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1. THE GAMBLER (3042 G.E))
| had many names.

The Samburu called me Malima Temboz, The Mountain That Walks, for | towered above all
others of my kind, and always | would climb the next hill or cross the next valley to see what lay
beyond.

To the Kikuyu | was Mrefu Kulika Twiga, Taller Than Giraffes, for | could pick succulent
delicacies that were beyond the reach of the largest of animals, and no shadow was aslong as
mine.

The Makonde knew me as Bwana Mutaro, Master Furrow, for wherever | went my tusks would
plow up twin furrows in the hard African earth, and my spoor could be mistaken for no other.

In Maasailand | was Fezi Nyupi, White Gold, for a veritable fortune protruded from my mouth, a
fortune such as no other member of my race had ever carried.

And now | am known only as the Kilimanjaro Elephant, my true name lost on the winds, my body
decayed, my bones turned to dust. Only my spirit remains, restless and incompl ete.

It wasatypicd night on Athenia

The storm had reached gale force. Dark clouds of methane swirled about the sky while tidal waves of
ammoniaraced across the oceans and crashed resoundingly against the jagged dliffs. Bolts of blue
lightning gave the clouds an eerie glow, and the endless claps of thunder seemed to herad an imminent
and unpleasant Day of Reckoning.

Once, many centuries ago, the Democracy had possessed amining colony on Athenia, and the tallest of
the planet's mountains, which had been given the less than original name of Mount Olympus, was Hill
honeycombed with hundreds of miles of tunnels and shafts as testimony to that bygone era. Then other
worlds had been opened up, richer worlds whose resources were easier to plunder, and the miners had
moved on, leaving the mountain—and the planet—completely deserted.

It had remained deserted for amost amillennium, until the day that Tembo Laibon claimed it ashisown,
erected adome at the very apex of the mountain, and caled it the House of Blue Lights, in
acknowledgment of the eternal storm that raged overhead. The House of Blue Lights was ostensibly a
tavern, but of course nobody came to the ninth planet of distant Beta Greco merdly to drink. Infact, it



was precisaly because Atheniawas so far out on the Galactic Rim and so far from humanity's sests of
power that the House of Blue Lights flourished, not so much as abar but as a meeting place for outlaws
and fugitives of al races. The many-limbed Kreboi, who inhabited Beta Greco |11 and had no love of the
Democracy, gave Tembo Laibon permission to operate and extended their protection to include his
world.

And now some two dozen humans and nine non-humans sat in the main room of the tavern, ignoring the
brilliant blue explosionsthat illuminated the atmosphere outside the dome. Two men sat huddled with a
trio of elongated, crimson-skinned, narrow-eyed Canphorites, negotiating the price for asecret cache of
laser wegpons, aflashily-dressed slver-haired man wasteling two dightly-bored companions fantastic
tales of the Dreamwish Beast and other myths of the spaceways, addlicate, crystdline being from the
Atrian system, his body enclosed in asuit desgned to muffle potentialy dangerous sounds, sat motionless
inacorner, staring baefully at the airlock for no discernable reason; apair of elegant women, exquisitely
coiffured, were bartering their servicesto a quartet of men who obvioudy had no need to haggle but
seemed to enjoy it anyway; two furry, tripodal Lodinites were arguing with a corpulent and obvioudy
unsympathetic man over the price of arare Doradusian carving that sat on the table before him.

In acorner four men, another Canphorite, and a Kreboi were playingjabob , a card game that had been
invented haf agadaxy avay. The game was entering its seventh month and had had atotd of 403
participants. When a player was broke, or tired, or hungry, or decided that he had business € sewhere,
he turned his seat over to the next in line. Three men currently sat at an adjacent table, each waiting their
turnto jointhe game.

But despite al thisactivity, everyone knew that there was another game going on behind locked doorsin
Tembo Labon's back room—thegame.

The room itsaf had aways been the subject of much speculation, for it was here that Tembo Laibon kept
his storehouse of persond treasures. Above the hand-carved bar were four mounted heads of hideous,
flesh-eating beasts from Earth itsdlf, while pelts of ill other animals covered the entire back wall. There
were a score of long metal spears on display, aswell asanumber of smal wood carvingslocked ingdea
glasscase. And, finaly, there were the twin pillars of gently curved ivory that dominated the room,
towering above everyone, man and dien adike, who was permitted to see them.

Tembo Laibon himsdf wasthere, dl sx foot nineinchesof him, hisblack skin shining like polished
ebony, clad asdwaysin the pdts of dien animas. He sipped a green concoction from atall glass, wiped
hislips, and looked around the table as he began shuffling the cards.

To hisimmediate |eft was the dien known only as the Gorgon, a huge, purple-skinned monstrosity who
claimed to be from the New Roanoke system. Everyone knew that the New Roanoke system was
uninhabited, but onelook at hisbulging muscles and protruding fangs was sufficient to convince them to
suspend their disbelief and inquire no further into his origins or past. Nobody knew how many sentient
beings the Gorgon had killed, but rumor had the total well above one hundred.

The Gorgon had been losing heavily for the past two hours, and, not much of ataker to begin with, he
had grown increasingly sullen.

Not so the Iron Duchess. More machine than woman, her meta hands were busy putting her winnings
into tidy little piles, her titanium teeth reflected the lightning as she amiled, her artificid heart pumped
chemically-enriched blood through plastic veins, and her mechanica voicefilled the room with the strange
melody of her happy chatter. Tembo Laibon studied her out of the corner of his eye, and wondered how
much of her wasactudly dive.



One who was unquestionably dive, and reveling in it, was the creature who sat to Tembo Laibon'sright.
Nobody knew what it had been origindly, but somehow, somewhere, asit wandered down the highways
and byways of itslife, it decided that it wanted to be on the winning side for achange, and had
undergone a series of surgical dterationsthat l€ft it looking like amisshapen human. Its eyes were orange,
itsnogtrils were too far apart, its ears were too flat againgt its head, one could still see where extrafingers
and opposing thumbs had been removed from each hand, and it continual ly shifted its position onits
chair, for it had not yet adjusted to the way its new body bent.

It spokein exquisite Terran, asif it had spent itsformative yearsin an exclusive school on Deluros V1|

or even Earth itsdlf, it brushed itslocks of false hair back from its reconstructed forehead, it drank dry
martinisand tried to hide its expression of distaste, and, when it felt no one was watching, it turned to
admireitsreflection in the glass of the reinforced viewport that Tembo Laibon had inserted on onewall of
the room.

It caled itself Son-of-Man, and thus far this evening it was playing asif amore revered Son of Man were
gtanding by its shoulder and bringing it luck.

Sitting directly across from Tembo Labon was Buko, thered dien from SgmaSilani 1V. Hislizardlike
skin looked dick and moigt, and glistened in the dim light of the viewport, and hisface, which was
incapable of expression, bore a striking resemblance to the dragons Tembo L aibon had read about when
he was asmadll child. Buko wastotaly naked, and his skin exuded atoo-sweet odor of dien ails.
Perched motionless between his shoulder blades; its transparent claws and long beak buried deep in his
flesh, was atiny featherless birdlike cresture that lived in some bizarre kind of symbiosiswith him.

Findly Tembo Laibon put the cards down on the table and shifted hisweight on his chair, which hovered
afew inches above the floor. The ship carrying the last two players had just docked, and he had
suspended the game until they arrived at thetable.

“I'dlikeadrink, please,” said Son-of-Man, flashing him asmile that displayed amouthful of
carefully-chisdled purple teeth.

“Sameaslast time?’ asked Tembo Laibon.

“But of course,” replied the thing that looked like aman. “Alien drinksare so ... sogauche .” 1t wrinkled
itsartificid nose digastefully.

“Anyonees=?’ asked Tembo Labon, watching an exceptionally violent blue exploson through the
viewport. He wondered idly if the lightning above the sprawling Serengeti Plains was as foreboding, and
decided that it couldn't be.

“Lagt cdl for drinks.”

There was no response, and Tembo Laibon tapped out an order on the pand in front of him. A moment
later arobot entered the room, bearing asingle glass on apolished silver tray.

“Thank you,” said Son-of-Man as the robot placed the drink on the table.
“Y ou are welcome, Honored Sir,” replied the robot in a grating monotone.

“Helooks so ludicrous!” tittered Son-of-Man as the robot walked away. “ A metal monstrosity shaped
likeaman!”

“What's wrong with metal?” asked the Iron Duchess, asthe reflected glow of ablue lightning bolt
illuminated her platinum nails and titanium teeth. “ 1t wears alot longer than flesh.”



“Oh, my dear lady!” said Son-of-Man. “I meant no disrespect, truly | did not. Please believe me.”

She dared a him coldly, her pupils contracting dightly astiny microchipswithin each eye made ingtant
adjustmentsto the light of the explosionsjust beyond the viewport.

“I forgiveyou,” shesaid at last.

“Thank you. | assure you that—"

“I forgiveyou,” she repeated. “ That does not mean | believe you.”
“Enough talk,” rumbled the Gorgon. “It istimeto play.”

“Inaminute,” said Tembo Laibon, caling his consciousness back from the green African savannah where
it spent mogt of itstime. “Two more participants have arrived.”

“Can they afford the game?’
“Nobody getsinto this room without an invitation,” Tembo Laibon assured him. “They can afford it.”

There was amomentary silence, and then the pand in front of Tembo Laibon flashed a silent message.
He frowned and looked up.

“My robotstell me there arethree of them out there.”

“Who isthethird?’ asked the Iron Duchess.

“They're not sure. She looks likes ahuman female, but the readings are dl wrong.”

“I hope she's pretty,” said Son-of-Man with what it thought was rugged masculine enthusiasm.
Tembo Laibon tapped a message on hispand. “Let'slet them in and find out.”

A moment later the door did back, and two men and awoman stepped into the room. One of the men
was powerfully built, broad and burly, with curly black hair and small dark eyes, hewas Ajax the Firgt,
the brawn of the pair. The brain was small and wiry, and sported a bushy red beard; he was Ajax the
Second. More than twenty outpost worlds had posted rewards for their capture, and yet they moved
freely acrossthe Outer Frontier and the Rim, and more than one bounty hunter who had tracked them
down had wished he had gone after easier prey.

Thewoman, dressed in aglittering metallic blue gown, had long blonde hair piled high on her heed, and
wore anecklace of gleaming bloodstones from the mines of Altair 111.

“Gentlemen, please introduce your companion,” said Tembo Labon, frowning.
“I am Helen,” volunteered the blonde woman.

“She's our wife,” explained Ajax the Second.

“Our wife?’ repeated the Iron Duchess, arching an artificia eyebrow.

“Hisand mine”

“She's married to both of you?”

“That'sright.”



“Shewas not invited to participate,” said Tembo Laibon. “ She must leave the room.”
“She'sonly an android,” explained Ajax the First. “ She won't bother anybody.”
“Please deactivate her,” said Tembo Laibon.

“I'dliketo watch,” said Helen.

Tembo Laibon look at her. “Because of the stakesinvolved in this game, there must be no hint of
impropriety,” he explained. “Y ou must be deactivated.”

“How can there be any impropriety if she Sits behind me and watches?’ asked Ajax the Firs.

“I have noidea,” replied Tembo Laibon. “Perhaps she can see through the backs of the cards. Perhaps
shewill compute the odds and find some way to relay them to you. It makes no difference. Tempers can
run highin agame likethis, and for your own sake | would not want it said that you took unfair
advantage of your fellow participants.”

“What about thelittle anima onhis back?’ demanded Ajax the Firgt, pointing to Buko. “How do | know
thetit isnt hdping him?’

“Itisasymbiatic lifeform that oxygenates my blood when | am on low-gravity worlds,” replied Buko.
“Thisisn't alow gravity world.”

“Itistome .”

“If you arethrough arguing,” said Tembo Laibon patiently, “you may deactivate the android.”

Ajax the Firgt shrugged, then looked directly at the android.

“Go to the corner, Helen,” he ordered, and she promptly walked to the farthest corner of the room. He
then uttered abrief command in atongue that was unfamiliar to Tembo Laibon. Helen'seyes closed and
her head sagged on her chest.

“Saidied?’ sad Ajax the Firdt, turning back to the table.
“How do we know sheisnot till operative?’ asked the Gorgon suspicioudy.
“Devise any test you wish and apply it,” said Ajax the Second.

“That will not be necessary,” said Tembo Laibon. “The house rules that she has been deactivated.” He
turned to Ajax the Second. “Sheisnew,” he noted.

“We commissioned her about ayear ago. She was completed last month, and she's been with us ever
snce”

“Why would anyone want to marry an android?’ asked Son-of-Man curioudy.
“Why not?’ responded Ajax the Second. “We like alittle pomp and ceremony from timeto time.”

“How very interesting,” said the thing that looked like aman. By the way, we haven't been introduced. |
am Son-of-Man.”

“We arethe Aiantes,” said Ajax the Second.



“I beg your pardon?’ said Son-of-Man.
Ajax the Second amiled. * Y ou haven't read your Homer, have you?’
“Who isHomer?’

“I'veread him,” interjected the Iron Duchess. “ And to the best of my memory, therewas only one Ajax in
the Trojan War.”

“Then your memory deceivesyou,” replied Ajax the Second. “ Therewas Ajax, son of Telamonian, a
giant warrior who fought shoul der-to-shoulder with Odysseus. That'shim . But there was adlso Ajax, son
of Oileus, who was smdll, dight, and the most accurate of spearthrowers. That'sme . Together, they were
known asthe Aiantes.”

“I'm absolutely fascinated by names,” said Son-of-Man enthusiagtically. “How did you happen to choose
yours?’

“Athenia offers us a safe haven, so whenever we're in this sector, we take Athenian namesin gratitude,”
said Ajax the Second.

“But why the same name twice?’

“Why not?’

“Itisvery confusing.”

“Not to us, it isn't,” replied Ajax the Second.

“What names do you use in other sectors of the galaxy?’ asked Son-of-Man.

“That's none of your business.”

“I was just making conversation,” said Son-of-Man petulantly. “ There's no need to be rude.”

“I wasn't being rude, just cautious,” responded Ajax the Second. “If you're so interested in the genesis of
names, why not ask the others?’

“There'sno need to,” replied Son-of-Man. “Buko and Tembo Laibon are proper names, and the origins
of the other two are obvious.”

Ajax the Second smiled. “Out here no human uses hisown name.”

Son-of-Man turned to Tembo Laibon. “Isthat true?’

“yYes”

“Then what does Tembo Laibon mean?’ asked Son-of-Man.

“Inan ancient didect caled Swahili, it means Elephant Chief.”

“What isan elephant?’ asked Son-of-Man.

Tembo Laibon smiled. “ Do you see those two pillars of white?’ he said, pointing to theivory.
“What istheir relationship to you?’ asked Son-of-Man.



“They belonged to the greatest eephant of al,” said Tembo Laibon. “1 am descended from arace caled
the Maasai. They used to hunt e ephants with spears such as you see on the back wall.” He paused. “The
last eephant waskilled four millenniaago.”

Son-of-Man got to its feet and walked over to theivory.
“They look likewood,” it said at ladt.
“Once they werewhite, and gleamed like slver in bright light.”

“Thismust have been avery large animd,” continued Son-of-Man, obvioudy impressed. “ Arethese its
rbs?’

“They areitsteeth.”
Son-of-Man threw back its head and laughed. “Y ou have aremarkable sense of humor!”
“They areitsteeth,” repested Tembo Laibon.

“No animd that ever lived had teeth haf solarge,” retorted Son-of-Man. “Y ou are making fun of my
ignorance.”

“I am enjoying your ignorance,” replied Tembo Labon. “But | am telling you the truth.”

“Ridiculous!” muttered Son-of-Man, returning to its seat. It focused its orange eyes on Tembo Laibon for
along moment. “Why are you the Elephant Chief?'Y our teeth are no longer than mine.”

“| am the Elephant Chief because| say | am,” answered Tembo Laibon with some annoyance. “ Do you
plan to spend the rest of the night disputing my right to call myself what | wish, or are you ready to play
cards?’

“Cards, by al means,” said Son-of-Man. “1 have better luck with them than with getting you to answer a
avil quegion.”

“Samerules asadways?’ asked Ajax the Second.

Tembo Laibon nodded. “No currency presently in usein the Democracy will be accepted.”
“Not even Stain rubles?’

“None.”

“You let ususethem last time,” complained Ajax the Second.

“They were dl you had last time,” replied Tembo Laibon. “And | told you then that they would not be
acceptable again.”

Ajax the Second frowned. “What about Maria Theresa dollars?’
“Only for the amount of gold they contain.”

Ajax the Second muttered something under his breath. “ This could be ashort night,” he said more
audibly.

“Sincel do not wager, but only ded the cards,” said Tembo Laibon, “I will relent if your opponents will
accept your currency.” He looked around the table.



“Not achance,” said the Iron Duchess. “I spend most of my timeavoiding the Democracy.”
“Weadl do,” chimed in Buko.

“And some of us,” rumbled the Gorgon in his deep, growling voice, “ have very little confidencein the
Democracy's longevity, and hencein the vaue of its currency.”

“I hate to vote against my fellow man,” said Son-of-Man with false regret, “but currency istoo easly
traced.”

Tembo Laibon looked at Ajax the Second. “ Thereyou haveit,” he said.
The smal man nodded hishead. “All right,” he said. “'Y ou've made your point.”
“Buko,” said Tembo Laibon. “Y our game, your ante.”

Buko snaked a hand into a pouch that was made of a pelt which bore a striking resemblance to human
skin and withdrew asmall sparkling gemstone. He stared &t it for amoment, then shoved it to the center
of thetable. “Krinjaat,” he announced.

“Please refresh my memory,” requested the Iron Duchess, and Buko launched into a brief explanation of
therulesofkrinjaat , acard game that traced its originsto Binder X on the Inner Frontier, deep at the
core of the galaxy. When he had finished speaking, she looked totally confused and decided not to pay
the ante.

Son-of-Man sorted through his pile of winnings and finaly withdrew an exquisite gold figurine. He held it
up for Buko to see, then pushed it next to the gemstone after the red alien nodded his acquiescence. The
Gorgon and the Aiantes followed suit, the former with an uncut diamond, the latter with addlicate
crystdline sculpture, and finally Tembo Laibon dedlt each player six cards, three face up and three face
down. Bets and card exchanges ensued, and findly the Gorgon claimed the pot.

Tembo Laibon took asmal crystalline pendant from the pot, held it up for the Gorgon's approval, and
appropriated it for the house's commission. He then looked across the table at the Iron Duchess.

“Y our game, your ante,” he announced.
“Draw poker,” she said, tossing adiamond bracel et onto the table.

The game proceeded for another ninety minutes, with Son-of-Man and the Gorgon doing most of the
winning, the Iron Duchess breaking even, and the Aiantes|osing so heavily that toward the end they paid
the ante only for card games of human origin.

Then, asthe storm continued to pound against the viewport, illuminating it with a series of ghostly blue
lights, Tembo Laibon declared aten-minute bresk.

The Gorgon immediately stood up and lumbered through the door and out to the main section of the
tavern.

“But wejust got here,” complained Ajax the Firdt.

“Some of us have been sitting at thistable for four hours,” said Buko, getting up and stretching his
reptilian arms.

“Right,” chimed in the Iron Duchess. “If Tembo Laibon hadn't called abregk, | would have done so
myself.” She began flexing her fingers one by one, sudying them with the interest of amaster mechanic.



“I could use adrink mysdf,” said Ajax the Second. “1 think I'll pay avigt to the bar.”
“What the hell,” said his partner. “I might aswell join you.”

The Aianteswalked to the door, which did open long enough for them to pass through.
“They haven't gotten any better Sncethelast time,” remarked Buko with asmile.

“Y ou've played against them before?’ asked the Iron Duchess.

“Twice,” said Buko. “You'd think they'd have learned their limitations by now.”

“The larger Ajax isthe poorer player of the pair,” added Son-of-Man. * He bluffs when he should fold,
and foldswhen he should bluff.”

“Perhaps | should only invite card playerswho are better than you,” suggested Tembo Laibon wryly.
“That's not necessary,” said the Iron Duchess. “ Just keep ‘em dumb and rich and well get dong fine.”

“If they lose two or three more hands they'll be destitute,” observed Son-of-Man, getting up and walking
over to examine theivory more closdly.

“Then they will rob another bank to replenish their funds,” said Buko.
“Isthat what they do?’ asked Son-of-Man.
“When they're not losing at cards,” replied Tembo Laibon.

“| suppose there's no immutable law that says acompetent crimina must necessarily be a competent
gambler,” said Son-of-Man thoughtfully. It turned to Tembo Labon. “Isthat why you only ded and
never become an active participant?’

“| take ten percent of every pot,” responded Tembo Laibon. “Why should | gamble?’
“For thethrill, of course,” said Son-of-Man.

“I find other thingsmorethrilling.”

Son-of-Man gestured to the four mounted heads.  Such askilling animals?’

“If it'sdone honorably,” replied Tembo Laibon.

“I trust that the killing involves more honor than your obvioudy exaggerated recounting of it,” said
Son-of-Man. “Imagine hunting something with teeth likethis "—helaid ahand on the ivory—"armed with

only aspear!”

“You'd be surprised at the damage a pear can do,” said Tembo Laibon calmly.
“Have you ever hunted with a spear?’

“No.”

“Then how do you know?" demanded Son-of-Man.

“Itismy heritage.”



“| suppose these tusks are part of your heritage too?’

“They are”

Son-of-Man stared at the ivory. “Where were these € ephants found?’
“In Africa,” said Tembo Laibon.

“Ah, Africal” said Son-of-Man with an expangve smile. “The mysterious Dark Continent, covering
twenty percent of the Earth's surface. Home of Mount Kilimanjaro and the Sahara Desert.”

“Y ou've done your homework well,” remarked Tembo Laibon.

“But of course,” agreed Son-of-Man. “It'smy heritage, too.”

“Africa?’

“Earth.”

“Have you been there?” asked Tembo Laibon.

“Certainly,” said Son-of-Man. “Haven't you?’

Tembo Laibon shook his head. “Not much to see.”

“My dear fellow, you're absolutely wrong! Earth isaveritable paradise!”

“Then why hasamogt everyoneleft it?” asked Tembo Labon sardonically.

“Because Man dwaysrisesto chalenges,” replied Son-of-Man. “I wouldn't be anything else.”
“So| gather.”

“Redly, you must go there sometime.”

“I don't think s0,” replied Tembo Laibon. “They've built acity where my people used to live.”
“Where wasthat?’

“At thefoot of Kilimanjaro.”

“Ah, yes” said Son-of-Man, happy to display its knowledge. “ The city of Nyerere, climbing halfway up
the side of the mountain: population two million, four airports, one spaceport, and home of the
remarkable Waycross Sculpture.” 1t paused. “ Surely you would enjoy seeing such awonder!”

“No.”
“But why not?”

Tembo Laibon's dark eyes suddenly flashed with the fire of an ancient hatred. “ Because Julius Nyerere
was a Zanake, and the city bearing his name was built on Maasai land.”

“The city of Nyerere was built more than three thousand years ago,” pointed out Son-of-Man. “What
possible difference can it make at thislate date, especially to someone who has never even beento
Eath?’



“l amaMaasa,” said Tembo Laibon firmly. “It makes adifference.”

“You areaMan, and al men are brothers,” said Son-of-Man. “It is the aliens we must worry about, not
each other.”

“Spoken like onewho knows,” replied Tembo Laibon with atouch of irony.

The Gorgon reentered the room and plodded over to his chair, and amoment later the two Aiantes,
fortified by acohol, dso returned.

“Arewe ready?’ asked the Iron Duchess, who had findly finished checking every atificia bone and
mechanica joint.

Tembo Laibon nodded and took his sest.
“Weareready,” he agreed, turning to Ajax the First. “ Y our game, your ante.”

“5-card stud poker,” declared Ajax the Firg, taking adiamond ring from hisfinger and putting it in the
center of thetable.

Tembo Laibon dedlt out the hands, then settled back to watch the players.

The Gorgon, he decided, was like the extinct rhinoceros. huge, hot-tempered, subject to sudden rages,
but too stupid to survive againgt such warriors as Son-of-Man and the Iron Duchess. He was a holdover
from the bygone days when a direct approach was the only effective one: he never bluffed, never tried to
cut hislosses, but smply bulled ahead. If luck wason hisside, if the sun wasinthewarriors eyesor they
could not sidestep himin the tall grass, he would carry the day and win the battle, as the Gorgon had
done earlier this evening—but he would never win thewar.

Ajax the Second studied his cards, then shook his head and withdrew from the play. Heisthe
Slver-backed jackd, thought Tembo Laibon; confrontation Smply isn't in hisarsend. Hecircles, he
hides, he beguiles, he cgoles, but he never looks the larger predatorsin the eye as he waitsfor histurn at
thekill. Still, sometimes cunning isn't enough, and tonight thejacka will go hungry.

Son-of-Man could scarcely conced the smirk on its dmost human face asit pushed alarge sapphire to
the middle of the table. Tembo Laibon looked at the huge pile of booty in front of it, and decided that it
wasthe hyaena of the House of Blue Lights' little menagerie: agrinning, cackling repository of the spirits
of the dead, he was the most efficient of predators. But the hyaenas shrill, irritating laugh and his
hideoudy-misshapen body made him shunned and hated above dl other animals, as Son-of-Man was
shunned and hated in al human and dien societies. The thing that 1ooked like aman chuckled happily
when Buko matched its bet, then turned and winked at Tembo Laibon. Y es, thought Tembo Laibon
disagtefully; definitdy ahyaena.

Heturned his gaze next to the reptilian Buko. A snake, perhaps a mamba? No, the snake was too
cunning and devious. Buko wasthe crocodile, swift and agile, hisscay skin glistening in the sunlight as
Buko's shone benesath the blue explosions in Athenias atmosphere. Hidden beneath the murky surface,
the crocodile approached unseen and then struck, just as Buko had been doing al evening to the Aiantes,
holding back, never raising, drawing them deeper and deeper into hisriver of destruction, then opening
his fearsome maw when they were too far from shoreto retredt.

Ajax the First looked at his cards again, frowned, then removed ajewd -studded platinum locket from his
neck and tossed it onto the growing pile in the middle of the table. Tembo Laibon studied him carefully.
A lion, he decided. Not a huge black-maned patriarch, such asthe Maasai elmoran , armed only with



spears and shields, would face in mortal combat asthelr rite of passage into manhood, but ayoung mae
who had not yet mastered the hunt, who stood upwind of his prey, stepped on dry branches, alowed a
growl of anticipation to pass hislips. It was hewho had lost most of the Aiantes' limited supply of
treasure, he who had made the hunt doubly hard for Ajax the Second, he who had aways given his prey
achance to escape by displaying his strength too soon. Y es, decided Tembo Laibon, ayoung lion—and,
likethe jackal, another who was destined to go hungry this evening.

Findly hiseyes cameto rest on the Iron Duchess. Here was aleopard, small, deek, savage, intelligent,
far more dangerous than animastwice her size. And, like the leopard, she adapted to al terrains. She
would bluff the suggestible Son-of-Man and the cautious Ajax the Second; she would back down from
the straightforward Gorgon and the hungry Ajax the First. She wasn't holding good cardsthis
evening—even leopards didn't dwayskill fat, succulent antel ope—but even so, she was ahead of the
game, as leopards were always ahead oftheir game.

Tembo Laibon sighed and leaned back on his chair, looking at his reflection amid the flashing blue
explosonsin the viewport.

And what animd are you, King of the Elephants who has never been within fifty thousand light-years of
the savannah that gave your people birth? Are you truly your namesake, the strongest and wisest of dl

living things?

Tembo Laibon stared at himsalf for along moment. No, he decided, | am neither the € ephant nor any
other animal. | am the caretaker of the Maasal, he who tends the twin flames of our former grestness,
who keeps them againgt the day when prophecies shal be fulfilled and gods shal walk the Earth and the
withered tree of the Maasal shdl bloom once more. We grew up naked and wild on the plains of the vast

Serengeti, swarmed like locusts to the stars, and will follow destiny's spoor wherever it may lead
us—and eventualy it must lead ushome.

In the meantime, it isvery pleasant to Sit here, safe and secure from the raging storms of Athenia, to grow
rich from other peopl€e'sfollies, and to dream of the hot African sun on my back and the acrid scent of

gameinmy nodtrils.

Helooked once again at theivory. | must polish and clean you, turn you into white gold once more,
prepare you for the day that lies ahead, though how far ahead | do not know. | will start tomorrow.

But then Tembo Laibon remembered that he could not start tomorrow, for tomorrow there would be
another game, and the day after that yet another. So he would dedl the cards and close his mind to the
sights and odors of the players, and continue stockpiling his share of each pot against that day that he
would truly be the Tembo Laibon of the Maasai.

“Areyou going to ded, or are you going to St there al night staring off into space?’ asked Ajax the Firdt,
and Tembo Laibon redlized with a start that the hand was over. Heimmediately gathered in the cards and
began shuffling.

Tembo Laibon turned to Ajax the Second. “Y our dedl, your ante.”

“Draw poker,” announced Ajax the Second. Hefished through his pockets, frowning, and finaly
withdrew agold timepiece.

“Not enough,” rumbled the Gorgon.

“Let meseeit,” said Tembo Laibon. He examined the timepiece for amoment, then pushed it back. “The
house rulesthat it isinsufficient.”



“Then you're going to have to accept these,” said Ajax the Second, tossing ahandful of gold coins onto
thetable.

Tembo Laibon looked around the table, then nodded. “ The house will accept them for this hand only.”
Ajax the First was about to add an uncut diamond to the pot when Ajax the Second grabbed his hand.
“Sitthisoneout,” hesaid.

“Why?" asked Ajax the Firgt, confused.

“I'll need itif | haveto bet.”

“Why cantyou st it out and letme play?’ demanded Ajax the First.

“Houserules,” interjected Tembo Laibon. “If you name the game, you play the game.”

“Dowhat | tel you,” ordered Ajax the Second, and findly his partner shrugged and put the diamond
back into a pocket.

Buko, the Gorgon, Son-of-Man and the Iron Duchess al placed their antesin the center of the table, and
Tembo Laibon began dedling the cards.

“Openers?’ he asked when each of the players had had a chance to evaluate their hands.

“Tossthediamondin,” said Ajax the Second, and Ajax the First put the uncut diamond on the table.
“What e'se have you got?’

Ajax the First rummaged through his pockets, and came up with another diamond, also uncut.
“Putitin,” said Ajax the Second.

Buko studied his cards, then shook his head and tossed them down on the table. The other three
matched the bet.

“Cards?’ asked Tembo Laibon.

“Three,” rumbled the Gorgon.

“Two,” said the Iron Duchess.

“None,” replied Son-of-Man.

Everyone paused to stare at Son-of-Man for amoment. It smiled smugly back at them.
“None,” echoed Ajax the Second.

Tembo Laibon accepted the discards, then dedlt out three cards to the Gorgon and two to the Iron
Duchess.

“Bids?" asked Tembo Laibon.
“What have we got left?’ asked the smaller Ajax.

“Nothing.” Suddenly Ajax the Firgt turned to the deactivated android. “ Just aminute! Weve still got her
necklace”



“Getitand putitin.”

“Youresure?’ asked Ajax the Firdt.

“I'msure”

Thelarger Ajax got up, removed Helen's necklace, and placed it in the center of the table.
The Gorgon growled and declined to match the bid.

The Iron Duchess held up alarge ruby, surrounded by emerads and star sapphiresin an
exquisitely-detailed platinum setting, Ajax the Second nodded, and she added it to the growing pile.

“I'll seeyour bet,” said Son-of-Man, casudly rolling alarge emerald acrossthetable, “and I'll raise you.”
It rummeaged through its winnings, withdrew a delicate crystaline sculpture from the Atrian system, and
gently placed it next to the emerad.

“I have nothing left,” said Ajax the Second.

“Find something,” said Tembo Laibon.

“Y ou have your wife,” noted Son-of-Man casualy.

“And I'm keeping her!” snapped Ajax the Second.

“Y ou must match hisbet or forfeit the hand,” said Tembo Laibon.

“I'm not forfatingthis hand! Give me aminute to come up with something.” He gestured to Ajax the First,
who walked around the table, took the cards from him, fanned them out just enough to see them, and
then returned them. The two conversed in low whispers for amoment, and then Ajax the First nodded.
“All right,” said Ajax the Second. “I'll see your bet and raise you.”

“With what?" asked Son-of-Man.

“Our ship. If | lose, wélll turn over the registration papersto you.”

“How will you leave Athenia?’ asked Tembo Laibon.

“| don't planto lose.”

“What's the book value on the ship?’ asked the Iron Duchess.

“I'd say it's about 800,000 credits.”

The Iron Duchess smiled. “I'm afraid we can't accept the owner's eval uation.”

Tembo Laibon activated his panel and posed the question. The answer appeared on asmall screen afew
seconds later.

“550,000 credits,” he announced.

“Y our machine's crazy!” snapped Ajax the Second. “It's worth an absol ute minimum of 700,000!”
“Not inthisgame, itisn't,” replied Tembo Laibon camly. He paused. “Do you bet or do you fold?’
“I bet,” growled Ajax the Second, glaring at him.



The Iron Duchess pushed three gems across the table.
“More,” ruled Tembo Laibon after he had examined them.
She sighed, pressed asmal gold figurineto her lips, and added it to the gems.

“I'll match your bet,” said Son-of-Man, shoving asubstantia portion of itswinningsinto the pot, “and
raseyou agan.”

“Damnit!” shouted Ajax the Second. “Y ou know | haven't got anything left!”

“That's hardly my problem, isit?’ said Son-of-Man supercilioudy.

Tembo Laibon waited for Ajax the Second to calm down. “Do you bet or fold?’ he asked at last.
“I'm not folding. Youll haveto takean 1.0.U.”

“1.0.U.'sare not permitted.”

“We'regood for it,” said Ajax the Second. “Y ou know that.”

Tembo Laibon turned to the Iron Duchess. “Will you accept his1.0.U.?’

“I don't even know him,” shereplied.

“And you?’ he asked of Son-of-Man.

“I don't mean to be unnecessarily pessmidtic,” it replied, “ but what good isan 1.0.U. if the author of itis
apprehended by the police before he has a chance to pay it off?’

Tembo Laibon turned back to Ajax the Second. “ Thereyou haveit.”

Ajax the Second studied his cards. *'Y ou mentioned Helen,” he said at last.

“That was ajoke, my good man,” said Son-of-Man.

“And | didn't mention her,” added the Iron Duchess distastefully.

“I'mnot folding,” said Ajax the Second firmly. “How long have | got to raise some capita ?’

“Y ou may not leave thisroom,” said Tembo Laibon. “That isthe house rule, which | have aready bent
by alowing you to wager your ship when the registration papers are not on your person. Y ou bet what
you entered this room with, and when you have nothing l&ft, you are through playing.”

Ajax the Second stared at him for amoment. “Y ou've been accumulating atidy little pile. | want aloan.”
“I am not in the business of making loans.”

“Y ou've known mefor eight years,” said Ajax the Second. “Y ou know I'm good for it.”

“Nevertheless”

“I want it for ten minutes, and I'll pay you twenty percent interest.”

“You have no collatera,” said Tembo Laibon.

Ajax the Second passed his cardsto Tembo Laibon. “ Thisismy collaterd.”



“| object!” said Son-of-Man.

“No one gives me ordersin my own establishment,” said Tembo Laibon, picking up the cards and
examining them.

Ajax the Second had agtraight flush in hearts, the seven through the jack.
“Wedl?" said Ajax the Second.

Tembo Laibon stared thoughtfully a the smaler Ajax, and made up hismind. The Maasal, after dl, do
not reach an accommodation with the jacka; they kill him, or, if they fed charitable, they throw him a
bone.

“I will not lend you the money,” said Tembo Laibon.
13 But—”

“I am not through,” said Tembo Laibon. “1 will not lend you the money—xbut | will buy your hand from
yw.”

“For how much?’

“Haf of what | have before me.”

“You'd better takeit,” urged Ajax the Firdt. “1t lookslike the best offer we're going to get.”
“And what about my ship?’

“If I win, | will sdll it back to you.”

“At book value?’

Tembo Laibon nodded.

“All right,” said Ajax the Second bitterly. “It'saded.”

“1 object!” said Son-of-Man.

“Onwhat grounds?’ asked Tembo Laibon.

“Y ou yoursdlf ruled that the one who named the game had to play the game.”

“And he has played it asfar ashe can,” answered Tembo Laibon. “If | don't buy his hand, heisthrough
playing anyway.”

“What doyou say?’ Son-of-Man asked the Iron Duchess.
“It makes no differenceto me,” she replied with ashrug. “ Only the playerswill change—not the cards.”

Son-of-Man considered her answer for amoment, then nodded its agreement. 1 withdraw my
objection,” it said.

Tembo Laibon divided his pile of treasurein haf, and pushed one of the two new piles over to Ajax the
Second. “Y ou arefinished playing for tonight,” he said. “Y our money and your treasureis no longer
acceptable at thistable until you replenishiit.”



“That'sfineby me,” said Ajax the Second. “ Just finish the hand so we can leave.”

Tembo Laibon estimated how much he owed to match Son-of-Man's bet and placed a number of
jewels, pendants and carvingsin the center of thetable. “1 call your bet,” he announced.

And then the leopardess struck.

“And| raiseit,” said the Iron Duchess, as Son-of-Man looked its surprise and Tembo Laibon tried to
remember how many cards she had drawn.

Son-of-Man raised again, and Tembo Laibon, after appraising the two bets, pushed the remainder of his
treasure into the pot.

“Andraiseagain,” said the Iron Duchess, adding a perfect blue-white diamond.

Son-of-Man, seeming alittle less sure of itsalf, merely matched the bet, and then turned expectantly to
Tembo Labon.

“1 will seethe bet,” announced Tembo Laibon.
“Withwhat?' asked the Iron Duchess.

Hewaved his hand around the wdlls. “ Every artifact hereisarare and vauable collector's item, worth
hundreds of thousands of credits on the open market. Choose any two, except for theivory.”

“I choosetheivory,” said the Iron Duchess, looking more mechanica and less human with each passing
second.

Tembo Labon shook his head. “ Other items are more vauable.”

“Not toyou,” shesaid. “I want theivory.”

“I amits keeper. | cannot part withit.”

“| am the keeper of the Blue Diamond,” replied the Iron Duchess. “| choose the ivory, Tembo Laibon.”
“Y ou cannat even lift it. What would you do with it?’

“I'll think of something.”

“Choose any other three artifacts,” offered Tembo Laibon.

She shook her head. “If you're willing to part with them, they're no match for my diamond.”

“I rulethat they are”

“Y ou abrogated your right to make such rulings when you purchased Ajax the Second's hand. And,” she
added, “ by your prior ruling, you are forbidden to leave the room to bring back more treasure.”

“| hateto vote againgt my hogt,” said Son-of-Man pleasantly, “ but she's quite right, you know.”

Tembo Laibon leaned back and studied his cards again, lost in thought. Finally he nodded his
acquiescence; the Maasai do not retreat in the face of danger.

“Theivory,” he agreed.



“That'sit,” said Ajax the Second. “Let's see some cards.”
Son-of-Man laid down its hand first: four aces and the three of clubs.
“Not good enough,” said Tembo Laibon, laying down his straight flush.

All eyesturned to the Iron Duchess. Her pladtic lips parted in asmile, showing her titanium teeth, as she
placed her cards down on the table one at atime: nine of spades, ten of spades, jack of spades, queen of
spades, king of spades.

Tembo Laibon sat in stunned silence for afull minute, while the Iron Duchess gathered in her winnings.
“I will buy the tusks back from you,” he said.

“They'renot for sde,” shereplied.

“Y ou have no use for them.”

“They will makealovely trophy.”

“What need have you for atrophy?’ demanded Tembo Laibon. “Y ou have never stalked the el ephant
acrossthe African plains”

“But | have tracked Tembo Laibon to hisown lair, and defeated him in fair and honorable beattle,” she
replied with asmile. “Whenever | look atthem, | will bereminded ofthis .” She got to her feet. “I'll be
back tomorrow with two of my assstants. Please have theivory ready and waiting.

“What about my ship?’ demanded Ajax the Second.
“I'll be happy to sdll it to you,” said the Iron Duchess.
“For book vaue?’

“Plus50,000 credits,” shereplied with asmile.
“That's robbery!” snapped Ajax the Second.

“No,” she corrected him. “That's business.”

“Y ou know | don't have the money with me.”

“For another 50,000 crediits, | will take you to wherever your money is kept, and then return you to your
ship”

He muttered something under his bregth, then turned to Tembo Laibon. “Lend me 600,000 credits. I'll
haveit back to you in 24 hours.”

“Go away,” said Tembo Laibon.
“Ican't go away!” said Ajax the Second in exasperation. “I need my ship.”
“Go away,” repeated Tembo Laibon tondlesdy. “I havelost far more than aship.”

Eventudly the Aiantes agreed to the Iron Duchess terms and left with her. Trueto her word, she
returned the next morning, and for the first time in more than amillennium the ivory passed from the
possession of the Maasal.



Fourteen days later an enormous meteorite broke through the force field that surrounded Mount
Olympus and pierced the House of Blue Lights, killing everyone within it. Tembo Laibon was surprised
that it had taken the god of his ancestors two whole weeksto find him.

First Interlude (6303 G.E.)

| was Sitting at my desk, examining some authenticating holographs of a near-record Horndemon from
Ansard IV, when | suddenly redized that | was no longer aone.

A large man, tall and well-muscled, stood in the doorway, staring at me. His skin was black, his hair
close-cropped, his clothing stylish and well-tailored. Since | am dmost never visited by anyone except
senior editors, | assumed that he had chanced upon the wrong office.

“Good afternoon,” | said. “Areyou logt?’

“I don't believe 0,” hereplied in arich, deep voice. “ Thisisthe Research Department, isit not?’
“yYes”

“And you are Duncan Rojas?’

“That iscorrect,” | replied, staring curioudy at him. “Do | know you?’

“Not yet, Mr. Rojas—but you will. My name is Bukoba Mandaka.”

He extended hishand and | took it. His grip was strong and firm.

“| am pleased to meet you, Mr. Mandaka,” | said. “How may | help you?’
“They told me at Reception that you are in charge of research. Isthat correct?’
“Research and authentication,” | replied.

“Then you are the man | want to see. May | St down?’

“Pleasedo,” | said, gesturing toward a chair that rested just beneath an ancient hologram of the legendary
hunter, Nicobar Lane, posing beside an enormous Bafflediver he had just dain.

He ordered the chair to gpproach him, waited until it had floated over to him, turned it so that it faced
me, and seated himsdif.

“I need your help, Mr. Rojas,” he said quietly, “and | am prepared to pay handsomely for it.”
“I am quite content with my job here at Wilford Braxton's, Mr. Mandaka,” | said.
“I know. That isprecisely why | have sought you out.”

“| don't believe | made mysdlf clear,” | said. “I am very happy with my work and my position; | have no
intention of leaving.”

“Y ou would be worth nothing to meif you left,” he assured me. “1t is essentid that you have accessto dl
of Braxton'sdata.” He leaned forward intently. “1 want you to work for me, right herein your office,
during your freetime and days off. With luck, it may require no more than a.couple of evenings.”

“I couldn't possibly consider it without firgt attaining the company's permisson.”



“I have dready obtained it,” said Mandaka.
“You have?’ | said, surprised.

“yYes”

“What isit that you wish meto do?’

“I want you to find something for me, Mr. Rojas,” he replied serioudy. “ Something that has been lost for
avery longtime”

“How long?’ | asked.
“More than three thousand years.”

“Three thousand years?’ | repeated increduloudy. “Isthis somekind of joke? Becauseif itis, | anavery
busy man, and—"’

He placed a holographic voucher for 20,000 credits on my desk.

“It ismade out in your name, and can be withdrawn from any branch of my bank once your retinagram,
bone structure, and thumbprint have been confirmed,” he said. “Doesthat seem like ajoke, Mr. Rojas?”’

| picked up the voucher and examined theit. It looked authentic.
“No,” | admitted. “I1t does not. Please continue.”

“Thisis merely adown payment,” he said. “When you locate what | am &fter, | will deposit another
30,000 creditsin any account of your choosing.”

| tried to hide my surprise, stared thoughtfully at my interlaced fingersfor along moment, and found
mysalf wondering what service | could possibly render in two or three evenings that was worth that much

money.
“What are you looking for, Mr. Mandaka,” | asked at last, “and how do you think | can help you?’
“| seek the tusks of the Kilimanjaro Elephant,” he replied.

“I have seen photographs of eephantsin books and museums,” | said. “But | have no knowledge
whatsoever of any particular anima known asthe Kilimanjaro Elephant.”

“Yes, you do.”
“I do?’ | said, surprised.

“Let mesay, rather, that the Wilford Braxton'sRecor ds of Big Game does,” he amended. “Y ou have
published 409 Terran editions—82 under the imprimatur of Rowland Ward, and 327 since Braxton's
acquired Ward—and every one of them since the third edition haslisted the Kilimanjaro Elephant.”

“Wdll, there you have the problem, Mr. Mandaka,” | said. “Our last Terran edition was published almost
seven centuries ago, when the last bird was killed. With no possibility of surpassing the various records,
there has been no need to come out with anew edition. Our main work these daysisin the Quindlus and
Albion Clusters”

“But museums and collectors from al across the Commonwealth use Braxton's for authentication of ther



exhibits, do they not?’
“Yes” | acknowledged. “But our information on these tuskswill be seven centuries out of date.”

“In point of fact, Wilford Braxton's information is more than three millenniaout of date,” he said. “If there
was any current information, | would not be offering you 50,000 creditsto help me locate them.” He
paused and stared intently at me. “Will you accept my commission? | will, of course, pay for al computer
time and access fees.”

“Let usdiscuss exactly what isinvolved, and seeif were both still interested,” | suggested cautioudly.

“That isacceptable,” hesaid. “But | must tell you that if you do not agree to work for me, | will hire one
of your assstants.” Suddenly his eyes seemed to glow with an unhoaly fire. “1 will not be thwarted, Mr.
Rojmﬂ

“I understand,” | said, though intruth | did not. “1 will need some basic information,” | added soothingly.
“To begin with, we list the 200 best trophies of each species. How will | know which of them isyour
Kilimanjaro Elephant?’

“Hewasthe greatest of them dl.”

“Y ou mean thelargest trophy?’

Mandaka nodded.

“Asl| recall, there were two separate and distinct sub-species of e ephant. Which was yours?’
“African.”

“Just amoment,” | said, turning to the small glowing crystal on my desk. “ Computer.”
“Waiting ... “ replied the crystd.

“Check the 409th Terran edition, under the headingElephant , sub-headingAfrican .

“Done”

“What isthe data on the largest trophy?’

“Left tusk, 226 pounds; right tusk, 214 pounds.” It went on to list the length and circumference of each.
“Isthat your elephant, Mr. Mandaka?’ | asked.

“Yes” hereplied.

“Computer, who possessed the trophy at the time of the 409th Terran edition?’

“Unknown,” answered the compuiter.

“Have any collectors or museums asked us to authenticate trophies of identical, or even smilar, szeand
weight to these tusks since the 409th Terran edition was published?’

“Checking ... no.”

“Check through previous editions for the most recent listed owner of the tusks.”



“Checking ... The most recent listed owner was Tembo Laibon of Beta Greco 1X, aso known as
Athenia. Theligting appearsin the 322nd edition, which was published in 3042 G.E. The 323rd edition,
published in 3057 G.E., lisssno owner.”

