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For M chel e
PROLOGUE
TVENTY- THREE years before Ri ssa Kerguel en was born ..

Aged ninety-two, Heidele Hulzein died. Control of the Hul-zein Establishnent passed to Heidele's
part henogenetic gene-replicated daughter, Renalle.

The bid of United Energy and Transport won the North Anerican el ection and ousted the Synthetic
Foods conbi ne fromcontrol of that continent. UET's new Presiding Cormittee i medi ately began
construction of the controversial Total Wl fare Centers.

Near Crater Lake, Oregon, the first known alien spaceship | anded. UET pronounced it a hoax,
meanwhi | e sending Committee troops to investigate.

The commandi ng general followed orders. As soon as he ascertained that the Shrakken | acked
faster-than-1ight conmunications, he punped their ship full of cyanide gas. The nedia reported the
aliens' unfortunate susceptibility to Earthly infections.

Wthin the year UET's | aboratories duplicated the Shrakken space drive. Earth-or rather, UET-
began interstellar travel. Going always away fromthe Shrakken worlds, UET found
habi t abl e pl anets and began col oni zi ng- not al ways with the col oni sts' consent.

Sonme ships did not return. Space is vast and |ight-speed inposes limts, but dissidents spoke of
Escaped Shi ps and of Hi dden Worlds. UET halted exploration to guard its hol di ngs agai nst outl aw
raids. Such raids were not long in comning

Twenty-three years after the Shrakken |anding, UET noved -nmassivel y-agai nst the Hul zein
Establ i shment. Aged ei ghty-six, Renalle Hul zein fought and di ed where she had lived, but her
daught er Eri ka-al so parthenogenetic, carrying only Renalle's replicated genes-escaped sout hward.
By Renalle's forethought and her own, she sal vaged nuch of the Establishnment's assets and a
majority of its personnel

Fourteen days after Renalle Hulzein's life ended, Rissa Kerguelen's began
\ bYOUNG RI SSA\ b
Rl SSA and her brother-Ivan Marchant, three years older- were born to free parents. David Marchant
and Sel ene Kergue-len, married oldstyle, worked as a Tri-V reporting team Rissa could not
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remenber a tinme when she had not watched the Tri-V news, hoping to see themreporting an itemfrom
the field. When she did see them she waved-and took it as a matter of course that when they
fini shed speaking they usually waved back

She did not know what "condom niunmt neant, but she knew she lived in one-a nassive building of
many | evels, bounded by streets. One |level was for school, but even when she was too young for
school, she was never lonely. First there had been the nmen and wonen who tended the creche, and
later the ones in the Flat-V beside the kitchen-if she needed sonet hing she pushed the button and
asked for it, and the person talked to her and usually sent or brought it. Cccasionally soneone
carme and hel ped her when she had not asked, so she knew they could see and hear her, regardless of
whet her she pushed the button. She liked these people well enough. But she |oved David and Sel ene
and Ivan and was al ways gl ad when they canme hone fromwork and from school
1 .

\c

\cRi ssa was five and had begun school herself the day her parents did not come home. Voris
Kerguel en, her uncle, cane instead. He prepared a neal for her and lIvan-it was past din-nertime-
and refused to answer questions until the children ate. Rissa did not protest; she was hungry.

She was wearing a favorite red dress; her long dark hair was in pigtails. Ivan wore green
coveral I s; when he grinned he showed new front teeth too big for his young jaws. But when Uncle
Voris told them what had happened, |van grinned no nore. He cried instead, and so did Ri ssa. She
al so threw up her dinner.

On assignnent, covering a Total Wl fare Center riot, David and Sel ene had been taken hostage.
When Col onel Gsbert Newhausen ordered his Conmittee troops to gas the entire block-building, they
had been killed with the rest. Tri-V had not shown that incident.

One arm around each child, Voris said, "It happens; they knew the risks. Those nurderers-there's
no safety anynore." H s arms tightened. "But don't worry. 1'll take care of you."

He stayed the night, sleeping with a child held close on either side. Rissa slept with an arm
across his body, holding Ivan's hand.

THE door buzzer, next norning, interrupted breakfast. Voris admtted a stocky, uniformed woman.
She brushed unruly graying hair back fromher eyes and said, "Wl fare Agent Conpter. | have a
pi ckup order for two kids-lIvan Marchant and Ri ssa Kerguel en. These thenf"

"Wait a minute! You can't do that-these are ny sister's children. [|-"

"You're the uncle?" She presented a docunent. "Here's the pickup-read it and signit. O don't,
for all | care. Consent isn't legally necessary-just nakes it neater."

Voris began a violent notion, then checked it and took the papers. "Hold on a mnute, will you,
Ms. Conpter? | said
these children are nmy sister's. I'mready and willing to take the responsibility, so your good
offices aren't required."

She took back the folder, thunbed through it. "Voris Ker-guel en?" He nodded. She shook her head.
"You know better than that, Kerguelen. It says here-not nmarried, oldstyle or freestyle-authorized
bachel or quarters only, no children all owed. Wat do you think you're trying to pull here?"

"Dam it, | can \iget\i married. O arrange for child care. |-"

"I't won't work-the kids aren't yours and you can't afford it. So sign the pickup or don't, but
quit holding up nmy schedule. |I'mbusy, even if you're not."

Ri ssa | ooked fromone to the other, not understanding, and began to cry. lvan cane to hold her
and Voris to hold themboth. He said, "Conpter-can't you give ne sone time? Schedul es-" He shook
his head. "Sure-1 know. But these are \ichildren-and\i Total Wl fare is no nore than | egalized
slavery. | can' t let you-''

Fl at -voi ced; "You can't stop ne. And watch your nouth, Kerguelen-or you could be next. Tota
Welfare is an accepted principle; when the governnent takes over all your debts and
responsi bilities and provi des subsi stence, what nore can you ask?"

Voris's fists clenched. "Did you ever hear of choice? \iThat's\i what | ask-for these children.
In your hands they'll never have it."

The wonman sneered, but spoke formally. "As you well know, when Clients are old enough to be sent
out to work, their earnings go into their personal accounts. Thrifty Cients who pay off their
obligations and achi eve a positive bal ance have the right to buy out at any tine."

"If they don't eat! How nmany ever make it?" He shook his head. "No-the only ones who ever get
out are the few who win big in the lottery.™

"We can't help it that these people are basically lazy. That's the \ireason\i for Total
Wl fare. "

"If you say so." He |l eaned forward. "And how nmany are on it now? Fifteen percent? Twenty? The
way it's growing, you'd think UET wanted \ieveryone\i Welfared."
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Wt hout expression she |ooked at him "That's not such a

\ce 3 .

\cbad idea, Kerguelen-within limts, not bad at all. And the percentage is nearly thirty. Now are
you going to sign or aren't you?"

He held up a hand. "Wit-you pushed ne too fast-1 wasn't thinking. Wat about ny sister's
estate, and her husband' s? |'m executor of their wills; surely I'mauthorized to use the noney for
the children's care. So-"

Conpter | aughed. "Estates? Those two were charged and convicted of helping instigate the riot.
Their assets are forfeit."

"Dam you! |'Il appeal that-and sue in the children's nane for danages, for their parents
deaths. You'll see-"
"I see you're as reckless as you are ignorant. Do whatever you please-\iafter\i | get these kids

to the Center, where they belong."

Voris squatted to hold both children tightly. "All right. lIvan-Ri ssa-you'll have to go with M.
Conpter now. But it won't be for any longer than I can help." He stood again. "Very well. 'l get
their things together-it won't take long."

"They take nothing." She unzipped her tote bag. "Get themout of those clothes, into these
jumpsuits and sandals. That's all they need, where they're going."

Sayi ng not hi ng, |van exchanged his clothing for the shapel ess blue-gray garment. Voris undressed
Ri ssa, but as he fastened the junpsuit, she reached out.

"My pretty dress!" Voris |ooked at the woman; she shook her head and put the dress aside. Rissa
evaded Conpter's reaching hand and ran to a cl oset; when she turned back to the room she held a
doll. "My dolly-1 \ineed\i ny dolly."

"Take it away from her, Kerguelen."

Voris gestured, entreating. "But a doll-just \ione\i doll? \iWy?"\i
"No personal possessions. The others steal them it causes fights." Voris did not nove. Conpter
shrugged and sl apped the small girl, then took the doll and tossed it away. Voris started toward
the woman; she | aughed. "Touch me and you're Wl fared-you know that."

Tears wet Rissa's cheeks. Conpter said, "Conme on, crybaby."

\c. 4 .
\c"She is not!" lvan's voice raised. "Don't call her that! She hardly ever cries."
Fi sts clenched, Voris said, "She's always been ... a happy child."

"Then she shouldn't have nuch trouble adjusting. Al right-let's go."

Voris crouched before Rissa, hands cupped near his chest. "Ri ssa? Look, Rissa." She stopped
crying and nodded. "Rissa, this is a pretend doll. See how | hold her? Now |'m going to give her
to you, and nobody can ever take her away."

He reached out, and Rissa did; and then it was she who held the doll-sized space of air. "Wat's
her name, Uncle Voris?"

"You nane her, Rissa."
"All right." She thought. "She's Sel ene-1ike Momy."

Foot tapping, Conpter opened the door. Voris kissed both children and | et them go. Wen he would
have fol |l owed, the wonman shook her head. Rissa | ooked back and saw hi m standi ng, gaze downcast.
She waved, but he did not ook up
Then t he door cl osed.

FIRST the famliar corridor, then a noving wal kway, then an el evator that sank past many levels to
a vast, dimy lit space. Rissa and Ivan foll owed the wonman past massive concrete pillars to one of
many parked groundcars, and entered it. Conpter drove al ong aisleways and up a spiral ranp to

out door sunlight.

They rode for a long tine, but Rissa paid |little heed to what they passed. Softly, under her
breath, she hummed-and in her arnms she rocked Sel ene.

The car slowed. Ri ssa | ooked outside and saw t hey were approaching si x nmassive, grouped
bui | di ngs, each covering a city bl ock, and connected by encl osed overhead bridges. She saw no
wi ndows, only bl ank sl abs col ored blue-gray, slightly darker than her junpsuit.

H gh fences bl ocked the perineter streets; a guard checked themthrough a gate. Conpter drove to
the second buil ding on
\ce 5 .

\cthe right, parked and took the children inside-through a | obby, along a large hall and then to a
smal | er one, and into an office.

Behi nd a desk sat a fat man whose voi ce wheezed. Before Conpter could speak he said, "Wong
pl ace. Admi ssions- Division Male, Juvenile, Prepube-that's in 7-A. Female, 9-C. Down to your |eft
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and-"

"I know how to find the roonms. |'ve been on other work lately and didn't know they'd noved
Adm ssions.”

As though she had thanked him the fat nman waved a hand and said, "Anytine." She nodded and
wal ked out; the children foll owed.

I n anot her room Conpter handed papers to a slimblack woman. She said, "lvan Marchant. H s
docket's in order."
Surprising Rissa, this woman smled. "All right, Ivan- we'll get you a physical exam and have

you settled in no tine."
Conpter's hand on Rissa's shoulder. "Cone on."

Ri ssa pulled away. "No! | have to be with Ivan!" She ran to hug him

"But you can't, honey," the black worman said. "Boys and girls live in different divisions."
Ri ssa | ooked at her, nmade an effort, and did not cry. She kissed her brother and turned to go.

Ivan called after her. "I'Il cone see you, Rissa. I'll make themlet ne!" Then she was in the
hall, the door closed behind her

Along the hall, up flights of stairs to another office-the nman Conpter greeted was thin, pale-
faced, and red-haired. Unsmling, he | ooked frompapers to Rissa and said, "It's all in order."

Wth a nod Conpter turned away, giving Ri ssa no word or |ook. Wen she had gone, the man said,
"Five, are you? Young enough to adjust. This time next year, you won't know you ever lived
anypl ace el se." Rissa clenched her jaw, thinking, \iNo! I'lIl never forget .'-but\i she said
not hi ng.

A brown-haired woman, plunmp in white uniform took Ri ssa to another room White uniforns neant
doctors and nurses, so Rissa was not surprised to be undressed while the wonan | ooked and
i stened, touched her with cold instru-
ments, and felt and thunped here and there. When she was dressed again, the wonan fini shed nmarking

a sheet of paper and said, "You'll do." She called a younger woman in. "Take her up to Dorm
Ei ghteen, will you, Theda? Is she in time for dinner there?"
Theda took papers in one hand and Rissa's hand in the other. "I think so. I'll see that she gets

sonet hing." They wal ked out; an el evator took themup several floors to an anteroomthat led to a
|arger roomfilled with cots. The woman sat and typed on a snall card. "This is your nanetag. Can

you read your name? We'll put it on the head of your cot."
"I can read."

"Good." She patted Rissa's head. "Now sit here a mnute and then we'll assign you a bed and go
get you sonmething to eat." Rissa sat. Theda opened a drawer and brought out an electric clipper
"Hold still now. " And very quickly she clipped Rissa's hair-not to bare scalp, but closely. "A

right; let's go."

Rissa's head felt cool; she put her hand to it and felt the short growh, at the borderline
bet ween bristle and softness. She did not | ook at the wastebasket, where Theda had dropped the two
long pigtails.

She foll owed the wonan past rows of cots and saw her nanetag affixed to one, then to a dining
hall filled with long tables. G her small girls in junpsuits ate silently at those tables. Rissa
| ooked at them their clipped heads, ears seenming to protrude, were ugly to her. Then, in a
polished netal tray, she saw her own reflection

Theda filler her tray and sat her at a table. "You'll be all right now, the other girls wll
show you where everything is." And the woman left. Rissa sat, staring at the tray so that she
woul d not have to | ook at anything el se.

She did not eat; she was concentrating totally on not crying. The girl next to her whispered,
"Aren't you hungry? You'd better eat." She shook her head, and the other girl quickly exchanged
her empty tray for Rissa's full one.

After the nmeal Rissa followed the others' |ead-putting her tray with theirs, follow ng when sone
visited the washroom
\c. 7

\cand, although she thought she knew t he way, back to the dormtory and her own cot. There she
| ay, saying nothing, staring at the ceiling until the lights were extingui shed.

Only then, in the dark, she turned on her side and curled up into the smallest, tightest space
she coul d manage. Hol ding her head in both hands she cried herself to sleep
THE Center was a sinple world; Rissa's first day set a pattern for the endless tine that foll owed.
Dornitory Ei ghteen was one of many, each housing forty girls aged four to twelve. The ol der ones
told the younger what to do and brusquely hel ped them when necessary; Rissa saw few adult
supervi sors.
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Thrice a day she was fed. After breakfast she was first instructed and then given practice in
such skills as scrubbing blue-gray walls and brown floors. After lunch she was free to play in the
bare gymasiumor watch Tri-V in the auditorium She |liked Tri-V because nowhere el se did she see
printed words; she had been reading for a year and was proud of the ability. She was | ess fond of
the play group because there sone of the older girls bossed the younger ones, teasing them or
forcing theminto unwel come conpetitions. When one such, froma different dormtory, tried to
coerce Rissa, she ran away and shunned the gymasi um for several days. Wen she did return, the
other paid her no attention

After dinner, when the dormtory lights had gone dark, Ri ssa |lay wapped in her one bl anket on
the plastic mattress. It was then, before she went to sleep, that she cuddl ed and crooned softly
to Selene, the pretend doll that Voris had given her
EVERY seventh day, after lunch, her dornmitory group left junpsuits on the cots and narched down
the hall to showers.

Before every fourth shower, the forty girls waited in line for their hair to be clipped to short

pl ush.

TWCE, Voris visited her. The first tine .she was called to the anteroomto neet him he dropped
to his knees, hugged her and cried, repeating her name. Then he said, "I don't know how long it's
going to take-the lawsuit to get you and |Ivan out of here. The government-it's stalling, of course-
is looking for grounds to Welfare \ine.\i If | don't cone back sonmetine, you'll know they've
succeeded." He blinked tears away and smiled. "But that won't kill the |awsuit, honey-ny |awer's
tied it in with nearly a hundred others, on a class-action basis."

She di d not understand, and asked only, "Were's |van?"

"Only one building away-Di vision Male, Juvenile, Pre-pube. | saw him Rissa; | just canme from
there. He says to tell you he |oves you."
"Tell himl love \iMn\i too!"

"I already did."
"Wy can't | \isee\i hinP"

"1"ve asked, but they stalled me. Next tine |I'lI|l ask again."” They talked a little |longer. He
said, "Do you still have . . . Selene?"

She smiled. "Ch, yes! | do-and thank you, Uncle Voris!"

He ki ssed her and left. Her days continued as before; she did not see Ivan, nor hear of him
When Voris canme again, she had al nost forgotten that there was such a thing as the outdoors-but
only alnost, for she tried very hard to remenber all that she could. And each night before sleep
came, she repeated to Selene as much as she could recall.

This time she sat on Voris's |ap. When she asked of Ivan, he said, "They wouldn't let ne see
him Said he was in punishment status, whatever that neans. They wouldn't say, but it can't be too
serious-he's only eight. Next tine-" Then, in a voice that raised prickles on Rissa's spine, he
said, "There's a
\ce 9 .

\cname-1'mgoing to tell you, and you nust never forget. Newhausen-Col onel Gsbert Newhausen. Rissa-
can you renenber?"

She frowned. "Newhausen?" She was no | onger sure of her nenory. "Just a minute, Uncle Voris."
She junped down, ran to the dormtory, and brought back the nametag fromher cot. "Wite it down
for me? On the back of this?" He took the card; she saw himprint the nane carefully. She repeated
it and said, "Wiy do | have to renenber that?"

"This is the man who killed your nmonmy and daddy- Sel ene and Davi d-so that you were put in here,
and lvan where he is." Voris sighed. "Rissa-it's a lot to ask of a little girl. But if | and the
others fail-perhaps someday you'll get the chance to pay himback for all of it." She was not sure
she understood but unsmling, she nodded.

When he left she returned the nametag to its place, and that night she told Sel ene about Col one
Gsbert Newhausen. "You have to help ne renmenber, Sel ene-will you?"

Voris did not conme again, nor did she see Ivan. She asked ol der girls about seeing her brother
and then an adult supervisor who told her, "I don't have the authority. M. Croutch does."

Ri ssa nodded. "All right. Can |I ask hinP"

"He doesn't cone here."

"Then how ?"

"Il put in the request for you. But don't expect anything."

RI SSA ate and sl ept, worked and played and watched Tri-V, and at dark she tal ked to Sel ene. Her
junpsuit wore out and becanme too small; she was issued a | arger one. By accident she | earned a way
to touch herself so as to feel excited, and then rel axed; every night, after she told Sel ene
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goodni ght, she did this.

Some of the girls, she saw, had friends. But Ri ssa had never had any friend but I|van
\ce 10 .
\cIN the wi ndowl ess Center, Rissa knew no seasons; tine passed uncounted. One afternoon in the
gymasi um she wenched her ankle and |inped back to lie on her cot al one. She was dozi ng when t he
new chi ef supervisor, a mddl e-aged wonan, brought in a small, crying girl. Rissa sat up, yawning.
The wonman said, "Can you take care of this one for a while?" And, as Rissa nodded, "What's your
nane? How old are you?"

"Ri ssa Kerguelen. I"'mfive."
The wonman shook her head. "You're older than that."

"No-ny last birthday, | was five. | renmenber."” " "But-oh, never mind. Here-take this kid-talk to
her or sonething. Sonebody's scared her." The worman turned away, then |ooked back. "You're a hell
of a lot older than five; | know that much."

When t he woman was gone Ri ssa considered the crying child-small, with big ears and a thin face

bel ow the freshly clipped blonde hair. She ran her hand over the plushlike texture and tipped the
little girl's face up to | ook at her
"I'"'m Ri ssa. What's your nane?"

The child gul ped, hiccupping. She shook her head. "I want Ladygirl!" Again she cried. R ssa drew
the small formto her-clasping, cuddling, putting the head to her shoul der and stroking it.
"Who' s Ladygirl ?"

"My best dolly-they said-they said | could have her!"

Renenbering, Rissa thought, \ithey lied to her, to keep her quiet until they got her here.
That' seven worse than ... \i

She shifted the child off her Iap and sat her on the cot, turned to face her. "Look," she said,
and placed her arms and hands to hold Sel ene. Back and forth she rocked Voris's gift.
"What are you doing ... Rissa?" Then; "lI-1'mE ena."

"Al'l right, Elena." She continued rocking. "Now maybe Ladygirl can't get here for a while-you
see? But right here-" She patted Sel ene's head. "-1 have a pretend doll
\ce 11 .

\cHer name's Selene. My uncle Voris gave her to nme, and nobody can ever take her away fromne."
El ena's eyes were huge. Rissa thought, \il knowit's only pretend-but | can't give Sel ene away!\i
So she said, "Wuld you like to hold her for me?" Elena nodded. Ri ssa noved to nake the transfer.
"Be careful, nowdon't drop her."

"I won't." Carefully Elena held air as though it were substance. Rocking, she crooned to what
she hel d. Her voice sounded sl eepy.

Ri ssa spoke. "Wy don't you take a nap with her? You don't have a cot yet, do you?" Elena shook
her head. "All right; you can use mne."

Soon El ena slept. Wen the supervisor cane in, Rissa put finger to |lip. The worman nodded and
beckoned. Linping not so much now, Rissa followed to her office

"I see you handl ed her all right; thanks. Here's her nanetag; pick any vacant cot you like."

Ri ssa nodded. "Now, then, sit down." She sat. "What's the idea of telling ne you're only five
years ol d? | looked it up-you're eight, alnobst nine."

Ri ssa shook her head. "No. How could |I be? | haven't had any birthdays, and-

"OfF course you've had birthdays! Three of them since you cane here."
"Nobody ever told ne ..."

Eyes narrowed, the worman said, "Wy, you're telling the truth, aren't you?" And frowning now,
"I''mnew here-1 don't know all the problens-but that's ridiculous. It \ican't\i be all that much
extra work to keep track of the dates so you kids could sing 'Happy Birthday' for each other. 1'l]
put it up to the Director."” She paused. "Wat happens here at Christmas? Anythi ng?"

"No-there isn't any Christnas here, | think."

"Hmmwel |, maybe | couldn't swing that one; funds \iare\i short. But I'll ask." She stood and
hel d out her hand; Ri ssa rose and grasped it. "I'm Natalie Kinbrough. Anything you want to know,
cone and ask nme."''

"Could-can | see ny brother lIvan? | haven't, since \i'..\i."

-"lvan Kerguel en? How old is he?"

\ c\ be 12 +\b

\c"lIvan Marchant. He's-he was eight when | was five."
"Do you know your birthdays?"

Ri ssa shook her head. "No. | did, but I forgot."

"Then he could be either Prepube or Postpube by now. |'l]
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check, and let you know. "

"Thank you, Natalie Kinbrough. Uh-should I go now?" "All right-no, wait a mnute. You're old
enough to be

hel ping with the younger ones. Have you been?" "No. Not much, anyway." "Wiy haven't you? You seem
to be good at it." Rissa shrugged. "I just-1 don't talk a lot, | guess." "I see. Well-will you
take care of little what's-her-nanme?" "Elena? Al right." "Good. Okay-nmaybe you'd better hop to it
now. " And as

Rissa left, for the first tinme she sniled at a Wl fare supervi sor

SHE affixed Elena's nametag to a vacant cot near her own and turned to find the child awake,

wat ching her. "Here's your cot. | put your nane on it-see?"

A nod. The little girl rose, still holding Sel ene, and noved to her place. Rissa thought, and
said, "Here-1'll have to put Sel ene back now, where she's used to sl eeping." El ena whinpered, and
Ri ssa said, "-but you can have her \isister."\i The small girl quieted. "Here-let me put Selene to
bed before she wakes up and cries. Then I'Il bring you, uh-"

\i"Who,\i Rissa?"
"Ch! We haven't naned her yet. She's very young." Rissa pantoni ned the taking, the laying down

of one, then the picking up and transfer of the other. "Wat would \iyou\i |like to nanme her?"
Brows wrinkled above Elena's small face. "I think- Ladygirl!"
"But-" Then Rissa realized that El ena \iknew \i She said no nore.

\c\bl3\b

\ cRI SSA adopted El ena as her charge, and suddenly found herself talking nore with other girls of
her own age and ol der, nostly in regard to their young wards. It was froma twel ve-year-old,
suddenly transferred to Postpube, that she informally inherited snmall Marie. Marie, dark and
chubby, seenmed content to be Elena's shadow, Rissa was equally content to leave it at that.

In the dining hall Natalie Kinmbrough hung a | arge page-per-day cal endar; onto each child's
nanet ag she stuck a tiny replica of the appropriate birthday page. Few could read but all could
menori ze the sticker and recogni ze, at breakfast, the cal endar page that matched it. Each girl-had
the responsibility of announcing her own birthday, so as to be sung to by the rest at dinner

In Natalie Kinbrough's office: "Rissa-about your brother -1 tried, but no permission. First,
he's in Postpube; that makes it tougher. Wrse, every time | ask he's in punishnent or on
probation and can't have visitors-or nessages, even. I'mafraid the boy isn't doing too well."

"But if | could see himl could \itell\i him don't do things and get punished. |-"
"I knowbut that's not the way they work it here."
ONE norning, short of Rissa's own birthday, the cal endar was gone. She went to Natalie Kinbrough's
of fice; a stranger greeted her

"Ki mbr ough? She's not here any nore. A troubl emaker, she was. But |I'mputting a stop to al
that."” The woman scowl ed. "And what did \iyou\i want wi th her?"

Ri ssa thought fast. \iTroubl emaker?\i "I-I was just supposed to report whether Elena and Marie
were getting over their colds. They are-they're fine now"

"Al'l right. You-whatever your nane is-get back to work."

Ri ssa went. And now again, as before the time of Natalie Kinbrough, she stayed well clear of the
supervi sor's office.
\ c\ be 14  +\b

\cBut she could now, after a fashion, count tinme. She could name the nonths and knew how many
days made a year. She stole a pencil-her very first theft-and along the inside of her cot's frane
she listed nonths and days.

She knew her cal endar was not exact. She was not sure which nonths were longer; to fill out her
year, she assigned themthirty days or thirty-one at random And she was uncertain of the exact
time-1apse between the |oss of the |arge cal endar and the begi nning of her own-five days? Eight?
She settled for a week and began fromthere.

But \iher\i year did not run January-to-Decenber. She began it with her birthday. And since she
had forgotten the date of Christmas she put it at the end of her year, giving her two consecutive
personal holidays to share with Elena, Marie, Selene, Ladygirl and-Marie's pretend doll, Selene's
\iother\i sister- Samantha.

So when Rissa first bled-her breasts as yet hardly noticeabl e-she knew she was el even, nearly
twel ve. She al so knew she nust report the occurrence or be punished when it was discovered. She
was frightened because girls who bled were taken to Postpube and did not return, even to visit.
But no one had said they were punished, so-after saying good-bye to her two young friends and
seeing themsafely in charge of another girl-she went to the chief supervisor
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She pointed to her stained junpsuit. "lI've started.”
He nodded, unsniling, and rose. "Cone with nme."
"My papers?"

"I"ll see to them And you don't need to return to the dormitory; you own nothing there." So she
followed him down corridors and up stairs she had never seen, to a door marked "Surgery."
\ce 15 .

\clnside the first roomgreen walls, a carpet on the floor-behind a desk sat a wonan with
undi pped hair. She | ooked at Rissa. "Tubal ligs, right? All over before it begins."

"Probably. But this one-1 checked-she's nanmed in that old recovery lawsuit. So use the nagnetic
sections, just in case. Not nuch chance, of course, but there's no point in giving the Underground
any nore to nake a stink about, than we can help."

The wonman snorted. "All right, if you say so. You sign the authorization, though. \il'mi not
fi nanci ng any reversibles.”

Ri ssa understood none of it. The supervisor |left; the woman took her to another room Soon she
was on a table with a cone over her face, fighting to breathe. \Wen she woke, her belly hurt.

She lay on a cot in a strange dormitory, alnmost |like the one she knew except that the cots were
larger. And so were the girls-sone of them she knew from before. So she knew she was in Section
Femal e, Juvenile, Postpubertal

She renenbered the tall, pale girl-Sandra?-yes-who cane to stand by her bed. "Rissa, isn't it?
Hadn't expected you so soon. How you feeling?"

Ri ssa touched t he bl anket over her belly. "It hurts. Wat did they do?"

"You're sterilized, that's all. Like the rest of us."
"What's sterilized? Wiy do they-"

"So we won't ever have babies. They cut out something so we can't. Too many of us already, they
say. "'

"Ch." As Sandra wal ked away, Rissa thought, / \ididn't want any babi es anyway-not in here. And

don't need any. |'ve got-\i

But she hadn't! Now she realized-she had | eft Selene on her old cot! She fornmed her arns into
cuddl i ng enbrace and whi spered, "It's pretend-she can be \ihere,\i just as easy." But no matter
how she willed it, there was no Sel ene. Nor could she now conjure a substitute.

Fati gue overcane her. Before sleep, her |ast thought was: \iWoever gets ny cot, | hope she'l
know Sel ene's there-and be good to her...
. 16\i
\c

\cHER bel |l y's soreness eased; the bandages cane off. She was left with minor scarring, and
gradually it faded to whiteness.

She had lived with children; now she was anong adol escents. And adult supervisors were nore in
evidence. Emil| Gerard, chief supervisor in Postpube, was a fattish man. He sniled a great deal
but the smle did not reach his eyes or voice.

She | earned new tasks. Among them once a week she dusted Gerard's office, early in the norning
before he arrived. In that office were wall and desk cal endars-she di scovered and corrected the
errors in her own. Her accumnul ated di screpancy, she found, was only six days.

Sorre things here differed fromPrepube. Not many girls used this gymasium Rissa did not m nd-
she liked to run, and here she had nore room and fewer obstacles.

M ssing Sel ene's sol ace she needed others to talk to, and becane less solitary. Sandra, fat
El oi se, a black girl named Delia-these came to be, if not friends, her closest acquaintances. The
four shared runor and gossip and minor conspiracies agai nst Authority-such as snuggling tidbits
fromdinner for |ate snacks.

One night Sandra cane to Rissa's cot. "Let ne show you sonething," she began to touch Rissa in
the way Rissa liked to touch herself. "Have you done this before?"

"Only by nyself."

"Do it to me, too." Rissa did. After a tine, Sandra stopped. "That's enough. Wasn't it good?"
"l guess so. But not like it is when | do it nyself."

"Ch. Well, here-maybe \ithis\i is better." But to Rissa it was not. And when the next night's
attenpt also failed, Sandra did not try again.

\c\bl7\b

\cRI SSA was fourteen when the epidenmic struck. She was one of the last to succunmb. Several had

di ed, she knew, so the illness terrified her. Fever racked her, and delirium she dreaned of
horror and was not sure of reality. Once she thought she saw Gerard and heard hi m ask an
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attendant, "This one-you think she'll [ive?"
"I doubt it, sir. She's pretty bad."
"That's all. You can go." The other left; Gerard | ocked the door and pulled a screen to shield

Ri ssa's cot. Then he renpved his garnents and clinbed atop R ssa-and now she knew it was rea
enough. He angered her so with pain that she set her mind and refused to die.

Wien she recovered and next saw Gerard she feared his | ook. "How are you feeling?" he said.
"Stronger ?"

"Yes. But | cannot renenber anything-except such terrible dreans.'
and then she felt safer.
Now she was ol d enough to be sent outside, carrying a date-stanped Wl fare pass, to work. The
first day, waiting with her group, she listened carefully. The speaker, a Cient from Section
Femal e, Adult, began, "Most of you are newso |'Il tell you the rules. First, stay with the group
and do \inot\i |ose your passes. O your |unchbags-our enployers don't feed us and it's a long
haul from breakfast to dinner. If you ever do get |ost, ask the nearest freeperson to call the

He nodded and turned away,

nunber marked on your pass. You'll be picked up-and puni shed, of course, enough so you'll be nore
careful next tine."
Her | opsided grin |acked hunor. "Anyone who's thinking of running away-and hell, | \iknowi sone

of you are-forget it." She touched her head, then her junpsuit. "There's no refuge on this
continent for Welfare haircuts and Wel fare cl othes. And when you're brought back, you're
\ireally\i punished."

She | ooked back and forth across the group, keeping her gaze on someone to Rissa's left.
"Anytime | give this talk, |
\ c\ be 18 +\b

\ccan spot the smart ones. You're thinking; steal a wig, steal a dress. Sure-it's been done. Stea
some noney, even-right? But where are you going to steal a freeperson's IDwth \iyour\i
fingerprints on it, sealed in plastic?" She shook her head. "No-don't try it. I'"'mno Wl fare toady-
| hate this place and nake no secret of it. That's why you can believe ne when | say there's no
way out. Because if there were, \il'd\i be out."

Ri ssa did not hear the question, but the woman's answering |augh held even | ess hunmor than her
grin. "The Underground? | wouldn't know | tried to get in contact with it-never mnd why. That's
what put me in here-turned out I was talking to an undercover Conmittee agent instead.

"Al'l right; the bus should be ready. Let's go."

The work, that day and nost |ater ones, was scrubbing, washing-any task freepersons woul d not
performfor the pittance Total Wl fare charged. Wrking outside had advantages - Ri ssa knew t hat
each day neant a snmall credit to her Wl fare account. And she enjoyed seeing different places,
out side the Center-and norning and evening, fromthe bus, the al nost-forgotten outdoors!

There was one di sadvantage. In the Center her afternoons were free. Qutside work occupied the
entire day.

She did not go every day. Enployers' demands varied, and when fewer workers were needed they
were chosen at random or-sonetines-allowed to volunteer. Rissa' s choice, when given it, depended
on how recently she had had a free afternoon. But the occasional change of routine helped relieve

nonot ony.
ONE nmorning Gerard sunmoned her. "I need nore singles.” Not understanding, R ssa said, nothing.
"Grls to go work by thenselves, not in groups." She nodded. "I hear you're a good worker-no

trouble. The problemis, we give you a pass on public transit, but how nuch of the city do you
know? How nuch information do you need, to be able to find an address?"

\c

\c"If you could show me on a map ...
"That's no good. We'd have to teach you to read first."

She shook her head. "No. | can read."

"Ch, a few words, | suppose-off the Tri-V. But \ireally\i read? There's no way you could have
| earned that."
"I always could. Frombefore | was here, | nean.”

He | eafed through sone papers, chose one and handed it to her. "Here. Read that to ne."
Stunmbling over a few unfamliar words, she did so. He took the paper back

"You shoul d have told sonmeone-you could be doing nore valuable work. Cone with ne; we'll have to
test you."
She followed himdown two levels to a small, brightly colored office. There a short Oriental nan

heard CGerard's instructions. "Test the reading |evel and general intelligence. She can't know any
mat h, but she might have the aptitude. W're too short of help to waste brains with any kind of
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head start."” The man nodded and Cerard |eft.
"Sit down, please. |'mDoctor (taka. And you are ... ?"
"Ri ssaKerguel en. "

"Age? And how |l ong have you been in Wl fare?" She told him he began to ask anot her question
then said, "No, never mind-that's all in your file. Gerard forgot to bring it, but | can check
later." He smiled-a real snile-Rissa renmenbered Natalie Kinbrough.

He said, "Reading level, eh? A rare request these days. What el se can you do? Anything with
nunber s?"

"l can-1 can add and subtract. | used to know how to multiply, but I forgot. I was just starting
to learn division when they came and took ne-took ne and lvan ..."
"l van?"

"My brother. They've never let me see him Could you-"

He shook his head. "Not a chance. Last year, maybe. But the new chief in Division, Mile, is a
real pile-wth barnacl es!

"Now, then." He shoved papers at her, and a pencil. "Can you read the directions all right? "
She | ooked. "Yes."
"Then go ahead. Starting-\inow "\i
Not quite understandi ng the purpose but willing to oblige,
\c\b20\ b

\cshe read, wote, read and wote again. Wien she was done, Otaka said, "You're fast. Finished
with three mnutes to spare. Now, then-do you know what an intelligence test is?"
She thought. "Wien | was four-matching patterns, putting pegs in holes.”

"Well, this one is alittle different.”
And it was. Witten questions, each with five answers from which to choose. Sone she did not
understand at all; sone she conprehended vaguely; many were clear to her. At |ast she said, "I

don't think I can answer any nore of it. Was | fast agai n?"
He smiled. "Yes, sonewhat. And nowit's time for lunch."

"Al'l right. I can find ny way there. Should | cone back? Is there any nore you want ne to do?"
He | ooked at his watch. "Actually, it's past time to eat at your dining room"
She shrugged. "It doesn't matter. |'ve missed |unch before -1'mnot very hungry."
"No, no! We'll have no work on enpty stomachs. | intended, anyway-you'll lunch with ne in the
staff dining room"
Dubi ously, "I don't think they'll |ike that."

"I"mconducting tests and you' re ny subject-enough said. Cone al ong."

She did, and al though uneasy in the strange circunstance, enjoyed the food, the unfamliar
variety and flavors. The neat and sone vegetables were quite new to her, but she asked no
questi ons.

Afterward, again in Gtaka's office, he said, "Wuld you mind doing a few nore series? I'd |like
to establish a psychol ogical profile."

"I don't know what that means, but all right."

"Well, I'"mstudying the effects of the Welfare environnent, especially on children." He sniled
again. "That's not much better, is it? Let's just say I'"'mtrying to | earn about people and |'d
like you to help ne. But you don't \ihave\i to-this is ny own idea, not Gerard' s orders."

"Sure. Sure-I'Il help \iyou."\i And it was along three hours
\ce 21 .

\cbefore Rissa was done with the succession of tests. Wen she left, what nost surprised her was
the doctor's handshake as he sai d good- bye.
WHEN Gerard next called her he said only, "You're too smart for scutwork. You're going to save ne
sone noney." He turned to the wonan at a snaller desk, a wonman whose hair was undi pped and who
wore a bright dress. "Rissa, this is Elva Sormmrech, ny aide. Elva, as soon as you teach Rissa
enough to handl e your desk, you're free to take that pronotion over in Prepube.”

Sommr ech' s hi gh-arched eyebrows di sappeared under heavy brown bangs. "A little for me, a lot for

you? Ch, no, Em -1 want a percentage! How about a third?"
Gerard frowned. \i"In private,\i El ma!"

"What's the difference? She'll have access to the records -and see you have her coded as paid
staff, not as a Client." She shook a finger at him "I want nmy cut."

He shrugged. "I don't pay blackmail. If the pronotion isn't enough for you, we'll drop the whole
thing."

After a frowni ng pause, Sommrech grinned. "Wiat the hell-it was worth a try. Excuse ne a mnute,
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then I'Il start the girl's training."

When she was gone, Cerard said, "And if \iyou\i get any fancy ideas, it's back to scrubbing
floors.” He glared at Rissa. \i"Do\i you?"

She shook her head. He was cheating her but she could not protest. Hi s cheating of the State did
not concern her. But- \iaccess to the records!\i
IN the next weeks, Elva Sommrech taught her the uses of keypunch and readout nachi nes, the
Center's coding systemand the access codes to other Sections' data banks. Rissa
\ce 22 .

\cl earned procedures for entering new Juvenile Cients, routines for keeping their daily records,
and how to transfer themat sixteen to Section Fenale, Adult. Some nenial chores she stil
performed; now each norning she went early to tidy and dust the office. When both her superiors
arrived, she was allowed thirty mnutes to go to breakfast. Then her training continued.

