
meter or two past Muskie's station the Creepie overseers spray the Krinpit with anti-allergen lacquer. No
forceisemployed here, either. If the Krinpit do not choose to make giftsto the overseers, they need not
turn back. The overseerswill then choose not to spray them. The Krinpit will thenitch or molt or dieasa
consequence of exposure to the terraborn crops they handle. It isthe Krinpits right to choose thisif they
wish. Thereis absolutely no compulsion, by anyone, of anyone, a any time. That is part of the Six

Precepts.

TheKrinpit know thisand rgjoicein their freedom—not to mention rgjoicing in theradios, the gaily
raucous drums and zithers, the chemical intoxicants, beads and metd toolsthat they prize. Theseare
fredly given to them when they fredy give up the tokensthat Muskie hasfredy given to them at the end of
each voluntary work shift. The Cregpies dso know that thisistrue. They are also grateful, especidly for



the Two-Legs improvements on their savage old burrows, and they freely assst the stronger, bigger
Krinpit laborers by instructing them in where to plant the floor crops of mushrooms and the roof crops of
potato and yam. They too now rejoice in the possession of beads, devices, and intoxicantstheir rude
progenitors never knew. The balloonists know it—what fun they have with their taped music and their
repeated orgasms! And, of course, Muskrat Greencloud An-Guyen knowsit redly well. She has
everything she wants. Perhaps the best part of what she hasis the certain knowledge that the Six
Precepts are always followed, and so justice is dways served, and everybody else on Jem—and that
means everybody, Krip or balloonist, stranger or son—has everything, too. Though not usualy as much
of everything asshe.

Then thereis Muskie the civil volunteer. Not merely a discussant or a participator, like everyone else.
Sheisasdection judge who givesfredy of her timeto serve the whole community, even at holidays.

Sheleavesthe agriculturd galeries and goes aboveground into the warm, bright dome of Fat City.
Muskieis il asturdily beautiful woman. Sheistanned by the ultraviolet lights of the pool-grotto, tall,
solid rather than plump; she weighs sixty standard kilos, but she has afifty-centimeter waist, and her
lovers prefer her to partners half her age. Eyesfollow her as she comes smiling into Remembrance Hall,
removes her dacks and dicksfor comfort, gives Ring-Greeting to al, and reclines on afoam couch. "l
would liketo begin," she says sunnily. The other six volunteer sdection judges agree that they, too, would
liketo discusstheissues of the day.

Most of the issues are routine, and consensus appears at once. (They are dl saving themsalvesfor the big
one.) From his place under the bust of Mother Krigtianides, wide-browed and serene as she looks down
on them, Roanoke t'Schreiber describes the progressin cleaning up Lake Hell. All the city's sewageis
being pumped there. The native agquetic life isbeing satisfactorily killed off, snce Escherichia coli is
antibiotic againg most forms of Jemman life. " Anaother two million bowd movements and well have it
sparkly clean,” he comments. Sod House FHareborn looks up from inspecting her ten-centimeter
fingernailsto wonder if the militia should be fredy given extratokens, Since so many of them have
unfortunatdly (though voluntarily) given up their livesin the exploration of additiona Creepy burrows and
the liberation of distant camps of Krinpit. All agreethat this seems desirable. Thewoman in militia
fatigues who has been hovering by the door leaves with asmile of satisfaction.

Then Muskie's face clouds and she observes, "'l have heard that there has been another tactran from
Alphabase”

Thereisslencein the chamber. Thisistheissue that holds the seeds of dissent, and even change. No one
redly wantsto get intoit. All the judges stir uncomfortably on the couches under the busts of the
ancestors, each waiting for the others to speak.

At last t'Schreiber offersan opinion. "I, for one, think it was unwise of our predecessorsto attempt to
resume space exploration. They fredy gave much vaue to put new tactran satdllitesin orbit. What have
we gained? Sorrow and confusion.” He lists the contacts made: agarble that might have been from the
Martian colony; pitiful pleasfor help from old Earth itself; a dozen cocky messages from the base at
Alpha Centauri suggesting an attempt at an actud flight to and from Jem. From the rest of the universe,
nothing.

Muskie waits uncomfortably, shifting position and scratching just above the plague of her string bikini.
Then she says, "I wonder if we should answer messages from Al phabase anymore.”