“Thank you. Deactivate.” | turned back to Mandaka. “| appreciate your offer, Mr. Mandaka,” | said.
“However, | would be taking your money under false pretensesif | didn't tell you that thereisonly a
minimal chance of success. After dl, we are talking about a pair of tusksthat disappeared more than
3,200 years ago.”

“I have exhausted al other possibilities,” he replied. “ Somewhere in your files or your computer's
memory banks or your correspondence theremust be aclue, a spoor that you can follow until you find
the tusks”

“Let me make surethat | understand you correctly,” | said. “Y ou have offered me 20,000 creditsto
attempt to locate the tusks. If | do not succeed, am | expected to return the money?’

“Not if you have made an honest effort.”

“And | am to receive another 30,000 creditsif indeed | do find them?”

He nodded.

“Y ou understand that | will work on this project only a nights and during my sparetime?’
“yes”

“Then,” | said, leaning back on my chair, “1 agree to work for you. I'll need any information you can
supply me with. Computer, record this portion of the conversation.”

“Recording ... “ said the computer.
“Well, Mr. Mandaka,” | said, “what can you tell me about them?”

“Very little more than your computer,” hereplied. “I know that Tembo Laibon lost them in acard game
to acyborg known only asthe Iron Duchess, and shein turn seemsto have vanished from human sight
and history intheyear 3,043 G.E.”

“Thereis no record of what happened to her?’

“Shewasacrimind,” said Mandaka with ashrug. “ Doubtless she had enemies.” He paused. “If the tusks
are not in amuseum, and your computer implies as much, they may have changed hands hundreds of
times since the Iron Duchess obtained them. | think trying to find out what happened to every owner is
fruitless, especialy since many of them lived on the Inner and Outer Frontiers, where records are at best
incomplete. Besides,” he added, “they are dl dead; thetusks il exist. Tracing theivory itsdf isthe only
viable course of action.”

“What makes you so certain that the tusks ill exist?”

“I would know if they did not,” he said with absolute certainty.

“How?

“I would know,” he repeated in amanner that precluded further discussion of the subject.

“My next question has nothing to do with my investigation, but | can't help being curious: what do you



propose to do should | find the tusks?”

“Purchasethem,” he said promptly.

“And if the owner will not sdl1?’

“Hewill sdll,” said Mandakawith such assurance that | thought it best not to ask why he thought so.
“What istheir approximate value?’ | asked.

“I thought you were the expert.”

“Wilford Braxton'sismerely aregistry body for trophies, not abuyer or seller of them,” | explained.

“I have no ideawhat they might be worth to amuseum or collector—but | personaly am prepared to
pay two million creditsfor them.”

“That'salot of money,” | said, impressed.
“They are very important to me,” hereplied.

“That ismy find question,” | said. “ The dephant itsalf has been dead for almost seven thousand years.
The tusks have been missing for dmost three thousand. Why are you so interested in them? What isit
about them that makes you willing to part with a veritable fortune to acquire them?’

“I don't think you would believe meif | told you,” said Mandaka.

“That isquite possible,” | replied. “But why don't you tel me and let me decide for mysdf?’
“When we know each other better, Mr. Rojas.”

“Isthat the only answer | am to be given?’ | asked.

“For themoment,” he said, rising to hisfeet and directing the chair back toitsorigina resting place. “I
don't wish to keep you from your work any longer, Mr. Rojas. | want you to be fresh when you begin
tracing thetusksthisevening.”

“How will | contact you if | find them?’ | asked.

“Iwill contactyou ,” he replied. He walked to the door, then turned to me. “1 cannot stresstoo greetly the
importance of finding them, Mr. Rojas. Y ou may well bethe last hope for the future of my race.”

“Your race?’ | repeated, puzzled. “But you areaMan.”
“l anadsoaMaasa,” he replied with both pride and sorrow. “Moreto the point, | am thelast Maasal.”
Then hewasgone.

It was many minutes before | went back to examining the holographs of the Horndemon.

* * % %

| returned to my office after dinner, closed my door, ordered the couch to take the shape of a contour
chair, and sprawled back oniit.

“A gentlevibration, please,” | said.



“Done,” replied the couch, as a pleasant tingle went through my body.
“And alittle heat in the smal of my back.”

“Done”

“And | think | would likeaview.”

Thewadl of my office suddenly became transparent, and the lights of the city flooded the room. My
clothing ingtantly adjusted its color, abandoning its bright indoor hues and becoming a sedate brown.

“Thank you,” | said. “ Computer?’

The crystal on my desk glowed brightly. “Ready,” it replied.

“Please recdl to memory my conversation this afternoon with Bukoba Mandaka.”
“Recaled.”

“Do you understand what | have been hired to do?’

“Y ou have been hired to locate the tusks of the anima known as the Kilimanjaro Elephant.”

“That is correct. To help me, you will have to access a secondary source, Since your own records stop
with the 409th edition. Based on your knowledge of the problem, which source would you suggest?’

“If thetusks are currently recorded, they will be registered with the Master Property Tax File on Deluros
VIII,” answered the computer.

“Evenif they're owned by atax-freeingditution such asamuseum?’
“Even tax-freeingtitutions are required by law to list their property.”

| considered it for amoment, then shook my heed. “Mandaka said | was hislast resort. If locating them
was that easy, held have found them dready.”

“It will take me less than two minutesto verify your concluson,” said the compuiter.
“Go ahead, but | think it'sawaste of time.”
“Checking...”

“Inthe meantime, | think 1'd better find out exactly what these tuskslook like, so I'll know them if | see
them. Have you any holographs on file?’

“No. But | do possess two photographs, both taken prior to the Galactic Era.”

“Let meseethem.”

Theimage of asmal black-and-white photograph suddenly appeared inthe ar just in front of me.
“Adjust my angle, please,” | said.

My contour chair gradualy became straight-backed.

“I need alarger imege, please.”



The photograph tripled in size. It was a picture of two white-clad men, each one supporting one of the
tusks, which towered far above them. The photograph faded, to be replaced by another one showing
them on display in amuseum.

“He must have been amongter,” | said, awestruck by the proportions of theivory.
“Hewas an dephant,” replied my very literal computer.

“I meant that he must have been enormous,” | explained.

“Unknown.”

“Unknown?’ | repeated, puzzled. “How can that be unknown?’

“Therecords areincomplete,” replied the computer. The second photograph vanished, to be replaced by
theElephants, African page from the 409th Terran edition of Records of Big Game. “Please note,” it
continued, “that neither the date of death nor the identity of the hunter is recorded. Furthermore, every
other elephant listed was measured for height at the shoulder and body length from tip of trunk to tip of
tail, but no measurements exist for the Kilimanjaro Elephant.”

“What about earlier editions?’ | asked.

“The dataismissang from al editions.”

“Including the one that was contemporaneous with the e ephant?’
“Theat is correct.”

| pondered the computer's remarks for amoment. “ So nobody knew anything about the el ephant even
when we were gill Earthbound, and the ivory completely disappeared three thousand years ago,” | said
withasigh. “1 hope I'm being paid enough for thisjob.”

“Reporting ... The Magter Personal Property Tax file on Deluros VI has no listing for the Kilimanjaro
Elephant'stusks.”

“I didnt think it would,” | said. A private aircar shoneitslightsinto the office, practicaly blinding me, and
the wdl immediately changed from trangparent to trand ucent, while the color of my clothing adjusted
accordingly. “All right,” | said &t lagt. “Let's start with what we know about theivory. Please give meits
history sinceitsfirst gppearance.”

“The tusks were purchased by an American company at an auction on anidand caled Zanzibar in 1898
A.D. They were shipped to England, where the British Museum purchased the larger onein 1899 A.D.
The smaller was sold and resold many times before the British Museum acquired it in 1932 A.D. They
remained in the British Museum until 2057 A.D., when they were donated to the Republic of Kenyaand
placed in the National Museum at Nairobi. In 2845 A.D. they were removed from Earth and transferred
to the Natura History Museum on New Kenya. They disappeared in 16 G.E., appeared briefly on Alpha
Bednari in 882 G.E., disappeared for another eight centuries, and then regppeared on the Outer Frontier
in 1701 G.E., in the persona collection of Maasai Laibon. They remained the property of Maasai
Laibon's descendants until 3042 G.E., when Tembo Laibon lost possession of them and our records
cease. According to Bukoba Mandaka, Tembo Laibon lost them in a card game to awoman known as
the Iron Duchess, but | cannot verify this.”

“That'svery curious,” | mused. “I wonder if there's a connection?’



“I do not understand,” said the computer.

“Didn't Bukoba Mandaka say that he wasaMaasai 7’

“Checking ... Verified.”

“And one of the owners of the tuskswas Maasal Laibon. Could they berelated?’
“I must use a secondary sourceto verify that.”

“Please do. And whileyou're at it, find out exactly what aMaasai is”

“Checking ... “ Therewas apause of dmost two minutes. “ Due to incomplete records, | cannot definitely
verify the connection. However, thereis a 98.37% probability that Bukoba Mandaka is a descendant of
Maasa Laibon.”

“Pleaseexplan.”

“There were lessthan 2,500 Maasai extant during Maasal Laibon'slifetime, and their numbers have
decreased dragtically during the past four millennia. Sinceitisarigid Maasa socid custom to procreate
only with other Maasal, the probability of ahereditary relationship between Maasai Labon and Bukoba
Mandakais 98.37%.”

“WhatisaMaasai?' | asked.

“Before the advent of the Galactic Era, humanity was divided into numerous socia or political groups,
each with its own customs and identity. The Maasai were one of 2,103 such groups inhabiting the
continent of Africa”

“| dso notice that Maasai Laibon and Tembo Laibon bear the same family name, but that Bukoba
Mandaka does not,” | remarked.

“Labon isnot aname, but rather atitle. Inthe extinct Terran didect of Swahili, Maasa Laibon means
King or Chief of the Maasai, and Tembo Laibon means King or Chief of the Elephants.”

“Does Bukoba Mandaka mean anything in Swahili?’
“No.”
| pondered theinformation | had been given.

“So,” | said, “if Bukoba Mandakais a descendant of Maasai Laibon and Tembo Laibon, can we safely
conclude that the Maasai have been interested in the ivory for more than 4,500 years?’

“No,” answered the computer. “Y ou can draw such aconclusion only of those Maasai who actudly
possessed the ivory between 1701 G.E. and 3042 G.E.”

“But you noted the paucity of their numbers. Doesn't it seem meaningful that the Maasal are so intimately
connected with theivory's history?’

“Not necessarily. We do not know how or why Maasai Laibon obtained possession of it, but it isworth
agreat ded of money. It is possible that the family retained possession of it only to increase its market
vaue”

“| disagree,” | said. “Mandaka doesn't want to sl it; hewantstobuy it.” | paused and frowned. “1 wish |



knew why.”
“| possessinaufficient datato offer an answer.”

“I know,” | sadwithasigh. “Oh, well, thisisadl very interesting, but it's not getting us any closer tothe
ivory. | think we'd better get to work. Let me have some music, please; perhapsit will help meto think.”

“Have you apreference?’
“Greddharrz, plesse”

The room was suddenly filled with the atond rhythms and intricate light patterns of Greddharrz's
misnamed Fourteenth Symphony—her first twelve had never been performed—and | ordered my chair
to conform to the contours of my body once more. Ordinarily | don't like alien music, especidly from the
Canphor system, but this piece was an exception. The incessant percussion and carefully controlled
dissonances aways seemed to stimulate my adrendine, and it wasthe piece | invariably chosewhen |
was plotting a plan of attack for a unique research problem.

| sat motionless for perhaps five minutes, sorting out al the probabl e approaches, then ordered the chair
to cometo rest on the gently undulating carpet.

“Stop,” | said, and the music and light patternsimmediately ceased. “How much of your tota capacity is
under my control until the morning?”

“83.97%, as of thismoment. When [ finish verifying datafor the 36th Sigma Draconis edition, which will
take another 53 minutes, 85.22% of my capacity will be at your disposa until nine o'clock tomorrow
morning.”

“Good,” | said. “We're going to need every bit of it. First of al, | want you to accessthe Main Library
Computer at Deluros VIII1.”

“There are 127 billion volumes on filein the Main Library Computer,” it noted. “I1t will take 17 daysfor
me to scan the entire collection.”

“I know,” | replied. “But we don't have any leads, so we need avery general source. There could bea
reference to theivory in apersonal memoir, an auction catalog, a museum brochure, a—"

“| ascertained this afternoon that no museum has asked us to authenticate the tusks since the appearance
of the 409th edition,” interrupted the compuiter.

“Not every museum asks usto authenticate its exhibits” | pointed out. “Nor do dl aien worlds register
their possessions with the Master Property Tax File. In fact, the Bureau of Property Tax has been
centralized on Deluros V111 for only four centuries, so even human museums wouldn't have reported
ownership of theivory there prior to 5900 G.E.”

“Noted.”

“| want you to begin by accessing dl listings of art and biologica collectionsfor the past millennium, and
then, in order, dl auction catalogs, dl histories and studies of the Maasai, of Africa, and of Terran fauna
If you don't find what we're looking for, then access each of those subjectsin 500-year increments back
to 3042 G.E. | dso want you smultaneoudy to search for any mention of Tembo Laibon and the Iron
Duchess, which means you must scan al accounts of the Outer Frontier beginning at—Iet me think—oh,

| imagine about 3030 G.E. If you finish accessing dl of these subjects without success, then begin amore
generd search through al non-fiction volumesin the Master Library Computer.” | paused. “1 also want



you to scan al recent newstapes and eectronic mediafor any mention or holograph of theivory.”

“Please define ‘ recent’.

“Within the past three years” | said. “ Anything older than that isdready on filein the Master Library
Computer.”

“Have you any further ingructions, or shal | begin?

“Not just yet,” | said. “Weve only covered the broad-based approach. Now let's seeif we can't get a
little more specific.” | paused to clarify my thoughts. “We know that the ivory was on the Outer Frontier
in 3042 G.E. We have no ideahow many people have owned it in the intervening three millennia, but |
think we can safely assume that sooner or later it must have comeinto the possession of someone who
understood itstrue value. Therefore, | want you to scan al insurance records since 3042 G.E.; someone,
somewhere had to insure the tusks. Now,” | added, “the ivory isaunique property, o begin your search
with those insurance companies that were most likely to cover such anitem. If you are unsuccessful, then
scan the records of dl the remaining insurance companies.”

“Not al insurance records are accessibleto me,” said the compuiter.

“Everything during the Democracy and the Oligarchy should be amatter of public record,” | replied. “If
you reach the Monarchy without any success, let me know and I'll try to arrange access.”

“Correction.”
“Yes?Wha isit?’
“Y ou used the word Monarchy. The proper term is Commonwedlth.”

“I stand corrected,” | said. “However, | should dert you to the fact that Monarchy isaterm that isused
quite frequently in the dectronic media, and isfor al practica purposes synonymouswith
Commonwedth.”

“Regigered.”

“That'sal. Please access and scan dl these sources smultaneoudy.”

“Doing so will add considerably to thetime it takes me to complete any of them,” noted the compurter.
“It can't be helped,” | said. “Proceed.”

“Working...”

The crystal darkened asthe computer busied itself accessing various sources, and | 1eft the office and
went down the hall to the commissary, where | had acup of teaand scanned the evening newstapes. |
returned almost two hours later, found that the crystal was still dark, and decided to take anap.

The computer woke me at five o'clock in the morning.

“Duncan Rojas,” it repeated over and over, less gently each time.

| sat up, rubbed my eyes, and saw that the crystal was glowing again.
-



“I havelocated theivory, circa4375 G.E.”

“Which source?’ | asked, curious.

“It waslisted on an insurance premium, paid to the Blessbull Agency by Euphrates Pym of Szandor 11.”
“Szandor 11? That's on the Inner Frontier, isn't it?’

“yes”

“How did theivory get dl the way from the Rim to the Core?’

“| possessinaufficient datato answer that question.”

“Then bring up al the datathat the Main Library Computer possesses on Euphrates Pym,” | instructed it.
“I want to know who he was, what he did, where he lived, and how he came into possession of the

Ivory.”
“Working...”

2. THE GRAVEROBBER (4375 G.E.)

| had been many places and done many thingsin my long life. | had seen the Victoria Falls, which
men called Mosi-o-Tunya, The Smoke That Thunders, and | had grazed on the slopes of Mount
Kenya, where God lives. | had descended into the Ngorongoro Crater, and | had crossed the
Mountains of the Moon. Always | stayed away from the places were men dwelled, and rarely did |
hunger for food or thirst for water.

| had lived through six droughts, and when the long rains did not come | tested the wind for ten
daysin arow and could find no moisturein it. I knew, as the other animals did not, that the grass
would shrivel and die and the Uaso Nyiro River would run dry before the rains came again, and
so | turned my head to the south and began my trek to stay ahead of the wrath of the high African
sun.

* * * %

The holographic screen flickered to life.

“Sir,” said Fletcher, “are you quite certain that you want to watch this?’
“I'm quite certain that I don't ,” growled Boris Jablonski irritably.
“Then—"

“I've got to know what he'sworking on, don't I'?”

“We have three spiesin hisemploy,” Hetcher pointed out patiently. “We know everything he's doing and
everything he's planning to do.”

“But | don't know what he's going to say about mein front of 200 million people.”
“Why should you care?’
“Damnit!” sngpped Jablonski. “If you can't be quiet and let me listen, then leave the room!”

Fletcher sghed and concentrated on theimage hovering in front of them.



A small, dapper man, sporting a neatly-trimmed beard and athick shock of gray hair, sat comfortably on
ashining chair, facing an earnest-looking young worman.

“And now,” said the voice of an unseen announcer, “for the science section of our broadcast, our own
Elizabeth Keene hastraveled dl to way to Bdlini VI to bring you an exclusive interview with the famed
Armchair Archaeologist, Euphrates Pym.”

“Thisisindeed arare pleasure, Dr. Pym,” gushed Elizabeth Keene. “1 know how infrequently you
consent to speak with the press.”

“No more than once aweek,” muttered Jablonski, glaring at the image before him.

“It'struethat I'm avery busy man,” said Pym easily, “but snce | am working on mankind's behdf, |
realize my obligation to keep the public informed of my progress.”

“You are ill involved with the exploration of the Rhise Empire, are you not?’

Henodded. “ That is correct. It's afascinating culture. Were just now starting to comprehend it, and |
fee we may be on the verge of some mgjor breakthroughs.”

“Have you been to their home planet?’ she asked.
“Rhise Prime? Of course. In fact, I've just returned from there.”

“I meant no offense,” said Elizabeth Keene hadtily. “It'sjust that dmost everyoneis aware of theway in
which you discovered it.”

“Inwhich hestole it!” growled Jablonski.
“I| was very fortunate,” said Pym. “A lot of the groundwork had been done for me.”

“Still, it was you who put everything together and made what may be the most important archaeol ogical
discovery since the dawn of the Galactic Era,” said Elizabeth Keene, as Jablonski muttered an obscenity.

“Well, how important it isremainsto be seen,” protested Pym, though his expression |eft no doubt in the
viewers mindsthat he fully agreed with her.

“Perhaps you would tell our viewers exactly how you deduced the existence and location of Rhise
Prime?’

“Gladly,” sad Pymwith asmile. “About ten years ago | read a paper that piqued my curiogty. It seems
that Professor Boris Jablonski of Spectralll had spent about aquarter of a century examining various
cultureson that Spiral Arm of the galaxy which includes Earth, and he had made some curious, if tentative
and fragmentary, findings”

“Therewas nothingtentative about them!” snapped Jablonski at Pym'simage.

“He had discovered that eight different planetary cultures on the Arm possessed some fifteen wordsin
common,” continued Pym. “Not al fifteen words appeared on each of the planets, but every planet had
at least four of these words in common with six or more of the other planets.”

“Y ou mean that the words sounded dike?”

“Within the limitations of each race to produce smilar sounds. Moreto the point, theymeant the same
thing on each planet. It was an excdlent piece of preliminary work, and I commend Professor Jablonski



forit.”
“Thanksfor nothing!” muttered Jablonski.

“I had been totally unaware of Professor Jablonski'swork until | read his paper. Init, he stated that these
words, these concoctions of sound, had arisen smultaneoudy, and that there may well be some
ingtinctive reaction to various objects that causes sentient life to come up with approximately the same
soundswhen describing it.”

“It wasonly asuggestion!” yelled Jablonski. “1 mentioned it as one of many posshbilities”

“Wadl,” continued Pym, “I was familiar with one of the cultures he mentioned, the Boroni of BetaKamos
IV, and | knew that their vocal mechanisms were so different from the more humanoid races that
Professor Jablonski had mentioned that it would literally be painful for them to voice some of the sounds
that werelisted.”

“Ipointed that out!” snarled Jablonski, jerking hisarm free from FHetcher's gently restraining grasp.

“Themore thought about it,” said Pym, “the more | became convinced that these words had originated
outside the Boroni's culture. Thisled meto examine the other races, and anumber of exobiologists
concurred that the lips of the Ptree of Phoenix 11 were structured in such amanner that at least one of
these sounds probably hadn't evolved in their culture, and must have been introduced. Armed with this
information, | met with Boris Jablonski on his home world, and weissued ajoint paper in which we
concluded that arace about which we as yet knew nothing had once established an empire out on the
Spird Arm, and thatthat was how these words happened to bein use on so many worlds.”

“And you were roundly castigated by your colleagues for legping to such aconclusion,” noted Elizabeth
Keene.

“Peoplewill tdl you that scientists are the first to accept new ideas,” said Pym with a superior smile.
“Don't you believeit.”

“What happened next?’
“Professor Jablonski continued hisfield work, and | went home and thought about it.”
“And came up with the right answer,” said Elizabeth Keene.

“Let'snot belittle Professor Jablonski's contribution,” said Pym. “He was following the accepted
procedure.”

“Condescension!” snapped Jablonski. “What | hate most about that man is his condescension!”

“| elected not to join Professor Jablonski. | felt that we had aready proven the existence of a star-faring
race on the Arm, and—"

“Though not to your colleagues satisfaction,” sheinterrupted.
“Tomy satisfaction,” replied Pym. “One must please onesdf firdt.”
“Goddamned egomaniac!” muttered Jablonski.

“Anyway, | went home, had my computer project amap of the Arm, marked those planets where the
common words had appeared, and tried to draw some conclusions.” He paused for dramatic effect.
“And themore | sudied it, the more | became convinced, based on the lines of expansion, the necessary



supply linesif they had received any military opposition, the fact that they had to be an oxygen-breathing
race since al the planetsin question were inhabited by carbon-based oxygen-breathers, that something
was very wrong.” He paused. “ Y ou see, you require acertain type of star to produce an oxygen planet
capable of supporting carbon-based life—but | couldn't find the right type of star anywhere near where it
logicaly should have been. The nearest oxygen planet had too high aradiation level to supportany form
of life, and the nearest life-supporting planet was more than 800 light-years avay.”

“That was Principia, wasn't it?” she asked.
13 YS”

“And the genera assumption among those few scientists who supported your views was that Principia
wasthe logica home planet of the star-faring race that you sought.”

“Y es, especidly after the discovery of the ruins of asentient civilization there, ahumanoid race that had
exterminated itsdf in aseries of devastating wars dmost 60 millenniaago.” He shrugged. “I rgjected it
amog immediately.”

“Why?

“Hirgt, because there were six inhabited oxygen worlds within 200 light-years of Principia. If the
Principians sought after empire, why did they ignore these worlds and expand in adirection that would be
much more difficult for them? Even if they eventudly planned to control the entire Spird Arm, smple
logic decreed that they would conquer and consolidate those worlds that were closest to home before
expanding 800, and occasiondly 1,400, light-yearsinto the Arm.” He paused. “ The second reason was
even more basic: there were no traces of the Principian civilization on any of Professor Jablonski's
worlds. Surdly they couldn't al have rushed hometo diein ahideouswar.”

“But there are no remnants of any alien race on any of theworlds,” she pointed ot.

“That's the primary reason most of our colleagues rejected our hypothesis,” hereplied. “Y et it became
the key to the puzzle”

“How?

“I kept studying that map, trying to reason things out. | had my computer work out anumber of military
smulations, and | finaly decided that the only way | could accept Principiaasthe origin of therace we
sought would be if the planet existed in the vicinity of Adhara, which of course was not the case. Adhara
isavery young, very large blue star, which will eventudly die asablack hole. It has only one planet, a
world with an atmosphere that is dmaost 85% helium: the planet couldn't possibly support carbon-based
life, or even chlorine or methane-breathers. In fact, it wastoo young to have evolved any form of life with
which we are acquainted.” He stared thoughtfully at the camera, asif he was once again considering al
the diverse dements of the problem.

“He always pauses here,” complained Jablonski, “so his audience has time to appreciate the magnitude of
hispiddling little breskthrough.”

“So | spent another month trying to make some sense out of the data,” Pym continued at last, “and the
more | studied it, the more | kept coming back to Adhara. Logistically, it wasfar and away the most
likely home for arace which had conquered those planets—and suddenly | realized why we hadn't found
any remnants of that race. If they weren't oxygen-breathers, then Jablonski's planets were probably mere
outposts, convenient refuding depots and the like, and their mgor expansion would be among other
helium worlds. They probably stationed only avery smal number of technicians on the oxygen worlds,



and astheir empire began contracting or collapsing for whatever reason, these would be the first worlds
to be abandoned.”

Pym smiled wryly. “Y ou must redize that up to that moment we had never encountered arace that
evolved on ahelium planet, nor alife-bearing planet of any type orbiting ablue giant. Both were
considered beyond the realm of possibility.” He paused. “1 was removed from my postion at the
university when | published thishypothesis”

“And then what happened?’

“I had only one course open to me. | took my savings, plus every credit | could beg or borrow, and sent
an expedition to Adharas planet. | only had enough money to equip a six-man team for 23 days—and
snce | had recently fractured aleg, | myself remained at home. | suggested the most likely placesto look,
kept in constant contact via subspace tightbeam—and the rest is history. Nineteen days later they came
upon thefirg artifacts of the Rhise civilization, and the planet officidly became Rhise Prime.” He amiled
modestly. “ They wanted to name it after me, but | wouldn't allow it.” He paused. “As| had deduced,
their empire congsted primarily of helium planets. The planets Professor Jablonski had linked together
were merely logistical conveniences, nothing more.”

“And that's how you became the Armchair Archaeologist,” she concluded admiringly.
“That's how he used my work and took al the credit for it!” muttered Jablonski.
“That'satitlethe presshasgiven me,” hereplied. “ Actudly, | get out in the field whenever | can.”

“Since you are the acknowledged authority on Rhise Prime and the Rhise Empire, perhaps you can tell us
what has been learned thus far about the Rhise people?’

“We dtill don't know very much about them,” admitted Pym. “They wereavery unusud lifeform, of
course, and now that we've been able to reconstruct their line of expansion, we've determined that there
were at least three other helium-bresthing races, my own guessistha wewill eventualy discover
upwards of adozen just within the Spird Arm.” He paused. “ Unfortunately, there are no survivors of any
of these races, and since the Rhise people seemed to fight wars of extermination rather than conquest,
we've been able to learn dmaost nothing about their victims. My own guessisthat the Rhise people,
redizing that Adharawould soon go supernovaand destroy their planet, sought living space rather than
empirein the more traditiona sense of the word, and smply eiminated any race they found on those
planets they wished to colonize. It's probably also the reason they did not destroy the populations of the
oxygen worlds they conquered; they had no use for such worlds.”

“Elementary,” said Jablonski. “1 pointed that out five years ago.”
“Whatever became of the Rhise people?’ asked Elizabeth Keene.

“We don't know,” admitted Pym. “But since al the helium planets they colonized have since been
abandoned, thereis every possibility that they have findly found their utopia, and are dtill out there
somewhere waiting for usto discover them.”

“Isthat redly possible?’ she asked.

“Certainly. Man has aways expanded toward the core of the galaxy, continuoudy pushing back the Inner
Frontier. Welve actudly done rdatively little exploration among the worlds of the Spird Arm.”

“And that's dl weve learned about the Rhise civilization?’



“Y ou must remember that | only deduced their existencefive yearsago,” said Pym with amodest smile.
“We were fortunate enough to discover what has come to be called the Rhise Document two years ago.”

“The Rhise Document?’ she repeated.

“Y ou might say that it isthe Rhise equivaent to the Rosetta Stone, but,” he added unhappily, “our
lingui stics experts have made very little progresson it thusfar.”

“Word hasit that you will shortly be making amgor announcement of even grester import than the
discovery of the Rhise Document,” said Elizabeth Keene. “ Can you give our audience ahint of what it
is?’

“I believethat there is an excellent chance that the Rhise people visited the Earth some millenniabefore
Man achieved spaceflight.”

“Y ou've found traces of the Rhise Empire on Earth?’ she asked excitedly. “Were they the ancient
adronautsthat till exist in somelegends?”’

He smiled and shook his head. “No to both questions. We've found no evidence, asyet, of avisitation to
Earth by the Rhise people or any other diens.”

“Then why do you fed that we were visted by them?’

“There are certain areas in Earth's past—certain incidents, certain artifacts—that could best be explained
by an dien vistation. And Earth was directly in the Rhise Empiresline of expansion.”

“And thisiswhat you hope to announce?’ she said triumphantly. “It seemsto methat you've just
announced it, Dr. Pym.”

“Thereisadifference between expressing ahope and presenting irrefutable evidence,” hereplied. “Asl
mentioned, we've made very little progress trand ating the Rhise Document, but what little we have
learned leads me to bdlieve that the remains of alarge structure we recently discovered on Rhise Prime
may have once been amuseum. If thisisindeed the case, and if we can find any artifactsthat originated
on Earth, we will have proven my theory just as surely asif we found a Rhise artifact on Earth.”

“And the Armchair Archaeologist will have added yet another brilliant triumph to his career,” she said
admiringly.

“If so, it'satriumph | must share with my field workers” said Pym magnanimoudly. “And let's not forget
Professor Jablonski, whose initial work set the entire processin motion.”

“God!” muttered Jablonski. “| think | hate him most when he thanks me!”

“And what advice have you for any young peoplein our audience who may hope for acareer in—"
“Enough!” bellowed Jablonski, and Fletcher deactivated the computer.

Jablonski jumped to hisfeet and began staking furioudy around his office.

“Thegdl of that man!” hefumed. “Sitting in the Chair of Archaeology on Sdlicall, the chair that should
have beenmine! Convincing the foundations that had aways funded me to becomehis benefactors
instead! And why? All because of one lucky guess!”

“Y ou're getting too excited, Sr,” said Fletcher gently. “Why not Sit down and try to relax?’



“Sit down where?” thundered Jablonski. “ He'sthe Armchair Archaeologist, not mel”
“Pease, Professor.”

“That smug, pompous son of abitch!” continued Jablonski. “He can't even write a proper scientific

“1 know, gr.”

“So what happens? Some publisher pays him five million creditsfor atotaly inaccurate, totally
unscientific account of the Rhise civilization, and the works of better, more thorough men languish unreed
in computer libraries!”

“It happened along time ago, Sir,” said Hetcher. “ And you've gone on from triumph to triumph.”

“All eclipsed by one lucky guessl” snapped Jablonski. “And he'still cashinginonit! Look at what
happens when they run a science segment for the public. Do they ask Wanamaker, whose work on the
Rim has even surpassed Rosenschweig's? Do they ask Hayakawa, who isworking on Earth itself, and
has discovered avirtualy intact Incan temple? Do they ask me? No! They ask the mad guesser!”

Suddenly breathless, he walked over to his chair, which rose up to meet him, collgpsed oniit, and glared
sullenly at the spot where Pym'simage had been.

“Please, Sr,” said FHetcher. “Y ou can't keep torturing yoursdlf like this. Y ou know what your doctor told
you.”

“My doctor doesn't have to see the man who destroyed his career on the holo every week.”

“Now, that's sSmply not an accurate statement, Sir,” said Fletcher. “ Y ou've had avery successful career.
Y ou are one of the most respected archaeologistsin the Oligarchy. Y our works are standard reading in
amos every academic indtitution.”

Jablonski shook his head. “It doesn't matter. That man has destroyed me. | spent elghteen years on the
Arm, making theinitial discoveries, correlaing my data, testing my conclusons. | was no more than five
years away from proving that the Rhise people were helium breathers—provingit with rigorous scientific
logic, not guessing &t it because | wastoo lazy and too vain to dirty my handsin the field—and thenhe
came dong. He forced me to publish before | was ready and made us both laughing-stocks among our
peers—and then, when he made his guess, when we were actudly proved right, onlyhis reputation was
restored.” Jablonski paused for breath. “If | hadn't discovered the remains of the Korbb culturein the
Wisnasystem, I'dstill belooking for a college that would trust me to head its Archaeology Department.”

“But youdid discover it,” said Fletcher soothingly. “So why do you let Euphrates Pym upset you like
this?”

“Because they dill think he knowswhat he's doing!” snapped Jablonski. “ They ill think intuitionisan
acceptable substitute for hard work!”

“Not everyonethinks so, Sir.”

Jablonski got to hisfeet again and walked to acrystal shelf that hovered above the floor just beside his
desk.

“Look at these!” he said, gesturing to the elght thick leather-bound books that rested upon the shelf.
“They condtitute 43 years of careful, methodica work. They are the result of going out into the field and



examining thingsfor mysdlf, not Stting at home and theorizing. They arethe sum total of my life” He
paused. “Pym sdlls more books and disks in aweek than | have sold in dmost hdf acentury.”

“Popularity isn't necessarily abarometer of merit,” Fletcher pointed out. “Dr. Pym knows how to
manipulate the media, so of course his salesreflect his publicity. That doesn't necessarily mean that he's
made any lagting contribution to thefield of archaeology.”

“Fool!” muttered Jablonski. He walked to a viewing bubble that overlooked the sted-and-glass enclosed
campus and stared down at the passing students. “Y ou don't understand at all.”

“I beg your pardon, Sr?’

“Hehas made a contribution!” said Jablonski in exasperation. “ The discovery of Rhise Prime and the
Rhise Document were the most important archaeologica events of the century. That's why the manisso
dangerous!”

“I don't think | follow you, Sr.”

“Hehasvirtually discredited the scientific method,” explained Jablonski as he turned back to face his
assgtant. “We arein danger of being overrun by averitable hoard of sdf-proclaimed Intuitive
Archaeologists.” He made adisgusted face. “It's so muchcleaner than digging through the muck of a
chlorineworld, so mucheasier than spending years andyzing and reassembling asingle dien artifact. Pym
doesit that way, and he discovered Rhise Prime, S0 it must be the mogt effective method.” Hisface
became amask of unreasoning fury. “Wemust discredit this man beforeit istoo late!”

“I redlly think you are overestimating hisimportance, Sr,” said Fleicher.

“I am not!” screamed Jablonski. Hisface turned red, his breathing became harsh and |abored, and
Fletcher helped him back to hischair.

“Areyou dl right, 9r?’

“I'll befine,” said Jablonski weakly. “Y ou see, Fletcher? He's not only destroyed my reputation; he's
even ruined my hedth.”

“Shdl | cal your doctor?’

Jablonski shook hishead. “I just need to calm down for amoment.” He took a deep breath and exhaled
it dowly. “I know that you fed thisisapersona vendetta,” he said at last, “but it's much more than that.
If Euphrates Pym is not discredited, he will by implication discredit everything the rest of usare
attempting to do.”

“Hewill be discredited when the Rhise museum turns out not to have any human artifacts,” predicted
Fetcher.

“No,” said Jablonski. “He worded that statement very carefully. Hehoped to be able to prove that the
Rhise people had visited Earth; he never said he had proof postive.”

“Stll, it will bethefirst time he's guessed wrong about them,” said Hetcher. “Perhgpsthat will tarnish his
image”
“Ifheswrong.”

“I ran dl the data through the computer this morning, just as you instructed me to, and the computer gives



him only a2.3% chance of being correct.”
“It would have given him less chance than that about the location of Rhise Prime,” said Jablonski.
“Surely you haven't changed your opinion!”

“About Earth never having been visited? Certainly not. Five thousand years of research would have
turned upsomething if Earth had been a Rhise outpost.”

“Then hell be proven wrong,” said FHetcher with conviction.

“Hell wriggle out of it somehow,” replied Jablonski with equal conviction. “Hell smile, point out the
fdlacy of groundlesstheorizing, and then come up with abrand new groundless theory about why the
Rhise people never bothered landing on Earth. And they'll heap more honors on him, and helll get the
Menesco grant that I've been promised, and helll useit to hire away my expedition leader.” Jablonski
snorted contemptuoudy. “Hell probably be making an offer toyou before much longer.”

“Y ou have my completeloydty, Sr,” said Fetcher promptly.

“Aslong as | make you my successor,” said Jablonski. “No, don't bother to deny it. A man's got to look
out for himself—and you're the best assistant 1've ever had. Y ou deserve to succeed me.”

“Thank you, Sr. I'm most flattered that you think so.”

“I just hope this damned department is worth having by the time you get control of it. Therésonly so
much money to be spent in our field, and the more Pym gets his hands on, the lessthereisfor the rest of
us.” He paused. “Damnt! If only | could be sure!”

“Sure of what, Sr?’
“Sure that he'swrong about Earth.”

“But asyou pointed out, it doesn't make any difference. He hasn't actualy stated that the Rhise people
vigted the Earth; he merdly suggested it.”

“Butif Iknew , knew for sure ... “ Jablonski'svoicetrailed off, while Fletcher merely stared at him,
unableto follow histrain of thought. Suddenly Jablonski sat upright, seemingly energized by someinner
hatred of hisriva. “Tell Modell that | want to speak to him.”

“Hemay be unavailable,” suggested Fletcher.

“I don't pay him to be unavailable!” snagpped Jablonski.
“Shdl | scramble the message?”’

“| don't care what you do. Just put me in touch with him.”

Fletcher activated one of the computers. “ Code Blue-Four,” he said. “Have Moddl contact Home
Bae”

“Spy stuff!” snorted Jablonski. “Just tell him | want to talk to him.”

“It's spy stuff precisay because heisaspy,” replied Fletcher patiently. “And if our messageis
intercepted, we don't want the Pym expedition to know who sent it.”



“They'll know.”
“Nevertheless, it seems areasonable precaution.”

Jablonski muttered something beneath his breath and settled back to await the transmission. Twenty
minutes later the image of a craggy, unshaven face appeared in the air above the computer.

“Modél here”

“Thisis—" began Jablonski, but stopped short as Fletcher made a frantic gesture. “Y ou know who this
is”

“Pleaseincrease your gain,” said Modél. “1'm in amodule about 50 feet below the ground. Theresahell
of astorm whipping across the surface, and it's cregting alot of static.”

“How far dong areyou?’ asked Jablonski, after instructing the computer to boost itssignd.
“We're probably aweek to ten days from entering the building.”
“How many doors?’

“Six, dl sedled—and the seals aren't like anything I've ever seen before. It could take an extraweek just
to bresk one of them.”

Jablonski frowned. “Arethewallsal intact?”

Modell shook his head. “It doesn't have wallsin the normal sense of theword, Sir.”
“Whatdoes it have?’

Modédll looked uneasy. “I'm not surel can explainit, Sir.”

“Makethe effort. That'swhat I'm paying you for.”

“It looks like atesseract, if that makes any sense.”

“A tesseract?’ repeated Jablonski.

“A hypotheticd four-dimensond structure.”

“I know what it is,” snapped Jablonski. “I'm just trying to envision it.”

“It's pretty strange,” offered Modéll.

“Isthe building intact?’ asked Jablonski.

“yYes”

“And it'sdefinitdy amuseum?’

“It seemsjugt about certain.”

“I assume Pymwill be there with the press when you findly bregk the seals”
“That'swhat I'm told.”

“And nobody goesin ahead of him?’



“It'shisexpedition,” replied Moddl with ashrug.
“Isthere any way in other than through the doors?’

“There are no other openings, if that'swhat you mean. No windows, no loading docks, nothing like that.”
He paused. “ A couple of the people here think there might be away around breaking the door sedls by
using the structure of the tesseract itsdlf, but they haven't figured out how.”

“Why don't they ask their computer?

“For dl | know they have,” answered Modell. “Either it couldn't come up with an answer, or they didn't
like the answer they got.” He paused. “It doesn't make any difference, anyway. Theword isthat Pym
plansto bresk the seal and go through the door; | guess they're making adocumentary holo out of it.”

“| want you to transmit a holograph of the structure to meimmediately,” said Jablonski. “ Canyou do it?’
113 YSH

“Good,” said Jablonski. He broke the connection and turned to Fletcher. “Can you be ready to leave
tomorrow?’

“For where?’

“Rhise Prime, of course.”

“| suppose s0,” replied Fletcher, puzzled.

“Good.”

“Canyou tdl mewhat thisisall about?’ asked Fletcher.

“Discrediting that pompous ass!” snapped Jablonski. “Haven't you listened to what |'ve been saying?
Computer!” he rasped.

“Yes?' said the computer.

“This morning, based on the data Fletcher gave you, you estimated that the likelihood of the Rhise people
ever having visted the Earth was 2.3%, isthat correct?’

“2.302%, to be precise.”

“What doesthat figure become if the Rhise Prime museum has no mention of Earth and no Terran
atifacts of any kind?’

“Thefigure becomes 0.738%,” responded the compuiter.

“Good. Have you received atransmission of aholograph from Rhise Prime in the past 60 seconds?’
“I amjudt recelving one now.”

“ Access the math department's library.”

“Accessng ... done.”

“Does the holograph depict a building in the form of atesseract?’



“Thet is correct.”

“I want you to find out from our library what ingtitution is doing the most advanced theoretical work on
tesseracts. Then accessits math and physicslibraries, plusdl unclassfied research materid, and
determine whether or not thereisaway of entering the building in the holograph without bresking the
sedson the doors.”

“Working ... Accessing ... “ The computer fell silent for dmost ninety seconds. “ Thereisatheoretica
means of ingress.”

“Please explain the word theoretical as used in this context.”

“It meansthat, in theory, ingressis possible. However, in practice, | cannot certify that such ingress
would not befata to living tissue, dedling asit doeswith inter-dimensiond transt.”

“Could arobot gain ingress and remain in working order?’
“Working ... probably.”

“What isthe likelihood of such arobot continuing to function?
“86.241%.”

“And thelikelihood of its returning unharmed?’

“86.241%,” repeated the computer. “If entering the building does not disableit, leaving by the same
meanswill not disableit.”

“Deactivate,” said Jablonski. He turned to Fletcher, his eyeswild with excitement. “By God, I've got him!
I'vefindly got the son of abitch!”

* k% k %

Jablonski and Fletcher entered the museum'’s complex of storerooms, dl of which displayed their usua
flurry of energy and activity. The older man led his assistant past those rooms that were devoted to the
cultures of the Inner and Outer Frontiers, circled around the complicated maze of interconnected cubicles
that had been set asde for the study of the more heavily populated areas of the galaxy, and findly came
to the large room that housed the most recently-arrived items from the Spiral Arm.

Jablonski immediately began walking up and down the long aides of the storeroom, nodding an
occasond greeting to the staff members who were busily brushing, cleaning, reconstructing, and
otherwise working on literdly hundreds of itemsthat the university had not yet catal oged.

They passed the Mydtic Vase of Vaerium VI, which had been the direct cause of three mgjor warsin
the dim antiquity of that distant planet, and skirted around the five stones the museum had acquired from
New Paraguay's M osque of the Honored Dead. Jablonski stopped to examine a minute piece of pottery,
then held it to hisnogtrils and inhaled deeply. Heloved the smdll and thefed of antiquity, the thrill of
recongtructing the comprehensve whole of acivilization from the tiniest fragments, the sight of stray bits
and pieces Stting on tables awaiting classification. He took a certain justifiable pride in the museum's
public displays, but it was here, where thereal work was done, that he wastruly in his eement.

“Exactly what are we looking for?” asked Fletcher, as Jablonski paused to look into asmal cylindrical
sculpture from Aldebaron XII1.

“Something from Earth,” replied Jablonski.



“We have agas mask from World War | on display in the East Wing,” volunteered Fletcher. “ And we
also have amatched pair of Amerind headdresses, aswell as—"

Jablonski shook his head. “I know what we havel” he said gruffly.

“Then | must ask you to be more explicit, Sir,” said FHetcher.

“I want something fromhere ,” said Jablonski.

“From here?’ repeated Fletcher, gesturing about the room.

“Something that hasn't been cataloged yet.”

“What did you havein mind?’

“| don't care, aslong asit's from Earth and the museum'’s computer doesn't have arecord of it.”
Suddenly Fletcher's eyeswidened. “Now | understand!” he exclaimed.

“It certainly took you long enough,” said Jablonski irritably. “Now, pleasetry to keep your voice down.”
“You'regoing to sdt Rhise Prime!” whispered Fletcher excitedly.

“Not the planet,” answered Jablonski. “ Just the museum.”

“Youll never get avay withit!”

“No—butyou will.”

“Me?" said Fletcher, surprised.

“That'sright,” said Jablonski impatiently. “Now let's get back to work. Y ou're leaving tomorrow.”

Without waiting for areply, Jablonski once again began walking up and down the aides, rummaging
through containers, searching for his artifact. After haf an hour he sill hadn't found it.

“Damn!” he muttered. “I know we picked up an Aztec carving two weeks ago.”
“It went on display earlier thisweek,” said Hetcher.

Jablonski emitted a bitterly ironic laugh. “1f I'dwanted them to rush it through, it would till be back here
gathering dust!” He snorted contemptuoudy. “Well, there doesn't seem to be anything up here. Let's
check the basement.”

Hewalked over to the descent shaft, activated the air cushion, stepped out into the center of it, waited
for Fletcher to join him, and then ordered the mechanism to lower them to the basement level. They
descended gently astheinvisible cushion dowly collapsed into itself, and findly found themselvesin the
enormous storage basement that ran beneath the entire museum.

The basement was illuminated by a diffused light that emanated from an unseen source, and the € ongated
shadowsit created gave the place afaintly sinister air. Alien ghosts seemed to hide behind every artifact,
ready to pounce upon those who had desecrated their ancient homelands, and while the maintenance
staff kept the huge room spotless, itfelt like it possessed layer upon layer of eons-old dust and debris.

Taking up fully aquarter of the room was an dmost-complete Korbb chapd that Jablonski had brought
back from the Wisna system. Dominating the farthest wall was the Greet Serpent of Dorillion, a



ninety-foot-long sculpture in the form of asnake, upon which the entire history of the ancient Dorillion
race had been carved in tableaus so small that many of them could not be seen without artificia
meagnification and enhancement.

There were statues and other artifacts that would take up too much space in the restoration complex
above, and hence were stored here until such time as students and staff members could prepare them for
public exhibition.

Jablonski moved from statue to statue, display caseto display case, table to table, in search of his Terran
artifact. Finaly he cameto an abrupt stop in front of along table.

“What arethese?’ he asked. “1 don't remember them.”
Fletcher looked at the twin pillars of ivory.

“I'm not quite sure, Sir. They were discovered by Bromheld Sherrinford out on the Rim. They arrived
here less than aweek ago.”

“Sherrinford?’ mused Jablonski. “ The names not familiar to me.”

“His expedition wasjointly funded by twenty academic indtitutions, including ours,” explained Fetcher.
“He had been exploring the Guavere culture on MdimalV when he came upon what seemsto have been
the cache of some outlaw who lived more than amillennium ago, out on the Rim.” He paused.
“According to some legends that Sherrinford was able to piece together, the outlaw was an enormous
cyborg who was called elther the Iron Duke or the Iron Prince. Anyway, thiswas periphera to
Sherrinford's main field of interest, so once he determined there was nothing in the cache from the
Guaveres, he arbitrarily divided the find into twenty sections of equa vaue and sent one to each of the
indtitutions.” He gestured to theivory. “These are ours.”