One norning Somrech did not appear. Gerard told Rissa, "The job's all yours now " He | ocked the
of fice door. "There's one part Elva couldn't teach you. Take off your junpsuit and bend over the
desk. "

At first she felt some pain, then only disconfort, and at the end a brief flash of unsatisfied
excitement. Then he withdrew and said, "Wpe yourself off and go get your breakfast."

Slowy she dried herself and got into her junpsuit. "Do | have to do that every day?"

"Yes. And you're not to tell anyone. Understand?”

She nodded and left. On her way to breakfast she thought, \iHe's not supposed to do that. But
it's better than scrubbing floors.\i And now she knew why he had wanted her out of the office for
a half hour each norning.

IN her work she | earned much. Accustoned to the idea that Authority got what it wanted, rules or
no rules, she was not surprised to discover the ways Gerard used to divert Center and Cient
moneys to his own use. She despi sed the di shonesty; her early training recoiled against it. But,
scrubbing floors agai n? She deci ded she could only | ose by any protest. To Gerard, of course, she
pretended i gnorance.

Her computer terminal, she knew, recorded the placenent -but not the content-of any request for
data outside her own Section. So despite her anxiety, she waited.

Then came a request from Doctor Otaka, for correlative data from Section Ml e, Juvenile,

Post pubertal and Section Male, Adult-and at |ast she could punch inquiry on Ivan Marchant! He'd be
sevent een, she thought-Mal e, Adult. Frowning, she punched the codes.
\ce 23 .

\cOF the readout, she understood little. "Standard neasures agai nst recal citrance” was a
frequent entry and recently increasing. She tried to think of a way to see her brother, but could
not; "visiting regulations" were a system of prohibitions, not pernissions. So she nmenorized his
i ndi vi dual code nunber-which woul d give access to his file without recording her call-noted his
| ocation, and destroyed the telltale readout segnments. She would have to wait.

OTHERW SE, Ri ssa did not brood on her way of life. She worked, ate, slept, ran before dinner in
the gymasi um and operated her various office machi nes. She considered Gerard to be one of them
hi s nmorni ng demands no nore unpl easant than cl eaning the photocopi er. Except that on the days she
bl ed, the hard floor hurt her knees.

Eveni ngs, sonetinmes, she still watched the Tri-V-but sawit as fantasy, for the lives it showed
were quite unlike her own. Vaguely she recall ed having | ooked and dressed like the children the
screen showed, but canme to think the nenories nmust be false or derived fromprior view ng.

Wth mxed feelings she awaited her sixteenth birthday and transfer to Section Female, Adult.
Runors gave her a dull dread. But despite herself she could not suppress a wild, reasonless spark
of hope.

During her |ast weeks before transfer a bl onde woman- Gerda Lindner, staff, not Cient-worked
with Rissa, training to take over the work. Rissa wondered whether the other would al so have to
bend over the desk each norning, and if so, whether she knew it yet.

THE norni ng she reported not for work but for transfer, she found Gerard al one. Tight-Iipped,
pal e, he paced the floor. "Now |listen fast,” he said. "You' re going out of Wl fare, |
\ce 24

\ csuppose, and | have to make you understand that you \ican't\i talk about the Center, outside.
You see-"

"Qut of Welfare?" Never had she interrupted Gerard. "How?"

"The lottery, how el se? Just a few mnutes ago, it was announced on Tri-V. The top prize-awarded
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six nonths in a rowto ineligibles, unclainmed and piling up-and the damed ticket's \iin your
nane.\i You-"

She stopped hearing him She knew that Gerard bought lottery tickets with Juvenile Cients' work-
credits. Losses cost himnothing. Wnnings, payable to the Cient at transfer tine, were CGerard's
meanwhil e, to invest for his own profit.

But one of "her" tickets had won, and it \iwas\i transfer time. So, with the nmedi a watching,
\ishe woul d buy out of Welfare!\i
Dazed, she asked, "The big one?" Then; "How nuch?"

"The newsies weren't sure. Even after taxes, though- mllions of Wltmarks."

"Taxes? On State noney, awarded by the State?"
"Of course. All incone is taxable."

In Gerard's presence, until now, she had not |aughed. "I see. They take nobney out of one pocket
and put it in the other, so they can say the prize is bigger than it really is." She shook her
head. "Never mind-so long as it buys me out of here." She | ooked at him wondering if she had said
too nuch. "Wat happens now?"

Gerard cleared his throat; when he spoke, his voice showed strain. "The press is coming. To talk
to you before you | eave. You mustn't-just say you're very happy, and grateful to the State, and
you wi sh everyone could be as lucky as you are. O else-"

"Or else . .. trouble?" Suppressing what she felt, again she shook her head. "I wll speak
nicely to the press about ny life here.”
H's smled showed relief. "Good. |'ve ordered up sone clothes and a wig, so you'll |ook better

on Tri-V for the home fol ks."

Bef ore she could stop herself; "The hell with the hone fol ks!" Then, quickly, "Wait a mnute-I
said | wouldn't \isay\i anything. But | won't look a lie, Gerard." For the first tine
\c25

\cshe called himby nane. She felt surges of life, energy, power, but she was not yet free of this
pl ace. She fought them down and smiled. "I'msure the public knows a Wl fare haircut when it sees
one. There's no point in pretending lottery winners get that nuch advance notice. That's all |
meant . "

Wth clenched fists he thunped the desk. "AH right, all right-forget the wig. But wear the
clothes, won't you? | mean, you \iare\i buying out of Wl fare. Wiy give the appearance that you're
not ?"

She thought. "Yes, that's reasonable-if the clothes are. | nean, nothing fancy or expensive-
| ooki ng. "

"Not likely-the stores aren't open yet. Gerda's rounding up sone things in your size, from sone
of the live-in staff."

"Yes. WII| she be here soon? And when do the newspeople arrive?"

"Shoul dn't be long now. Half an hour, maybe, until your interview " He |ooked at her. "Rissa?
You' re one of the best girls |I've had here. Wuld you-?"

She knew his intent and answered it. "No. Because never before-not even once-did you \iask\i ne.
You al ways just told ne."

A knock cut off whatever he m ght have said. Blonde Gerda entered, carrying clothing and a curly
reddi sh wig. "Here you are, Cerard-and you, you lucky darling! Here-let me fix you up all pretty
for the canera.”

Ri ssa shook her head. Gerard said, "Forget about pretty-she won't wear the wig and knows nothing
of makeup. Just get a dress on her-and for God's sake, hurry!"

THE red dress fit poorly, but R ssa would wear no other. Unfamiliar wth underclothing, she
refused it. Cerard sent Gerda for a suitcase; when she returned, she packed the rest of the
clothes and the wig.

"Here you are, kid; it's all yours." The wonan |left nonentarily; a few seconds |ater, she opened
the door again. "The press is here. Tell it like you believe it."

\ce 26 .

\cTo Rissa's surprise, Gerard carried the suitcase. In the auditoriumthe Tri-V was turned off,
and instead of junp-suited girls the chairs were filled with outsiders-the press, waiting to
interview the wi nner of one of the |argest lottery prizes ever won.

St andi ng beside the darkened Tri-V, facing the caneras, she waited while Gerard introduced her-
nane, age, parentage and provenance. Then the questioni ng began
"What's your reaction to winning the big prize?"
"Naturally, I'mdelighted.”
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"How does it feel to growup in a Wlfare Center?"

"I can't answer that; |'ve never grown up anywhere el se. How does it feel to grow up outside?"
Laughter.

"The |l ast big winner called it an utter mracle. Do you agree?"

"No." She shrugged. "Wiy should |1? Every nonth, as long as | can renenber, it happens-with the
w nners announced on Tri-V. This tinme it's nme, is all."

A nonment's silence. "Who will you vote for in the next election?"
"I don't understand."”
"Whi ch bi ddi ng congl onerate has your support?"
"I can't say-l don't know enough about any of them"
"Does that nmean you don't favor the present Conmittee?"

She bit her lip. "It doesn't mean \ianything,\i yet. Gve me tinme to learn."
Fromthe rear, a harsh voice. "You better learn fast, kid."

A gray-haired woman spoke. "Wat do you intend to do with the noney you' ve won? And with your
life, fromnow on?"

Ri ssa thought. "Buy ny brother out of Wl fare-nmy uncle Voris, too, if he's still alive-and share
with them That's the noney." She snmiled. "My life? Wll, I'"'mgoing off Earth and |'mgoing to
grow nmy hair down to ny butt-and the rest of it's ny own business."

\ce 27 o

\cGasps, then the sane wonan asked, "You resent your present hairstyl e?"

"What's to resent? A few sets of clippers are a | ot cheaper than conbs and brushes al ways
getting | ost and wearing out; anybody can see that. | don't have to like it, though, and | never
did."

"What are you going to do, off Earth?"

"l don't know yet. What are \iyou\i going to do, \ion\i Earth?"

As the newspersons packed their equi pment and began to | eave, Gerard said, "Cone with ne. There's
a pogi ecopter waiting on the roof pad." This tinme she carried her own suitcase.

On the roof, besides the copter and its pilot they found the gray-haired newswonan. She said,
"I'f I my, Rissa, I'dlike to ride with you. Were are you goi ng?"

"She's booked into the Sigma-Hilton," said Gerard, "until she arranges for permanent quarters.
But you had your interviewwith the rest-isnjt this a little unethical?"

"I"'mnot here as a reporter; I'ma friend of the fanily." She turned to Rissa. "I doubt you'l
renenber nme; you were very young. |'mCanmilla Altworth."

Ri ssa thought, then snmiled. "Yes-ny father bringing in the mail-he'd say 'W have a letter from
Camilla.'" They'd read it, and laugh and tal k-and ny nother would wite to you the very sane day.

No, | don't renenber actually seeing you, but-yes, do come with nme. You can tell me about David
and Selene-things |I've forgotten, or never knew. "

CGerard cleared his throat. "Well, | guess it's all right. You' d better get aboard; you're
keeping the pilot waiting." He held out his hand. "Good-bye, Rissa."

She | ooked at the hand, then nodded and took it. \iAfter all, he could have been worse.\i "Good-
bye, Gerard."

"Til we nmeet again."
"W won't." She clinbed inside; Camilla Altworth foll owed.
\ c\ be 28 *\b

\cTHE | azy pogi ecopter took themto the roof pad atop the Signa-Hilton. Bel ow, at the desk,

Camlla Altworth took charge, but when she gave Rissa's name, the man smled and said, "It's al
arranged. WIIl you be staying also, as Ms. Kerguelen's guest?"
The wonan | ooked at Rissa. Rissa said, "Maybe; we'll see."

A bellman took themto a three-roomsuite. Inpressed by the lush decor, Rissa waited until he
left, to say, "Canmilla, isn't it beautiful?"

"For its time, yes. About thirty years out of date, though." Then, "Oh, hell-1've hurt your
feelings. O \icourse\i there's no way you'd know about nodern design. And it's foolish of me to
eval uate everything by current fads. Yes, Rissa-it is beautiful. Trust your own taste, dear. You
won't go wong."

Ri ssa |l aughed. "I'Il have to learn a lot, won't |? But | have lots of time now. So let's sit
down. Tell ne about ny parents."

They sat, but Canmilla said, "Lots of tine is what you \idon't\i have. Look, Rissa-you're on a
short fuse. You have to get out, and fast. That's why |I'm here."

"l don't understand. | trust you, but | don't understand."
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"Now, |ook, girl-what do you think the State gets for its noney, giving you unpty nillion
Vel t mar ks?"

"l don't know. Oh, sure-l| figured out that the one chance in a mllion hel ps keep the rest of
the mllion quiet, but-"

"Figure a little further. You' re good for about two nonths' free publicity to make everybody
feel happy. Then what happens?"

"I don't know how could I? Wiat \idoes\i happen?"

"The way it usually works-well, we have so many | aws \inobody\i can keep track-the Comrittee
passes new ones all the tinme. And you're starting fromscratch. So every now and then you' d break
one."

"And they'd punish nme? Fines? Jails?"
\ce 29 .

\c"They'd let thempile up until they had enough to | ook good in the records. Then-\iw thout\i
publicity-they'd pick you up, declare your assets forfeit, and put you back in Wlfare."

\i"No!"\i Rissa's hands clawed at her face; her body shook. Gently the ol der woman took her
hands, then enbraced her.

"I't doesn't have to happen to \iyou.\i There's a place to go- |'ve hel ped others-you'll be safe
there. Now just listen a mnute, will you?"

Still shuddering, Rissa nodded. She listened, and a,t the end of it she asked, "What about I|van
my brother? And Uncle Voris?"

"There's not tine to do it fromhere. The procedures would take too |ong-they'd stall, you see

And then they'd have you."
"But-to manage it fromthere? So \ifar?"\i

"Not only safer, but easier. The Establishment where you' re going-can pull strings | couldn't
begin to reach.”

"Very well." And then they tal ked of David Marchant and Sel ene Kerguel en

Once Canmilla said, "Do you know about your parents' deaths?"

"Uncle Voris told ne, when | was first in Wlfare. Colonel Gsbert Newhausen. Every night, to
remenber, | repeat that name."

"He's a general these days. But you may as well forget hinm you can't do anything."
"Then somewhere | will find someone who can.”
RI SSA' S net proceeds fromthe lottery cane close to 23,000,000 Wl tmarks; the gross, announced
publicly, was 100, 000, 000. One Weltnmark was roughly a day's wage for freepersons in unskilled
| abor; as a Wlfare Cient, R ssa had been "paid" a tenth of that-but had never had use of a
centumof it. She had no way to gauge the magnitude of her new fortune; she only knew she was
rich, legally adult and-for so long as she could nanage it-free. In Rissa's name, but by Canilla's
i nstructions, the noney
\ce 30 .

\cbegan to nove toward Rissa's destination. She did not entirely understand the necessary ruses.
"R Kerguelen" invested in conglonerates with vast overseas holdings. A few days later the
spelling changed to "R Karguelen." Cam |l a | aughed and said, "Even with the conputer tech on our
side, it cost a pretty bribe to throw UET's fund-flow nonitors off the track.'

"R Karguelen's" assets, in short order, siphoned thenselves sout hward-outside the jurisdiction
of the Committee and of its masters, United Energy and Transport. Canilla said, "UET' s safeguards,
its controls, are so conplex and interconnected that we can bollix one, and it sets the others
against it, long enough to get you out."

And one evening Camlla cane in and said, "You go tonight. Now s when you wear that wig. | have
your tickets, and all-enough noney for the trip. The passport's not as good as |I'd like, but it
shoul d work."

Ri ssa | ooked at the picture. The wig was the sane and the face could have been Rissa-or any one
of a thousand others. The name was Antonia Duval; Rissa nenorized it.

"Now here's the accounting,” said Canmilla. "Briefly, it's cost you a mllion, nearly-including
my conmm ssion. Altruists have to live, too, you know The rest is yours, and safe.”

"I don't begrudge you, Camilla. Take nore, if you wish."

"No need. 1've got nearly enough now to do a bunk nyself if | have to. But there's another job
must do first, anyway- and that one will put me over the top."
"As you say, then. Do | go soon? A copter again?"

"No-a groundcar this tinme-fromthe sub-basenent, at the rear. In-let's see-about an hour." For a
monment, silent and unsmling, she | ooked at Rissa. "This is always the hard part-waiting to see if
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you make it. If you're caught, |I'mdead or Welfared. And the driver-he's Underground, too. So be
careful -Antonia."
"I will-oh, I willl"

When the tinme cane, Rissa was prepared. The mirror and her passport showed a fair match. Camilla
said, "Wite to nme-but not directly. At the Establishment they'll teach you the codings."
Ri ssa enbraced her. "I'Il wite. And I'll never forget you."
\ c\ be 31 «\b

\ cTHE sub-basenent |ooned in dimess; pillars divided her view Near the rear entrance a |ight
bl i nked; through the vast enpty space she scuttled to a groundcar. Face unseen, the driver said,
" Duval ?"

"Yes. "

"CGet in." She did; the car crawmed up a ranp and entered sparse street traffic. She did not know
the destination and nade no effort to orient herself, nor did she speak. At the airport the car
stopped near the Air Latinas sign. The driver pointed.

"In there. And good luck . . . Duval. You know what to do."

"Thank you. Yes-1 will not test the passport until you are away from here." He nodded; she got
out, closed the door and entered the ternminal. For ten mnutes she stood, then approached the
check-in counter. Under her breath she repeated Canmilla's quick briefing.

SHE had no trouble; the passport worked. Her tickets, she found, put her aboard a | ow|evel SST-
not suborbital, due to an internediate stop-in the Deluxe Tourist Coach section, Area B. Beyond,
she saw Area A, and could find no distinction between the two. Shortly after takeoff, she slept.

The plane flew, |anded, waited, took off, flew and | anded again. At the terminal a man and wonan
met her. "Antonia Duval ?"

"Yes." They waited, silent. She showed her passport.

The woman nodded. "All right. Cone on." She followed them

Once in the car and clear of the airport the man said, "So you nmade it. Wl conme, Rissa
Kerguel en. You're free now "

\c

\cTHE country was Argentina. The Establishnent was a hal f-day's drive from Buenos Aires, and its
proprietress was Erika Hul zein. At m d-norning, refreshed after sleeping in the car, bathed, and
freshly clothed, Ri ssa nmet her.

Except for the white hair, worn | oose around her face and cut at chin | ength, Madanme Hul zein did
not | ook her seventy years. Her body was trim she noved snmoothly. Seeing her face's youthfu
contours, Rissa deduced cosnetic surgery, but saw no telltale nmarks. Then she was caught by the
gaze of deep-set blue eyes above the thin, hawklike nose, and the woman snil ed.

"Yes, it takes noney to hold your |ooks at ny age. Luckily, 1've got it. Now, then, girl-sit
down and tell nme your story. Al of it; Camilla gave ne only the outline. W have the rest of the
nmorning; |'ve cleared ny other appointnents.”

"But why-?"

"Because we have a lot of work to do, you and I-and | need to know exactly what we're starting
with. So go ahead."

Ri ssa thought a nonment, then began with her parents and early life. For a time she was afraid
she was taking too long at it, but when she paused, Erika Hulzein smled faintly and nodded for
her to conti nue.

She canme to that terrible day-her parents dead, the unfeeling Wl fare agent-and found herself
telling of her uncle giving her Selene. "But that's silly-a child's pretending-it's not inportant.
What happened next was-"

"It is important-because it was inmportant. Tell ne..
So Rissa forgot about tinme and described, as well as she could renenber, all that had happened
to her. She edited, of course, relating only the first or nost nenorabl e anong simlar events. She
hardly noticed when a young wonman brought a tray with coffee and thin slices of dark, pungent

bread-but all the sane, tal king between bites, she ate and drank
\c

\ cWhen she reached the point of her transfer to Postpube, and the surgery, Erika said, "Pause a
monment. They said things you didn't understand? Can you remenber \iany\i of it?"

"Uh-magneti ¢ sonet hi ng-and t he Underground naking a stink. I-"

"And your uncle had entered a |lawsuit! Ha!" Erika clapped her hands together. "You're not
sterilized, girl-not permanently. Twenty to one, you're not!"

"But how ?"
"It's called a 'reversible.' Your Fallopian tubes-do you know what those are?" Ri ssa nodded.
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"Well, instead of tying themoff in the usual way, a short length of each is replaced by plastic
tubi ng, magnetically polarized. They're left sealed off, of course, but Welfare-the Conmittee-what
the \ischeiss,\i it's all UET!-they have specially designed nagnetic devices. Hold one of those
agai nst you at the proper spot, push the right buttons and turn the right dials-those nagnetic
sections open and close |like faucets." She frowned. "They're hard to get, those nmachines-it's
going to cost you-but with patience and bribery you'll control your own wonb again!"
RI SSA' S story continued. Wen it cane to Gerard-the rape when she was near death, later the
conpul sory norning services-Eri ka shook her head. "So \ithat's\i how Wl fare teaches |ove.
i mgi ne you don't care nuch for sex, do you?"
"No-except what | do by nyself. Does any wonan?"

Eri ka | aughed, then sobered. "I don't nmean to nake fun of your misfortune. But-you'll learn
Ri ssa. Here, you'll learn! And nowgo on with it."

"There's not much nore." The lottery winning, the press interview, Canilla Altworth, and the
escape. She laughed. "And is it ny turn to ask?"
"What do you want to know?"
"Wl | -what happens now?"

Like gulls' wings, Erika's eyebrows lifted. "Canmilla didn't tell you? Well, it's up to you, of
course. You owe ne nothing
\ce 34 .

\c-Camlla arranged your way this far. So you could take your noney-the docunents that give you
control of it-and go to the city or el sewhere, and build your own life. You' d be safe enough
Whether | actually own this country is open to debate, but | have enough power to keep UET's hands
out of it, and I do just that."

"But there is something nore, isn't there? \iWiat\i didn't Canilla tell nme?"

"What it is that I'"'moffering you. It doesn't conme cheaply and it takes tinme-a mllion Weltnmarks
and at least a year." Erika raised a hand. "Let ne finish. That mllion and that year buys you the
best survival training package available on this planet. Here are sone of the parts of it...."

When Eri ka had finished, Rissa said, "If you-your Establishnent-can teach ne all that, the price
seenms cheap enough. Especially since it's quite obvious that if you wanted to, you could take all
| have and | eave nme not hing."

"Ha! You're learning already. Shall we have |unch now?"

NEXT day it began. How it could all be done in one year, Ri ssa could not imagine. Mastery of
several |anguages including variant speech patterns. Three distinct approaches to the art of
political corruption. Proficiency at controlling vehicles on land or water, or in air-not in
space, though, for Erika had no starship. \iYet,\i Rissa rem nded herself...

Polite conversation. Financial manipulation, including the | egal aspects. Mre ways of arned and
unarmed combat than she had known to exist. Psychol ogy, with enphasis on the art of bl uffing:
when, with whom and how nuch. Acting-not on stage but in life-and disguise. Drinking and dopi ng
without loss of aim inpetus, or clarity of intention. Sex in many fashions. And-she was eager to
| earn of this-ways to free her mnd of old bondages.

The training began slowy, alittle at a tinme. It grewin scope until she did not think her
m nd, her body, her time could hold it all. But somehow, she managed,

\ce 35 .

\cSHE al so | earned things outside her curriculum She shared a roomw th Maria Fal dane, a sultry
swarthy girl a year older than Rissa, hailing fromsome part of Southwestern North Anerica. Miria
was several weeks ahead of Rissa in training -and a mne of gossip.

For instance: "Frieda Hul zein? She's thirty, so Erika was forty at the birth. Oh,
parthenogenetic, of course, but gene-replicated-and fertile, with luck." At Rissa's inquiring
| ook, Maria explained. "Gene-replicated neans you get all your chronosones, not just half |ike the
ol dtime haploid par-thenoes. It's secret, how they do it-but what | heard, they get the nucl eus of
one ovumto fertilize another one. If you get the proper halves together, it works.'
"And if you don't?"

"Then it's zerch-no result; try again." Then; "Have you seen nuch of Frieda?"

Ri ssa shook her head. "No-just now and then. She doesn't | ook as much |ike Erika as you'd
expect, does she?" On Frieda, Erika's hawklike features were exaggerated-al nost coarse, Ri ssa
t hought. And she noved | ess gracefully.

"Huh! Doesn't quite act like her, either. | tell you, Ri ssa, she scares me sonetines. You can't
tell how she's likely to react. Does she scare you?"

Ri ssa thought. "No. In Wl fare | never knew how the staff people would react. Wen |'mnot sure,
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| don't say much; that's all."

"Yes." Maria nodded. "Well-\ithat\i one doesn't have all her wheels on the ground, let ne tel
you. "

The conversation shifted, and soon it was tinme for sleep. But next day Maria was absent from
afternoon training. Long after dinner, nmoving slowy and stiffly, she entered their room Rissa
said, "What's the natter? \What happened? Are you all right?"

Maria shook her head. "I don't want to tal k any nore about-about anything."

. e 36 -

\c

\cIN the real mof sex, Rissa |learned that Gerard had known nothing of her body's ways-and very
little, she suspected, about his own. Skilled nen and wonen taught her how to give pl easure, and-
equal ly inportant in sone circunstances, perhaps-how to withhold it, to deny another's response.
She di scovered many enjoyments, but sonehow despite her new skills and those of her teachers-
neither singly with another nor in varied groupings could she find the satisfacti on she knew
alone, late at night, in the way she had | earned as a child. She knew that others had no such
handi cap but said nothing, feeling that the problemwas hers to solve.

One day, resting, she lay beside two friends; even the inconplete fulfillnent had been pleasant.

She said, "Jorge- Cecily-am| progressing well in these things? How nuch nore is there for me to
| earn?"

"Very little that's newto you," the woman said. "Wuldn't you agree, Jorge?"

"Yes. More practice, | think, on this and that. Ch, not this today. Rissa-in these matters
you' re superb. But on Tuesday-renenber ?"

"Yes. | was clunsy. And | forgot, until nearly too |ate,

to-"

"Ch, never nmind," said Cecily. "I don't think you'll forget again. Because |'ve noticed

sonet hi ng-you never make the same mstake twi ce." She laughed. "You' re doing fine, R ssa -naybe
not as rapidly as in conbat arts, but quite well."

Jorge said, "Another nmonth, I'll bet onit, Rissa-you'll be up for your turn in Erika s private
circle.™
She shook her head. "Private circle?"

"Didn't your talkative roommate tell you? Erika keeps a rotating stable of concubi nes-both sexes-
and she's not greedy about it. The system serves two purposes-it's also your final exans."

"I-" Rissa frowned. Renenbering Maria's sudden turnabout, she said, "It may not be ... wise ...
to discuss
\ce 37

\cMadane Hul zein's private life."

"Ch, Erika doesn't mind," said Cecily. "She makes no secret of it-and no apol ogies for
\ianything\i she does."

"She doesn't have to," said Jorge. "Custons don't bind her."
Ri ssa said, "Nor |aws, | understand."

"In this country, if a |aw annoys Erika, she has it changed."”

"Somehow | don't think you're joking," said Rissa. "O not by nuch.” Slowy she rose,

stretching. "I'"mdue for a session with Maestro Gonmez. Today's task is to converse, ad |ib and on
cue, in the voice tones and speech patterns of two assuned identities he assigned ne |ast week."
The others groaned. "I wi sh you luck," said Jorge. "That's sonething \il'nmi not good at."

ON t he day she could have died, Rissa |earned a new thing about herself. She rode with Erika to
the city, observed while the ol der woman visited branch offices; they lunched together. Ready to
return, Erika said, "I'ma little tired; would you like to take us back?"

"OfF course." Rissa liked aircars and handled themwell. As Erika sat, relaxed, Ri ssa took the
car up. "How about the shortcut, the gap through the foothills?" Eyes closed, Erika nodded.

Past the gap, energing over a canyon, the nmotors failed. Abruptly the car dropped-boul ders far
below, the cliff looming- \iW're dead!\i Only seconds left...

But ... it felt like \inmnutes,\i as R ssa | ooked around her -rocks and trees, the cliff-a
sl opi ng | edge, and bel ow t hat -

She steered at the | edge, grazed it broadside. Metal shrieked but did not crunple; the car was
sl owed. Next-\ithere,\i the dropoff they had passed-where it curved and-

Back across the canyon, still plumreting, again she struck at a grazing slant-rebounded, hit
agai n and ski dded, netal screeching against rock-down the cliff as it curved to canyon
\ c\ be 38 *\b
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\cfloor. \iCan this work? Wiy doesn't Erika-?\i

Metal flew, w ndows sprang free of nountings. No steering nowshe could not avoid the boul der
struck it glancing and now the car rolled, over and over. She felt nothing but roar of sound; then
they stopped, and the roar was in her own ears.

"Erika!" The car sat tilted; she scrabbled free of her safety harness and clanbered to see. "Are
you all right?"

Bl ood streaked Erika's chin but she said, "Wl | enough- shaken, nicked a little, like yourself.
My God! How did you do it? It seened like hours."

Startled, Rissa said, \i"Yes-\ithat's it! Wien ! sawwe had no chance-it changed, |ike sl ow
nmotion on Tri-V. | |ooked and | ooked a long tine before | decided the | edge was best. Then-"

W pi ng away bl ood, Erika smled. "So you're another!" Ri ssa shook her head, waiting. "I call us
adrenal i ne freaks- though that doesn't explain it. But when it's life or death, time \islows-\iit
did for me, too. When we get back-tonorrow, say -we'll test you."

The radi o brought rescue. Next day, and foll owi ng days, Erikaxtested Ri ssa agai nst simul ated
ener genci es-wi t hout success. "Wll, sone can train it; sonme can't. | can't, but hoped you could."”

"Do you know why not ?"

"Maybe we're too snart-can't fool ourselves about real danger. And |I'mnot risking you-or nme-in
a setup that could be fatal if the reaction isn't enough to handle it.

"But you can keep in nind, R ssa-when it cones down to cases, you've got an ace in the hole!"
RISSA'S skills grew, and with them her self-assurance. She had her turn-not quite as soon as Jorge
had predicted-with Erika's "stable"-and was surprised by the real warnth and intimacy w thin that
changi ng group. When the turn ended, Erika talked with her, the two alone. "You're a love, girl-
we're all agreed on that. Now this problemof yours-oh, it's

\c. 39
\cobvious, to ne, at |least, that you have to fake the high points -well, | think you' Il overcone
it sooner or later. The odds are good. And for nobst purposes you do fake it well. But-and this is

vital-don't \iever\i do so with anyone who is truly, personally inportant to you. Do you
under stand why?"

"Because if | fool someone, there's no way for that person to know I still need hel p?"

"That's part of it. Where one fails, two may succeed-but only if both know somethi ng's needed.
But also, you can't help feeling contenptuous of anyone you can lie to, successfully. And contenpt
is a very nasty poison."

"I see. And I'msorry, Erika, because you and others here \iare\i inportant to ne."

The ol der woman shook her head. "Not the way | nmeant. You're here for the year, and then you'll
be gone. | spoke of the kind of inportance that sonetines has a future to it."

She gripped Rissa's shoul der and shook it gently. "Now you nust get on with other matters. 'l
have your things noved to your old room you have it to yourself nowthe Faldane girl's working at
our city offices." She paused. "By the way-have you had any | uck, finding your uncle?"

Ri ssa shook her head and left.

COWPUTER t apes can be erased; Rissa found no hint that Voris Kerguel en had ever existed. She had
better luck with Ivan; he had been noved, but she discovered his new | ocation. Wen she was
certain, she went to Madanme Hul zein.

"1"ve found ny brother."

"Well, get himout. |I've taught you how, haven't |?"

"Yes. To begin with, ny noney-or yours, for that matter -is useless in North Arerica if
recogni zed as such; it would be confiscated." She awaited Erika's nod. "So we work through
est abl i shed drops and code all comunications."

"Go ahead."

"I will. But, your advice-which drop should |I use? Canilla?"
\c\b40\ b

\c"No. She wound up her work a few days ago and skipped to Australia two junps ahead of a
Conmittee arrest order. She sends her best wi shes, by the way-says she'|ll answer your | atest
message when she gets settled and has tine."
Rissa smled. "I amglad. But then, who... ?"

"Let me think. Do you know the New Mafia codes and dropsi gns?"
"I'"ve seen them | know where to |ook. But-can that group be trusted?"
Eri ka grinned. "They play a double game-always. But |'mone they don't cross."
"Then may | use your sign group in the nessage?"
"Not the personal one; use the one that says you speak \ifor\i nme. It's clear enough in the
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readout . "
"Al'l right. And thank you, Erika."
IN due tinme, lvan Marchant arrived. They did not recogni ze one anot her
"Ivan? Is it you? I'mRissa."
The man's thin face twitched. "I uphold the principle of total Wlfare."
"Ivan!" She turned to Erika. "Are you sure this is ny brother?"
"The records say so. Fingerprints and retinal patterns match."
Rissa went to him "It \iis\i you, lvan-isn't it?"
"lvan Marchant defends the ethics of Total Welfare and always wili!"

Eri ka Hul zein enbraced themboth. "I'Il take him Rissa, and try to grow back his m nd-what
they've left of it. | can't promise full recovery, but I'Il try. My fee's only half of what it was
for you, because he can't use nore than half the training, probably." Rissa hugged her brother
once nore; then an attendant |ed himaway. Erika said, "Don't give up yet, on him there's still a
chance. "

Ri ssa spat. "There's a \ichance\i that UET s Presiding Corn-

\c\b41l\ b

\cmittee will grow wings. They' ve canceled all future elections; it's the next |ogical step. But |
won't sit quietly in a duck blind, waiting for themto fly over!"”

Eri ka's eyes narrowed. "I thought you' d dropped that idea."

Half smling, half snarling, R ssa answered. "Ch, | have-I can't afford it." Politica
assassi nati ons, she had found, cane high; all her wealth woul d barely have bought the death of any
one Conmittee menber. "It's nore inportant that | get off Earth."

She did not nention her independent negotiations with the New Mafia. The Committee was out of
her reach, but she had not forgotten Gsbert Newhausen-and she felt her plans for that man m ght
shock even Erika Hul zein. Not death-for David and Selene, for Rissa's eleven years in Wl fare and
Ivan's damaged nind, death was not sufficient. She hoped the general would live at |east el even
years. ..

To Erika, though, she said only, "You' ve taught ne a great deal. But one thing | knew al ready-
settle for what you can get."

"Not too cheaply, however. Renenber, Rissa-sonetinmes you can get nore than you might think."

Ri ssa | aughed. "Yes, | know. And with your training to help ne, perhaps I wll."

HER million-Weltmark year neared its end; |ooking back fromwhat she was to what she had been
Rissa felt that it was worth every centum she had pai d.

Now, readying herself to | eave, she conferred nore often with Erika. During one such neeting,
Frieda Hul zein entered. The brown hair of Erika's heiress was only beginning to show gray, but in
sonme ways the nother seened the younger.

Frieda sat. "Rissa Kerguelen, isn't it?" R ssa nodded. "Considering the tine you ve been here,

we haven't seen much of each other. | alnpost feel you've been avoiding ne."
Ri ssa said, "Your responsibilities and ny training didn't
\ce 42 .

\coverlap greatly. You are, of course, prinmarily concerned w th nanagenent and admi nistration
Your subordi nates had charge of ny studies in those areas."

"I suppose so. Well, now | understand you're |eaving us soon? And |like all youngsters, ready to
go out and take on the whol e worl d?"

"No. Quite the opposite. |I'mready, as soon as possible, to take \ioff\i this world."

Eri ka said, "So you'll be in touch, you two, over the years. Frieda-we'll be handling Rissa's
Eart hsi de affairs-you ve seen the agreenents, or will. Al standard, with the code-changi ng

sequences staggered on the ABC contingency patterns.”

Fri eda nodded. "That's sound." She | ooked at Rissa. "Are you sure you understand how t hose
progressi ons work? Over the light-years, they can get conplicated."

"I think so," Rissa said. "As an exanple, if the mutual lag is fifteen years and ny chart begins
with AB7, then nmy first nmessage upon | anding would start with-"

She continued the explanation through the first two changes; then Frieda waved a hand. "Al
right; you'll manage." She stood. "I'mexpecting a call. Another tinme, then."

Wien she had left, Erika said, "You don't |ike Frieda, do you?"

"It's as | said-we've never had cause to becone acquainted."

"She's a little hard to know, | realize. But are you sure that's all?"
"What nmore could there be?"

Eri ka frowned, but only briefly. "Quite a lot. And if you were staying here nuch longer 1'd find
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out, too. You're a good bluffer but | taught your teachers. Well, it's not inportant-over unpteen
light-years, personalities don't matter much."

"No." And Rissa left to see to her preparations. *

\c43

\cWAI TI NG whil e certain financial arrangements were conpl eted, she overstayed her year by three
weeks. Her investnments had prospered; her net worth after all expenses-includi ng the Newhausen
contract-was well over 25,000,000 Wl tmarks. Part of her wealth she would take off Earth; the rest
woul d work for her in several countries, each group of assets held jointly in the nanes of two or
nore manufactured identities. Sometines, though not usually, her own name al so appeared. The
network was arranged so that she could reach any holding fromany identity in not nore than two
st ages.

Nonexi stent \ipersonae,\i she had found, cost noney and required supporting paraphernalia. She
had three-Lysse Har-nain, Tari Cbrigo, and Cel e Metroki n-and none of them in speech or
appear ance, would be nistaken!or any other or for herself.

Except for three itens, she had stayed clear of North Anerica. Theft and delivery of the
fertility-control device was as expensive as Erika had warned, but finally the thing arrived.
There was, of course, the Newhausen contract. And Lysse Harnain, Tari Cbrigo, and Cele Metrokin,
between them and jointly, held nearly 4,000,000 Wltmrks in UET voting stock. That hol di ng was
Ri ssa's | everage to get her off Earth.

So it was Lysse Harnain, aged twenty-eight, attractive but not pretty, who said good-bye to
Eri ka. Lysse spoke in a shrill little-girl voice. Plastic inserts w dened her nostrils; a
renovabl e cap gave her a crooked front tooth. Her hair, tenmporarily reddened, she wore in tight
curls pulled to the crown of her head. Thin, indetectable plastic | enses changed her gray eyes to
green and woul d mislead any retinal-pattern check. Tissue-thin appliques on her fingertips carried
the fabricated print patterns on file for Lysse Harnain. Duplicates of these accessories, and
their counterparts for Tari Cbrigo and Cele Metro-kin, were well hidden in her handbag and
| uggage. The nagnetic "faucet handl e" nasqueraded as part of her hair dryer. Thus equi pped, she
reported to Erika.

The ol der worman reached to take both her hands, |ooked closely at her and nodded. "You'll do,"
she said. "Nowsit down-1"mglad | got back fromthe city before you left. Are your plans stil
t he sane?"

\ c\ be 44  «\Db

\c"Alnost. I'mnot risking North Anerica at all; UET' s subsidiary in Japan seens a safer bet.
About a nonth fromnow a ship | eaves Hokkai do base for TerranOva by way of Far Corner. 1'll book
all the way through, of course, but-"

"I thought the Twin Wrlds was your goal."

"My transfer point, you nmean? Yes-it was. But your latest Intelligence report-it came while you
wer e gone-says UET snells Escaped Ship activity there. By the tine | arrived, those planets night
be buttoned up tight."

"And so?"

"The report also nmentions-and this part is fromthe Underground- Escaped Ships' contact at Far
Corner. And ny goal is wherever those ships nmake their base-the H dden Worlds."

"I'f the H dden Worlds exist..."
"You know they do! They \inust!"\i

Eri ka chuckl ed. "OF course. Forgive an old woman's jeal ousy. For nme, at ny age, they do not."
Then, "Far Corner, eh? | have an agent there-an Asian-former space pilot. He |ost an arm and they
left himat the first stop.”

Ri ssa nodded. "Gsallin, you nean. |'ve seen his dossier. He has no |ove for UET."
"Does anyone? | doubt those \ischei sskopfs\i |ove thensel ves! Now, then-you'll send word?"
"Of course | will, when | can. And you-?"
The ol d woman shook her head. "By the tinme your first nmessage could arrive, I'mnot likely to be

here. But Frieda will do as | would."
Though Ri ssa was not as certain of Frieda as Eri ka was, she nodded and said, "Yes. O course."”