No one responds.
Thereforeit isagreed; and the judges turn to speaking of the gratifying growth in human



popul ation—from one hundred eighty survivorsto eighteen hundred in the third generation, and now
nearly aquarter of amillionin the sixth. Thereisno longer afear that humanity might not survive. On Jem
Man flourishes

Thisreminds Muskie that her newest baby is about ready to be born. She speaks softly into her
telephone to the hospita. The mareisin the ddivery room even at that moment, but the newsisbad. The
baby was born dead.

"I blame mysdf," says Muskieto the doctor remorsefully. " Sarah Glowbag—was that her name?”
"Mary Glowbag," the doctor corrects her.
"Yes, Mary. Shewas nearly sixty yearsold | should have invited ayounger mare to brood my baby."

"Don' let it spoil your day." consoles the doctor. "One must expect afailure now and then. Nearly all of
your children have lived, and remember, you have three othersin the oven right now."

"You're very kind." Muskie hangs up with asmile. But the news has upset her—and just at Christmas,
too. "I would liketo leave now," shetells the other judges, and of course they adso wish to closethe
discussion and return to their homes.

And then thereis Muskrat the mother, the honored one at the head of her family.

Thisisno small part of her. Her family ishuge. Forty-four living children, the dozen oldest long since
having made her amultiple grandmother, the three youngest till unborn in the borrowed wombs of other
women. (She reminds hersdf to make avoluntary gift to Sarah, or Mary, Glowbag for her kindnessin
carrying her most recent implanted ovum to term. Not aslarge as usud, of course; after al, the child had
been born dead.) At Chrismasdl of them will cometo give her Ring-Gresting, and she looks forward to
the day with pleasure.

But not al of afamily's concerns are pleasurable. As she walks across the pleasant gardens toward the
place where she deeps and keeps her belongings, a short, pale youth pushes toward her through the
shrubs. He is d'Dalehouse Dolphin An-Guyen, and he is one of her sons. He has been running. Heis
breathing hard. Muskie sighs and says, "How nice of you to hurry to give me Ring-Greseting, Dolph.”

He stops and blinks at the pretty Christmas many-tree in the center of the garden, with its ring-shaped
lightsand yellow Star of Earth at the top. Obvioudy he has forgotten about the holiday. Muskie Sghs
again. "Merry Christmas anyway, Dolph. | know you're going to reproach me some more. Sit down and
catch your breath firgt."

They st on a pressed cregpystone bench under agrape arbor. (A few raisins had survived the
flare-storm under abunk in that Outpost of the People. From the six germinable seeds that were found in
them had come dl the wine on Jem, and thisarbor.)

Muskie does not look at her son. She knowsthat in spite of hisfaults, heistoo well brought up to begin
before she has given him encouragement, and she wants him to fed the peace of this place. All around
the garden are the statues of the First Generation, the eighteen Mothersin gold, thefifty-two Maresin
crystd, the eighty-nine Fathersin granite quarried from the cliffs under the Heat Pole. (The twenty-one
survivors who contributed no genesto the pool, even by cloning, have statues too, but they are ranged
outside the park. None of them were even mares.) There are further distinctionsin the statues. The
eighty-one survivors who returned from Farsde have their names picked out in frost-etched silver. The



thirty-two who survived in the burrows under the Outpost of Food when the flare caught them before the
ferryingto Farsde was complete are marked in ruby. And the sixty-seven others—few of them
viable—who survived theflare in caves, under machines, inside space capsules, or wherever they could
hide from the rage of the star are marked in orange chrysolite, the color of flame. That was six
generations back. Muskie could have been descended from 2¢ of them, more than athird, but actualy
only eleven aretruly her ancestors, with considerable overlap. (For instance, sheis quintuply each
descended from Marjorie Menninger, Ana Dimitrova, Nguyen Tree, and Firstborn McKenzie, thetiny
phocomelic child born to the one woman who survived both the nuclear bombing of the Outpost of Fuel
and theflare. She lived only long enough to bear her damaged child, but the child was marveloudy
fertile)

When Muskie fedsthat thisholy place hasdonedl it can for her son, she scratches below the waistband
of her dacksand says, "All right, Dolph, you may aswell say it."

He cannot walit to get the words out, heis so impatient. "All right, I'll say it! Y ou've made amistake,
Mother Muskie. We can't say no to Alphabase!"