“What arethey?’
Fletcher shrugged. “1 have noidea.”

“Then have someone run amolecular scope over them and find out what they are and where they come
from,” said Jablonski irritably.

Hetcher left the basement and returned afew moments later, carrying a highly-complex instrument under
hisam.

“I thought it would be better if | did it mysdlf, Sir,” he explained. “ Ther€'s no reason to take anyone else
into our confidence, and several excellent reasons not to.”

“Good thinking,” said Jablonski gruffly. “Now get to work.”

Fletcher activated the scope, attached it to the larger tusk, and analyzed the readings.

“I believewerein luck, sir!” he announced after amoment. “It seemsto be Terranin origin.”
“Organic?’

Fletcher peered at his readings and nodded. “It's definitely carbon-based.”

“Take ascraping and give it amore thorough anadysis,” ordered Jablonski. “1've got to be sure.”

Fletcher did as he wastold, and five minutes later the scope gave him a complete molecular readott.



“Definitely Terran,” reaffirmed Fletcher. “ There€'s no question about it.”
“Now run the DNA pattern through the biolab computer and seewhat itis.”

Fletcher activated anearby termina, fed the datainto it, instructed it to access the computer in the
biology laboratory, and waited for the result.

“They seem to be the tusks of an eephant, sir,” said Fletcher when the biolab computer had reported
back to him.

“An dephant?’ repeated Jablonski. “Isn't that an extinct land anima ?’
“Yes, dr,” said Hetcher. He stared thoughtfully at theivory. “I wonder how they ever got out on the
Rim?

“The only important thing isthat they're here,” said Jablonski. He glanced into the shadows of the empty
basement and lowered his voice conspiratorialy. “ This afternoon, have the computer program one of our
AG-203 robots so that it can enter and leave the tesseract. Then, late tonight, | want you to come back
here and take the tusks to your ship.”

“But | can't just land on Rhise Prime!” protested Fletcher.

“Bequiet and listen!” snapped Jablonski. “I'll instruct Modell to find some pretext for leaving the planet
for acouple of days. You'l arrange to dock with him in the Peritane system and transfer the tusksand
robot to his ship. Tell him to make sure the robot plants the tusks properly; they can't be found lying, al
white and gleaming, on top of the ground if everything e seisburied. Hell know what to do.”

“Andthen | return here?’

“That'sright.”

“What about the robot?’ asked Fetcher. “We can't leave it wandering around Rhise Prime.”
“Have Modéll order it to walk 500 miles away and salf-destruct.”

“It will befound sooner or later.”

“| don't care about later!” growled Jablonski. “My missonisto discredit Pym. That isthe only thing that
countg”

* * * %

Four months had elapsed. Euphrates Pym had been hol ographed, photographed, filmed and recorded
opening the doors of the Rhise museum. He had emerged aweek later, and immediately goneinto
seclusion to anayze his data and consider his conclusions.

Findly he had caled a press conference, and Jablonski had eagerly paid the holo accessfee to observe it
for himsdf, rather than wait for an edited version to be broadcast later in the day.

Now Pym, as dapper and self-assured as ever, stood before a veritable army of cameras, cleared his
throat, and began to speak.

“Ladiesand gentlemen, | wish to make avery brief siatement, and then | will entertain your questions.”
Helooked directly into the largest of the holographic cameras. “ Those of you who have been following
our progress deciphering the Rhise civilization know that | recently suggested that the Earth may very well
have been an outpost of the Rhise Empire at some point in the distant past. Thistheory,” he added, * has



caused what may justly be called afuror among my colleagues, most of whom have violently disagreed
withme”

He paused for amoment, and then continued. “1 must report to you that in thisinstance my colleagues
were correct. Based on my discoveries at the museum on Rhise Prime, | can categoricaly state that the
Earth wasnot an outpost of the Rhise Empire.”

"What?" bellowed Jablonski.

“Scientists seek only the truth, and thus | am delighted that my work has been able to end dl conjecture
on this subject and replaceit with fact.” Pym paused as around of spontaneous applause broke out, then
continued. “ Asfor the ongoing study of the Rhise civilization, | am content to leave it in the capable hands
of Hilbert Nieswand, my chief assigtant. | plan to take afew months off to recuperate from my efforts,
and then | will accept the very generous offer made to me by the Molton Foundation and spend the next
few years on Szandor |1, heading up their team of experts and trying to make some sense out of the
remains of avery bizarre civilization. | look forward to the challenge with greet anticipation. And now,
arethere any questions?’

“What happened?’ muttered Jablonski uncomprehendingly. “1know you found the tusks, you bastard!”
Suddenly Pym'simage began blinking.
“What isit?’ asked Jablonski.

“Y ou have just received a private transmission from Euphrates Pym,” announced the computer. “ Shal |
cast it holographicdly, or would you prefer to wait until the broadcast is finished?’

“It'sfinished!” snapped Jablonski. “L et me see the message.”

Pym'sface regppeared, but thistime he was wearing different clothing and sitting in a plushly-furnished
office.

“Hdllo, Boris,” hesaid. “Thisis pre-recorded, so don't try to engage mein adialogue. Just Sit back and
ligen.”

He paused long enough to light alarge Antarrean cigar.

“I antruly grateful to you, my old friend. Y ou saved meyears of tediousfield work.” He alowed himsdlf
the luxury of asmdl, triumphant smile. “Y ou didn't mean to, of course, but thisisn't just anyone you've
tried to dupe. I'm Euphrates Pym!”

Jablonski uttered an obscenity as Pym'simage looked smugly out at him.

“I don't know where you got the tusks, Boris, but as aways your methodol ogy was superior to your
intuition. Y ou managed to plant them in the museum despite our security, and | congratulate you for thet.
But | suspect that once you redized that they were from Earth, you didn't completethe analyss.” He
paused, obvioudy amused by Jablonski's predictability. “We ran them through a sub-nuclear anayzer.
They only date back to the 19th century A.D., and it'sinconceivable that the Rhise people could have
landed on Earth at that |ate date without being observed and reported.”

Pym drew deeply on hiscigar, then exhaled a cloud of blue smoke that hovered just above his head.

“The entire operation reflected your digtinctive touch, Boris,” he continued. “The careful planning, the
methodical execution, thetotal lack of foresight and imagination. | knew that you were responsible the



moment | dated theivory, but, since I've learned alittle of the scientific method from you, | decided to
produce proof positive before | confronted you. Therefore, | indsted that every member of the
expedition answer my questions whiletied in to the Neverlie Machine” He paused, obvioudy enjoying
himsdlf. “ Evidently your man Modell has seen what happens when you lie to the machine; he admitted his
complicity before we even hooked him up.” A smug smile. “Oh, by theway, heisnow my man Modell.”

Another puff, another cloud of smoke.

“At any rate, if you werewilling to part with such vauable artifacts merely to convince me that the Earth
had been an outpost of the Rhise Empire, that's proof enough for me that the Rhise Empire never reached
our mother planet. Y ou may not be brilliant or intuitive, Boris, but you're thorough—so I'm more than
happy to reject my origina supposition.” Suddenly helaughed. “ An amusing thought just struck me.
Wouldn't it be funny if we wereto find alegitimate artifact from Earth now that I've told the public that
the two races never met?’ He paused. “I suppose I'd smply haveto tell them that based on new
evidence | had unearthed, poor Boris Jablonski waswrong again.”

He chuckled for another moment, then continued.

“Finaly, my old friend, | want to thank you for the gift of theivory. | intend to take it with me to Szandor
I1, whereit will be given aplace of honor among my collection of Terran artifacts. And by the way, don't
worry about my exposing your little scheme to your university. I'll get much more pleasurefromit asan
after-dinner anecdote.”

The transmission ended, and Boris Jablonski dowly roseto hisfeet, walked into the lavatory, and
opened the veinsin both hiswrigts.

He had been dead for two hours when Hetcher found him.
Second Interlude (6303 G.E.)

| dept in my office, and when | awoke the next morning, | immediately checked to seeif the computer
had made any further progress|ocating the ivory. It had not, and asit would be devoting very little of its
capacity to the problem until much later in the day, | decided not to waste my time pressing it for
answers. | ingtructed it to produce hard copies of the two known photographs, and spent the next few
minutes staring idly at them, trying to fully comprehend the size of the cresture from which they had been
taken, beforefindly putting them aside to return, somewhat haf-heartedly, to my morning'swork, which
was the certification of aHorndemon from Ansard 1. The spread of hornswas 108.3 centimeters—a
measurement that would have placed it 193rd on the lis—but there was some dispute over the method
of taxidermy used, which may well have added four to five centimetersto the dimensions, and
unfortunately the only on-the-spot holograph was somewnhat blurred.

| subjected the hologram to computer analysis, but it proved inconclusive, as| had expected that it
would. | then examined the sworn statements of both the hunter and the taxidermigt, tried in vainto
contact the expedition’s guide—he was currently leading a party in search of Bellringers on Daedaus
VIl—and findly decided to route the problem to our own taxidermy expert in the Ansard system, leaving
amemo on his computer that | needed a decision by the end of the week.

| checked my timepiece, saw that | had less than an hour until my appointment at the Natural History
Museum, and rather than start another assgnment, | picked up the two photographs once more and
studied them, marveling at the size of the ivory and wondering how one killed the possessor of such teeth,
back in the days before hunters had access to laser or sonic weapons or molecular imploders.

| don't know how long | had been examining the photos when the crystal began glowing and suddenly a



holograph of Hilda Dorian's face flickered into existence.
“It looks like abusy afternoon,” she said. “ Can we move lunch ahead by an hour?’
“I beg your pardon?’ | replied distractedly.

“Lunch, Duncan,” she explained patiently. “Y ou know—it comes between breakfast and dinner. Weve
been having it together every Wednesday for nineyears.”

“What about it?”

“Oh, Lord, it'shgppening again, isn't it?’
“What is?’

“Y ou're hooked again,” shesaid grimly.
“| don't know what you're talking about.”

“That's one of the symptoms,” shereplied. “Now | suppose | can look forward to a month of blank
dtares, sentencesthat trail off somewherein the middle, and broken lunch gppointments.” She pauised.
“Thelast time you were like this was two years ago, when you spent a couple of months proving that
Skystakerswere extinct and that that hunter out on the Rim had made afraudulent clam.” She sighed.
“And now Someone's given you anew puzzle, and you're going to beimpossibleto talk to until you solve
it

“Nonsense” | said uncomfortably, trying to concentrate on the image before me.
“Just what kind of challenge did the mysterious Mr. Mandaka set for you?” she persisted.
“What do you know about Mandaka?’ | asked.

“lam in charge of security, Duncan. That means | know who comes and goes around here, and who they
vigt. It dso means| know you spent the night in the office, and that you had the computer working for
you dl night long.” She smiled. “ And that you were playing that awful aien music you play whenever
you're engrossed in a problem.”

“Y ou didn't answer my question.”
“What question?’
“What do you know about Mandaka?’ | repeated.

“I know that he cameto visit you yesterday, and that after he left, word came down that you had
permission to use the computer at nights and on weekends.”

| shrugged. “Well, | don't supposeit's any great secret, snce Mandaka cleared it with the company. He's
looking for arecord set of elephant tusks.”

“You mean fromEarth ?’
“That'sright.”
“Hé's going to be disappointed.”

“No, hesnot,” | answered firmly. “I'm going to find them for him.”



“Correct meif I'mwrong,” said Hilda, “but didn't the last elephant die while we were till Earthbound?”
“Hée'slooking for aparticular set that aready exigts.”

“| see)” shesad. “Wdll, sincethat'sal I'm going to hear about from you until you find them, you might as
well come down to the cafeteriaand tell me all about it.”

“I can't,” | said. “I've got an official measuring at the Museum of Naturad History.”
“Oh?" she sad, her face brightening. “Will Prudence Ashe be there?’

“yes”

“I never see her Since sheleft Braxton's. Do you mind if | come dong?’

“Suit yoursdlf,” | said.

“Alwaysthe gentleman,” she said sardonically. “I'll meet you in the lobby in fifteen minutes.”

* * * %

She was prompt, as always.

When | arrived at thelobby level, she was there waiting for me, make-up freshly applied, an outer
garment of undulating colors covering her dull security uniform.

“Welve got to stop meeting likethis,” she said with asmile. “Harold is getting suspicious.”
“Ishe?’ | asked.

She snorted contemptuoudly. “Of course not. He knows the only thing you've ever redly loved isan
incomplete equation.”

“I'm not amathematician.”
“All right, then—an unsolved problem.”

The building's main doorway expanded to accommodate us, and we stepped out onto a northbound
didewak.

“Why don't you tell me about thisone?” she suggested.
“Thiswhat?’

“Thisproblem, Duncan,” she said patiently, asif speaking to asmall, dull-witted child. “What isit about
these eephant tusks that has so fired your imagination?’

“A number of things,” | replied. “First, no one has ever asked meto track down amissing trophy before.
It's something new.”

“And you find thet thrilling.”

“Wadll, interesting, anyway,” | responded. “And these would be among the oldest game trophiesin the
gd axy—maybethe oldest.”

“I see)” shesaid noncommittally.



“But therésmoreto it than that,” | continued, as we reached the corner and the didewak began rising to
avoid the cross-street traffic.

“Somehow | thought therewas.”

“I've been trying to track them down—and they vanish for hundreds of years, then suddenly appear
thousands of milesaway.”

“Isnt that usudly the case with valuable trophies?’
“No,” | said. “The more vauable they are, the sooner they show up in museums.”
“And these obvioudy arent in amuseum.”

“Not asfar as| cantel,” | sadd with asigh. “They have been stakesin acard game, booty owned by a
cyborg outlaw, and pawnsin apower play by an unethica scientis—everythingbut museum pieces.” |
paused. “Well, not quite. They started out in a museum, but then they somehow passed into private
hands. Just the opposite of the usud progression.”

“Interegting,” she said. “But insufficient.”
“What do you mean?’

“There hasto be moreto it. What you've told me isn't enough to make you stare blankly into space and
forget to go home,” said Hilda. “What elseis so fascinating about these particular tusks?’

“All right,” | said, turning to her. “Why isaprivate collector willing to pay two million creditsfor them?’
“How much?’ she repesated, Sartled.

“Two million credits” | replied.

“Can they possibly be worth that much?”

“Not to any museum,” | said. “And why thisparticular set of tusks? He was quite explicit about that: it
can't be any other tusks. It must be these.”

“Have you found areason?’ she asked, interested in spite of hersdlf.
| shook my head. “ Only avague connection: the tusks were once owned by members of hissocid clan.”
“A family heirloom?’ she suggested.

“Highly unlikely,” I replied. “No one knows the circumstances of the el ephant's desth, but the tusks were
immediately sold at auction. They weren't owned by the Maasai in the beginning, and it's been dmost two
millenniasince they were last possessed by aMaasal.”

“What isaMaasa?’
“Mandakas socid group.”
“Two million credits, you say?’

“Pluswhatever he's dready spent trying to find them,” | answered. “ Furthermore, | got the distinct
impression that if the party who ownsthem isn't willing to part with them, Mandakawould be quite willing
to break as many laws as necessary to obtain them.”



“Including murder?’ she asked curioudy.

| remembered the glow of fanaticism on Mandaka's face when he told me that he would not be thwarted
inhisgod. “It wouldn't surprise me.”

“Interesting,” was Hilda's only comment.

The didewak cameto ahdt at afour-leve intersection, and we stepped into the downflow and floated
back down to street level, then stepped onto the expresswalk, stood behind the transparent windbreak,
and secured our feet, then waited while the inevitable indecisive passenger delayed usfor dmogt afull
minute while deciding which windbresk to stand behind. Finaly we began accderating, and buildings and
pedestrians both became ablur as we sped through the center of the city, maneuvered around the Big
Swervethat bypassed the loca commercid didtricts, and reached our maximum speed when we hit the
Straight out to the suburbs. After we had gone about seven miles we began dowing down, and amoment
later the expresswalk stopped at the Public Complex. We stepped off onto adidewalk, went past the
Observatory, the Science Complex, the Indtitute of Alien Art, the aguarium, the oxygen and chlorine
zoos, and finaly came to the Museum of Natura History.

“Nineminutestotd,” said Hilda, checking her timepiece. “Not bad for thistime of day. | do wish they'd
reroute it, though. Every time | go through the Swerve, | am painfully reminded that I'm not asyoung as|
used to be.”

“Oh.”

She stared & me. “Duncan, | redly hate it when you get like this. Ordinarily you're areasonably polite

“Whet did | say?”

“It'swhat you didn't say,” sheexplained. “Y ou might tell methat I'm afinefigure of awoman, and | don't
look aday over 30.”

“Y ou're afine figure of awoman and you don't look aday over 30,” | said mechanicaly.
“Thanks” shesaid caudticaly. “1 wonder why | bother.”

| looked ahead and saw alarge group of children headed for the museum. Since | was anxiousto avoid
them, | opted for the gravity lift rather than the enormous escalator that was designed to look like astone
stairway, and amoment later we had reached the huge main door.

We passed into the entry chamber, an enormous room dominated by atruly impressive revolving
hologram of the galaxy, with each of the Monarchy's million worlds glowing vividly againg the somewhat
duller background of those worlds the race of Man had not yet assmilated. An overhead hologram,
suspended just above the nearer spird arm, announced times for the replays of some of the more famous
military actionsin our history: the Siege of Beta Santori, the Baitle of Spica, the Sett War, the Béttle of
the Outer Rim, and three of the battles we had fought against Canphor V1 and V11, the Canphor Twins.

We began waking around the exhibit until we cameto an Information Area.
“How may | help you?’ asked the computer.
“My nameis Duncan Rojas. | am the head of the research department for Wilford Braxton's.”

It registered my retinagram and bone structure in less than a second.



“Continue.”

“Please confirm my appointment to see Prudence Ashe at the new Arrowhorn exhibit.”
The computer fell sllent for amoment, then glittered back to life.

“Confirmed. The Arrowhorn exhibit isin Centivarus Wing of the Albion Clugter Hall.”
“How dol findit?’

“I have activated the red guideline. It will lead you to the exhibit. The Centivarusis closed to the public
while the new exhibit is being set up, so you will have to pass asecurity check upon arriving there.”

“I know,” | said. “My companion is Hilda Dorian, who also works for Braxton's. Please certify her for
entrance into the Centivarus Wing.”

“Certified.”

“Thank you,” | said, watching the plethora of colored lines on the floor until one began blinking abright
red. Wefollowed it, and it led us through the Hall of Sentient Beings, which had representations of some
200 of the gdaxy's sentient species, then took aleft turn that skirted the multimedia holographic displays
from Serengeti, the zoo world that had been established at the edge of the Inner Frontier. Aswe moved
from one hall to another, we came upon a series of three-dimensiona images that flashed congtant
updates not only of the museum's exhibits but of the status of more than a dozen exploratory expeditions
aswell. Still moreimages announced upcoming lectures, member donations, forthcoming
museum-financed publications, and even new itemsin the lavish entry-leve gift shops.

Findly we cameto the Albion Cluster Hall, skirted a huge room devoted to the pre-history of the planet
Darbeena, and arrived at the shuttered door to the Centivarus Wing. We waited until the computer
confirmed our retinagrams, and then the doorway opened just enough to alow usto pass through.

It was an impressive exhibit, a series of enormous dioramas showing the incredible variety of lifeformsto
be found on Centivarus|I1. The entire north end of the hall held ablindingly white polar scene, with the
snow and ice so redl that one could almost fed the cold.

There were two tropical displays—one adensejungle, the other awaterhole at midday—plusa
mountaintop, asparse forest of sparkling bluegreen treestwisted into strange, angular shapes, and aflat
highland savannah.

There were about adozen laborers gathered in the savannah, positioning animas and foliage, and findly |
saw Prudence Ashe, her thin, wiry figure Sitting astride an enormous carnivore, doing some last-minute
work on the fur behind its ear.

“Hello, Duncan,” she cdled, clambering down off the beast with an agility that belied her years. Then her
gazefdl on Hilda. “And you brought Hilda, too! What a pleasant surprise! How isHarold?’

“Just fine” replied Hilda. “ And your children?’

“Geoffrey isback in school again, and the girlsare ill inthe Navy. Diedreis out near the Binder system,
and I'm not supposed to know where Carolyn is, though | have afedling she's somewhere near Lodin.”
Prudence amiled. “ She sent me aholograph of alocal flower, and | took it to our Botany section.”

“It lookslike they're keeping you busy,” said Hilda, looking around the hall.



“I can't complain,” said Prudence with an air of satisfaction. “They put mein charge of thewhole
Centivarus exhibit.” Sheturned to me. “1 want to thank you again for your recommendation.”

“Don't thank mejust yet,” | said. “Y ou've got some ecologica blunders here.”
“You'rereferring to the Anderssen blue gazdlle?’ she asked.
“Itsanight feeder,” | replied. “Y ou'vegot it out in the sunlight. ©

“I know,” she sad. “But we didn't have enough nocturna animalsto justify another diorama. Therésa
note about it on the computer display. Anything edse?’

“Yes” | sad. “Youd better replace that yellow-and-purple avian in the forest display, the one with the
hooked beak.” | pointed to asmall birdlike creature that was perched on alimb just above alarge
reddish herbivore,

“What's wrong with it?" asked Prudence.
“It'snot nativeto Centivarus|11,” | replied.
“Whereisit from?’ asked Hilda

“I havenoidea,” | answered.

“If you don't know whereit's from, what makes you so certain that it's not from Centivarus?’ perssted
Hilda

“It hasfour toes. All Centivaran avians have three.”

Prudence waked over to the diorama and stood there, hands on hips. “I'll have to find out who worked
onit, and why it was scheduled for the Centivarus exhibit.” She stared at the avian for another moment,
then shook her head and sighed deeply. “Thank you, Duncan. Now that | know it'swrong, I'd better get
one of my assstantsto moveit.” Sheturned back to me. “1 amost heditate to ask, but is there anything
esewrong?’

“Nothing that | can see” | replied. “But I'm totally ignorant of theflora; if | wereyou, I'd have one of the
museum's experts check it out.”

“I'll do that,” she promised. “Would you like to examine the Arrowhorn now?’
“If it wouldn't be inconvenient,” | said.

“Certainly not. That'swhy you're here.” Sheled me over to the savannah display, and caled for afloating
daircase. “He'sawonderful specimen, isn't he?’

| looked at the Arrowhorn, a grotesgue creature whose primary form of defense againgt large predators
wasits ahility to lower its head, detach its sharp, poisonous antlers and shoot them with incredible force
and accuracy up to adistance of forty feet. | had read up on the species earlier in the week, and learned
that it took almost six weeks for the antlersto grow back. Once the horns had been used, apair of fleshy
pseudo-antlers appeared within aday , avery efficient bluff against predators that would attack if they
sensed that the anima was hornless. The pseudo-antlers dried up and dropped off once the animal had
regrown itstrue antlers.

“Very impressive” | said. “Who killed it?’



“A hunter named Demosthenes.”

| shook my head. “I've never heard of him.”

“He'sjus gtarting out.”

“Has he supplied areferee?’ | asked.

“No. He shot it on commission for the Museum.”

“Then does the Museum have areferee?’

“No.”

“Y ou understand that you can't challenge my decision if you have no referee to represent you?’
“Wejust wanted an Arrowhorn. If it'sarecord—and | think it is—so much the better.”
“Well,” | said asthe staircase arrived, “| suppose I'd better get onwithit.”

While Prudence showed Hildathe rest of the exhibits and directed the remova of the avian from the
diorama, | spent the next twenty minutes measuring the Arrowhorn, thoroughly examining it to make sure
that Prudence hadn't inadvertently enhanced the cresture's dimensions. Findly | re-checked my figures
and brought up the current Braxton's edition on my pocket computer.

“Ninefeet four inches a the shoulder,” | said. “That will place him 118th.”

“Good!” said Prudence, her face lighting up. “We made the book!” She paused. “What about the
horns?’

“155th on length, 183rd on spread,” | replied. “Y our hunter should have waited another week or two to
shoot him.”

“183rd on the spread?’ repeated Prudence, surprised. “1 thought he was alittle better than that. What
was your messurement?’

“67.2inches” | said.
“l had 68.1.”

“Y ou probably measured them from the farthest point,” | explained. “ Arrowhorn spreads are measured
fromtip to tip, and you'l notice that hisright horn anglesin very dightly &t thetop.”

She stared where | pointed, then nodded her head.

| paused, then continued. “Length from tip of noseto tip of tail, 13 feet, three inches. That's not quite
enough.” | turned to Prudence. “Y our Arrowhorn makes three of thefour lists.”

“Well,” said Prudence, “| suppose that's not so bad, considering that they've been pretty much shot out
for the past 40 years.”

“I might add that you did abeautiful job onit.”
“Thank you.”

| paused for amoment. “I wonder if | might ask you a question?’



“About Arrowhorns?’

“No.”

She amiled. “ About elephants, perhaps?’

“Why should you think so?’

“Hildatold me about your latest obsession.”

“My latestcommission ,” | corrected her. 1 assume Mandaka has been to see you?’

“Yes” replied Prudence. “| wasn't ableto help him.”

“What was your opinion of him?’

Shefrowned. “I don't know. He's very courteous, but there's something almost sinister about him.”
“| agree” | said.

Prudence was silent for amoment, asif recaling her meeting with Mandaka. Finaly shelooked up at me.
“Now, about your question...”

“It'ssmpleenough,” | said. “Y ou know what I'm after. Do they il 1ook like tusks?’

“I don't understand,” interjected Hilda. “I thought we were dl agreed that you're looking for apair of
elephant tusks.”

“But tusksareivory, and ivory has had many uses over the millennia,” | replied. “They were dlill intact in
4400 G.E., but they could have been cannibalized since then.”

“I doubt it,” said Prudence thoughtfully. “ They've certainly had a preservative applied, probably a number
of them over the centuries. Uncarved ivory tends to |ose moisture content, and asit does o, it Sarts
cracking.” She paused for amoment. “ Did the owner—the one who had them in 4400 G.E—know their
vaue?

“Ther exact value?’ | replied. “1 have no way of determining that. But he did know enough about them to
insurethem.”

She amiled. “ There's your answer, then. No insurance company would have touched them unlessthey
had been treated, and we've been treating ivory by molecular stabilization since 3100 G.E.”

“So they till look like tusks?” asked Hilda

“If they've been stabilized, theré's not a carving tool around that could make adent in them,” replied
Prudence.

“Wel, that makesmy lifealittleeaser,” | said.
“Can | help you with anything el 527’ asked Prudence.

“Not unless you can tell me why an obvioudy well-to-do modern man should be obsessed with an animal
that died more than 7,000 years ago.”

“It'sagood question,” she agreed.



“I'vegot more,” | said.
“Such as?’

“Whyonly the Kilimanjaro Elephant? And how does Mandaka know that itsivory gill exists? That's
morethanl know, and I've had the computer working on it al night.”

“I thought you just said that it couldn't be carved,” said Hilda, looking confused.

“Thefact that it can't be carved doesn't mean that it can't be destroyed,” | replied. “What make him so
sureit hasn't been?’ | paused. “Which leads meright back to the main question: What doesaman living
in the 64th century of the Galactic Erawant with an animal that died more than athousand years before
therewas a Gaactic Era?’

“| thought the main question was. Whereistheivory?’ observed Hilda.
“That'sno problem,” | said. “I'll pinpaint it in afew moredays. It'sjust detail work.”

“Héstracing an item that's been missing for more than three thousand years and could be anywherein
the gdlaxy, and he saysit'sjust detail work,” said Prudence with an expression of disbelief.

“Youtalked to him,” | retorted. “Y ou came away with the sameimpression | did: that he'swilling to do
literdly anything to get hishands on that ivory. Doesn't that make you curious?’

“It makes me want to stay asfar away from him as possible,” said Prudence fervently.
“Not the problem-solver, here,” said Hilda. “Mandakaisthe X in hisequation.”
“Speaking of Mandaka,” | said, turning to Hilda, “I want you to do me afavor.”

“I have afedling that I'm not supposed to hear this,” said Prudence, beginning to walk away. “I'll seeyou
later.”

“You can stay,” said Hilda. “He's not going to talk meinto anything.”

“I redly haveto get back to work anyway,” said Prudence, walking over to the savannah display,
summoning the floating staircase, and going back to work on the carnivore's ear.

“Wel?' said Hilda
“Wel?’ | replied. “Y ou know what | want.”
“We both use the same computer system,” she said. “Find out for yoursdlf.”

| shook my head impatiently. “1 can't,” | said. “I'm in Research. Before the computer will give me that
information I'll need al kinds of permissions from the Executive Board, and that could take days. They
might even cancel the assgnment if they think there's something odd about him.”

“Good!” said Hildaemphatically. “From what you and Prudence tell me, there'splenty that's odd about
him”

“We both know that I'm going to get the information sooner or later,” | explained patiently. “But you'rein
Security, Hilda—you could find out everything | need to know about Mandaka this afternoon.”

“Notthis afternoon, | couldn't,” sheretorted. “I told you: I've got abusy day ahead of me.”



“Asapersond favor to me?’

“Why isit that every timeyou fdl in love with a problem we come down to persond favors? Have | ever
asked you to do a persond favor forme ?’

“I'll treat you and Harold to any entertainment in the city as soon asthisisover,” | said.
“I'm not asking for abribe, damn it!” she said heatedly.

“It'sathank-you, not abribe,” | explained.

“A subtle distinction—especidly coming from you.”

“I redly need this, Hilda,” | perssted. “ Just stay five minuteslate and pull out his biography for me. Just
fiveminutes, thet'sdl it will take.”

“Harold and | are going out to dinner tonight.”
“So you'll spend five minutes less reading your menu.”

She looked thoughtful for amoment, then shook her head. “If | do it after hours, someoneisgoing to
want to know why,” shesaid. “I'll doiit first thing tomorrow morning, and it will ook like aroutine
security check.”

“Firgt thing?’ | repested. “Y ou promise?’
“I promise, | promise,” she said wesrily.

“Good! There'sgot to be something in his dossier, somewhere, that will tell mewhy he'sgot to have
these particular tusks.”

“Maybe hésjust impulsve.”
“Nobody'sthat impulsve” | sad firmly.
“Oh, I don't know,” she replied meaningfully, staring directly a me.

We rode the expresswalk back to the officein silence, as| kept trying to put together the pieces of the
puzzle. Asnight fell, my computer glowed to life and informed methat it had uncovered yet another piece
forme.

3. THEWARLORD (5521 G.E.)
Lionsran from my path, and the few Samburu tribesmen | passed stared at me in awe.

| moved to the south, never hurrying, always staying within reach of water, secure in my strength
and in my knowledge of the land. | never hungered, for | could pick up the smallest berry or bring
down the stoutest tree. Many times | blew dust on my back to coat my skin against parasites and
the burning rays of the sun, and so powerful was | that clouds of dust would remain in the air long
after | had continued on my journey.

From time to time | would encounter others of my kind, but they could tell that | was somehow
different from them, and they always retreated, trumpeting in fear.

It was lonely to be the king of all the world, but | had lived all my life with loneliness and | wore



the mantel of my royalty with dignity as the ground trembled beneath my feet.

* k% k %

Hisofficia name was Alexander Korindus Kragan Gamma Sigma Philobus Nel son Nimbus Radillex
Procyon Alioth Baaskarda Brakke Asterion New Holland Delta Hydra Galaheen Zeta Piscium, and it
continued to grow with every system he conquered.

For the history books, and his numerous biographers, he chose the less forma name of Ghengis Marcus
Alexander Augusius Rex.

His armies and navies knew him more smply asthe Warlord.

He had awife he hadn't seen in nine years, two concubines whose company he could no longer bear, a
major-domo he distrusted, a political advisor that he had banished to the worlds of the Oligarchy, and a
high priest who kept demanding his desth.

He had atreasury with more money than he could count, let done spend, in alifetime. Heruled entire
planetary populations that paid him tribute, and lived or died a his command. He possessed aluxurious
palace on Agterion V that had been built exactly to his specifications, and deep within that palace he had
his own gridy trophy room, which displayed the heads of seven rival warlords,

He sat now in the enormous throne room of his palace, surrounded by his lite, hand-picked bodyguards.
Thethroneitself wasalarge chair constructed from the white bones of the huge polar beasts that stalked
the northern frontiers of Asterion. Tossed with studied carel essness over the back of it wasthe pelt of a
Dustdemon from New Holland that he himsdlf had dain on ahunting trip. Framing the throne were two
enormous pillars of ivory, the tusks of alegendary elephant (or so it was said) that he had appropriated
during araid on the Inner Frontier. Directly in front of the chair was an evil-looking stuffed lizard, some
twelve inchesin height, that functioned as ahassock. The walls displayed artwork and artifacts from dl of
the gdaxy's many ages, each piece pillaged during wars of conquest.

TheWarlord himsdlf disdained the degk blue uniforms of histroops. Instead he wrapped himsdif in the
fursof animas he had killed in morta combat, leaving only his powerful arms bare to the shoulder. He
face bore two huge scars which he wore with pride, and his curly black hair was just garting to show
sgnsof gray. Hisblue eyesglared out at the world, rarely blinking, missing no detail, displaying no
compassion.

Besde him, to hisleft, sood adender young man, clad in aformal one-piece suit of dark gray. A lifetime
of douching had taken itstoll, and he gppeared smdller than he was.

To the Warlord's right stood a smartly-uniformed man whose insignia proclaimed him to be the captain of
the dlite guard. He stood at attention, as he had been standing for amost half an hour, muttered “He's
here, sir!", and stared at the doorway .

Standing in the entrance to the throne room, showing no sign of uneasiness or gpprehension, was atal,
clean-shaven man dressed in the colorful silks and satins of apirate of old. Hislong, lean fingers sparkled
with jewery, histunic changed colors continuoudy asif it possessed alife of its own, and even his boots
gligened inthe artificid light of the throne room.

He made a production of displaying his empty holsters, then opened histunic, smiled ashe held it out for
the Warlord'singpection, and findly extended hisarms and turned around very dowly.

“That's not necessary,” said the Warlord in bored tones. “Y ou couldn't have gotten thisfar if you were
amed.”



“A matter of form, nothing more,” said the man smoothly. “1 want you to know that | comein peace.”
“Asamatter of fact, you comein poverty,” said the Warlord.

“If it pleases you to say s0,” replied the man, unperturbed. “ Have any of the others arrived yet?’
“Only thedien.”

The man frowned. “Not even the Blue Princess?’

“Not even the Blue Princess.”

“When are they expected?’

“They'renot,” responded with Warlord.

“But | told them to be here!”

“Evidently they aren't astrusting asyou are, Bellano.”

“It's not amatter of trust,” replied Bellano. “I have thingsto say that | don't want overheard, and any
transmisson signd that can be scrambled can dso be unscrambled.”

“Then perhaps they're not as desperate for my help asyou seemto be.”

“They arefools, and you and | will be better off without them,” said Bellano, diminating them from all
further consideration with an e oquent shrug. “When al is said and done, the only onewetruly need isthe
dien”

“Shdl | send for him now, or would you prefer to relax for awhile?’ asked the Warlord.
“Perhaps adrink between two old friends, before we get down to business,” suggested Bellano.

The Warlord nodded to his son, who walked to a hidden bar and poured two drinks. “ Before you get
too carried away, | think | should point out that we are not old friends, or even new ones.”

“Friendly rivas, then.”
“Not even that,” said the Warlord. “Y ou destroyed two of my shipslast year. | haven't forgotten that.”

“A dample misunderstanding,” said Bellano smoothly. “ Surely you must agree, or else you would not have
offered me safe passage here.”

“That was business, soisthis. But let's have noillusons of friendship. I'm sure there will be enough lying
later on; ther€'s no sense sarting thisearly.”

The young man returned with two drinks on atray. Bellano took one, and then turned to the Warlord.
“Toyour very good hedth,” he said.

“Thank you.”

“And to asuccesstul, if temporary, dliance,” continued Bellano.

“Toour dliance” echoed the Warlord, staring at him in amusement.



“Is something wrong?’
“I notice that you're not drinking,” observed the Warlord. “I thought you werethirsty.”
“It isimpolite to imbibe before ones hogt,” said Bellano smoothly.

“To say nothing of dangerous,” agreed the Warlord. Helifted hisglassto hislipsand drained it inasingle
swalow. “ Sidfied?’

Bellano offered a courtly bow and then emptied his own glass.
“Your son?" he asked, gesturing to the young man.

“yYes”

“I noticed aresemblance.”

“Redly?’ said the Warlord dryly. “ Ihaven't noticed any. Justin, pay your respects to Bellano, the King of
the Wintergreen System.”

“I'm very pleased to meet you,” said Justin, extending his hand formdly.

“I have afeding that I've seen you before,” said Bellano, staring curioudly at him.
“It'spossible,” replied Judtin. “1 wason Margate |V just after you planted your flag onit.”
“Y ou should have introduced yourself.”

“Y our forces had just indiscriminately murdered a quarter of the planetary population. The timing seemed
somehow inappropriate.”

Bdllano laughed heartily. “I admire your choice of words, young man!”
Jugtininclined hishead dightly. “ Thank you, Sr.”

“Let himgtin onthe meeting,” said Bellano to the Warlord.

“Isthere any particular reason why?’ asked the Warlord.

“I like him. Besides, someday | may haveto ded with him instead of you.”

“Not for along, long time,” promised the Warlord. “But | have no secretsfrom him, and therefore | have
no objection to his attending the meeting.” He stared sharply at his son. “ Aslong as he remembersthat he

is aspectator and not a participant.”

Justin nodded his acquiescence.

“Finel” said Bellano. *Y ou might aswell send for our dien friend, now.”

“Would you rather egt first?’

“Why don't we eat and talk at the sametime?’

“Y ou won't keep your appetite for long if you egt a the same table asthe dien,” said the Warlord.

“Oh?What does he eat?’



“Y ou don't want to know,” the Warlord assured him.
“Doubtless| don't,” agreed Bellano. He paused. “Isit alive?’
“Not by thetime hefinisheswithit.”

Belano grimaced. “ Let's speak firdt, by al means. If | haveto watch him eat, | may not fed like speaking
aadl”

The Warlord nodded to his captain of the guard, who walked over to two of the bodyguards and spoke
to themin low tones. They immediately |eft the throne room.

“Since you know that | am unarmed, | assume that you won't find it necessary to retain the rest of your
guards during our discussion,” remarked Bellano.

The Warlord nodded his head. “No problem. They'll |eave before we begin.”
“I assureyou | won't attack you,” added Bellano with asmile.
“Yourewelcometo try,” offered the Warlord with some sincerity.

“Another day,” answered Bellano, equaly sincere. He walked around the throne room, hands on hips,
admiring the artifacts and paintings. “Y ou've done yourself proud,” he said at last.

“Rillageisaprofitable professon,” said the Warlord with asmile.

“How very true,” replied Bellano, picking up asmal Denebian crystd, fashioned in the likeness of abird
of prey. “1 don't suppose you'd careto sdll anything?’

“Not particularly,” answered the Warlord. “I'm a conqueror, not amerchant.” He paused. “But if you'd
likethat little bauble, it'syours.”

“Reglly?’

“In honor of our truce,” said the Warlord. “And it will save you the trouble of steding it,” he added
wryly.

“What aterrible thing to say about afuturedly,” remarked Bellano in amused tones. “I'm awarlord, not
athief.”

The Warlord shrugged. “ Then put it back.”

Bellano shook his head and placed the crystal in aleather pouch than hung down from a sash about his
wast. “I'd rather keep it as aremembrance of you.”

“Somehow | thought you might.”

“Have you any objectionsto my examining your collection further?’ inquired Bellano.
“Therewill be no more gifts”

“I'll look anyway.”

“Asyouwish,” said the Warlord.

“By the way, what are those things behind your throne?’



“Elephant tusks”

“Red ones?’ asked Bellano, walking over to examine them.

The Warlord nodded.

“I'mimpressed,” said Bdllano. “When did the last elephant die, anyway?’

“Five or six thousand years ago.”

“Where did you get these?’ he asked, gesturing toward the tusks.

“On one of my excursonsto the Inner Frontier.”

Bellano patted one of the tusks fondly, nodded his approval, and went back to examining the artwork.

“By theway,” heremarked as he cocked his head to one Sde, trying to make sense of a
non-representational blue-and-green hologram, “I assumethat if you rgject my proposal, you will not try
to hinder me”

“I won't haveto,” said the Warlord calmly. “If you thought you could accomplish your goa without my
help, you wouldn't be here.”

“Or compete with me.”
“Let'swait until | hear your proposal before we worry about what | will or won't do,” said the Warlord.
“Sir ... “ said aguard at the doorway to the throne room.

The Warlord turned just in time to see alithe, dark figure, vaguely humanoid in shape and with skin the
color and texture of charred mest, legp nimbly to awindow ledge some twelve feet above the ground,
whereit perched at a45-degree angle.

“Don't you find it awkward up there?’ asked the Warlord.

“Herel find comfort,” replied the dien. “Here | will stay.”

“You're Mylarrr?” asked Bellano, looking up at him.

“Mylarrrisme”

“Thank you for coming.”

“| expect more than thank-you-for-coming,” said the dien, flashing hisyelow fangsin atoothy grin.
“And you shdl have more, never fear,” promised Bellano. “ Shdl we begin?’

“Begin and gart and commence,” agreed Mylarrr, purring like some gigantic cat.

Bellano turned to the Warlord. “I'm sure we're being recorded and monitored, but | would personaly
fee much more comfortableif you were to close the doors.”

The Warlord turned to Justin and nodded, and the young man walked to the main doorway, directed the
guardsto leave and shut the massive doors, and then began closing various other doorsto the throne
room.



“Y ou'resure you wouldn't rather come down from there?’ suggested Bellano.

“Content, safe, secure, happy,” replied the dlien, shifting his position dightly so that his bullet-shaped
head pointed downward, and Bellano could see now that he possessed apair of vestigia wings, flimsy
things that were never meant for flight but which seemed to aid his baance.

“May we offer you something to drink before we begin?’ asked Bellano.
“Fly-by-Nights do not never ever drink human intoxicants, no,” replied Mylarrr.
“Asyouwish,” said Belano.

“| wish to start and begin.”

“And sowe shdl,” said Bdlano. He paused. “I haveit on impeccable authority that the Oligarchy will be
shipping acargo of gold bullion to Denivarus 1 ten daysfrom now.”

The Hy-by-Night uttered a high-pitched shriek that sounded like a steam whistle.
“Goldisgood,” he said. “Gold ishonorable. Gold isvauable. Gold is pretty. Gold is mdleable. Gold

is—"

“Gold iswdl-protected,” interrupted the Warlord.

“Not thistime,” said Bellano confidently.

“Then why do you need my help?’

“Therewill beaNavy convoy of 300 ships.”

“And you don't think that congtitutes protection?’ asked the Warlord with asmile.
“Together, we have far morefirepower, and that's dl the protection there will be.”

“Until they spot uswhile were gill two days away and send for reinforcements from the 12th and 14th
Fleets” said the Warlord.

Bellano smiled triumphantly. “There will be no reinforcements no matter what happens.”
TheWarlord stared at him intently. “What makes you think that?”

“It's not generally known, but the 12th Fleet is committed to the Anderson Cluster for the foreseesble
future. Thereisaconsortium of 39 mining worldsthat are trying to secede from the Oligarchy, and the
12th isthere to make sure they don't.”

“What makes you think they can't send reinforcements anyway?’ asked the Warlord.

“Because those 39 worlds are much more val uable to the Oligarchy than ashipful of bullion,” said
Bellano. He lowered hisvoice confidentidly. “ And they're better-armed than the Navy expected. In point
of fact, the 12th Heet isitsdf waiting for reinforcements. The mining worlds have actudly fought them to
astandoff.”

“And the 14th Fleet?’ asked the Warlord.

“It'sonly up to half-strength after the Volarian War. 1t won't bein aposition to help anyone for another
four months.”



There was another shrill whistle from the Fly-by-Night. “Y ou think you know. Y ou don't know. Three
monthsisal. Maybe two-point-nine. Maybe two-point-eight-five. Maybe two-point-e ght-eight. Y ou
don't know.”

Bellano looked up at the dien. “How did you find out?

Mylarrr grinned at him. “Am | not the most beautiful and intelligent of &l sentient beings? Do | not know
the dying of thelight and the onset of night?’

“What hasthat got to do with the Fourteenth Fleet?” asked Bellano.

“Itisjust another thing | know,” answered the Fly-by-Night firmly. “ Three months. Maybe
two-point-nine.”

Bellano turned back to the Warlord. “ Three months, four months, what's the difference? At least he
confirmswhat 1've said. The Fleet won't be ready for at least three months, and we plan to strikein eight

days”
“| thought you said ten.”

“| said it was dueto land on Denivarus |1 in ten days. | plan to attack in eight. Why let them have the
advantage of Denivarus wegponry and police ships?’ He paused. “Wdl?’

The Warlord shook hishead. “Too smple”

“Sometimes good thingsare smple.”

“Goldisagood thing,” chimed in Mylarrr.

“How can | confirm that the 12th Fleet is pinned down in the Anderson Cluster?” asked the Warlord.
“Y ou must have sources” said Bellano. “Usethem.”

“I'd prefer to know yours.”

Bdlano smiled. “I'm sure you would.”

“If | can't confirmit, | won't be aparty to this,” warned the Warlord. “ Are you sure you won't tell me
who to contact?’

Bellano shook hishead. “1've been sworn to secrecy.”
“When did that ever stop you?’

“Touche,” said Bellano. “Let ussmply say, then, that your analysis of their datawould be tainted by the
fact that | supplied you with their names. | know you have sources within the Oligarchy; you will haveto
use them, or you would never truly believe my information.”

“And the 14th Fleet?’

“That'seasy,” said Bellano, gesturing toward the Fly-by-Night. “ Hissources have to be different from
mine, and hel's got the same information.”

“Why isthe Oligarchy shipping gold bullion out to Denivarus 117" asked the Warlord. “ Usualy shipments
go in the opposite direction, from the Rim to the Core. What's different thistime?’



“I believe | can answer that, Father,” said Judtin.
“I believel can, too,” said the Warlord, annoyed at the interruption. “But | want to hearhis answer.”

“The Navy is spread too thin,” said Bellano. “Humanity may have achieved primacy in the gdaxy, but the
Oligarchy hasto congtantly patrol amillion worlds plusdl thetravel and cargo routes. It's my guess that
the 12th FHeet is going to be hiring independent mercenary armiesfor the next few years, and will be
paying them off ingold.”

The Warlord nodded. “If that'strue—and | bdlieveit is—then that's where you'll find the Blue Princess.”
“Y ou think she's sold out to them?’ asked Bellano.

“Rented, anyway. She knows there's going to be alot of gold on hand; thisis her way of getting closer to
it”

“Then shelsmaking abig mistake,” replied Bellano promptly. “It's obvious that Denivarus|l isgoing to
bether bank. Even if she can figure out some way to stedl the gold in trangit from Denivarusto the
paymaster, shélll only get as much asthe Navy has committed to spend on agiven action. Wevegot a
shot at the whole bank, so to speak.”

The Warlord stared at him thoughtfully. “Who, in your opinion, should command our forces?’ he asked
alast.