"Well, then-do you want to see your brother before you go?"
"No." Erika's psych-techs had freed |van from nuch of UET' s inplanted conpul sion, but his
intelligence had only begun to recover, and slowy. "I know he's safe here-but just in case, it's

as well that only you know nme in this guise."
"Of course." Both wonen stood. Erika pulled the girl close and gave her cheek a dry kiss. "Al
right, Rissa-Lysse-I wi sh you didn't have to say good-bye in that whiny little voice,
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45 .
\c
\cthough I"'mgratified that you maintain characterization so well." She sighed. "Anyway-you're as
capable as \il\i can nanage, and nore so than nost |'ve trained. | hope you get-well, whatever it

is you want. You've earned it."

Ri ssa | ooked at the wonan she had known only a year; the woman who had changed her from an
ignorant child to an able, conpetent person skilled in ways that a year ago she coul d not have
i magi ned-the woman she coul d never see again. She blinked away tears; the kiss she gave was
neither dry nor perfunctory.

"Earned it? Not yet, Erika-but | intend to." Wien she turned away, she did not |ook back

A DIRI A BLE steaner took her to Mexico City, a suborbital SST to Tokyo Conplex, and a hydrofoilto
UET's Hokkai do spaceport. She knew the hotels there, under whatever nanes, were UET-owned and
subject to electronic surveillance; she took care not to breach her Lysse Harnain identity. Using
stockhol der's privil ege, she booked passage on the \i Mac-Namara\i at company di scount, bypassing
the usual waiting |list and screening process. She stayed in her suite and dined fromthe automated
roomservice

Newsfax was part of the service; she nade a show of scanning everything concerning the Western
Hem sphere and Europe, but paid heed only to the North American printouts, with special attention
to that continent's M dwest area.

A week before her schedul ed departure she found the item she wanted. General Osbert Newhausen's
wi ves and co-husbands had filed unanimusly to divorce him and the general was hospitalized
following a suicide attenpt. R ssa gave no outward sign of her intense satisfaction. The New Mafi a
representative had told the truth; the nutated virus was effective, as descri bed.

Al t hough she pretended-for the sake of possible observers -to continue to read the printouts,
she had no further interest
\ce 46 .

\cin Earth's affairs. During her |ast evening, however, she used the suite's comunicator keyboard
to dispatch a coded note to Erika Hul zein via a Buenos Aires nessage drop. Decoded, it would read,
"On ny way tonight. Geatest thanks for all you have done, and |l ove to poor Ivan."

IT may have been the note that was al nost her undoing. Leaving fromthe |ower-level terminal, she
timed her novenents so as to be alone in the tube-capsule that would take her to the ship. But at
the | ast nonent a bul ky woman ran to reopen the closing door and crowded in to join her. The woman
wore the red and bl ue plastic hood-mask of the North Anerican Conmittee Police; behind it showed
only shadowed |ips and eyes. Rissa |ooked at her and said nothing, thinking, \iit could be

coi nci dence-but it snells wong!\i

"CGoing off Earth?" The voice was deep, and unexpectedly soft.

Al right-the policebitch woul d have seen the records; there was no point in lying. "Yes, to
Terranova. And you?"

A laugh, not soft like the voice, but harsh. "No such luck. Just a little business at the port.
Where do you cone fronf"

She'd know that, too. Lysse Harnain could be-no doubt \ihad\i been-traced back to South Anerica.
Yet it had not been feasible to change identities at the brief stops. "Mst recently, Argentina."”
"Where in that country?"

The Commttee's hound knew, all right-but nake \iher\i say it. "A snmall town, near Buenos Aires.
You woul dn't have heard of it."

"But |1've heard of it many tines-including just this evening. It's rather notorious."

"Then why do you ask?"

The heavy shoul ders shrugged. "One way to get to the real questions.'

wonman said, "W know you cone from Hul zeins'."

Ri ssa did not answer. The

\c\b47\ b

\cA monent for thought. "I did visit a person of that nanme. \What does that-or this place, for
that matter-have to do with \iyour\i jurisdiction? "
"At Hul zeins', is there a girl nanmed Ri ssa Kerguel en?"

By God, they never quit |ooking! "There are nmany girls."
"About seventeen-slimdark hair. Did you see her?"
"I don't believe | net her. Why?"
"Wanted on a Conmittee warrant. The charge is treason. Hul zein should know better than to harbor
such persons. "
Ri ssa manufactured a |laugh. "I doubt that Madane Hul -zein's nuch concerned with your Cormittee's
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machi nati ons. But, yes-now | remenber-this girl you nention-she nust be the one who killed herself
when she saw her brother again. A childish thing to do, but she was barely of |egal age. Erika was
quite disappointed in her."

"You're sure?" The wonan's grip hurt Rissa's shoulder; she was tenpted to break a finger of the
of fendi ng hand, but waited.

"You're hurting ne! No, of course |I'mnot sure. | heard a lot of stories-who's to say which were
true? | didn't follow the gossip closely, anyway. | had nmy own concerns."
The hand gripped harder. "I'msure you did-Ri ssa.”

It was tinme to act. Past time-the port was near. Maybe the sniffing bitch was only guessing, but
the chance wasn't worth it. She felt the jolt of peril-now, as in the aircar, tine \islowed.\i She
turned to face the plastic nmask, took a breath, and drove the heel of her hand as hard as she
could, up to the hidden nose. Wth luck she could have driven bone splinters into the brain, but
the plastic was too rigid; her blow slipped off its bulge. The worman hal f-screaned-in fear, or was
it anger?- and thrust out a nmeaty hand to squeeze Rissa's throat. Behind the mask her eyes shone,
alnmost |ike burning coals. Rissa pointed stiff fingers at those eyes and jabbed.

She did not know how well or ill she wought; the woman cried out and cl apped her hands to her
face. Rissa reached across her; overriding the safety interlock she button-punched the door open
She raked a heel down the wonman's shin and drew a yel p of pain; then she braced herself and
\i pushed,\i until the woman's head and shoul ders were outside, rubbing against
\ c\ be 48 «\b

\cthe tube wall as the capsul e sped. The policewonan screaned -then friction took hold and the
capsul e swayed with the inpact. Ri ssa heard bones snap as the worman's body was pulled outside to
be crushed in the narrow space and vani sh behind. Al nost, Rissa followed it-she barely nmanaged to
di sengage and catch hersel f against the door frane.

She punched the door closed again and sat back, panting, fighting for calm A pang wenched her-
she had never killed before. Yet what choice had she?

A minute or so later, the capsule cane to a halt. She left it and wal ked out of the term nal
across the spaceport to the ship.

UET' s stockhol ders had first option on the freeze-chanbers. Rissa had considered the matter.
Overall time dilation for the trip-not the one she had booked, but the shorter one she intended-
was slightly less than eighteen. Twelve years for the price of, perhaps, eight nonths. Faster
shi ps made better tradeoffs, but none were scheduled to neet her need. The question was, did she
want to spend those ei ght nonths awake on a cranped ship, all the while alert to keep the role of
Lysse Harnain? Not really, she decided. And the freezing and revival procedures, Erika had assured
her, posed no threat to her disguise.

So she "bunped" a man who coul d have bought and sold her ten tinmes over-but who owned | ess UET
stock-and prepared to enter freeze. To justify being revivified at the stopover, she nentioned an
i nvestment possibility at Far Corner. Then she went to chilly sleep

When the ship | anded and she was awakened and treated, she went aground with only her essenti al
| uggage, content to let the rest go on to a destination that was not hers. So far, she felt, she
was wel |l ahead of the game. It remained to be seen what turns that ganme would take in future.
\c\b49\b

\cSHE did not risk UET's spaceport hostelry; near the ship she hailed a groundcab, and once

i nside, took certain precautions with her appearance. The cab took her to and past the town of
Second Site, to a ranshackle inn called the First Ever. It catered largely, the driver told her
to mners and trappers.

I nside, signing the register as Tan Cbrigo, she paid triple the usual rate because she needed a
roomto herself. The | andl ord | ooked at her-head covered by a hood, her face veil ed- and grinned
behind his grizzled beard.

"Private doings-eh, M. Cbrigo?"

"I am accustoned to privacy and willing to pay for it.
and she spoke in the precise manner of Tan Cbri go.

"No offense, Ms. Here-1'Il show you your room Want any help with your duffel?"

"No-wel |, yes-you mght take this one. It is not heavy, but with the other twd, awkward to
carry." The man nodded and | ed her to a second-floor room conplete with bathing and toil et
facilities. Going to the roonis one wi ndow, he opened the curtains.

"Ni ce view across town," he said. "Spaceport just past the valley, and the big trees behind it."
He nmade no nove to | eave.

"Yes-t hank you." Far Corner custom she recalled, added all tips to the final billing, so that

Her voice was soft, slightly accented,
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wasn't what he was waiting for. "I think that is all, for the noment."
"You haven't said-you want to take your neals here, or out?"
Annoyed, she shook her head. "Can | not do either, as is convenient?"
"Sure. Cost you nore, though. Cheaper to sign up for nmeals with the room"

"I cannot help that. My plans are ... flexible."
"Suit yourself, Ms. Well-anything you need, just ask."
"Yes. | will. Thank you," and finally the man |eft. She | ocked the door, reclosed the curtains

and rermoved her veil and hooded cl oak
The next hour she spent transform ng Lysse Harnain to Tari
\ c\ be 50 *\b

\cQbrigo-age twenty-two-dark brown eyes, black hair falling in |oose curls around her face and
brushi ng her shoul ders. Her nose was Rissa's own, but with a small fleshy nole al ongside the |eft
nostril. The crooked tooth-cap was replaced by one that gave promi nence to the upper front

i nci sors. Tweezers enphasi zed the arching of her brows. And she did not forget to change her
fingerprints.

The mirror satisfied her. Now she was ready to show her face-Tari Corigo' s-on Far Corner
OSALLIN S office, she knew, was in the |Independent Brokers' warehouse; she had seen the | oom ng
structure fromthe groundcab. She guessed its distance at roughly three kil oneters and decided to
wal k. Stepping out into cool early-afternoon sunlight, she enjoyed the use of her nuscles in Far
Corner's gravity, nearly a fourth slighter than Earth's. She faced a breeze; fromthe forest
beyond the spaceport she snelled strange, pleasant fragrances.

She approached the building fromthe warehouse side and wal ked another two hundred neters to
reach the office section. Entering, she canme into a | obby that contained several receptionists'
desks-t hree occupi ed and one occupant not busy. Rissa approached; the thin, elderly woman | ooked
up.

"I would like to neet with Broker GCsallin."

The wonman cl eared her throat. "I nust approve all the Broker's appointnments. Your nane?"

Rissa snmiled. "If you would informhim please, that | bring greeting from Eri ka?'

The ot her paused, then nodded. "Ch, yes-certainly." She spoke into a hushtal k handset, then
said, "It will be only a few m nutes, Ms. Be seated, if you like."

"Thank you." But Rissa had no desire to sit; she strolled around the | obby, |ooking at pictures
and at gl ass-encl osed exhibits of Far Corner's produce. After perhaps ten m nutes, the wonan
called to her and gave directions to Gsallin's office, two floors above. Again, she decided to
wal k.

\c\b51\ Db

\cTHE office was small, cluttered, and brightly Iit. The man was short and wide, with a face to
mat ch. When he sniled she saw three gold teeth and a space where a bicuspid was m ssing. He held
out his single hand, the left. "Erika sent you? From Earth?"

She found the handshake awkward. He rel eased her hand and notioned for her to sit, facing him
across the desk. "Not exactly," she said. "Erika was nmy nmentor and ny friend. She is not ny

enpl oyer; 1 have "none."

Gsal lin pushed graying hair back fromhis forehead. "This is a social call, not business? And
don't know your nane yet, do |?"

"It is business, also. | amgoing farther out. Erika suggested that she-her Establishnent-and I,

wor k through you as our relay point, for financial and other comunications."

"All right-fine. On all transactions | charge five percent of gross. O her comunications,
courtesy of the house. You still haven't said who you are, though."”

"Establishnent secrecy applies. Agreed?" The man nodded. "I am here as Tad Cbrigo. Oher nanes
that may apply in our dealings together and with Erika's group are Lysse Harnain, Cele Metrokin
and Ri ssa Kerguelen."

Abruptly, he sat straight. "You' re \ithat\i one!"
"I do not understand. You have heard sonet hi ng? How?"

"You | anded today with the \iMacNamara;\i right? Well, there's faster ships. One that left Earth
not long after you did, arrived here-oh, call it two nonths ago. Wth a packet for you from Erika,
for one thing. And, for another, a UET agent.

"You can forget two of those names. Harnain's red-tabbed here and on Terranova-by the tinme you
could get there, | mean-at the least. As well as on Earth. Mstly on suspicion, Erika thinks, but
still-there it is. The other, though- Kerguelen-lI"'mforgetting | ever heard that one, and
suggest you do the sanme.”
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\ce 52 .

\cHer hand nmade a sidewi se, brushing notion. "Yes-perhaps-probably. But what about the UET
agent? No one foll owed ne today."

"You were booked through to Terranova; he went on to there. | checked around, as Erika's letter
requested, and |'mpretty sure he hired some local talent to watch for you when the \i MacNanmara\i
showed up. Wuld he have a picture of you to give then"

"I should not think so. Only a description, if that."

Gsallin's fingers worried his |left earlobe. "After you got off the ship, how | ong were you
vi si bl e as Harnai n?'

"Hardly at all. | canme aground wearing a cape with the hood up, and obtained a groundcab al nost
i Mmediately. Once inside it | donned a veil; before that, | coughed occasionally to give me the
excuse to hold a handkerchief to nmy nose and nouth. The driver would not recognize nme-and the next
time anyone saw ny face, it was this one.™

"Hm " The nman's fingers drummed on the desk. "If UET's locals don't have boarding cl earance,
likely they didn't spot you. If they do, they' re enployees and can't get off-port until their
shifts end. Either way, they can't connect Harnain with Obrigo. Except..."

"Through the driver?" She shook her head. "That one was too busy arguing with some functionary
about where it was permitted to park and to pick up passengers. She did not |ook at ne-nore than a
brief glance-until | was veiled.'

"But if an enployee paid by UET saw you and saw the driver? Your clothing-"

Ri ssa | aughed. "Gsallin, there is no such thing as assured i munity. But Erika taught ne to
gauge odds, and here | adjudge them good. Only one thing perturbs nme- \iwhy\i should UET go to so
much troubl e regardi ng the person whose nane we have agreed to forget? Not the noney, surely-to
UET, that nmust be a trifle."

Gsallin scowed. "Erika didn't give you enough background. Perhaps even \ishe\i doesn't realize
how rigid the UET's policies are.™
"And neither do I. WIIl you tell ne?"

"I't's simple-they \iwon't\i |ose face. You got fame when you
\ce 53 .

\cwon the lottery, and notoriety when you escaped North Anerica-now you' re an Underground hero
until they catch you. They don't like that."

"No." Rissa managed a shaky laugh. "l suppose they don't. But out \ihere-so\i far away, so many
year s?"

"If you're caught, they profit. Atrifle, you say? Perhaps not so trifling, with Erika handling
your affairs over the course of years. But that noney on Earth is untouchable until you're in
custody or proved dead. Then, with a little routine chicanery, it's UET's." He waved away her
protest. "And don't forget-you paid your way but their agents ride free, except for the wasted
years of their lifetinmes. To UET, the cost of pursuit is trivial."

She shuddered. "They are not human, are they?"

"Of course they are." His tone was cheerful. "Wierever did you get the idea that 'human' is a
synonym for 'good' ?" She could find no answer.

"Well, then, Tari Cbrigo, it's tinme you | ooked at what Erika sent you." She |eafed through the
papers; all was as she and Madane Hul zein had agreed. One-half the profits of Rissa's investnents,
after commi ssion, forwarded to-and |later through-Gsallin's agency. Any net |oss over a given
peri od woul d be carried against future gains, but this initial profit voucher was over 1,000,000
Wel t marks. She cal culated five percent and wote a draft to Gsallin's credit before inspecting the
other material.

She sensed that the man was | ooking at her and raised her head to return his gaze. He said, "Are
Erika's reports satisfactory?"

"Ch, yes." She paused, frowning. "Need | tell you that | trust Erika-and by her word, you al so?"

Gsallin exhal ed a deep breath. "Hah!" Gently his closed fist thunped the desk. "That's what |
wanted to hear. Now, then-what conmes next? Wiere do you go? O do | need to know that ?"

She nodded, swinging the dark curls. "OfF course you do, if we are to work together. But where?
do not yet know. "

"You don't? | would have thought-"
"Where do the Escaped Ships go? The Hi dden Wbrlds..."
\ce 54 .

\cSilently he | ooked at her, then said, "So that's it. | should have known."
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"I do not understand you. \Were \ielseli would | wish to go?"

H s hand kneaded the stunp at his right shoulder. "She's been wanting a |ook-in there-1 knew
that, of course-rand why not? And so here you are.”

"Erika? She will not be \ialive,\i GCsallin, when | get... there, wherever. O at |east, not when
word fromne could reach Earth. This is entirely ny idea, not Erika's."

"The Hul zeins aren't too proud to use others' ideas. And of all people, they're specially
equi pped to take the long view "
Ri ssa pondered his words. "What do you nean?"

Hi s eyes narrowed. "Do you know who Erika \iis-\iand Frieda? Do you know about the others?"
"What ot hers? What has anyone else to do with it?"
"Erika's nother, Renalle. And Heidel e, her grandnother."

She shook her head. "No. She said nothing of them Wy-?"

"The Hul zein Establishnment," he said. "Founded by Heidele, inherited by Renalle and then Erika,
with Frieda next in line. And what has Frieda naned her daughter?"

"l did not know she had one. Does she? And how can you know it woul d be a daughter?"

"She'll have one by now, if she can. And the Hul zei ns have no sons-parthenogenesis doesn't work
that way."
She gasped. "O course. | know about Erika and Frieda, yes. But-how nany?"

H s chuckl e conveyed no hunor. "Frieda's daughter would be the fifth of the line. That's why |I'm
worried."
"Again, Gsallin, I do not understand you."
"The copy-machi ne effect,” he said. "Wat happens when you nake a copy of a copy of a copy? You
| ose the fine detail; that's what. And when it's genetic endownrent you're dealing with..."
He shrugged. "It wasn't a problemwth the one-parent children late in the previous century, the
fad that sprang up among the extrene el enents of Femal e Liberation. Those of fspring were-haploid,
I think the termis-and infertile."
"I have heard of the novenent, but very little about it."
\ce 55 .

\c"lIt died under UET, with all the rest of freedom" He scratched his nose. "Anyway, |'m not
sure whether it was Heidele herself or someone el se who devel oped the gene-replication system of
part henogenesis, to produce fertile offspring. But | know the rest of the history pretty well.

"The met hod never worked perfectly, but Heidele was |ucky; she got Renalle on the first try, |
hear. Renalle had two m scarriages and one nonster-destroyed, of course-before Erika. And Erika-|
don't know the details but it took her fifteen years to produce Frieda-with sone serious
congenital defects."
"I-1 did not know ...

"Well, you wouldn't-they were correctible, nostly. But ny point is, if Frieda doesn't introduce
out si de genes-have herself a two-parent child-the Hulzein line nmay end with her. And then what
happens to the Establishnent? How do we trust sonmeone we've never net, who's \inot\i essentially
our friend Erika, or even personally selected by her? "

The idea was new, she considered it. Tinme and space; yes. "W will have to. Just as | wll
sonmeday have to trust-whoever succeeds you here, if | travel between worlds to any extent."

He grinned. "True. Except that I'mrelying on ny judgment, not nmy genes, when it's tinme to
choose that successor."

Sl ow y, she nodded. "Yes, | see the difference. But you have a reason for telling ne all this.
What is it?"

"l suggest that you transfer nore of your assets out of Hul zein hands and Hul zei n knowl edge. And
build yourself at |least one identity that's not in Erika's records. Just in case. That's what |I'm
doing." Once nore he grinned. "And if you think a convincing, operative prosthetic armisn't
costing nme a packet-think again!"

She frowned, they slowy nodded. "Yes, of course. Erika would approve, if she allowed herself to
see the problem™

"Maybe she does see it. I'mmerely providing agai nst the chance that she doesn't."
"Yes." She thought. "Perhaps, OGsallin, you can help me with the new identity before |I |eave
her e?"

"Certainly. You have a nane in mnd, and other detail s?"
\ c\ be 56 \b

\cShe consi dered. "Laura Konig-blue eyes, light brown hair, native to this planet or brought
here as an infant. Qther details as you choose. Al right?"
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"Good enough. And | don't keep detailed records of such matters. Only the nanes-no cross-
ref erences, except in my head."

"Good. It is settled then. Now can you get ne contact with an Escaped Ship? And if so, how
soon?"

"Hrmm you ni ssed one here, by about a week. The next-"

"Last week? No-|I saw the board at the port. The only recent departure was UET's \iJ. E
Hoover. "\i

Gsal lin laughed. \i"Qur\i part of Far Corner knows, so no harmin telling you. The \i Hoover-if\i
it were known to be Escaped it wouldn't appear on the port's docket. But Ber-nardez, the new
captai n-he's smart enough to forward faked reports to Earth. Quite handy-until UET eventually
catches on-for an Escaped Ship to keep its pipeline open to infornmation and Wl t marks."
' 'Then Escape is on a larger scale than Earth realizes?

"Consi derably. Erika-the Hulzeins-will know about the \iHoover\i when they get ny next
di spatches. But with luck the Conmittee nay be fooled for a long tine yet." He opened a drawer and
brought out a bottle and two glasses. "Let's drink to |uck!"

The anber liquid was clear and sparkling; they touched gl asses and she sipped. "This is newto

me. It is quite tart; | likeit. Is it a local product?"
"Fromthe forest yonder; the berry grows on a parasitic vine. Funny thing-in the raw state it's
deadly poison and \isnells\i like it. Heat of distillation breaks up the al kal oid nol ecule."

"You know a | ot about Far Corner, OGsallin."
"That's ny business. Part of it, anyway."
"Yes. Now- about ot her Escaped Ships. Do you know ?"
He shook his head. "Nothing definite; only runor. It could be two weeks, or six nonths-dependi ng
on what ki nd of planet you want to go to."
"Ki nd? What kinds are there? And where?"
\ce 57

\c"l don't know where. Ships don't give out that information-you can see why. The H dden Wrl ds
have nanmes or nunbers, and the ships will tell you about clinmates and popul ati ons-things |ike
that, so you won't end up on a swanp planet if you prefer deserts. But actual |ocations are
secret. What you and | don't know, we can't let slip to the wong parties.”

"Of course. But you can put nme in touch?"
"And recommend you." He | ooked at his watch. "My next appointnment's overdue. Ch, it's all right,

Tari-it won't hurt for themto simer a little before they hear ny offer. But | judge that the
time's about right. So if you'll excuse ne? |'ve enjoyed talking with you. Ch, yes-you' re staying
wher e?"
She stood. "At the First Ever, near the edge of town."

"Good. But it isn't, you knowthe first, | nean. The third built here, naybe. But the others are
gone now burned or torn down. So | don't blanme old Charling for boosting his place a bit."

She extended her own | eft hand, so the handshake was | ess awkward. "Wen shall |-?"

"I'"l'l send word; wait for it. Meanwhil e-get out and see the country, why don't you? The worlds
are so far apart-it's a shame to be on one and waste it."

"That is a good suggestion. Thank you, OGsallin." Rissa turned and left. In the | obby a nan and
wonman argued. She waited a nonment. The receptionist called a nanme; the two rose, still bickering,
and went to the staircase. She resisted the urge to snmile; the wait had softened themup for
Gsal lin, well enough.

INthe chilly twilight of Far Corner's short day she wal ked back to the First Ever. The | andlord
greeted her. "Have a good stroll, M. Corigo?"

"Quite enjoyable, M. Charling . . . you \iare\i M. Char-ling?"
"Well, well-sonebody tipped ny ident, eh?" "I nentioned the inn; soneone told ne the owner's
name. "
\ce 58 .
\c"Well and good; it's no secret. Nowcan |I help you?" "Yes. | would like to take dinner here this

evening." "Sure. Dining roonis around the corner there,” and he notioned. "D nner's served over
two hours; you're about smack in the mddle of it, right now Sign by the door tells the
meal ti mes." She nodded, and he said, "Hey-you got a Far Corners watch?"
"No, | amafraid not."

"Rent you one, long as you want, while you're here. Tenth of a Weltmark per day-rental applies
on buying if you decide to stay." She initialed the agreenent on her account card and took the
wat ch, then visited her roombriefly and went to dinner. Tired, for it was still her first day out
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of freeze, she ate a light neal -native neats and vegetabl es with pl easant but unremarkabl e
flavors. Back in her room she postponed thought and retired early.

FOLLOAN NG GCsal lin's advice, Rissa spent her next days exploring the countryside within reach of
Second Site-on foot, by groundcar, and by air-flitter. She stal ked gently through forest and once
saw a rare swarmng of the furry hive-flyers. For three days she trekked across the Hi gh Desert
and inspected ruins |left by an unknown species that built its doorways approxi mately one neter
high and two wi de. A tugboat, towing an ore barge, carried her half the length of the New Amazon
river. She rode a flitter to the Heavy Sea and wal ked its beaches, inhaling the rich, pleasant
arona of the organic -and possibly |iving-body of Iiquid.

Returning a day later to the First Ever, she found a nessage fromGsallin. "Cone i mediately. |
have two prospects.”

ACRCSS his desk Gsallin handed her a package. "First, here's your new identity kit-Laura Konig,
per specifications. The eye-stickuns are a darker blue than | expected, but on such short notice
had to take what was avail able."

\c\ be 59 «\b

\c"l amsure they will be all right. Wat is the cost?"

He waved his hand. "Hardly a nibble off my conmission on your shipnent fromErika. No charge-
just part of the service."
"I thank you, Gsallin."

"Anytime, Tari. Now, then-two Escaped Ships are in. O rather, one's down and the other |ands
tonmorrow. The question is, which do you want ?"

She | aughed. "How could | know, until you tell me of thenP"

"The one at the port is called-renaned-\i Ri dgerunner;\i it's one of the first to Escape. Good
shi p, good captain. Freeze-chanbers in top shape. But its next two stops are at pioneer worlds,
sparsely popul ated. | doubt that's what you have in mind."

"And the other?"

"Its destination's ideal-Nunber One, the first and nost devel oped H dden World. The col ony got a
big lift some years back when a ship Escaped with a cargo of frozen sperm and ova-and the
artificial wonbs to gestate themintended to grow cheap |abor for UET's nmines on Iron Hat. | guess
it was rough for a while-the first settlers raising kids at a ratio of maybe fifty children to one
adult-but they nade it." He | ooked down at his hand, then up again. "And-1 don't know rmuch about
it, but there's a Hul zein connection on the planet."

Ri ssa waited but he said no nore. "I gather, Gsallin, that sonething about this choice is |ess
than ideal ?"

"The ship-\ilnconnu\i it's called, these days. Even anpong the Escaped-who all raid UET col onies
when they can, of course-it's considered a bit of an outlaw. It's the only armed ship ever taken
and the captain-Tregare, his nane is-took command by mutiny \iafter\i Escape. Sone say he takes on
supplies and forgets-at gunpoint-to pay for them And it's known that at Freedomis Ri ng he
di spossessed the crew of another Escaped Ship and put his own cadre aboard. A |lot of people think
he's trying to build a fl eet-mybe take over \iall\i the Escaped Ships."

\c

\ cShe shook her head. "He cannot do it. Not in one man's lifetime. The logistics of star trave
are against him"

"Maybe. But the question is-do you want to ride with a man |ike that?"

Ri ssa stretched, |eaned back and ran both hands through her hair. "A nonment, Osallin. Hmmm |
will need a | ock box, about this big-" She gestured, "-with a photol ock keyed to my-to Ri ssa
Kerguelen's retinal patterns. Can you provide one and code it?"

"I can have it done, sure. But-"

"Are there runors of harmto Tregare's passengers? Deaths or di sappearances? Conpl ai nt s?"
"Not that | know of."

"Then tonorrow, or whenever he is not busy, let us go and talk with Tregare."

Snmiling, GCsallin slapped his hand on the desk. "Sonmehow | knew you were going to say that!"
TREGARE' S first day aground, he would not see them Nor the second. On the third day, Gsallin took
Ri ssa aboard \ilnconnu.\i

The two were shown to the captain's quarters. Tregare-a tall, sallow man with curly black hair
over a high forehead -did not inpress Rissa greatly. His bony face bore a nilder expression than
she had expected. His left cheek carried the tattoo that denoted rank in UET's space fleet;
| ooki ng closely, Rissa saw that part of the pignents did not match, that his rank at Escape had
been Third Oficer. The rest of the tattoo, upgrading himto captain, had been added | ater and
| ess expertly.

W thout preanble the man said, "Passage to Nunber One. | have room for one, only."
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"I wish passage; ny friend Gsallin does not. How nmuch?"

Tregare grinned. After a few seconds he said, "Wat am| bid?"
"Bi d?"
\ce 61

\c"lI"mnot running a charity, Ms. Qbrigo. H ghest bidder rides."
"l see. And you have other bids?"
"l do."
"May | see what you have and decide whether | can afford to raise thenf"
"Nothing's witten down; it's all verbal."
"Then will you tell ne the anobunt of the highest offer?"

He nanmed a figure nore than three tines what she had paid to UET; she was certain he |lied.
"And does that include the freeze-chanber?"

Tregare scow ed and noved a hand, negating. "No freeze on here; the damed things aren't worKking
right. Unreliable."

"And how | ong-subj ective tinme-is the trip?"

Hs grintilted. "You think | give out that information? Figure about a year, and you won't be
too di sappoi nted either way."

She had al nost decided to drop the matter and | eave when Gsallin spoke. "Did | forget to
mention, Captain Tregare, that Ms. Cbrigo is a Hul zein protegee? | believe you occasionally do
busi ness with Hul zein agents, other than nysel f?"

"Yeah." Tregare nodded. "Okay-half of what | just told you. But no |ess."

She coul d not resist asking, "Wat about the other bidders?"

Tregare scow ed at her. "What you do on this shipis ride it. Wat you don't do is ask
guestions. You got it?"

Agai n she wavered; did she want to travel under this man's jurisdiction? Then adrenaline rose to
his chal |l enge and spoke for her. "I always ask questions. Everywhere. But | agree- you have the
right not to answer. And so do |."

H's smle surprised her. "W lift day after tonorrow, around sunset. Bring your gear aboard two
hours early. No time for last-minute stuff; you see?"

"I understand." Tregare's hand waved disnmissal; the two left his quarters and made their way off
the ship.

In the ground car, noving toward Second Site, Gsallin said, " Are you sure, Tari?"
"No. O course not. But | amgoing."
\ce 62 .

\cTHE norni ng of her departure date, Rissa coded a report for Erika-or Frieda-Hulzein. In
particular, she directed that her UET hol di ngs be increased. Shortly after noon, she checked out
of the First Ever, finding more warnth in Charl-ing' s handshake and "Good |uck, M. Cbrigo" than
she had expect ed.

Gsallin accepted her report, promised to forward it "soonest" and drove her to the port. At the

foot of /nconnw s ranp they stood for a nonent; he held out his hand. "I wi sh you well, Tan."

She took the hand in both of hers. "And | you, Gsallin." Then she flung her arns around his neck
and ki ssed him Her tears overflowed. "Only now | realize-will | ever see you again? And you have
been I|ike-"

"An armof Erika. She has a long reach.”

"And a warm one, conforting. A person needs friends-1 have had very few. Good-bye, Gsallin.
Whenever | send for anything for you to relay to the Hul zeins, there will be a personal nessage
al so. ™

"I'"l'l do the sane. Here-do that again-the kiss." She did, then turned and carri ed her bel ongi ngs
up into \ilnconnu.\i
ENTERI NG t he ship she saw Tregare, several paces from where she stood, shaking his head at the
group that surrounded him She thought, \ithis is no time to bother him\i and wal ked sl owy al ong
the corridor she remenbered. At the first cross-juncture she was accosted by a young woman weari ng
frayed UET uniform coveralls.

"You the new passenger?"

"Yes. Where should | put ny luggage?" Rissa |ooked at the girl-about her own age and hei ght but
built nmore sturdily-a dark Caucasian type with strong cheekbones under close-cut curling hair, and
a heavy jaw.

"l dunno. The galley for now, maybe-sit and have coffee.
\ce 63 .
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\cConme on." Rissa followed, sat and accepted a cup of strong, rank coffee. The girl left.

Two sips was all the coffee Rissa wanted. She sat while it cooled and for a tine after, while
the bench she sat on | ost what confort it first had. Wen the girl returned, R ssa was both
relieved and irritated.

"Come on. Captain says you cone with ne." The girl did not offer to help carry Rissa's
bel ongi ngs. She led her to Tregare's quarters.

Expl osively, Rissa exhaled. "Wat is this? Wiy nust | carry ny gear fromone place to another
where | will not be staying?"

Tregare's voi ce answered; R ssa had not heard hi mapproach. "You're staying here, Ms. Qorigo.
The rest of the ship is full."

Before Rissa could protest, the dark girl spoke. "So where do/go?"

Tregare | aughed. "No place, Chira-you stay right here. W' re going to have a lot of fun
toget her. "

Chira spat. "I don't do that stuff. You know that-1 \idon't."\i
Ri ssa thought, / \ineed this girl on ny side.\i "Neither do I," she said. "Do not worry."
\i Sonetimes one nmust lie.\i She turned to Tregare. "I have bought passage-only that. O else

| eave this ship."

He reached out a long arm clenched his fingers in her hair and slowy shook her head from side
to side. She thought, \il would have to kill him And I need this ride.\i Breathing deeply,
hol di ng back fromany action, she waited to hear what he woul d say.

"Nobody's getting off-and here's where you're staying, all right. Don't try to crap ne up about
how you don't do this or that, either; | know the Hul zein training program You got it?"

"Let go of ny hair." Wen he did, she both-hands brushed it back before saying, "Erika has nore
than one training program"™

He | aughed. "I know," he said, and left the quarters.
Chira spoke. "You try take that sonbitch away fromne, |
\ce 64 .
\cbreak you sone arnms and legs. |-"
"Chira! \il\i do not want him | may have to accept himto sone extent; | do not know. But | am
not your rival or eneny."
"You better not! | break you."
| rpatient, Rissa shook her head. "Forget that. I-1 fight good, Chira."

"Maybe, maybe not. |If you do, why be friends?"

"Why not? And why do you want to keep-that sonbitch, you said?"

"He gives ne-a place, here. Not down bel ow, one of the property."

Ri ssa shuddered. "Property? This ship is worse than | thought."

"Wirse than | figured, too, when | got on. Hey-you nean it-friends?"

"I mean it, Chira."

"Me too, then. Look-we drink on it, with Tregare's best booze!" Chira rummaged in a drawer,
brought out a key and unl ocked a glass-fronted |iquor cabinet. dasses poured, the two toasted
each ot her.

LI FTOFF caught Ri ssa unaware. She had expected a warni ng announcenent and a period of heavy
accel eration; instead the process was unheral ded, noisy and relatively gentle. Around her the ship
vi brated, then slowy quieted.

"Qut of atnosphere now," said Chira. Rissa nodded. A silent pause |engthened. Then Tregare
ent er ed.

"I nspection tinme." He gestured toward Rissa's luggage. "Open "emup."” \ils this the tine to defy
hi n? No-not yet.\i She conplied. He searched skillfully, she thought-but did not discover any of
the built-in hiding places. He held up the | ock box Gsallin had obtained for her. "Open it."

Now was the tine; she shook her head. "That is private -Hul zein business."

"All the nore reason. I'min on a |lot of Hul zein business, nyself."

\c\b65\b

\c"Not on this; | have ny instructions. Wiy, / cannot open the thing."

He | ooked at the box, then back to her. "You alnost lie |like a Hul zein-but not quite."

She shrugged. "Believe what you wi sh. | cannot oblige you."

He turned the box over in his hands. "Photolock, isn't it? An old trick." He put one hand to her
nape, hol ding her, and brought the box to her eyes. "Keep 'em open!" She did; the scanner, seeing
the plastic-aided patterns of Tari Cbrigo, did not respond. Tregare rel eased her. "Sonebody else's
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pattern, then," he said. "Well, |'ve opened photol ocks before."

"If you try to open this one, do it somewhere else. O let ne out of here-and Chira, also."
"Booby-trapped, is it? That's fine; you can tell ne how"

Ri ssa evaded his reach. "You know Erika better than that. Wuld she allow nme to be a possible
weak |ink? | have no idea what the protection is. It could be any of fifty ways-you know that, if
you stop to think."

"Yeah." He scratched his head. "All right-if it's set up that tricky, nmaybe it's out of ny

| eague anyway. And if you can't open it yourself, | don't have to worry you' ve got a weapon in
there. "
She | aughed. "Is that what you were afraid of ?"

H's lips twitched; he raised a hand but |lowered it wthout striking her. "Afraid? Don't use that
word to nme, you bitch!"

H s reaction shocked her. \iHas he so nmuch fear that he cannot stand even to hear the word?\i
But she said, "Wy not, you bastard?"

This time he did slap her. Trained, she noved enough to take the sting out. "I see," she said.
"You can call names but | cannot? This is hardly a good beginning for a friendly relationship."

Hi s face rel axed; then cane his lopsided grin. "Friendly, eh? Al right-let's see you be
friendly."

Wt hout answering, she stood and renoved her clothing. "You see? No weapons on ny person

either." She lay supine on the larger of the two beds and slowy, deliberately, flexed her knees
to raise and spread her |egs.
\ce 66

\c"Very well," she said, "let us get on with it. Wat are you waiting for?"

H s mouth opened; he licked his lips. "You know sonething? You're not a \ivery fem nine\i woman,
are you?"
"I did not have a very femnine upbringing. | amas | am"

"Yeah-well, we'll see." He stripped-the scars on |inbs and body startled her-and was ready
i mediately. Wthout prelimnary, so that briefly she felt pain, he plunged at her like a bull-no
finesse or technique, only a rhythnic pounding. Angered, she had inpulse to use words and notions
she knew to deflate his potency. Then she thought better of it and began to nove so as to sl ow
him to vary his novenents and prolong the act. Wien he clinmxed, bellowi ng |ike that sanme bull
he | ay spent.

Eventual | y he pushed hinself up and sat. "You didn't cone?"
"l seldom do."
"You didn't even fake it-try to nake ne feel good."
"That, | \inever do." | would not give you the satisfaction.\i
"Chira does. She does it real good-don't you, Chira?"
The girl pouted. "I do better than her. Anytine, Tregare."

"Yeah? Well, not right now Go get us all sonmething to eat."
\i"You,\i sure, Tregare. She can get her own."

Even tired, he noved like a cat. H s slap knocked Chira skidding. "You forgetting how to take
orders?" He stal ked toward her

Ri ssa | eaped and caught his arm "No, Tregare! She is upset, that is all. Wait, Chira-1 wll
clothe nyself and cone with you, to help. W nust share these chores; | may as well start
| earning."
The man | ooked at her. "Ms. Hi gh-and-M ghty Payi ng Passenger wants to help with the scutwork? "
"If you call it scutwork to acconmodate one another in these snall matters-then yes."
"Ch, get the hell out of here. And hurry it up-1'm hungry."
She returned his gaze. "It would serve you right if we ate in the galley and \ithen\i brought
your food. Cold."
\ce 67 o

\cH s nouth began a snarl-then he | aughed. "Talk all you want, Cbrigo. You know better than to
doit."