"'Cant'?"

Heisdoggedly stubborn. Even ferocious. "Y es, that'swhat | said, can't. It'sacrime againg the human
race! Jem'srotting away before your eyes, Mother Muskie. Thisisthe best chance we've ever had to get
things going again. They've got high-energy technology on Alphabase! Do you know what it means, what
they're suggesting? They're able to put ten tons standard into the tachyon charge state—we couldn't do
that to save our lives"

"Dear Dolph," she begins, sweetly reasonable, "we have more pressing problems right here on Jem. Do
you know how many wild flocks of Loonsthere are? Kripswho still wallow in savagery? Creepies
unreached and unbenefited. We have aduty—"

"We have aduty to humanity!" hecries.

"Yes. Certainly! And we are carrying it out. Our ancestors gave their livesto save us, and we are true to
the Six Precepts. Thereisno tyrannica government, no coercion, no contending nationdities here. We
haven't raped Jem, we've wooed it. We live off renewable resources, while the Alphs are back to
indugtry and dl the evils of technology."

"Dear God," he shouts, "resources? The quarter-million of us don't begin to scratch the surface of them!
Do you know that foss| fud is forming faster than we useit?

"Good! Proper! That makesit renewable. But be reasonable, Dolph dear. Why spoil everyone's
happiness by striving for something foolish? Suppose everyone wanted to do what you say. Who would
minethesefoss| fueds?'

"Krips. Creeps. People. Machines! | don't care. If they don't want to, they should be ordered to!"

Muskrat is shaken. ™Y ou have spoiled my Christmas,” she says sorrowfully, and walks away. What a
shame! A foolishly stubborn boy and an incompetent mare, and her whole holiday was ruined before it
had rightly begun. Dolph is her favorite son, or often is. She admires histiny, quick body and hisbright
mind. But what rot, really! What abore! Why can't he accept paradise like everyone else and be happy
init?

Dolph'sholiday is spoiled, too, and he sits on the cregpy-stone bench so angry and frustrated that he
does not even hear the carols beginning.



Aesefi'des, la€i 'riumphan'es.

If only she could be made to understand! The winning of Jem had cost so much in blood and pain. Not
justinthat first terrible year. Over and over again, every time Kung had flared in those first decades.
There had been eight flares since the days of the ancestors, and only the last two or three had been fairly
painless. Plenty of warning. A frenzied rush to ionproof the domes and hustle essentia perishablesinsde.
A week of confinement while the Star raged, ayear or so of one or another kind of scarcity until the
planet replenished itsdf. But that left half adozen Seges of misery, thefirst worgt, but al of them
catastrophic. Was dl that to go for nothing?

Veni'e a'oremus, 'Ominum.

A Creepie overseer darts whickering past him toward the many-tree, followed by four noisy Krinpit
gardenersin their bright red and green Ring-Greeting coats of lacquer. He becomes aware of the choir
belaedly.

—save us all from Sa'an's power

When we were gone asray—

Hell of aseason of joy thisis, hethinksto himsalf. Season of suicide! Time of deciding to die on thevine
while dl the rest of the galaxy goes on to who knows what triumphs of technology and adventure!
Glumness battles Chrissmas ingde him. Gradually glumnessloses. He remembers what the Creepie had
been carrying—pa ey glowing ultraviolet strobes—and decidesto stroll over to the Christmas many-tree.

The Krinpit are pushing away benches and picnic tables to make room, moaning and clattering to
themselves; they finish and scuttle away. The Creepie positions his strobes and waits for orders. On the
treeitsdf, the tethered balonists are singing their little hearts out.

Schlaf in heilige ruhe,
Schlaf im hellige ruh'.

All around the tree young people like him are removing their clothes and dipping in between the gaily
decorated trunks. "Timeto start!" they cry; and the Loons begin thejolly, lively "Good King Wencedas."



Obediently the Creepie touches off the strobes. The L.oons gasp and continue to sing and begin to emit
their milt, and dl under the lovely tree the coupleslink in thetraditiona Rings.

And Dolph can gtand it no longer. Gloom loses. Chrisgmas wins. He flings off his clothing and plunges
into the trunks of the many-tree. Why fight Utopia? he thinks to himsdlf. And so in that moment he
completes the process of growing up. And beginsthe process of dying. Which is much the same thing.