“Y ou are the paramount warlord of the Rim,” said Bellano with a courtly bow. “I will defer to you.”
“Y our fleet would bear the brunt of the attack,” said the Warlord.

“They arejust men and ships,” said Bellano with ashrug. “Both are easily replacesble—especialy the
men.” He paused. “ The spoilswill be split among the three of us. How we each choose to digtributeit to
our forcesis no one's concern.”

“Agreed,” said the Warlord. “1 must adso tell you that under no circumstances will my shipsfly my own
colorsin battle.”

“I rather thought we would al go in without colors.”

The Warlord shook hishead. “If | decide to proceed with this, we will fly the colors of the Blue
Princess.” He paused. “The Navy isgoing to want an enemy to pursue, if not immediately then when they
are up to srength. We might aswell give them one.”

“Excdlent!” said Bdlanowithasmile.
“Next question: the Fly-by-Nights have no fleet. Why do we need them?’

“Well have 27 tons of bullion to get rid of inahurry,” said Bellano. “They understand its value. What
better place to dump the gold than an empire of eleven dien planetsthat have no politica tiesto the
Oligarchy? Nine-tenths of it will gitintheir vaults, and the rest will come on the market asjewery and art
objects over the next ten years or s0.”

“Maybe only one-twelfth, possibly, perhaps,” confirmed Mylarrr, swaying back and forth overhead.
“And what will they buy it with?”
“Credits”



“Tracegble?’

Bellano shook his head. “ Paper. And we are not to ask where they came by it.”
“Rate?’ asked the Warlord pointedly.

“Twenty percent of market.”

The Warlord looked up at the dien. “ The meeting's over. Y ou can swing there for dl eternity for al | give
adamn.”

“Twenty-six-point-two-two-three-one,” said Mylarrr.
The Warlord smiled in spite of himsdf. “How did you come up with that figure so quickly?’

“Not quick or fast or prompt,” Mylarrr assured him. “It is our absolute lagt, find, ultimate offer, for
certan.”

“Thirty percent or we stop right now,” said the Warlord.

“Okay, thirty,” agreed Mylarrr pleasantly, leaping to an adjoining window ledge and landing in a perfect
handstand.

The Warlord turned back to Bellano. “How many ships can you bring to thislittle enterprise?’
“135, perhaps 140.”

TheWarlord smiled. “175.”

“I don't have that many.”

“Y ou see? | told you there would be ample time for lying later on.”

“I can't leave my territory totally undefended,” protested Bellano.

“Youwon't,” said the Warlord. “1f you commit 175 ships, you'll till have 27 in reserve.”
“29,” corrected Bellano with no show of embarrassment.

“I'll have to speak to my spies,” said the Warlord, alook of amusement flashing across hisface.
There was amomentary silence.

“Well, | suppose we'd better start working out the details of the attack,” said Bellano at last.
“Let'snot be premature,” said the Warlord. “1 haven't agreed to go through with thisyet.”
“Oh?’

“That'sright,” continued the Warlord. “ For example, we haven't decided how you and | are splitting the
goldyet.”

“I assumed fifty-fifty,” sad Belano.
“Areyou supplying hdf the firepower?’
“I am supplying the necessary information.”



“Which I will then confirm through my own sources.”

“Wall, | suppose we can plit it up based on number of ships,” offered Bellano.

“We can, but wewon't,” said the Warlord.

“Why not?’

“Because I'm not supplying three-quarters of the ships.”

“Y ou want to take seventy-five percent of the gold?’ demanded Bellano. “ Absolutely not!”
TheWarlord shrugged. “Asyou will.”

“Sixty-forty,” countered Bellano.

“The percentage isn't open to negotiation.”

“But you negotiated with the dien!”

“If I commit to this operation, | need him to take the gold off my hands. But | won't commit for sixty

“Sixty percent of twenty-seven tons of gold is better than seventy-five percent of nothing,” said Bellano.

“Ididn't seekyou out,” replied the Warlord. *'Y ou need me for this operation—Dbuit if we can't reach an
equitable agreement, | don't necessarily need you.” He smiled. “ There are no end of minority partners
who would be only too happy to join mein thisenterprise.”

“Cut meout and I'll warn the Navy!”

“If your information checks out—and | won't proceed until it does—warning the Navy won't do al that
much good,” said the Warlord. “But itwill accomplish onething: it will put the two of usa hazard, which

| don't believe either of us particularly desires, but which | can weather far more easily than you. Now, let
me have your answer: will you accept twenty-five percent, or isthis meeting over?’

Bdlano glared a him for along moment. “I'll haveto consider it. I'll let you know beforewe are
finished.”

“Let me know right now, or weare finished,” replied the Warlord.
Bellano sighed and nodded hishead. “All right.”

“Good. | knew you were areasonable man.”

“What else remains to be done, before we plan our attack?”’

“Now | will check out your information, and the Fly-by-Nights' ability to absorb that much gold without
leaving an obvioustrail, and then | will decide whether or not to proceed with the operation.” He nodded
to his son, who walked across the huge room and opened the main doors. *Y ou will each be escorted to
your quarters, where you can eat and rest. We will meet here again in three hours.”

* k x %

“Wherethe hell have you been?’ demanded the Warlord as Justin entered his private chambers.

“Spesking to the Fly-by-Night,” replied Justin, walking across the glistening floor and Sitting down on a



hand-carved chair of Doradusian hardwood.

“Y ou must be aglutton for punishment,” said the Warlord, swiveling in his chair to better face his son and
ordering the door to dide shut.

“He can make himsdf understood, when he finds something he wants.”
“Oh? And what does he want?’
“The dephant tusks.”

“They'rejust atrophy,” said the Warlord. “ They have no market value. What can he possibly want them
for?’

Justin shrugged. “1 gather that the Fly-by-Nights practice some form of animist religion. They worship
sze and power, and these are the biggest teeth he's ever seen. He thinksthey'll make him all-powerful.”

The Warlord chuckled. “It'll take alot more than a set of ivory to do that.”

“I know,” continued Justin. “But he offered to pay forty percent of market value for the gold if well
agreed to give himtheivory.”

“Interesting,” said the Warlord noncommittally.
“What ddl | tel him?

“Tell him no, of course. That'sjust afirg offer. Let's see how high hell go.” The Warlord paused.
“Besdes, weve got more important matters to discuss. While you were spending your time with the
Hy-by-Night, I've been confirming Bellano'sdata.” He gestured to his private computer, which bore his
persond sedl. “It checks out.”

“Doesthat surpriseyou?’ asked Justin. “After dl, heis practicaly our hostage. He had to know you
would try to verify his story before committing yoursdlf.”

“What's your opinion?’

“ About what, Father?’

“About Bellano. What do you think | should do?’

“Y ou've never asked my opinion before,” said Justin.

“And | won't be guided by it now,” said the Warlord. “But you were there for the whole meeting. | want
to see how much you've learned. What wouldyou do?’

“I'd send him home and forget about the whole thing,” said Justin.

“Why?"

“Wedon't need it.”

“| thought everyone needed 27 tons of gold bullion,” said the Warlord sardonicaly.
“We don't need the exposure,” continued Justin.

“Explain,” said the Warlord, removing alarge cigar from ajewd-encrusted thermidor and lighting it.



“I think the reason the Navy hasleft us aloneis because we're so far out on the Rim. There are so few
Oligarchic worlds out here that were more trouble to destroy than we're worth.” He paused. “Attack a
Navy convoy and suddenly you've madeit worth their while.”

“It'saposshbility,” said the Warlord noncommittally.
“But you don't believeit.”

The Warlord shook his head. “Bellano'sinformation confirmswhat 1've believed for anumber of years.
The Navy is spread too thin to care about what happens out here. The Oligarchy has more than amillion
of itsown worldsto worry about.” He paused. “In fact, they're probably delighted to have us operating
out here. Weve managed to pacify more than a hundred systems and put them on a credit economy;
someday, in two or three centuries, they'll move in and regp the benefits of what we've done.”

“Then why havethey put areward on your heed?’ challenged Justin.

“Oh, if some bounty hunter manages to bring me down, they won't weep bitter tears,” said the Warlord.
“But they'll be just as happy if the warlords continue to function out here againgt the day that they can
move out and assimilate them into the Oligarchy.”

“Areyou willing to bet your lifeon it?” demanded Justin.
The Warlord seemed amused. “Of course not. But I'm willing to betBellano's lifeonit.”
“I'mnot surethat | follow you,” said Justin.

“Thenlearn to,” said the Warlord harshly. “ Someday thiswill al be yours, and you'd better learn to use
your brain by then.”

“Thereisno need to insult me, Father.”

“That's open to some debate,” said the Warlord, ill annoyed. Finally he shrugged. “All right,” he said. “I
agree that the Navy isn't going to be thrilled about losing 300 ships. If we go through with this, we're
going to haveto givethem avillain, or they may decide upon one themsalves.”

“And thevillainisto be Bdlano?’

“It'sgot to be,” said the Warlord. “They'll never believein the Fly-by-Nights.” Helooked sharply &t his
son. “Would you?’

“I don't know,” replied Jugtin. “Perhapsif | understood them better...”

“The Oligarchy isn't in the business of understanding diens, just ruling them—or exterminating them,”
added the Warlord. “They're going to look for ahuman enemy, and flying the colors of the Blue Princess
isn't going to fool them for more than ten seconds.”

“How do you plan to convince them that Bellano isthe one they want?’

“Before the convoy istotally decimated, I'll dlow them to intercept a coded message to Bellano from one
of hissubordinates. They'll tightbeam it to the cypher section of the 12th Feet, and within afew hours
they'll know who they're looking for.”

“When they find him, how can you guarantee that he won't implicate you?’

“Becausedl they'll find iswhat's|eft of him,” said the Warlord. “His ship will regrettably be destroyed in



the battle. In fact, the poor fellow will lose dmost hisentirefleet.” The Warlord smiled. “Heisathresat to
my security; | see no reason why the Navy shouldn't be encouraged to eliminate him.”

“Why shouldn't he suspect that you'll betray him and take stepsto protect himsdf?” asked Judtin.

“Oh, hewill,” the Warlord assured him. “He will take every precaution imaginable, for al the good it will
do him.” Heleaned back on his chair, huge fingersinterlinked behind his massve heed, his gaze fixed on
the oversized holograph of his most recent concubine that dominated the far wall of the chamber, just
above a security console that alowed him to monitor al the rooms of his paace. “Bellano'sfleet will bear
the brunt of the Navy's firepower. Once the convoy has been destroyed, it shouldn't be too difficult to
mop up what remains with our own fleet plus those shipsthat wevetold him are committed el sewhere.”
He paused. “Well aso put five or Sx tons of bullion onto the remains of hisflagship. After dl, why should
the Navy waste itstime searching the Rim for the gold? WEell give them enough so they can assume that
therest of it was destroyed.”

“You'resurethey'll believethat?” asked Justin dubioudly.

“I think theré's every likelihood that they will—athough | plan to take certain precautions, just in case
they don't.” He paused. “ Anyway, when the operation is concluded, helll have about 50 ships | eft
defending 18 systems; | think we can probably take al 18 of them within ayear.” He paused thoughtfully.
“Andif I'm right about the Blue Princess, she can't have left too many ships defending her territory
ether.” The Warlord smiled. “ This Situation may work out to our advantage al the way around.”

“Then you're not doing thisfor thegold at dl.”

“Thegold is certainly an added incentive,” replied the Warlord, puffing on hiscigar. “ But eiminating the
competition ismy primary motive.”

“I can't believeit will be as easy asyou makeit sound,” said Justin.

“Theré's nothing easy about it,” answered the Warlord. “ A lot of good men and women are going to lose
ther livesinthisaction.”

“Y ou know what | mean.”

“I didn't become Ghengis Marcus Alexander Augustus Rex by being tentative,” said the Warlord. “ Feets
and planets are just like people; they respond best to decisive actions by their leaders.” He stared at his
son. “ That's what you must learn before you can hope to hold what I've put together. Once you've made
adecison, there can't be any hafway measures. Y ou can't rob the Navy of part of itsgold, you can't
cheat Bellano just alittle bit, you can't take half of the Blue Princess’ territory. Y ou've got to go for the
jugular, and once you find it, you must not let it go.” He shook his head. “ There'stoo much of your
mother inyou.” The Warlord paused, trying to sum up histhoughtsin asingle sentence. “ Y ou've got to
want more, and you've got to develop the cunning to get it.”

“Morewhat, Father?’ asked Justin.
“Jugmore .”
“I will try to remember that, Father,” said Judtin.

“Y ou must also remember that awarlord has no friends and no dlies. He has nothing but subordinates
and enemies, and each of the former is potentialy one of the latter.”

“So you havetold me.”



“And I'llkeep tdlling you until you know it aswell asyou know your own name.” He leaned forward now,
garing intently at his son. “Now, asfor the Fly-by-Nights.... “ He paused. “ Thirty percent of market
vaueisridiculous.”

“Then shdl we give him theivory and take forty percent?’
“No.”
“Why not?’

“Because | don't understand why he wantstheivory, and | don't trust what | don't understand.” The
Warlord paused. “Well sdl them five tons, no more.”

“If you don't liketheir price, why sdll them anything at all?” asked Judtin. “That will leave usonly 16 or 17
tons”

“Because the gold is smply ameansto an end. There's aways a chance that the Navy will see through
our littleruse—and if they ever decide that Bellano didn't have al of the gold and start searching the Rim
for therest it, | want to make sure they know whereto look for it—and if it'sworth 5 tonsto eiminate
Bdlano, it's certainly worth another 5 tonsto insure that the Navy never finds out what happened.”

“But the Hy-by-Nightswill tell the Navy thatwe have therest of it.”

“It'll be my word against Mylarrr's—and the Oligarchy is predisposed to believe humans and distrust
aiens,” said the Warlord. “Besides, well have disposed of our share of the gold long before they start
asking questions about it.” The Warlord paused. “Y ou look dubious.”

“Persondly, I'd be very careful about betraying aracethat | didn't understand.”
“But | do understand them,” snorted hisfather. “ That's why|'m the Warlord.”

“Yes, Father,” said Justin wegrily.

* * % %

Eleven days had passed, and the raid on the convoy had gone exactly as planned. Bellano was dead; the
Navy believed—at |east officialy—that they had recovered that portion of the gold which had not been
destroyed; the Warlord had lost only 63 ships of his own; and the Oligarchy was convinced that Bellano
had been responsiblefor theraid.

The Warlord sat upon histhrone now, acrysta glassin his hand, one foot propped up on his stuffed
lizard, enjoying the pleasant aftermath of hisvictory. Justin stood near him, also Spping some wine, while
Mylarrr perched precarioudy on awindow ledge some dozen feet above the floor.

“It went more smoothly than | anticipated,” the Warlord was saying. “I wasn't sure that leaving some of
the gold on Bellano's flagship would fool them.”

“Y ou are to be congratulated, Father,” said Justin. “May | pour you some more wine?’

The Warlord nodded and held out his glass. “ Thank you. Ask your friend if he wants some.”
“No nonono!” said Mylarrr promptly. “Never do | ever drink intoxicants.”

“Canwe give you anything?’ asked the Warlord.

“Ohyes, ohyed” exclamed the Fly-by-Night, leaping lightly to the floor and walking over to theivory. *



Thisistrueintoxication!” he said as he reached out and placed his clawed hand againgt the larger of the
two tusks.

“Y ou enjoy touching it?’ asked the Warlord, amused.

“It glislens with power, it glows, it sparkles,” explained Mylarrr.
“And you think it transmitsit power to you?’

Thedien smiled. “When wetouch, | amimmortal.”
“Whatever makes you happy,” said the Warlord with a shrug.
“Ivory makes me happy and satisfied and immorta.”

“Good for you.”

“Fifty percent,” said Mylarrr.

“No.”

“Maybefifty-one, perhaps, possbly.”

“I'll think about it.”

“Good! Y ou think, ponder, meditate, consider, cogitate, then we shall talk and bargain and deal and
trade.”

The Warlord drained his goblet. “In the meantime, |et's change the subject.” He turned to hisson. “Have
you confirmed the digposition of Bellano's remaining ships?’

Justin nodded. “Y es, Father. Hisforces have 53 shipsremaining; al of their coordinates arein our
computers.”

“WEell regroup for afew days, then hit them before a new leader has a chance to emerge and consolidate
his power.” The Warlord held out hisgoblet. “Thisisexcdlent wine. I'll have some more.”

Justin shook his head thoughtfully. “1 don't think you need anymore, Father.”

“Since when doyou decide how much | can drink?” demanded the Warlord, trying to rise to hisfeet and
finding to his surprise that they wouldn't support hisweight.

“Y ou've drunk quite enough to kill you dready,” said Justin camly.
“Areyou mad?’ shouted the Warlord. “Do you know what you're saying?’

“It'squite painless, | assureyou,” said Justin. “ A loss of feding in the extremities, asensation of cold, and
then nothing.”

“Guardd” bellowed the Warlord.
“They won't come, Father,” said Jugtin gently. “ They work forme now.”
“But why?’ asked the Warlord, struggling to comprehend.

“Your timeisdone, Father. The day of the warlord has passed.” Justin paused. “The mere fact that you



believed dl the faseinformation | managed to plant with Bellano meant that your days were numbered.
Do youreally bdieve that the most powerful military forcein the gaaxy is content to let awarlord rule
entire solar systems and extract tribute from them? Isit rationa to think that the Navy wouldn't protect its
gold shipment with enough firepower to ward off any attack?’

“But wewon!” protested the Warlord. “We destroyed them!”

Justin shook his head. “Y ou destroyed an undermanned fleet that served its only purpose: it destroyed
Bdlano'sforces before capitulating. | toyed with alowing the Navy to bring in athousand support ships,
but that would have decimated our own fleet, and | till have some usefor it beforeit is dishanded.”

“Disbanded? What are you—"

“Save your grength, Father,” said Jugtin. “ Y ou havent dl that much left.” He smiled. “While you were
busy becoming the paramount warlord of the Rim, | ascertained through my own channdsthat the Navy
would be much happier dealing with asingle governor than a dozen warlords.”

“You?' ragped the Warlord.

“Certainly,” said Judtin. “Haven't you dwaystold meto use my initiative? As agesture of goodwill, | have
delivered Bellano and hisfleet to them, and within aday or two they will take the Blue Princessinto
custody. And of course there'syou, Father; | think that was what convinced them to do business with

me. Y ou are the one they wanted most of al.”

“You'vedestroyed it dl,” whispered the Warlord.

“Nonsense,” said Justin easily. “Eventudly you would have lost your empireto agreater warlord ... or, if
you hadnt, | would have. Being agenera has never been one of my ambitions anyway; I'm not very
good at it, and | find it far too limiting. Y ou never owned as many as 30 systems; tomorrow | will bethe
governor of 167 of them. Of course, well have to dispose of some of the lesser warlords, but the Navy
is more than happy to do o, so that should prove no problem.”

“And the gold?’

“Well, I'll get aton of it for my troubles, but the rest will be returned to the Treasury planetoid in the
Deluros system. They never needed it out here, of course; they use dmost no mercenaries, and those that
they do use are paid in credits. We arranged the shipment smply to lure Bellano into joining forces with
you.”

“Very clever,” said the Warlord, dmost inaudibly.

“Ithought so,” agreed Justin. “ Anyway, in one stroke |'ve more than quintupled the size of your empire
and acquired Oligarchic legitimacy aswell.” He paused for amoment. “Have | done wdll, Father? Do
you findly approve of me?’

The Warlord's spoke again, and Justin could barely hear him.
“Y ou've made amistake.”

“Oh?’ replied Judtin. “What do you mean?’

“Y ou should have killed the dien. Y ou have no gold for him.”

“Mylarrr?’ replied Jugtin. “Heis no problem. He will be content with theivory.”



“You areafool,” whispered the Warlord, and died.
Justin stood up and turned to the FHly-by-Night.
“Heisdead.”

“Sad and tragic and heartbreaking and inevitable,” said the dien, till stroking the larger of the two tusks.
“Now we discuss gold, which isgood and bright and profitable.”

“Therewon't be any gold,” said Justin.

“No gold?No gold?But | saw gold!”

“Only asingleton, and | have usefor it.”

“But hereisme!”

“I know you are here for the gold, but I'm sure we can come to areasonabl e settlement.”
“Reasonable and sage and just,” said Mylarrr emphaticaly. “Y ou propose, | dispose.”
“Asagesture of goodwill, | would liketo give you theivory.”

“Theivory!” exclamed Mylarrr, jumping up and perching atop the larger of the tusks. “Immortal and
invincbleisme!”

“Thet iscorrect.”

Mylarrr suddenly stared at Justin. “Now the gold.”
“Thereisno gold for you.”

“I know whereit isand it'slocation,” said the Fly-by-Night.
“Then | will moveit as soon asyou leave.”

“I will tekeit with me.”

“Youll do no such thing,” said Justin angrily. He turned to the doorway. “ Guards!”
“Alas and sorrow, they will not come.”

“Why not?’ demanded Jugtin.

“Because | havekilled them.”

“You?How?’

“Me, aseadly asthis”

Mylarrr struck out swiftly with his clawed hand, and suddenly Justin fdll to hisknees, hisfingers clutching
at his neck.

“I havetheivory,” repeated Mylarrr tranquilly. “I amimmortd. | cannot be defeated. | will rule for
eternity and infinity. Even the Oligarchy cannot touch me now.”

“Yourecrazy! They will find my corpse and hunt you down!” promised Justin, hisvison starting to blur.



“They cannot hunt me down,” Mylarrr assured him. “| am the greatest of warlords. | havetheivory.”
“My father had it, and it did not makehim immorta!” rasped Judtin.

“Thereisadifference” said Mylarrr confidently as he legped nimbly to thefloor.

“What isthe difference?’ asked Judtin with hislast breeth.

“I' haveno son.”

Third Interlude (6303 G.E.)

“Duncan?’

| muttered something unintelligible and rolled over onto my side,

“Duncan!”

Thistime the voice was |ouder, and amoment later a hand reached out and began vigoroudy shaking my
shoulder.

“What happened?’ | asked, Sitting erect abruptly and almost banging my head againgt Hilda Dorian's.
“Did | overdegp?’

“No.”

“Oh.” | was till disoriented, and my heart was pounding so rapidly that | was surprised she couldn't hear
it. “What timeisit?’

“Seven o'clock.” Shelooked grim.
“Night?Morning?
“Inthemorning.” She paused. “I see you spent the night in your officeagain .”

My brain findly began functioning. “I located the tusks again, dmost twelve centuries after their last
appearance.”

“Redly? When and where?’

“] found them in 5521 G.E., out onthe Rim.”

“That'sless than eight centuries ago,” she noted, impressed.
“But therésaproblem.”

“There are more problems than you think,” she replied.
“Oh?

“Let me hear yoursfirg.”

“An dien gained possession of thetusks, so | had to order the computer to redirect its search. Theresno
sense checking human records when the tusks are most likely to show up next in an alien society.” | rana
hand through my hair, trying to smooth it down. “1 must have falen adeegp while | was collecting data.”



“Would you like some coffee?’ asked Hilda, just abit too solicitoudy.
“Not just now.”

“You're sure?’ she persisted.

“Yes, I'msure” | replied. “Why have you suddenly become so nurturing?’

“Because you've got abigger problem than some adien race that may or may not possesstheivory, and |
want you to be fully awake when | discussit with you.”

“I'mawake,” | said, getting to my feet and feigning some sretching exercises. “What have you got to tell
me?’

“I camein early thismorning and caled up Bukoba Mandakas dossier.”
HAm?1

Shedared a mefor along moment, asif making surethat | wasfindly in possesson of al my faculties
before answering.

“He doesn't exis.”

| frowned. “What do you mean, he doesn't exist? He was right herein my office. He deposited money in
my account. I'm working for the man.”

“I know,” shesaid grimly. “But thereisno officia record of him.”

“Computer,” | ordered, “bring up a holograph of Bukoba Mandaka.”

The image of Mandaka shimmered to life and hung, suspended, above the computer.

“That isaprivate record,” said Hilda. “The Commonwesdlth has no record of him.”

“Have you checked hisvoiceprint and retinagram?’ | asked. “Maybe Mandakaisan dias.”
“I've got the computer working on it. So far it hasn't had any success.”

“It'sabiggadaxy,” | sad. “It'l find him sooner or later.” | paused, thinking of other avenues of pursuit.
“What esedid you learn?’

“Hisidentification number is phony, his passport isforged, and the genedlogy program can't produce his
pa.e,]tsl”

“Thisiscrazy!” | said. “Did we, or didn't we, check out his credit before | was permitted to accept his
commisson?’

“Wedid,” shereplied, frowning. “ He has access to more than five million creditsin two different banks,
and he can stand aLeve 111 credit check, which isas high asI'm empowered to go—but | can't
determine the source of hismoney.”

“What about his address?”
“A message-taking computer termina in City Center.”

“Does he pay taxes?’



“I haven't got clearanceto tie into the Treasury computer.”
“Canyou get it?" | asked.

“Not without derting alot of peopleto the fact that I'm checking up on Mandaka. That'swhy | decided
to spesk toyou first.”

“Good thinking,” | agreed. “If you told anyone higher up what you told me, they'd make me drop the
assgnment.”

“Don't you think you should—at least until you learn something more about him?”’
“What'swrong with you?’ | demanded. “Y ou yourself said his money's good!”
“But you don't know anything about him. He could beacrimind.”

“He could aso be exactly what he purportsto be,” | shot back. “If I don't find the ivory, well never
knowwhat heis. HEll just vanish and hire someone dsetofind it.”

“| should have known you'd react like this,” she said, throwing her hands up in disgust. “All you care
about isfinding that damned ivory!”

“Assoon asl locateit, I'll ingst that hetell me who heisand why hewantsit,” | said soothingly. “But |
don't have any leverage without it.”

“Y ou may not have much of alife expectancywith it,” she pointed out.

| snorted contemptuoudy. “No one's going to kill me when my own computer is monitoring everything
that happens.”

“A man who has no past, no present, no future, and no identity might very well fed freeto kill you.”

“He's got aface and abone structure and fingerprintsand areting,” | replied. “Evenif the police don't
know hisname, they'll know who they're looking for.” | smiled at her. “1 thank you for your concern,
Hilda, but it really isn't necessary. I'll find the ivory in another two or three days—I've aready run through
two and ahdf millenniaof itshistory in just two evenings, and I'm within 800 years of locating it right
now—and as soon as | discover itslocation, well find out exactly who this Mr. Mandakais and why he's
S0 desperate to get his hands on atrophy that nobody el se knows or cares about.”

“Andif herefusesto tel you?’

“Hell tdl me” | said confidently.

“What makesyou so sure?’

“Y ou didn't see his face when he mentioned theivory; | did. Hell do whatever he hasto doto obtainiit.”
“Including murder?’

“Perhaps” | admitted reluctantly. “But in this particular case, murder won't get him theivory. Thetruth
will.”

Hilda stared a me thoughtfully for along moment. “Obvioudy you don't want my findingsto go beyond
thisoffice”



“ Absolutely not!”

“If | agreeto keep quiet about this,” she sad, ill staring intently at me, “I intend to impose two
conditionson you.”

“What conditions?’ | demanded.
“Firg, | will personaly monitor dl future meetings or communicationsthet you have with Mandeka.”
“| agree—as|ong as you don't interrupt or let him know you're monitoring him.”

“Second, if thisisn't resolved within three days, I'm going to the executive board and the police with what
I'vegot.”

“Y ou haven'tgot anything,” | pointed out, exasperated.

“I've got aman who theoretically doesn't exist, but who has instant accessto five million credits. I've got
aman with no identity in asociety where hisidentity should be imprinted in fifty million memory banks.
I've got a man whom you consider capable of murder. Don't you think | can interestsomeone inmy
data?’

“But what if it takes me five daysto track down the ivory? Or seven days? What if the diensdon't keep
written records? They never joined the Oligarchy or the Commonwedlth; for al | know they're extinct.
Youcan't limit meto just three days!”

She paused to consider what | had said.

“All right,” shereplied carefully. “I'll go thisfar. If you haven't found theivory three daysfrom now, I'll
give you a chance to restate your case—but | make no promises.”

“That's unacceptablel” | snapped.

“Thedternativeisthat | make my information public right now.”

| glared at her and she glared right back at me.

“All right,” | muttered. “It'saded.”

She seemed about to say something else, then changed her mind and walked out of the office.

| got up, ordered the door to admit no visitors, removed my rumpled clothing, and entered the small
dryshower just next to the closet.

“Activate,” | commanded.

“Done”

“Computer?’

“y e

“Have you managed to trace the tusks any further?’

“No, | have not. Thereis very little recorded data concerning the dien race known as Fly-by-Nights.”

“How long do | have before Braxton'sis officialy open for business?’



“One hour, 51 minutes, and 19 seconds.”

“How much of your capacity iscurrently at my disposa?’

“63.278%"

“Thet'sal?

“I am readying the building for its human occupants, and working for anumber of early arrivals”

“Very wel,” | sad. “Of that percentage, | want you to utilize half of it on the FHly-by-Nightsto seeif you
can find out what happened to the ivory after Mylarrr gained possession of it.”

“Undergtood. Working...”
“Now make my window opague until | get dressed.”
1] Dm”

| stepped out of the dryshower and faced the glowing crystd. “1 want you to use the remaining half of
your capacity to learn everything you can about Bukoba Mandaka.”

“Thereisno officia record of Bukoba Mandaka.”

“I know you just checked his credentials against the Monarchy'srecords,” | said. “But there are other
placesyet to look.”

“Waiting...”
“To begin with, you might access any records relaing to the Maasal, if they exist.”
“Understood. Working...”

“Next,” | said, “seeif the words Bukoba or Mandaka have any specia meaning in the Maasai or Swahili
didects”

“Understood. Working...”

“Next, let me have somemusic.”

“Haveyou a preference?’ asked the computer.

“Barjeenan’'s Concerto in B-flat Minor.”

“Done,” said the computer, and the atond aien music flooded the office.

“That's better,” | said, ditting down, sill naked, on my contour chair. “Let me haveamild vibration,
please”

“Done,” replied thechair.
“And hest the smdl of my back. I'm alittle tiff.”
“Hested,” said the chair.

“Thank you.” | turned back to the glowing crysta. “Whether or not he exists officidly, Mandaka must



have done something that we can trace. We know he paid two visits to Prudence Ashe at the Natural
History Museum before gpproaching me, so | want you to check al museums and private collectors that
have large collections of Earth animals. Start with this star system, then check al nearby systems, and
findly check thisentire star cluster. | want to know if he's been to visit any of them.”

“Undergtood. Working...”

| paused, |etting Barjeenan's music flow over me, trying to blend my thoughts with the exotic interior
rhythms.

“Next,” | added, “| want you to access the Redlty Board and al the various rental agencies and hotels,
and find out if a Bukoba Mandaka—or anyone answering to his description—has recently rented or
purchased living quarters anywhere on the planet.”

“Understood. Working ... | have checked al Swahili and Maasai dictionariesin my language banks, and
inthose on Deluros VII1. Bukobais atraditiona Maasa name. Mandakais atraditional East African
name, and has been used by the Maasai, the Kikuyu, the Luo, the Wakamba, and the Samburu. Neither
name has any anaog meaning.”

“Wadll, it wasathought,” | said with asigh.
“Have you any further indructions?’

“Yes” | sad. “Let's see how well organized heis. | want you to take out a classified advertisement to the
effect that the advertiser hasinherited atrophy collection that he doesn't want, and is dispersing it to the
highest bidder. | want it stated that the collection includes a Bafflediver, a Demoncat, a number of smdll
mounted carnivores, and apair of elephant tusks.”

“Where would you like the advertisement placed?”’
“At least 30,000 light-yearsfrom here.”

A cross-section of the galaxy appeared above the crystal. Seven of the planets were blinking a bright
blue.

“Those planetsthat are blinking are al members of the Oligarchy, at adistance of from 30,346 to 31,112
light-years”

“Whichisthe closet?’

“Nelson 23.”

“Peoplelive on the 23rd planet out from the sun?’ | asked, surprised.
“No. Thisplanet isthe only onein the system.”

“Then how did it get such aname?’

“It was the 23rd planet to be terraformed by a member of the Pioneer Corps named Nelson, who lived
and died in the 2nd Century G.E. Itsinhabitants call it Meadowgreen.”

“Population?’
“72,349.”



“All right,” | said. “ Place the ad in any mediathat acceptsit. Route dl repliesto our office on Genovaith
[, and then back to me.”

“Working...”

| began getting dressed. | had briefly considered going home for afresh outfit, but | didn't want to take
thetime, so | ordered my garment to display a different orange-and-brown pattern, each color snaking
around my limbs until it gently flowed into the other.

“Give me a 360-degree viewpoint of myself,” | ordered.

Suddenly, standing dmost within arm's reach, was a holographic replicaof mysdf, which spun very
dowly inacircle. | examined it carefully and decided that there was every chance that Hildawouldn't
recognize it asthe same outfit | had worn the day before. Besides, she had so many other things on her
mind that there was an excellent possibility that | wouldn't recelve her standard lecture on the importance
of persond appearance and hygiene for department heads, even if she saw through my little ruse.

“Thank you,” | said, and theimage vanished.
“Will there by anything else?’ asked the compuiter.
“Yes” | sad. “Thereisonelast thing.”

“Wating...”

“I want you to access the police computer and seeif anyone answering to Mandakal's description has
been arrested for any offense within the past 20 years.”

“The result will be negative,” responded the computer. “If he had been arrested, the Commonwesdlth
would possess arecord of hisvoiceprint and retinagram.”

“All right,” | ssid with asigh. “No further orders”
“Working...”

| returned to my chair and ordered it to adjust its contours to conform to my position. | found myself
vaguely uncomfortable, finally remembered that | had ordered the chair to apply heat to the smal of my
back, and instructed it to bring its temperature back to normal.

| considered ordering breakfast, but decided instead to get another hour's deep before the workday
commenced. It seemed that | had just closed my eyes when the computer summoned me back to
CONSCIOUSNESS.

“Duncan Rojas?’

“Yes?' | sad, ingantly dert.

“I have ascertained what happened to the tusks after they fdll into Mylarrr's possesson.”
“Excdlent!”

The computer made no response.

“Well?’" | demanded.



“I must point out that Wilford Braxton's opensfor businessin two minutes and seven seconds,” replied
the compuiter, “and | cannot relate the next phase of their history to you in such abrief period of time.”

“Then I'll start work abit late.”

“I am programmed to help you search for the ivory only during that time when you are not actively
employed by Wilford Braxton's.”

“| dwaystake abreak hafway through the morning,” | said. “Today | will take it the moment the office
opens. Will that satisfy you?’

“I must make avalue judgement,” announced the computer. It glowed an eerie red for amoment, then
returned to normal. “ Y es, that will satisfy me.”

| leaned forward intently as the computer revealed yet another step of the ivory's remarkable odyssey.

4. THE THIEF (5730 G.E.)

It was early morning as | descended the escarpment into the Rift Valley, and Lake Bogoria was
hidden beneath layers of steam and fog. | drank deep, paying no attention to a pair of bull buffalo
who stood staring sullenly at me.

Fromtime to time | wished that | might obtain someassegais—young bulls who had recently been
cast out from their herds—that I might teach them what | knew, for thisis the way we pass on a
lifetime's accumulation of wisdom from one generation to the next, but though many saw me,
none dared to approach, so huge and awesome was .

Though my belly was full and the lake was at hand, still | felt compelled to move on, to follow the
circuit | had established so many decades ago. As | flapped my earsto help cool my blood, a
thousand birds burst shrieking from the nearby bushes. | watched them for a moment, and then
turned my gaze once more to the south.

* * % %

Tahiti Benoit poured hersdf an Alphard brandy, then sat back in her chair and examined the holograph of
the two enormous tusks that hung, suspended in space and time, above her computer.

“360 degrees, please,” she ordered, and the image dowly rotated.
“Give metheweight again,” she said.

237 and 225 pounds when firgt auctioned in 1898 A.D., 226 and 214 pounds when officialy weighed in
1932 A.D., 487.22 and 459.48 Ga actic Standard Kilos when weighed just prior to molecular
dabilizationin 3218 G.E.”

She stared at the tusks, then took another sip of her brandy. “ Show metheir owner.”
The tusks vanished, to be replaced by theimage of athin, wiry Fly-by-Night.

“ThisisMeglannn,” announced the computer. “He claimsto be the duly-elected Prime Minister of Winox
IV, but in fact he was aminor military officer who usurped power deven Standard years ago.”

“Eleven years,” she mused. “Have there been any atemptsto overthrow him?’

“Three. All were unsuccesstul.”



“What happened to the perpetrators?’
“They weredl executed.”
“How well-guarded is he?’

“He possesses a persond bodyguard of 57 Fly-by-Nights, who work in round-the-clock shifts. Heis
never in the company of |lessthan nine bodyguards, even when heiswithin hisown dwdling.”

“Where does he keep the tusks?’

“They are on display in the Governmental Resource Building.”

“What is that—some kind of museum?’

“It isthe center of the Winox IV bureaucracy.”

“| assume they're dso under constant guard?’

“Thebuilding isunder constant guard. | have no information about the tusks.”
“Doesthe Governmenta Resource Building ever hire human help?’
“Checking ... never.”

“Do they have any exchange program with the Oligarchy?’

“No.”

She paused for amoment. “ All right. Now show me the restoration team they've cdled in to repair the
crack inthelarger tusk.”

A group of diens, dl very tal, very blue, and very bad, appeared above the computer.
“They never use Men on the team?’ she asked.

“Never,” replied the computer.

“Who'sin charge of it?’

The team vanished, to be replaced by a holograph of atall, attenuated blue female.

“Thisis Tsavos Tvisr, age 106 Galactic Standard years. She possesses degreesin Artifact Restoration
from Lodin XI and Canphor V1, and has been an independent businesswoman for more than 60 years.”

“She owns her own ship?’
“Yes,” answered the computer.

“All right,” said Tahiti. “No soft spots so far. Let's keep going. Who isthe Oligarchy's Ambassador to
Winox IV?’

The dien disgppeared, to be replaced by amiddle-aged, somewhat overweight human mae.

“Thisis Ambrose Seaton, age 47, former Ambassador to Golden, former aide-de-camp to Admira
Issac Kindlemeier.”



“Golden?’ she repeated. “1an't that amgjor trading world on the Inner Frontier?’
“That iscorrect.”

“And the Winox system isn't even amember of the Oligarchy,” she mused. “This pogting hardly
condtitutes a promotion.” She stared at the image thoughtfully. “Why did he leave Kindlemeier's service?’

“That information is classfied. | am unable to accessit.”
“Would moving here be consdered a demotion?’
“Interms of pay, no.”

“But in terms of power and authority?”

“yYes”

She dlowed hersdf the luxury of asmadl amile. “1 think weve found our weak link. Computer, go to
subjective mode.”

“Done”
“Give me asubjective analysis of Ambrose Seaton's character.”

“Heisawdl-educated but unimaginative public servant, totaly loyd to the Oligarchy. From his congtant
messages asking Deluros VI for ingtructions on protocol, | must conclude that heisvery insecure, and
probably lacks those human character traits of salf-reliance, intuition and imagination that are so vitd to
an ambassador thisfar out on the Galactic Rim, where decisions must frequently be made without
Oligarchic approvd.”

“What exactly did he do that cost him hislast two postings?’
“Thet information isclassfied.”
“Ishe happy in his current position?’

“He hastwice applied for transfersto Oligarchic worlds, so | must conclude that heis not happy in his
current pogtion.”

“Better and better,” said Tahiti. “Cancel subjective mode.”
“Cancelled.”
“Y ou know, of course, why | am asking these questions?’

“Y ou have been hired by a collector named Leeyo Nelion to stedl the tusks from the Fly-by-Nights of
Winox IV.”

“1 have been offered thejob,” she corrected it. “| haven't accepted it yet.” She paused. “Let me seethe
tusksagan.”

Theivory ingtantly appeared.
“How much are they worth on the open market?’

“Ivory isno longer used in any commercid or artistic process,” replied the computer. “ Thus, it is of vaue



only to collectors and museums, and that va ue depends entirely upon how much a given collector or
museum iswilling to pay for it. Thelast commercia transaction was for 425 credits per Standard kilo, in
5409 G.E.; since then, two sets of tusks have been donated, without compensation, to museums.”

“All right,” shesaid. “Let'sgo over the details once more.”
“Waiting...”

“Nelion had been hunting for theivory for years, without success. Then he managed to learn, through
private sources, that the Fly-by-Nights have cdled in arestoration team to fix atusk that has anew crack
init. He performed whatever research was necessary and determined that the tusk was one of the pair
he'd been searching for.” She paused. “ It sounds reasonable enough.”

“Have you some reason to doubt his account?’ asked the computer.

“The best reason: sdlf-preservation. Before | commit to the operation, | want to be sure that his
proposition isexactly what it seemsto be. After dl, he's not the one who standsto go tojail if thingsgo
wrong.” She paused again. “If he'slying, | can't see what purpose it would serve; he won't be ableto
take possession of theivory until I'm safely off the planet.” She stared long and hard at theivory. “He
must want it pretty badly; he's offering an enormous amount of money for it.”

She sipped her brandy again, creating and discarding various scenarios until shefinadly cameto one she
liked. She analyzed it, decided that it would work, and went to work on the details. Findly, an hour later,
shere-activated the computer.

“Send amessage to Mr. Nelion,” she commanded. “ Tl him that I've agreed to histerms. As soon asmy
bank on Binder X confirmsthat the first haf of the money has been deposited in my numbered account,
I'll carry out my end of the contract.”

* * % %

Tahiti, dressed in a severely-cut gray business garment, entered Ambassador Seaton's smdll, rather spare
office and immediately took a seat opposite the ambassador's desk. The wood-panelled walls were
covered with holographs of Seaton in the company of important Men and diens, al smiling a the camera

Seaton, dressed in full military regdia, complete with animpressive display of shining medds, roseto
greet her. He seemed tdler than the computer's description of him, and she concluded that he was
wearing somekind of lift in his highly-polished shoes. His hair glowed an attractive but unnaturd slver,
and histhick moustache had been waxed to within aninch of itslife.

“I trust you will forgive the surroundings, my dear,” he said, waving ahand a his office.
“They seem quite degant,” shereplied.

“They are,” he answered. “But what one redly wantsin an embassy is not eegance, but ostentation.” He
wrinkled hisnosein ashow of distaste. “Onemust impress the natives, or one smply cannot
function—yet the government smply will not spend what is needed on Winox IV until it joinsthe
Oligarchy, thereby dmost certainly assuring that it will never join.”

“Weve brought reca citrant worldsinto the fold before,” said Tahiti. “I'm surewe will again.”

“True,” he agreed, interlacing his pink, pudgy fingers on the desktop, “but those were worlds that had
something the Oligarchy wanted—minerds, farmland, fissionable materids, whatever. Winox IV istoo
poor and too far out on the Rim for anyonein authority on Deluros V11 to pay attention to it.”



“They've sentyou here, haven't they?” she said admiringly.
“I'macareer diplomat,” he replied with false humility. “1 go where I'm posted.”

“Y ou're being much too modest,” she protested. “One of your aidestold me that you've served with
Admird Kindemeer.”

“That'strue,” he admitted. “ An excdlent commander. | truly miss our afternoons together, Sipping port
and playing chess.” He smiled. “He used to get so annoyed when helost...”

“Y ou've as0 been our Ambassador to Golden,” continued Tahiti. “ Surely the Oligarchy wouldn't send a
man with your credentias out hereif they weren't interested in Winox 1V.”

“You'reavery perceptive woman,” he said in self-satisfied tones. “ And of coursetheyare interested in
Winox. Sometimes | smply get annoyed—not without justification—at the bureaucracy’'s duggishness.”

“Wadll, I, for one, am impressed that a man of your Stature till remains ble. I can't tel you how
much | gppreciate this audience, Ambassador Seaton.”

“Part of my job isto help human vistorsin any way that | can, my dear,” hereplied smoothly. “ And just
how may | help you, Miss Benoit?’

“Pleasecdl meTahiti.”

“All right—Tahiti,” he amended. “How long do you plan to be on Winox?’
“I'm not sure. Possibly aweek, possibly two.”

“According to my assigtant, you're hereto build ajail?’

She smiled. “If that were the case, I'd be herefor ayear. No, my job is merely to produce afeasibility
study for adetainment center.”

“I'm a alossto understand whom we would be detaining,” said Seaton, puzzled, “ since we have no real
authority here beyond the embassy grounds.”

“Weve launched an interesting experiment out here on the Rim,” said Tahiti. “We have found that we can
achieve maximum security by building chlorinejails on oxygen worlds, and vice versa. It virtualy
eliminates the possibility of adetainee escaping, since he or she would be unable to breathe the
atmosphere beyond the prison walls.” She paused. “It also tendsto dispel any fearsthe loca populace
might have that they have been placed in any danger by the erection of anearby pena structure.”

“I hadn't heard of thisbefore!” exclaimed Seaton. “It's an excellent ideal”
“Thank you,” she said modestly. “I was partidly responsiblefor it.”

“You areavery interesting young woman.”

“Andyou,” shereplied with asmile, “are aprofessond diplomat.”

He chuckled. “True. But even diplomats don't lie dl thetime, my dear.”

“Then, since you've convinced methat you're being sincere, | wonder if I might ask one more favor of
you?’



“Certainly.”

“I'd like to take atour of the city. Can you possibly arrange for amember of your staff to escort me?”
“I'll be happy to escort you mysdlf.”

“Oh, that's really not necessary,” she protested. “1'm sure you're much too busy.”

“I can dways maketimefor afellow human,” he assured her. “Especidly one aslovely and charming as
yoursdlf.”

“Then, thank you.”

He paused. *Y ou must understand, however, that theré's really not much to see. Thisis not the
Hy-by-Nights home planet. It's primarily amining world, which suppliestheir empire with certain metas
and fissonable materias that have been exhausted on their other worlds. There'sjust the one city, and it's
hardly as grand asthe cities of the Oligarchy.”

“Neverthdess, I'm dways interested in seeing new worlds.”
“Then you shdl be my guest thisafternoon,” heindsted.
“Thank you, Ambassador. | truly appreciateit.”

“If s0, you can do me afavor inreturn.”

“Certainly.”

“Please cal me Ambrose”

“I'd be delighted to, Ambrose.”

“What truly good fortuneit isthat you came herel” said Seaton. “Y ou have no ideahow boringitisto
gpesk only to other diplomats and military officids.”

“Totdl thetruth, | wasalittle hesitant about forcing mysdf upon you during my very first day on the
planet.”

“Nonsensel” scoffed Seaton. “ Y ou had letters of introduction from Admiral Nakashima and Ambassador
Craig. What better credentias could one need?’

Suddenly she frowned.
“What isit, my dear?’ asked Seaton.

“My letter from Ambassador Craig,” shereplied. “1 wonder if | might have it back? | wanted to send him
alittle personalized note of thanks, and I'll need the address of his embassy.”

“Certainly,” said Seaton, getting to hisfeet. “It's doubtless with your dosser in the outer office. I'll get it
for you right now.”

“Y ou needn't bother,” she said, haf-rising. “I can get it mysdf.”
“It'snotrouble,” hereplied. “Besides, you wouldn't know which staff member to ask.”

“Thank you very much,” she said, watching him strut out of the office.



The moment the door did shut behind him, Tahiti arose and walked quickly to his computer. She sudied
it briefly but expertly, made aminute, amost indetectabl e adjustment, and was back in her chair agood
twenty seconds before Seaton returned and handed the letter to her.