DI NNER rel axed themall. Afterward, over wi ne, Tregare becane tal kative. "Wiat all did Gsallin
tell you about ne?"

Ri ssa shrugged. "Wat is there to tell? So far as we know, you comand the only arnmed ship ever
to Escape. It is said that sometimes you use your armanments as threat to bilk your suppliers,
groundsi de. And that your command canme not as consequence of Escape, but afterward. And-"

He interrupted. "That old nutiny story, is it? Well, it wasn't how you think."
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Her brows raised. "So? Then how was it, Tregare?"

He drained his glass, poured another and | eaned forward. His face showed strain. "Cbrigo? You
know how shi ps Escape? You risk death, is how People-officers, especially -who want out of UET-
they talk, feel each other out. You think you have enough on the right side, you nake your
nmove. ..."

H s eyes narrowed; Rissa saw that they | ooked beyond her. Tregare said, "It's better if the
captain's with you, but old Rigueres was UET all the way-not a chance. So Monteffial- he was First
Hat, | was Third-he cut Rigueres' throat and we had the ship. But we'd nade some bad guesses;
there were nore agai nst us than we thought. And Farnsworth-Second Hat-he was pl ayi ng doubl e agent,
pretendi ng he was with us and planning to hang us wth UET.

"He had Monteffial killed-didn't have the guts to do it hinself-got nbst of our people | ocked up
and set course for Earth. Were he nissed-" Now Tregare | aughed. "Were he missed, was with me.
I'd gone outside in a power suit to fix a viewscreen input-conmunications was mny special ty-and
hadn't | ogged the jaunt.

"So Farnsworth didn't know | was out, didn't know Deverel was covering for ne at the airlock
and told ne the scoop when | cane in. So | didn't take off the power suit, was
\ce 68 .

\call. I wal ked right through Farnsworth's goons with their knives and such, and caught hi m and
broke his neck. And turned our people |oose. The rest-the UET hol douts-went outside w thout suits.
And that's your mutiny. Not against our Escape command-agai nst a UET takeover. And | wecked the
suit doing it."

H s face was flushed. He drained his glass and tapped it on the table. Chira refilled it.
"That is nost interesting, Tregare. It explains a great deal."
"Li ke what ?"

"Such as-well, an experience of that sort nust not be easy to live with. I will renmenber and
make al | owances. "

H s laugh was half a snort. "Nobody has to nmake all owances for Tregare. On this ship / nmake the
al | owances. Don't forget that."

"Very well," said Rissa. She sniled

She thought he would hit her, but after a nmoment he | aughed, and this tinme freely. "You're a
smart one, aren't you, Qorigo-I1"Il keep that in mnd."
"And | will keep in mind, Tregare, that you are another."

SH P'S tinme was neasured by Earth days, but Rissa had no need to keep count. In her |ock box an
i sot ope- powered watch steadily noted, on its cal endar dials, the subjective duration of her
passage days. Those days were nuch alike-she ate, slept, visited various parts of the ship, and
feigned lack of interest in the know edge she eagerly accumul at ed.

She asked no questions; she waited until the answers cane unasked, to fill gaps in her grow ng
expertise. At turnover, in the control room fidgeting and pretendi ng boredom she |earned the
| ocation of Nunmber One. Mentally she filed that answer with the rest.
\ c\ be 69 *\b

\cSHE had little converse with Tregare's officers and less with the crew. She suspected that he
had ordered it so, but did not .accuse nor ask him

In the case of First Oficer Gonnel sen, no such stricture was needed. Except in |ine of duty,

Ri ssa never heard him speak. Yet he seened rel axed and cal n when he did talk, his voice was | ow
and pl easant.

Third O ficer Hain Deverel always greeted her with a smle. But the short, dark-haired nman did
not followthe greeting with talk, so neither did R ssa.

The one who did speak without constraint was Second Officer Zelde Mtana-a tall, very bl ack
wonan, | arge-boned- but with her considerable height, slender in appearance. At first sight the
wormen startled Rissa-her strongly pronounced features, the tightly curling hair cut to a cl ose-
fitting cap, the deep voice when she spoke. From her left ear dangled a | arge heavy gold ring; on
the right side, the | obe was m ssing.

Caught staring, Rissa felt herself flush. The other said, "The ear? Bandits-they used to be bad,
in the back alleys of Parleyvoo. That's on Terranova."

"I-1 amsorry-1 did not intend rudeness. Even though you are very striking, still I-"

The wonman | aughed. "1've been catching doubl e takes ever since | got ny growth. You're Tari
brigo, aren't you? |I'm Zel de Mtana-Second Hat." Her hand engul fed Rissa's smaller one, but her
grip was gentle.

"l am pl eased to know you, Second O ficer M Tana."
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"Make it Zelde, will you?" Rissa nodded. "Those bandits, though-out of the dark, two grabbed ne
and before | knew it a third one sliced ny ear to get the gold. Lucky he didn't get the whole ear-
I guess | jerked sideways enough so he mssed."

"And then-how did you get away?"

"Me?" Zel de laughed. "I didn't get away-and only one of \ithemi did. Bad luck, the one with the
gold and part of nmy ear. | killed the other two, right enough."

The woman was snmiling; Rissa snmiled also. "I amglad you did."
\c\b70\ b

\c"Yeah? Most people don't care for that part of the story. Tari-I think \iH ke\i you."

AT a later neeting-in the galley and by chance-Zel de asked, "You have any plans for yourself, on
the ship here?"
"l-what do you nean?"

"Just what | said. | started as captain's doxy nyself. Not much future init, | figured, on the
| ong haul -so | learned things, howto help run a ship and all, and now I' m sonebody in my own
right. You could be, too-so think on it."

"Yes. Thank you. But | will not be on \ilnconnu\i rmuch |longer. My passage is to Number One."

"Passage? You're a \ipaid\i passenger?" Ri ssa nodded, and the other burst into |aughter. "That
Tregare! Who else could work it to collect passage noney from his bedmate?" She shook her head,

then sobered. "I shouldn't make fun, Tari. And fromthe | ook of you, you re not beaten down or
anyt hi ng. Maybe | ought to mnd ny own business."
"No, Zelde-| appreciate your concern. But truly, |I amall right."

As time passed, she lay less often with Tregare. Once only, by apparent accident, she destroyed
his desire monents short of climax. Thereafter, though obviously she was nore skilled than Chira,
he approached her sel dom and never without taking pains to soften her nood. She in turn was
careful not to allow himto ingratiate hinself too easily. Once he | ooked at her and said, "If |
t hought you were playing ganes with ne..."
She | aughed. "W all play ganes-it is our nature."
"I don't."

"Of course you do. You are playing one how The nane of it is'l don't play ganes.'
One side of his mouth smiled. "You should have been a
\c71

\cspace captain. O, no-a politician."

"Perhaps | shall be-a politician, I nmean. On Nunber One."

"l ought to put you outside without a suit-and the Hul -zeins be hanged."

"Perhaps you should. \iBefore,\i though?" In bed she held himinconpleted | ong enough to see
worry in his face; then brought himto jubilating, draining conclusion. For the first tinme she
t hought, / \inmust keep in touch with this man-he is dangerous, but | can handle him He could be
useful . Later...\i
THE three sat at their last dinner; norning would see \ilnconnu\i |landed. "This wine is special,"
said Tregare. "l save it for arrivals, and I have only enough for three nore."

"It is delicious,'' said Rissa. "I hope you can repl enish your supply."”

"Not hardly, he can't." Chira |l aughed. "Cones from| forget the nanme-UET's main base, off Earth.
Armed ships there all the tinme, he says."

" "Stronghold,' it's called," said Tregare. "I got in and out of there once-with fake papers.
For repairs. That trick won't work a second time. But you never know sonmeday | may try the place
again, at that."

Ri ssa nodded. "Yes, you nmight. Wth a few nore arnmed ships..."

He stared at her. "Wat have you heard?"

"Not hi ng specific. But you have taken another Escaped Ship-perhaps nore? Cbviously you wish to

build your own fleet. Does your plap involve taking nore armed UET ships, or arming your own?"

H s voice was low. "Nothing's safe fromyou, is it? All right-either, or both. | have-well
never mnd \ithat-I-"\i
"You have soneone trying to duplicate this ship's weapons; | guessed that nmuch. | wll not ask

where. But the missing projector unit-the place | saw, where it used to be-you
\ce 72 .

\cdid not renove it for repairs, | think, because the defective freeze-chanbers are still in

pl ace. And \iwhy,\i may | ask? You shoul d-"
"Hey! You trying to tell nme howto run nmy ship?"
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" Sonmeone shoul d!'"

H s face reddened; his pal mstruck the table hard enough to rock the wine in its glasses. "Dam
it, QGorigo-you're right again! I'll get those usel ess chanbers off here as soon as we land."
"But mmintain ownership; it may be they can be restored.”

"I know that! Wiy don't you tell nme howto zip ny own shoes?"
Chira giggled. "You sure let her get you nad a lot."

He turned on the girl, then | ooked to Rissa and shook his head. "You're giving her bad habits-
you know t hat ?"

Ri ssa shook her head. "I do not consider honesty a bad habit. Inpractical sonetines, but not
bad. "

Not quietly, Tregare exhaled. "Funny thing, Tari Cbrigo. Like she says, you do get ne nad. But-
you know? I'Ill nmiss you."

For over a nonth he had not touched her. Now was the I ast night. Mking her decision, she
reached for his hand. "Tregare?"

"Yes?"
"At the first of this trip, | hated your guts."
"Conme to that, | wasn't too crazy about yours. So?"
"Now Tregare, | amnot sure if | \ilike\i you or not-or whether anyone shoul d-but you are
important to ne. | want you to survive and succeed."

"Same to you and many of 'em Anything else, while you're at it?"
"Yes, Tregare. WIIl you sleep with nme tonight?"

And with skills she had never before shown him she nmade that night one he would remenber. And
then | ay wondering why her own body would not respond. For this tinme she had truly wanted him
\c73

\cWHEN Chira woke her, Tregare was gone. "W're | anded."”
"Ch." Rissa sat up. "I had better get ny things together and | eave
tasks took little tine. Chira left and returned with their breakfasts.
"Your last eats on \ilnconnu."\i
Ri ssa sat and began eating. "Thank you, Chira."
"Wl come, Tari." The girl frowned. "First | didn't |ike you-you scared nme. But you treat ne

She dressed and packed; the

good. | dunno-if you stayed on, pretty soon Tregare don't need ne-1'mdown with the property. But
still-1'"mgonna niss you."
Ri ssa noved around the table and hugged the girl. "Just renenber, Chira-he does \inot\i own you

Stand up for yourself."

"I think | see it-yeah. Like the way you do, with him Not too nuch, but sonetines."
"Perhaps now, Chira, he will be easier with you."

"Maybe. Hey-siddown, eat, before it gets all cold." Rissa obeyed. Then she brushed her hair-on
the ship she had not bothered to curl it-and tied it back with a clasp.

When she was ready to | eave, she carried all her gear. Chira said, "Tregare wants to see you
say good-bye before you get off."

"Al'l right, I will." Laden, no hands free, she snmiled goodbye as she left Chira to whatever
destiny the girl could nanage.

She | ooked for Zelde Mtana, then renenbered the watch schedul e; the wonan woul d be sl eepi ng.
Near the main airlock she found Tregare arguing |loudly with persons she had never seen-
groundsi ders here, she thought.

She waited briefly, then spoke. "Tregare-before | |eave, do you have a nonment?" Against the
others' words his armswing |ike a scythe; he canme to her

"So you're getting off. All done with nme." H's armwent round her shoul ders.

"Getting off-yes. Done with you, Tregare? WII| that not depend on our travels, yours and nine?

If | settle here, | mght be old before you next return.”

He | ooked away fromher. "You know, | could like that. I'd take you to bed and \iyou' d\i be the
grateful one.''
\c. 74

\cShe | aughed and ni pped his earlobe. "Do not bet on it. But stay in conmuni cati on when you can
| shall when \il\i can. And good luck, Tregare."

She left the ship and wal ked out into Nunmber One's hot norning sunlight.
AT ground | evel an armed worman, an al bino, met her. Rissa judged her insignia at officer grade.
The wonan said, "ldentity check-get it all out, and tell me your reasons for com ng here."

Ri ssa produced Tari Obrigo's papers. "Here are ny bona fides." She paused and deci ded to chance
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it. \iAt the least, | may gain information.\i "M presence on Nunber One concerns the Hul zein
Est abl i shment . "
The pink eyes | ooked at her. "You're a Hul zei n enpl oyee?"

"A ... representative, you mght say. | bring word fromEarth and fromthe Far Corner
connection."

The woman nodded; her white hair swng. "At this point, that's good enough. Come with me. |'1|
advi se the Provost that you're coning."

A LARCE radius and | ow density gave Nunmber One a gravity pull slightly less than Earth's. Fromthe
clunsy, jerky gound-car, Rissa watched scuddi ng masses of purple cloud cover and uncover the sun.
The ride was short. The driver-a burly man who had not spoken-led her into a wi ndow ess gray
bui l di ng, past a bank of elevators and up one flight of stairs, to a door |abeled "Provost."

"I'n there," he said, and turned to |eave.

She said, "Thank you." He did not answer. She took one deep breath, opened the door, entered,

and cl osed the door behind her.

The wall's sinulated a jungle scene; play of shadows on

\ce 75 .

\cnoving foliage had a hypnotic quality. Three persons were in the roombut her attention went to
the big dark-bearded man behind the | argest desk-with the marker "Stagon dal Nardo: Provost." Even
sitting, he | ooned.

He cleared his throat and said, "Anyone can push the Hul-zein nane this far. Now let's see you
back it up." He | ooked through the papers she handed him "Tari origo, eh?" He pronounced it AHB-
ri ggo.

" Ch- BREEgO. "

"Whatever. . ." He frowned. "Are you Hul zei n-connected by bl ood? By narriage?'

"Neither."
"Then whi ch Hul zein do you represent?"
She said, "None directly, Provost dal Nardo. I-"

"None directly, you say?" He tugged at his short, full beard. "That poses problens."
"I know Erika and Frieda. You have heard of then®"

"They're on Earth; you're here." He placed his hands flat on his desk, fingers spread. "Qobri go,
so far you haven't convinced ne you' re nore valuable alive than as fertilizer. Your status puts
you under rmy jurisdiction-and we're very short of fertilizer."

She nodded; push had cone to shove. "You are long on bullshit, if that helps. | pose problens?
Then refer me to someone who understands them You waste your tine as well as mne-and I would
like to get on with nmy business here."

He sneered. "Yours? | thought it was the Hul zeins'. The nore you talk, the nmore | snell
fertilizer."

She hadn't wanted this conflict-\idam the man!-but\i now there was no evading it. Thinking

qui ckly, she said, "It annoys me, having to deal in threats-but you | eave no choice. Dal Nardo-are
you i mmuni zed agai nst zonbi e gas?”
Hi s eyes wi dened. "I never heard of it. What-?"

She nodded. "I am not surprised. But in that case, | suggest you do not threaten ne again." He
said nothing. "Now, may we stop niggling and get on with it?"

"A nmoment." He glared at a subordinate. "I'Il have to call and ask."
"Yes," she said. "That is the difference between us."
\ce 76 -,

\cHe spoke into a hushphone. \i Zonbie gas,\i she thought-/ \iwill have to renenber that one!\
But the fear she saw, plain on the faces of dal Nardo's aides, disturbed her.

DAL NARDO escorted her downstairs; outside, an aircar waited. Her previous escorts had hel ped with
her |uggage; he did not. He pointed to the car and wal ked away. Then he turned back briefly, to
say, "You won't be around |ong, Hul-zeins or no Hul zeins. That nouth of yours will have you dead
on the dueling grounds. Perhaps by nme." He entered the building, and Ri ssa noved to the aircar

The pilot was a tall girl, R ssa's age or perhaps younger. Short, tousled hair showed fair
around t he edges of her jaunty cap. She sniled and said, "What's snicking the Provost? Wul dn't
you spread for hinP"

Despite her nobod, Rissa smled back. "He did not ask me- and just as well, too. No-do not get
out-1 can hoist these things in well enough." She did, and clinbed in al so-standing for a nonent,
wondering which seat to take.

"Here-come sit alongside ne. You'll have a better view " Ri ssa joined her and fastened the
saf ety harness, puzzled briefly by its unfaniliar design. The aircar took off and gained altitude
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rapidly. Its propul sion system made only a heavy soft hissing sound.

Ri ssa said, "You know dal Nardo, | take it."
The girl shook her head. "Only by reputation-and that's snooky with ne."
Snooky? Local slang, of course. "I would prefer that for nyself also, | think-uh ..."

The girl | ooked at her sidelong. "Ch-ny nane? Felcie- Felcie Parager. Dunb nanme, huh? What got
the Provost knucking at you, anyway? Or can you say? And what's \iyour\i nane? Were are you
fronf"

In her mind Ri ssa ordered the stream of questions. "I am Tari Cbrigo. From Far Corner, nost
recently. Any nanme is fine unless you yourself dislike it-if you do, then change it.

\c77

\cYes, | can say how | offended dal Nardo. He began our interview by threatening ny life, and
topped his threat; that is all."
Fel ci e laughed without restraint, then sobered. "I hope nobody el se was there!"

"There were. Two of his aides."
"Then |I'm afraid you' ve nade a dangerous eneny. What did you snick himwth, anyway?"
"Now, that | \icannot\i tell you-sorry, Felcie."

The girl nodded. "Nothing shaken-we all have our secrets, don't we?" She pointed ahead. "Hil
country conming up. We go alongside the first ridge maybe half an hour, then cross it at the Gap."
Ri ssa | ooked. At first the rolling, wooded hills seened faniliar, Earthlike-then she saw their

gigantic scale. "On Earth, these would be called nountains.”

"I know1've heard. The Big Hills are oversize, |ike Nunber One itself."
"Were you born here, Felcie?"
"If you call it that. 1'mone of the zoomwonb babi es, hatched out of sperm and ova froma

hi j acked UET ship."

"l have heard of that episode-but | thought it was |onger ago."

The girl |aughed again. "Well, they couldn't hatch us all at once, you know. |'mfromthe |ast
batch." Her face and voice turned serious. "Tari-what's it |like to have parents-your own, | mean,
i nstead of maybe one grownup to fifty or sixty kids?" After a silence she turned to | ook at R ssa.
"Did | say sonething?"

Ri ssa shook her head. "No, Felcie--it is nerely that | do not know. It has been so |ong-I cannot
really renenber.™
THE | odge clung to the edge of a high valley, overlooking a wooded downward sweep. Felcie | anded

in a clearing alongside the building. "I'Il help you to the door with your things, but I'mnot
supposed to go inside. Cones to that-officially I
\c

\cdon't even know who |ives here."
" "Then | will not ask, So I cannot give you away by error.'

"But \iyou\i know, don't you? | nean-" Suddenly Felcie grinned and snapped her fingers; then her
expression was solem. \i"Nowi | know why the Provost..."
"Yes? Tell ne."

"I should' ve stitched it together sooner." Her head gestured toward the | odge. "These people
here-they don't win popularity contests anong their rivals, but generally they're respected. Dal
Nar do, though-it's comon know edge-he's a hating nan, and anyone connected here is what he hates
nost . "

"I ... see. | wish | had known." Ri ssa shuddered briefly. "Wl |, perhaps | should go inside."
They di senbarked. At the |odge's door the girl said, "I hope | see you again, Tari."
"So do I. And thank you." Rissa saw her wal k away, and turned to the door and knocked.
THE young man who answered wore a hood and dark goggles. Fromhis pale skin R ssa suspected he was
anot her al bi no, and wondered if the condition were comon on Number One. He said, "lI'm Castel. And
you' re who?"
"Tari Qorigo."
H's smle showed snallish teeth. "The one who angered Provost dal Nardo."
"I amafraid so. | would have preferred not to, but-"

"Dal Nardo's a frunk. But it's dangerous to provoke him especially for a Hul zein connection
| acki ng i mmune status. He hates this clan.™

"So | have been told. But unfortunately, after the fact. And the way he tal ked, it seens
dangerous even to neet him"

Castel shrugged. "I'mnot standing in line for the privilege." He took one of her suitcases,
turned and notioned for her to follow
They wal ked down a wi de hall paneled in dark wood. Caste
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\copened a carved door and gestured her inside. "Wait here. Sit facing the big chair." She nodded;
he set the suitcase beside her and cl osed the door

Before sitting she | ooked around the room spaci ous but |owceilinged, with heavy beans that
mat ched t he massive effect of its furnishings. Qutside, clinmbing vines obscured the single |arge
wi hdow and di mmed i ncomi ng sunlight. On the walls hung trophy heads of unfamliar animals. The
great chair, heavy and ornately carved, sat with its back near the w ndow.

She heard a sound behind her and turned; a tall woman entered. Ri ssa gasped. \i"Erika!"\i But no-
it could not be-the face was uncannily the sanme, but \iyounger\i than Eri ka had been. And the
thick braids, coiled crowning the head, were iron-gray, not white. "Frieda?" Yet she recalled
Frieda's features as coarser, not so cleanly cut.

"Weren't you told to sit, Tari Cbrigo? Please do so." The worman waited while Rissa seated
hersel f facing the commandi ng position of the big chair, then walked to it and sat. Against the
light Rissa could not see the face clearly, nor its expression. The worman chuckl ed. "You've pretty
wel | established your bona fides. You knew Erika? And Frieda? Wiat word do you bring me?"

"I knew them vyes. And their nan on Far Corner."
"M snanme?"

"OCsallin." The woman nodded, and Ri ssa said, "But who \iare you?"\i

"Erika didn't tell you? Then why are you here? Maybe our interview won't be as routine as
t hought . "

"Erika told ne nothing of this planet. Al that she-or |-knew of ny plans was that | would go to
Far Corner and then to whatever Hi dden World | could reach. Gsallin nmentioned a Hul zein connection
here on Nunber One. But you-you \iare\i a Hul zein, are you not?"

"What year did you | eave Earth? How old was Erika?"

Ri ssa naned the year. "She was seventy, and Frieda thirty."

"I't matches.” The nod took the crown of braids into and then out of a shaft of sunlight. "And
what's your own age?"

\ c\ be 80 \b

\c"Biol ogical ? About eighteen, | think. | can say nore closely fromthe day-count of ny
ti mepi ece which is... packed away. And-what Earth year is it \inow?"\i Seeing the woman's snile
Ri ssa flushed and rephrased her question. "Yes-I know that sinultaneity cannot apply over the
di stances we travel. But how old would | be, had | renained on Earth?"

"That's still not entirely accurate, but better. Let's see-about forty-four, |I'd guess. M, now
I"ma biological sixty, and twenty-nine years ahead of the gane." She sighed. "If Erika's stil
alive, which | doubt, she'd be ninety-eight. And apparently she hadn't heard from me when you |eft-
or didn't see fit to tell you, if she had."

After a nonent Rissa said, "I do not know which." She shook her head. "You | ook so much |ike
Eri ka. Younger, of course..."

"How | ong did you know her?"

"Sonet hing over a year. She ... taught ne."

For a nonent, silence. Then; "You sound right; 1'll take the chance. Not nuch of one-you don't
| eave the Lodge until | say so, and nmy jurisdiction's as absolute as Erika's. You understand?"
"'OF course. But still | do not know"

"Who | an®? |'m Liesel Hulzein, Erika's sister."”
" She said nothing-"

"She wouldn't. Well, then-tell ne what you know of the Hul zeins."

"I know of Heidele, Renalle, Erika, and Frieda." She decided not to nention Gsallin's
forebodings. "But | did not know of you."

Li esel Hul zein rubbed a pal macross her eyes. "No? Well, it's sinple enough. Erika was a sickly
child, so our nother had nme-for insurance, continuity of the line. Erika and | got along all right
until our nother died-the same year you were born, in fact. Then-it seens Hul zeins can't share
power . "

" And- what happened?"

"There was a showdown, and Erika won. She could have had nme killed, but it turned out that
Hul zei ns don't kill each other, either. So she did what |I'd have done in her place-let ne get off
Earth with fifty mllion Wltmarks as nmy share of
\c\be 81 +\b

\cthe Establishnment, and kept the rest. She said nmaybe we could trade together, or our children
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could, when I found a good base of operations. | doubt she realized-1 didn't-it'd take thirty
objective years to find one-\ithis\i one. Frozen like a shrimp, | was, twenty-nine of those
years."

The concept, awed Rissa. Perhaps sixty years for round-trip conmunication? Only the | ong Hul zein
view could work on such terns. She said, "FromEarth to Far Corner | had a freeze-chanber. Then
com ng here, the ship's chanmbers were inoperative, unsafe. But it was only a few nonths,
bi ol ogi cal . "

Abruptly she decided to trust this woman. "Just a nonment; | can tell you the exact tinme |apse.”
From a hidden recess in one suitcase she took a small device, used it at each eye, and unveil ed
her own gray irises. Then she held the I ock box to her face; she blinked twice, and it opened. The
cal endar of her isotope-powered watch gave its answer. "Biologically," she said, "I have lived two
hundred seventy-five days since boarding \ilnconnu\i at Far Corner."

\i"Inconnu?"\i The word cane as a gasp
"Yes. You know that ship?"
"I"ve heard of it. Go on."

"Ch. And--ummof the tine since | left Earth-and with the slow ng of body-tine by freezing-today
I am biologically as near eighteen years old as nmakes no difference."

The ol der woman cl eared her throat. "Fine. But sonething interests ne nore. Those little things
you lifted off your corneas-far as | know, they don't work in nore than one layer, so |I'm seeing
your real eye color. And it doesn't match with your identification. You call yourself Tari Cbrigo-
who are you, really?”

"The nane should not natter, here-Ri ssa Kerguel en-you woul d not have heard it."

After a nmonent, Liesel pointed a finger. "Ch, but |I have! -and not too |long ago, froma fast
ship Escaped direct fromEarth. You're the child who won the Conmittee's lottery and ski pped out,
| eaving UET grinding its teeth. So you went to ground at Erika's, did you? Now how did you nanage
that, fresh out of Welfare?"

82 .
\c
\c"l had help-a friend of ny parents."

"I see. And you were with Erika a year or so . She paused. "Turn the lights on, will you?
The switch is by the door." Rissa did so. Now, as she sat again, she could see the other's
expr essi on.

Smiling, Liesel Hulzein said, "I read what you said to the press the day you got out of Wlfare.
They asked what you planned to do, and you said-get off Earth, grow your hair down to your butt,
and the rest was none of their business!" She | aughed, coughed, then | aughed again. "Well, you're
off Earth, all right-the hair still has some way to go."

Sel f-consciously, Rissa reached to touch the ends of hair that |ay against her back. "I have had

| ess than three years, biological, and slowed for part of that time by the freeze-chanber. And |
must trimthe skinpy ends at the back to et the front catch up, or it does not |ook well."

Li esel's laugh was a whoop. "Ch, | wasn't trying to enbarrass you. Just a factual conment
because your remarks stuck in ny mnd. And | admred you for speaking up that way, under the
circunstances." She gripped the arns of the big chair and came up standing.

"I''"ll have Castel show you to your room Unpack, rest, have a bath-a snack, if you like; he'l
bring you sonething. And be dressed to have dinner" with us shortly after sundown.”

"Us? And how shall | dress?"

"Us is whoever | have to table. Dress as you like."

HER room was on the third floor, at the front. Its wi ndow | ooked out over a vast sweep of woodl and
to the range of hills she had crossed. Here too, the walls were wood-panel ed, but in a lighter
color. The bath dwarfed Ri ssa; one faucet brought warm water that bubbled gently and smelled of
forest. She lay a long tinme, head propped on a cushion so that face and ears were above water

Then al most in one notion she gripped the sides of the bath, drew her feet under her, and sprang
erect. She felt refreshed, euphoric; wthout volition her |augh cane.

\ce 83 .

\cShe towel ed hersel f. Then off came Tari Obrigo-the nose nole, the protruding teeth-cap, the
fingerprints-all of it. She brushed back her wet hair, gripped the nass to bring the ends around
to vision, and trimred off a wi spy half-inch. Then she "dried it and held one mrror to see
herself reflected in another. It was getting there, she thought-the front \iwas\i catching up to
the back. Still far short of her inpronptu boast, but-oh, well...

ANOTHER young nman-Ernol, taller than Castel and of African ancestry-summoned her for dinner and
showed her the way. The dining roomreni nded her of the roomin which she had net Liesel-the sane
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effect of massiveness. Wall lights and a central chandelier were jets of burning gas.

Against a wall stood a huge table; under the central lights was placed a snmaller one. It would
have seated six, but only four chairs surrounded it.

Li esel sat in one. To her right was a younger woman-perhaps, by Earth years, nearing thirty-
tall, slim wth dark hair coiled atop her head and a | ean, tanned face. Al her features were
enphati c- heavy arched brows over green eyes, the cheekbones and chin, blade-straight nose over a
wi de nouth- it was, thought Rissa, as though her face conpeted with its own parts. And yet the
whol e had a precarious harnony.

The man at Liesel's left Rissa guessed to be nearly seven feet tall. A curly black beard |l argely
hid his swarthy face. Hi s eyes were deep-set; she could not determ ne their color

Li esel glanced up and said, "Do sit down. Rissa Kerguel en, be acquainted with Hawkman and
Sparline Mray." The two nodded but said nothing; Rissa did the same, and sat.

Young persons brought food and wine; the wall lights di nmed and went dark. "There is a business
matter," said Hawkman Moray in a soft, deep voice. "Fennerabilis overreaches hinself."
"When he | oses his balance," said Liesel, "we push. Spar-
\c84

\cline-could you distract his attention for a tinme at the next ten-day gathering?"
"So long as | need not give himmne, \iafter\i the gathering.'

As the discussion began, excluding Rissa, so it continued. Trying to followit, she ate w thout
noting flavors. Tine passed slowy; she was filled, but continued eating for want of anything el se
to do. Her one attenpt at conversation, a coment on her inpressions of the planet, was not only
i gnored but interrupted.

Al'l right, she thought; she could sulk with the best of them She kept silence and soon was
engrossed in her own thoughts, unheeding of the talk that so pointedly ignored her. / \ido not

have to stay here,\i she thought. / \ican play docile for a tinme, and then . . .\i After all, she
still had Cele Metrokin as a hole card-and Laura Konig. At the tine for drugsticks, she snoked
automatically and lightly.
Li esel 's voice cut through her preoccupation. "I \isaid,\i 'Rissa-we're not boring you, are we?
She shook her head, not in negation but to clear her mind. She said, "It is futile tolieto a

Hul zein, and | prefer the truth anyway. You are boring the hell out of nme, and you all very well
know it."

Hawkman Moray grunted, touched a napkin to his lips, and rose. "In that case we will desist.
Cone, Sparline."
The wonman stood al so. "Good night, Liesel." Armin arm the two left the room

Al arnmed, Rissa | ooked at her hostess. "Should | foll ow and apol ogi ze?"
"No, they found out what they wanted to know. So did I."
"Have | nmmde nysel f unwel cone here?"

Li esel shook her head. "You've missed the point. Rissa, did you understand anything of what was
said here?"

Ri ssa started to say no, then realized that the gist had stuck in her mnd. "It is a power play.
Fenner-whatever his nane is-is trying to underm ne your influence in the Wndy Lakes area. So you
will use-oh, | forget the nanes-to give himtrouble el sewhere, to occupy himwhile you sew the

Lakes up solidly. And-"
\ c\ be 85 «\b

\c"That's cl ose enough. You see, you \idid\i understand. Then why were you bored?’

"Because no one ever \ispoke\i to nme, or explained who anybody is. I-"

"I'n somre ways, you're a spoiled child. Capable, yes-but untrained."

"\i'Erika\i trained ne!"

"I'n some skills. Not, apparently, in patience or subtlety." She waved a hand. "No, no-don't
confuse individual guile with the ability to work subtly in group actions. However, | have hope
for you-if you're willing to learn. And if you survive, once you're ready for work outside this
pl ace. ™
"Survive? Why should I not?"

"Dal Nardo. | called himhe wants your life, all right. He hates anything to do with the
Hul zei ns, and you humiliated him He as nmuch as told ne | can't hide you forever-and when you cone
out, you'll be challenged by hired duelists."

Ri ssa's eyes narrowed. "Yes-at the |last, he nentioned dueling." She smled. "But why should
wait for himto try to hire ne dead? Do you think-is he person enough to face ne hinself, or would
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he apol ogi ze to satisfy the custons and skul k behind paid killers?"
Li esel shook her head. "Dal Nardo never apologizes." ' "Then would it disturb you if he dies?"
"You're crazy, girl! He's expert with blade and gun-and w thout them he'd break your neck
between two fingers."

"Per haps, perhaps not. | think not. Wiy not give ne the chance?"
"Because-all right, Erika taught you and she's one of the best-/ wouldn't want to fight you and
believe ne, |'mvery good, for nmy age. But-you' re so goddammed \iyoung.\i Wy not wait-and hope to

avoi d troubl e?"
"Liesel-\iyou\i have no real faith in that possibility?"

For a nonent the woman put her hands to her face. "No. No, | haven't." She reached for the wi ne
bottl e and poured them each a glass. "All right. Wen you-when \iwe're\i ready, |I'll arrange, if
you still wish it, for you to challenge Stagon dal Nardo."

\ce 86 .

\c"Good." Rissa lifted her glass. "Let us toast that neeting."
Each drank. A silent pause |engthened; then Liesel said, "You have to know how t hings work here.
W can't start to teach you any sooner."

"You mnean, |ike your government? How \idoes\i it work?"
If Liesel intended a smle, she failed. "In a word, badly. Not for nbst of the people; it treats
them wel |l enough. But it -1 suppose you'd call it a benevolent oligarchy-is hanstrung by power

struggles. W waste nore tinme fighting each other than working for the benefit of the planet-|et
al one the other Hi dden Worlds or the Escaped Ships."
One word stuck in Rissa's nmnind. " \iW,\i you said?"

"Certainly; I"'mone of them Thirty-seven fanmlies own everything of inportance on Nunber One-
land, maritinme rights, business interests, what-have-you. There were nearly twice as nany to start
with, but the infighting got rid of the rest-as conpetitors, and sonetinmes literally. The dal
Nardos, for instance, got their start in the assassination business."

Ri ssa thought. "No different fromEarth, then-not really."

"I"'mafraid you're right-we talk freedomand fight for power. |I conme by it honestly, by genetics
and indoctrination both-1 don't know what excuses the others make to thensel ves."

"About the same, | would expect,"” said Rissa. "But is there no cooperation anbng you?"
"Surely-when interests coincide. | try to work that way, when | can. But then al ong cones-well,
Fennerabilis, say, and-"
"Yes. | renmenber the name now. "

"I'"'mnot having the man killed, mnd you-he's doing a good job in his own sector, under tough
circunstances. That's the tricky part, actually-stopping his power grab \iand\i keeping him
alive."

"It's true," said Rissa, "that sone are nore worthy than others, to be kept living."

The ol der wonan | aughed, a harsh sound. "I |ike the way
\ c87

\cyou put that." Then her expression sobered. "One thing | haven't asked yet. Nunber One's like a
chesshoard and nost people are pawns, if that. | need to know your rank on the board."

Ri ssa nodded. "By wealth, you nean?"

"Of course. Wiile you can hold it."

Ri ssa told her-how nuch on Earth and how i nvested, how nuch with Gsallin on Far Corner, and the
sunms she had brought with her. The other's iips noved silently.

Then Liese! said, "Twenty-seven years' appreciation of Earth assets, fifteen at Far Corner. Wth
what you brought- well, if you live, Ri ssa Kerguelen, Nunber One has another oligarch.”

THEY finished the wine; Ri ssa declined another round of drugsticks. Despite her training, her feet
were |l ess than steady as they left the dining room ,.

"I'"ll show you upstairs," Liesel said. "No point in rousing one of the help so late."

Conpani onably they wal ked up to Rissa's room

At the door, Rissa turned and said, "They nake a handsonme couple, the Mrays."

Li esel Hul zein stared at her, then laughed. \i"Couple?\i Sparline's ny daughter. And having seen
Erika's Frieda and the failures before her, | didn't follow her exanple of letting the unassisted
Hul zei n genes go fuzzy around the edges. Hawkman Moray is Sparline's father."

Before Rissa could find answer, Liesel closed the door.

A YOUNG SH girl, perhaps fourteen, cane to wake Ri ssa next norning. But daylight had roused her
earlier-she lay, eyes open, thinking | ess of what she had | earned than of what she had yet to
learn. The girl said, "Pardon. Ms. Moray asks you to join her at breakfast.” "Thank you. Tell her
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I will be down shortly.
\ c\ be 88 «\b

Thr owi ng

\cback the covers she swung her |egs over, to stand in one fluid notion. The girl stared at her
nudity, then turned and quickly left the room

Ri ssa washed, brushed her hair and dressed. A few ninutes |ater she found the sane girl outside
her door, waiting to | ead her downstairs. Rissa followed, to a cheerful roomthat faced norning
sun. At a snmll table Sparline Mray sat alone; before her were a glass of pale liquid and a
steam ng cup. Her hair was down, lying in | oose waves agai nst her vermilion robe.

She | ooked up. "I'm having some of our local fruit juice and Nunber One's version of coffee.
Wul d you like sone, before food' s served?" She gestured toward two pitchers.

"Yes, please." She sat facing the other woman and filled the glass and cup at her place. "It is
kind of you to invite me to join you."

"I wanted to talk to you." Sparline snmled. "Mre precisely, | still do."

"If it concerns last night," Rissa said, "-ny rudeness-"

"Provoked by our own-to see how nuch string we could let out before you pulled it tight. No, no-
not hi ng shaken. "

"I am glad. Then what do you wi sh to tal k about?"
"Tell me of yourself."

As she thought, Rissa sipped-the pale juice was both sweet and tart, the coffee nuch Iike
Earth's. "What is it you would Iike to know?"

"What ever you choose to tell. Your choices will tell me a lot, also."

"Very well-fromthe beginning. If | bore you, say so-and | will shorten the story." So-briefly,
her birthplace, her parents and their deaths. A quick sketch-inpersonal, as though she had been an
observer-of life in Total Welfare. The lottery prize-Camlla Altworth, the year at Erika's-Far
Corner and Gsallin. "... then he found ne passage here, to Nunber One. The first thing I did here
was to find trouble with an egonani ac nanmed dal Nardo. The second was to cone to this place.”
Brows lifted, she waited.

Sparline nodded. "A little skinmpy in spots, but quick and to the point. Well, enough for now our
meal 's arriving."

\c\b89\b

\cRi ssa sanpl ed eggs, smaller than those she knew, a toasted bun and then another, and slices of
grilled meats. She found she had good appetite. Neither spoke during the neal; then Sparline said,

"Mre coffee?" Rissa nodded. "And | inmagine you have some questions yourself. Ask away; if |'m not
free to answer, I'll say so."

"That is fair. Wll-this is only personal curiosity, Ms. Mray, but-you were born on Earth?"
"First nanes are correct between us, Rissa. To one of your status, |'m Sparline and ny nother is
Liesel ." Rissa laugh ted, not long. "I amnot sure what ny status is."

"Probational, of course, but tentatively one of \ius.\i If you don't prove out, you're free to
make your own way-on Number One or el sewhere. In that case, 1'd be Ms. Mray."

Ri ssa had no comment. Sparline said, "Now, your question-yes, | was born on Earth. Don't inagine

that Erika approved-or ny grandnother Renal |l e-when Liese! departed from Hul zein doctrine. But
after two bad tries at parthenogenesis, she consulted a geneticist. Erika and Renalle both
rejected his findings, so ny nother went to manage fam |y hol dings on another continent-and there
she chose Hawk-nman Moray, ny father."
"She fell in love wth hinP"

"I don't think so-not then. But he stood with her against Erika's forces and hel ped bring her
here-and now she val ues hi m above all other men.”
Ri ssa thought. "And they had you. Wiy no others?"

"Have sonme nore coffee." Sparline stared down at her cup, then said, "After ne it wasn't
possi bl e-conpli cations. But a year before nme they also had a son."
"And is he here al so?"

Sparline's tone was bitter. "Do you think the Hul zeins -Renalle and Eri ka-woul d accept nale
i nheritance even " partially? Liesel and Hawknman had to hide himhide his very existence-or he'd
have been killed. But | knew himuntil he was thirteen. He was good to ne-1 woul dn't begrudge hi m
his half of what | have-or will have."
"But what happened? Do you know where he is?"
"Someti nes-but he won't have anything to do with us, in
\ c\ be 90 -\b
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\ cperson. Just business sonetimes, through others.”
"I do not understand."

"It was a bad thing. To protect him Liesel faked all his records; he was registered under his
m ddl e name, with fictitious parentage. Then when the showdown cane with Erika, mnmy parents had to
nmove fast-they bought his way into UET's space acadeny. It's a nightmare, that place, but it was
safe fromEri ka. Then we had to | eave Earth-and there was no tine or way to rescue him"

Ri ssa saw Sparline shudder. "Horrible life, that-for a young boy with no protective influence
backing him W didn't know how bad by half until it was too late. It made himhard. H's ship
Escaped not long after he joined it-thank peace for that! But now he's called pirate and outl aw
and nutineer by people who don't even know hi m
"Poor Tregare!l"

RI SSA'S m nd began and rejected one sentence after another. Finally; "He-he did not nutiny agai nst
his own people. UET had retaken the ship. He told ne."

Sparline's nmouth went slack, her face pale. For a nmonment her |ips nmoved w thout sound. Then
"You were on \ilnconnul\i It's here? Liesel didn't-" Her cup struck the table; coffee sl opped
over. She rose, took two fast strides, then returned and sat again. "No. He'll be here a week at
least. It's nore inportant now what you can tell ne of him" Her color returned. \i"Tellnme,\i
Ri ssa!"

"I rode \ilnconnu\i here from Far Corner-| thought you knew. "

"Did you see nmuch of Tregare? Did you cone to know himwel|?"

Rissa did not allow the potential smile to nove her nouth. "Over a journey of nine nonths, a
little nore? In some ways, quite well."

Sparline | eaned forward. "Wat kind of man is he ... now? Did you |like hinP"

\ c\ be 91 «\b

\cRi ssa sipped coffee. "He is-hard, as you said-on the surface, at least. He is sonetines
viol ent and ruthl ess-but not so much as he likes to think he is. He has little regard for the
rights or feelings of anyone he does not value personally. He is very able-but capabl e of
overl ooking inportant factors if his attention is caught el sewhere.

"Did I like hinP" She shrugged. "At first | distrusted and al nost feared him Now | respect
parts of his nature, and certainly his achievenents. Between us there is both antagonismand a
certain affection. Perhaps-" She sighed. "Let us say that | will be disappointed if | do not see
hi m ever again."

Sparline shook her head slowy. "You know nore of himthan | do-and in |l ess than a year. | envy
you. "

"You need not. | shared his quarters, not by nmy own choice."

Now the other's cheeks flushed; she gripped Rissa's arm "You say ny brother raped or enslaved
you?"

Ri ssa spoke carefully. "No. He could not have done so-1 was trained, remenber, by Erika. To sone
extent he did coerce ne. | accepted that coercion because the alternative was to kill him and
fight ny way off the ship. And | needed the ride."

"You? \iYou\i couldn't kill Tregare!"

"I think I could have. No matter-1 did not, and amglad of it."

Sparline scow ed at her, then the scow relaxed. "Yes-you said-a certain affection. You cane to
love him didn't you?"

Ri ssa shrugged. "Not by nmy definition, but call it what you like. It is true that the last tine
we bedded, | invited him Because it may have been our final night together, | let nyself be
sentinmental ."

Finally Sparline rel eased her numbing grasp; Rissa flexed the arm "Al right-so ny brother
isn't the paragon 1'd like to think him But even though he first took you against your will-"

"Not against my will-against ny inclination. There is a difference."

"Don't pick nits. Wth all that, | say-still you cane to like him admire him Didn't you?"
\ce 92 .

\cRi ssa nodded. "In our personal dealings, yes-as | have said. But in sone other matters, no."
"What matters?"

"On \ilnconnu,\i | was told by one who should know, are wonen who are called 'property.' Can you

like or admire the thought of human property?”
Sparline waved a hand, "A joke-it has to be. My brother wouldn't-"

Ri ssa stood. "Believe what you like. | was there; you were not. And | think it tinme | thanked
you for your hospitality and excused mysel f."
Sparline stood also. "You're right." Her smile showed effort. "Rissa-1'mnot angry. |'msure
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you're telling the truth as you knowit. But now|'mgoing to the port to try to see ny brother
for the first time in-it nust be fifteen years, biological tine. Later we can talk nore."
"WIl you give Tregare a nessage for nme? "
"Sure, if | reach him Wat is it?"

"That Tari brigo-he knows nme only by that nane-sends her regards. And-and hol ds no grudges."
“I''l'l be happy to tell himthat-if you mean it."

"I'f I did not, I would not say so. Tregare and |-| feel-are even with each other. And both
gai ned, perhaps."
"All right. If I can't see him I'Il try to leave word." Spar-line left the room and Rissa

thought, \il wonder if he will bother to send answer.\i
SHE found the way to her room performed necessary functions, and lay on the bed for a tineg,
consi deri ng what she and Sparline had said, and what might conme of it. Her thoughts neandered into
hal f-fornmed dreans, with little content except vague enotion. She dozed; a knock awakened her
"Cone in!"

Li esel entered. "Did | wake you? Wll, so be it-the sun's high, or was, until the clouds got
here." She pulled a chair alongside the bed and sat. "Sparline seldomshouts at nme. She
\c93

\cdid, though, before she made off with the only aircar that wasn't already in use. Do you know
why ?"

Ri ssa pushed her hair back and noved to sit on the edge of the bed. "I thought she knew
\ilnconnu\i was here, that | had cone on it. She was disturbed that you had not told her her
brother is aground."

Li esel shook her head slowy. "You know a | ot very quickly, don't you? That coul d be dangerous,
and not only to yourself. \Wat else do you know that | don't?"

"How shoul d-1 mean, how can | know?" Rissa stood; after a nonent she put a hand, gently, to the

ol der woman's shoul der. "I am new here-inexperienced in your ways-l have no way of know ng what
secrets one Hul zein keeps fromanother. Nothing | said to Sparline was fromnalice or self-
seeking. "

Li esel covered Rissa's hand with her own. "Yes, child- I'msure of that. But to the point-what
did you tell her of Tregare? And she to you?"

Ri ssa bowed her head and raised it again. "Qur exact words escape ne. | will tell you what |

renenber, and of ny association with Tregare, when | did not know he was one of you." The telling
was not |long; at the end, Liesel squeezed Rissa's hand, then released it. She stood.

"One thing | need to know. Could you be pregnant by ny son?"

Ri ssa thought, \ione secret | keep for a tine yet. And | amnot lying.\i She laughed. "A Welfare
chi 1 d? You nmust know better."

"In away | regret that; otherw se you reassure me. No danage is done if Sparline keeps her
head, and she will. | appreciate your story of the nutiny; Tregare was al ways too proud to excuse
his actions. How did \iyou\i get it out of hinP"

After thought, Rissa said, "He nay have felt he owed ne sonething."

"Maybe." Liesel had slouched; now she stood erect. "Well -1 thank you for telling me. Now |'ve
work to do. Wuld you like to wal k outdoors, explore our grounds?" Ri ssa nodded assent. "Fine;
I"I'l send soneone to escort you. You' d better dress a little nore warmy."

\ce 94 .

\ cTHE next knock was Hawkman Moray's. He smiled and held up a basket. "Peace offering. Wuld you
I'i ke uncheon with nme-up our valley an hour's wal k?"
"Yes, of course. | will fetch ny outergarb.™

They left by a back door and wal ked up a wi nding path, through fragrant underbrush. C ouds
purpled the sky, but the gentle clinb warnmed R ssa.

He was not really seven feet tall-but nearer seven than six. How ol d was he biol ogically? She
woul d have taken himfor Sparline's brother rather than father. She did not ask

The clinb grew steeper, wound between heavy thickets, then | eveled abruptly; they entered a
fl owered cl earing.

"This is the place.” He noved to one side. "The view is best here," and he unfolded a covering
to spread on the ground. In the mddl e he placed the basket, and sat beside it. "Are you hungry,
Rissa? | am"

"Yes. The wal k gave nme appetite." She sat also, |ooking past himdown the valley. Against the
distant hills the great Lodge was a toy.

"Sone wine first," he said, as he unpacked the basket. "And perhaps sone tal k?
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She stiffened. "Questions; right? Ask away-you can all conpare notes later."

Hawkman Moray | aughed; in the clearing the sound rang. "1'd thought to let you ask nobst of the
questions.”
She | ooked at him at his broad smile. "I do not understand."”

He poured red wi ne and handed her a glass. "There are several of us and only one of you. You
have nore to | earn than we have."
He touched his glass to hers; they both sipped. "What does that nean?"

"Wthout asking you won't find out, will you?" H's nouth tw tched upward; she could not w thhold
an answering grin.
"Very well, Hawkman-Sparline tells me first names are in

\ c\ be 95 «\b

\corder between us-lI will ask. First, why does Sparline bear your name and not Liesel's? And did
Tregar e?"
Sitting tall before her, he shrugged. "These custons vary. You carry your nother's nane, do

you?"

"And my brother, nmy father's. Your custons were different?"

"A moment." Fromthe basket he was filling two plates; he set one before her. "Let's eat while
we tal k. More wine?" He poured it. "In the ordinary case, our daughter would be a Hul zein."

"And your son?"

"Liesel told me of you and Tregare. He inherits ny own early lack of self-discipline-perhaps |
owe you an apol ogy on his behal f."

She | aughed. " Apol ogi es are usel ess waste; the thing is over. But tell me of his nanming.'

"Qur famly al so names sons for their fathers. He was Bran Tregare Mray until we had to hide
himthen nmerely Bran Tregare."

"l knew himas Tregare, only. How how old is he?"

"Biologically? I can't know | don't know how nuch he's travel ed. Chronol ogically, perhaps fifty-
seven."

"Then he has traveled greatly. But what of Sparline's name?"

He was chewi ng; after he swallowed he said, "Hulzein heirs outside the main Establishnent were
prime targets. W felt she was safer under the inconspicuous nane of Moray. W never changed it."

"l see. Hawkman-1 do not know what this green paste is but | want nore of it, if any is left, to
put on ny bread."

"Of course. A nmonent-1'll spread sonme for you."
"Thank you. Hawkman, how old are you?"

He raised an eyebrow. "That puzzles you? Al right-1'mbiologically forty-four, sixteen years
younger than Liesel. Don't bother to count back-1 fathered Tregare at fifteen. Liesel chose for
genetic reasons, without regard to age. Later she decided | was worth keeping." The tall nan
| ooked al nost apol ogetic; then he smled. "Even anbng Hul zeins | think |I've earned ny keep."

\ce 96 .

\c"l am sure you have."
Now both brows rose. "Flattery? O innuendo?" "No." She shook her head. "Sinply the fact that you
are here."

The brows returned to normal. "Pardon me; | do persist in underestinmating you."
"It is all right. Better that than to expect too much." "Well. And what el se would you like to
know?" She thought. "A personal problem The man dal Nardo-in his job, he nust have a superior. Do
you know who it is?"

"If you're thinking of having him\itold\i to | eave you alone, it won't work."

"OfF course not. | nerely wish to know whether killing himwould arouse his departnment agai nst ne
al so."

"I wouldn't think so. His famly's, nore |likely-but wthout Stagon | doubt they'd neddle with
any Hul zein connection. He's the only bold dal Nardo left; the rest are a ragtag | ot.

"Stagon's boss, though-that's Am GCustafson. | know her nostly by reputation-stubborn but fair-
m nded. Well, it could do no harmto talk with her."
"Good-1 will, then. Now when | challenge, what weapon is dal Nardo likely to choose? | nmay as well
be practicing." "But it's your choice, Rissal"

"How can it be, when | amthe one naking the chall enge?" "On Nunber One the | ess fornidable

ant agoni st, as judged by their seconds and the officials, has the choice. If the two appear evenly
mat ched, the referee flips a coin to decide.” "Then | will need no specialized practice." "So?
VWhat weapons will you choose?” "None-except for ny body, mnd, and training.” "That's insane! Use
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a gun-anything to keep out of his reach."

"I'f | amwithin his reach, he is also within nine. And | think | amfaster."” "No, Rissa-he'll kil
you." "Five mllion Wltmarks say he will not."” "But that's-" He |laughed. "I see. If you |lose-" "I
have no one to leave it to; it would escheat to your

: 97

\c

\cgovernment. | would prefer that you had sonme of it instead." "And if you win it's a nice profit.
Well-1 could free that

sum easily enough. But I won't do it-1 don't \iwant\i to have a

stake riding on your death.'' For a nonent, tears welled; she blinked them back. "In

that case, | nmay nake a will and bequeath you the anount.

But if | do so, | shall not tell you."

THE cl oud mass noved on, ceasing to block the sun's heat. Rissa and Hawknman tal ked of other things-
the climte and geography of Nunber One-its fauna and flora. Rissa asked of |ocal custons; few
were greatly different fromthose of Earth or Far Corner. A nenory came. "Hawknman, do you have
here a nudity taboo?"
"Not except in the towns, in public. Wy?"

"The girl who cane to wake me. Wien | rose frombed bare, she left the roominmediately."

"Ch, that-it's not a taboo, it's status. Yours is the higher; it was inproper for her to stay,
cl ot hed, when you weren't. She could | eave or strip. You were both going downstairs in a few
m nutes, so she saved herself a little effort-that's all."

"Good. Because the sun is hot, and | have not felt sunlight on all ny skin since | left Earth.
O-is it inproper for nme to be undressed in your presence?"

"No-or vice versa. But-is this leading up to anything?" She stiffened; in a noment he gestured
as if to erase his words.

She said, slowy, "Hawkman, although | amnew here, | realize it could be discourteous to ny
hostess to try to seduce my host."
"Rissa, | didn't nean-"

"But of course you did, and the assunption was quite natural. You do not know ne yet."
"You nmean there's sonething in particular, that | don't know?"

"No vows of celibacy or sexual sisterhood-nothing of that

\c\b98\ b

\csort. Merely that you do not know ny ways or custons, and that with nany the invitation to
nudity in private \idoes\i inply sex. But fromne it does not." Now she | aughed. "But do not be

crestfallen. | nean no slur on your attractiveness or on ny feelings toward you-which are quite
warm "
"You enbarrass ne," he said, not |ooking at all enbarrassed. "Wll, then-let's get sone sun on

us, shall we?"
THEY lay until the sun left the clearing, then repacked the basket and began the downward wal k.
Where the path was wi de enough they wal ked side by side, hand in hand, sw nging the joined arns.
At the turn that brought the | odge to sight, they dressed thensel ves.
"That was pl easant, Hawkman."

"Yes. The family sunbathes occasionally, out of sight of the Lodge, so as not to inconvenience
the help. You nust join us."

"Thank you." They resuned their walk. He did not take her hand so she took his, firmy. He
| ooked at her but said nothing.

"Hawkman? The duel -could | specify that we fight uncl ot hed?"

"Hm | suppose so. Wat advantage woul d that give you?"

"Not what you are probably thinking. | would not rely on pain to stop dal Nardo-even nade a
eunuch, he could still go on and kill me. But the \irisk\i would nake himcautious."

He nodded. "True enough-but you'll need a fighting-hood. If he gets you by the hair, one snap
and you're dead. Or will you cut it short?"

"No. | will grease it. If he grasps it, he will make his hands slippery and his grip unsure."
"Have you dueled in this fashion before?"

"No. | thought of the idea while the sun warmed nme in the clearing.”
\c\b99%\ b

\cHe | aughed. "You know? |'ve half a mind to get that five mllion together after all-and find

sonmeone who's fool enough to bet on dal Nardo!"
But she knew that what he said was at |east part hyperbole.
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I NSI DE the Lodge, they parted. Back in her roomRi ssa nmentally reviewed the conbat techni ques best
suited for dealing with vastly | arger opponents; shadowfighting, she practiced those the Iinmted
space would allow. She finished with a few calisthenics, then bathed and dressed.

At dinner, Liesel was absent; neither Hawkman nor Spar-line offered any explanation. During the
meal they spoke little; over coffee, Sparline reported that Tregare had refused to see or speak
with her. "Through his spokesman he sent regards to the famly, nothing nmore. Ch-Rissa, | al nost
forgot -he sent you this note."

Expl ai ni ng to Hawkman what her nessage had been, she opened the note and read it aloud. "And the
same to you, shipnmate.”

"Uncommruni cative as usual," Hawknan said. "Well, he gets his stubbornness fromboth sides." H's
sigh was half a groan. "If only there'd been a way on Earth to get himfree and bring himwth us.
But any attenpt would have been his death."

Sparline reached for his hand. "I know that, Hawkman; | knew it then, young as | was. And so
does Bran Tregare, by now It's only that he was enbittered for so |long-he's struck this pose and
held it until it's part of him Someday, when it wears off-and neanwhile, stop torturing
yoursel f."

"I know. It's only that he's \ihere,\i and won't see us."

"I-" but Rissa thought better of what she woul d have sai d-that Tregare night see \iher,\i and
she could plead his fanmly's cause. For she had no right to offer such presunptuous hope.
Hawknman turned to her. "Yes, Rissa?"

"No-it is inconsiderate to intrude ny concerns at this tine."

"CGo ahead," said Sparline. "W could use a newtopic."
\ce 100 .

\c"The matter of dal Nardo preoccupies ne, | amsorry to adnmit. | think I have made plans as
best I can. | started to ask-how soon can | go to the town and begin to inplenent then?"

Sparline answered. "That's Liesel's decision. I'msure she'll give you pernission when she
returns.”

"When will that be?"

"We're not sure. Maybe tonorrow, nmaybe a week. Not [ong."

Ri ssa paused. "I do not wish to be ungracious, but why do | need permission? My life-not hers-is
at stake."

Sparline | ooked to Hawknman. He said, "You're here under Liesel's protection. You \ican\i |eave
wi t hout her sanction, of course-but if you do, you forfeit that protection and further contact
with all of us." He nade a deprecating gesture. "To you, that may seemfoolish-but it is our way.
So you nust choose. "

"Since it is a serious choice, may | think on it for a tine?"

"Of course. And | hope you won't be inpetuous. | wouldn't like you to be exconmunicated from
us."
"Nor |, "said Sparline.

Rissa said, "\il\i certainly would not! Very well; | will try to keep patience." \iBut not so

Il ong that Tregare | eaves before I can try to see him...\i

Sparline brought out drugsticks, but Rissa said, "Not for me, until after the duel. They cal mnme
too nmuch." Sparline | ooked at Hawkman; he said nothing. She shrugged and put the sticks away.

Servants cleared the table. Hawknan poured |iqueurs and said, "Sone gaming to relax? Rissa, do
you know t he gane cal |l ed poker?"

"After a year at Erika's? O course."

He | aughed, opened a thin drawer and brought out cards and chips. "You'll be rusty, | expect, so
we'll play for |ow stakes."

Low, perhaps, thought Rissa, for Hul zei n/ Morays-nost circles would have consi dered them
astrononical. At one point she was down nearly 200,000 Wl tmarks, but finished 100, 000 ahead. At
the end Hawknman told her, "Wth a little nore practice you'll manage well enough.™
\c\bl101\ b

\c"l hope so." She yawned. "I have enjoyed this. But if I do not go upstairs soon |I shall have
to sleep on the table.”

The ot hers agreed; conpanionably they wal ked up the stairs, then went to their separate roons.
Ri ssa spent little time preparing for bed, and even | ess |ying awake before sl eep
FOR Ri ssa the next days were near to vacuum Liesel did not return. She saw little of Hawkman or
Sparline; young servitors-Castel, Ernol, and others-escorted her as she explored the terrain
around the Lodge. She exercised, practiced shadowfighting and refined her conbat plan, ate, read
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and sl ept. And one norning she knew she had to deci de-the next day, by report, Tregare was
| eavi ng.

First things first-she washed and dressed. She sorted her belongings into two groups: the
essentials went into her two snmaller pieces of |uggage; she did not pack the rest.

Slowy and carefully she wote a brief letter, pausing often to consider the exact neaning of
her words. Then she reread it:

Li esel :

| regret leaving without your perm ssion, but | must. | will tell you why; perhaps you can nake
an exception and forgive ne.

Tregare | eaves tonorrow, | nust see himfirst-not for nyself but because he is too stubborn to
meet with any of you. If he will see ne | can tell himwhat he refuses to hear fromyou. Then
perhaps he will agree to see you, also.

It may not be ny place to interfere, but | intend to try. Qut of gratitude to you-and to Erika,
who has been your enemy but never mine. My love to you, and to Hawknan and Sparline. If | survive
dal Nardo | hope you will receive nme again.

\cl102 .

\cShe hesitated, then nodded enphatically and sealed the note. Carefully she donned the identity-
eyes, nose, fingertips, teeth, the hair in | oose, dyed curls-of Tari Cbrigo. Leaving the room she
met the girl who had cone to wake her

At breakfast she found Hawkman and Sparline. "Liesel has not returned?"

Sparline shook her head. Hawkman said, "I'mafraid not. Uh-what's your nane in the guise you're
wearing? And if | may ask, why are you using it?"

"Tari Cbrigo. This is how dal Nardo knows ne."
"So-you're leaving, after all?"

"Yes, Hawkman." She placed her sealed note on the table. "When Liesel cones back, please give

her this. And urge her to read it."

"You've witten down your excuses, have you?"

\i "Reasons,\i Hawknman. Do you recogni ze no difference?"
"Someti nmes. Ah-our meal arrives. Food first, talk later."

"If at all!" Rissa snapped the words out, then regretted them

Dining was largely silent. Over coffee Rissa said, "May | have the use of an aircar and driver
to take me to the city?"

Sparline answered. "OF course, if you're deternined to go."

"“lam "
"No hesitation?" said Hawknman
"None. "

"Have you thought what this decision neans?" said Sparline.
"Of course | have."

"You've waited five days. In two nore, Liesel will be back."
"That would be too late."

"For a matter of two days," Hawkman said, "you throw away your connection here and go out to
grub it on your own?"

Rissa felt baited. "If-" She caught herself. "Yes."

"Then it's a good thing," said Hawkman, "that Liesel called | ast night-and granted the
perm ssion you woul d have flouted."
\ c\ be 103 «\b

\ cShaki ng with rage, she stood. "Wy did you not \itell\i ne?"

"I't's well to test a blade," said Sparline, "before trusting it fully."

Suppressi ng her anger, Ri ssa sat again. "You are right, of course." Hawknman woul d have spoken
she waved himto silence. "Now | realize ny nistake."

"And what is that?" he said.

"I hoped to spare your damed Hul zein pride. Well, the hell with it-read that note!"

When they had done so, Sparline | ooked at her and said, "Hawkman kept sayi ng we were
underestimating you. He was right."

As nmuch as Rissa wanted to accept the quasi-apol ogy, she could not, "Be that as it may-trust
wor ks both ways or neither. Mne is yours for the asking, if you be truthful with me and di spense
with games and tests. My distrust, also, is easy enough to nmanage. Is that |ast statenent clear?"

Hawkman's smile was tentative. "Like crystal. And for ny part, | accept your terns. No nore
ganes." And Sparline nodded.
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Suddenly, her spirits rising, R ssa wanted to seal friendship. "Hawkman-Sparli ne-perhaps
overreacted. My own tensions are no excuse. Now you have nmy loyalty. Do | have yours?"

"On a personal basis, yes," said Hawknan. "You realize, only Liesel speaks for Hul zein Lodge."'
But each reached to clasp one of Rissa's hands.
SHE brought the two suitcases; even though not estranged fromthe Lodge she expected to stay in
the town-city?-for a tine. Hawknan net her outside, at the aircar
"Where is the pilot?"
"I"'mright here," he said.
"You?"

"To enphasi ze that you're truly a Hul zein connection. In this way, dal Nardo will see he can't
make do with a hired duelist. And such scumwon't bother you in nmy presence."
\ce 104 -

\cHe took the aircar up at a steep slant, to a calmlevel of air. She said, "Are you here as
mal e protecting femal e? | cannot accept that."

He [aughed. "Not at all. In fact, Sparline would have brought you, but Liesel's call |ast night
gave her tasks that keep her busy today." Rissa |ooked at him Well, if she were to trust himin
large matters, she could not question himin smaller ones.

He steered between banks of cloud as though drawn to sunlight. Watching the looming hills and
the streanms that neandered between them her thought was that Nunber One was indeed a world of
beauty. Tine passed nore quickly than she realized; soon, ahead, she saw the spaceport-and beyond
it, the settlenent.

"Do you recogni ze \ilnconnu,\i Hawkman? From outside, | cannot tell the two ships apart. The
ot her was not here when we | anded."

"I recognize it. Notice the turret guns, the projectors, topside? Now, \ithat's\i strange-see
the clear space around it? | expected he'd still be |loading cargo.” On his control panel he turned
switches. "I don't like this-I1"mtuning in on the ship-groundsi de bands."

They came closer; Rissa saw nore details. For a hundred meters around \ilnconnu\i the ground was
enpty, and nost of those who stood closest were armed. And ship's ranps were up and seal ed

Above the control panel a speaker cane to noisy life. The sound was distorted but Ri ssa
recogni zed Tregare's voice. "You in the aircar-what you think you're trying to pull? Cl ear off or
I"I'l shoot you down. And \iyou,\i Bl eeker-1 thought you had better sense. Call off your pipsqueak
Air Force-and dammed fast!"

Through a different speaker another voice sputtered. Under his breath, Hawkman nuttered, "That's
Al sen Bl eeker." Going no closer, he turned the aircar to circle the ship.

Bl eeker's voice canme nore clearly. "Tregare! It's not mine, that aircar-1 swear it isn't! |
don't know anything about it-1've been right here, the past six hours since you closed your ship.
Al I want is ny noney, you pirate!l”

\c\b\al7l 105 \b

\c"You got it-exactly as agreed, beforehand."
"l told you, prices went up-it's not nmy fault."”

"Your prices always go up-that's an old groundhog trick. And like it or not, nobst ships have to
pay. But not \ilnconnu!"\i
"I'f you want fuel, you'll pay."

Tregare |laughed. "I refueled first off; didn't you know? That's an old \ispacer\i trick. Sign
of f, Bleeker-1'mdone with you." His voice rose. "Now, \iyou-\ithe aircar! Who are you? Wuat's
your busi ness?"

Ri ssa whi spered "Pl ease!" and took the handset. "Tregare! It is I-Tari Cbrigo. | mnust talk with
you. "

"Too late, Tari-no tine. Bleeker'l|l be programrng the defense nmissiles on ne; |'ve got to lift.
d ad you came, though. See you soneday."

"Wait! Your father is here-he brought ne."

"Hawkman? Sorry, but for himit's \iyears\i too late-all the years since they left me in that
UET hell hole.”

She | ooked to Hawknan, but he said nothing. "They could not help it-they had no choice! And they-
they | ove you- they want to see you!'

"The pirate, the mutineer-in Hul zein Lodge? | doubt it."

Hawkman t ook the handset. "Bran Tregare, the girl speaks truth. And she thinks enough of you
that she woul d have come here against Liesel's command."
"She's quite a girl, Hawknman. See that you treat her right."
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Hawkman' s eyebrows rose. Rissa shook her head; he said only, "Yes-but, son, we mss you. Are we
ever to see you agai n?"

When Tregare spoke, his voice was low. "I'll think about it. Next tine, maybe."

"And how long until then, Bran? WII| your nother live to see that tine?"

"I-1 hope so." Rissa heard another voice; then Tregare said, briskly now, "Liftoff coning-sixty
seconds and counting. Scoot that car hard and fast, Hawkman-this lift is going to make waves- not
like the time with you, Tari." Hawkman turned the car and accel erated toward the town. They heard
Tregare, faintly, speaking to someone el se. Then, after a pause, "CGood-bye, Hawkman-Tari. And the
nessage | sent
\ce 106 -

\cthe famly-make that \iwarmii regards."
"Not -not | ove?" she said.

"I'n person, maybe-we' || see. Tregare out.” And the ship lifted.
Tregare had not exaggerated. Looking back Ri ssa saw people, lying flat for safety, rolled al ong
the ground by the great blast. The ship still aground rocked and al nost fell. Wen the shock wave

reached the aircar they felt a mighty buffet, and Hawkman was busy fighting the controls. Then
\ilnconnu\i was gone and the air quieted.

"Thanks for trying, Rissa. If it hadn't been for that bl oodsucking Bl eeker, maybe . . ." Then he
smled. "Well, at least the boy spoke to ne."
"Yes." But her thought was el sewhere. "Hawknan? Now we know nore about Tregare's reputation, do

we not? He is called 'pirate' because he refuses to be made victim"

"Eh? Onh, yes-we'd suspected that much, knowi ng what sone traders do to ships that can't fight.
The Hul zeins, by the way, don't follow that practice-we charge what the narket will bear, but once
agreed, the price is firm" After a succession of turns that nystified R ssa, Hawkman descended
beside a large green building and | anded. He turned to her. "You may have stirred up |oca
politics a bit today. | expected it, as soon as | saw you'd have no chance for private speech with
Bran Tregare-and you'll notice | didn't try to stop you from sayi ng what you did."

"I do not know what you mean, Hawknman."

"I't's only that until now no one on this planet-outside the Lodge-knew that Tregare is a
Hul zein." He | aughed. "But don't worry about it-we've had storns before. W weather them™
INSI DE the building, an elevator took themto the top floor. The office they entered occupied a
full quarter of that floor; its |large windows faced the Big Hills on one side and the town on the
other. The plain, tinted netal walls were hung with pic-

\ c\ be 107 «\b

\ctures of varied scenic views. Behind a desk, a tall, heavily built worman stood to neet them
"Hawkman Moray." She shook his hand and turned to takeRissa's. "I'm Am CQustafson."
"Tari Qorigo."

The wonan frowned. Ri ssa eyed her-squarish face, thick brown hair cut in a full bang to the
eyebrows, then straight around bel ow the ears. Finally; "Ch yes-\ithat\i one. Hawkman? Are you
here to claimHul zein protection for her, against dal Nardo?"

"Not by blood or marriage, but she is a connection. However, | nerely brought her here to speak
with you."
"I see. Her status nmeans he can't hire her death without Hul zein retaliation. I'Il tell him"

She spoke again to Rissa. "Howin this world did you nmanage to begin your stay here by rousing
Stagon's blood-thirst? |I'd have guessed you nore apt to rouse himin other ways."

"He nmade stupid threats; instead of cowering, | returned his fire in kind. Nothing nore-except
that others were present and saw. "

The wonman sat again, gesturing toward a chair. Rissa seated herself; Hawknan noved to do so but
Arni Custafson said, "Your pardon, Hawknman-woul d you please wait in the |ounge across the way? |'d
like to speak with her alone." Her hand noved at her desk console; at the upper end of hearing
range Ri ssa heard a thin hum Hawkman, at the door, turned with a worried |ook. Rissa sniled and
nodded to him and he left.

She knew that hum Erika had al so used truth fields. The ultrasonic waves that scanned her woul d
report her reactions on the consol e.

She woul d, she thought, have to be very careful what she said.

"Have you cone," said Gustafson, "because |'min authority over dal Nardo? If so, it's a waste

of time. | have no say-so in his private life; | can't stop himfromkilling you."
"I knew that. My question is this-when | kill him wll there be any retaliation from your
agency?'

file://IC|/WINDOWS/Desktop/Incoming/Busby,%...%20View%2002%20-%20Young%20Rissa%20v1.0.txt (48 of 80) [7/14/2004 3:22:01 PM]



file:///Cl/WINDOWS/Desktop/Incoming/Busby,%20F.%20M %20-%20L ....%20M %20-%20L ong%20V iew%2002%20-%20Y oung%20Rissa%20v1.0.txt
\ce 108 -

\c\i"Wien?"\i The wonan stared at the consol e, |ooked puzzled and shook her head. "You nean

that, don't you?" Rissa kept silent. "Yes, you do, all right. Wll, then-the answer's no. | don't
want Stagon killed-1 don't like him but he's capable, and about as honest as the next. If he
dies, I'Il be briefly inconvenienced. But \ihowi he dies-as with how he lives-is none of ny
busi ness. "

"Good. Thank you, Ms. Qustafson. That is all | need to know. "

"Wait-sit back down-/ want to know a few things. First -what is zonbie gas?"

"I -1 have never seen it used." So \ifar, so good.\i "Fromthe nanme, | assune it would render the

victimsubject to the will of another, wi thout the normal ego defenses."
"And you're inmuni zed agai nst it?"

"It cannot harmne."

"You intended to use it on dal Nardo?"

"I intended to do whatever was needed to escape his threats."

"Young worman, | don't like the idea of you running around in ny jurisdiction with sonething like
that. Where do you carry the stuff-in a pocket? A piece of jewelry?"

"l cannot show you." Sensing annoyance, Ri ssa added, "I mean, | have none with ne. On a world
where no one is inmunized, it seems to ne that it would be irresponsible to use such a thing-
except in extrene energency."”

The ol der wonan scow ed at her consol e and shook her head. "There's sonething," she nuttered,
"but it's not clear." She |ooked up. "You' ve breached no lawyet-so | can't slip you a babble pil

to get at whatever you're talking your way around. So I'll try it another way. Wat's your
attitude toward dal Nardo? And does it include anyone el se?"

"Dal Nardo intends me dead. Now it seenms he must do it hinself. My only alternative, | amtold,
is to kill himinstead-so if | nmust, | nust. As to others, | nean no harmto any who nean none to
rne." After a nonent, she sniled. "Is that good enough?"

"Better than nost. Al right-1 guess you pass. | nust say, your attitudes don't fit dal Nardo's

description."
\c\ be 109 «\b

\c"You did not try to treat ne as he did."

"No-he's one of a kind. Let ne give you sone advice. |If you went and apol ogi zed to him he night-
just \imght-\isettle for first blood or first mutilation rather than death. If he doesn't, you
haven't |ost anything."

Ri ssa shook her head. "I would | ose sonething very inportant to ne. But | will give \ihinmli the
chance to apol ogi ze, if he w shes."
"Tari Cbrigo, you're a hopeless case! Wll, I'mglad to have net you, and truly sorry it's

probably the last tinme."
"Thank you-but | expect you \iwill\i see nme again, after all."
UNTIL they left the building, Hawkman sai d nothing. Then; "Any probl ens?"

"Not really. Dal Nardo's death is his own business. And | hear well at the high end of the range-
I knew when she turned the truth field on. Then | needed to plan quite carefully each word |
said."

"I had the hunch that you're hiding sonmething-but for the life of me | can't guess it. Wll, |
won't pry."

"I-it is only that-" Then in a burst of frankness she told himof her inpronptu invention and
dal Nardo's reaction. "But if his aides have spread the story, you see? It m ght be useful another
time."

He laughed. "It might, at that. Wll-do you want to see dal Nardo now, or have sonme |unch
first?"

"I could not eat. | confess-nmy stomach is tight within nme. Let it be da! Nardo."

"I don't blane you. Al right, it's a short hop-or would you rather wal k? You can see the
buil ding fromhere." He pointed; she recognized it.

"Let us wal k. The exercise will |oosen ny nerves and nuscles.”
THEY wal ked into the Provost's office w thout knocking or
. 110 .
announcement . Hawkman said, "You know nme, dal Nardo. You al so know Tari Cbrigo. |I'mhere to inform

you that she is a Hul zein connection, though not of blood or marriage-so you can't set a hired
duel i st on her without answering for it. That's ny nessage; fromnow on | merely observe the
formalities.”

file://IC|/WINDOWS/Desktop/Incoming/Busby,%...%20View%2002%20-%20Young%20Rissa%20v1.0.txt (49 of 80) [7/14/2004 3:22:01 PM]



file:///Cl/WINDOWS/Desktop/Incoming/Busby,%20F.%20M %20-%20L ....%20M %20-%20L ong%20V iew%2002%20-%20Y oung%20Rissa%20v1.0.txt

Dal Nardo's heavy cheeks flushed; he drew breath, but as the cold lunp at Rissa's stomach
di ssolved into heat, she spoke. "Since Hawkman is not immunized, you may feel free today to

threaten me all you like. But there is no need for threats. | have an offer for you-and if you
refuse it, another."
"If you offer to lie down, be buried, and let nme plant frost grain over you, | accept. But don't

think to placate me with an apol ogy."
"I had no such thought. My first offer is to accept an apology from\iyou-a\i courteous one,
judged suitabl e by Hawkman Moray-and | eave here and di sturb you no further."

The man shook his head and smled broadly. "I'mfascinated; |'ve never heard such | ong-w nded
fertilizer."

"Well. So nuch for that one. My second offer is this: | challenge you."

"You challenge \inmel\i Ah, | see-for first blood or sone such trifle, to avoid ny own chal |l enge.
Asilly trick-1 refuse it.”

"You m stake nme, dal Nardo. | challenge to the death, unless you nake plea for |esser ternms."
Agai n he shook his head. "There is sonme deception here."
Hawknman spoke. "There's none. |I'mhere to see to that."

"This girl challenges ne to the death? You say that, Moray?"
\i"She\i says it. Talk to her, not to ne."

"Then | accept-I accept! And if you think you have sonme advantage with a new weapon, let ne tel
you that only weapons fanmiliar to this world are allowed." He shrugged. "As for me, | prefer to
use none at all."

"That is good," said Rissa. "For that is ny choice also."

"You \iwant\i to die-l knew you nust be crazy, to insult ne in nmy own place."

\ce 111 -

\c"Stay with business; I amnot yet done.™
"Ah, | see it-you'll specify protective suits. They won't-"
"No, dal Nardo-we will fight nude. No weapons, no suits -only ourselves."
Hi s eyes narrowed. "It won't work, what you're thinking."
She | aughed. "If you knew what | am thinking, you would make the apology | asked."
"Ch, no-you don't have-never m nd. Wen do we neet?"
"Qur seconds decide that, | believe. Hawknman-wi || you represent me and hel p choose suitable

of fical s?" He nodded. "Then nanme your own seconds, dal Nardo; have them call Hawkman and arrange
terms." She | ooked into the man's eyes; his gaze was equally fixed upon her. "All right," she
said. "We are finished here; | will next see you when and where it is agreed." She turned away.
"Shall we go, Hawknan?"
"Good-bye, fertilizer," said Stagon dal Nardo.

She | ooked around and said, "It is well for the planet's soil that you are so rmuch | arger than
.