“Now,” hesaid, “1 ingst that you join mefor lunch, and then welll take that tour.”

“I don't want to impose further on your time,” she said hesitantly. “I can eat at my hotel and then come
back.”

“Nonsense,” he replied with mock sternness. “Consider it an officid order.”

Shegmiled a him. “Inthat case...”

* * * %

Ninety minuteslater, locked away from the planet'sthin, dry air insde the embassy's chauffer-driven
landcar, they carefully traversed the crazily-twisting Streets of the city, avoiding the perching poststo
which the Fly-by-Nights clung by the thousands while driving past the needle-like domiciles that seemed
to house more residents on the exteriors than the interiors.

“Fascinating!” exclaimed Tahiti. “Aredl the buildings set into the ground at such odd angles?’

“Mog of them,” replied Seaton. “ The Hy-by-Nights seem positively uncomfortable standing erect. They
loveto hang or swing from things—the more precarious the perch, the better.”

“And | notice they don't have any street lights. Are they nocturnd?’

“I have no idea. To the best of my knowledge, no one has ever seen them deeping. We had an
exobiologist out here to study the Fly-by-Nights afew months ago; he decided that they recharge their
energies when they hang upside down, that their muscular reactions are such that they're at total rest
then.” He paused. “I tend to doubt it.”

“Oh?Why?’

“Because | was present at the Signing of atrade agreement between Winox IV and Roosevelt 111, and
Meglannn—he'stheir Prime Minister—hung upside down during the entire ceremony, and still managed
to demand five or six changesin the wording.”

“I've heard of Meglannn,” said Tahiti. “What's he like?’

“Cold and ruthlessas only an dien can be,” said Seaton. “I fed uncomfortable when I'min the same
room with him—though of course | never give any indication of it. It would never do to let one ofthem
think he's got the upper hand.” He paused. “1 have no ideawhy he has chosen to live on Winox instead
of one of the Fly-by-Nights more populated worlds.”

“Perhaps he fears assassination,” suggested Tahiti.

“Perhaps,” said Seaton. “Morelikely, he smply prefersthe climate, or the amenities—such asthey are.
Y ou must remember that diens are not the most logicd of crestures—and occasionally they can be quite
warlike. | would guessthat Meglannn killed off atenth of the Fly-by-Nights populationin hisriseto
power—and since he's taken possession of the tusks, he's even more willing to risk confrontations.”

“Tusks?’ she asked innocently. “What tusks?’
“Thetusks of an eephant.”



“From Earth?’ she asked.

“It'sridiculous, | know, but the Fly-by-Nights have owned them for centuries, and tradition hasit that the
possessor isimmortal and unconguerable.”

“Wouldn't the fact that Meglannn took them from a previous owner tend to disprove that?’
Hesmiled. “It would tome . | refuse to specul ate on the vagaries of the dlien mind.”
“Isn't that your job?’

“Thejob of any planetary ambassador out here on the Rimisto hold the fort until the Oligarchy finally
movesin.”

They continued driving through the city, passing an occasond dien waking among the Fly-by-Nights,
taking abrief detour to see the newly-erected Canphor and Lodin embassies, and findly stopped before
agtructure which was much larger than the others.

“Where are we now?’ asked Tahiti asthe doors did open and the strange, a most-stale alien odors of the
city once again assailed her nodtrils.

“The Governmental Resource Building,” replied Seaton, getting out of the landcar and then helping her
descend to the pavement. “ Smells awful, doesn't it? Thisis where the Fly-by-Nights do the little work
that gets done around here.” He ordered his chauffeur to remain with the car, then took her arm and led
her through the front door.

She found herself in a seven-sided entry foyer, the height varying from one end to the other by asmuch
as 9x feet. There were numerous plagues on the walls, each written in an dien script, and afew
non-representationa pieces of art, mostly in blues and violets, which made her wonder if the
Fly-by-Nights could see asfar into the infra-red as humans could. Dominating the room wasagold
dtatue of afemale Fly-by-Night.

“Myvesss,” explained Seaton. “ She was one of their greatest warlords, or so I'mtold.”
“Isthat solid gold, or merely gold-plated?’ asked Tahiti with professond curiosity.

“I havenoidea,” replied Seaton. “I can find out for you, if you wish.”

She shook her head. “No. | wasjust curious.”

Heled her through amaze of irregularly-shaped rooms, each with Fly-by-Nights perched dl over the
wallsand ceilings, and findly they cameto alarge, wdll-lighted chamber.

“Ah, herewe arel” said Seaton, turning immediately to hisleft. “On thiswall here we have what passes
for the crown jewds, though as you can see, they're dl quartz. Some of them are quite unique, though.”

“Uniqueistheword, dl right,” said Tahiti, sudying the display. “1 see acouple of thingsthat might pass
for necklaces, and maybe a crown over there on theright, but | can't begin to guesswhat functions the
rest serve.”

“I'mafraid | can't help you.”
“How does Meglannn dressfor ceremonia occasions?’

“He'sjugt aslikely to show up naked as clothed,” said Seaton distastefully. “ The only time I've seen him



infull regaia, he spent the better part of ten minutes juggling five or six of these sones'—heindicated a
number of rounded pieces of quartz—"and then gave them to an underling asif they were so much
rubbish.”

“Did thejuggling have some specid racid or rdigious sgnificance?’ she asked.

“I redlly have no idea,” said Seaton in bored tones. “| supposeit's possible.” He led her to another
display case. “Now, these are considered to be the culmination of the Fly-by-Nights' rdigiousart.”

There were some 40 wood and stone carvings, each resembling a spikey undersea creature, though she
could find no detailing on them except for the protrusions.

“Isthis supposed to represent some kind of lifeform?’ she asked &t last.
“In amanner of spesking,” he answered. “It'stheir deity.”

“Their god looks like a sphere with spikes?’

“Theythink s0,” he replied in condescending tones.

“The carvings seem quite primitive,” she noted.

He shrugged. “These are considered to be the best that the race has produced over the millennia—which
isnot saying al that much for the FHly-by-Nights' tastein art.”

“Andthese ,” she said, turning and indicating two enormous pillars of ivory, “must bethetusks.” She
studied them for amoment. “1 wonder how the Fly-by-Nights ever came into possession of an eephant's
tusks?’

“I redlly don't know their history,” responded Seaton. “| gather they've been here for some 200 years.”
She examined the smaller tusk closely, then moved on to the larger one.
“What are you looking for?’ he asked.

“I've never seen an dephant's tusks before,” shereplied. “I'm curious.” Suddenly she pointed to the base
of thetusks. “Therésacrack starting here.”

“Yes, thereis,” hereplied. “It's so smal that I'm surprised you spotted it.”
“How soon isthe restoration team due?’
“What restoration team?’ he asked sharply.

“| assumethat if the tusks have such significance to the Hly-by-Nights, they'll want the crack
repaired—and if it hasn't been repaired yet, then obvioudy there are no Fly-by-Nights qualified to repair
it, so they've probably sent for arestoration team.”

“Why ateam?’ he perssted. “Why not just one being?’
“No reason,” shereplied with ashrug. “1 supposeit could be one man or dien.”

He bent over and stared at the larger tusk, still unable to see the minute crack, then straightened up. He
dared at her for along moment, then quickly led her through the remainder of the building and drove her
back to her hotel.



“Dinner tonight?’ he asked.
“I'd be ddlighted,” shereplied.

* k k %

Tahiti Sghed asyet another coded message from Seaton's office was unknowingly routed through her
compuiter; this one dedlt with staple foods for the human contingent of Winox 1V.

“Forward it to its destination,” she ingtructed the computer through her miniaturized communicator.
113 Dm”

“What's the matter with him?” she muttered as she leaned back on the oversized chair which the hotel
had supplied for humanoid (but not necessarily human) guests and stared at the none-too-clean wall of
her small room. “How big ahint does he need?’

“ Another message coming through,” announced her computer.

This one concerned two mafunctioning hand weapons.

“Damn! If heian't even suspicious, he might be too stupid to ded with.”
“What shdl | do with the message?’ asked the computer.

“Forward it to its destination.”

She sat slently in her room, glaring at her communicator, for another ten minutes, and began mentaly
running through anumber of aternate plans, none of which she especidly liked.

“There another message coming through,” announced the computer. “ This one bears Ambassador
Seaton's personal code.”

“That'sthe onewerewaiting for!” she said. “Intercept!”
“Done”
“What doesit say?’

“Itisapersonal request from Ambassador Seaton to Pietre Kobernykov, the Oligarchy's Chief of
Intelligence for this sector.”

“Ambrose, | could kissyou!” she said happily. “I knew you couldn't be that stupid!” She paused. “What
does he want to know?’

“Herequests your dossier, and also wants Pietre Kobernykov to run a standard security check on you.
Hefurther requests that he be given the information with the next three hours, if possible”

“So he can arrest me at dinner,” she said, nodding her head. “1 want you to reply, in standard military
code, that | am working directly for Kobernykov, that my mission and dossier are classified, but that
Ambassador Seaton isto render me any assstance | might request.”

“How shdl | signit?’ asked the computer.

She paused thoughtfully for amoment. “Don't use any name at al; just use Kobernykov's service
number.”



“I must point out that it is highly irregular not to Sign acoded message,” noted the compuiter.

“I know, but until | know if they'refriends, | don't know whether Kobernykov would sign it formaly or
informally. Send it under aFor Y our Eyes Only imprimatur, and labdl it Top Secret. At least thisway it
will smack of intrigue, and abored little bureaucrat on adull little planet might just fed like he's part of the
gamefor thefirg time”

“What shdl | do with the Ambassador's message?’

“Dedtroy it.”

* * * %

“Thisisan excdlent wine,” commented Tahiti. She took another sip, then placed her glass down on the
table and smiled at Seaton, who was seated across from her in the embassy's private dining room.

“It wasimported from Kaimar I1.”
“Kaimar 117" sherepeated. “I've never heard of it.”
“It'san agricultura world on the Outer Frontier.”

“I must go there sometime,” said Tahiti. “Imaginethefun | could have,” she added with asmile, “vigting
thelr vineyardswhile evauating locations for chlorine retention units.”

“Youve never seenoneinyour life” said Seston with asmug smile.
“A vineyard?

“A chlorinejail,” hereplied. “Oh, they're an excdlent idea, and for dl | know the Oligarchy isstarting to
build them—but you don't have anything to do with them, do you, my dear?’

“I've dready told you: that's the reason I'm on Winox IV.”

“I know whét you've told me.”

“What seemsto be the problem, Ambrose?’ she asked.

“You'renot a al what you pretend to be, areyou?’ said Seaton.

“Y ou've seen my credentids and my letters of introduction.”

“I' know—Hbut I've dso had acommunique from Pietre Kobernykov this afternoon.”
“Damn him!” she sngpped furioudy. “I told him | could handle thisjob aone!”
“Thenyouare working for Intdligence,” he said triumphantly.

“| haven't said that.”

“You dont haveto.”

She sudied hisface carefully for along moment. “All right,” shesaid a last. “1'm on avery sensitive and
potentialy dangerous assignment here. Now that you know, youmust help me maintain my cover. My life

may depend onit.”
“Your life?’ he repeated, surprised.



“It'spossible,” shesad grimly. “Now, do | have your promise?’

“Of course” hereplied. “But | do have aquestion: if thereis adangerous Situation devel oping here, why
wasn't | informed of it? After dl, 1am the ambassador.”

“Because I'm on amisson that is not directly concerned with either the human or FHy-by-Night
populations of Winox 1V.”

“Then what are you herefor?’

“I'll tell you if and when | think it's necessary,” shereplied, gesturing to arobot waiter to refill her wine
gass

“I think | know already.”

“I very much doubt that,” replied Tahiti.

“It has something to do with the tusks, doesn't it?’

“What makes you think so?’

“You haveyour secrets,” hereplied smugly. “I havemine .”
“Youremigtaken,” she said uneadily.

“No, I'mnot,” hereplied with growing confidence. “But you may rest assured that my lips are seded. All
| want isto help you.” He paused. “Y ou missiondoes concern the tusks, doesn't it?’

She gtared at him but made no reply.

“Come, come, my dear. If you can't trust your own ambassador, whocan you trus?’
Finaly she sghed and nodded. “Y ou wereright.”

“| thought s0.”

Therewasalong silence.

“Have you nothing further to say to me?’ asked Seaton.

“I'mtrying to decideif | can trust you,” replied Tahiti.

“Wereboth onthe same sde,” hesad. “I'll help youinany way | can.”

“That'swhat bothersme,” she said. “Y ou dready know that my mission may be dangerous, and that it
doesn't dedl directly with the human contingent on Winox V. Why are you so anxious for me to accept
your help?’

He smiled wryly. “If we succeed, maybe | can findly get off thisboring little world.” He paused. “I've had
some bad luck in my career,” he continued, “but | deserve better than Winox V. I'm capable of far
better things. | need a posting commensurate with my abilities” He suddenly looked uncomfortable. “I
redlize how | must sound to you, but | am meant for something better than this! Y ou can help me, smply
by letting me hdp you.”

She sudied him for another moment.



“All right,” shesaid a last.
“Good!”

The robot waiter brought her anew glass of wine, setting it down carefully upon the table. It wobbled
dightly, and the robot steadied it before Tahiti could reach for it.

“Intelligence received word last week that thereis going to be an attempt made to steal the tusks by
members of an adien race representing themsalves as an artifact restoration team.”

“Why bother?” asked Seaton. “It's not asif they're worth anything. They're just an old hunting trophy
from Earth.”

“Perhaps, but Meglannn believesin them, and so do hisfollowers. If the diens sted them, they'll be able
to demand an enormous ransom.”

“Meglannn's abarbarian,” said Seaton. “Why should the Oligarchy care what happens to the tusks?’

“Barbarian or not, he'sthe leader of the Fly-by-Nights, and we've been trying, without success, to get
them to join the Oligarchy for more than five centuries. If we can use our good offices to prevent the
theft, it might provide uswith just the leverage we need.”

“Then I'll arrange for an audience with him tomorrow,” said Seaton. “ The restoration team isn't dueto
land for another week. We can warn himin plenty of time.”

“No;” said Tahiti firmly.
“Why not?

“We want to set this up so thatwe can catch them in the act. If Meglannn's troops save the tusks, he
might be lesswilling to respond to the Oligarchy's overtures—and besides, if we smply scare them off,
they'll strike elsewhere and I'll have to go through al this again on some other world.”

“But how do you propose to stop them?’ asked Seaton. “| have agrand total of 36 military and 53
civilian personnel working for me. We're hardly geared for a pitched battle.”

“We have Winox IV under surveillance. As soon as| inform our people that the tusks have been stolen,
well move againg the thieves”

“What if the aliens manage to escape anyway? If they reach light speed before you stop them, they're
gone. Or what if their ship is destroyed with the tusksin it?’

Tahiti smiled. “Inmy ship isaduplicate pair of tusks, identica in dmost every respect, right down to the
tiny crack in the base. My job isto replace the real tusks with the fakes, and then alert our shipsthe
moment the duplicates are stolen.”

“| see,” said Seaton thoughtfully. “What will you do with the red tusksin the meantime?’

“I'll have to find a secure place to keep them,” she responded. “ That's where | might be able to use your
help.”

“I have no place to hide them,” said Seaton. “The Fly-by-Nights have aways been alowed full accessto
the embassy. They would get suspiciousif we were suddenly to deny it to them.” He paused. “Can't one
of our shipstake them for aweek?’



“No,” she said, shaking her head.
“But why not?’

“Firgt, because we don't want anyone to know that our ships arein the vicinity. And, more importantly,
because the Fly-by-Nightswould never dlow it. They thinkwe're the enemy.”

“Then what do you propose to do?’ he asked.

She shrugged. “1'm not sure—buit I've got five daysto figure something out.” She paused, then added
wryly: “1t may very well bethat I'll haveto stedl thereal tusksin order to let the diens Sed thefake
ones”

“Anintriguing concept,” he said.

“A dangerousone,” shereplied grimly. “If I'm caught, I'll be summarily executed by the Fly-by-Nights,
and you'll be absolutely powerlessto help me.”

“Yes, | see” hesad, frowning. “What would you do with them if you managed to stedl them?’
“I had planned on keeping them in the embassy for that week.”

“| dready told you—the embassy isn't secure.”

“Then I'll haveto think of something ese.”

“What about your ship?’

“I haven't got the authority to take them off the planet.”

“That shouldn't be aproblem,” said Seaton. “ Just get Kobernykov's permission.”

She shook her head. “I'm not alowed to make tightbeam contact with him until the mission is completed.
We don't know how sophiticated the dliens decoding devicesare.” She sghed. “It'sashame. | fed
certain hed give me the authorization if | could just contact him.”

“Possibly the embassy's compuiter ... “ suggested Seaton.
She shook her head. “We can't take the chance.”

Seaton lowered his head in thought for amoment, then looked acrossthetable at her. “That still won't be
aproblem.You may not have the authority to remove them, butl do.”

“Areyou quite sure?’ she asked dubioudly.

“In my capacity asgovernor, | have the authority to act autonomoudly in the best interest of the planetary
population—and in my opinion, protecting the tusksisin the best interest of both the humans and the
Fly-by-Nights. | can give you written authority to remove them.”

“Then that'swhat well do!” she said decisively. “I'm so glad that | took you into my confidence! Now it's
just amatter of figuring out how to get the tusks from the Government Resource Building to my ship.”

“And to replace them with the fake set,” added Seaton.
“Have you any suggestions?’ she asked.



“Give metonight to think about it and let me seewhat | can come up with.”

* k% k %

“All right,” said Seaton, ingtructing his computer to cast an image above hisdesk. “ Thisisablueprint of
the main floor of the Government Resource Building.”

“However did you manageto obtainit?” asked Tahiti, who had an identical floorplan in her ship's
computer.

“I am not without my resources, my dear,” hereplied smugly. “Now, here iswhere they keep the
tusks'—he pointed to one of the chambers—"andhere isthe nearest exit.”

“How many guards?’

“At the exit, two. In the room itself, none—at least, not on aregular basis. In and around the corridors,
anywherefrom 15t0 35.”

“And no humanswork in the building?’
“That's correct.”

She studied the plans, asif for thefirst time. “It's going to be difficult,” shesaid at last. “I'm certain that |
can't lift them, and even if | use an aircart to take them to the nearest door, I'm certain to be heard or

“Thetrick, | suppose, isto get the guards out of the building,” suggested Seaton.

Tahiti bresthed asigh of relief, grateful that she wouldn't have to hand-feed himevery detail. The moreit
seemed like his own plan, the more willing hed beto carry it through to completion.

“That would certainly makeit easier,” she agreed. “ But how can we get them to desert their posts?’

“Anair rad?’ mused Seaton. “No, that's no good. They're not a war with anyone.” He paused for a
moment. “1 wonder if theré's some way to convince them that the building is structuraly unsound?”

She shook her head. “1t hasn't collapsed yet, so they'd probably remove its contents before leaving, even
if they believed you.”

“True,” he agreed.

“Beddes,” she added, “we not only have to convince them to leave, but we aso have to make them
understand that | have aright to be there.”

“Youll need hep.”
“Not for this part of thejob. | just need your permission to take the real tusks off the planet.”

“My dear, you've aready admitted that you can't lift the tusks,” said Seaton patiently. “I think I'll haveto
send some of my men aong, just to make sure everything goes smoothly.”

“How can we possibly justify bringing aong human soldiers?’ she asked, hoping that he could come up
with the answer before she had to provide him with it.

Suddenly Seaton smiled triumphantly. “1've got it!”



“What isit?’ she asked excitedly.
“Asfar asthe Fly-by-Nights are concerned, your specidty is chlorine environments, right?”
“That'stheway | registered when | passed through customs,” she confirmed.

“Then that's the answer!” he continued enthusiagticaly. “WEell explain to them that theré's a chlorine leak,
and that they'll have to leave the building while we find the source of it and fix it.”

“That'svery good, Ambrose!l” she said, and he practically glowed with satisfaction. “Very good indeed. |
like theideaof getting them to abandon the building!”

“Itisagood plan, isnt it?" he said proudly.

“It'sexcdlent,” shereplied. “If you ever decideto give up diplomacy, you've got a career waiting for you
in Intelligence. Now we just haveto sort out the details.” She paused. “I'm not here to work on the
Government Resource Building itsdlf, so we can't claim that theré's achlorine leak there and nowhere
else” Shepaused asif in thought. “Probably the best thing to do is release some chlorineinto the sewer
system; that way it will seepinto dl the buildingsin the area. We can show up in multi-environmenta
outfitsand explain that it was atest that got out of control. That way they won't be concentrating on any
particular building. We can tell them that it is potentially dangerous, but that we've pretty much got it
under control and arejust checking for any major sawer lesks.”

“I likeit!” exclaimed Seaton. “We can even justify our presence at the Governmenta Resource Building
by saying that we want to secure the most important building first, and then go on to the smaller ones. We
can cordon it off, subgtitute the tusks, and be out of there within five minutes!”

“Do you have accessto any chlorine?’ she asked.

“More than enough for our purposes,” he replied. “ The embassy has two multi-environmenta meeting
rooms. | can appropriate the chlorine we need from the system and replaceit after the crigsisover.”

“You'resure I'm not putting you in an awkward position?” she asked solicitoudy. “I mean, the men who
stedl the tuskswill be under your direct orders, not mine.”

“Not at al,” he answered happily. “In fact, you're doing me afavor. Once the Oligarchy finds out that
I've helped you, | have every expectation of being transferred to another planet.”

“I can dmogt guaranteeit,” said Tahiti Sweetly.
Fourth Interlude (6303 G.E.)

“So she actually got the Ambassador to stedl the tusks for her!” murmured Hilda, and | was suddenly
aware of her holograph hovering just above the glowing crystal. She was Sitting at her desk, sipping from
acup of teaand nibbling on abiscuit.

“That is correct,” replied the computer.
“Computer,” | said, “freshenthear and let the sunlight in.”

“Working ... done.” Theeast wal of my office became trand ucent, letting in the morning sun, and the
stale odors vanished from the room.

“All right,” | said. “At least we know that the tusks belonged to Leeyo Nelion 573 years ago.”



“Incorrect.”
“| don't understand,” | said.

“Nelion died of eplasia , arare disease caused by amutated virus, while Tahiti Benoit was on Winox
V.

“Then what happened to theivory?’
“| possessinsufficient datato answer that question at thistime,” responded the computer.

“Then well use another approach,” | said camly. “What happened to Tahiti Benoit once she left the
Winox system with the tusks?’

“She committed three mgjor robberiesin the next two years, after which | can find no record of her
actions or whereabouts.”

“The tusks were worth nothing to her,” | continued. “ She must have tried to sl them at onetime or
another.”

“It seemslikely, but | am unable to ascertain that a thistime.”

“Well, at least we're back to tracking them down through human records,” | said. “It hasto be easier
than trying to trace them through the Fly-by-Nights' archives.”

“Doyoumindif | ask aquestion?’ interjected Hilda.

“Notat al,” | replied.

“Computer, why did Leeyo Nelion want the tusks?’

“I possessinsufficient data to answer that question at thistime,” replied the computer.

“Has Leeyo Nelion anything in common with any of the other humans who ether owned or sought
possession of thetusks?’ she continued.

“Working ... done. Leeyo and Nelion are both Maasai names.”
Hildalooked inordinately pleased with herself.
“SoNdionwasaMaasa?’ | said, curioudy unsurprised by the revelation.

“I am unableto confirm that at thistime,” said the computer. “1 can only confirm that his given name and
his surname are both common Maasa names.”

“Check the census databank of 550 years ago and seeif you can confirmit,” | ordered.

“Working ... done. | can now confirm that Leeyo Nelion wasaMaasai.”

“Why do we keep running across the Maasai whenever wefind theivory?’ | wondered aoud.
The sun rose above anearby building, and | directed the computer to make the wall opaque again.

“I have another question,” said Hilda. “ Just to satisfy my own curiosity, what became of Ambrose
Seaton?’



“Hewasrdieved of dl respongbilities, tried for theft and espionage, found guilty, given asuspended
sentence, and spent the remainder of hislifein obscurity.”

“Poor man,” muttered Hilda

“Hewasafoal,” | said.

“What difference doesthat make?’ sheretorted. “ Do you reserve your sympathy only for geniuses?’
“Helet atotd stranger talk him into committing acrimind act,” | said.

“Wdl,l know amanwho haslet atota stranger talk him into lying to his company and asking his Security
Chief to act in collusion with him. Ishe afoal, too?’

“Mandakadidn't talk meinto anything,” | explained patiently. “He hired meto do ajob. How | doit ismy
busness”

“How you doitisour business,” she corrected me. “ Or have you forgotten our little agreement?’
Suddenly | remembered that we weren't alone.
“Why are you saying thisin front of the computer?” | demanded. “It's making arecord of it!”

“It won't draw any vaue judgments unless we order it to go to subjective mode,” shereplied camly.
“And only the Chief of Security knowswhere that record will reside. | can deleteit if | choose.”

“Good,” | said. “When do you planto deleteit?’

“Oh, | think I'll leave it alonefor afew days, until I'm sure | don't need it to bring you to your senses.”
“I haven't done anything wrong,” | said stubbornly. “1'm just doing what I'm being paid to do.”

“By aman who doesn't exist.”

“Hismoney exigts, and theivory exists,” | replied. “ That's al that concernsme.”

“Wel, it'snot dl that concernsme ,” said Hilda. “Y ou've got three days, less about two hours, to come
up with your solution.”

“I've got three days, and if | haven't got the tusks by then, you promised to renegotiate,” | reminded her.

“| said | wouldconsider extending your time,” she corrected me. “Don't go putting promisesin my mouith,
Duncan.”

She terminated the connection, and | spent the next hour certifying a Sillyworm from the Inner Frontier. |
had my lunch sent up to my office, ate quickly and silently, and then began studying a challenge to one of
my rulings by adisgruntled guide whose dient's Devilowl had not qudified for aligting.

“Duncan Rojas, you have anincoming cdl,” announced the computer.
“Giveitto someonedse” | sad. “I'm busy.”
“I cannot.”

“Oh?Why?'



“Becauseit isfrom Bukoba Mandaka, whose businessiswith you, rather than the firm of Wilford
Braxton's. My programming compels meto—"

“Never mind!” | said quickly. “Put it through!”

“Verba or visud?”’

“Visud.”

Aningtant later Bukoba Mandaka's face appeared above the glowing crystd.
“Mr. Rojas? | have caled to find out what progress you are making.”

“I've managed to trace the tusks to within six centuries of the present,” | replied. “ They have quite an
engrossing higory.”

“When can | expect to know wherethey are now?’ he demanded, displaying no interest in my last
remark.

“That's difficult to say,” | answered. “ Possbly two or three days, certainly no more than a Standard
week.”

He nodded hisapprovd. “ That is satisfactory.”
“In the meantime, Mr. Mandaka, | would appreciateit if | could speak with you.”
“We are peaking right now,” he said.

“But my timeisnot my own right now,” | pointed out. “1 wonder if | could meet you somewherefor
dinner?’

“Isit necessary?’
“It could prove most hepful to me.”
He considered the proposition for amoment, then nodded in agreement.

Hildasimage suddenly appeared directly above Mandaka's, sgnding silently that she wanted to
accompany me.

“Areyou acquainted with Ancient Days?’ asked Mandaka.

“I'veheard of it,” | said as Hilda's gestures became more urgent, “but I've never been there.”
“It'sinthedirectory,” said Mandaka. “I'll be there at eight o'clock this evening.”

“May | bring afriend?’

“I would prefer that you didn't.”

“Sheworksfor Braxton's and is acquainted with my investigation.”

“I am paying only you; | will spesk only to you.”

“You're quite certain?’ | asked.



“Those are my conditions.”

“Very well, Mr. Mandaka,” | said, shrugging and shooting an dmost-gpologetic smile in the direction of
Hilda's holograph. “I will comedone.”

“Eight o'clock, Mr. Rojas,” he repeated, and the connection was broken.
“Duncan,” said Hildaharshly, “I thought we had an understanding!”

“What could | do?’ | said. “You heard him.”

“You didn't argue very forcefully.”

“| was afraid hed call the whole thing off.”

“I'll remember thisif you haven't found the tusksin three days,” she promised.
“I'msureyouwill,” 1 said grimly.

“I'll dso expect afull report on what he said when | return from the theeter tonight.”
“Tonight?’ | complained. “How about tomorrow morning?’

“| saidtonight ,” sherepested grimly as her image faded from view.

* * % %

| arrived ten minutes early, fearful that Mandaka might not be thereif | were so much asaminute late,
The address given in the directory wasin awealthy section of the city, but when the didewak findly
dropped me off | found nothing but alarge office building, its glasswals blindingly reflecting the setting
un.

| walked up to an egantly-clad doorman and told him that | was looking for Ancient Days. He smiled
and ushered meto asmall door just to the left of the main entrance, waited until | had tipped him, and
then fiddled with asmall device on hiswrist. The door dilated, | stepped onto an air cushion, and a
moment later | had floated gently down some 50 feet, where an impeccably-dressed headwaiter greeted
me, took my name, informed me that atable had been reserved for me, and began leading metoiit.

| had the digtinct impression that | had wandered into a segment of human history, for insteed of the
confining walls of arestaurant | saw endless cultivated fields on the banks of ahuge river. An enormous
stone sphinx towered over me, and in the distance | could see anumber of daves pulling blocks up the
dope of a haf-completed pyramid.

“Isthisyour firg time here, Sr?’ asked the headwaiter, waiting politely until | had finished staring at my
surroundings and was ready to continue walking to my table.

“ YS,”

“Thisweek we are displaying panoramas from the Egyptian dynasties,” he explained. “Wework in
concert with various archaeological and historica societies, and we pride oursalves on the accuracy of
our depictions.”

“Y ou sadthis week?’ | replied.

He nodded. * Our subject matter changes every ten days. In our last exhibit, for example, we displayed
the prehistoric life of the Late Cretaceous period, and eight days from now we will be presenting scenes



from the opening of the American West.”

“Fascinating,” | said sincerely, staring at the pageant being played out before me. “How many
holographic projectors doesit take to create an effect like this?’

“Morethan 300,” hereplied.
“And how many different eras do you present over the course of ayear?’

“We have 37 in our library at present, but the number is growing. We hope to have a presentation
covering the entirety of Earth's continenta drift ready by the end of the year.”

“If the food's half a good as the presentation, I'll be back for it,” | promised him.

“We're quite proud of our cuisine, Mr. Rojas,” replied the headwaiter. “ The finest ambience in the galaxy
will not keep arestaurant in businessif the food does not measure up. Despite the fact that our reputation
extends throughout the entire cluster and brings us many tourists and curiosity-seekers, the bulk of our
patrons are return customers.”

“IsMr. Mandaka one of them?’ | asked.
“Oh, yes. He has apassion for our African panoramas.”

Wefindly reached the table, which boasted not only aleather-bound menu written in glowing blue
cdligraphy, but dso asmall booklet explaining the scene that was transpiring al around me. Printed
menus were rare and booklets of any type were even rarer, and | opened the menu to find out just how
much a patron was expected to pay to finance this combination of visua and gustatory experience. There
were no priceslisted, which meant that it wasvery expensgive.

Now that | was seated, | re-examined my surroundings more thoroughly. The room itsalf was quite large,
eadly cgpable of accommodating 300 diners, while apolished bar dong onewall seated another 40. A
gaudier establishment might have costumed their personnel as ancient Egyptians, but the servers of
Ancient Days were dressed in immaculate formd attire. It was almost impossible to see where the room
actually ended and the holographic images began, for the displays were much more sophisticated than
those of my own computer. As| sat there, | could amost fed the harsh Egyptian sun beating down upon
my head and catch the scent of the sandlewood and incense that the wooden dhows were bringing up the
Nile

Asthe scene shifted to the creation of the Temple at Karnack, alarge man, dressed in conservative gray,
suddenly sat down opposite me, and | found myself staring at Bukoba Mandaka.

“Good evening, Mr. Rojas.”

“Good evening,” | responded.

“Have you made any further progress since we last spoke?’

| shook my head. “I can only use the computer after business hours, Mr. Mandaka.”

“Wdl, Mr. Rojas,” hesaid, garing at me, and | realized that he was even larger and more muscular than |
had remembered, “what prompted you to request this meeting?’

“I have anumber of questions,” | replied.

“Then ask them. Imust have theivory of the Kilimanjaro Elephant. | will giveyou any information that will



help you with your quest.”

“Thatismy firg question,” | said. “ Whymust you have theivory?Y ou have mentioned your willingnessto
pay apricefar in excess of itsworth.”

“Itisworthittome”
“WM!

He paused for amoment, asif consdering hisreply, and then said: “I cannot see how answering that
question will hep you find theivory.”

“Y ou refuse to answer it?’

“For the moment, Mr. Rojas,” replied Mandaka.

Just then awaliter stopped by for our drink orders and Mandaka asked for a glass of milk.
“Milk?" | repeated, surprised.

“Itisthetraditiona beverage of my people,” hereplied. “In the old days we mixed it with the blood of
our cattle”

| ordered an Alphard brandy, and the waiter walked off, casting sdelong glances at Mandaka asiif he
expected himto rip off his clothes and dance on the table in another moment.

“Proceed,” said Mandakawhen the waiter had finally retreated to the bar.
“I beg your pardon?’

“Y our next question, Mr. Rojas.”

“Why do the Maasai fed that they have a proprietary interest in the tusks?’
“What makes you think we do?’ asked Mandaka, without denying it.

“As| trace the tusks through the galaxy, | keep running into members of the Maasa—M aasai Laibon,
Tembo Laibon, Leeyo Nelion, yoursdf.”

“Leeyo Neion never possessed the tusks,” hereplied with an air of absolute conviction.
“He camevery close, though,” | said.
“Oh?" said Mandaka, leaning forward intently.

| nodded. “He hired athief named Tahiti Benoit to steal them from arace known asthe Fly-by-Nights.
She succeeded in her mission, but Nelion died before she could ddliver them to him. That was 573 years

ago.
“What became of them?’

“The computer isworking onit right now,” | said. | paused and stared at him. “How did you know that
Nelion never received theivory?’

“I am not without my own sources.”



“Y ou could make my job alot easier by sharing them with me,” | suggested.

He shook hishead. “My information is entirely negative, Mr. Rojas. | know only which Maasa
possessed theivory, and at what point we lost possession of it.”

“Y ou mean Tembo Laibon, of course.”

“That iscorrect.”

“Y ou don't deny that the Maasai spent three thousand years trying to get the ivory back?’
Hisface remained impassive. “Next question.”

“Y ou're making this very difficult for me, Mr. Mandaka,” | said.

“I'm making it very lucrative for you, Mr. Rojas,” he responded, “and it is my consdered opinion that
you do not need to know the answer to that question.”

“I will find the answer with or without your help,” | said earnestly.
He stared a me for along moment without saying anything, and suddenly | felt very unessy.

“It will do you no good, Mr. Rojas,” he said, and his voice was less menacing than | had anticipated, “for
evenif you should discover the answer, you will not believeit.”

“Oncethefacts are before me, | will accept them,” | assured him.
He amiled wryly. “Facts are frequently the enemy of truth.”

Thewaiter returned just then with Mandaka's milk and my brandy, and we each ordered dinner. | chose
amutated shellfish in awine sauce; Mandaka requested an unadorned cut of mest, extremely rare.

“Y ou have more questions, Mr. Rojas?’

“Yes” | said, “but if you didn't answer the ones | asked, you're not very likely to answer the others.”
“Perhaps not,” he agreed, “but aslong as we're here you might aswell ask them anyway.”

“All right,” | said. “Who areyou?’

He stared directly into my eyes. “Y ou know who | am.”

“Ido, but the Oligarchy doesn't.”

“I am Bukoba Mandaka, and | am the last member of the Maasai.”

“Thenwhy can't | find any record of you?’

He paused before answering.

“Perhaps | have apassion for privacy.”

“Many men have apassion for privacy,” | noted. “Y ou are the only one | know whose very existence
cannot be proven.”

“It can be proven,” hereplied, “if you know whereto look.”



“Andwhereisthat?’

“We are getting rather far afield, Mr. Rojas” he said, draining his glass of milk. “None of thishas
anything to do with theivory.” He paused. “Y ou seem suddenly nervous, Mr. Rojas.”

“l'am,” | admitted. “It occursto methat | may have asked a very dangerous question.”
“Thenwhy did you ask it?’
“Because | want to know.”

“Just as you want to know why the Maasai have such along-standing obsession for the tusks of the
Kilimanjaro Elephant?’ he said.

| nodded.

Suddenly he smiled with satisfaction. “1 chose the right man for the job, Mr. Rojas,” he declared. “ The
wheregbouts of the ivory will eat away at you until you have located it.”

“And the other questions?’
“When you have found the ivory, perhaps | will tell you some of the things you want to know.”
“Perhaps | will not tell you whereit isuntil you have told me what | want to know,” | said.

His eyes narrowed and he leaned forward, speaking softly. “ Nowyou have said something dangerous,
Mr. Rojas” he said, articulating each word carefully. “Murder isthe least of the crimes| will commit to
obtain theivory.”

“Butwhy 7’ | asked, my curiosity outweighing my apprehension.
“I needit.”

“Forwhat 7’ | perssted. “What can you possibly do with it? There are other tusks on display in various
museums and collections. Why will only the Kilimanjaro Elephant's tusks suffice?’ | paused. “There are
sones and paintings worth fifty timeswhat you are willing to pay for theivory. If yourewilling to kill for
it, why aren't you willing to kill for aMorita sculpture or the Blasingame Diamond?’

“They are meaningless baubles,” he said contemptuoudy. “It istheivory | must have.”
“I repeet: why?’

He stared long and hard at me.

“Becauseit was ordained millenniaago.”

“Ordained?’ | repested. “Where? By whom?”’

“I believe you have asked enough questions, Mr. Rojas.”

“Then give me some answers” | perssted. “If theivory is so vauable to the Maasal, why did Tembo
Labon gambleit away?’

“Because hewas afool!” snapped Mandaka, his eyes shining with passion. “He knew what had to be
done, and he could not bring himsdf to do it!”



“What had to be done?’

Mandakawas staring at his clenched fists so intently that he didn't even heard my question. | waited for
him to rdlax so that | could ask it again, but then, from somewhere, | heard an amplified drum roll, and
suddenly an elderly man with along white beard and amulti-col ored robe began walking through the
room, a bent wooden staff in hishand.

“Moses,” said Mandaka, directing my attention to the old man as he changed his staff into asnake and
back again.

“Hésvery good,” | commented as he began duplicating the magica feats of hisBiblical counterpart. “I've
aways been fond of magicians.”

“Y ou have dways been fond of illusionists ,” Mandaka corrected me.
“What'sthe difference?’

He gtared at me again. “Y ou would not like magicians, Mr. Rojas.”
“Haveyou ever met one?’

“No, | never have,” he replied as Moses muttered an incantation and the water in some nearby glasses
changed to blood and back again.

“Then what makes you so surethat | wouldn't likethem?’ | asked over the applause of the patrons.
“My people had magicians—witch doctors—while we were ill Earthbound.”
“Y ou mean sorcerers?’ | asked dubioudy.

He shook his head. “No. These magicians gave us strength in battle, brought rain for our crops, and kept
our cattlefertile”

“It sounds very primitive.”

“Thatistrue,” heagreed. “But | will tdl you this, Mr. Rojas. amundumugu —awitch doctor—could put
acurse on aman or abeast hundreds of miles away, and as surely asyou are Sitting here, that man or
beast would die”

“I very much doubt that, Mr. Mandaka.”

“I am not surprised, Mr. Rojas,” said Mandaka, staring intently at Moses, who had created atiny plague
of locusts, beewelled, glittering cregtures that flew above hishead in dmost hypnotic patterns.

The performance continued for another five or Sx minutes, each illuson an episode from the Bible. Findly
the old man rai sed his hands and parted the holograph of the Red Sea. He walked afew feet onto the
dry river bed, turned, bowed, and was ingtantly covered by millions of tons of water. This seemed to
sgnal the onset anew era, and the holographs now displayed ayouthful Cleopatratouring her kingdom
whileriding in agolden charict.

“Fabuloud” | exclamed, joining therest of the audience in enthusiastic applause.
“For anilluson,” qudified Mandaka. He turned back to me. “ Arewe finished, Mr. Rojas?’

“I believe you were about to tell me what Tembo Laibon was unable to bring himsalf to do when you



wereinterrupted by the magician.”
“No, | was not, Mr. Rojas.”

“Then | agreethat we arefinished, at least at thistime,” | said. “1 would like to know where| can reach
you, though.”

“That won't be necessary,” hereplied. “1 will contact you daily until you have located theivory.”
| took asip of my brandy, then looked acrossthe table at him.
“I don't know how to put this next question tactfully ... “ | began.

“Y ou have been without artifice al evening, Mr. Rojas,” said Mandaka, and | could not tell if he was
annoyed or amused. “Why change now?’

“I would like your assurance that what | am doingisnot illegd.”
“Itistotaly legd.”
“And that you are not afugitive?’

“No, I am not afugitive.” Mandaka paused, staring directly acrossthetable at me. “Nowl havea
question.”

-
“If my answers had been different, would you have stopped hunting for theivory?’
“No,” | answered truthfully. “1 would not.”

He looked stisfied. “I thought not.”

“Wereyou tdling methetruth?

“Yes, Mr. Rojas, | was.”

“Then I will find your tusksfor you.”

“I know you will.”

“I suppose | should point out to you,” | added, “that asfar as| have been able to determine, they haven't
brought any lasting happinessto their various owners.”

“I am not surprised.”
“Then | hopethat you'l be the exception to the rule, and that they will bring you fame and fortune.”
Heamiled ruefully.

“They will bring me only death, Mr. Rojas,” he said with absolute certainty. “ And now, if you will excuse

He got to hisfeet and walked out before | could utter another word, leaving me to ponder hisfina
fatdidic Satement.

* k x %



“Compuiter,” | said, entering the office an hour later and collgpsing into my chair, “ have you located the
tusks after they |eft Tahiti Benoit's possesson?’

1] NO_”

“Divert two percent of your capacity for this conversation and keep the remainder working on the
problem.”

“Done,” announced the computer. “What do you wish to discuss, Duncan Rojas?’
“Tdl me about the Maasal.”
The computer glowed brightly asit summoned up the informetion.

“They were an extremely aggressive tribe of nomadic pastordigts located in Southern Kenya and
Northern Tanzania”

“How can they have been aggressive and pastora at the sametime?’ | asked.

“They were not militarists, such asthe Zulus,” explained the compuiter, “but they raided neighboring tribes
to obtain cattle and women, and they were highly successful over the centuries. Although they never
numbered more than 300,000, at one time they controlled almost athird of the grazing land of Kenyaand
Tanzenia”

“Againg which tribes did they make these raids?’

“Primarily the Kikuyu and the Wakamba, dthough they aso fought numerous minor battles againgt the
Luo, the Nandi, and the Kis.”

“Did the Maasai ever rule Kenyaor Tanzania?’

“No. Prior to colonization there were no nationa bordersin sub-Saharan Africa. When Kenyawasfirst
colonized, it was administered by the British. After obtaining itsindependence, it wasruled primarily by
the Kikuyu, and, to some lesser extent, by the Luo and the Wakamba.”

“But not the Maasai 7’
[13 NO'”

“That'scurious,” | said. “If they dominated the other tribes, why didn't they take over the leadership of
the government?’

“The most charismatic leader of the independence movement was Jomo Kenyaitta, aKikuyu, and his
tribe held most of the mgor governmenta positions.”

“And the Maasai didn't object?’

“The Maasai continued their pastora existence for another century, obliviousto dl socia and political
change, and weretotaly without political power until an overpopulation crissforced the government to
purchasether triba lands.”

“What about Tanzanian Maasai? Didthey exercise any power?’

“Tanganyikawas first a German colony, then a British protectorate. The Maasai were dways adistinct
minority, and took no interest in the independence process or the formation of agovernment.”



“That'svery drange,” | said. “It'samost asif, having achieved primacy among their neighboring tribes,
the Maasal then willingly rdinquished it without afight.”

“Therdinquishing of their primacy may not have been willing,” replied the computer. “ The British forbade
them to use their weagpons or to make war on neighboring tribes.”

“When wasthat?’
“Approximately 1900 A.D.”
“Could it have been 1898 A.D.?’ | asked.

“Itispossble” answered the computer. “Communications were very primitive, epecidly in Africa, and
orders were often dow to be implemented.”

“1898 isadso the year that the Kilimanjaro Elephant waskilled,” | noted.

“We do not know that,” contradicted the computer. “We only know that the Kilimanjaro Elephant'sivory
wasfirg auctionedin 1898 A.D.”

“Sill, | wonder if thereisaconnection?’
“What kind of connection?’
| frowned. “1 don't know yet.” | paused. “Wasit the Maasai who originally put the tusks up for auction?’

“The records are incomplete and contradictory, but no mention has ever been made of any Maasai in
connection with the auction of the tusks.”

| lowered my head in thought, certain that | was close to somelink, some revelation that would explain
the connection between the Maasai and the ivory, but not knowing what it might be or how to search for
it.

“The British Museum of Natural History came into possession of theivory in 1932 A.D. Isthat correct?’
“yYes”

“How long did the Museum keep theivory?’

“125 years.”

“And then what happened to it?’

“Working...”

5. THE POLITICIAN (2057 A.D.)

A million flamingoes flew by me as | walked slowly along the shores of Lake Nakuru. | did not
slake my thirst there, for the water was foul and bitter, but instead | dug a hole in a nearby glade
and waited patiently for it to fill with fresh water.

| ate the bark of the baobab tree, and the tall grasses, and the acacia pods, and sprayed my body

with dust to rid it of parasites and protect it from the sun. Then | read the wind and found, almost
hidden among its messages, the pungent scent of citrus. | followed it to its source, a small village,

and began raiding the orchards, for my appetite, like my body, was huge. The natives ran out to



drive me away with spears and arrows, but as soon as they saw me they lowered their heads and
clapped their hands, asif | was some long-lost god returning to claim his homeland.

| remained there, unmolested, for three days, and | could have stayed longer, for | was old and
stiff from the battles of my youth, the gouge of a rhino horn above my knee and the three musket
balls| still carried inside my flesh. But instead | moved once again to the south, and as the honey
badger follows the honey bird to the bees' nest, so | followed the enormousrrift in the earth's crust
to confront my destiny.

* k% k %

Matthew Kibo, a harsh Kenyan cigarette dangling from his mouth, his deevesrolled up past his ebows,
his skull shining benegth histhinning gray hair, got up from his computer, walked acrossthe small,
cluttered office, pulled asoft drink out of the portable refrigerator, and hit aswitch that increased the
speed of the overhead paddle fan.

It was February in Nairobi—hot, lazy wesather. Kibo sighed and tried not to think of the beach at Mdindi
or his cool, spacious country homein the mountains of Uganda. He returned to his chair, took along
swallow, and looked out through the dirty window to the City Square, where a handful of people walked
acrossthe hot pavement in front of Jomo Kenyattas statue, moving asif in dow mation.

Hefinished the drink, tossed the bottle atop an overflowing wastebasket, and was about to turn back to
the computer when the door opened and ayoung man, clad in acolorfulkikoi , entered the office.

“Y ou seem to be settling in here comfortably,” noted Tom Njomo.
“Oneofficeisvery much likethe next,” replied Kibo wryly. “How are thingsin the Nakuru District?’