The door closing behind them nmuffled dal Nardo's retort. Rissa took Hawkman's arm and said, "You
mentioned lunch? | have truly worked up an appetite!"
THE restaurant was high-ceilinged and drafty. "The food' s plain here," said Hawkman, "but good. O
it had better be-we own the place."

Ri ssa smled. "After eleven years of Wlfare food, | amhardly a gournmet. Even Erika could not
train ny tastes so quickly. If food is fresh and flavorful, | like it."

Hawknman ordered for them she did not recognize his choices by name, but when the food arrived,
its tastes lived up to its aromas. She fed until sated and still could not clean her platter

"I't was good, Hawknman."
He grinned. "The way you picked at your food, |'d never
\c. 112 -

\chave guessed." Then, sobering; "About dal Nardo-are you sure you know what you're doi ng?"

"I ambuilding a plan into my mind so that | will performit mechanically. It is flexible, with
alternatives for noves that fail. Mire than that | cannot do. But | think my plan will suffice.”

"But he's so dammed powerful! And faster than you'd think."

"Let mny adrenaline subside, Hawknan-it serves no purpose now and ni ght hanper digestion of this
excellent nmeal. But | will say this-on Earth, conbat techni ques have inproved from what dal Nardo
coul d have been taught here. How many years' advantage | have of himin that way, | cannot know
but there will be some. Also, for physical conmbat, he would do well to carry less belly."

"Don't count on-no, you're right-let's change the subject."” He poured wine and told her of the
city. "Population's well into six figures-nearly a fifth of the planet's total. Do you know why
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it's called One Point One? | guess you'd have to have been here."

She thought. "No-I see it-the planet, Nunber One. The town, One Point One. Naned, after all, by
of ficers of Escaped Ships-with nathematical orientation and, it seens, a sense of hunor."
"I wish nore of that hunor survived anbng the col onists."

She noved the glass in her hands, swirling the wine gently and watching the light it refracted.
"Yes-your world is as nuch cutthroat as Earth, in some aspects. Are we humans good for no other
way ?"

"I don't know, conpetition seenms to be our mddle name. That's not all bad-but we don't seemto
know where to stop. Well, what nore would you |like to know about our city?"

Fromthe air, she had noticed that One Point One was | oosely patterned, with areas of open
ground scattered throughout. Now she | earned that here was the planet's only nmmjor star base, the
one port capable of fully servicing interstellar ships. "So that's why Hul zein Lodge is where it
is," said Hawkman. "Quite a distance from our ngjor |and-hol dings. And-"

\c\bl13\b

\cShe waved a hand. "Thank you, Hawkman-but | amas filled with facts as with food-and need tine
to digest both."

"All right. Let's go-we'll take your gear to where you'll be staying."

THE sign on the squat beige building read "Mison Renalle." Hawkman said, "It's not tops for
luxury, but it's secure. The guard system s unobtrusive but effective. And the only bugged roomns-
except for security nonitor-are the ones Liesel's arranged specially, to plant suspicious
characters in."

"Thank you for the warning. |I will be nost discreet."”

"You? But-" Then he saw she was | aughing, silently. "Your character is not merely suspicious,
Ri ssa-sonetimes, as now, it's downright disreputable.

"No-" He waved a hand. "I challenge you-to |unch again, next tine I'min town."

Now she | aughed al oud. "Hawknman, you are good for ne." She turned to him "You are |ike-well,
younger than ny father whom | |ost, and ol der than ny brother who was destroyed-but sonehow both
of them | amvery glad to have cone to know you."

He woul d have spoken but she shook her head. "Let us go in now "

HER room not large, had an air of confort-and even nore, of safety. Her window, facing the Big
Hills, |looked thick enough to stop bullets. And she knew that the slanted netal flecks withinit,
that slightly hazed her view, would briefly diffuse a | aser beam The door, though it noved
easily, was massive; the rooms facilities were self-contained. Knowi ng Hul zei n t hor oughness, she
trusted the thickness and conposition of the walls. "Notice the viewscreen terninal ?" Hawkman
said. "The

\c. 114

\cred-in-blue button gives direct conmunication to the Lodge.

On scranble; it can't be tapped." "Very nice-l have never seen such a safety vault.'' "W try to
take care of our own." "Do you really think |I need such precautions?" "Muybe not-but it's here, so
why not use it? At the least, it

will inpress a few people.” "All right-but after dal Nardo, | think | would prefer |ess

fortified quarters." She smled. "Now bend down and |let ne

ki ss you thanks, and you can go honme and forget all about

me." They kissed; then he left her to herself.

AFTER unpacki ng, she sat to reread sonme of her notes fromthe tine at Erika's, and to add to those
she had made since her arrival. Her comment to Hawknan had been accurate, she deci ded-some forns
and custons differed, but in essentials Nunmber One's power systemresenbled Earth's. It was newer
and less rigid, yes-but fromher viewoint the only inportant difference was that part of it was
on \iher\i side. O, she added nentally, probationally so..

She watched twilight engulf the Hills and called to place her order for dinner. "Alight neal, k"
she said. "For the nmeat, two grilled slices of loin fromthe-what is the word?-fenmal e bushst onper,
at any rate. Leave it juicy, please. For the rest- a small plate of fruits and fresh vegetabl es-
what ever kinds you recommend. And a bottle of upland red wi ne, please.”

She ate in dinmming |ight and sipped wine until light and wi ne were gone. Then she turned a
switch to brighten the roomand wondered what to do with her evening. She switched the viewscreen
to an entertai nnent channel, setting the alarmto notify her of incoming calls.

For a few minutes she watched a sports event-two manned captive kites in contest. The object was
to down the other, kite and all. It |ooked dangerous, but sonehow the | oser caught air at the | ast
instant and | anded unhurt-or, at worst, bruised.
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\cThen, after a series of announcenents, sonme political and sonme commercial, canme a drama. The
characters did not interest her nuch, but a world's dramatic values can reflect its attitudes, so
she watched and |istened closely.

A m ddl e-aged worman spent nuch time benoaning the | oss of her brother, gone to space. Her
husband | ost patience with her; now and then she took | overs, younger men. One evening she nade
overtures to a young spacenman; slightly drunk, he rejected and insulted her, so she chall enged him
and killed himin a duel. Rissa had guessed the endi ng-who could he be but the | ong-lost brother?
She snorted-surely \ishe\i could wite better stories. Then she thought again: could she wite to
suit the tastes of this world? Probably not.

She reset the viewscreen to its normal communi cations function and sat broodi ng. She had not
liked the story, but it nagged at her-what was inportant about it? What was its real thenme? Not
the foolish wonman, not the trite coincidence-finally she had it. "The | ong view of course! On
Earth it touches very few, but here-" Yes-on Nunber One it would be a fact of life, a
preoccupati on.

By her standards the hour was not late, but with the puzzle solved, she decided to go to bed.
For a tine she |lay awake, belatedly tense and anxious. Dal Nardo \iwas\i forni dabl e-had she pushed
her luck too far this tine? Life was sweet..

Finally she visualized the man as standing in one small conpartnment of her mind. She closed that
compartnent firmy. Then she rel axed and sl ept.

SHE | ay abed until nearly md-norning, then spent considerable tinme in bathing, grooning, and
eating breakfast. Finally she could no |onger avoid the probl emwhat was she going to do with
herself all this day? She voi ced her thoughts al oud. " not supposed to go out, probably-but
he did not \isay . . ."\i "Change identities? And probably conprom se another one, if any watched
Tari come in and-say-Lysse go out."” Abruptly she stood. "Ch, the hell with it. Wiy should I give
them sati sfaction by hiding?" She set the screen to record

\ce 116 .

\cincomng calls and herself recorded a brief greeting for possible callers.

Looki ng out, she judged the norning to be cool, and put on a jacket. She went out by the main
entrance-attenpti ng no evasive, inconspicuous exit-into sunlight and clear, brisk air. Looking
about, she decided to walk toward the city's central part.

In roughly fifteen mnutes she reached a district of narrow streets and snall shops. Here,
wal kways were unpaved-night rain had left nud and puddl es. As she picked her way through a
treacherous patch, someone bunped her from behind. Barely, she kept her bal ance-but heard a spl ash
and a cry, and turned to see a brightly dressed young nan flat in the nud.

"Ch, | \iami sorry-it is so slippery!" She bent to help him

"No, you don't-not again! Keep your hands to yourself." Slowy he got his feet under him and
stood. She saw that he was tall and slim near his biological md-twenties. "Now, then," he said.
"Your nanme?"

"Tari Cbrigo-and | really amsorry-1 did not see you."

When she spoke the name, he nodded, and she knew. \i This one is not nmuch of an actor.\i He said,
"Not likely you didn't. You tripped ne, as an insult-to ruin ny clothes and nake ne | ook foolish
Well, we'll see about that. I don't-" - "Who \iare\i you, by the way?"

"Bl ai se Tendal -and for what you did, | challenge you. No limt."

H s cl othes were bright enough, but cheaply nade. "A nonent, first-let us clarify the matter of
status. Are you sure you are eligible? | am Hul zei n-connected. "

Inpatiently he nodded, "\il\i know who you are. I|-"
"Then why did you ask?"

"Wl |l -there's the fornalities, you know "

"You still have not told me your status, Blaise Tendal."

"In a mnute." He waved her words away. "Is your connection by bl ood? By narri age?"
"Nei ther-and you knew that, as well."

"That's right. So I'meligible. My wife's a dal Nardo. Good enough?"

\ c\ be 117 \b

\cSmling, she nodded. "Quite suitable. But still I amafraid |I cannot oblige you."
"The hell you can't! If you don't know the rules, here they are-you neet nme or get down on your
knees in the nud and apol ogi ze. Gtherwise |I'Il whip you through the streets. Wat do you say

\inow, \i Cbrigo?"
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"That you have overl| ooked a superseding rule. Previous challenges nust be honored before new
ones may be made. You will have to wait your turn, Tendal. | amconmmitted to neet soneone el se
first.”

"I don't believe you! Wo?"
"Who but Stagon dal Nardo?"

Tendal 's face went vacant. "He didn't tell me-now |I've gone and ruined ny clothes for nothing."

Ri ssa | aughed. "Ch? Mnents ago you said it was / who did it."

"Well, you did!" He scow ed at her, then grinned. "So he caught up with you after all! I'd |like
to've seen you when he chal l enged you."

"I wish you had-for it was | who challenged.” He said nothing but his | ook was skeptical. She
said, "Tell ne-how nuch was he to pay you?"

"I-oh, swallow your tongue!" He nade as if to spit at her, then turned abruptly to |l eave. On the
slick mud he slipped and nearly fell again-only by flapping |ike an awkward bird did he keep his
footing. He paused to | ook back and glare, for she was |aughing hel pl essly. Then he wal ked away,
striding stiffly, placing his feet with care.

Ri ssa wi ped her eyes and shrugged. Was this the peril from which she nust be guarded?

SHE resuned her wal k and cane to a section of food-serving stalls. The spicy aroma of one tidbit-
chopped neat wrapped in thin dough, deep-fried and served on a stick-aroused her appetite. But
breakfast was too recent, and when she | ooked nore closely the cleanliness of the place did not

i mpress her, so she wal ked on

\c\ b- 118 «\b

\cThe sun was well| past zenith when she turned back toward Miison Renalle, and | ower when she
reached it. She went to her room before checking on possible calls, she ordered food. She tried
to describe the things she had seen. " on a stick, yes. Do you nake them here?"

"We can, certainly. How rmany would you |ike?"

"OF the size they serve at the market stalls? Three, | think. If it would not be too nuch
trouble." The other's gesture said it would not. "And a little of . . ." She ordered bits arid
pi eces, as for a picnic. "And-no, nothing nore. That will do, thank you."

She opened a flask of brandy and poured half-full its ornate cap that doubled as a gl ass.

Si ppi ng, she set the screen to replay any calls that might have conme in

The first was an elderly man-quite bald, with a thin, bony face and gray goatee. "My nane's
Sl eeker, Ms. Cbrigo- Al sen Bleeker. |I've got to talk to you, about the pirate-lI nean spacenan-
Captain Tregare. It's urgent; | nust see you before-while you're still-very soon. I'min ny office
every day; anyone can tell you where it is-" and he gave the address, which neant nothing to
Rissa. "Call ne as soon as you view this. Please!" She thought; \iThe old fool has the tact of a
sl edgehamrer, making it so obvious he expects dal Nardo to kill rne!\i

Next were two conmercial calls of the kind she supposed were made routinely to all new
resi dents. One wished to rent her a ground or aircar; the other offered a tour of the Slab Junbles
area, at the southern end of the first range of Big Hills. On second estimte, she decided those
bids night not be so routine, after all. In strange vehicles and wild countryside, accidents can
happen. Dal Nardo wi shed her dead-perhaps any neans would do. Since she was not interested in
either offer, just yet, she shrugged and filed the ideas for future consideration.

Her neal arrived; she sat and ni bbled on one of the sonethings-on-a-stick-it \iwas\i delicious.
Then she pushed the button again.

Hawknman' s di spl eased face appeared on the screen. "You \iare\i foolish, to go out at this tine.

Wl 1, no point in scolding

\c

\c-if you're seeing this you'll scoff at caution, and if-well, either way |'m wasting breath.
"At any rate, assum ng your luck's holding, call ne as soon as you can. |'Il|l be availabl e al

eveni ng." The screen bl anked.

Qui ckly, as she ate, she sanpled the remai ning nessages. Each was a commercial inquiry; as soon
as she determned that, she punched on to the next and was done with the lot in less than a
nm nute. Then she punched the red-in-blue button

The girl who answered was one who had escorted Rissa on a wal k near the Lodge, but Rissa could

not recall her name, so she smiled and said, "It is pleasant to see you again. May | speak with
Hawknman Moray, please?"

She waited briefly and Hawkman appeared. "I amsorry if you worried," she said, "but as you see,
I amunharnmed." Before he could answer, she told himof her brush with Tendal. "If he is a sanple

of the quality of dal Nardo's paid killers-"
"Hold on, there." Hawkman frowned. "Bl ai se Tendal may have appeared clunmsy, but he's not. He
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fights with or w thout weapons and has nore kills than any hired duelist |iving-except one, and
she's retired. Tendal's socially inept, yes-he's not intelligent and in some ways he's not sane.
He especially hates wonen-he's inpotent with them You' re lucky he didn't forget all rules and
attack when you | aughed at him"

"But he said he is nmarried-and to a dal Nardo."

"Yes? WAit-1'I1 check the public records, on the conputer channel." She saw his upper arm nove,
but his hand was of fscreen. After a tine, he said, "The marriage was regi stered the day you
arrived here-dal Nardo wasted no tine making sure his pet killer would have status to match you."
"But at that tine he did not know nmy exact status."

"Making \isure,\i | said. Now let ne show you how far the man will go. Tendal's married to
Stagon's own daughter, who is still a season or two short of puberty.™
"I's that sort of thing |egal here?"

"So long as the bride stays home and the marriage isn't consumated until suitable, it's |lega
enough. But here's how it would have worked, Rissa, in dal Nardo's planning. After Tendal killed
you, the marriage woul d be annull ed and Tenda
\ce 120 -

\cwoul d be paid a settlenment for his consent-no? a hired duelist's fee for killing Stagon's eneny.

"Do you begin to understand what you're faced with here?”

"Ch, yes, Hawkman." She smiled. "It is so much like Earth that | feel right at hone."

He could not hold his |aughter, but then he sobered. "Al nost, your confidence nmakes ne feel it
with you. But logic tells nme-Rissa, perhaps you should reconsider-return to the Lodge, wait for
the next ship and leave on it. O change identities again and start over, here. Life is such a
fragile thing, and dal Nardo is anything but fragile." Eye to eye, he |ooked at her. "Don't you
understand? The nore | think onit, the nmore | fear you'll be killed."

A shudder racked her. "I know, Hawkman. | have to fight that thought nyself, or else it night
make itself true. So do not reinforce it, please. Because there are no choices-I have pledged to
meet dal Nardo and there is no way | could bring nyself to break that pledge. Now tell ne-is there
word yet of the time and place for that neeting?"

He shook his head. "Not yet-his second hasn't called ne. Perhaps because he hoped Bl ai se Tendal

woul d act first. And -yes, | knew you wouldn't renege on your challenge-but | couldn't help
suggesting it. Rissa-at the least, won't you cone back here and consider alternate plans?
"Yes-and no. | will return, because the boredom of one roomis too nuch for ne and because it is

unki nd to cause you worry by going out.. But nmy plans are firmand at the Lodge | can practice
them nore efficiently.”

She made a grinmace. "It was a mistake, Hawkman, for me to take residence in One Point One so
soon. "
SHORTLY before sunset, Sparline brought the aircar. As they took Rissa's |uggage aboard and the
flight began, the tall wonman said little. After two attenpts at conversation, Rissa said, "Have
di spl eased you? | had no such intent."
\ c\ be 121 «\b

\cAfter a | ook ahead, Sparline turned to her. "No. |I'mconcerned, partly about you and partly-
oh, | don't know "

Ri ssa | ooked at her. Wth her hair parted and worn in two coils covering the ears, the contours
of her face were changed
-not softened, exactly, but enphasized differently. "Even w thout disguises, Sparline, you sel dom

| ook the same. It is an enviable trait."” Then; "l appreciate your concern, but do not let it tax
you, for that would weigh on ne al so and | essen ny chances. But-what el se disturbs you?"
Sparline | ooked ahead again and changed course slightly. "I've been riding nyself with spurs-

drawi ng bl ood frommy own flanks, you m ght say-for the way we dawdl ed, testing you. If we hadn't,
you m ght have reached Bran Tregare in tine."

"No! The ship had been closed for hours. Tregare could not have opened it without a battle with
Bl eeker's nen." Bl eeker! She'd forgotten to tell Hawkman ..

"You know that for sure?" Rissa nodded. "Well, then-1 guess | can quit blam ng nyself. So-tel
me about dal Nardo
-and Bl ai se Tendal . Hawkman's not much of a reporter."”

The telling, interrupted by nany questions, whiled away the rest of the flight.
HER room was t he sane; soneone had neatly stowed the things she had | eft behind. She bathed and
changed and was brushing her hair when the di nner summons canme. The Tari Gbrigo curls |ooked a bit
linmp, she thought, so she tied them back at her nape and went downstairs.
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Li esel and Sparline were at the table, set for four, with wine before thembut no food as yet.
Li esel waved Rissa to a chair and reached to touch her hand. "I've heard \iof\i your adventures;
I'"'m pl eased you survived them Have sone wi ne. Hawkrman's del ayed-some kind of skywatch alert-we
won't wait."

"Thank you." Rissa sat. "I hope your own business was successful ?"

\ c\ be 122 «\b

\c"Adequate. Fennerabilis is nicely stalemated at the Wndy Lakes." She paused. "Hawkman al so
told how you tried to reach Bran Tregare. Pride says our problens are none of your business-but
pride be dammed! |'mgrateful to you for trying."

Rissa felt a rush of warmh for the older wonman. "I amsorry | left it so late, but | was told-
did not want to estrange nyself, so | waited until the last. And when Tregare had to seal the ship-
it happened during the previous night."

Li esel shook her head. "I should have kept in touch; | usually do. But things got-snicky, the
young folks call it- and | was too busy to check on what | thought was a stable situation here."
She | aughed, but her face did not show |l aughter. "I'm no good at del egating authority-even to

Hawkman or Sparline, who use it every bit as well as | do." Now she relaxed visibly. "Al right-
have you met any other interesting people, besides dal Nardo and CGustafson and that freak Bl aise
Tendal , who kills because he can't bed a woman honest|y?"

"In a way. There was a call recorded-1 forgot to tell Hawkman-fromthe old nman Al sen Bl eeker

the one who caused Tregare to seal ship early." As nearly as she could recall it, she repeated the
nmessage. "For nyself, | have no reason to call him But if you think it might be useful, | will do
so."

Two boys entered with a serving cart and began to distribute its contents. "Don't serve M.

Moray's place yet," said Liesel. "Leave the cart; his food will stay hot." Then, to one boy,
"Carlin, when you're done with this, fetch a communicator term nal, please." The boy nodded.
Li esel said, "Rissa, | think you' d better see what the man has to say. Aside fromthe nornal push-

and-take, we've had no quarrel with himnow maybe we do. This snick with \ilnconnu\i shows that we
and the ships waste too nmuch effort trying to suck each others' blood-effort we should save for
when we need it against UET." She sighed. "It's too bad it took so long, and a personal! grievance
at that, to convince ne."

Ri ssa waited until the boys left; she saw that Liesel was talking over their heads, but unsure
of the lines here between open
\ c\ be 123 «\b

\cand secret information, felt she had best not try to do the sane. Then she said, "You will want
me to accept information but not give it. Correct?" Liesel nodded; "And shall | ask questions, or
is it too likely I would ask the wong things?"

"Eat up," said Liesel, "and let ne think, while \il'mi eating." After a time she opened a
drawer and brought out a witing tablet and stylus. "You-only-will be on the screen. The wall
behind you is featureless; it won't tell himanything. Gve no sign that you're not alone. If |
shake nmy head, you're on the wong track-stop right there. And I can coach you sonme with witten

questi ons and answers-the cue words, | nmean-1'msure you inprovise well on short notice.”

" 'Play it by ear,' is howny nmother said it. O, think on your feet-though |I shall be sitting."

Sparline laughed. "She'll do, Liesel. And-leave her as free to respond, as you can. Don't try to
keep too tight a rein."

Li esel, nouth full, waved a hand. After a nonent; "/know that. Now, for the |ove of peace, let's
eat!"

Conversation | agged. The boy Carlin brought the view screen and, at Liesel's direction, set it
before Rissa and slightly to one side, partially covering Hawknman's unused place. Wen they were
down to coffee and |liqueurs, Liesel said, "All right, Rissa-it's time. Do you renenber the
nunber ?"

"Yes, but it is for his office.”

"That'll do; the call will relay to his residence. If that doesn't work we can try some
contingent nunbers.™

"Al'l right." Rissa punched for Bleeker's office. The screen stayed dark; a voice said,
"Automatic, speaking. This terminal is not occupied. Relay will connect you to an alternate
termnal. Please wait." Perhaps ten seconds passed; the screen flickered, went dark, then lit. A
pl unp face appeared, that of a man or woman wearing a tight hood that covered the scal p, ears, and
nmost of the forehead. The voice sounded |ike a wonan's.

"Who is calling, and who do you want here?"
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Li esel shook her head; Rissa guessed her neaning. "I amcalling at Al sen Bleeker's request. Is
he avail abl e?"
"1 must know who is calling.’
"I would like \iyour\i nane, please."
\ c\ be 124  «\b

\c"Lennis Betorin. And yours?"

"When | eventually reach Al sen Bleeker, |I will tell himthat Lennis Betorin prevented ny
reaching himearlier-unless you would |ike to forget your protocol and connect us imediately."

"I -yes, of course." The face noved away; Ri ssa saw part of a room the focus too poor to make
out details. Liesel grinned broadly and reached to pat R ssa's hand.

They waited until Bl eeker's gaunt face showed on the screen. "Ms. Cbrigo! Well, it took you | ong
enough. 1-"

"l called as soon as you reached the top of ny priority list. Now, then-what is it you wish to
tell ne?"
"Tell you? No, I-"

"l assuned you had inportant information for ne. If not, | nust get on with other matters. | am
sure you understand. "

"Wait! Can't you talk a minute? 1'll nmake it worth your while."
"How nuch?"

Bl eeker's thin |lips stretched over long yellow teeth. "Wl |, now how nuch are you aski ng?"

"I't depends-do you nean Wl tmarks or deat hs?"
\i"Deaths!\i What are you tal ki ng about ?"
Ri ssa shrugged. "Mney is one currency, death another. Those who wi el d power usually deal in

both. | ammerely curious as to your rate of exchange."
"Don't tal k such foolishness-not on a public circuit."
"This end is not public-nor, | think, is yours." She waited.

H s breath, drawn between cl enched teeth, made a whistling sound. "Dal Nardo?" He shook his
head; sparse wi sps of hair noved on his scalp. "You can't know enough to make \ithat\i job worth
it."

"Nor do | ask it. Wat nade you think | do?"
"But everybody knows-|1 nean, surely it's obvious-"

"Not in nmy case, Bleeker." She deliberately omtted the honorific and saw Liesel's approving
nod. "But we waste tine. You said you want to talk. I amwaiting."

He | eaned cl oser; she saw blue veins pulse at his tenples. "Cbrigo-fromwhere you are, can you
speak safely?"

\c\ be 125 «\b

\c"l amquite safe. And you?"

"I mean the Hul zeins-1 know you're connected. And | have to ask you sone things about themin
strictest confidence. Do | have your word?"

"l shall not repeat anything you say to me about them" Sparline put hands to mouth, nuffling
| aughter. Liesel smled briefly, then frowned at Sparline and shook her head.

Bl eeker's knuckl e rubbed his nose. "It's about Tregare-|I swear / didn't know he was Hul zein
until you and Moray announced it on open frequencies-or |'d have kept to ground-side ways, dealing
with him As it was-well, the ships run rich; we have to take what we can. You understand?" He

coughed. "Ah-a younger |ike you-what \ican.\i you understand?"
"l understand you nade agreenent and then changed price-and that Tregare would not be gouged. An
unfortunate di spute, that one.™

"Yes, yes-that's what | nmean. Ms. Cbrigo-Tari, isn't it?
-are you in touch with the Hul zeins? | can't reach them they won't talk to ne. Do you know if
they plan . . . retaliation?" Then; "Just tell me anything you can-1'll pay you well."

Ri ssa did not |ook to Liesel. She paused, then said, "l can give you no evaluation, overall.
will share a few facts-put themtogether for yourself, however they may fit. And | agree
-you \iwill\i pay me well, if only for ny silence. Wll, then-

"One: | cane to this planet on \ilnconnu.\i | have sone acquaintance with Tregare, and | am not
hi s eneny.

"Two: From what you overheard, you know sonething of Tregare's relations with the Hul zei ns.
Rightly or not, you may have deduced nore.

"Three: | would not have you think that Hawkman Mrray is pleased with your role in \ilnconnu' s\i
early departure. But if he plans to make his di spleasure tangible, he did not tell me.
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"Four: If you wish me to act as your go-between with the Hul zeins, | will do so-for a price, of
course."

Bl eeker nade a face as though tasting sonething foul. "You? Wat can you do? You' re good with
words, Qobrigo, but dal Nardo-he'll have you dead before you could be of

\ce 126 .

\creal use to ne. Well-1 suppose it was worth the try."
He noved a hand and started to turn away. "One nonent, Sleeker!" The hand stopped; again he
| ooked at her. "You spoke of paynent; we are not done with that. For what | have told you, and for

my silence-" She smiled, "-a half mllion, | would say. |s tonorrow conveni ent-or the next day,
per haps?"

Rage bul ged the old man's eyes and col ored his sall ow cheeks, but reluctantly he nodded. "Come
to ny office-1'I1 pay you there."

"I will come. Since |l do not know its location, I am sure Hawkman Moray will assign nme a
suitable escort."” \iSo you need not bother to set up any cheap dal Nardo anbushes...\i
Bl eeker swall owed. "I1'll expect you. Now, if that's all-"

Laught er escaped her, a brief burst that caught her off guard. "No-one nore thing. You seem
convinced dal Nardo will kill me. Is your conviction worth five mllion to you?"

The man frowned. "You'd bet on your own death?"

"On ny life, rather-five nmllion, even noney. WIIl you risk it-noney-where |I risk ny |ife?"
"You have that nuch?"

"And nore. |-" Liesel waved a sheet of paper. Rissa scanned it and said, "And of course the
Hul zei ns stand behind any wager | make." Liesel spread the fingers of both hands. Ten? Al right.
I ncl uding her own five, or added to it? Assune the latter. "And with that in m nd, perhaps you
would like to make it fifteen?"
The man's eyes narrowed. "Ganbling isn't nmy habit-"
"Of course, if you have not the courage ..."
“I''I'l take ten! If the bet's bonded."

"Surely." She noved a switch. "My terminal is set to record-set yours also, and we will repeat
the terms."

Bl eeker's nod was hesitant, but noments | ater the wager was duly recorded, and Ri ssa said, "That
is all now, | think. Good night."” She cut the circuit and | ooked to Liesel

The ol der wonan touched Rissa's hand with one finger. "A few tinmes you ignored nmy cues, but
overall | couldn't have done it better nyself. Ten nillion, old tight-gut Bleeker bet! You took ne
right on that one; | hoped you could get himto
\ce 127

\cfifteen. Now he's got a fresh worry to distract him Yes, R ssa-you did well."

Sparline said, "The best is that he's left hanging fromhis own kite, needing to learn if we're
out to gut him He'll be in touch again, Rissa. And then-"

Li esel's pal mslapped the table. "He'll call Miison Renalle!" She turned the comunicator to her
and punched buttons. "There. Now his call gets relayed here, but he won't know it. Rissa, you'd
better have this termnal in your room and facing a blank wall."

"Yes," said Rissa. "A nonent." She adjusted switches and, as she had done in the city, recorded

an answer for inconming calls. "I will leave it set to record fromnow on." Then she said, "I
wonder what is keepi ng Hawkrman. He must be very hungry."
"He'll have eaten," Liesel said. "Some snhack or other. | doubt he'd join us here this late,

unl ess he | ooks el sewhere when he comes in, and can't find us."

Sparline said, "Liesel-what's next for Bl eeker? Wien he calls again?"

"Hadn't thought much, yet-give himnore string, first, and see if lack of wind brings himdown
by itself, before we need to act. But | \iwill\i think on it-possibly, here's our chance to catch
hi m between nore worries than he can manage and absorb his hol dings, or at |east get voting
control ."

"Then your bet on ny life is nerely to harass Bl eeker?"

"Ri ssa-" Liesel shook her head. "Didn't Erika teach you? \iEvery\i npbve serves as many uses as
possi ble. And by the way-1 assune we're splitting the bet down the mddle, you and | ?"
"I'f you like-1 do not care. If you prefer, | will take it all."

Li esel stood, noved to Rissa, and held the girl's head agai nst her bosom "There, nowl've
chilled you, haven't 1?-mixing cold business with the hot risk of your very blood. Didn't nean to-
but that's how we are, |ooking for every advantage, always. But believe me-we do value your life."

Before Rissa could answer, Liesel noved away. "lI'mtired; good night." She left, and Sparline
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smled at Rissa, then followed. R ssa drained her wine and went to her own bed.
\ c\ be 128 *\b

\ cNEXT norni ng she woke early and rose at once. Dressed and briefly groomed, downstairs she found
no one in the dining roomor the roomwhere she and Sparline had breakfasted. She followed the
sound of voices to the kitchen. Inside were two cooks and several young servitors and ot her
retainers. At her entrance, the talk ceased.

She smled. "Please-you nust not allow nme to interrupt you." The buzz of conversation resuned.
She turned to the ol der cook-a fattish wonan, gray-haired and red-cheeked. "Qut there-" She
notioned with her head. "I found no one to breakfast with. | wonder if | might have a snack here."
"Sure, Ms. Qbrigo-sit where you please."

In a corner, without his habitual hood and gl asses, Castel sipped coffee. Her guess had been
right; he was al bino. She went to his small table. "Castel, would you mind if | sit with you?"

He did not rise, but nodded. "Sit, and wel cone."” She took the chair facing himand the wal
behind him Castel said, "What would you like to talk about? O do you want silence?"

She shook her head. "Not silence-and any subject will do. No-first, | have a question. Wo of
you is nmost skilled in unarmed conbat?"

He paused, and a girl served R ssa her breakfast. It was rmuch as usual -meat, eggs, toasted buns,
coffee, juice-except that here the dishes and cutlery were plain. She | ooked around and saw t hat

others now eating were served equally well. A thought canme; she said to Castel, "But should not
this be yours? You have been waiting | onger."
He |l aughed. "I've eaten. Don't worry-in this kitchen it's first cone, first served. O course

the dining roons have priority."

"I amglad that status does not intrude here. Now rny question?"

"Unarmed, you say? There's several good ones, but-remenber Ernol? The dark one? 1'd say he's the
best, all
\ce 129 -

\caround. But can | ask-why? | nean-excuse me if | msjudge you, but you nmust know you can't use a
substitute in a duel."

Mout h full, unable to speak, she gestured. Then; "Of course not-what | need is soneone to
practice with. | have been shadowfighting, but that is only part of training and preparation."

"Ernol's your man, then. And don't worry-he'll take it easy; he won' t hurt you."

Again, to swallow, she had to pause. "If he does not try his utnost, he will be no use to ne.
W1l dal Nardo take it easy?"

"But-"

"Ch, we will-assuming Ernol is willing to help ne-use practice rules. No deliberate disabling or
mutilation, and so forth. But if he can throw ne, | expect to land hard-if | do not, | shall be
di sappointed in him"

Castel grinned. "If Ernol throws you, not hol ding back, | guarantee you'll |and hard enough to
suit you!"

She had eaten rapidly; she nopped up the last of the egg, then filled her coffee cup again and
rerepl enished his half-full one. "That is good. WIIl you see Ernol, do you think, in the next hour
or so?"

"l ean, easy enough."
"WIIl you ask himif it is feasible-l do not know his duties -to practice with me this norning?"

Castel nodded. "Then I will expect himor word that he cannot nmeet me-at ny door, in an hour or a
little nore.”

"He'll be there. Ch-what type of conbat suit should he bring?"

"Dal Nardo and | are to fight nude." She paused. "If Ernol does not wi sh to practice that way,
he can wear briefs of the kind that are smooth and give no handhold-and I will, also, if he

prefers." Another pause. "Ch, yes-ask himto bring westling-grease." Castel stared at her. "For
my hair. No matter how | bound it, dal Nardo could dig in and find a grip. | cannot afford that."
"You could cut it."

"But I will not. And the grease has other advantages.™

He shrugged. "It's your fight. Al right-I1'lIl have Erno

\c\ b130\ b

\creport as soon as he can."

"Thank you, Castel." She rose and woul d have picked up her dishes, but the young man took them
himsel f, carrying themto a stacked counter. He waved a hand and | eft.
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She paused to thank the cook, then went out. Sparline Mray sat alone in the dining room
drinking coffee; the remains of her breakfast had not yet been renoved.

"Well, Rissa-where have you been? Liesel went into town first thing-said she'd eat when she got
t here-and Hawk-man's still not conme back. So, as you see, | had to eat alone."

"I amsorry, but | was up early. No one was here. | was very hungry, so | ate in the kitchen."
"I do that nyself, sonetinmes. Learn anything interesting?"

"I have arranged, | think, for a partner to practice unarmed conbat. | have been shadow

fighting, of course, but it is not the same as a real workout."
"Whom have you picked?"
"The dark one called Ernol."

Sparline thought, then nodded. "Ch, yes-he's very good. Sonetines we have contests-like
t our nanent s- anong our own people or with other houses. Ernol hasn't |ost at his own weight or near
it since-oh, naybe two years ago. You-are you sure he's the one you want? \il'd\i be very cautious
agai nst him even at ny best-and |'ve had training he hasn't, yet."

"The best is what | want. But-you know things Ernol does not? Wuld you, perhaps, work with e
also, atine or two?"

Sparline shook her head. "I'mtoo rusty-out of shape- | haven't kept at it lately. A
denonstration, maybe, if you like..."
"Al'l right; we will see. | must go upstairs now and prepare.”

In her room she rummaged and found briefs and a halter; she put themin a carrying bag in case
Ernol wi shed themworn. As an afterthought, she added a pair of thin plastic gloves. Then she |ay
on the bed, relaxing and waiting. The knock caught her dozi ng.

She cane awake at once, rose and opened the door. "You

\ c\ be 131  «\b

\care pronpt, Ernol. Shall we go?" He nodded; she picked up the bag and they wal ked downstairs and
out of the Lodge.

The few times he had escorted her on wal ks, Ernol had been pl easant but not tal kative. Now he

said nothing. She |looked up to his face-he was taller by nearly a head-and said, "|I hope you do
not mnd working with me. | need to practice with soneone, and both Sparline and Castel say you
are the best here."

"I don't mind; | like to practice. | like to fight, too-but of course now"

"Ernol-if Castel did not tell you, I want your full efforts, no hol ding back-as though
practicing agai nst your nost skilled rival. You would not use maimng tactics, of course- and we
will not, here. But otherwi se-well, if you do not do your best, you will be of little help to ne."

He | ooked at her. "I hope you know what you're asking. Well, we'll see.”

"Yes. W will. Ch-is nude conbat acceptabl e?"

"Well-1"mnot used to it, with a wonman. How to guard the crotch when the risk's all one way-the
i dea sets nme off balance a little. But as long as it's just practice..."

"Are you sure? You will not be \ientirely\i safe there; that would not be realistic. You nust be
on guard."

"Same as with a man, yes. Al right." He took her arm "Over here's where we practice w thout
clothes. Leave the gate shut, and nobody conmes in."

Wth the gate closed behind them they followed a path that wound through undergrowth and
reached a clearing-round, level, its soil hard-packed. Ernol stripped w thout coment; Rissa did
al so. When she was done, she | ooked at him

Cl othed, he had | ooked slim not especially powerful. Now she saw the wi dth of shoul ders
conpared to waist, the sleek nuscles and flat belly. She nodded. "Certainly, Ernol, you have the
physique to be great in conbat."

"So do you. And if-if it weren't for status, |I'd say nore."
"I assune you nean a conplinment; if so, | accept it. But we are here for practice."
"I know." His breathing was rapid. "I wish we weren't, though."

\ce 132 .

\c¢"You woul d be disappointed. | amnot a responsive woman."

"Ch. Anyway, | guess | shoul d apol ogize." Hi s shoul ders sl unped.

"For what? You said nothing wong. Now let us get on with it. First, will you rub the grease you
brought into ny hair so you can get no grip on it? Here-these gloves will keep your hands dry."

The grease felt clamy on her scal p, and on her back when he let her hair drop against it. "Mke
certain there are no twists or knots that fingers can catch in. That is the point of this tactic."
He reassured her and stripped off the gloves; they stood and faced each other, about three paces
apart. "Thank you, Ernol. W nay begin-\inow "\i But she did not nove.
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Nor did he; both waited. Well, if he would not start it, she would. She noved in short, slow
steps-toward him to one side, then the other, now back a step and-

Wthout warning his foot shot out; as she dropped to one side and rolled, the heel grazed her
ear. She thought, \igood! -he is really going to push ne as hard as he can.\i She barely escaped
his follow ng |unge-he \iwas\i fast-and as he went past her, caught himunder the ribs with a hand
chop. He wheel ed; again they faced, and he was snmiling. "You \ido\i know what you're doing! |I'm
glad."

Then he rushed her, veiling intent with feints before his hand scythed at her neck. Her hunched
shoul der caught the bl ow, she dodged away. Her heel caught his kneecap a token gouge as she flat-
cartwheel ed to cone facing him on hands and feet a nonent before she sprang upright and circled
to his left. "They told ne truth, Ernol. You are very good indeed!"

Through the next passage, and another and another, they |learned each other's ways. Panting nore
than he, from her disadvantage in size and reach, Rissa considered what she knew.

She ducked under his lunge, braced hands on the ground to one side, and plunged a foot at his
nmovi ng body. He overbal anced and fell heavily, up again before she could foll ow her advantage- but
she had nmade the first throw. Now, perhaps the spice of anger
\c\b133\ b

\cBut he smiled again. "That nove-|I hadn't known it. You'll teach nme |ater?" She nodded, and at
that nmoment the pattern becane clear to her

Now she concentrated on | earning what Ernol used, of the tactics she knew, and what he did not.
She was sweating freely, breathing hard-her blood punped hot and strong as she noved and
count ernoved, took bl ows and gave them Pain canme and went; she threw it off until later. But one
thing was clear..

As she wove and dodged, struck and retreated, she knew her advantage over Ernol-he was very good
at what he knew, but as she had predicted to Hawknan, she knew things he could not know.

Nor - she exul t ed-coul d dal Nardo!

Now she tried noves she knew to be recent devel opments on Earth at the time she had left it.
Nei t her knowi ng nor expecting them Ernoi was vul nerable and could not counter, so she used only
token force. After a tine, both of them slowed by fatigue, he spread both hands wi de and said,
"I"'mthirsty. And | caught your hair by m stake and can't hold on with this hand. Take a break?"

She panted; the |last exchanges had been strenuous. "Yes, of course.” At the edge of the

clearing, while Ernol w ped his hand, she | ooked at her watch. "Ernol! | would not have believed
it. Do you know we have been working for nearly an hour?"

She drank fromtheir canteen, then waited while he took a few swallows. He said, "It didn't seem
that long, but sure feels like it. You know somnet hi ng?"
"Possi bl y-but what you wish to tell me, | do not know. "

"I didn't think you could stay with me this long. Nobody has, lately, nmy size or even a little
bi gger. You sure know stuff that | don't." He shook his head. "Maybe |I'm not as good as

t hought . "
She touched his shoulder. "In the techniques you know, Ernol, you are superb. It is only that |
cone recently fromEarth and have | earned others." She l[aughed. "In fact, you used one new to ne-

and nearly took my head off!"
She saw himrelax. "Then | don't have to feel ashaned,
\ce 134 .

\cto be stopped all the tinme by a little runt like you." H s eyes widened. "Oh, hey-1'msorry, Ms.
Cbrigo-1 didn't nmean-"

She | aughed. "There is no offense-it is a fact that conpared to you | amshort in height. But I
have had training that is not available to you on this planet."
"You said-you'll teach ne?"

"dadly." She noved her shoul ders and winced. "I do not know about you, Ernol, but | think I
have had enough for today. My nuscles conplain.'

She saw hi m | ooking at the bruise on her rib cage and the |l ower part of her left breast. "Hey,"
he said, "I didn't nean to get you on the tit that way. But you junped, you see, and I-"

She shook her head. "No apol ogies, Ernol. W stayed with practice rules and still had a good
hard session of it, so we bear the nmarks. But neither of us is truly injured. It was a good
wor kout, and | thank you. Has your nose finished bleeding fromwhen | had to butt in order to
break free?"
"Just about."

"Good." She started to gather her clothing. "W had better get back to the Lodge and wash
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oursel ves."

"There's a streama little further along. It's chilly, but that's good after a workout Iike
this."

She had pictured soaking in a hot tub, but... "AIl right."

He | ed the way; soon the path reached a nossy stream bank. "It is wi de enough for swi mrng," she
sai d. "How deep?"

"To ny waist. The current's fairly strong-but steady, not tricky. And a sandy bottom here-good
footing." Suddenly he shouted, "Last one in's a frunk!"

She had no chance-with the first word he | eaped, a flat dive, and then a sharp turn to avoid the
opposi te bank. He stood and splashed up at her; |aughing, she took a step and junped, feet first,
pul ling up her knees to | and spraddl ed and nake a huge splash. She went under, rolled and put her
feet down to conme up standing, braced against the current and facing him She shook her head to
free her eyes of water. "Chilly, did you say? | think you would have to warmit to freeze it!" She
lay forward and swam a few strokes upstream working
\ce 135

\chard but barely naki ng headway.

She stood again, panting now, waded to the bank and squatted beside Ernol in the shall ower
wat er. As he was doi ng, she began rubbing herself with the fine bottomsand- first arnms and | egs,
then her body. Several places, when she touched them caused her to wince. Before she was
finished, the chill had her teeth chattering.

"Ch, damm all! Ernol-like a fool | forgot to bring anything to take the grease off mnmy head."
"On this kind, sand works fine."

"Perhaps-but the time it would take, | would be frozen stiff."

"Yes, you're right. Here, let me squeeze out the worst, what | can. Then you can get out.'’
the forehead he pushed his pal ns over her scalp, pressing hard until he reached the nape. He
repeated the action, then grasped her hair at that point and pulled his hand, squeezing, down the
rest of it. He showed her the blobs of grease on his hands. "See? You'll still have to clean up
but that's nmost of it." She scranbled onto the bank, shivering; he used nore sand on his hands,
then joined her. "Come on-let's run back-warmup a little."

He set out, sprinting. She followed, but he was faster; she fell behind. Wen she reached the
arena she was breathing hard and felt al nost warm again, but the clearing' s sunlight was wel cone.

Hands on hips, Ernol stood grinning. "You |like ny bath place?"

"It is ... invigorating. While one lasts." She began to dress; after a noment, he did al so. She
said, "Do you suppose it is time for lunch? | am hungry."

"If it isn't, join us in the kitchen. Snacks available at any tine."

"Perhaps | will-though | need to talk with the Hul zei ns, and sel dom except at nealtines do
find themfree.”

"Wel |l -any tine, renenber. Ready to go?"

"Yes." On the way to the Lodge, Ernol |apsed again into silence, and Rissa found no reason to
break it. They entered the building at the rear; where their ways parted and they said
\cl1l36

From

\cbrief good-byes. "And thank you again, Ernol." He only nodded.
Goi ng to her room she encountered no one. She deci ded hunger could wait; she stripped and had
her del ayed hot tub, scrubbing the rest of the grease fromher hair and then lying rel axed,

letting the heat |oosen nuscles and soothe bruises. Al in all, she thought, the norning had been
qui te productive.
THE bath's controls kept the water hot; after a tine she fell into reverie. Wen the knock cane
she had no idea how |l ong she had lain there. On the intercomshe asked, "Wwo is it?"
"Sparline."
"Ch-come in, please. | amin the bath."
"Hungry? | am"
"Yes. | will dress imediately and join you."

"No, stay put-1'I1l have sonmething sent up for us." Rissa heard her talking to soneone, but could
not make out the words. Then Sparline entered and sat in a chair near the tub. "Well-did you have
a good session?" She | ooked nmore closely. "Quch! I'lIl say you did! | guess you didn't do so well?"

"I am nost satisfied-these marks you see are not serious, and Ernol carries about as many. He
strikes beautifully and is quick of mnd as well as body-with equal training he would beat ne
every time, or nearly. But as it is | outthrew himal st two to one, and never could he
i mmobilize nme. Nor vice versa, for that matter-his strength and skills together are too great. |
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relied on quickness-we are roughly equal -and ny added training."
"'"Are you ready for dal Nardo?
"I would |ike another session or two, possibly one with a larger partner, then a day of
rel axation. Then-1 will be ready, yes."
Sparline frowned. "Maybe we can get himto grant a postponenent."
\cl137

\cRissa sat upright; a small tidal wave splashed down the length of the bath to rebound agai nst
her. "The tine is set? But, Hawkman-"
"He's not back yet. And dal Nardo's seconds were insistent, so Liesel acted for you. She agreed

to the day after tonorrow. And if Hawkman isn't here to second you, I'll do it. | and another."
"Who is the other?"
Sparline shook her head. "I don't knowit's Liesel who said it."

Ri ssa started to | ean back again, then changed her mnd and sprang out, dripping. Taking a | arge
towel, she wal ked into the bedroom section. Sparline followed. "Rissa-1"msorry. If you' re not
prepared, we can-"

"No." As she dried herself, the warned towel soothed her skin. "It will be in tw days, as
agreed. | amready enough- and if not, it is ny owmn fault. It is only that-as a principal, I
suppose | expected to be consulted, on ternms." A knock came. "Well, enough-that will be one with
food. I wll answer."

She wrapped the towel around her. At the door she accepted a tray fromthe girl who brought it,
t hanked her, and took the food to a snall table by the window. "Let us sit down, shall we?"

Exerci se inproved Rissa's appetite; she ate half again as nuch as usual, finishing all that
Sparline left in the serving dishes. Then she touched a napkin to her nouth, |eaned back, and
sai d, "Now what circunstances are agreed? The place, and the rest of it?"

"An arena by the spaceport-neutral ground, neither ours nor dal Nardo's. It's fenced against the

curious, but not roofed. The surface is bare soil, well packed. The terns, though-"
"Yes?"

"There'll be nore people than 1'd like. Dal Nardo insisted on five of his own, including his
seconds, so we'll have the sane. Then the referee and two assistants-all arnmed, but no one el se
will be. Plus the doctor and one aide. That nmakes- let's see-seventeen, all told. | could do with
| ess-the | ast
\c138
\ctime Hawkman fought, there weren't nore than-oh, about a dozen, |'d guess."

Ri ssa shrugged. "Excess spectators are not inportant."”
Leani ng forward, Sparline frowned. "Cd aques are dangerous. They shout advice, they distract-they
can msdirect their principal's opponent."

"Yes, | see." Rissa nodded. "In conbat one could take wong advice by m staking one voice for
another. Very well- now that | amwarned, | shall plan to pay no heed to \iany,"

Shel\i smiled. "Spariine, this will be to \iour\i advantage. Let our group shout advice, true and
false, both to ne and ained at dal Nardo. He will think I listen and respond to what | hear
therefore he will have to pay heed to all of it. I will not-1 can put full attention to him to
hi m al one!"

Sparline's eyes wi dened. "You-in seconds, you turn dal Nardo's strategy against him | begin to
t hi nk-"

"That | will live? But how can you doubt it? I-1-" Suddenly her mouth warped into a grinace;
tears fl owed. She put her hands to her face, shaking her head violently. Sparline cane and
enbraced her; against the warm bosomthe jerking head quieted, but Ri ssa's sobbing took |onger to
abate. Then she pushed away, gently, wi ped her eyes and net Sparline's gaze.

"There is no point in fooling others, is there? | pretend well, | think, that | am confident-but
I do not fool nyself. In truth, | amterrified, when | allow nyself to feel it, Not of pain, but
that deliberately, out of his vengeful whim that nan may stop ny life. And before |I have done-oh,
so many things | may never have the chance to do. | wi sh-well, never mnd. Either | shall do them
or, being dead, | shall not."

Sparline clutched Rissa's shoulder. "You need a drink." She reached for the brandy flask; a
monent |ater Rissa was sipping fromits cap. Her lips still trenbled.

"Want to talk about it a little nore?”

"No." Then Ri ssa paused, and said, "Today. | find nyself wi shing | had opened to Ernol's
friendly lust. But | did not."
"You nean he-?"
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"He was not offensive-do not think that. He was-com
\c139

\cplinmentary, and obviously avail able. There is no cause for displeasure."

Smiling, Sparline stroked Rissa's hair. "No-he's in no trouble-not for that. Ri ssa-once when
practiced nude conmbat with a man alone-well, it didn't stop there. The excitenent and all-you
know?" She | aughed. "What |'msaying is, there's |lots of precedent. And-you knowthere's nothing
like it, really.’

Ri ssa wanted to snmile but could not. "Wl king back here together, he did not speak."

Sparline stood. "You want me to send himup to you?"
"No. It would not be the same, would it?"

"I guess not. Anything else | can help with?" Ri ssa shook her head; Sparline smiled and left.
The door, closing, sounded to Rissa |like the end of sonething.

She nmoved to pour herself another cap of brandy, drank half of it, and then sat on the bed,
taking the rest a tongue-taste at a tine. After a while the thought cane that it had been nore
than half her lifetime since |last she had cried.

After all, a few stray, silent tears did not count-did they?

ALL afternoon Rissa did. not |eave her room For nearly an hour she exercised, |oosening and
stretching her nuscles. She read parts of her notes and nade a few additions. She watched through
the wi ndow as sunlight shifted and changed the | ook of what she saw. She poured nore brandy but
set it aside; when she next renenbered it and sipped, the strong spirit was no | onger to her
taste. No matter-it would keep

She thought of things she had done and not done, and wondered which she nmight regret if she
al l owed herself that feeling. In that |ight she reviewed her first neeting with dal Nardo-and then
again. Finally, she said aloud, "No. If it could be done again for the first tine, all would be
the sane.™

Wth that concl usion cane peace. She sat to wite a coded letter to Erika. To Frieda, really,
she knew but as she wote, it was Erika's face, Erika's reactions that she visualized. She seal ed
the letter and sat quietly, watching tw light approach
\ c\ be 140 «\Db

\cLI ESEL and Sparline shared dinner with her. After she gave Sparline her letter, for enclosure
with the next batch of Earth-bound nessages, she spoke little and listened only vaguely to what
was said. Finally, after the nmeal, Liesel jogged her elbow "R ssa? Are you asleep sitting up?"

Shaki ng her head, "No-preoccupied, | suppose. | amsorry."

"Well. 1 asked, just now, your plans for tonorrow"

"Exercise, of course, and rest. And-l1 had al nbost forgotten-collect ny fee from Al sen Bl eeker."
"Yes-and you'll need an escort. You can fly an aircar?"

"I have not for sone tine, and these are sonewhat different fromErika's, but | believe | can
manage. \Wy?"

"Then you won't need a pilot; that's all. And what with Sparline and | being busy, we'd be hard
put to find you one."

"Who goes with ne, then?"
"Do you have any preference, yourself?"

"Perhaps Ernol, who practice-fought so well with nme today?"

"Hrfm you want an armed person. Ernol's adequate with weapons, but not the expert that sone
others are."”

"I't will not matter. A man of Hul zein Lodge, visibly arnmed-there should be no trouble.'’

Li esel nodded. "All right, I'lIl have himnotified. He can spot Bleeker's building for you-it's
on the edge of town so you won't need to know the traffic patterns, this trip. Nowwhat tine?"
"To | eave here? An hour before md-norning should do."

"Then that's settled. Now the next thing-at the duel you're entitled to have your two seconds

and three nore of our people. Preferences?" Ri ssa shook her head. "Well, then- your seconds are
Hawkman if he can get there, or Sparline if he can't, and one person of Hawkman's choi ce-he hasn't
said who. I'd like to join you, but | can't. Two reasons-it's agai nst customfor the prine head of

this Lodge to appear for
\ c\ be 141 «\b

\ca connection not of blood or marriage. Al so-one of us has to be here at our control center, and
especi ally now. So-who el se?"
She thought. "Sparline, if that is proper, even if Hawkman conmes as ny second. Ernol again,
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t hi nk. You choose the rest."

Sparline turned to her nother. "The big nman-what's his nane?-who stunned a chargi ng bushst onmper
with his fist. He's not fast, but if it cane up necessary to intervene, he's big enough to hold
dal Nardo."

"That's Splieg," said Liesel. "Good choice. And-how about Lebeter, the little knife artist?"

"But | thought," said Rissa, "that we nust all be unarned."

Sparline |laughed. ''Liesel, you think of everything! Rissa- he \iwill\i be unarned, but da
Nardo won't quite believe so."

"Cone to think of it," said Liesel, "neither would |I." She |aughed. "Rissa, Sparline told nme of
your plan to turn dal Nardo's claque schenme against him | like it-and if there's a place for
Lebeter, he's another arrow to that same bow "

Ri ssa nodded. "I see the advantage of a teamwork of m nds. Now when the tine conmes, | shall not

feel so alone."

Li esel reached to grasp her shoulder. "Except for the fight itself-nobody can do \ithat\i for
you-you won't be. And if you fail, | prom se-Hul zein Lodge proni ses-dal Nardo won't outlive you
much. "

Ri ssa | ooked at her. "Since | would not be here to see it, that prospect should not concern ne.
But-but it \idoes-\inot that he would die, but that you woul d care enough to see that he did." She

shook her head, blinking; no one would see tears fromher again that day. "I will do wthout a
i queur tonight and go to ny room To neditate, perhaps, and clear nmy mind. Thank you both, and
good ni ght."

But in her roomshe saw t he brandy she had poured earlier, and sat holding it, |ooking out at
the night. When the flask cap was enpty, she filled it again. The peace of neditati on escaped her
her thoughts roiled and woul d not be quiet.

Finally, preparing for bed, she resorted to the stopgap
\ c\ be 142  «\b

\cnet hod of pushing her several turnoils into mental conpartments and closing themfirmy. Then
she lay down and soon sl ept.
SHE woke unconvi nced either of her own reality or her situation's. Mechanically she prepared for
the day. After breakfast -served in her room for she wished to talk with none-she sat and waited
quietly until her departure time. Then she went downstairs and outside, to the aircar. Ernol
wai ting beside it, greeted her. She saw the handgun at his belt.

"Good nmorning, Ernol. | hope you do not mind going to the city?"

"No. Makes a nice change. But why ne? Lots of people here can outpoint me with guns." They
clinbed into the air-car; she inspected the controls.

"I doubt the gun will be needed-what kind is it, anyway? And | prefer your conmpany to that of a
stranger.''

"Well, thanks. I'd ... wondered." He touched the weapon. "This here? Nothing fancy-projectile
type, like they've been naking a long tinme, but this nodel throws nore and faster than nost.
Expandi ng slug-really nessy when it hits."

"Then | also \ihope\i it will not be needed. But our mission is supposedly peaceful." She

started the propelling notors and let themidle. "And in a few nonents, we are ready."
"Yes. You're sure you know how to run this thing?"
"If I were not, | would not try. Are you anxi ous?"
"No-just wondering, was all, I"'mready if you are."

"Al right." She applied power; the car rose snoothly, and soon she had crossed the gap and
turned parallel to the great hills, toward the city. For a time they rode w thout speaking; then
she said, "Ernol? Yesterday-back in nmy rooml| was sorry | had not accepted what you offered of
yoursel f."

She waited. He cleared his throat and said, "Well, | knew | shouldn't be pushing agai nst status.
So it didn't bother nme then-\ibefore.\i But after we'd fought such a good one, and
\c\bl43\ b

\cthen in the streamand on the way back . . . still, you say you don't respond, so-"

"Response or not, | amskilled, I would have pl eased you." The aircar came out from under cloud;
she squi nted agai nst sudden brightness. "My regret is that | might die tonorrow w thout pleasing
sonmeone who, by fighting me so well, pleased ne a great deal."

"You nmean you want to-"
"Not nowyou said it correctly. After we practiced, when we were close fromsharing that fight-
then was the tinme. Perhaps soneday, if | live and circunstances allow ..."
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"You want to practice this afternoon?”

"I cannot. As | said, the duel is set for tomorrowand if you will, | would |like you to be one
of nmy party.”

"Sure. It's-1"mhonored."

"Thank you. But you see | cannot risk, so close to the event, even minor injury that m ght slow
me agai nst dal Nardo."

"Yesterday woul d have been just as bad, and you fought then."

"I did not know that ternms were set, that it would be so soon."

He whistled. "Hey! Lucky we \ididn't\i get you a bad one. Because for sure | wasn't easing it
any. You either, that | noticed."

She | aughed. "No-we took all nornmal risks of practice. As you say, | was lucky." Approaching at
an angl e past the spaceport, they neared One Point One. "Ernol-from here, can you point out Al sen
Bl eeker' s headquarters?"

"Yes-see the big building there, with the flags and towers? His is right behind it-you can | and
in the space between. See it?"

She swung | eft and nodded, and began her descent. Landi ng m dway between the buil di ngs she
taxied to within a few yards of Bleeker's; they left the aircar and wal ked toward it.

"Where do we go in, Ernol?" Two small entrances faced t hem

"Door on the left will get us there. Main entrance, if you' d rather, is on the other side."

\c. 144

\c"This will do." Once inside, stairs led themto a | obby, then an elevator to the fifth fl oor.

"The nunber's five-twenty-two," said Ernol, "but the whole floor's one big office, with
cubbyhol es al ong one side for the clerks."

"You have been here before, then."

"Once, with Hawkman Moray. But not arned-just for sideshow "

The el evator door opened. "This may not be a sideshow," said Rissa, "but | hope it is nothing
nmore." She wal ked ahead to the door |abeled "522" and opened it. "Let us find out."

The room was big; several yards away, behind a desk, sat a young mal e receptionist. Beyond him
through a transparent partition, Rissa saw Al sen Bl eeker at his own desk. She wal ked directly
toward Bl eeker's door. The young man stood and rai sed a wardi ng hand. "Just a noment-who are you?"

Passing his desk, Rissa ignored him Peripherally she saw Ernol touch his handgun; the young man
sat again. Over her shoul der, she said, "W are expected."

Bl eeker did not | ook as though he expected anyone; startled, he raised his head and jerked it
toward Ernol. "Wo told you, Ms. Cbrigo, to bring a gunman?"

"I told you I would be escorted. Under the circunstances, Hul zein Lodge would hardly allow nme
into this city without protection."

"Well, it doesn't matter-1 have protection of ny own." Bleeker's eyes flicked to one side; Rissa
turned to see a man standing in an al cove. She suppressed a gasp
Low voi ced, she said to Ernol, "That's Bl ai se Tendal ."

"I know him If this is anbush, | hope you're arned-he's faster than ne."

She touched his arm "Never mind-likely it will not cone to that." To Bl eeker she said, "I see
that you consort with ny enenies.”

In his lip-stretching way, Bleeker sniled. "I hire the best talent."

"That is yet to be seen,"” said Rissa. "But-we have business."
"In a minute, maybe," said Tendal. He wal ked across the

\cl45

\croom On solid footing, Rissa thought, the man was al nost obscenely graceful; he suggested fluid
rippling in a shall ow pool

Tendal stood with one hip propped on Bl eeker's desk. "W have sonme business, too,
you, there, with your one little gun-don't interfere."

"I see three weapons on you," said Ernol. "Maybe nore, hidden. Wiy do you need so nuch? You have
just two hands, the sanme as ne."

Bl eeker tried to speak but Rissa overrode him \i"M\i escort will do his job-nothing nore. Does
yours take orders or does he not?"
Tendal |aughed. "You'll find out. I-"

Mermory came to her. "Swall ow your tongue, Tendal! We are not here to listen to you-do your job
or give place to someone who will!"

The man came upright. Hi s hand noved toward a weapon, but Bl eeker reached and grasped his arm
"Damm you, Blaise! Are you trying to ruin me? Kill her here, and we're \iall\i dead.”

he said. "And
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Tendal shrugged the hand away. "All right-1"1l play your games-for now. " He pushed hinself up
and sat fully on the desk, arns hanging free at his sides. Bl eeker glowered, but Tendal did not
see.

Ri ssa spoke. "If your tedious enployee is done parading hinself, Bleeker, there is a matter of
paynent. Can we get to it?"

"Yes, of course." Bl eeker held out a paper. "Here is your certificate."

She inspected it. "Your own private noney? | expected Wl tmarks, negotiable anywhere."

"A Hul zei n connection and you don't know about house certificates? Read it-convertible on
demand, after five days; or at \iany\i tinme-with a six-to-five advantage-into shares of the

Bl eeker hol dings. | assure you, Ms. Cbrigo, this certificate is |l egal tender anywhere on Nunber
One. "

She | ooked to Ernol; he nodded. "He's right, there. It's not a snick."

"Al right, then." She turned again to Bleeker. "Is this also how you will pay off our wager?"

\c. 146 .

\cShe saw his snile again and wi shed she had not. He said, "Let's say that's the formny stakes
are in. | don't expect to be paying-or to see you again."

"No?" Turning, she prepared to | eave. "A nunber of things happen, | would imagine, that you do
not expect. CGood-bye, Bl eeker." She began to wal k away, Ernol beside her

"Hold on, there!" Both wheel ed-Bl ai se Tendal stood, tight-grinned, his clawed hands a few i nches
fromhis sides. "All right, One-Gun-\iyou're\i not status-protected-let's see who's best. |'Il use
just one gun, too-but guess which!"

Ri ssa did not pause. As Tendal's gun cane up, adrenaline shock struck her and tine slowed. She
made a dive-not directly toward him but at an angle. She | anded on both pal ns, skidded only
slightly and pivoted, throwi ng her body and | egs around at Tendal. Her shins caught his ankles
li ke a scythe.

The gun fired; slugs ricocheted around the room he fell across and past her. She twi sted and
came up to see Ernol with both hands at Tendal's throat. Bl eeker canme forward, around the desk;

Ri ssa waved hi m back and gri pped Ernol's neck from behind, shaking it.

\i"Ernol!\i Hold him yes-but do not strangle himconpletely-while | take his weapons, all of
them" Ernol nodded; she rel eased her grip. Searching Tendal she found three guns, two knives, and
an object she could not classify but kept anyway. She held one gun and put the rest in the
shoul der bag she had dropped when she attacked. Then she paused and saw that Bl ai se Tendal was

only hal f-conscious. "You can let go now, Ernol. | have a gun to control him"

Ernol let the man slunp to the floor, then stood and flexed his hands. "I told you-I'm not much
with guns. Didn't even try to use nine, just ny hands. |'msorry."

"Do not be. | knew when | chose you that you are not primarily oriented to weapons. But |
thought it would be all right.” She shrugged. "And it \iis\i all right." She turned to Bl eeker
"This breach of procedure will interest Hulzein Lodge. And | shall not speak in your favor." She
turned again to | eave.

\c. 147

\cSl eeker, his voice high and strained, said, "Wait! Ms. Qorigo, | didn't-this wasn't supposed
to happen. |-"

"Was it not? | wonder. But-very well-I will not speak against you, either. |-and Ernol-wll

merely report what oc-cured.

"Now, if there is nothing nore, we nust take our leave." This time Bl eeker said nothing.

A thought made her hesitate. She | ooked at Tendal, sitting up and holding his throat, his eyes
vacant. "You! You did not know or intend it, but you have done ne a favor. But not one on which
you can presune." She | ooked nore closely and deci ded he coul d understand her words. Making a
deci si on, she nodded. "Listen to ne, Blaise Tendal. This is the second tine you have threatened ne
and lived. It is also the last."

Now she turned away for the last time; the two left the big roomand then the buil ding. Qutside
as they wal ked to the air-car, passing clouds interrupted sunshine.

ALOFT, once again in sunlight, she thought of what had happened. Yes-it was for the best; it was
what she had needed. Until Ernol spoke, she had forgotten his presence.

"You sai d-Tendal did you a \ifavor? I\i don't see how "

"I't was a kind of practice you could not give nme."

"But how ?"

She | aughed. "There is a response | have to real danger, that | had not had in so long that I
did not know whether | could count on it, against dal Nardo. The adrenaline that cones in life
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danger-it affects me so that tinme seens to slow and nothing but the imediate peril exists. | do
not really nmove that nuch faster, | think-but it seens as if there is many tines as long, to
decide and act, than is truly the case.

"In the practice-it was good fighting but I \iknewi you would not kill ne. But when Tendal's
gun canme out-to nme it was mnutes, rather than seconds, before nmy |Iegs cut himdown. | do not
suppose this makes any sense to \iyou,\i Ernol -to npbst people it does not."

\r

\r\ce 148 .

\cAbruptly, he laughed. "Not nake sense? Sure it does,
you think | got to his throat so fast?"

She checked the centering of her controls for level flight, then turned to |l ook at him "The
extra adrenal i ne does not go away i medi ately, does it?"
"It sure doesn't. I-"

"Ernol. This, nowit is nmuch |ike yesterday, after we fought. Is it not?" She did not wait for

He | aughed again, nore quietly. "How do

answer; | ooking ahead and down she said, "I see a clearing where we mght land. Do you nind if our
lunch at the Lodge is sonewhat del ayed?"
Al RBORNE agai n, now approaching the Lodge, Ernol said, "I see what you meant. You made it great

for me-better than anybody-but | couldn't for you, could I?"
"It is nmy own lack, Ernol-no one has done better. And | enjoyed very nuch the pleasure |I could
gi ve you." She sighed. "Let us drop the natter-except to keep good nenories of each other."
"Not again, then?"
"I would not think so. Unless, if ever we practice-fight again ....

"Yes, maybe. But it doesn't matter-1'll fight for you anytine-agai nst anybody."
"OfF course. And | for you-as we did today." They sniled together
WHEN she | anded, Ernol said, "I'll see you tonorrow, then,"” and started toward the rear entrance
"No-corme with ne. W have a report to nmake." He turned and followed her inside. It was past
lunch tinme, but they found Liesel and Sparline still in the dining room l|ingering over coffee.
\c\b. 149
P.M Busby\b

\cLi esel |ooked up. "Took you |l ong enough. Anything special happen?”

"A few things. W are hungry. May Ernol, who has fought for nme today, eat with ne also, while we
tell you?"

Li esel grinned. "Sure-our protocol's not \ithat\i strict." She rang for service.

A boy entered and Ri ssa chose her neal. Ernol said nothing; she |ooked to him "Wuld you |ike
the sane?" He nodded. "Two orders, then, but add extra hel pings to his, please.”

Ri ssa began her account, occasionally checking details with Ernol. The food came, and for once
she tal ked while eating. Meal and story ended at about the sanme tinme; the serving-boy renoved the
di shes and poured nore coffee. When he had gone, Liesel asked, "You think Bl eeker wanted Tendal to
kill you, and protested only so Ernol could w tness for hinP"

"I do not know. Perhaps Bl eeker hinmself does not. He is not, | think, very intelligent. Cunning,
yes-but shortsighted."

"How do you nean?'' Sparline said.

"The tool he chose-Bl ai se Tendal. Hawkman was right; the man is not sane-nor reliable. He tried
for Erno! first- and with his w tness dead, how woul d Bl eeker stand?"

Li esel nodded. "And nore than that-probably Tendal woul d've made a cl ean sweep, \iincluding\i
Bl eeker. H's record isn't one of noderation."

For the first time, except to answer, Ernol spoke. "How many kills does he have?"

Sparline said, "I"mnot sure. More than twenty, though."
Ernol's fist tapped the table. "That's too many."

"You think to challenge hinP" Sparline shook her head. "You' ve never killed, have you, Ernol? No-

I know you haven't. But you can't do it, anyway-his dal Nardo narriage puts himout of status

range. "
"That's a nock narriage! Everybody knows it!"
"Yes," said Liesel. "But binding, all the same."

"If the dal Nardos can do it-" He |ooked to Sparline. "You re not married. No disrespect-]I
woul dn't presune- afterward you'd annul it and 1'd | eave so things woul dn't be awkward. But-"
\c- 150 .

\cSparline patted his hand. "Ernol, you're a dear young nman-1'm fond of you, and | expect you'd
be a lovely ronp. And I'm\inost\i pleased with what you did today. But no narriage of mne wll
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be a nmock one. And besides, |I'm\itoo\i fond of you to help you go up against a twenty-plus
killer."
He pulled his hand away. "If |'ve offended-"'
Li esel nmade a brief snort of laughter. "O fended? Peace, no! Initiative never offends ne-unless
it's irresponsible, and yours isn't. You want to know the truth, I'm\itouched-And\i that's rare."
She scowl ed at nothing. "Tonorrow norning, Ernol-no, the next day, after this ness is settled-
cone to nmy office. Al right?"
"Yes, of course. But-"

"You' re wondering why? You can handl e nore responsibility than you' ve had. W'Il| discuss your
new pronotion, is all."

He | ooked down at his hands. "Thank you. Maybe | shoul d

go now. Work to do." -;

"You' ve \idone a\i good day's work," said Liesel, "but all right."

He rose and wal ked toward the kitchen. Rissa called after him "M thanks again, Ernol. | wll
see you tonorrow norning-and well rested, | hope." He nodded but did not turn
LI ESEL shook her head. "All this young talent, and | never have tine to keep tabs on who deserves
a better job. Rissa, |I'mglad you spotted this one for ne before he got totally stuck in the
servant mentality."

"He's not stuck in anything," said Sparline. "He follows status rules, is all. Raise his status,
and he'll adjust like a shot."
"Ri ssa, what do you think?"

"Your status system Liesel, is not clear to ne. But about Ernol, Sparline is right. He has
great potential."”

"Well. Good." Liesel stood. "Back to work for ne, too. Still no word from Hawkman; maybe |1

find his call on record." She wal ked away, into the hall and then out of sight.
\ c\ be 151 \b

\cRissa's coffee was cold, and she wanted no nore. She felt drained, unready for the exercising
she had planned. She sat, aware of Sparline's gaze but saying not hing.
Finally the other spoke. "The times don't fit."

" Par don?"

"You net Bl eeker, this and that happened-not to slight what \idid\i happen-you cane out, and
that's all. Took you a long time to get hone, | think. How d you go-via the Slab Junbl es?"

"No." Sparline's concerned expression belied her flippant words. "We stopped on the way-there
was a clearing. | rectified ny om ssion of yesterday. And | amglad | did."

"So | guessed right about him™"

"A lovely ronp, you said? Very much so-or he would be, if-you see, ny body has never responded
fully to any man."
"Rissa, |-I mean-

"Nor to any wonman, for that matter. But ny gl adness- that is for Ernol's pleasure in our
coupling."

Sparline's laugh was shaky. "I didn't know|l'msorry. But as long as you didn't feel you were
being \iused-"\i

"l have been used before; perhaps | will be again. But it is \inot\i nere use when it is of ny
own choice. "

"No-| suppose not. Well-as Ernol said, and Liesel- there's work to do. Excuse ne?" Rissa | ooked
after her, wondering if she had said too nuch. Finally she shrugged -did it nmatter?

I N her room she dressed for exercise. Qutdoors, she deliberately ran herself out of breath-then
panting, she practiced the nost demanding of her skills. She | eaped and dove, fell and | anded
rolling; she swung her legs in kicks that stretched tendons near to pain. Against a thick tree
trunk she nmade the high kick that sonersaulted her backward to | and crouched, facing the tree to
ki ck again or change attack if need be. Never did she pause to catch breath, but soon her |ungs
caught up to her pace and she knew she would not |ose to fatigue.

\ce 152 .

\cShe ran agai n-not sprinting now but noving easily-bobbing and turning, stretching herself free
of, tensions, breathing |ong and deeply to fill her lungs with the noist, clear air. Wen she had
enough and turned for a final run back to the Lodge, she could not feel a stiff or sore muscle.
Aside froma few bruises, she realized, she had not felt so fit since her training days at
Erika's.

Back in her room she bathed-but in water not nuch nore than tepid, rather than the heat of the
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day before. She was on a fine edge now, too deep a relaxation night lose it. There was a bal ance,
she had | earned-now was the time to keep it, very carefully.

Enotional |y that bal ance was precarious; she decided not to risk it. She sent word to Liese
that she would take di nner and next norning's breakfast alone in her room And she placed her
orders for those neal s-what she woul d have, and when.

The rest of the evening, except for eating dinner, she spent in neditation. And now, rather than
shutting her anxieties away, she was able to dissolve them An early hour found her ready for
sl eep.

Rl SSA woke slowy, stretched and yawned. She rolled over to doze |onger; then the thought stabbed
her: \ilt's today!\i She spread her linbs, nuscles flaccid, until the premature adrenaline
subsi ded. Then she rose and began to prepare.

Her nails were shorter than she w shed; she filed those of thunbs and middle fingers to the best
poi nts she coul d nanage, and cut the rest short.

Her breakfast, a light meal but sustaining, came on schedule. She had a free hour before
departure time; she used it leisurely, and when she went downstairs, found herself untroubl ed by
the thought that she m ght never see that room again.

She |istened, heard voices fromthe dining roomand smled. O course-where el se would they be?
Five awaited her; she felt disappointnment that none was
\c\b\ie 153 «\il\b

\ cHawknman. Liesel, Sparline, Ernol, and two strangers. The large one, built |ike a bear-that would
be Splieg, who pol e-axed bushstonpers with his bare fist. The snaller, thin-faced with a crooked
nose, nust be Lebeter the knifester.

Bef ore any could greet her, she raised a hand. "Good norning, and |l et me say something quickly.
For what is to cone, the nental state-the concentration-is nmpst inportant. So with no thought of
di scourtesy, may | ask that none speak to nme until we are in the arena, and then only of the
conbat itsel f?"

One by one they nodded. Low voiced, Liesel said to the others, "She's right. |'ve heard of this-
never saw it before, though. Al right, 1'll say no nore."

She led the way outside and to an aircar |arger than the ones R ssa had seen here before.
"You're famliar with this nodel, Lebeter?" The man nodded. Liesel put a hand to Rissa's shoul der,
squeezed once, then turned and wal ked away.

Lebeter took the pilot's chair; Splieg sat beside him |eaving the broad rear seat for Rissa to
sit between Ernol and Sparli ne.

The sun was bright, the clouds few as Lebeter took themthrough the gap and turned toward One
Point One. Rissa felt the weight of the silence she had inposed; in her peripheral vision she saw
Sparline and Ernol watching her. Unable to be confortable, she wiggled. Finally she took
Sparline's hand on one side and Ernol's on the other. After a few nonments she noticed that al
three were breathing deeply and in unison. For the rest of the ride she relaxed with cl osed eyes.
THE aircar | anded; they approached the arena, a fenced enclosure with guarded gate. Sparline
| ooked in first, turned and said, "Hawkman's inside. |I'mafraid we brought you to no purpose,
Lebeter-sorry. Roamas you will, but stay fairly near the aircar-we may be leaving in nore hurry
than we expect." The man waved a hand in half-salute and wal ked to sit beside the car, his back
agai nst a |landing wheel. "Formation," said Sparline. Rissa found herself sur-

\ce 154 .

\crounded as they wal ked forward and t hrough the gate-Spar-line and Ernol in front and Splieg
behi nd.

I nside, as she strove to nmake a pattern, to identify those present, there was no help to
rel axation. She first saw and heard-dal Nardo; at the far side he shouted at a bl ack-robed figure
flanked by two in gray. Sparline nmuttered, "Harassing the referee already, is he?"

Al ongsi de dal Nardo, Rissa saw two nmen and a worman, none faniliar to her. And hal f-hidden
behi nd a hul ki ng shape entirely cl oaked in robe and hood, stood Bl aise Te' ndal. She blinked and
saw Hawkrnan Moray approaching, followed by a tallish, slimman wearing a mask-hood. Hawknman and
Spar-1line clasped hands, and he said, "W'd better do it. You tell her."” Rissa could not hear her
reply.

She | ooked further. The other two-the woman in white was, of course, the doctor, and beside her
Rissa saw a gir! with short tousled fair hair. The girl turned and she recogni zed her briefly-net
friend, Felcie Parager. Felcie's eyes went w de.

"Ch, Tan! | was afraid it m ght be you-but | hoped it wasn' t!"

"Breach of ternms!" Dal Nardo roared it. "Oficials supposed to \ibe\i neutral! I claimfoul!"”
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Felcie cringed. "Sir-I didn't nean anything-1 only-"

Sonme things, thought Rissa, are nore inportant than keeping to a plan. She pitched her voice to
carry. "Claimand be dammed to you! The girl expressed nothing outside the rules.” In the sudden
qui et she said, using a nore nornal tone, "And shut your great nouth. Your bellowing is not seemy
before the event proceeds." She turned away, disturbed to find herself near to shaking with rage
She could not afford this much stimulation so early-she took deep, slow breaths and began to cal m
agai n.

Sparline took her armand | eaned to speak softly. "Not to distract you, but afterward-after you
\iwin,\i Rissal-don't be alarnmed, or hesitate, at what you're asked to do. It's politically
i nportant, and no demand on you. Al right?"

Confused, Rissa said, "I suppose so-l trust you." An arm hugged her shoul ders and she | ooked up
to see Hawkman's snile.