“Hot and dry, just like everywhere else.” Njomo grinned. “1 think we have more dust devils than voters
out there.”

“Did Barati give us hisendorsement?”’

“He saysthat he's gill making up hismind,” replied Njomo.

“Héslying,” sad Kibo firmly.

“Perhaps,” agreed Njomo. “He promised that helll make his decison in the next three or four weeks.”
“That will betoo late to do usany good, even if he wastelling the truth.”

“It looks that bad?’

“It doesn't look good,” acknowledged Kibo, gesturing to the figures on his computer screen. “ Jacob
Thiku, 72%; John Edward Kimathi, 21%; undecided, 6%; and the three other candidates share one point
between them.”

“Wall, what did you expect?’ said Njomo with ashrug. “ Thiku isthe most popular president we've had
since Jomo Kenyatta. Look at what he's done: employment is up, inflation isdown, the literacy rateis
over 90%, the debt is down, he built the Lake Turkana Pipeline, the West loves him, the East courtshim,
and the conservationigts have practicaly deified him—to say nothing of hisworking out a settlement to
the war between Zambiaand Zaire.” He paused. “How can you win an eection when you have to run
agangt God?’

“No onesaid it wasgoing to be easy,” replied Kibo with awry smile. “Still, I'm being paid to manage



Kimethi'scampaign.”
“Such asitis” said Njomo caudticdly.

“Kimathi requires specia handling,” answered Kibo. “He scaresthe hell out of people—including me.
Hed have had adifficult time beating anormal candidate, let done Jacob Thiku.”

“Then why are you working for him?’

“Because hefired his campaign manager and got rid of his staff, and because the other sde didn't seefit
to hireme at the outset,” said Kibo sardonically. “My job isto make them wish they had—and then get
the hell out of Kenya before Kimathi brings the whole damned country tumbling down around him.”

“With eleven weeks to go before the el ection, that hardly seemsalikely prospect,” commented Njomo,
walking to the refrigerator and opening up acold bottle of beer.

“Oh, | don't know,” said Kibo. “A lot can happen in €l even weeks.”
“Likewhat?’

Kibo shrugged. “I don't know yet; I've only been on the job for three days. But our first order of
busnessisclear: weve got to find anissue.”

“Thiku has amonopoly on them, and he's on the right side of each one.”
“Then well find one that he's overlooked.”

“I wishyou luck.”

“Youwishus luck,” corrected Kibo.

“I meanwhat | said,” replied Njomo serioudy. “I'm just agraduate student in Political Science, getting
experience for my Master'sthesis. | don't know about you, but | happen to love this country, and | don't
want to see ademagogue like Kimathi running it. | just want to get him close enough to lose respectably,
50 | can hire on with a better candidate next time around.”

“I trust you'll forgive meif | do my best?”

“Go ahead, for dl the good it will do you,” said Njomo. “Y ou know, Kimathi was even against the
Turkana Pipeline. If held had hisway, the Northern Frontier would till be adesert.” He paused. “Have
you ever thought about what would happen if you actualy win?’

“It's sacrilegious for campaign managers to think one minute beyond the eection,” answered Kibo wryly.
“And the instant the eection's over, they start looking toward the next one. Or didn't they teach you that

incollege?’

“I'm beginning to think they taught me al the wrong things” said Njomo wryly. “ Here I've been wasting
my time studying the intricacies of our political system, and dl thetime | should have been reading
Mechiaveli.”

“It wouldn't hurt,” replied Kibo serioudly.
“So | gather.”

“And it would take some of the mystique away from being apolitica organizer,” continued Kibo. “You



do your homework, you study your opposition, you anayze your market, and you set your goals. It'sjust
ajob, like any other—and in dl immodesty, | do it damned well.”

“I' know,” said Njomo. “That'swhy Mdawi's economy isin shambles.”

“I got my man eected,” said Kibo. “It'shis job to govern the damned country.” Helit up another
cigarette and stared at the younger man. “Let me giveyou alittle advice, if | may.”

“Go ahead.”

“It'sapolitical leader's job to stake out mora and ethica positions. If that's what you want to do, you're
in the wrong end of the business. Campaign managers work backstage and make deals with the devil so
that their bosses can get up therein front of an audience and invoke God.”

“And when the political leader is John Edward Kimathi?”

“No matter what you may think, people tend to get the leaders they deserve. If they're crazy enough to
vote Jacob Thiku out of office, then they deserve Kimathi.”

“And it'syour job to give them the opportunity to do just that.”

“That'sright,” said Kibo. “Or do you think that only candidates you personaly approve of should be
dlowed to runfor office?’

“I never said that,” replied Njomo defensively.

“Good. Then I'll expect your whole-hearted support. Besides,” added Kibo serioudy, “if you want to
have afuturein thisfield, you'd better make an earnest effort on Kimathi's behalf. Thepeople may be
watching Thiku and Kimathi, but thepoliticos are watching you and me and our counterparts.”

Njomo made no comment.

“All right,” said Kibo, getting to hisfeet. “ After you've finished your beer, | want you to start contacting
our fund-raisers, especialy in the Tsavo Digtrict, and gently but firmly urge them to be alittle more
productive. I'm going over to thelibrary.”

“What for?’ asked Njomo.

“Because we can't run acampaign without funds, and the treasury's amost empty.”
“No. | meant, what are you going to the library for?’

“I told you—I'mlooking for anissue”

“And you think you'll find onethere?” asked Njomo dubioudy.

“Who knows?’ replied Kibo. “1 certainly haven't found one anywhere else.”

He put on hisjacket and hat, went out into the hot equatoria sun, and tried to ignore the sounds and
smdlls of the centra city as he walked down Moi Avenue. When he came to Biashara Street, he turned
left, continued on past ascore of gift shops, and finaly came to the newly-renovated and expanded
MacMillan Library. He wasn't sure exactly what he waslooking for, but he requested a stack of books
and disks, carried them to the reading room, appropriated a small desk and computer by awindow that
overlooked the golden dome of the exquisite Jamia Mosgue, and went to work.



It couldn't be a contemporary issue, he knew; Thiku was on top of every one of them. Economics were
out, too; the average Kenyan had never been better off. Ditto for foreign policy; Thiku wasthe
Peacemaker of Africa

It would haveto be, he decided, an emotiond issue, one that could arouse passions, since the intellect
was S0 firmly committed to Jacob Thiku. That meant that Kimathi needed an enemy—not Thiku, who
was close to being a God-figure—but atangible, visble enemy, one Thiku had overlooked, against
whom he could rage and rail and inflame the populace.

Kibo leaned back, clasping his hands behind his head, and stared out at the mosque. It couldn't be a
nearby country; the presswas dready afraid of Kimathi, and they'd be convinced that he wanted war.

So it had to be alarge country, one so powerful that no matter what passions Kimathi aroused, the
thought of war was inconceivable. The United States? No, they'd been pouring money into Kenyafor a
century; it would be too hard to paint them as an enemy. Russia? No, they had nothing to do with East
Africa; never did, never would. Chinaor India? No, their African client states were dl on the West
Coag, thousands of miles away.

So it came down, as he had known it would, to Britain. They had colonized Kenya, had overlaid it with
their own culture and laws, had bent over backward to keep it in the Commonwealth. Somewhere in the
past, 30 or 70 or 90 or 150 years ago, there had to besomething he could use, something so trivid that
Thiku had overlooked it, something so meaningless that no prior president had cared about it, something
S0 potent that, given the proper gpproach, Kimathi could rally anation to his banner.

And, seven hourslater, hefound it.

“You'rejoking, right?’ said Njomo uncomfortably.
“I never joke about business,” replied Kibo.

“Y ou honestly think you can win the election for Kimathi because of some elephant that's been dead for
more than a century?’

They were seated at an outdoor restaurant in Muthaiga, a suburb some eight miles out of town, their table
near alarge circular barbeque pit. White-jacketed waiters scurried from table to table, offering achoice
of freshly-cooked mests, and a huge crowd of informally-dressed men and women had geathered &t the
horseshoe-shaped bar at the far end of the restaurant. The sun had set, and there the usua chill inthe
night air.

“That's correct,” said Kibo camly as he shook a spicy seasoning over hisimpalacutlet.
“Thenyoureascrazy asheidsl”

“They didn't teach you very much in college, did they?” asked Kibo, making no attempt to hide his
amusement.

“They taught me enough to know when apalitician isgrasping a straws,” shot back Njomo.
“Nonsense,” said Kibo confidently. “What I've doneisfind an issue that Kimathi can make hisown.”
“A non-issue, you mean,” said the younger man.

“It'l be anissue by tomorrow night,” replied Kibo, “whichisdl that matters.” He paused. “Y ou know,



most eections aren't won or |ost because one candidate has a better fiscal policy than the other, or
manages his parliament better. Usualy it comes down to who tells the best jokes or kisses the most
babies.”

“Or who can make an issue out of a dead eephant?’ said Njomo caugticaly.

“Precisdly,” agreed Kibo. “Kimathi needs a cause; this gives him one. He needs an enemy; this pinpoints
one. Since he's going to be a one-issue candidate, he needs an issue so Ssmple that everyone can
immediately understand it; this gives him such an issue. He needs to gpped to nationd pride; thisisan
issue that surpassestribalism and apped sto al Kenyans. Even his name will help: Deedan Kimathi was
the most effective genera in the Mau Mau emergency acentury ago. I'll make sure the pressis aware of
that.” Kibo took asip of hiswine and leaned back with a contented smile. “It's perfect.”

“Youreally believe what you're saying, don't you?’ said Njomo.

“Of coursel do. And aweek from today, so will everyone elsein this country.”
“It will never work.”

“Yesit will. There are precedents.”

“Someone el se became President because of a dead elephant?’ scoffed Njomo.

“No,” replied Kibo patiently. “ But Hassin became President of Egypt in 2023 with the same kind of
issue”

“Hassin? He won because he made peace with Jordan.”

“That wasafter he was elected. His entire campaigh was based solely on the accusation that Great

Britain had appropriated anumber of Egypt's nationd treasures; he promised to get them back if hewas
elected President.”

“And did he?’

“No. All thetreasures are fill in the British Museum—but hedid manage to get himsdlf elected. He
wasn't all that bad a President, either.”

“Evenif he did demand the return of hisnationa treasures, he was talking about mummies and gold and
jewdry,” protested Njomo. “ You'retaking about the tusks of an e ephant.”

“I'm talking about nationa honor,” replied Kibo. “It's not Kenyasfault that we didn't have any temples
and pyramidsfor the British to loot. They took what they could find, and we want it back.”

“Buttusks , for God's sakes!”

“The tusksare asymbol, nothing more,” said Kibo. “It doesn't matter whether they have amarket value
or not. They condtitute the greetest trophy ever taken. They belong on display right herein the Nairobi
Museum, not the British Museum of Naturd History.” He paused. “ Asfar asanyone cantdl, the
elephant wasn't even killed by a European but by an African.”

“Who cares?’

“Everyonewill care after Kimathi makes his next speech. Thisisthelast remaining stain of colonidism,
and it has to be eradicated. Those tusks are part of Kenya's heritage, not Britain's.” He paused, and then
leaned forward. “Y ou want to know something else? They're not even on display. They'relocked away



in avault in the museum's basement, gathering dust, when they should be herefor every Kenyanto see”
“They're not on display?’

Kibo shook his head. “ Sounds contemptuous, doesn't it?’

“Y ou know, it could construed that way,” admitted Njomo.

“Egpecidly coming from the mouth of our fire-breething politica dragon.”

“Let methink about thisfor afew minutes,” said Njomo.

“Bemy guest,” sad Kibo, finishing hiswine. Asthe waiter passed by, Kibo sgndled to him.

“Yes, Mr. Kibo?’

“Bring metherichest dessart you've got,” he said.

“| thought you were watching your weight,” noted Njomo asthe waiter scurried off.

“| deserveit,” said Kibo expangively. “A good politician gets maybe three or four brilliant notionsina
lifetime. Thisone should keegp mein businessfor the next five years”

* * * %

Kimathi took to the airwaves the next night. His voice strained, his eyeswild with passion, the veinson
hisforehead standing out asif they would burst, he ranted and railed against the British. Heraised the
twin spectres of racism and colonidism, he threatened certain vaguely-defined actionsif the tusks of the
Kilimanjaro Elephant were not returned immediately, and he demanded that Kenyans boycott al British
products.

It was the British, he screamed, who had decimated Kenyas wildlife, who had profligately daughtered
species after species, and who now refused to relinquish the symbol of Kenya's vanished wilderness, the
ivory of the most fabulous animal of dl.

It was the British who had accumulated vast treasures from dl of their former colonies, and not only
refused to return them but kept them hidden from public view in ablatant display of contempt for their
former subjects.

And it was Jacob Thiku, he added pointedly, who refused to demand the return of the ivory, who had
once been abrilliant leader but had lost his courage and would not stand up to the British.

What did the British want with the tusks anyway, demanded Kimathi. They refused to display them, they
refused to sl them, and they refused to return them. When would this condescension cease?

Only, he concluded, when Kenya dlected a President who did not fear the British and would eradicate
thisfina affront to black African dignity.

“Not bad,” said Kibo, going over the preiminary figures the next afternoon. “Not bad at all.”

“You mean it actualy worked?” asked Njomo contemptuoudly. “1 thought they were going to have to put
adraitjacket on him halfway through the speech, the way he kept leaping and screaming and shaking his
fig.”

“He picked up four points,” replied Kibo with asmug amile. “Not too shoddy for amadman.”



“Let meseethat!” said Njomo in disbelief, staking over to the computer. He studied the screen for a
moment, then straightened up with a surprised expression on hisface. “It'sunbelievable!”

“Wait until tomorrow afternoon, when he gives his speech a the University,” promised Kibo. “I
guarantee helll pick up two more points.”

“| wonder what thereaction islikein Britain?” mused Njomo.
“They probably wonder why we're making al thisfuss about apair of tusks.”
“Will they returnthem?’

“Not while hes making threats,” replied Kibo. “It'stoo much like giving in to blackmail. And he won't be
through making threats until after the dection.”

“What about Thiku?’

“What about him?’

“What will hedo?’ persisted Njomo.
“The reasonable thing.”

“And what isthat?’

Kibo shrugged. “Who knows? But it will beineffective. Thisisan emotiond issue; reason has nothing to
dowithit.”

* * % %

Kimathi made four more speeches—and picked up nine more points in the polls—before Jacob Thiku
finally agreed to address the issue of the tusks.

The eephant, he pointed out, had not been killed by the British, nor by any European.

The eephant, he noted, had been killed on the dopes of Mount Kilimanjaro, which was entirely within
the borders of Tanzania, and hence Kenyaactudly had nocaimtoit a all.

Thetusks of the eephant, he reminded, had been legdly auctioned in Zanzibar, which wasthen an
independent country, not Mombasa

It was some 34 yearsafter theinitia auction, he explained, that the British Museum of Naturd History
finaly obtained theivory.

While hewould certainly welcome the tusks of the Kilimanjaro Elephant if the British were to make agift
of them, it was obviousthat Kenyahad no lega or mora claim to them. Indeed, ifanyone had aright to
demand the return of theivory, it was Tanzania.

Kimathi, he concluded reasonably, was trying to arouse passions and make political capital out of a
meaninglessissue while severdly straining Kenyastiesto itsoldest dly, Gresat Britain. Once the people
understood what Kimathi was doing, they would surdly regject hisfiery calsto ams.

It was asplendid, reasoned response, and was printed in al the British newspapers and carried on most
of theinternationa video networks.

And the next morning Kimathi had narrowed the gap between them by three more points.



* * % %

“Y ou look morose for aman whose candidate is only trailing God by six points,” said Njomo aweek
later, as he walked into Kibo's office.

“Five, if you read theNation ,” Kibo corrected him.

“Then why the long face?” perssted Njomo. “Y ou've got money coming in faster than you can count it,
Kimathi made the covers of Sern andTime , and poor old Jacob Thiku is probably seeing elephantsin
hisdeep.”

“The British ambassador wantsto talk to him.”

“ToKimahi?’

Kibo nodded grimly. “I've been putting him off for two weeks, but | can't keep them gpart much longer.”
“What'swrong with | etting him speak to Kimathi?’

“Everything.”

“I don't seewhy. Kimathi will wait until dl the cameras are trained on them and then threaten the
ambassador with death or worse if he doesn't take the next plane to Britain and bring back the tusks.”

“That'swhat I'm afraid of,” said Kibo.
Njomo blinked hiseyesrapidly. “1 don't think | understand you,” he said.

“That's because you're very young and very naive,” said Kibo. “Just believe me—the last thing we want
isfor Kimathi to meet face-to-face with any representatives of the British government.”

“Y ou've spent more than a month creeting this myth that Kimathi is the sole defender of Kenyals honor,”
said Njomo. “Now hefindly has the chance to meet one-on-one with the enemy and you'retrying to
prevent it. Why?’

Kibo sighed deeply. “What do you think the British or the Americans or the Russians see when they look
at Kimathi?' he asked.

“I don't know. Probably they see acolorful palitician making headlineswith an unlikely issue.”

“They seeaclown,” replied Kibo. “ A big, bumbling clown whose country gave away histoys, and who
wants them back.” He paused. “Half of them probably think he wears aloincloth and livesin amud hut.”

“I don't see your point,” said Njomo.

“He amuses them, theway Idi Amin amused them a century ago. If they ever actudly listened to what he
sad, if they saw the way he can manipulate an audience, if they realized that he graduated at the top of
his class a the Sorbonne, they wouldn't be amused any longer. They'd be frightened.”

“What's wrong with frightening the British ambassador?’ asked Njomo. “It will be one more nail in Jacob
Thiku'spalitica coffin.”

“Maybe,” said Kibo. “But | doubt it.” He paused long enough to light another cigarette. “At the rate
Kimathi is gaining support, helll catch Thiku two weeks before the eection and beat him by agood two
million votes. Only onething can sop him.”



“What?’

“If heloseshisissue, | haven't got time to come up with another one—and if the ambassador meets with
him personally and seesfor himsdf that Kimathi redlly is crazy enough to go to war over thetusks, he
may very well recommend to his government that they return them.” He looked acrossthe desk a
Njomo. “That's the bottom line: no tusks, no victory.”

“| see” said Njomo, alook of dawning comprehension on hisface.

“One more thing they didn't teach you at school,” remarked Kibo wryly.

Njomo pulled abeer out of the refrigerator. “ So what do you do now?’

“I'll do my damndest to convince Kimathi that it's benegath his dignity to meet with the opposition.”
“I thought Jacob Thiku was the opposition.”

“Nobody could have gotten thisfar running again Thiku; Kimathi's running againg the British. | just hope
hell ligento me”

“If reason won't work, appedl to hisvanity,” suggested Njomo. “It'snever faled yet.”
“Yourelearning,” commented Kibo.
“Oh?

Kibo nodded. “When al is said and done, it's more important for acampaign manager to understand
people than politics.”

“| supposeitis, at that,” admitted Njomo.

“Aslong as you remember that, you've got afuturein politics,” said Kibo. Suddenly he amiled. “And if
you forget it, you can aways make aliving teaching politics a the University.”

* * % %

Kimathi's next mgjor address was ddlivered in Maindi, but was broadcast throughout the country. Five
minutes after it was over, Kibo's phone rang.

“y e
“Mr. Kibo?’

“ Speeking.”

“Thisis Sir Robert Peske.”

“What can | do for you, Ambassador?’ said Kibo, lighting a cigarette.

“Did you hear John Edward Kimathi's speech this evening?’

“yYes”

“Thisvilification of my government redlly cannot be permitted to continue, Mr. Kibo,” said Peske.

“The candidate writes his own speeches, Ambassador,” replied Kibo. “What do you expectme to do
about it?’



“I expect you to compel him to exercise somerestraint in his attacks, Mr. Kibo,” said Pegke. “His
Mg esty's Government will look upon arepetition of this evening's harangue with extreme disfavor.”

“Then you'd better speak directly to Mr. Kimathi,” responded Kibo.
“1 have repeatedly tried, and you have repeatedly prevented me, Mr. Kibo.”

“That'ssmply not true, Ambassador,” lied Kibo. “Mr. Kimathi hasavery full schedule, but | am il
trying to arrange a meeting between the two of you.”

“Don't bother, Mr. Kibo.”
Kibo frowned. “Y ou no longer wish to speak to him?”’
1] NO_”

Kibo quickly andyzed his options and aternatives. “I can arrange for you to have dinner with him
tomorrow night,” he said after a brief pause.

“I'mafraid | will be quite busy tomorrow night,” said Peake. “ Just remember what | told you, Mr. Kibo.
Wewill not tolerate another such attack.”

Kibo heard the disconnecting click, and immediately tried to raise Kimathi on the phone. The candidate
was unavailable, and findly he managed to reach Njomo.

“What isit?’ asked the young man after he had identified Kibo's voice.

“Trouble,” said Kibo. “1 want you to cance al of Kimathi's speaking engagements for the next two days,
until I canget to him.”

“What happened?’
“I had acall from the British Ambassador. Heinsststhat Kimathi stop attacking his country.”
“Sowhat?’

“Just dowhat | said!” snapped Kibo, breaking the connection and trying once again to reach Kimathi.
Findly, an hour after midnight, the candidate picked up the phonein hissuite.

“John, thisis Maithew Kibo.”
“How did you like my speech tonight?”’

“It was excdllent.” Kibo paused. “John, we've got aproblem. I've cancelled your schedule for the next
two days. Can you fake anillness?’

“WI,,Iy?l

“It'svery complicated,” answered Kibo. “But the dection isonly 20 days away. It'stimeto start mending
fences”

“With Thiku?’ said the candidate contemptuoudly. “He's a powerless old man.”
“With the British.”

“Not without the ivory!”



“John, thisisme you're talking to. | gave you the damned issue.”
“1 will never rdent until the tusks have been returned.”

“John, I've never given you bad advice yet, have 1?7’ demanded Kibo. “Y ou've got to believe me. The
people know what you stand for. If you stop attacking the British right now, you can still win this eection.
If you dont, then | promise you you're going to lose.”

“Nobody gives ordersto John Edward Kimathi!” bellowed the candidate. “1 fear no man and no nation,
and | will not be sllenced! Let them bring their guns; | stand ready.”

“It won't be gunsthat they bring,” said Kibo. “Can you just stay where you are until | fly up and speak to
you?'

“I'm scheduled to speak in Lamu Town tomorrow morning,” replied the candidate. “If you want to speak
to me, you can meet methere.”

“It's been cancdled.”

“Then | will stand on a street corner and shout my message. | will not be silenced until theivory has been
returned!”

Kibo dammed down the receiver, then tried to call Kimathi again but received nothing but abusy sgnd.

He spent another hour trying to raise Kimathi on the telephone, then went home to enjoy what he knew
would be hislast night as the campaign manager of apotentia presdent.

Njomo walked across the office and turned off the televison set.

“I'd call it one of his better speeches,” he said.

“I'd call it oneof hislast ones,” replied Kibo. “And turn the televison back on.”
“Why?

“Because | know the difference between athreat and a bluff.”

“Y ou mean the British ambassador?’ asked Njomo. “What can he do? The more he protests, the better
Kimathi looks.

“You'vedill got alot tolearn,” said Kibo, leaning back on his chair and staring at the historical dramaon
the set.

Njomo sat in his chair for another twenty minutes, then walked over to the computer on Kibo's desk.
“Doyoumind?’ he asked. “1 just want to check the network ratings for the speech.”

“Bemy guest,” said Kibo, staring through his window at the statue of Jomo K enyatta that dominated the
City Square. An ambulance raced by, sirens screaming, and two hundred birds took off in frightened
flight, only to aight on the pavement once the vehicle had passed from sight.

“Not bad,” commented Njomo, as the figures began appearing on the screen. “We did especialy well on
the Coast.”



“It's 115 degrees on the Coast,” replied Kibo. “ They've got nothing better to do than sit around watching
tdevison.”

Suddenly he sat erect, his attention centered on the television.
“Hereit comes,” he announced.
Njomo desactivated the computer and turned to face the video screen.

“And now,” said asmooth, polished voice, “we interrupt our regular programming for a specia
announcement.”

The scene shifted to Jacob Thiku's private residence in Muthaiga. Thiku and Sir Robert Peake stood on
the stone steps leading to the house, surrounded by reporters.

“1 have abrief announcement to make,” said Thiku.
The press crowded closer.

“At 11:30 thismorning, less than 15 minutes ago, the government of Kenya concluded itsfriendly and
peaceful negotiations with the government of Great Britain, as represented by Ambassador Sir Robert
Pecke. Asaresult of these negotiations, theivory of the Kilimanjaro Elephant will be placed on public
display in the Nationad Museum of Nairobi at noon tomorrow.”

The old president shook Peake's hand, then shot atriumphant smile at the cameras. Kibo felt that he was
gmiling directly ahim .

“Wadl,” sad Kibo wearily, “that's your find lesson: never manage a single-issue candidate unless you can
be suretheissuewill last until election day.”

“What do we do now?’ asked Njomo, still stunned by Thiku's announcement.

“Now?’ repeated Kibo. “Now we go home and relax. And the day after tomorrow we try to figure out
what Kimathi can say during thefina three weeks of the campaign so that he loses respectably instead of
by alanddide”

“ And what about tomorrow?”’

“I don't know about you,” said Kibo, getting to hisfeet, walking to his closet, and donning hisjacket,
“but I'm going to go over to the museum and see what al the commotion was about.”

Fifth Interlude (6303 G.E.)

| returned to my gpartment allittle after midnight, more for achange of clothes than from any desireto
spend the night there. | nodded pleasantly to the tripodal doorman from distant Hesporite I11, waited for
the airlift to scan my retinaand bone structure, and gently ascended to the 7th floor. When the corridor
cameto agentle stop in front of my door | stepped off, placed my pam to the scanner, uttered the
unlock code, and entered.

And found myself facing Bukoba Mandaka.
“What are you doing here?’ | demanded.
“Waiting for you,” he said camly, risng from the chair in which he had been sested.



“How did you get in?’

“I have my methods.”

| stared at him, huge and muscular and towering above me, and decided not to pressthe issue.
“All right,” | said. “Why are you here?’

“I have cometo talk.”

“I thought that's what we did at dinner.”

He shook his head. “Wesparred at dinner, Mr. Rojas. Now we willtalk .”

“I would welcomethat,” | said. “Do you mind if | fix mysdf adrink first?’

“Not at dl,” hesad. “Your liquor isin the kitchen.”

“I know,” | replied dryly.

“Y ou have an interesting home, Mr. Rojas,” commented Mandaka, following me as| waked through the
dining area

“It'srather ordinary, actudly,” | replied with ashrug.
“I didn't say it was extraordinary,” he corrected me. “1 said it wasinteresting.”

| looked around at the sterile white walls and pristine furniture. “Oh? What's so interesting about it? | find
it rather dull, mysf.”

“Itisinteresting because it tells me absol utely nothing about you,” he answered. “ And that, inturn, tels
me everything about you.”

“Y ou're not making yourself clear,” | said, approaching the liquor cabinet and ordering the door to dilate.
“How long have you lived here, Mr. Rojas?’ asked Mandaka.

“About seven years.”

“In saven years you have not made this place your own. | find that interesting.”

“I fill don't understand you,” | said, reaching in and pulling out a container.

“Thefurnitureisfunctiona but without character,” he noted. “ The artwork is bland and reflects nothing of
the owner'staste. The carpet is old but shows no wear, nor do the kitchen appliances show any sign of
use. Thereisno wife, no family, no sign of alover's presence. Y ou pay for an gpartment, Mr. Rojas, but
you useit like ahotd: Thereisnothing of you here. Even the books and tapes are nothing but light
entertainments, chosen by aman who occasiondly seeks afew minutes of diversion, nothing more.” He
paused. “ And the puzzles, Mr. Rojas,"—he shook his head sadly—"the puzzles”

“What about them?’

“What kind of man keeps hundreds of puzzlesin his bedroom and study? Only aman who wishesto fill
the empty hours between the things that are important to him.”

| stared at him, but made no answer.



“I contrast thisto your office, Mr. Rojas,” he continued. “ Books everywhere, the walls covered with
photographs and holographs of the rarest animasin the gaaxy, food and coffee dwaysin evidence,
furniture chosen for comfort rather than anonymity, a certain amount of clutter that seems on the verge of
getting out of control—thatiswhere you live, Mr. Rojas, and what you livefor .

“You came herejust to tell methat?’ | asked, annoyed that he had so accurately andyzed my life on the
basis of afew rooms of old furniture.

“No,” heresponded. “1 came hereto tell you that | am serioudy displeased with you, Mr. Rojas.”
“Oh?Why?'

“Does the world Nelson 23 mean anything to you?’

“Y ou traced the ad here that quickly?’ | said.

“Of course”

“I'mimpressd.”

“I'mannoyed,” hereplied. “Why did you run it?’

“I was curious to know just how far-reaching your sources are.”

“Neither my sources nor mysalf appreciate being an experiment designed soldly for the edification of your
curiogity, Mr. Rojas,” he said gernly. “Y ou cost me a considerable amount of money tracing that
advertisement to Genovaith |1 and then to your office”

“Perhaps | shouldn't have doneit,” | admitted. “Y ou can deduct it from my fee”

“It could very well cometo athird of what I'm paying you.”

“It makes no difference,” | said with ashrug. “I was at fault.”

“Wasit worth it, Mr. Rojas?’ he asked, studying my expression.

“Not redly,” | answered. “In fact, | would have been surprised if you or your sources hadn't noticed it.”

“That isalot of money to spend merely to test your theory, Mr. Rojas,” he noted. “ Or have you no
desirefor money?’

“Everyonewants money,” | replied.

“But not everyoneneeds it,” concluded Mandaka. He stared thoughtfully at me for amoment, and then
nodded. “ All money can buy you are sterile gpartments and trivid little puzzles such as you keep here.
Only peoplelike myself can set you tasks such asfinding the tusks of the Kilimanjaro Elephant.” He
smiled ironically. “1 think, Mr. Rojas, that you may need me as much as| need theivory.”

“Just how long have the Maasai needed theivory?’ | asked.
“Alongtime” hereplied.
“Since 1898 A.D.7

“Not quite”



“But surely before 1914 A.D.?’ | suggested.
“Yes, Mr. Rojas,” he acknowledged.
| smiled with satisfaction. “1 thought s0.”

“Perhgps| should not denigrate your little games and puzzles,” said Mandakawryly. “They have made
your mind very agile”

“Thank you.”

He stared a me again. “1 assume that you have learned something more from your computer Sncewe
hed dinner earlier thisevening.”

“A bit,” I replied, findly withdrawing aglass and pouring my drink. “Mogtly it confirmed what | had
aready suspected.” | turned to him. “May | fix you adrink aswell?’

“Asl believel told you once before, | drink only milk,” he answered.
“I'mafraid | don't have any. Shall we sit down, Mr. Mandaka?’
“Thereisonly onechair in your kitchen,” he pointed out.

“Well gototheliving room,” | said, leading the way.

Hewaked to a corner and sat down on alarge chair which had more resiliency to it than he seemed to
expect; at any rate, he seemed to sink into it, then awkwardly shifted his position until he was sitting
erect. | ordered my couch to approach me, suddenly remembered that the furniture in my apartment did
not respond to verba commands, and walked over toit. | adjusted the controls so that it floated some
sx inches above the ground, swaying gently, and then seated mysdif.

“What did your computer tell you thisevening?’ he asked when | had taken asip from my drink and
placed it on an end table.

“How and why the British returned the ivory to Kenya.”

“That happened in the 21st Century A.D.,” he noted sternly. “1 thought you were tracing the tusks
forward in history.”

“I'am,” | replied. “ Thistook avery smdl portion of the computer's capacity, and | was curiousto learn
more about their history.”

| haf-expected him to react with a show of anger, but instead he merely nodded his head. “ John Edward
Kimathi,” he mused softly. “He put them right within our grasp, and sill we did nothing!”

“Whatshould you have done, Mr. Mandaka?’

“We should have taken them from the Museum and done what had to be done,” he replied. He paused,
then added grimly: “Whattill has to be done.”

“Andwhat isthat?”

Helooked at me thoughtfully. “If there was any chance at dl that you might believe me, 1 think | would
tell you, Mr. Rojas”



“Why not tell me anyway, and let me make up my own mind?’ | suggested.
He shook hishead. “I can't expect you to do your best if you believe you are working for amadman.”
“| dready think | am working for acrimind, and it hasn't dowed me down,” | noted.

He seemed amused. “A crimina? Why? Because | know how to bypass your apartment's security
sydem?’

“And because you obvioudy are not Bukoba Mandaka.”
“I'vetold you that | am.”

“But the government has no record of you,” | pointed out.
“Y ou accepted my answer at dinnertime.”

“It wasin my best interest to accept it: I'm every bit as anxiousto find the tusks asyou are.” | paused.
“You areaphysicaly imposing figure, Mr. Mandaka Therefore, | will accept it again, if you ingst upon
it—but | would rather know the truth.”

Hesamiled. “Anintdligent decison, Mr. Rojas. However, at therisk of disappointing you, | must repest
that | truly am Bukoba Mandaka.”

“When and where were you born?’

“On Earth, 53 years ago.”

“On Earth?’ | repeated, surprised, for | had never met anyone who had been born on our mother planet.
“Thet iscorrect.”

“Why isthere no record of you?’ | asked.

“Earthis practically deserted, Mr. Rojas; no more than 50 million people remain there, and the census
bureau was haf aworld away. It was not very difficult for my parentsto hide the record of my birth.”

“Why should they wish to?’

“Because they knew that the day would come when | would require absolute freedom of movement, and
they surmised, correctly, that | would desire freedom from governmenta scrutiny aswell.”

“Why would you desire freedom from governmenta scrutiny if you were acting within the lav?’

He paused, asif consdering how much to tell me. “There are things required of me that the government
will not condone,” he answered at last. “And while | have committed no feloniesto date, | will, without
hesitation, break any law that comes between mysdf and possession of theivory.”

“Traveing under afalse passport isafelony,” | noted.
“Not asfar asI'm concerned,” he replied firmly, closing the subject.
The computer flashed to lifejust then.

“Thereisamessage coming in for Duncan Rojas,” it announced.



“Put it through,” | ordered.

“Do you desire video contact or only verba?’

“Video."

Suddenly Hilda Dorian'simage appeared above the coffee table.
“Doyouwhat timeitis?’ she demanded.

“A little after midnight,” | replied.

“Y ou were supposed to contact me the minute you got back from dinner!” she snapped. “1 checked your
office after Harold and | returned from the theater, and the computer told me you had gone home. Why
haven't you reported in to me?’

“I have company,” | replied, gesturing to Mandaka. She made an adjustment at her end which alowed
her image to swivel so she could seehim.

“Areyouintrouble?” she asked promptly.

“Notat dl.”

“Youresure?’ sheindgsted.

“I'msure, Hilda,” | said. “ Stop treating me like achild.”

“I'll stop treating you like onethe day you stop acting like one,” she said harshly. “ The only thing you
know about this man isthat the Commonwedlth doesn't have any record of him, and yet you've invited
him to your apartment.”

“I didn't exectly invitehim,” | said wryly.
“What does that mean?’ she demanded.
“Nothing, Hilda,” | said quickly. “I assure you that I'm in no danger, and I'm happy to have him here”

She looked from one of usto the other, then paused and cleared her throat. “Mandaka, I'm warning you:
he'd better show up for work hedlthy tomorrow morning.”

Before the Maasai could reply, she had terminated the connection.
Mandaka stared at the spot where her image had been for along moment.
“Who wasthat 7’ he asked at last.

“HildaDorian,” | replied. Then | realized that the name meant nothing to him, and added: “ She's
Braxton's Chief of Security.”

“The woman you wanted to join usfor dinner?’
“Yes” | said uncomfortably, shifting my position on the couch.
“It would have been an interesting medl,” he said with anironic amile.

“I'm sorry—sometimes she can be overly protective. | hope she didn't offend you.”



“Shedidnt,” hereplied. “Infact, | wish | had someoneto fed that way about me.”
“I wish | didn't,” | said with agrimace.

“Y ou say that only because you are annoyed with her. If you were ever to find yoursaf aone,truly aone,
you would cherish her.”

“Areyou truly done?’

He nodded somberly. “As done as any human being has ever been.”
“Y ou have no wife?’

“None.”

“Or children?’

He shook hishead. “ They are not permitted me.”

“Friends?’

“None.”

| paused awkwardly, unaware of what to say next. “Well, there areworse things,” | finally ventured.
“Many people choose solitary lives.”

“| did not choosethislife, Mr. Rojas,” he said earnestly. “ All that | have | would gladly givefor the
comforts of family, or even for a person who worried about me the way your Chief of Security worries
about you.”

“Then what is preventing you from acquiring afamily?’ | asked.

“Itismydestiny to live lone and dieaone.” He paused. “In point of fact, our livesare very smilar, Mr.
Rojas—cold and erile and solitary.”

“| don't find them amilar a dl,” | said defensively.

“If thereisadifference, it isthat you live thisway by choice.”

“Y ou make me sound like arecluse,” | objected. “I see people dl thetime.”

“Sodol.”

“And | have my work,” | added.

“And | have my misson.”

| felt uncomfortable with the path the conversation had taken, and decided to changeit.
“Obtaining theivory isonly thefirst step of that mission, isn't it?’ | asked.

He nodded.

“Surely you haven't been searching for it for 53 years, or you'd have found it by now.”

“You are avery perceptive man, Mr. Rojas,” hesaid. “Infact, | have been seeking theivory for only



sevenyears”

“What happened seven years ago?’ | asked bluntly.

He stared thoughtfully at me, then shrugged.

“I findly determined, beyond any possible doubt, that | wasthe last existing Maasal.”

“If thisis something that last Maasai must do, why did Leeyo Nelion seek the tusks?’ | asked.

“Itissomethingany Maasai could have done,” he replied, atrace of anger in hisdeep voice. “Itis
something that the last Maasai must do.”

“And you won't tell mewhat it is?’
“Y ou would think me quite mad.”
“All of this has something to do with the Maasai's fall from power, doesnt it?’

“Power isavery dagtic term,” responded Mandaka. “\When we were the most feared tribe in East
Africa, do you know how many of usthere were?’

“No.”
25,000, Mr. Rojas—as compared to perhaps two million Kikuyu.”
“25,0007" | repeated increduloudy. “And you still managed to control more than athird of the country?’

“Therewas no country until the European heads of sate artificidly created one,” hereplied. “ There was
the land upon which the Maasai had always lived, and we made no attempts to appropriate any other
tribal lands.” He paused and forced asmileto hislips. “And then, in 1830 A.D., the greatest of our witch
doctors, themundumugu Mbatian, foresaw theimminent arriva of three plagues from the North which
would come close to destroying the Maasai race. In 1881 we were stricken with smallpox, and amost
90% of usdied, and in 1882 rinderpest struck our herds of cattle and killed al but a handful of them.”

“And thethird plague?’ | asked.

“In 1883, a 29-year-old Scotsman named Joseph Thomson walked west from Mombasainto
Maasailand.”

“Thomson wasthe third plague?’ | asked, frowning.

“Not Thomson himsdlf, but the white man, who appropriated our lands and tried to take away our
culture,” answered Mandaka. He paused. “ Everything Mbatian predicted came to pass, and yet we
westhered all three plagues and remained the greatest warriorsin East Africa. No young man could
become anelmoran , an adult, until he had killed alion with his spear.” He paused, frowning. “ And then
the British took away our spears, and madeit illegal for useven to carry ashied. We could no longer kill
the lion, even when he attacked our herds. We had been warriors, and they turned usinto defenseless
shepherds.” He suddenly chuckled, asif at amemory. “We never got along very well with the British.
Did you know that the Maasai were the only tribe that did not fight in Man'sfirst great world war? The
British demanded that all able-bodied African men report for duty, and we said: Oh, no, we are no
longer warriors, we have no wegpons with which to fight. Y ou have turned usinto cattle-breeders and
goat-herders; we will stay here with our cattle and our goats.”

“Excuse mefor asking,” | said, trying to comprehend, *but what has thisto do with the tusks?’



“Morethan you can imagine,” he said in avoice suddenly tinged with bitterness. “What enrages me the
most isthat they were there, in Nairobi, for centuries, and yet we never took them away from the
Kikuyu. For dl | know, we never even tried.” He paused thoughtfully. “It wasthen , before theivory was
turned over to private interests, that we should have taken it.”

“I'm surprised the government relinquished it,” | said. “Given the emotionsit aroused during the
Thiku-Kimathi campaign, | would have thought it was anationd treasure.”

“Itwes.”

“Then why would the government have given up possession of it?’

“Some Kikuyu or Luo bureaucrat doubtlesswas bribed,” offered Mandaka contemptuoudly.
“Don't you know the details?’ | asked, surprised.

“No. Only that a some point in the first millennium of the Galactic Erathe tusks passed into private
ownership.” He paused. “I have dways been less concerned with their history than their whereabouts.”

“Then you don't care to know how it happened?’ | asked, disappointed, for | was suddenly anxiousto
know the answer.

“It isobviousthatyou care,” hereplied. “How long will it take you to unearth the facts?’

“I'm surethat it'samatter of public record,” | said. “And if it is, my computer a Braxton's should take no
more than three or four minutes to come up with what we want to know.” | looked at him hopefully. “I
cantieinto it right now, if you'd like.”

He nodded his consent, and afew minutes later the computer began glowing and reveaing itsinformation
to us.

6. THE CURATOR (16 G.E))

My years weighed heavily upon my massive body as | climbed the escarpment of the Rift Valley,
still drawn to the South. Once, as | slept, ants crept up the inside of my trunk; the pain almost
maddened me before | could reach water and drown them. | had seen others of my kind die from
such physical invasions, or from starvation when they ground away their final set of teeth, or
from predation when they lay down, too weak and tired to defend themselves—but | knew that
such fates were not meant for me.

Time pressed heavily upon me, burning at my insides as the sun burnt upon my back, urging me
onward. A lioness, feeding upon a waterbuck, growled at me, prepared to hold her ground; |
raised my trunk and bellowed at her, and she retreated, not even daring to snarl as| passed by. A
crocodile attacked my leg as | crossed a shallow stream; | picked up him and broke himin half. A
herd of impalas blocked my path; | rushed down upon them, asserting my right to be there, and
they fled interror.

| became foul of temper and sore of spirit as| urged my ancient body along its journey. | did not
suffer silently, but broke the stillness of the African air with shrill, high-pitched blasts of anger, as
| warned both men and beasts not to stand in my path as | hurried onward to confront my destiny.

* * % %

The Museum of African Antiquities was amagnificent if misnamed structure. For onething, it covered a
period of only 300 years, from 1780 to 2080 A.D.; for another, it dealt not with &l of Africa, nor even



East Africa, but solely with the relics of Kenya's past, as befitted an ingtitution that had been moved inits
entirety from Nairobi to its new marble-and-glass edifice on the colony planet of New Kenya.

New Kenyaitself was an abundant world, teeming with life, criss-crossed by hundreds of clear rivers,
blessed with fertile soil, which had been ceded to the overpopul ated nation of Kenya by the Republic just
after the dawn of the Gaactic Erain the 30th century A.D. There had been considerable sentiment for
cdling the capital New Nairobi, but eventudly it bore the name of Kenyatta City in honor of theMzee ,
the Wise Old Man, who had ddlivered Kenyafrom the British and guided it through itsfirs tentative
years of independence. Kenyatta City now numbered half amillion citizens, with another million residing
in the principalities of New Mombasa, Little Naivasha, Nyerere City, and Kericho Town, and the
remaining 200,000 living and working on the farms that were making avigorous attempt to encircle the
colony world at the equator.

Like dl successful colony planets, New Kenya had survived some minimal terraforming, some mgjor
population influxes, and some serious political adjustments asit became afunctioning member of
Mankind'sinfant-but-burgeoning Republic. New bacterid infestations were met with new medications,
new soil conditions were met with new crop hybrids, new respongbilities asamember of agalactic
community were met with new governmental departments, and new debts were met with new sources of
taxation.

And when the taxation reached limits beyond which the government dared not go, then beltswere
tightened and expenditures were cut. One such expenditure was the operating budget for the Museum of
African Antiquities,

“Thedtuationisasfollows,” announced JoshuaKijano, the museum's Chief Curator, to his department
heads. “We will now be open to the public only three hours aday, four days aweek. Our maintenance
and security staffs have been cut in half. All museum personnel have been asked to take a 15% percent
cut insaary. Your new salarieswill be frozen, and there will be no cogt-of-living increases for the
foreseeable future. If any of you fed you cannot work under these conditions, | will certainly understand,
and will be happy to write aglowing letter of recommendation for your resume.” He paused and looked
at hissix senior employees, then sighed. “Well, we dl knew it was coming. I'm sure you'l &l want timeto
consider your options. I'll bein my office for the rest of the day, aswell astomorrow morning.” He
looked directly at a plump, white-haired woman. “ Esther, 1'd appreciateit if you'd stay behind for afew
minutes”

The othersal left, speaking inlow, worried whispers, and Esther Kamau remained in Kijano's curiously
uncluttered office. It bore the usual diplomas and commendations, but was lacking in the artifactsand
odditiesthat usudly filled acurator's office to overflowing.

“Please 5t down, Esther,” he said, walking behind his deek, polished desk to hisown chair.
“Just how bad isit, Joshua?’ she asked, segting hersalf opposite him.

“Terrible” he answered. “How many years have the two of us put into the museum between us—75?
807’

“83,” sheresponded. “ And now they want to kill it, don't they?’
“Not dl of it.”

“Just the important parts,” she said.

“They'reall important parts.”



“The partsyou and | have spent our lives working on, then,” she amended.
He nodded. *Y ou are no doubt aware that we have had an offer for the butterfly collection.”

“It took more than five centuriesto put that collection together back on Earth,” she said. “ Doesn't that
mean anything to them?’

“Evidently not,” hereplied. “At any rate, the Natural History Museum on Far London has made avery
subgtantia bid.”

“Thereisno possible way that we can put a price on the butterfly collection. It'sthe most extensive such
collection ever assembled.”

“Wedidn't put apriceonit,” hereplied unhappily. “ Theydid. And, unfortunately, they made their bid
directly to the government.”

“They'renofools” shesad. “They knew wed turn them down.”

“They dso knew that some petty bureaucrat would suddenly see the museum as anew source of
income,” replied Kijano. He stared across the desk at her. “ That's what 1've been fighting about during
the past two weeks.”

“| thought you were fighting for our budget.”

He shook hishead grimly. “ That'swhat | told the others. In point of fact, | lostthat battlein the first
twenty minutes.” He paused. “1've been fighting to save the museum.”

“And?
“Weve reached acompromise.”

“The butterflies?”

“The butterfliesare just the beginning,” he said bitterly.
“What, then?” she demanded apprehensively.

“They agreed that dl departments pertaining directly to New Kenyas cultura heritage should remain
intact.” He paused. “I thought | should warn you, before you make any serious plansto remain here as
Curator of Animal Exhibits, that | was unable to protectyour department.”

“| knew it,” she said in adull monotone.

“I've tendered my resignation in protest, effective two weeks from now,” he said. “Why don't you
consider doing the same, Esther? The Republic has plenty of museums that would be happy to have two
curators with our experience.”

“And let some bureaucrat who doesn't know amamma from areptile dismantle what it took you and me
alifetimeto build?’ she demanded. “Our wildlifeis every bit asmuch apart of our heritage as our
artwork and tribal costumes, Joshua. Our relationship to it hel ped make uswhat we are!”