\ c\ be 155 «\b

\c"Al'l right, are you?" he said. "lI've heard good things of you." He noved away and consulted
with the biack-robed referee. Then that person spoke.

"It is time. Tari Cbrigo challenges Stagon dal Nardo, to the death. Wapons, none. d othing,
none. Seconds and ot her agreed parties are present. Now, if they wi sh, the opponents may speak
Chal | enged party speaks first."

Wearing a maroon robe, dal Nardo stalked to the edge of the marked circle. Beside him covered
by a shapel ess cl oak and hood, came the person none had seen. "Here's what | can do," said da
Nardo. "You'll see! But first I'lIl tell you, Tari OCbrigo-you wal ki ng piece of fertilizer!" He
| aughed, and to Rissa the sound cane |ike the stench of death.

Then he tal ked. One by one he named the parts of her and what he would do to thembreak this,
crush that, bite away one thing, gouge out another-on and on, his harsh voice rising as he
detailed a vivisection by hands and teeth. Then he paused and | aughed agai n. "Maybe you don't
believe. I'll show you. Here's what | do only in \ipractice!"\i And he pulled the cloak off the
creature beside him

The sounds fromthose around her drowned Rissa's gasp. Dal Nardo's exhibit was a worman, tall and
nmuscul ar- but she | ooked as though she nmight be better dead. Blood dribbled froma puffed, purpled
socket that mght or might not still hold an eye. Bare, bloody patches marked the scal p. Bruises
and gaping cuts covered linbs and torso; one breast hung-a flattened, blackened mass-half-torn
fromthe chest. An arm swung crookedly; the gaping nouth showed only a few broken teeth behind
swol | en, bloody lips. Below a raw cut closed by crude stitches, blood also stained the belly. And-
and- shaki ng her head, Ri ssa closed her eyes and turned away. Di zzied, she fought to hold her
vomi t.

A supporting hand gripped her arm Sparline's whisper hissed in her ear. "lIt's a \ifake,\i nost
of it! Plastic and nakeup! | recognize her-a professional kill-fighter fromthe Twin Wrl ds-she
had only one breast when she cane here; that messy-looking thing is pure phony. And the belly-the
stitches are real, but the wound isn't. Sane with the eye, 1'll bet. The
\c156
\carm s real -1 hope she charged himplenty to let himbreak it. R ssa-?"

Her eyes opened; she straightened and shook her head. "Thank you-I amall right now He is truly
worth killing, is he not?"

Agai n dal Nardo spoke-now of what he would do while his opponent was hel pl ess but not yet dead.

"Top and bottom fore and aft-"
She turned to Sparline. "This, that he says, is |legal?"

"If death is, so's rape. That's how the code sees it, anyway."
"I-did not know. Is it, soon, ny tine to speak?"

Across the way, it was dal Nardo who answered. "I'mfinished. If the fertilizer wants to squeak
like a nouse, | can wait and hear her out."

Ri ssa stepped forward, so that none stood between them She paused-was it worth her while to
speak? \iYes!\i She nodded.

Then she spoke. "As when | first met you, dal Nardo, you talk a great deal. | shall waste |ess
tinme than you. If | squeak |like a nouse, you-as | told you at our first neeting-shit like a bull
but fromyour nouth." She saw his face swell and redden. "Ah-1 anger you. That is good-your bl ood
near the surface, easier to shed."

She breathed deeply-it was nearly time, now, and she woul d need reserve oxygen. "Thank you for
war ni ng me of your sexual intent. | shall nake certain you are unable to fulfill it."

She paused once nore, then shook her head. "That is all. Let us prepare and neet." She turned to
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Sparline. "The grease-on ny hair, a great deal of it." She stripped and stood, air noving agai nst
her skin, while Sparline rubbed the oily gel into her scal p and down her hanging hair.

"His belly | ooks tenpting,"” said Sparline, "but don't bother. Under that fat, he's rock hard."
Ri ssa nodded.

Ernol said, "Look! She's putting adhesive on his hands!" R ssa watched; whatever substance was
being applied to dal Nardo's palnms, the brush did not cone away easily. "That's a
\c\b\i157\i\b

\chi g advantage, any tine he gets a grab at you."

"Then grease ne all over, Sparline-except for palns and fingers, of course, and soles of feet.
There is nore than enough to do it. Quickly, Hawkman-Ernol-help her-for the referee is preparing
to call time."

She felt their hands spread the chilly grease over her; she | ooked across and saw dal Nardo rise
and nove forward. He shouted, "Wat are you doing? Another foul! This wasn't nmentioned in the
terms."

"If it wasn't nmentioned," said Hawknman, "then certainly it isn't prohibited. Any nore than that
stuff \ion your\i hands."

"Then |, too, will be greased!"

The referee spoke. "Do so, and quickly."

"1 must have it brought."”

"You are limted to what you \idid\i bring."

"They have plenty. | demand some of theirs." Rissa |aughed. Dal Nardo glared, but he said no
nor e.

The referee | ooked once nore at each of them and made sign to begin. Rissa could not shake
hands; she touched fingers to her friends' foreheads and stepped forth.

Dal Nardo stood, waiting. She approached him so close and no closer; he did not nove. She

stopped al so. Still he nade no nove. She said, "I see the bull is constipated.”
Then he did nove, and it began
HE rushed like a bull, too-but he needed tinme to brace hinmself and | aunch his great bulk. So, I|ike

a mat ador she waited alnost until he reached her, then dove toward and past him at an angle, her
hip grazing his as her right hand clawed for his groin. She felt her nails catch and pull away,
too quickly for real damage. But as she rolled and cane up facing him as he turned al so, she
gl anced qui ckly at her hand and saw hi s bl ood.

She | ooked to dal Nardo; he put a hand to his heavy, |oose-hanging scrotum and | ooked at his
stai ned fingers. The hand
\c\ b158\ b

\cshook as he held it out, fingers spread. "I'll reach this into you, and tear out-" Not waiting
to hear the rest, she | eaped and caught his outstretched thunb in both her hands. Swi nging up
braced on his reflex-stiffened arm she doubled her |egs against her belly-then smashed both feet
toward his face. She felt one heel slip off to the side but the other caught himsquarely, and
pushed her up and over. Sonersaulting, she kept her grip and felt the thunb give-she let go and

| anded on her feet, noving backward, al nost falling.

Nose gushi ng bl ood, dal Nardo charged. He was al nost upon her, but she saw the thunb bent to the
si de and back. She stood fast and chopped at it, then crunpled and rolled directly into his path.
The ganbl e worked; roaring with pain, he tripped and fell over her

She sprang up to face him but this time msjudged his speed; he was up and noving toward her
Bef ore she coul d dodge he backhanded her across the nouth and smashed t he edge of his good hand
into her side. She fell heavily, and fromthe pain she knew his bl ow had cracked or broken a rib-
per haps nore than one.

Spitting blood she scranbled, trying to get away and up; she sensed his kick com ng and ducked
her head but felt something gash her cheek. Desperate now, she rolled again; through the roar of
others cane ErnoPs shout. "The edge! Stay inside!" She scuttled sidew se, away from dal Nardo's
| oom ng shadow. Finally she was on her feet; ignoring pain, she feinted a kick at his crotch and-
as he faltered-sidestepped, noving away for a nonment's respite.

A shout - "Behi nd you!"™ Wthout thought she turned; a hand threw dirt in her face. Coughing,
bl i nded, eyes running tears, she turned and ran-five paces, no nore-then turned again and tried to
listen for dal Nardo as she knuckled dirt fromher eyes. But over the shouting, she could not
hear .

"Foul! Hold, dal Nardo! Your nman can't get away with that!" Then, blearily, she could see.
Splieg stood, huge fist raised |like a maul, the other hand agai nst dal Nardo's chest. And she saw
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Tendal skul ki ng behind dal Nardo's seconds, wi ping his hands together
\c\ be 159 «\b

\cWthout volition her hoarse croak cane. "Dig your grave, Blaise Tendal! If | live, you are a
dead man!"

Behi nd her, Ernol shouted, "And if she dies, you're tw ce dead!"

The referee cl apped hands together. "Are you ready?" Splieg gave dal Nardo a final push, making
hi m st agger back a step, then wal ked out of the circle.

"I amready," said R ssa, and | ooked again to da! Nardo. Now he noved nore sl ow y-he had spent
his greatest speed
-but still he stalked her. A good tinme to attack, she thought
-but her eyes streamed and her breaths came coughing. So she nmoved in and out, to the sides and
back again, feinting and |unging, taking one great blow for every two or three of her lighter ones-
and, in balance, |osing ground.

Her face ran blood; her side throbbed with pain. Her greased hair had fallen forward, partially,
and she could not risk touching it, pushing it back.

She was | osing. So she attacked. But first she shouted. "It is tine, dal Nardo!" She saw him
stiffen, and set her nmind to carry out the plan, no matter what it cost her.

A feint to the groin; his good hand countered. Al nost at the sanme time, she stabbed for his eyes
and engaged the injured hand. Then she brought her free hand up, backed by a full body |unge, as
though the stiff fingers could pierce his throat and energe behind.

H s head jerked to the side; her thrust slipped off the larynx. He grunted and | ocked his heavy
arns around her. Blood trickled fromhis nouth, and she knew she had not wholly failed. But now
his chin was down; she could not reach that spot again.

H s voice wheezed. "UET will pay well-I know who you \iare-Harnain!\i So does Tendal -he'll take
word for me-" He coughed blood, but still his crushing grip tightened.
She felt ribs grate-could he live long enough to kill her? And now cane the adrenaline effect-

time slowed. For as long as lack of breath would allow, she had time to think

Her hands were free. As hard as she could, she clapped both palns to his ears. But the attenpt
to kill by concussion failed;
\ce 160 -

\cone hand struck before the other. He bell owed-his ears ran bl ood. She was certain she had
deafened himbut in time to save her life?

H s nose was flattened and bl ood-cl ogged; she thought of stuffing a hand into his panting nouth,
against the risk of his teeth. No-there was not tine!

She sl anmed the heel of one hand to the smashed nose- again and again while ribs grated as he
bent her backward, trying to break the spine.

Her pointed nails clawed at the side of his neck as she tried for the carotid artery. The skin
tore, but blood nade the artery too slippery-she could not grasp or pierce it.

Timng the wild shaking of his head, she jamred a thunb into his right eye-his head went back-he
shrieked and rel eased her. Then she struck again at the larynx and this tinme caught it squarely.
Twi ce, while she stood and gasped for breath, dal Nardo hit her. Then he fell. For nonments he |ay,
clutching his throat and kicking feebly. Then he died.

He had dropped her to hands and knees. Now, slowy and with effort, she stood. \i One down!\i

Shaki ng | egs barely supported her as she said, "I have conpleted the terms of ny challenge to
St agon dal Nardo. Now then, Bl aise Tendal -"

"No, you don't!" Tendal's voice was shrill. "\il'll\i do the challenging here!"

An arm around Ri ssa kept her fromfalling again; Felcie Parager said, "You did it-you \idid\i
it! Ch, Tari-l was so frightened for you!" Rissa tried to smile at the girl but was not sure she
succeeded.

Then, alnost in her ear, Hawkman spoke. "What you'll do, Tendal, is wait your turn. There's

anot her event schedul ed here." He and Felcie hel ped Ri ssa outside the circle, where the doctor
waited to render aid. She sat; someone gave her a drug to dull the pain, and strong drink to sip,
and water for her thirst. She was ministered to-creans and solvents cl eaned the grease fromhair
and body; her ribs were taped and her cheek bandaged; bl ood was wi ped fromher |ips. She |ost
track of what was done; she sat dazed. After a tinme she realized that Sparline was trying to
expl ai n sonet hi ng.

\c\bl61\ b

\c". won't take long . . . not conmitted, after this crisis, unless you want to be. Let's
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get a robe on you so you |l ook like sonething \ibefore\i the bushstonpers got there. Al right?"
Confused, Rissa could say only, "I won-1 killed him didn't |7?"
"You surely did. But that's past, now Just stand up and say what's needed." She stood and
al | owed herself to be robed. Hawknman took her armagain and | ed her forward a few paces.
He said, "To the assenbly | announce a narriage. One party is our victor, Tari Cbrigo. The other-
He gestured toward the mask-hooded man. "will not be named publicly at this time. H s thunbprint
on the certificate is, of course, legal identification."
Tuggi ng at his arm Rissa whispered, "But | amnot wearing the Tari Obrigo prints-not for conbat-

He | eaned down to her ear. "So we'll nmke up another certificate later. This one won't be
i nspected. "
"But why-?"
"lIt's necessary. Trust nme?"
She nodded. "Yes-of course."

Hawknman straightened. "If all is agreed, let us get on with it."

The unnanmed nan wal ked to join thenm seeing his novenents now, Ri ssa gasped. To Hawknan she
said, "But how can \ihe\i be here?"

THE man spoke to her. "O dstyle or freestyle?"

Hawkman shook his head. "W don't make that distinction here. Now let's begin."

She heard the ritual questions and nmade her responses by rote. The drugs suppressed her pain but
her mind fl oated, hal fway between adrenaline shock and need for rest. At the end, the mask | eaned
close to her and she kissed the lips, heedless of pain to her own. Then on inpul se she clasped the
hooded head to her and touched her tongue quickly to the ex-

\ce 162 .

\cposed eyelids. "If this is all you will show" she said-and | aughed. Her ribs nade her regret
it.

"Now if that's all-" Hawkman began, but Bl ai se Tendal interrupted.

"That's \inot\i all. \il\i challenge the murderer of Stagon dal Nar-do!"

Hawkman tried to hush her but Rissa cried out, "Accepted! | will need five days, | think, to
make ready for you. Agreed?" \iThe UET jackal-if only I could do it now\i

Hawknan cl apped his hands, drowning out Tendal's answer. He said, "Your challenge is out of
order; you don't have the status. Tari Cbrigo is now a Hul zein connection by nmarri age, so you
don't qualify."

"I think I do. I"'ma dal Nardo the sane way she's a Hul zein. The question's never been decided
by review | demand a hearing!"

A short man, pale of face, rose fromwhere he had hel ped arrange dal Nardo's body. "You won't
need one, Tendal." He | ooked to Hawkman. "I don't know if you remenber ne, Mray-I'mTalig da
Nardo, next in line after Stagon. As the new head of the dal Nardos, | declare the narriage
bet ween Bl ai se Tendal and ny |ate brother's daughter null and void."

Red-faced, Tendal threw his hat on the ground and stanped on it. "You frunks! You all hide
behind status, don't you? Well, dealing with Blaise Tendal, it won't help you! I'll get her
anyway!"

Sorreone brushed past Rissa; she saw the hood-nask pulled off and tossed aside. But she saw her
husband only from behind; she could not see his face as he said, "Tendal! If / headed the da
Nardo clan, 1'd kill you this mnute. If the new head doesn't, he should. Because |I'm sure he
knows, if you don't, what happens to anyone ever connected with the fool who harns the wife of
Bran Tregare!"

SHE wat ched Tendal's face twi st, and thought, \ilt al nost worked-no one could have done it better-
but there is no
\ c\ be 163  <\il\b

\c\ireasoning with a madman.\i She did not see how the knife came to Tendal's hand-it flashed
toward her; frozen, she | ooked at death.

A shout-across her view, a hand noved; fromit, a blade sprouted. Blood running fromhis palm
Ernol spun to face her. "Best catch | ever made!"

A ripping, tearing sound clove the air-red steam bl ooned from Bl ai se Tendal 's chest and he fell
spraw i ng.
\il'msafe now|'msafelli

The man twi tched once and col | apsed. The bl ack-robed referee shook the energy-bolt gun to coo
it, and said, "I should have done that when he threw the dirt."
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BEFCRE t he doctor could reach him Ernol pulled the knife fromhis hand. Wncing, he flexed the
bl oody fingers. "Lucky -the tendons seemall right."

The doctor | ooked. "Bleeding's washed it clean. But you'll need a shot-1 have to cut a bit, nmake
sure a tendon's not hanging by a thread, ready to pop." Ernol nodded. The work was soon done; then
they were ready to | eave.

In the aircar Rissa had the back seat to herself, lying down. The extra passengers followed in
anot her car. Wen they | anded, Hawkman and Tregare hel ped her get out; then she said, "I can walk
unai ded, | think. Let nme?" And they did.

Movenent came hard, but she nanaged it. Tregare stayed close; as they entered the hall he said,
"On the ship | took you when | had no right to. Now |'ve got the right-but I won't conme to you
until you say so."

She touched his arm then the tattoo on his cheek. "Be with ne now " H s brows raised. "No-only
to talk-while |I soak out sonme of the hurt in a hot tub."

Li esel, approachi ng, nodded. "Yes-go with her, Bran. We \iall\i need to talk, but that can
wait." She | ooked at Rissa. "l've seen you |l ooking prettier, but right now you | ook dammed good to
me!" Gently, for a nonent she enbraced the girl, then turned and said, "Cone tell ne what
happened, will you,

\ c\ be 164 «\b

\ cHawkman? | want to hear all of it."

The stairs taxed Rissa's waning strength; she | eaned on Tregare's arm |In the room she dropped
her robe onto a chair. Tregare went ahead and began running water into the tub; she followed him
and stood, waiting.

She stared into a mirror. "I look like a gargoyle!" Her lips were grotesquely swollen; bl ood
still oozed fromthe cuts. Above her bandaged cheek the right eye was swelling and purplish. She
touched her upper front teeth and winced. "He's | oosened a few. For sone days |I shall not chew
well."

She turned away and cautiously got into the tub, sliding down until only her face appeared above
wat er. She said, "Tregare-in the other roomis a brandy flask. Wuld you pour its cap full for ne,
pl ease?"

He brought it and she sipped. He sat on a chair beside the tub; for a tine, neither spoke. Then
he said, "You ever nmarry before?" Lazily she shook her head, naking the water |ap agai nst her

cheeks. "Neither have |," he said. "It feels . . . odd."
"Do not worry-Sparline said we need not be bound, after this crisis-whatever that nay be."
"You don't know? Bl eeker on the hook, Fennerabilis still pushing-the oligarchs throwing fits at

learning I'ma Hul -zein? And now the dal Nardo succession-\ithat's\i not as cut
and dried as the little man seens to think, the one that clained it_"

"Tell me no nore, just now | cannot rouse interest for such things. Say instead how it is that
you are here. \ilnconnuli was not at the port-did you | and el sewhere and travel overland?"

She was kneading lather into her hair. "Here-let me do that." She hitched herself a little
hi gher and | et himnassage the foam agai nst her scalp. He said, \i"lnconnu' s\i on her way to orbit
one of the outer planets-alnost a gray dwarf-about two weeks fromhere. How | got back-well, armed
ships are built to carry scout craft. | used to have two, but one tinme UET nearly trapped ne and I
had to use the second as a drone decoy-lost it. Anyway, three days out-past detection range for
anything that size-1 took the scout and started back.
\c\bl65\ b

\cCanme down over the Pole, but sonebody spotted nme anyway. Landed at a place | have, the other
side of the Big Hills, and called Hawkman to cone parley."
"That is where he has been?

"Ri ght. Now hold your breath and duck your head; this is ready to rinse off." Rubbing briskly,
he held her head under until she ran short of air, but lifted it before she needed to resist.
She gasped. "Not so long a subnersion next time, please."

He [ aughed, "Sorry-just being thorough. It's done now. "

"So aml, | think." A sudden pain rmade her wi nce; she | ooked at her hand. "I had not noticed,
but in the conbat | tore ny thunbnail .’

"Let's see-yes, I'll have to cut it back. And | might as well file down those other claws-we
need any nore fighting done around here, I'lIl do it."

"No! The one, yes, but |eave the others. No one has to do ny fighting for me. And you forget-at
| east, you did not answer-we are not bound. Sparline said the cerenmbny was political in purpose.”
Trimm ng the broken nail, he scowl ed. "Forget politics. The thing is-you want free of ne so
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soon, without even trying the marriage? Wthout seeing what it's |ike?"

She | ooked at him thinking what it had been like on \ilnconnu.\i "I cannot know, Tregare, what
I will want later. But | recognized you, mask and all, \ibefore\i the cerenpony, and for now | am
in no hurry to dissolve the bond. There will be time for us to decide what we both w sh

"Now-wi || you help nme out of here? My nuscles have turned to wax." He grinned, a spontaneous
smle that made hi m| ook suddenly younger, and aided her to clanber out, and stand. He handed her
a large, heavy towel, and with a smaller one began blotting the water from her hair

Drying herself took | onger than usual; each touch found soreness she had not noticed earlier.
Tregare finished with her hair; he stood back, and she saw hi mwatching her. She tried to smle
and said, "How can | have such hurt fromblows | do not renmenber?"
He took the towel and hel ped her into a clean robe. "I don't
\ c\ be 166 «\b

\ cknow how coul d anybody your size stand up agai nst da
Nardo and kill the bastard? " .
"Dal Nardo was not trained by Erika Hul zein."

Hi s arm around her, they wal ked into the bedroom She half sat, half lay on the bed; he took a
chair alongside. "Something | didn't know before," he said. "Any day, on /\al71-\iconnu,\i you
could have killed ne. The way | treated you, why didn't you?"

She sat up enough to shrug. "At first, because a stranger who kills a captain on his own ship
does not long outlive him Later-as | told you before | anding here-I ceased to hate you."
"Ceased to hate? Is that all, Tari?"

Briefly, the realization shocked her-that she had married a man who did not know her nane. She
shook her head-that question would have to wait. "Ch, nore than that, Tregare, but not, probably,
what you would like to hear. Toward the end | felt a kind of synpathy, a precarious conradeship-

but al so, that you were a dangerous man who m ght still be useful tonme."

Bl ank-faced for a nonment, he said, "You still feel that way?"

"After what you said to Tendal before he threw the knife? Ah, no, Tregare-whatever happens
between us or does not, | will never try to \iuse\i you. Can you say the same to ne?"

His fist pounded into his other palm "Peace, yes! But | can't speak for the rest of the famly
They-"

"They have treated ne well -1 begrudge no advantage they gained in the course of helping nme. |
know little of their future plans, but-well, what is \iyour\i opinion?"

"Ch, they'll use you! They-we-use everybody, including each other. In the main, you won't suffer
by it-they' Il value you the sane as the rest of us." Now his |augh was harsh. "But if the stakes
are hi gh enough, we're all expendable. / sure as peace was."

She | eaned toward him wi ncing as she put weight on her taped side. "Do you still resent it,

that they had to | eave you on Earth?”
"I did for so long-maybe | haven't broken the habit. But
\ce 167 -

\cl've listened to Hawkman and | believe it-that they had to leave nme in hell to save ny life." He
shook his head. "You wouldn't believe what UET does to young kids, to weed out all but the very
toughest. Either you turn into a kind of nonster, or you die."
Hi s eyes | ooked past her. "I didn't die, Tari-\il didn't die."\i

She touched his hand. It jerked away from her, then reached back to take hers. "There-you see?
Thi nki ng back to that, any touch-even yours-is a threat."

"But only for a second-then you recovered qui ckly enough.™

He shook his head. "I don't know. It's been years, and still-"

"I know. You have not been able to let go of old hurts. There are nethods; | can show you if you
like-if you will let ne."

"Maybe-if we ever have tinme for it-maybe I will."

"And |-" But she could not say it aloud. She took her hand away.
"And you, what? Tari ?"

Her viol ent headshake tunbled her hair. "No-not now, Tregare. | thought of something /nust do,
perhaps. But until | have done it, or failed-" And why had she never attenpted what she knew, in
t he cause of her own sexuality? Because until now, perhaps, she had not really w shed to?

She forced a laugh. "It is hours short of dinner tine, but | have not eaten since norning-and
that seems very long ago. | do not want to | eave here to dine, anyway, this day. Wuld you eat

with me here, now, or wait and join the others?"
"Here and now s fine. You want ne to call and order for us?"
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"I would like that. But-" She touched her swollen nouth. "-renmenber, | cannot chew well. Get ne
soft foods, please."

He nodded, then spoke over the intercom Finished, he said, "Five mnutes, maybe ten. Al right,
Tari ?"

"Yes-that long, | can resist starvation." She paused, frowning. "Tregare? As narried persons,
shoul d we not know
\c\b1l68\b

\ cone anot her by our true nanes?"

"Huh? Ch, yeah-Hawkman nentioned you' ve been running on a switched ident." He grinned. "That's
why that photol ock woul dn't open-right? Plastic eyecaps? Funny-l never thought of it, at the
time."

"You are right, Tregare; that is howit was." She waited.

He | ooked at her, then snmiled. "You want nme to ask, don't you? Al right-1'"mnot married to Tari
Cbrigo. Wo, then?"

"I amsorry it nakes little difference to you. To nme, it does. | am Ri ssa Kerguel en. Now, |
suppose, we can tal k about sonething else."

H s eyes wi dened; he | ooked away, at nothing, then back to her. "Sure!" He snapped his fingers.

"I remenber nowthe kid that wal ked off with twenty mllion and left UET chasing its own tail. Hey-
I was on Earth then, last tine | risked that!-trying to pronote a hijack, but it didn't work out.
Anyway, | \isawi you, on the news!"

"You di d?"

"Sure. Blank in the face, at first-bald-headed little dumry, | thought. And then-peace froma
punp!-you reared up and told off the whole lot. | loved that! And when you di sappeared, that was
even better, because the Underground knew UET hadn't caught you." He slapped a pal mto one knee
Then his smle went away, and he said, "On the ship -1 wish I'd knowmn. | wouldn't have-"

"Ease your nmind, Tregare. You did ne no damage."
"Maybe not. But still-"

"No. If you are in dire need of sonething to regret, | amsure we can find a nore worthy
subj ect."

"But-well, all right-1-" A knock interrupted him He answered it, thanked soneone and brought
the service cart to her bedside. For a few mnutes he was busy arranging food on a tray for her
"Soup all right? And fruit paste, and this neat pulped with lerta juice and sour tubers before
baki ng. And sone salt-tart pudding-" She did not answer. He fell silent and | ooked at her. Then he
said, "Does ny order suit you? Does it-Rissa?"

She nodded. "Yes."
\c\ be 169 «\b

\c"Real nanes-if they're inportant to you, mine is Bran."
"Yes-Bran."
"That's better. Let's eat."
SHE ate sl ow y-even soup contains ingredients that need chewi ng-but with enjoynment, shifting the
occasional bits of neat or vegetable back to her nolars. He finished | ong before her and sat
wai ting, saying nothing. Finally she said, "I have had enough. WII| you renove the tray, please?"
He lifted it back to the cart. "Thank you, Bran."

He made a half snmile. "Don't work too hard at it; in a hurry, call me whatever cones to nind
For it's certain I'll do that sometines; we can't change our thinking all at once.”

"Only in private is it inportant. In public we use our public names automatically; why shoul d
this between us be difficult?"
"I don't knowbut it's different sonmehow, isn't it?"

She thought. "Yes, because publicly we use automatic defenses. By oursel ves we nust discard
these or remain strangers. | amglad you have hel ped ne see that difference."

The intercom sounded; he answered on the hushset, then said, "It's Liesel. Wants to know if
you're up to a famly neeting tonight, or if tonorrow s better."
"Tonorrowif she will not mnd the delay."

He spoke again; then faintly she heard, tonorrow all right?" and he said, "Mybe breakfast,
but | doubt it-md-norning, probably. Yes-good." He cut the circuit and | ooked to her
She nodded. "As you put it, is suitable."

"Good. Say-you |ook tired, and no wonder. You want ne out of here?"

"Not unless you wish to go. | amin invalid status, of course, but if you would like nerely to
\istay\i with ne, this bed is |large, and your presence would confort ne."
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"Yes. Al right. Maybe yours will confort ne, too."
He | eaned toward her. "Not on the |lips, Bran-they pain
\ c\ be 170 «\b

\cnme too nuch. The forehead, perhaps?"
"' Your nose looks all right, to me."

Then, "Yes-but when you nmade ne | augh, then-ny ribs-Bran, | ama ruin!"
"You need sleep. I'Il darken the lights."

"Yes." But then she renenbered. "There is sonething first," and she told hi mwhat dal Nardo,
panting as he strove to kill her, had said of UET-and of paynent.

"A UET stringer, was he? ! wonder howbut it doesn't matter. Before they can get here, 1'll have-

never mnd, save that for later." Then, after a noment's silence, Tregare said, "Harnain, eh? Not
Ker guel en. Sinpl e enough-1 haven't entered the data into the conputer network yet, but you'l
recall how poor Harnain died in a faulty freeze-chanber, on \ilnconnu,\i That'll take care of
anyt hing dal Nardo has on file."

"Yes, it should. Thank you, Bran-and good night."

Rl SSA heard a noi se and hal fway woke. Seeing gray dimess at the wi ndow, she |ay back and dozed
again. Later she woke fully, alone in a roomfilled with daylight. Tentatively she stretched, and
felt much soreness but little harsh pain. She lay relaxed, staring at the ceiling but not seeing
it.

Wth no warning knock the door opened; Tregare carried a covered bed-tray. "Good. | thought
you' d be awake by now. Here's breakfast." She smled and thanked him He said, "And |'ve done sone
computer-diddling. Didn't have to use the fake death-Liese! gave ne sone access-codes, and |'ve
nul l ed Harnain out of this planet's network."

"Witten notes, Bran? Dal Nardo may have had those."

"May have, sure. No nore, though-not in his dossier file, anyway. On account of it's nmelted down
to slag."

"What is this you say?"

"Lebeter don't mind a little night work, and he's good with thermte."

"I-1 see." Tregare made to lift the food tray's lid but Rissa said, sitting up, "Leave it
covered, please, to keep hot until |
\c. 171

\cam back." She stood and went into the bathroom A few mnutes later, she returned. "Now, then-
amready to breakfast with you. And with thanks for ail you have done for ne."

"Sure." He nodded. "How s the eye this norning?"

"Better than it appears. | can see with it quite well."

He arranged the tray for her convenience. "I already ate downstairs, but | brought nyself an
extra coffee cup."”

"Did I mss avital conference?" And | ooking at the one bow sitting between containers of juice
and cof fee, "Wat is this?"

"Conference? You'll hear it all later. That in the bow-it's eggs and porridge."

"Eggs \iand\i porridge? It |ooks as though a baby might have eaten it once already."

He |aughed. "Taste it first-then conplain if you like. It's your tender teeth |I was | ooki ng out
for."

Fromthe tip of her spoon she took a wary taste, then nodded. "You are right-despite its
appearance, it \iis\i good. Fromwhat is the porridge nade?"

"Upland grain, I"'mtold-fromLiesel's holdings across the Big HIlls, quite a way south of here
She says there's been a mutation that inproved the flavor; she's waiting to see if it breeds true
on a conmercial scale. Could be a profitable delicacy for the gournet trade."

"Yes." Until she finished eating she said no nore. Then; "Tell ne what was said at your
br eakfast."

"No." He shook his head. "I said, you'll hear it. Once is plenty."'
own.

"l's something wong?"
"No. Repetition bores the ears off nme-that's all."

She shrugged. "OF course-it is only that | was curious, but I will wait. Wll, then-Tregare,
there are questions |I must ask."

H's brows raised. "Tregare, is it, this norning?"
"For these questions, yes."
"Then fire away."

He refilled her cup and his
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"Tregare-1 \iwant\i to accept you. But some things | cannot accept."
\ce 172

\c"Li ke what ? Peace take you, stop orbiting a dead rock and say what you nean!"

"On \ilnconnu\i there was the girl Chira. Were is she now? She-"

"Jeal ous, are you? Cinb off it, Tari-Rissa, | mean. |'ve had others before, and so have you-and
we will again, both of us, or I miss ny sighting by a lot. Wat kind of snoke cloud you throw ng,
anyway ?"

"None-as you woul d know by now, if you would stop interrupting. | amnot jealous of Chira past,
present or future -1 am concerned for her, and for others."

"Qt hers? Who? And \i howmi are you concerned?"
"For the wonen on \ilnconnu,\i who were called property- and for Chira, that she m ght becone

one of them Tregare- | do not condone slavery, of any kind. Under the guise of Total Wlfare
have \ibeen a\i slave. |-"
He | aughed, and she saw his relief was real. "Oh-for the |ove of peace! Al right-I adnit | used

that property thing to throw a fright into Chira when she needed one. She's a barbarian-literally-
| picked her up on a backslid colony planet and her tribe was the \ioutcasts\i of the whole sorry
lot."

"Then why did you want her?"

"1 bought her, if you have to knowfor a packet of drug-sticks and a rusty knife-because she was
next up for sacrifice to their tribal god, who seened to be a pretty nasty bastard as such things
go. So | washed her up and noved her in with ne, since she didn't fit anywhere el se on the ship-
and one thing and another led to where you night expect. But she's a gutsy wench-threw tantruns

for any reason or none-destructive as hell. | needed something to keep her in line."
"Then the-property thing-it was all fiction?"
"No-not all." He frowned and gestured to her. "Wait a mnute-to make sense to you, I'll have to

go back a little."
She si pped cool coffee. "Go back as far as you like."

"Al right. | was groundside-it doesn't matter where- when a UET ship |l anded, and | got to
drinking with its captain. Hoped to find a way to take the ship, but | didn't have enough nen and
weapons to do it. And his ship was unarned, so he couldn't do anything about \ime,\i so we had a
truce. Vell,

\ c\ be 173 «\b

\cthe man tal ked, and | got another idea."
"As yet there are no wonen in this story.™

"Sure there are-nearly fifty of them on that ship as cargo. And they \iwere\i property-UET s.
Femal e Wl fare clients, consigned to a UET mining world that's twelve nen to every wonan-to be
sold there and kept in cribs to service the miners. Like you said-slaves."
" And \iyour\i idea, Tregare?

"You're calling me that to needle nme, right? Wll, never nmind, for now Al right-1 bought those
wonen, traded for them while that skipper was drunk. Now, before you holler- sone of the Hi dden
Wirl ds are short of wonen, too, and they'll pay-but for \ifree\li wonen, no slavery." He paused.
"Well, there was for a while, on one planet. But the \iBuona-tierra\i |anded there and killed a

few peopl e that needed it, and the rest changed their ways."

"This is nore than | need to know about places that do not concern us. Wat of the wonmen on
\ilnconnu' !"\i

"Yeah-wel |, they were just cargo, in a way. Rode cranped -but clean, and fed decently-best |
could do. And nobody touched them except ny nedics, in line of duty. You have to know, they cane
aboard filthy and stinking-raw sores that'd nmake you puke. Lots better shape they were in, when
they got off."
"Ch? They have di senmbarked? Where, may | ask?"
\i"Here!\i Where else could they?"
"And what has happened to then®?"

"We all got lucky. You know the other ship at the port when | took off? Quinlan's \iRed Dog-

next\i port of call, Farner's Dell-a colony that needs wonen, can pay, and treats themright. It's
a long haul but Quinlan's freeze-chanbers work. | made expenses and a little better on the deal
and | don't expect Quinlan will lose on it, either."

"So instead of a slaver, Tregare, you are a great benefactor?"

He glared at her. "I told you the truth; what nore do you want ?"

"Where is the girl Chira?"
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"On her way, with the rest."
\c\b. 174 \b

\c"Wth or without her consent?"

"I told her how it was; she decided for herself. That's truth. Fucked ne a good one, too-
insisted onit, in fact-before she got off. That suit you, or do you still think | lie to you?"

Ri ssa smiled. She shook her head. "Bran Tregare, you are too proud to |ie-except, of course, in
the Iine of business. No-" She reached her hands toward him "-you are what ny father used to say-
a brass-pl ated sonofabitch who takes no crap from\ianyone.\i There is much to be said for that
kind of person. So | accept you ..

"No-not \iyet,\i you ravisher of cripples!" But she was |aughing and his hands were gentle on
her, and her lips did not pain greatly as she kissed him Then he rose and sat again, grave-faced
and wat chi ng her.

"Ri ssa-can you fit into the stretched-out life |I nust |ead?"

"How could | know? But for now, while we are here, | think I can. Shall we try?"

He snmiled, and she said, "Before facing your fanily, | need another soak, another hot tub. Help
me?" He did, and when she lay with only eyes, nose and nmouth above the steaning water, she said,
"Bran Tregare-now | shall trust you."

"I'f you do," he said, "then except for nmy people on \ilnconnu,\i you'll be the first."
LATER, dried and dressed, she |ooked in the mrror and shook her head-nakeup woul d not hide the
great plumcol ored bruise of her eye and cheek. She brushed her still-danp hair back to hang
straight, and joined Tregare in the bedroom "I amready."

Starting down the stairs, soreness caught at her muscles, but the brief exercise soon eased
them They found Liesel in her office, frowning over a sheet of figures. She said, "Up and around,
are you? That eye takes first prize, but you nove well enough. How do you feel ?"

"Stiff-sore-but nothing serious. Already ny teeth are nore solid and pain ne | ess.
| ooked puzzl ed; Rissa
\ c\ be 175 «\b

Li esel

\cpointed. "These in front-dal Nardo's backhand nearly renmoved them But they will be all right."
"Good. Here-sit, you two. I'mtrying to figure dal Nardo's net personal worth-his estate's, |

mean- and the readout on his public records is peace's own ness."

Ri ssa frowned. "Dal Nardo's estate? Wy?"

"To figure your share. Didn't you know about that? Having dueled himto death, all |egal and
proper, you get a third of it."

"No one told ne before. WIIl it be any great anmount, do you think?"

Tregare |l aughed. "He'll have nobst of it squirreled away in trusts and under dumm es. The trick

is to nose it out."
"Which will cost you ten percent conmi ssion, Rissa. Al right?"

"OfF course, Liesel. |I do not yet know enough about your especial legalities here, to do it
mysel f. Perhaps | can sit with you and | earn?"

"Sure. O, better yet, why not wait until |I'm done, and we can go over it together in summary?”

"Certainly," Rissa paused. "Liesel, you are being very businesslike-and in ny interests, to ny
benefit-but | amafraid | do not feel at all that way, nyself. I-" Tears began to cone; she

bl i nked t hem away.

Li esel rose and grasped her arm "Grl-sonmething' s wong?" R ssa shook her head. "Good-there
shoul dn't be. After all-you won your fight, saved your life and status with honor. And your share
of dal Nardo's holdings-not to nention the bet with Bl eeker-you won't be one of the snaller frogs
in the oligarchal puddle. You-" She |ooked closely at Rissa. "So why are your eyes |eaking |ike a
pair of cracked cups?"

"Because-none of that-it is not what is \iinportant\i to me now" She gripped Tregare's hand and
put her other armaround Liesel's neck, pulling the two close to her

"Then in the nane of peace," said Liesel, "what \iis\i inmportant?"

Face muffl ed agai nst Liesel's shoul der, she said, "Wien | was five years old, they killed ny
parents and put nme into
\c\b\ie .176 \il\b

\cWelfare. | had forgotten what it was like to have a fanily, to be a part of it. Ever since | was
alittle girl-and now | see, that in sone ways | still amone-lI have been al one. But now"
As Tregare's free hand stroked her hair and cheek, she heard Liesel say, "Well, \iof course\i

you've got a famly now You're a Hulzein by narriage, aren't you? Nothing | ess-and you fought
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your way in, earned it!" As nmuch as hearing Liesel's laugh, against her face and body Rissa felt
it.

"Little girl? No such thing." In Liesel's voice, for a nonent Rissa heard Erika' s. "You ve a way
to go-we all have -but you're grow ng up, young Rissal"
\cl77

\c
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