Kijano sighed deeply. “You know it and | know it, but | couldn't make the government seeit that way.”
He fidgeted nervoudy with his hands and finaly clasped them together with fingersinterlaced. “ Their
position isthat the other departments are displaying the history and cultura heritage of the people who
live here on New Kenya, while the Department of Anima Exhibitsis merdly offering displaysthat are



more gppropriate to anatural history museum located on Earth itself.”
“That's utterly ridiculous!”

“I know,” he said wearily. “But they were bound and determined to sell something off, and thiswasthe
best | could do.”

“Don't they know that these exhibits are irreplaceable?’ demanded Esther Kamau heatedly. “ Once you
s the butterflies or the seashells, you can never put acollection of them together again!”

“Of coursethey know it,” replied Kijano. “ But there is a difference between knowing and caring. These
are paliticians: right now dl they care about isa29% inflation rate and the poor showing that the shilling
makes againgt the Republic credit.”

“The economy will improve with or without salling off a collection of priceless exhibits that took more
than amillennium to put together.”

“They don'tcare what condition the economy'sin five or ten yearsfrom now,” he explained patiently.
“They'redl up for dection in the next year or two.”

“One butterfly collection isn't going to solve their problems,” she said adamantly.
“We're taking about more than the butterfly collection,” he said.
“Will there beanything left when they're done with their auctions, Joshua?’

“I hope s0. They've agreed to let us keep afew of the mgor exhibits: the bongo and okapi, Ahmed of
Marsabit, the record Nile perch, thelast impala, thelast cheetah...”

“We have more than 6,000 items on display, and youretelling me that keepingsix of themisa
compromise?’

“No,” hereplied. “Keegping the other five departments intact is the compromise.”

“Well, | think it ginks!”

“Sodo |, but the dternative was worse.”

She paused, considering her options. “ Can't we get the press on our Sde?’ she asked at last.

“I'vedready tried,” said Kijano. “ The networks don't care, and the kind of publicationsthat do care
reach perhaps two percent of the populace, al of whom were on our side to begin with.”

“You didn't try hard enough,” she said accusingly.

“That'snot fair, Esther,” said Kijano reproachfully. “Y ou're concerned with your department; | was
fighting for thewhole museum.”

“I'm sorry,” she said more gently. “I know you did your best.” She paused. “But it wasn't good enough.
Weve got to think of something more. We can't let abunch of self-centered, short-sighted, ignorant,
immoral politicians dismember a collection that took fifteen centuriesto build!”

“Therésnothing left to do,” he said helplesdly.

“Theres dways something.”



“I can't permit you to do anything that will jeopardize the rest of the museum,” he warned her.

She stared at him for along minute. “Y ou're a sweet man, Joshua, but you're very naive,” shesaid a last.
“Don't you redizethat if you let them get away with this, the other departments will go next? Y ou're
gtting on millions of shillings worth of gemstones. How long do you think you can keep them, once
they're run out of seashells and stuffed lions?’

“I havetheir assurances... “ he began.

She snorted contemptuoudly. “How much do you suppose their assurances are worth, once they've
decimated the Department of Anima Exhibits?’

“Not much,” he admitted. “ That'swhy I've tendered my resignation. I've devoted too much of my lifeto
the museum to watch them sl it off piece by piece” He paused. “ Are you sure you won't consider
resgning too?’

She shook her head. “We can't dl run away, or there will be no one l&ft to fight them. They've got to be
stopped, Joshua.”

“They're the government,” he said. “ Y oucan't stop them.”

“I cantry,” she responded.

* * * %

The museum's Board of Directors, many of them political office holders, refused to accept Joshua
Kijano's resgnation, but ingsted that he remain to serve out his contract and oversee the dispersd of the
Department of Animal Exhibits. He tested their decision in court, lost, and reluctantly agreed to stay on
for the remaining 14 months of his contract.

The butterfly collection wasthefirst to go. The agreement had been made, and Esther Kamau was
powerlessto stop it.

After that, it became aholding action, awar of attrition with the hope that the economy would improve
before thefina climactic baitle.

The museum on Binder X wanted the plainsanima collection. She got in touch with her counterpart
through an intermediary, explained the Stuation, and managed to save the buffalo and the carnivores
while giving up the gazelles and the antel ope.

The university on Sirius V wanted the Lake Turkanafossils. She forged the inventory and kept the 19
finest gpecimens, shipping off the remaining 236 after dragging out the process aslong as she could.

The seashell collection, some 18,000 pieces strong, went on the block next, bid for by both Greenveldt
and Pollux V. She had an understanding friend on the board of the Greenveldt Museum, accepted their
bid, and with her friend's collusion managed to keep 200 of therarest shells.

And then Gregory Rousseau, Governor of Daeddus 11, amillionaire who had made hisfortune building
gpaceships for the military and spent most of his spare time hunting on the Inner Frontier, announced that
he wanted the tusks of the fabled Kilimanjaro Elephant for his private collection.

She waited two weeks, then sent him amessage explaining that the tusks were not among the items that
the museum had placed on the market.

When she did not hear from him again, she assumed that the matter was over—but amonth later she was



summoned to JoshuaKijano's office.

He waited until she had seated herself before producing apersond letter from Rousseau, which he
pushed across the desk to her. She glanced at it briefly, Sighed, and placed it back on the desk.

“Did you tell Governor Rousseau that the tusks of the Kilimanjaro Elephant are not for sale?’ he asked.
“Yes, | did.”

“You havethelist of exempt exhibitsthat | negotiated with the government, Esther—and the tusks aren't
onit”

“Thisisaspecia case” shereplied. “ The tusks of the Kilimanjaro Elephant are not only the greatest
sngletrophy ever taken, but they have historical sgnificanceaswell.”

“What dgnificance?’
“They werethe mgor issuein apresdentid campaign in Kenyain the year 2057 A.D.”
“Redly?’ hesaid, surprised. “1 knew nothing about that.”

“Then dlow me to recommend some history books and tapesto you,” shereplied. “They are the most
important exhibit the museum owns.”

“I'd like to see those books,” he said earnestly. “If what you say istrue, | can go to the government and
present the case for keegping the tusks.” Suddenly the enthusiasm vanished from hisface.

“What's the matter, Joshua?’

“They'll never accept it,” he said with asigh. “ Governor Rousseau has offered us 300,000 credits. That's
more than two million New Kenyashillings”

“But | thought we were talking about salling our collections off to museums, so the people could dways
have accessto it. This man isn't even aKenyan, Joshua, and he wantsit for his own private collection!”

“The government won't look at that,” said Kijano. “They'll look at his 300,000 credits, and they'll jump at
hisoffer.”

“We can sl him one of our last two rhinos for that amount.”
“He doesn't want arhino,” said Kijano. “He wants the tusks. He was quite explicit about that.”

“If it'stusks he wants, tell himto triple his offer and he can have Ahmed,” she said. “But the Kilimanjaro
Elephant's tusks must stay here.”

“Ahmed of Marsabit isthe most famous eephant in our history,” replied Kijano, “the only anima that
was ever protected by presidential decree—and not just any president, but the Mzee himself. The
government has dready agreed to et us keep him.”

“Theivory of the Kilimanjaro Elephant ismore important,” sheinsisted.
“Butit'snot onthelist.”

“I don't care about the list!” she snapped. “1'm the curator of the Department of Animal Exhibits, and |
say that the tusks are the most important item we possess!”



He gtared at her for amoment, then sighed wearily.

“Esther, if | turn him down, he's just going to contact the government, and they'll accept his offer. All a
refusal will do ispostponetheinevitable.”

“Then let's postponeit,” she said. “What can they do to you—fire you? Y ou've dready tried to quit and
they wouldnt dlow it.”

Hesmiled. “Y ou have apoint.” The smile vanished. “But hewill go to the government after | turn him
down. After dl, he'saplanetary governor; he has highly-placed friends.”

“I'm surehewill,” shereplied. “But you and | aren't exactly an army. We can only fight this battle one
day a atime.”

Three weeks later Rousseau's representative went directly to the government of New Kenya, money was
exchanged, and Esther Kamau, after considerable thought, overcame her grief and her rage long enough
to choose her |ast battlefield.

* * % %

17 dayslater, amost to the minute, the computer beeped, and Esther Kamau looked up from her
cluttered desk.

[1] YS?I
“ThisisJoshua,” said Kijano. “Heshere”
“Who's here?’

“Governor Rousseal.” Kijano paused awkwardly. “1f thiswill betoo painful for you, | can take himto
the tusks.”

“No,” shereplied, rigng. “I'll meet you there.”

She walked through the pristine corridors, past the empty display cases and barren pedestals, and findly
entered the small room that housed the two pillars of ivory in ahuge glass case.

Kijano entered the chamber afew minutes later, accompanied by atal, tanned, muscular, middle-aged
man who sported a shock of bushy gray hair. A quartet of younger men followed them at arespectful
distance.

“Esgther,” said Kijano, “thisis Governor Gregory Rousseau of Daedaus|l.”

“I know,” she said, ignoring the governor's extended hand while staring intently at him.

“Is something wrong?’ asked Rousseau curioudly.

“I just want to see what kind of man buys the trophies of some other hunter,” she said bluntly.

“I am not merely ahunter,” answered Rousseau smoothly. “1'm aso acollector.” He paused. “1 redize
that you were unhappy to sdll the tusks. Let me assure you that they will be protected with the finest
security system that money can buy.”

“I'm surethey will,” shesaid. “ And I'm aso sure that no one but you and your friendswill ever seethem
again.”



“From timeto time | open my country estate to the public,” hereplied easly.
“Our museum is open to the public every day,” she said.

“But your public is more concerned with the national debt than with nationd treasures,” he noted with a
amile. “Believe me, thiswill work out best for dl parties concerned.”

“I do not believe you, Governor Rousseau,” she said.

He seemed about to answer her, then shrugged and turned questioningly to Kijano.

“The governor has brought acrew along to take theivory to hisprivate ship,” Kijano informed her.
“I've given the matter considerable thought,” said Esther, “and | can't dlow it.”

“What?" demanded Rousseaul.

“The economic crigsisamomentary thing,” she said dowly. “ The tusks of the Kilimanjaro Elephant
belong to the ages. | am sorry that you have been cast asthevillain in the piece, but | have devoted my
entirelife to preserving antiquities for the public. | have done it because once logt, they can never be
replaced or recreated, and | cannot let some crass political agreement rob us of our most precious
atifacts”

“I don't think you understand the Situation,” said Rousseau. “1 sympathize with your point of view, but the
tusks are mine. They have dready been paid for.”

“Then I implore you, aman who has spent most of hislifein public service, to serve the public one more
time and donate them back to the museum,” said Esther.

“It'sout of the question,” he said bluntly. “I paid for them, they're mine, and I'm here to take them back
to the Daeda us system with me.”

“They're not going anywhere,” shereplied camly.
“What are you talking about?’ demanded Rousseau.
“Esther, what's going on here?’ added Kijano, looking very worried.

“Joshug,” she said, turning to him, “we have to draw the line somewhere. We can't et them destroy what
took 1,500 yearsto build.”

“That sounds remarkably like athreat,” said Rousseau, no longer either amused or solicitous.
“That isprecisely what it is, Governor,” shereplied.
“And how is one unarmed woman going to stop my crew from taking the tusks with them?’ he asked.

“One unarmed woman couldn't possibly stop you,” she said. “That iswhy | have placed an explosive
devicein the base of one of the tusks. The moment anyone touchesit, it will destroy thiswing of the
museum and everythinginit.”

“Which tusk?’ asked Rousseau, frowning.
“I don't believe I'm going to tell you.”

“Thisisridiculous!” he snapped. “1 will smply have an anti-demoalition team come here and disable the



device, and the only thing that will have changed isthat you will spend the next few yearsinjail.”

“Itisavery sendtivedevice,” shesad camly. “The dightest vibration will trigger the explosive
mechanism.”

Rousseau turned once again to Kijano. “Is shetelling the truth?’
“I havenoidea,” admitted Kijano.
“What do you think?’

“I think,” said Kijano, consdering hisanswer carefully, “that | would not like to be insde the museum if
you decide to move the tusks.”

Rousseau ordered his men to wait outside, then turned his attention back to Esther Kamau.
“All right,” hesad. “What isit you want? More money?’

“If I wanted money, your offer would have been more than sufficient,” shereplied.

“Then whatdo you want?’

“Perhaps| should tell you what I don't want.”

“Please do,” said Rousseaul.

“This museum—not the building, which is new, but the exhibits, which are ancient—has been my whole
life. Moreto the point, almost two thousand dedicated scientists have made it their lifeéswork over the
past fifteen millennia. They did it for persona glory and out of driving curiosity, to be sure—but they dso
did it for the people of Kenya, and now we are perpetuating their work for the people of New Kenya.
Thisisour history, our past; it is everything we have been and everything we are now, and as such it

bel ongsto the people. What | don't want, and cannot alow, is the museum's dow, day-by-day
emasculation.” She paused. “1 would sooner destroy it dl at once.”

“But surely the sale of itstreasuresis preferable to their destruction,” said Rousseaul. “I, for one, am
willing to Sgn an agreement alowing you the option of repurchasing the tusksif | or my heirs should ever
resdl them, and | am certain that al other purchasers would be willing to make the same concession.”

“What good is such an agreement when the items in question will be spread across 200,000 light-years,
when some of them may not come on the market again for amillennia?’ she responded.

“The agreement offersyou at least the possibility of eventudly correcting what you think isacataclysmic
mistake on the part of your government,” said Rousseau. “ The destruction of the tusks and the other
exhibitswould diminate even that possbility.”

“Thereisathird dterndtive,” shesaid.

“Oh?’

“Let thetusksremain here, where they belong.”

He shook his head, not without compassion. “I can't let you blackmail me.”

“Then hear what | say about the museum rather than the device and let me reason with you.”



“Firg dissble the device, and then I'll listen.”

“| don't trust you, Governor.”

“Toligen?

“To maketheright decisonafter you'velistened.”

Hefdl slent for amoment, staring at the two pillars of ivory, then turned to her again.
“Why thetusks?’ heasked at last.

“I don't understand.”

“I know for afact that you've sold off most of your stuffed animals, aswell asyour shell and butterfly
collections. What it is about the tusks that made you decide to take this stland?’

“They represent everything that made Kenyagreat,” she said.

“What do you mean?’ he asked. “1 know I'm not that well-acquainted with their history, but | assumed
that they were the trophies of ahunting expedition.”

She shook her head and gazed at theivory.

“Theyare Kenya,” she said passionately. “Kenyawaswild animals, and they belonged to the greatest
animal of al. Kenyawas an ivory market, and they were sold at auction. Kenyawas a colony that gained
itsindependence from Grest Britain, and they were the last vestige of British colonidism. Kenyahas
produced great men, and they were instrumentd in alowing one of the greatest, Jacob Thiku, to finish the
work he had begun. Kenya has expanded to the stars, and they have made the trip with us. Kenyaisthe
microcosm of human evolution, from primitive man to city dweller to star traveller, and they have survived
every era. They are the exemplar of Kenyan history.” She paused and stared at him. “ Everything we are
resdesinthem.”

“I see,” said Rousseau, scrutinizing her carefully. “ They must have enormous meaning to you.”
“Todl Kenyans,” she corrected him.
“But especidly to their curator.”

“Itismy job to preserve them for the ages,” she said. “ That iswhy | cannot alow you to take them with
you. Do you understand now?’

Hesmiled at her.

“Oh, yes,” hereplied. “Now | fully understand.” He turned to Kijano. “Y ou have the keysto the case?’
“It hasno keys,” said Kijano. “It responds to the thumbprints of senior staff members.”

“Please openit,” ordered Rousseau.

“But thedevice...”

“Thereisno device” said Rousseau confidently.

Kijano approached the case gingerly and placed histhumb over the scanner, and the glass door swung
open.



Rousseau walked over and touched each of the tusks, then turned to Esther Kamau.

“I will not press charges againgt you,” he said. “It would belikejailing apriest for protecting the Holy
Gral.”

He left the chamber to get his men, and Esther, after amoment's silence, turned to her old friend.
“I'm sorry, Joshua,” shesaid. “But | had to try.”

“I know,” said Kijano.

“I couldn't bring mysdf todoit.”

“I never thought you could,” he said gently.

* k k %

The Museum of African Antiquities sold off itslast item—a hand-crafted Nandi spear—lessthan ayear
later.

Esther Kamau was not around to observe that event. She had died, for no reason the doctors could
determine except an absence of the will to live, seven months earlier. JoshuaKijano put in arequest to
the government that they purchase asmdl, tasteful monument for her grave. The request did not come up
for consderation for six years, by which time Kijano, too, was dead, and nobody quite knew what
Esther Kamau had done to deserve such agovernmenta expenditure, so the request was tabled and
soon forgotten in the wake of the news that the government's austerity program had been so successful
that the economy was now stagnating and experts were desperately looking for new methods of
gimulaingit.

The museum, which had been standing empty for half a decade, was gutted and redesigned, emerging
from itsfacdift afew months|later asthe massive new Bureau of Economic Development. Everybody in
the New Kenyan government took pridein the fact that they had finally found ameaningful function for a
run-down old building that had seemingly outlived its usefulness.

Sxth Interlude (6303 G.E.)

The computer stopped glowing, and Mandaka looked across the room at me.
“Has your curiosity been assuaged?’ he asked.

“For themoment,” | replied.

“Theironic thing isthat the one Kenyan who actualy tried to save the tuskswasn't even aMaasa,” he
sad.

“Oh?How do you know?’

“Kamau isaKikuyu name,” explained Mandaka. “ But the mere fact that she held a position of prestige
and authority was enough to tell me that she did not belong to the Maasai,” he added hitterly.

“Why?" | asked.

“Itislate, and | amthirsty, Mr. Rojas,” hereplied, getting to hisfeet and stretching his massive body. “|
think 1 should be going home.”

“I'mnot a al deepy,” | said. “I'll be happy to walk you homeif you live nearby.”



“I do not live nearby,” he responded. “Areyou sill willing to accompany me?’
“yYes”

“And to see how the last Maasai lives?” he asked, amused.
“Likeanyonedse, | would suppose,” | offered.

“Y ou do not believe that for amoment, Mr. Rojas,” said Mandaka.

“No, | don't,” | admitted.

“That gnawing curiosity again,” he said, unperturbed. “All right, Mr. Rojas—I will show you what no one
€lse has seen since | took up residence on this planet.”

“Thank you.”

Hewalked to the door, waited until | ordered the lights to dim, and went out into the hall, waiting
patiently while| reprogrammed the security system and the lock.

“I don't suppose thiswill keep you out,” | commented, “ but there is aways a chance that someone was
watching you. At least thiswill make them go to some extra effort.”

“I would not worry about it, Mr. Rojas,” said Mandaka. “ Y ou don't have anything that anyone would
want.”

| was about to make an angry retort when it occurred to me that he was quite correct, so | remained
slent and led him to the airlift, and we gently descended to the main floor. The Hesporite doorman had
been replaced by afemae Mendorian, alovey catlike creature with supple muscles and flowing yellow
fur. 1 told her that | probably would not be back until the following night, as| planned to go to the office
after leaving Mandaka's apartment.

We walked out the front door, took a dow-moving didewalk to the next intersection, and then crossed
over to awestbound expresswalk that took us through the city and deposited us on thewest sdein less
than five minutes. We trandferred to three more locd didewaks, and eventudly found oursaves sanding
before atdl glass-and-chrome building that glistened in the moonlight.

“My humble thatched hut,” announced Mandakawith a sardonic smile.

We passed through arigid security system at the main entrance, then walked to the | eft Side of the lobby
and boarded a private airlift that took us directly to the top floor, emerging some 78 levels above the
ground. We stepped out into along, carpeted corridor that was brightly illuminated by some hidden
source, turned to our right, and rode it halfway down the hallway, stopping when we cameto the first
door.

Mandaka murmured something in alanguage | had never heard before, waited for the security system to
identify his retinaand bone structure, and then placed his palm to a sensing device, after which the door
dilated long enough for usto enter his apartment and then closed quietly but securely behind us.

“Lights,” ordered Mandaka, and suddenly the entire gpartment was bathed in light.

| found mysdlf sanding inasmal dirt yard surrounded by an dmost-impenetrable fence of thorn bushes.
Tomy right was athatch-roofed hut, the walls of which seemed to be made of dried mud. Where there
should have been white, polished walls, there was a panoramic view of abarren, parched savannah.



| followed him through the compound into the interior of the hut. Where there should have been furniture,
there were only atrio of primitive mats. A fire blazed in the middle of it, yet cast no heat—which have me
the clue| needed.

“A holographic projection?’ | asked.

Mandaka nodded. “ Y es. You are actually standing on a carpet, and | am reasonably certain that the
management would look upon huts made of cow dung with some disfavor. | chosethis particular
gpartment because the ceiling is some twenty feet high, which alows more scope to the projections” He
amiled. “1 must change my dothing. I'll be with you in amoment.”

With that, he lowered his head and waked through the smal doorway of the imaginary hut, though of
course he could have remained erect and walked right through the projection. As| waited for him, |
examined my surroundings more carefully. Leaning againgt the wall were two long spears, the meta
points a least aslong as the wooden shafts; | touched one of them gingerly and discovered that it was
quiteredl. | thought | could hear asmall animal bleating, but | could see no trace of it, and decided that it
was another projection. A pot containing some kind of crushed vegetable was on thefire, but it, too,
proved to be merdy anillusion.

“Welcometo my home, Mr. Rojas,” saild Mandaka, reentering the huit.

He had completely removed his outfit and now wore a single red garment that was dung loosdaly over one
shoulder and hung down to just below his knees. In one hand was an ancient gourd containing milk,
which helifted to hislips; after hetook along swalow he placed it carefully on thefloor.

“It's... unusud,” | said.

“l anthelast Maasai,” he said, Sitting down cross-legged on amat by thefire. “Thereisno oneeseto
honor or observe the ancient ways.”

“Thisisn't herejust toimpressme,” | noted, puzzled. “Y ou actudlylive likethis”

“I follow such of the old ritualsthat will not bring meinto conflict with the authorities,” hereplied. “Which
meansthat | do not daughter goats and read their entrails, nor have | proven my manhood by killing a
lion with aspear.”

“It would beagood trick,” | said. “Thelast liondied in 2088 A.D.”
“Ah, yes—the Wilford Braxton's expert!” he said with a chuckle.

“The Maasal dso measured their wealth by the number of cattle they owned,” | said. “But | see no
hol ographic cattle outside your doorway.”

“That isbecause my cattle arereal, Mr. Rojas,” hereplied. “1 own meat herds on eleven different worlds.
That ishow | have made my fortune.”

“| assume dl the other rooms of your apartment are equally ... evocative of earlier times?’
“Except for my office, from which | control the purchase and sde of my herds.”

| paused, trying to think of a polite way to word my next question. None cameto me, so | smply blurted
it out:

“Don't you find it uncomfortable?’



“I finditnecessary , Mr. Rojas,” hereplied serioudy. “When | am gone, there will be no oneto
remember our traditions or to carry them on. We were anoble people, Mr. Rojas, we disdained al the
trappings of Western civilization long after every other tribe had been assmilated into your culture. We
lived in harmony with our environment, we asked no favors of anyone and we offered none. We asked
only to be allowed to live aswe had dwayslived ... “ Hisvoicetraled off for amoment, and he seemed
lost in thought. “ Did you know, Mr. Rojas, that we even practiced conservation with our own cattle? We
mixed their blood with their milk, but we never killed them.”

“Y our whole race lived on milk and blood?’ | asked, surprised.

“For the most part.” He paused, looking off at some point in space and time that only he could see, and
the flickering fire cast strange shadows on his dark face. “We were agregat people once. Ourelmorani
our young warriors, were feared by al who saw them, our women were coveted by al other warriors,
our lands were the richest in East Africa. We spoke only our own language, and disdained Swahili and all
European tongues.” He looked over to me and smiled bitterly. “ And then the changes came, so dowly
that they were imperceptible. Welost a battle againgt the Lumbwa. The Nandi fought usto astandtill.
Our young men began wesaring shirts and shorts. We went to the hospita rather than themundumugu
when we wereill. Before long more of us spoke Swahili than Maasai and we were reduced to begging
shillings from tourists in exchange for having our photographs teken—and yet we were numericaly far
stronger than in the years of our greatness.”

He sighed and continued, barely aware of my presence. “ And when independence came, they handed
the countries to men like Kenyatta and Nyerere, who were not too proud to take them. When Man
achieved spaceflight, he colonized New Kenyaand Ugandall and Nyerere, but the Maasal were |l eft
behind with no lands, no cattle, not even the memory of their own language.” He paused and seemed to
come back to the present. “ And now thereisonly me, Mr. Rojas,” he concluded. “1 alone can redeem
my race.”

“How?
“Thereis something that | must do, that only | can do.”

“And that iswhy you need theivory?’

He nodded. “That iswhy | need theivory.”

“How can theivory redeem your people?’ | perssted.

“I will tell you that, Mr. Rojas, when you have found the ivory and | have taken possession of it.”
“I'll hold you to thet promise.”

“I hopethat | have the opportunity to keep it.”

“Youwill,” 1 assured him. “Even as we speak, the computer is searching for theivory.”

“I know,” he said with adeep sigh. “But even now, you have no idea how important it is. | will never
marry, nor have achild. If | do not redeem my people, no one ever will.”

“Why will you never marry?’ | asked. “I know that the Maasal used to steal women from other tribes, so
it obvioudy can't be that you must find a pure-blooded Maasai woman.”

“Since the 24th Century A.D., no Maasa has married outside the tribe,” hereplied. “Or at least none
was supposed to; | imagine afew broke the law and took non-Maasai mates.”



“But surely they never found themsdlvesin the situation of having no Maasai women to choosefrom,” |
sad. “Certainly that rule cannot apply to the last Maasai.”

“It doesn't, Mr. Rojas,” he acknowledged.

“Then | repeat my question: why can you never marry?’
“Because | am not aman.”

| stared at him uncomprehendingly. 1 don't understand.”

“No Maasai boy can become anelmoran , aman, until he has been circumcised. He cannot take his
place among his peers, he cannot offer counse to his elders, and he cannot wed.” He paused to make
sure | wasfollowing him. “I have never been circumcised, Mr. Rojas. By the law of my people, | am ill
aboy.”

“Circumcisonisavery minor operation,” | said. “ Surely any competent doctor can perform it upon you.”
“Unquestionably.”
“Then why not haveit done so that you can marry and liveanormd life?’

“I will tell you that when you find theivory,” he said. “But as| told you earlier thisevening, | am not
destined to marry or to father children. I wish thiswere not the case, for afamily would bring me greet
joy—but I must tread a different path.”

“What kind of path?’
He gtared a me, and for the first time hisface briefly reflected his emotions.
“A moreterrible path, Mr. Rojas, than | hope you can imagine.”

Then the mask of the arrogant Maasai fell back in place and he offered me asip of hismilk. | had a
feding that thiswas asingular gesture that he had maderarely, if at al, during hislife, and | accepted the
gourd.

Just beforelifting it to my lips, | peered into its dark interior.

“It'sdl right, Mr. Rojas,” he said with an amused smile. “Thereisno blood iniit.”

| took along swallow—the first milk | had had since | was a boy—and handed it back to him.
“Thank you for sharing it withme,” | said Sincerdly.

“I have agreat ded of milk and no oneto drink it with,” he said with anoncommital shrug. Suddenly he
got to hisfeet. “Come, Mr. Rojas—I will show you therest of my apartment. Therewill never be another
Maasal domicile, so you might aswell satisfy your curiosty.”

| stood up and followed him, ingtinctively ducking my head to avoid bumping into the top of the imaginary
doorway, and amoment later | found mysdf in yet another room that resembled the inside of aMaasai
dweling, abeit amuch larger one.

There were anumber of lions hair headdresses, each carefully displayed and labeled, and next to each
was adigtinctive spear bearing the design of itsowner.



“They look like museum pieces” | said admiringly.

“No museum has such acollection,” he replied with anote of pride. “ Thisheaddress,” he said, pointing to
aparticularly impressve one, “belonged to Ndion, after whom they named the highest peak of Mount

Kenya”

He spent the next few minutes giving me the history of each headdress and weapon, hisface dive with
such interest as | had heretofore seen only when he discussed theivory. Finally we cameto alast
headdress, quite inggnificant in comparison with the others, and constructed entirely of dried grasses.

“Andwhat isthisone?’ | asked, gesturing toward it.

“That ismy own headdress,” hereplied. “There are no lionsleft on Earth, so | wasforced to use the
materiasat hand.”

“Areyou telling methat you grew up in surroundings likethese?’ | asked unbelievingly. “That you lived in
ahut?’

“Amanyatta ,” hereplied. “The hut ismerdly apart of the whole, which aso encompassesall
neighboring huts and the thorn barrier surrounding them.”

“But how wasthat possible?’ | asked. “ Surely the authorities would not permit you to live like—pardon
me—Dbut like asavage.”

“I told you: Earth isadmost deserted, and the few authorities who remain have no interest intelling a
family living miles from anyone e sein Kenyahow they must house and feed themsdves.” He paused. “I
was thirteen years old before | saw any human being other than my parents and my grandparents.”

“Y ou never saw or played with any other children?’ | asked, astonished.
“Never.”
“And you actualy lived as your ancestorslived?’

“We observed the form, but not the letter,” hereplied. “It istruethat | lived in ahut made of mud and
wattle—but the hut contained three computers. And while | have never physicaly attended any schoadl, |
hold advanced degreesin economics, business, and African history.”

“African history | can understand,” | said. “But why the other two?’

“Because | knew that someday | would haveto leave Earth to determineif | wastruly the last Maasai,
and if | wasthat | would have to search for the ivory. Both quests were certain to prove very expensive.”

“When did you findly leave?’ | asked.

“26 years ago, when my parents had both died.”
“And you've never been back?’

He shook hishead. “Not yet.”

“That sounds like you plan to return someday.”
“Someday,” he said noncommittally.



“I envy you,” | said.

“Oh?Why?'

“Because I've always wanted to see the birthplace of our race,” | said.
“You'reawedthy man,” hesaid. “Why haven't you made thetrip?’

“I've planned it acouple of times,” | admitted. “But something aways came up.”
“Liketheivory?’

“Similar things,” | acknowledged. “ Problemsthat were so fascinating that | couldn't walk away from
them.” | sighed. “Perhgps someday I'll actudly find the time to get there.”

“I wouldn't be at al surprised,” he said.

There wasamomentary silence.

“Perhaps | had better be going,” | said at last. “It'sbeen along day, and I'm tired.”
Mandaka walked to another doorway.

“Come with mefor just amoment before you go, Mr. Rojas,” he said. 1 have something that | think may
interest you.”

| followed him, and entered another holographic projection of alarge hut. This one contained severd
primitive drawings and carvings, and he directed my attention to one drawing in particular, that of ahuge
el ephant with such disproportionately large tusksthat it seemed totally out of balance. It had been crudely
executed on alarge piece of bark, and had been meticuloudy framed and preserved.

“What do you think, Mr. Rojas?’ he asked, sudying my reaction.
| walked over to the drawing, studying it intently.
“Isthathim 7’ | asked.

“I believe s0,” hereplied. “The dates are right, and the artist drew severd other e ephants, none of them
withivory likethis”

“How bigwashe?’ | asked, feding a strange sense of awe.

“We know that the tusks were each over ten feet in length,” he answered, “so anorma man would have
come up tohere .” Heindicated a pot alittle more than halfway up the ephant'sleg.

“He must have been amongter!” | mused.
“Hewasthe greatest animd that ever lived,” said Mandakawith conviction.

Even in the drawing he had such presence, such vitdity, that | found it hard to imagine that he did not il
tread across the plains and scrubland of East Africa, his footsteps reverberating through Kenya's troubled
history, histrumpet louder than the thunder.

“Have you any other representations of him?’ | asked &t last.
“Just the one,” replied Mandaka.



“I thank you for allowing meto seeit,” | said.

“Y ou are welcome.”

“And now | redly must leave,” | announced. “1 have work to do.”

“| thought you were going to bed,” he noted.

“I candegpinmy office” | sad. “Thereis something | must do firgt.”

“I know.”

| stared & him curioudy. “1 thought you didn't gpprove of my delving into theivory's history.”
“I waswrong,” he said. “1 have concluded that the hunter can never know too much about the hunted.”
He led me through the various projections until we reached the front door.

“I'll'hear from you tomorrow?” | asked.

He nodded.

“Thank you for your hospitdity,” | said asthe door dilated.

“Thank you for coming. Y ou arethefirst guest | have had.”

“Since you moved here,” | said, stepping out into the corridor. “Y ou told me that before.”

“Sincel left Earth,” hereplied, asthe corridor began trangporting meto the airlift. | looked back to seeiif
he wasjesting, but the door had aready closed.

* k k %

The office was dark when | entered it. | ordered the computer to set the illumination at low intensity and
to make me acup of coffee, then sat down on my chair, adjusted it to the angle at which | wished to
reclined, and clagped my hands behind my head.

“Computer?’

“Y es, Duncan Rojas?’

“What percentage of your capacity are you currently using to search for theivory?’
“72.3%.”

“Divert 5% to my next request and continue the search.”

“Working ... done.”

“I just saw adrawing, supposedly from life, of the Kilimanjaro Elephant,” | said.

“According to the data | possess, no such drawing exigts. | will adjust my databank to coincide with your
observation.”

“Fine” | said. “But it occursto methat if one such eyewitness account, so to speek, exists, then perhaps
there may be others.”



“Thatislogicd.”

“I want you to access the African history databank in the Main Library Computer at Deluros V111 and
seeif you can find such an account. Limit your search to accounts ranging from, oh, 1875 A.D. to 1898
A.D.” | paused. “They may have been written later, but that isthe erathey should cover.”

“Working...”
“And please play Kronize's Missing Concerto.”
“Done”

The room was flooded by Kronize's atond yet compulsively rhythmic music, and amoment later | was
Spping my coffee, unconscioudy tapping my fingers againgt the container in time with the concerto.

When | had finished the coffee | tossed the container into the atomizer, then took a dryshower and
changed my clothing. As| lay back on the chair, | became unpleasantly aware of abright series of lights
shining in my eyes, redized that | had not ordered the windows to become opague, issued the order, and
lay back, sfting over what | had learned from Mandaka while drifting on the edge of deep.

“I have found what isvery likely areferenceto the Kilimanjaro Elephant,” announced the computer
suddenly.

| sat erect, fully dert.

“Turn off themusic,” | ordered.

“Done”

“Thereisan atypica vaguenessin your statement,” | said. “Why?’

“Because there are no other eyewitness accounts to which this can be compared. However, | have
cross-referenced it with al known secondary sources, and the time, the location, and the physical
description indicate a 94.32% probability that thiswas indeed the animal that you know asthe
Kilimanjaro Elephant.”

“Good!” | said eagerly. “Tell mewhat you have found.”
“Working...”

7. THEHUNTER (1885 A.D.)

| had spent two months walking the baking earth of the Rift Valley, and now, with the last of its
lakes behind me, it was time to ascend once more to the high plateau.

| tested the wind, not once but many times, for with my years had come caution. From the west
the scent of green grasses came sweeping across the Loita Plains, and | knew there was cool
water in the Mara River, but | turned to the southeast, for it was upon the Loita Plains that | had
first met the one being in all the universe capable of instilling fear in me, a pale man who had the
power to kill from afar, and I had never returned there.

| paused to rub the parasites from my skin against the base of an acacia tree, then smothered
those that remained with dust | blew on them with my trunk. | took a last look at the great rent in
the earth's surface, then followed an ancient path up the wall of the eastern escarpment. Birds and
monkeys screeched and fled before me, and when | met a lioness who was coming down the same



path she snarled and slunk off into the bushes.

Then, finally, | reached the high grassland, and began the final stage of my journey.

* k k %

Old Van der Kamp looked around the barroom at the dusty shack he called the Mbogo Trading Post
and totaled up the white faces: three—four, if he counted himsel f—which was more than he could ever
remember being here a the sametime.

Named for the buffao that had given him agame leg before held findly managed to put a bullet through
itseye, thetrading post had been Sitting there on the Sand River, gathering customers and termitesin
equal proportions, for the better part of two decades. In the back room the old Boer kept piles upon
piles of skinsand ivory, each carefully |abeled asto supplier and amount paid, against the day that the
rains would come again and the riverboat could come by and pick them up. In an adjacent cdllar, buried
deep in the earth to hel p keep them cool, were some 20 kegs of beer. Van der Kamp offered no menu
and no food, but if apassing traveler brought enough for everyone, he had no objection to cooking it up.

Hanging on the wall behind the bar were the gleaming white skulls and horns—Van der Kamp could not
afford ataxidermist—of kudu, sable, roan, eland, aclutch of gazelles, and the buffalo who had given the
outpost its name.

The old man drew himsdlf another beer and observed hisclientele. Sitting at one end of the bar in
neatly-pressed clothes was the Englishman, Rice, his carefully-trimmed goatee dmost pure white, his
hands strong and calloused, most of the color washed out of hisface from too much exposureto the
tropical sun. It was odd, reflected VVan der Kamp, but instead of getting darker, the English seemed to
lose such color asthey had acquired after afew years and wind up paer than when they had come ouit.

At the opposite end of the bar was Guntermann, the German: bald, moustached, with blue eyes and a suit
that had once been white but was now the color of the scorched African earth. Even hereinsde the
shack he wore his pith helmet, more to hide his bald head from view than to protect it from the sun. Still,
as strange as he looked, he knew his business; 42 tusks bearing his name now resided in the storage
room.

Sitting quietly at the lone table at the back of the room was Sloane, the first American Van der Kamp
had ever seen. Americanswererarein Africa, sncetheir government had no colonia ambitions
anywhere on the continent. This one certainly looked out of place, with his cowboy stetson and his
Confederate Army uniform, but he had dready made aname for himsdf asan ivory hunter, leading the
old Boer to conclude that if there was one thing that the men who stopped at the Mbogo Trading Post
had in common, it was that they had nothing in common.

Outside the building, Sitting in a sheltered area near the bore hole, were some twenty blacks, bearers and
trackersfor the three white men. They weren't dlowed inside, but Van der Kamp saw to it that they got
all the beer they wanted, afoul-smelling Kis brew that packed quite a punch and for which he charged
their employers what he thought was anomind fee. He had checked them out carefully: aLumbwa, a
Kikuyu, nine Wakamba, half adozen Nandi, a Wanderobo, and apair of Bugandas. No Maasal, praise
be, which meant that there probably wouldn't be any blood-letting. He stuck his head out the window
every few minutes, keeping awatchful eye on the big, well-muscled Lumbwa, just to be on the safe Side,
but the Lumbwa, sitting off by himself, ssemed obliviousto the presence of the other Africans.

“I'll have another,” announced Rice as he drained his glass. He looked around the room for a moment.
“My treat, if anyone should careto join me.”

Soane, the American, looked up, nodded his agreement, and went back to rolling acigarette.



“I would be ddlighted,” said the German, taking out a handkerchief and wiping the swesat from hisface.
“Allow meto introduce mysdlf: | an Erhard Guntermann, late of Munich.”

“Guntermann, Guntermann,” mused Rice. Suddenly he looked across a the German. “Didn't | hear your
name in connection with adave-running operation some years back?’

“I hope not,” said the German with ahearty laugh. “I have done my best to disassociate myself with that
particular part of my past.” He shrugged. “ There wasn't much money init anyway,” he added withady
gmile. “Too much competition from the English.” He paused. “Besdes, ivory pays much better.”

“Gentlemen, the Queen,” said Rice, holding his glass up. Nobody followed suit, which didn't seemto
bother him at al. “ So you're anivory hunter now?’

Guntermann shook hishead. “I'm anivorytrader .
1] Oh?1

The German nodded. “1 go to the Congo, into the rain forest, and when | find tribes that are starved for
mest, | supply antelope for them in exchangefor ivory.” He paused and wiped hisface again. “Very
profitable,” he added with satisfaction.

“But if they can kill dephants, why can't they kill their own meat?’ asked Rice, dapping at atsetsefly that
had landed on his neck.

“They don' kill many dephantsthemsdves,” explained the German. “But they know whereto find the
carcases, and when they find them, they collect theivory.” He paused long enough for aseries of hippo
grunts from the nearby river to subside. “ One pygmy village had so much ivory they used it for fenceposts
around their bomas!” The German shook his head in mock sorrow. “Poor people. They have no idea
what it'sworth.”

“Wherewasthisvillage with ivory fenceposts?’ asked Rice curioudy.
Guntermann smiled. “Ah, my friend, you do not really expect meto tell you that, do you?’

Rice returned hissmile. “No, not redly.” He continued staring at the German as the bellowing of the
hippos began again. “ So you're Guntermann.”

“That'sme,” said Guntermann. “And you?’
“Blaney Rice, formerly of Johannesburg.”
“Johannesburg,” repeated the German. “Y ou were born in Africa?’

“I was born in Manchester, England. | emigrated to South Africaand started afarm there, and when it
went broke, | began trading my way north.” He paused. “I ended up here twelve years later. That was,
oh, about ten years ago.”

“Youtradeivory?’ asked Guntermann with professona interest.

“Not any longer,” replied Rice, picking up anut from abowl on the bar and tossing it to avervet monkey
that appeared in the window. The monkey screeched and ducked, then picked it up off the ground and
regppeared in the window a moment later, looking for another tidhbit.

“Whatdo you trade?”’



Rice amiled. “Photographs.”
“Photographs?’ repeated the German disbelievingly.

Rice nodded. “1 use architects blueprint paper,” he explained. “1 trade the photos to the village headmen
for sdt, trade the salt for copper, the copper for goats, the goats for more sdt, and the st for cattle. It
takes half ayear to make my circuit and get to the Sudan, where | sdll the cattle to the army—but when
I'm finished, I've usually made about three thousand pounds on aninitid investment of six shillings.”

“Before you sold photographs, what?’ asked the German, plucking asmall insect from his handkerchief,
sudyingitidly, and flicking it to the floor.

“| gtarted out to make my fortune as an ivory hunter,” replied Rice, “but | must confess | wasn't very
good at it. When | quit, | hadn't so much as ahdfpenny to my name, and | discovered that the only thing
| had that was worth anything &t al to the locals were my cartridges. | traded them for sdit, sold the salt
for more cartridges, traded them for goats, and kept on going until | reached Ethiopiaand sold out for
amost two thousand Maria Theresadallars. It was too hot up there, so | came down here where the
weather was more pleasant and there were more tribes to trade with, bought a couple of cameras, and
went into business.”

“You cdlthis pleasant weather?’” asked Sloane sardonically.

Riceturned to him. “Have you ever been up in Ethiopia?’

“A couple of times”

“Then you know how hot it getsthere.”

“Not ahdl of alot hotter than right here,” said Sloane.

“You're quitewrong,” said Rice adamantly. “No man was meant to live in that heat.”
Soane shrugged and turned his attention back to his beer.

“I have aquestion for you, my good sir, if you don't mind?” continued Rice.

Soane stared at him for amoment. “ Go ahead,” he said &t last.

“The native you arrived with,” said Rice. “| don't seem to recognize histriba markings.”
“He'saKikuyu.”

“I've never seen one before,” said Rice. “I had heard that Kikuyuland was closed to whites.”
“Itis”

“Then how did you acquire him?’

“He broke alaw, and escaped before they could kill him,” said Sloane.

“Whet did he do?’

Soane shrugged. “I never asked him.”

“Arethe Kikuyus good trackers?’ asked Rice.



“Thisonesadl right,” said Soane noncommittally.

“Not like the Wanderobo, though,” said Guntermann with atouch of pride as a change of breeze brought
the unmistakable odors of hippopotamus and crocodile to them on the hot, moist air.

“I noticed that you had onewith you,” commented Rice, fanning himself with his hat, more to chasethe
smelsof theriver away than from any serious belief that the effort might make himfed cooler. “Arethey
as good as people say?’

“My Wanderobo could track abilliard ball down the smoothest street in Berlin,” responded Guntermann.
Rice chuckled and finished his beer, then held up hisempty glass. “1 believe it's someone e sgsturn?’

“Acknowledged,” said Guntermann, dapping down afew coins. “Now that you have brought up the
subject of Wanderobo, | saw aWanderobo woman behind the building when | arrived.”

“SheisKid,” answered Van der Kamp. He paused, then added defensively: “ And she belongsto me.”
“You'reaBoer, aren't you?’ asked Guntermann.

“yes”

“I thought Boers hated the blacks.”

Van der Kamp shook his head. “We do not hate blacks. We hate only the Zulus, not because they are
black but because they are the enemies of our blood.”

“Andit gets very londly out here during thelong rains, en?” chuckled Guntermann with aknowing wink.
“Sometimes,” said Van der Kamp, gtill defensive.

“When the British make thisland a protectorate,” continued Guntermann, “they're going to tell you to get
rid of her.”

“I've had dedlings with the English before,” said Van der Kamp grimly. “ They do not frighten me.”

“May | respectfully suggest that we keep politics out of our discussion, gentlemen?’” said Rice. “There's
no reason for nationalism out herein the bush.”

“Agreed,” said Guntermann. He gestured toward Soane with asmile. “In the interests of international
unity, perhaps we should ask our American colleague to remove his military uniform.”

“You can ak,” said Sloane.

Rice studied the outfit for amoment.

“| seeyou were acgptain, Sir,” noted the Englishman.
Sloane shook his head. “Nope.”

“But your indgnia—"

“I bought this outfit after thewar.”

“Then you didn't see any action?’



Soane paused before answering. “I saw my share of it.”
“Which sidewereyou on?’ asked Rice.
“| thought we were supposed to avoid politics,” noted Sloane.

Rice loosened a couple of buttons on his shirt and began fanning himself again. “ Thisisnt palitics, it'sjust
curiosity,” persasted the Englishman. “Why did you choose to buy a Confederate uniform? After al, they
logt”

“Reflects the sun more, shows the dust less,” answered Soane.

“And isthis hat that which your American cowboyswear?’ asked Guntermann, pointing to Sloane's
setson.

“Y ou'd have to ask an American cowboy.”

Guntermann threw back his head and laughed. “Well said, sir! By the way, we haven't been introduced.
I'm Erhard Guntermann, and this gentleman is Blaney Rice”

“Hannibd Soane”
“TheHanniba Soane?’ asked Rice, raising his voice asthe chorus of hippos started up once again.
“Unlessthere are two of us”

“Y our reputation precedes you, Sr,” said Rice. “ Y ou're said to be one of the most successful ivory
huntersin Eagt Africa”

“Oneof ‘em,” agreed Sloane.

“They mention you in the same breeth with Selous and Karamojo Bell,” said the Englishman, obvioudy
impressed.

“Never met them,” said Sloane.

“How many dephants have you killed?” asked Rice.

Soanefinished ralling hiscigarette and lit it up.

“Afew,” hesaid at last.

“You're being modest.”

“Possbly heé'sthe strong, slent type,” said Guntermann with an amused smile.
“Possbly,” said Soane.

“Actudly,” continued the German, “while don't doubt your accomplishments, the very best e ephant
hunter of dl islessthan 50 feet away from thisbar at thisvery minute.”

“The big Lumbwawith the hand-axe?’ asked Sloane.
The German amiled. “ The very onel Have you ever seen anative hunt eephant with an axe?’

“Once,” said Soane.



“Thisone—Tumo is hisname—isthe best,” said the German proudly.
“Areyou suggesting that he can actudly kill an dephant with ahand-axe?’ asked Rice skepticaly.
“With ease”

“I hateto call youonit,” said the Englishman, “but I've hunted afew eephant in my day, and | smply
don't believe you.”

“I have seen him kill eeven dephants with no weagpon but hisaxe,” said Guntermann.

Rice stared thoughtfully at hisglass. “ Perhapsin the rain forest, where they don't have any maneuvering
room,” he mused. “ Perhaps there—but surely not out here on the savannah!”

“Anywhere,” said the German adamantly.

“Y ou're not talking about femaes or totos?’ said Rice, turning to Guntermann. “Y ou're dating that he can
bring down afull-grown bull eephant?

“Thet iscorrect.”

Rice shook his head. “It can't be done.”

“I have seen it done many times,” replied Guntermann.

“A sx-ton eephant, with nothing but ahand-axe?’

The German nodded emphaticaly.

“I don't want to call you aliar,” said Rice, “but I'm willing to wager that it can't be done.”
“Nameyour price,” said the German confidently.

The Englishman pulled awad of notes out of hiswallet, counted them off, and laid them on the bar. “How
about fifty pounds?’

“Certainly,” agreed Guntermann. He smiled confidently at Rice. “How about one hundred pounds?’
“That'san awful lot of money.”

“Either he can kill the eephant or he can't,” said the German. “The amount of the bet will not effect the
outcome.” He paused. “ Of coursg, if you'd rather not...”

Rice counted out another fifty pounds. “Done!l”

“| acoept!” said the German happily. He rummaged through his pockets and pulled out an equivaent
amount in marks and Maria Theresa dollars. He pushed both piles of money toward Van der Kamp.
“Y ou can hold the stakes.”

The Boer nodded his agreement, picked up the money, and tucked it into a pocket.
“There's one condition,” said Rice.
1] Oh?1

“Hé's got to make hiskill tomorrow. I'm duein Kampaafive days from now, and I'll never makeitiif |



don't start tomorrow afternoon.”

“That was never mentioned as part of thewager,” said the German. “What if we cannot find a bull
€l ephant tomorrow?’

Rice lowered his head in thought, then turned to Soane. “Mr. Sloane, would you be willing to be my
representative on the hunt, to make sure the conditions are fulfilled?

“It could take days,” said Sloane. “And | don't work for free.”

“That was never my intention,” said Rice. “I'll pay you haf my winnings.”

Soane shook hishead. “I'll take theivory.”

“But if he doesn't make akill, there won't be any ivory,” noted Rice.

“Hell makethekill.”

“What make you so cartain?’ demanded Rice.

“I told you: I've seen aLumbwawork with an axe before,” answered Sloane.

“How the devil can aman kill an eephant with nothing but a hand-axe?’ perssted Rice.
“Hell hamgtring him,” said the American.

“What do you mean?’ indsted Rice.

Soaneturned to Guntermann. “It's your Lumbwa;you tdl him.”

The German amiled coyly. “If | sart telling people how he doesit, who would bet with me?’

“Wall, since l've dready put up my money and | won't be hereto seeit, I'd likesomeone to tell me,” said
Riceirritably.

“All right,” said Sloane. “The Lumbwawill track down the elephant, and approach to within maybe 40
yards. Then helll wait until thewind isright, sneak up behind him, and sever the tendons of aback leg
about afoot above the ground.” He turned to the German. “Right?’

Guntermann merely smiled.

“Most animals can get dong just fine on threelegs,” added Sloane, “but an € ephant's got to have dl four.
Hamdtringing him nailshim to the spot.”

“All right,” said Rice grudgingly. “ That demobilizes him. How does hekill him?’

“All dephants are right-handed or |eft-handed,” said Soane. “The Lumbwawon't strike until he figures
out which side the e ephant favors.”

“What hasthat got to do with anything?’ demanded Rice.

“Once hel's hamstrung, the elephant will spin around to the Side he favors with his trunk outstretched,
trying to locate his attacker. Then the Lumbwawill either hack off the trunk with asingle stroke, or put a
deep gashinit.”

“And then?’



“If he'sin the middle of aherd, hell run for cover; otherwise, hell just stand twenty feet avay and wait
for it to bleed to death.”

“It sounds gruesome!” said Rice.

“It'snot a pretty sight,” agreed Sloane. “ Once | determine that the e ephant's donefor, I'll stick abulletin
hisear and put him out of hismisery.”

“And you're sure the Lumbwa can do this?’ said Rice.

“Unlesshe'sclumsy,” said Soane. “ Everyone makes amistake sooner or later.”

“If it'sas easy asyou make it sound, why are there fill any eephantsleft a al?’ said Rice bitterly.
“I didn't say it waseasy,” replied Soane. “1 said it was possible.

“I suppose | might as well concede the bet right now,” said Rice.

“No,” said Guntermann. “We go hunting tomorrow morning.”

“Why bother?’ said the Englishman.

“Y ou are not the first man to bet against Tumo,” answered the German. “I dways give him abrand-new
Maria Theresa dollar when he wins my money for me. Why cheat him out of it?’

“Why not just pay him?’ suggested Soane.
“He does not work, he does not get paid,” replied Guntermann firmly.

“Beddes,” said Sloane, “there's lways a chance hell messit up. If he does, you can pick up your
winnings from Van der Kamp next time you come through.”

“Say, that'sright!” said Rice suddenly. “How many chances does he get? | mean, if he's such aclumsy
tracker that he scares the elephant off, doesthat count?’

“Hewill require only one chance,” said Guntermann. “Once he beginshisfinal close stak, that isthe
€l ephant that we bet on.”

“You'rewilling to makethat part of thewager?’ asked Rice.
“l m]_’,

Rice ordered another round of beers asthe light began to fail and millions of frogs began croaking inthe
nearby river.

“For al theivory and haf the winnings, I'll take the Lumbwaout alone,” offered Sloane. “We can
probably travel much faster that way.”

“No,” objected Guntermann. “I am going too. | love to watch my Lumbwain action.”

“All right,” said Soane. “But just you and him—no entourage. If we start shooting meet for your boyswe
may scare dl the eephants out of the area—and | don't plan to spend amonth of my lifewaiting for one
st of ivory.”

“Agreed,” sad the German. “Will you be taking your Kikuyu?’



“Hegoeswherel go.”

Guntermann nodded his approval. “ Good! We will need two boysto carry back theivory.”

* k k %

They et out the next morning, the four of them, walking inland from the river. Tumo, the Lumbwa, and
Karenja, Sloane's Kikuyu tracker, sudioudy ignored each other, and Guntermann was nursing a
hangover, so they proceeded in total silence for the first two hours. They saw huge herds of wildebeest
and gazdle, but nothing larger except for an occasiond giraffe, and after another hour they unloaded their
packs and rested in the shade of aten-foot-tall termite mound.

“How soon before we come to elephant spoor?” asked Guntermann, taking along swalow from his
canteen.

“Itll beawnhileyet,” replied Sloane, removing hisleft shoe and cutting ajigger out from benegth the nall
of hishig toe. “This areas been pretty well shot out. The elephant have moved east and probably a bit
north, and they're getting pretty timid.”

“Will it betoday, do you think?’" persisted Guntermann.
“Probably not for two or three days,” replied Sloane. “If we're lucky.”
“Youresure?’

Soane shrugged. “Y ou never know. There are dwaysafew lone bullsaround, if you're lucky enough to
find them, but the rule of thumb for an ivory hunter isthat you walk 25 milesfor every shot you take,
unless you're the type who blows away cows and calves.” He paused and swatted atsetse fly away.
“Why? Thinking of going back to the trading post?’

“Rice virtudly conceded the wager,” noted Guntermann.

“Whether he conceded or not is between you and him,” said Sloane. “But if | don't get theivory, | want
haf the money.”

“Then we proceed!” snapped Guntermann, getting to hisfest.
“Whatever you say,” said Sloane, putting on his shoe.
“What areyou doing inthisareaiif thereis so littleivory here?’ asked Guntermann irritably.

“I came back from Ugandafor porters,” said Sloane. “1 got the chief an Achali village mad at me and
had to leavein ahurry. My men all deserted, except for Karenjahere.”

“I do not understand,” said Guntermann. “A tribe of Acholi wantsto kill you, and you say you are going
back there? Why?’

“I buried threetons of ivory beforel left,” said Soane. “ Once | hire myself some porters, and maybe a
fewaskaris who know how to use their rifles, I'm going back thereto dig it up.”

“I see” said Guntermann, wiping hisface with his ever-present handkerchief. “But why have you come
so far for your porters?’

“They'relesslikely to desert if they don't speak the loca language and don't know how to get home,”
replied Soane.



They proceeded in silence across the vast plains, spotting some distant herds of impaa, zebraand eland,
but approaching within 500 yards of nothing except alone ostrich, which scurried away when it spotted
them. When they stopped to eat beneath an acaciatree, apair of lionesses suddenly appeared and
strode past them, no more than 30 yards away, ignoring them with rega disdain. Shortly theresfter a
rhino approached them, snorted ferocioudy, faked a charge, and then trotted off with itstail held high.

By nightfal they had seen thousands of antelope and tens of thousands of birds, but no sign of eephant,
and they camped out in agrove of thorn treeswhile Tumo and Karenjatook turns standing guard,
surrounded by the night sounds of the veldt: the high-pitched giggling of hyaenas, the coughing of alion on
the prowl, the frightened bark of azebra.

The next morning began as uneventfully asthe previous one, but before the sun had risen very highinthe
sky they cameto apile of eephant dung. Karenjawalked up to it, squatted down, and stuck his hand
intoit.

“Baridi, Bwana,” he announced asthe Lumbwawaked over to examineit.
“What does he say?’ asked Guntermann.

“Hesaysit's cold, by which he meansthat it'sold and dry,” replied Soane. “No sensefollowing this
Or’e_”

“Thisisridiculous” said Guntermann in exasperation as Tumo confirmed Karenjasfinding. “ Just last year
there were thousands of € ephants herel”

“They're not houses, Guntermann,” said Soane.
“What does that mean?’ snapped the German.
“It meansthey don't stay put where you find them.”

They covered another seven miles, passing severa more herds of wildebeest and alarge troop of
baboons, then settled down for ameal while Tumo, the Lumbwa, went off by himsdlf. He returned
excitedly haf an hour later, announcing that he had found fresh e ephant spoor.

“How many?’ asked Soane.

“Just one,” replied Tumo.

“Full-grown?’

The Lumbwa nodded. “Big bull,” he said.

“Okay,” said Sloane. “It looks like we're in business. Where did you find it?’

The Lumbwa pointed off to the east, and explained that it wasless than amile awvay.

“No sense ditting around here,” said Sloane, loading his pack and picking up hisrifle. “Y ou ready,
Guntermann?’

The German got to hisfeet. “Yes”
“Thenlet'sgo.”
They walked due east for dmost amile, then turned dightly north. Findly the Lumbwa pointed out afresh



pile of eephant dung.

Karenjawaked over, examined &t it, then looked at the nearby ground and walked back to Sloane, a
frown on his handsome face.

“ItisMalima Temboz , Bwana—The Mountain That Waks,” he announced so softly that only Soane
could hear him.

“Youresure?’ asked Sloane.

Karenjaled him over to the spoor. “ Y ou see?’ he said, pointing out the twin furrows where the
elephant's tusks had plowed up the dry earth as he walked. “ The Makonde cal himBwana Mutaro
because of the marks he leaves, and my own people know him asMrefu Kulika Twiga , for heistaller
than giraffes, but heistrulyMalima Temboz .

Soane caled Guntermann over.
“Yes, what isit?’ asked the German, till excited over finding the fresh spoor.

“Tell your boy that we don't want any part of thiseephant,” said Sloane. “WEell find another one, and
youll sill win your bet.”

“Why?" demanded Guntermann. “What iswrong with this one?’

“I know thisdephant,” explained Soane. “Hes killed more than a dozen natives, including a Wanderobo
who was probably every bit as good with an axe asyour Lumbwais.”

“Y ou have actudly seen him?’
Soane shook his head. “No. But I've heard about him.”
“How can you possibly know thisis the same elephant?’ scoffed Guntermann.

Soaneled him over to the spoor. “ That's the biggest footprint I've ever seen,” hesaid. “Just on size
aone, this hasto be the same one. And see the way histusks plow up the ground whenever he walks?
That'swhy they cdl himBwana Mutaro . He must be carrying two hundred pounds aside.” He paused.
“That'salot of elephant to kill with ahand-axe. He's an old boy, and he's been around. Y our boy isn't
going to snesk up on him or catch him ngpping.”

“If he carries so much ivory, why don't you want him?” asked Guntermann.

“I do,” replied Sloane. “And now that | know he'sinthe area, I'll be back for him when thiswager is
over. But you didn't bargain on sending your boy againstMalima Temboz . Well find another one.”

“The Mountain That Walks?’ repeated Guntermann excitedly. “1 want to see this e ephant!”
“Maybe someday you will.”

“I' mean now!”

“I've dready explained to you...”

“But if Tumodoes kill him, think of the publicity!” said Guntermann.

“What publicity?’ snorted Soane. “Y ou're 500 miles from the coast, and 5,000 miles from anyone who



cares.”

“I will have him stuffed and mounted, and bring them both back to Europe: the world's greatest € ephant
and the savage who killed him armed only with ahand-axe.”

“You'recrazy.”

“Wearewadting time,” said Guntermann, ignoring him. “Tumo!”

The Lumbwalooked questioningly &t him.

“Kwenda—Iet'sgo!”

The Lumbwa nodded and began trotting aongside the twin furrowsin the earth.
Karenjaturned to Sloane.

“It'shisshow,” said the American. “Lethim do thework.” Hefdl into step behind the Lumbwa, followed
by Karenjaand Guntermann.

They spent the next nine hourstraveling in ardaively sraight line, occasiondly losing the distinctive
spoor but dwaysfinding it again, then diverted to the east where the e ephant had found a small, muddy
water hole. Since the full moon was out, the Lumbwa el ected to keep following the furrows rather than
let the elephant Start distancing them, and at daybreak they cameto apile of dung that was lessthan 20
minutes old.

“We're getting awfully close,” said Soane after caling Guntermann over. “He's probably only amile or
two ahead of us, and since he's been traveling al night there's every chance that helll deep as soon asthe
aun'salittle higher. Areyou il sure you want to go through with this?’

“Absolutely!” responded the German.

Soane paused and stared at Guntermann for along moment, then nodded. “All right,” he said. “From
here on, we don't talk, cough, hum or whistle. Watch my hand signa's, and when | motion you to stop,
you obey meingtantly. Understand?’

Guntermann nodded.

“I'm going to send Karenja out ahead of us, just in case there are any other ephantsin the vicinity who
might cause aproblem.”

“Andif hefinds some?’
“If he does, helll come back and let us know how many and where.”

Soane gave hisingructions to the Kikuyu, who set off at right anglesto them at afast trot, then nodded
to the Lumbwa, who once again began following the spoor, though much more dowly and slently this
time

And then, asthey cameto asmall glade of flowering trees, the L umbwa stopped, standing stock-till, and
Soane motioned Guntermann to do the same.

The Lumbwa carefully removed his hand-axe. Then, reaching down to apile of dung, he smeared it dl
over hisbody to mask his own odor. He picked up ahandful of grass and tested the wind, then silently
entered the glade, crouching low, setting each foot down carefully.



Soane and Guntermann remained where they had stopped for five minutes, then ten more.

“What's taking him so long?’ Guntermann whispered, but Sloane merely gestured him to silence and
continued staring at the glade.

Then aloud trumpeting cameto their ears, following by the shrieking of birds and monkeys breaking
cover, and then al was slent again.

“Let'sgo!l” muttered Soane, entering the glade. He entered the glade carefully, checking every tree,
every movement of grass, every fluttering leaf. Guntermann was about to pass him when he reached out
an a'm and stopped the German.

Finaly, after another five minutes, they came to what was | eft of the Lumbwa—a blood-stainedkikoi and
apulpy massthat bore no resemblance to a human being. They found his hand-axefifty yards away.
Though Soane spent another few minutes checking his surroundings, there was no sign of the e ephart.

“He'sgone,” he announced when he was sure they were aone. “I'm sorry about your boy, but | warned
you: thisisnt just another eephant.”

Guntermann shook hishead sadly.

“What atragedy!” he muttered. “| could have toured Europe!”

“I'm glad to see you're so degply moved,” said Soane sardonically.
Guntermann glared a him. “1 have lost one hundred pounds. Isn't that enough?’
Soane shrugged noncommittaly. “If you say s0,” hereplied.

Therewas acrackling of bushes and Soaneleveled hisriflein the direction of the sound, but it was only
Karenja, racing up to see what had happened. The Kikuyu read the scene instantly.

“Malima Tembozknew hewas coming,” said Karenja, pointing to the ground. “Y ou see, heled him
deeper and deeper into the trees, then turnedhere "—he indicated the place—"and silently came back
here "—he gestured again—"by histrail to lieinwait. Truly heisthe wisest and mogt terrible of
eephantd”

Soane studied Karenja's reconstruction of the scene, then nodded. * He probably never knew the
elephant was behind him until it grabbed him.” He sighed. “Well, theré's nothing left to bury. We might as
well begoing.”

“Where?" asked Guntermann, as they began walking out of the glade. “Back to the trading post?’
“You'regoing back to the trading post,” said Soane. “I've got an e ephant to hunt.”
“I'm coming with you,” said Guntermann firmly.

Soane shook hishead. “Y our bet's over and done with. Thisis business now; you'd only dow me
down.”

“But | want to seehim!”
“Tumo probably saw him—for a couple of seconds, anyway,” said Soane. “Do you think it was worth
it?

* k% k %



The pale man did not see me, but | had seen him as he approached the trees, and some inner
instinct told me that it was he, and not the black man, who was my true enemy. After | killed the
black man | raced out the far side of the clearing and turned to the east, across the sun-scorched
Loita Plains, nor did | stop to sleep for two days and two nights. | did not slow down until | could
see mighty Kirinyaga, which men called Mount Kenya, in the distance. Then | stopped by the place
of cool waters and drank deeply.

Soane knelt down and examined the pile of dung.
“Dry,” he muttered. “Y ou'd think held have dowed down by now.”
“HeisMalima Temboz ,” said Karenja, asif that explained everything.

Sloane leaned up against a dying baobab tree and set to work rolling a cigarette as he scanned the
horizon.

“Where€'sthe nearest water?” he asked.

The Kikuyu pointed to the east.

“How far?’

“Hdf aday,” said Karenja. “Maybe more. Maybe less.”

“Wdl, we might aswell get going,” said Sloane with agrimace. “No reason why he should be the only
oneto drink today.”

They set off beneath the high tropica sun, the Rift Valey behind them, the coast and Mombasaan
unimaginable march to the east through hundreds of miles of thorn trees. The ground became so hard that
the elephant's tusks no longer plowed it up as he walked, and their rate of pursuit diminished asthey
twicelost touch with his spoor and had to backtrack to pick it up again.

They came to a Wakamba village three hours later, asked if anyone had seenMalima Temboz , and
received the kind of looks usually reserved for madmen and fools. Sloane pulled three cartridges out of
his belt and offered them to anyone who could tell him how recently the elephant had passed by and what
direction it had been headed, but there were no takers.

Finaly, asnight fell, they cameto anarrow, dirty river and daked their thirst, then made camp beneath an
acaciatree.

“Terrible placel” muttered Sloane, dternatdy shivering and dapping at mosquitos.
“The Maasa cdl itNairobi ,” Karenjainformed him.

“Nairobi ? What doesit mean?’

“The place of cool water.”

“The place of amillion mosquitosismorelikeit,” grated Sloane.

“We cdl it the place of cold swamps,” added Karenja.

“Wall, that's closer, anyway,” said Soane, pulling his blanket over hishead, more for protection from the
insects than from the chilling breeze that swept acrossthe plain.



Soane spent an uncomfortable night, getting up twice to add to the fire and wishing that he could strangle
the one particular hyaena whaose high-pitched giggling seemed to rouse him every time that he was on the
brink of deep. He was actudly rdieved to see the morning come, and, though deepy and ill-tempered,
lost no time breaking camp and taking up his quest once again.

They had been on thetrail for no more than haf an hour when they cameto aflat, dusty plain wherea
herd of buffalo had obliterated al Sgn of the elephant.

“Wonderful,” growled Soane. He stood erect, placed his hands on his hips, and surveyed the area.
“Which way, do you suppose? South to Tsavo, north to Kikuyuland, or straight ahead?”

“Not to Tsavo, Bwang,” said Karenja. “Too dry.”

“Lot of elephants down there, though,” noted Sloane.

“Malima Tembozdoes not like his own kind. Always he waksadone.”

“All right,” said Soane. “Let'sturn north and seeif we can pick up histraill.”

They began walking to the north, examining the ground every few minutes, but after two hours Soane
concluded that the e ephant must have headed east or south.

“I do not think so, Bwana,” said Karenja. “Heisnext to agod, soitislogicd that he would go to
Kirinyaga, where Ngai dwells”

“He'sjust an eephant, Karenja.”

“HeisMalima Temboz .”

“BvenMalima Temboz leaves aspoor,” said Soane. “Y ou've been following it for three days.”
Karenjahad no answer to that, so heremained silent.

“Let'sgo back and see where we lost him,” continued Sloane.

“Ndio, Bwana,” agreed Karenjareluctantly.

They backtracked toward the place where the buffalo herd had obliterated the elephant's tracks. At one
point a pride of lions blocked their path, huddled about the carcass of adead eland, and Sloane made a
large semi-circle around them through a heavy stand of thorn bush.

"Bwana!" whispered Karenja excitedly as they came opposite the pride.

“What isit?’

The Kikuyu pointed toward the ground, where two furrows, about six feet apart, were plainly visble.
Soane frowned. “Why the hell would he go through bush when therewas aplain track to follow?’

“HeisMalima Temboz ,” explained Karenja patiently. “ Thorns are no more to him that the petals of a
flower.”

They began following thetrail, and cameto apile of dung haf amilelater.

“Warm,” announced Karenja, sticking two fingersintoit.



“How old?’

“Maybe ten minutes. Maybe fifteen. Maybe twelve.”

“I'll be damned!” muttered Soane. “The son of abitchisstalkingus !”
“Heknowswe are here, Bwana,” said Karenja. “We came back with heavy feet.”
“I knowhe's here, too,” said Sloane, “so we're even.”

Karenjapicked up ahandful of dirt and ground it to powder between his fingertips, watching it drift to
the north.

“Thewind favorsMalima Temboz , Bwana.”

“Then well even the odds,” said Sloane. He headed off to hisleft, followed by the Kikuyu. When he had
gone haf amile, he turned right and continued walking rapidly. After walking through the oppressve heat
for an hour hefelt reasonably secure that he was once again ahead of the elephant. He then turned back
into the thorn bush, looking for alikely place of concedment. Once there, he sent Karenja up anearby
tree as alookout, placed two shdlsin hisrifle, and waited.

An hour passed, then another, then athird.

“Any sgn of him yet?" asked Soane without much hope.

“Hapana, Bwana.”

“Youresure?’

“Heisnot here”

“All right,” said Soane with asigh. “Come on down.”

Karenja clambered down the tree while Sloane dung hisrifle over his sweat-soaked shoulder.
“Let'sget out of thisbush and back onto the grass,” said Soane.

They waked half amileto the east, emerging from the scrub thorn onto the broad plain—and amost
immediately came upon the € ephant’s spoor.

“Chrigt!” snapped Soane. “He walked right past us while we were sitting in there being esten by
insects!” He kndlt down and examined the furrows. “ This is one goddamned smart e ephant.”

“HeisMalima Temboz ,” said Karenja, nodding sagdly asif the Bwana had finally realized what Karenja
had been saying dl dong.

Soanedidn't bother to respond, but smply began following the spoor again.

They soon reached adrier, hotter area, free of trees and scrubland, brimful of gazelles and zebraand
impalaand wildebeest. Sloane sought out a nearby termite mound, climbed to the top of it, reached into
his pack, and pulled out his spyglass.

“I've got him!” he announced a moment later.

“Where?’ asked Karenja.



Soane pointed off to the northeast.

“Areyou certainitisMalima Temboz 7’

“Hestoo far away to see hisivory,” answered Soane. “But he'sabig one, and hel'straveling alone.”
He jumped down from the mound.

“All right,” hesaid. “Weknow helikesto play games, s0 let's seeif we can't outsmart him thistime. See
that grove of trees about Six miles ahead?’

“Ndio, Bwana,” said Karenja, nodding.
“If hethinkswe're dtill after him, he'sgoing to lie up and wait for usthere.”
“Heisnot alion, tolieinwait,” said Karenja.

“Hé's not your run-of-the-mill e ephant, either,” said Soane. “He knows he's being followed, and he
knows he's more vulnerable out on the grass. Helll head for the trees, believe me.” He paused, wiping
some dust from hiseyes. “Y ou go off to right and circle around that grove. If he breaks out, | want to
know which way hesgoing.”

“And you, Bwana?’

“I'm going straight into the trees. There's awaterhole about four miles ahead and maybe amileto theleft;
if he stopsto drink and take amud bath, | think | can beat him to the grove.”

“And if he does not stop to drink?’

“Then I'll goin after him. Y ou giveaholler if you see him break cover.”
Karenjahdd out hishand. “ Kwaheri, Bwana.”

“What do you mean, Good-bye?’ said Sloane. “I'll see you in two hours.”

“Ndio, Bwana,” said the Kikuyu without much conviction. Then he set off at atrot.

Sloane looked acrossthe plain, tried without success to spot the huge bulk of the elephant, took asip of
water from his canteen, and began walking toward the distant grove of trees.

Herds of gazelle and impaascattered out of hisway and he dowed his pace, not wanting to dert the
elephant to his presence. Soon he found the right rate of speed, and was able to walk past the grazing
animaswithout distressing them. He was just congratul ating himsdf on the ease with which he had
crossed the plain when he found alone rhino blocking his path.

It peered a him, snorting, then began trotting in alarge circle until it was able to get hiswind. Soane
dowly undung hisrifleand laid it across his chest, hoping that he wouldn't haveto useit and reved his
presence to the el ephant.

The rhino came to astop about sixty yards away, then began pawing the earth and snorting vigoroudly. A
moment later it trotted to within twenty yards of him, then cut away at aright angle.

Soane remained mationless, and the rhino circled him again, obvioudy troubled by his scent. Once again
the animal lowered its head and charged, and once again it veered off when twenty yards away. Finaly,
shaking its head furioudly, it turned its back on him and galloped away, burping violently from both ends.



S oane waited another minute to make sure that it wouldn't be returning, then continued histrek toward
the glade of trees. As he approached them, the animals became more skittish, possibly because the trees
offered cover for carnivores, and began racing off as he approached them. He checked the ground for
sgns of the e ephant's spoor, saw none, and dowly began circling to hisleft, hoping that he might be able
to spot the elephant on the open plain.

He had gone dmogt athird of the way around the glade when he heard Karenjas voice call out.
"Bwana, he has gone back into the trees!”
“Backinto them?” muttered Sloane to himsdf. “How the hdll did he get here without my seeing him?’

He checked his cartridges, placed two extras between the fingers of hisleft hand, and entered the glade,
which he estimated to be about two hundred yardsin diameter.

Twenty feet into the trees he stopped, and listened for telltde Signs: the rumbling of the elephant's
somach, the bresking of atwig, anything to help pinpoint the animal's|ocation. He heard nothing, and
after another moment he walked in another twenty feet. Again he stood till, and again he heard nothing
but thetrilling of birds and the chirping of crickets.

Hewanted to yell to Karenja, to seeif the elephant had emerged again, but he didn't dare give away his
own location, and o, foot by foot, he continued walking through the glade. Visbility wasrarely more
than ten feet, frequently five, and he suddenly became aware of theidiocy of trackingMalima Temboz
through such dense cover. He quickly retraced his steps, and emerged into the open with an enormous
senseof rdigf.

Now he stood back somefifty yards and called out to Karenja:
“Ishedill inthe glade?’
“Ndio, Bwana!”

“Wait about ten minutes for him to forget I'm here, and then start making noise on your sde. Maybe we
can frighten him out in this direction.”

“Heisnot afraid of noise, Bwanal” yelled Karenja.

“Doit anyway!”

Karenjamade no reply, but about fifteen minutes later he began besating the branches of the treesand
screaming &t thetop of hislungs, while Sloane, knedling, riflein hands, scanned the length of the glade,
waiting for the elephant to burst out.

Nothing happened.

The noise stopped ten minutes later, and haf an hour after that Karenjatimidly circled the glade and
approached Sloane.

“What are you doing here?’ demanded the hunter.

“I thought you must be dead, Bwana, for | heard no shots,” explained Karenja, “so | cameto take your
body to the missonaries.”

“Thanks,” saild Soane sardonicaly.



“Shdl | go back to beating the branches, Bwana?’
Sloane shook his head. “No, that doesn't seem to do any good.”
“Then what shal we do?’

“Wait,” said Sloane. He tapped his canteen meaningfully. “Weve got more water than he does. That
water holeisamile away; sooner or later he hasto come out.”

“Sooner or later men must deep.”
“Alwaysthe optimist,” said Soane.
“Shdl | go back to the other side, Bwana?’

“Yes, | think so. And take this with you"—he handed K arenja the spyglass—"just in case he sneaked out
while you were over heretalking to me.”

Karenjatook the glass and headed off at atrot, while Soane pulled his pack off and took out a piece of
biltong and began chewing laborioudy on it. Day turned to twilight, and twilight to evening, and il the
el ephant remained hidden within the glade.

Finaly Sloane decided that it wastoo dark to see, so he built alarge fire, more to aim by than to keep
the carnivores away, and sat down beside it, hisback propped up againgt his pack, hisriflelaid gently
across hislegs.

A lion coughed in the distance and aherd of wildebeest stirred uneasily about half amile to the west.
Somewhere aleopard roared and an antel ope screamed, and then al was silent again.

And then, ingtinctively, Sloane looked up—and there, charging as sillently asthe night, with no scream, no
warning trumpet, wasMalima Temboz .

The hunter raised hisrifle to his shoulder and Stared at the great beast. 1ts huge ears blotted out the moon
and gtars, its enormous bulk made the earth shake with each step it took, itstwin pillars of ivory seemed
to extend to Eternity.

“Y ou're everything they said you were!” murmured Sloane, staring awestruck as the elephant bore down
upon him.

At thelast possible instant he got off ashot. The bullet raised aswirl of dust on the eephant's skull, but
didn't stop him, or even dow him down, as Soane had somehow known it wouldntt.

He continued staring in wonder asthe thick trunk and shining ivory reached out for him. It was, he
decided, asght that could last aman alifetime.

And alifetimewasdl he had lft.

* * % %

Karenjafound what was | eft of his Bwanaafew minutes later. He waited until morning and buried the
tattered gray outfit, and then, because he had seen the way white men treated their dead, he placed a
cross upon the grave and carefully hung Sloane's weatherworn stetson atop it.

Then he went back to hisvillage, paid alarge reparation to his chief, bought awife, and spent the rest of
his years tending his goats, for once aman has huntedMalima Temboz there are no challenges | eft to
him.



Seventh Interlude (6303 G.E.)
“Duncan—don't youever deep at home? Wake up!”

| murmured something and reached out to pull the blanket over my head, only to redizethat | didn't have
any blanket and that | had falen adegp in my office.

“Duncan!”
| sat up, rubbing my eyes and yawning.
“What timeisit?’ | asked.

“Seven-thirty,” said Hilda, who was standing before my contour chair, her armsfolded resolutely across
her chest.

“1 don't suppose you'd like to come back in an hour?’

“I would not. Now get up and on your feet; you'll fee much better.”

| stood up gingerly, my back tiff, my right leg aching, agtaetastein my mouth.
“Yourewrong,” | rasped.

“ About what?”

“| fed worse”

“Then try deeping in your own bed, just for achange,” she said sarcadtically. She paused and Sared at
me. “Duncan, | spent half the night wondering if you would even be dive thismorning. I'll give you two
minutes to collect yourself, and then you're going to tell me exactly what happened last night.”

“The dephant killed him.”
“What are you talking about?’ she demanded.
“Hanniba Soane” | sad. “Hewasthefirs white man to seeit.”

“I don't care what you learned from the computer!” she snapped. “1 want to know what went on
between you and Mandaka!”

“Oh,” | said dully, trying to concentrate. “ The computer found three more pieces of the puzzle last night.”
“Y ou're getting closer to the tusks?’

| shook my head. “Not to the tusks.”

“Thentowhat?’ she asked, confused.

“Tothereason .

“Comeon,” shesaid. “Let's get some breskfast into you while wetalk. Y ou look dreadful and sound
worse.”

“Thanks,” | said, sitting back down on the contour chair. “Why don't you just come back at nine?’



“Computer,” she ordered, “let's have somelight in here.”

Instantly the wall became transparent and the morning sunlight flooded my office.

“All right!” 1 said, wincing. “I'll cometo breskfast! Just makeit stop!”

“Fifty percent opacity,” ordered Hilda, and suddenly the room became bearable again.

“That was aterriblething to do,” | said sullenly as| got to my feet. “I only had about three hours deep.”
“I'll gpologize later,” she said, walking to the door and ordering it to open.

“Where are we going—second floor or nineteenth?’ | asked, running my fingers through my hair and
trying to remember where | had left my hairbrush.

“The nineteenth,” she said. “Why let the rank-and-file see you like this?’

Wewalked to the airlift and ascended to the Executive Dining Room, which was nothing but an exclusve
cafeteria, then chose atable that hovered by alarge window in the farthest corner of the room and seated
ourselves. | watched the holographic representations of the menu pass by, ordering the pastry and a cup
of coffee, while Hilda chose, in bits and pieces, her usua sturdy breskfast.

“All right,” she said, after the display vanished the food did up through the base of the table. “Areyou
awake now?’

| nodded, trying to ignore the view of the waking city that the window afforded me.
“Then | want afull report.”

“Hilda,” | began, “you won't believe his gpartment! I've never seen anything likeit my life.”
“Hisgpartment?’ shesaid. “Thelast | knew, the two of you wereinyour gpartment.”
“Hedoesnt likeit,” | said. “Too gerile”

“He'sgot apoint,” she admitted. “ Start at the beginning.”

“Thebeginning?’

“Tel mewhat happened a Ancient Days, and why hewasin your gpartment later.”

| told her everything that had happened, including my visit to Mandakas unlikely quarters. Shefinished
her bregkfast just as| finished my recounting.

“You know,” she said after considering my report, “I have the strangest fedling that youlike him.”
| shook my head. “I don't know him well enough to like him. |empathize with him.”

“How can you empathize with aman who grew up in agrass hut haf agalaxy away, and is convinced
that hewill diewhen you findly find the tusks?’

“All right, then,” | amended. “1 sympathize withhim.”
“WI,V?!

| shrugged. “Because held rather be someone else”



“You?

“Never me” | said. “I willingly choseto livethe life he hates.” | |looked acrossthe table at her and smiled.
“He'd much prefer to beyou .”

“] don't understand.”

“All he ever seemsto have wanted was ajob and afamily and anormal, orderly life,” | explained.
“Instead, he grew up without ever seeing another child, he's burdened with the knowledge that he'sthe
last of hisrace, and he seems compelled to spend hisfortune and even hislife acquiring the tusks of an
elephant that died seven millenniaago.” | thought about it as | gazed down at the bustling traffic and
nodded. “Yes, | think hed much rather be you.”

“Then why doesn't he make some attempt to liveanormal life?” she asked.
“I told you: he can't get married.”

“Billions of people never get married and still manageto lead normd lives,” she said. “Mogt of them,” she
added meaningfully, “are even on record with the Commonwesdlth.”

“| explained that to you.”

“Oh, he'sgot adick explanation for everything,” she said. “He must be quite ataker for you to have
beievedit dl.”

“You werent at hisgpartment,” | said. “Y ou didn't see how helives.”
“Butyou did,” shesaid. “And you gtill think that you both live the same kind of life.”
“YS‘H

“But he livesin an expensve penthouse that he's made over to look like aprimitive hut, and you liveina
middle-class gpartment whose colors you couldn't describe to meif your life depended on it. Hetravels
the galaxy, and you spend al your time in your office. He wants relationships, and you go out of your
way to avoid them. He wishes someone €l se had found the ivory so he wouldn't have to search for it, and
you can think of nothing else except finding it. And somehow he's convinced you that your livesare
identicd. | repeat: he must be sometalker.”

“Our livesare dikein thethingsthat matter,” | said defensively.
“They're asdifferent as night and day.”
“The only substantia differenceisthat heisunhappy with hislifeand | enjoy mine”

She seemed about to comment on that, then decided not to. Instead she ordered up apastry for hersdf,
stared at her fingernailsfor afew moments, and then looked acrossthe table at me.

“All right, Duncan,” shesaid. “Y ou've spent afew hourswith him, you seem—for reasons | cannot
fathom—to have taken aliking to him, you've seen how and where he lives. Have you any ideawhy heis
willing to pay millions of credits, and evento kill, for possesson of theivory?’

“I haveanidea ,” | responded carefully. “I don't have ananswer .”

“What'sthe difference?’ she asked asthe pastry arrived.



“I don't know the exact reason he needs them, but it's connected to the fact that hésaMaasa,” | said.
“Moreto the point, | think he's desperate for the tusks not just because he'saMaasai, but because he's
thelast Maasal.”

“What hasthat got to do with it?’

“I don't know,” | said. “But from various comments he made, | gather that there is something that must
be done with or to the tusks, or at least some reason for possessing them, thatcould have been done by
any Maasai, but which absolutelymust be done by Mandaka precisaly because heisthe last Maasai.”

“It soundslike alot of gibberishto me,” she said. “ Something that could have been done, might have
been done, must be done.” She paused and stared impatiently at me.

“When you say it that way, it sounds like gibberish to metoo,” | admitted uncomfortably. “But therésan
answer buried in there somewhere. | know thereis!”

“Whatmust be done, for goodness sake—andwhy must it be done?’
| shrugged helplesdy. “I don't know.”

“Didn't you ask him?’

“Of coursel did,” | answered irritably.

“And?

“Hewouldnt tel me” | replied. “He said I'd think he was crazy.”

A caudtic smile crossed her face. “Not you, Duncan—not if it added to the mystery. | might think he was
crazy, everyone ese might think he was crazy—»but you, you'd just add it to the interminable list of
puzzles you're working on.”

| said nothing, but smply toyed with my empty coffee cup.

“All right, Duncan,” she said with asigh. “ Doyou think he's crazy?”’

“No, | don't.”

“Would you care to hazard as guess as to why he wants the tusks?’

“Only that it'stied in with hisbeing aMaasai.”

She dared intently at me. “Why do | have the feding that you know more than you're telling me?’
“Isuspect morethan I'mtdlling you,” | replied. “1 don'tknow anything.”

“Why should the Maasai be more interested in this e ephant than the Kikuyus or the Zulus?’
“The Zulus were thousands of milesto the south,” | said.

“I'mjust using names,” she said, obvioudy annoyed. “1 don't know one tribe from another. Let'stry
again: why should the Maasai be more interested than any other tribe?’

“l don't know.”

“Did aMaasai kill the elephant?’



“Probably not. No one knows for sure.”
“Then why do you say probably not?’

“The Maasai didn't hunt for meat and they didn't collect ivory; they'd have no reason to kill him.” |
paused. “Also, based on what | learned about him this morning, it would take more than anaked warrior
with aspear to bring him down.”

“Wdl, if aMaasadidn't kill him, what claim do they have to histusks? Did aMaasai buy them at
auction?’

“Asfar as| cantell, no Maasa ever possessed them while they were on Earth,” | replied. “ They were
initialy put up for auction by an Arab, they were bought by Caucasians, the British Museum turned them
over to the Kenya government, and they remained in the Nairobi Museum until the dawn of the Galactic
Era—and even then, | haven't been ableto find any Maasai who owned them until the time of Maasai
Labon in the 16th Century G.E.”

“Then what possible claim can the Maasa have on them?’
“| get thefeding that it'snot so much aclam asaneed ,” | replied.

“We're right back where we started,” she said. “I'm going to ask why they need them, and you're going
to say you don't know, that you have some vague notion but you're not prepared to share it with me. Am
| right?’

| nodded. “Y oureright. More coffee?’

“Y ou can be the most frustrating man!” she snapped.

“I don't meanto be.”

“Two days, Duncan!” she said, shaking a pudgy forefinger a me. “That'sdl the time you have left.”
“Thenwe renegotiate,” | reminded her.

“Not if you haven't got some better answers by then.”

“Oncel havethe answers, | won't need the extension,” | promised.

“Wal, you'd better get them, because you don't seem to be making much progress with theivory.”

* k x %

| returned to my office, walked over to my private bathroom, threw some cold water on my face, and
decided that | needed a shave.

“Computer?’

“Y es, Duncan Rojas?”’

“How isyour search for theivory proceeding?’

“I have found no sign of it Snceit was stolen from Winox IV by Tahiti Benoit,” answered the computer.
“I want you to do me afavor.”

“YS?’



“While I'm shaving, | want you to assemble abrief history of the Maasai race for me, starting in 1898
AD”

“Youwill haveto be more precise.”

| frowned. “Y ou want an actual datein 1898 A.D.?7" | asked.

“I need adefinition of theword *brief',” responded the compurter.

“Lessthan 500 words,” | said.

“Working ... done.”

“I'm not through shaving.”

“Waiting...”

| walked over to my desk amoment later and sat down behind it. “All right, computer.”

“TheMaasa race, in 1898 A.D., numbered 25,000, and owned most of the land in the Kenyas Rift
Valey, aswdl asthe southern area of Kenyathat encompassed Tsavo, Ambosdli and the Maasai Mara,
and the northern sections of Tanganyika encompassing the Serengeti Plains, Mount Kilimanjaro, and the
Ngorongoro Crater. They were the most feared warriorsin East or Centra Africa, with a
reputation—though not the military accomplishments—rivaling the Zulus of South Africa

“By 1910 the British had created numerous laws that deprived the Maasai of much of their power, as
wdll astheir way of life. They were no longer alowed to carry spears, or even shidds, and raids against
other tribes were not permitted. By 1940 they were no longer allowed their traditional rite of passageto
manhood, the daying of lionswith spears.

“ At independence, they numbered 250,000, far less than the Kikuyu, the Luo and the Wakamba. They
clung to therr traditiona pastord way of life, and hence fell behind the other tribesin terms of literacy,
hedlth, and economic power.

“By 2010 A.D. their lands had been appropriated by the governments of Kenya and Tanzania. By 2050
A.D. their numbers had decreased to 30,000. By 2093 A.D. they no longer spoke their own language,
known asMaa , but wrote and conversed exclusively in Swahili. At the dawn of the Galactic Eraand the
colonizing of New Kenya, no Maasai had ever held a position of respongbility within the Kenyan or
Tanzanian government. The race has no accomplishments of note since Man achieved spacetravel.”

“A very unhappy story,” | said.
“I am not programmed to make judgmentsin that area,” replied the computer.

“I know,” | said, lost in thought. How long | sat motionless | do not know, but findly | looked over to the
computer again.

“Computer?’
“Yes?" it reponded, glowing brightly.
“Isit possible for you to andyze the Stuation in East Africaprior to 18987

“Andyzeit in what regard?’



“I want you to assessthetribal stuationin all its aspectscirca 1897 A.D. and tell methelikdihood that
the history of the Maasai would proceed asit did, totally devoid of power or accomplishments.”

“Working...”

| ordered acup of coffee, decided that | had aready had too much coffee in the past 24 hours and
cancelled it, and instead ordered a glass of fruit juice. Before it arrived the computer had the answer for
me

“The probability that Maasa history would follow the courseit did, which | have caculated using dl data
up to and including 1897, was 1.43%.”

“Now caculateit again, circal910 A.D.”

“Working ... 51.23%.”

“Agan, circal950A.D.”

“Working ... 93.78%.”

“Thank you, computer,” | said, Spping my fruit juice.

Suddenly Hildasimage appeared, hovering above me. “1've been monitoring the computer, Duncan,” she
announced.

“Who gave you permisson?’ | asked.

“| don't need permission; I'm the Chief of Security.” She stared at me. “Asangry asl am at you, | can't
help being fascinated by the what you've been asking the computer. May | guessthe next question?’

“Bemy gues,” | sad.

“Computer,” shesaid, “let me offer ahypothesis: the Maasai race's loss of power and primacy was a
direct result of the death of the Kilimanjaro Elephant in 1898 A.D.” She paused. “Analyze, please.”

“Working ... Y our hypothesis has a 0.00034% chance of probability.”
“Very interesting,” | said.

“What's interesting about that?’ she said. *Y ou were wrong.” She looked disappointed. “Y ou know, you
even had me haf-believing there was a connection.”

“Thereis” | said.

“But the computer only gave you a.00034 chance of being right,” she said. “1'd hardly cdll that
encouraging.”

“You'rewrong,” | said. “Based on the information it has, there should have been no chance at al.”
“Oh?’ shesad, interested in spite of hersdlf.

| nodded. “ There is no known connection between the elephant and the Maasai. It shouldn't have
affected the hitory of therace at all.”

“Thelikdihood isthat it didn't.”



“The computer shouldn't be dedling in likelihoodsin this case, but in absolutes,” | said.
“Then ask it why it didn't Smply say zero,” sheinssted.

“I will. I'mtrying to think how best toword it.” Shefel slent and alowed meto think for amoment.
“Computer,” | said at lagt, “what factors changed the likelihood of the Kilimanjaro Elephant's death
influencing the history of the Maasai from zero to 0.00034%7’

“ Secondary sources referring to certain pronouncements of Sendeyo.”

“Who was Sendeyo?’

“A Maasailaibon , and brother to Lenama, who was paramount chief of the Maasai in 1898 A.D.”
“What pronouncements did Sendeyo make?’ | demanded.

“Insufficient data,” replied the compuiter.

“If you don't know what he said, why does it influence your computation?’ | perssted.

“The merefact that he wasamagjorlaibon in 1898 A.D. and that he mentioned the Kilimanjaro Elephant
issufficient to change the likelihood from zero to 0.00034%.”

“Thank you,” | said. Then | turned back to Hildasimage. “1 waswrong,” | said with asigh. “1 had no
ideathat asmple reference to the eephant could affect the computation.”

“Probably you werewrong,” agreed Hilda. “ But it neverthel ess raises another question. Computer?’
13 Y&?’

“It ismy understanding that there is no known connection between the Maasai and the death of the
Kilimanjaro Elephant. Isthat correct?’

“That iscorrect.”
“Then how did Sendeyo know the e ephant was dead—or that it had even existed?’
“Insufficient data,” responded the compuiter.

Hildasimage turned to face me. “I don't know if it'sameaningful line of pursuit—but itis interesting, don't
you think?’

“Veryinteresting,” | replied.

It got lessinteresting during the next 30 minutes, for no matter how | approached the subject, | could not
make the computer draw any connection between Sendeyo and/or the Maasai and the Kilimanjaro
Elephant. Thelaibon may possibly have mentioned it once—the source, after al, was not aprimary one,
and hence could not be taken as absol ute truth—and that one possible mention was enough to affect the
computer's calculations. It possessed no further data, and could not be drawn into offering any
hypotheses of its own.

Findly Hildainterrupted my questioning.
“We open for businessin 20 minutes,” she announced. “I've got to start making my rounds.”
“All right,” | said.



“Let meknow if you come up with anything.”
“Iwill.”

Her image vanished, and | turned back to the computer, not knowing how to attack the subject next. |
gdled for amoment by asking if it had managed to locate the tusks, and it replied again that it had been
ableto find no trace of them since Tahiti Benoit had stolen them from the Fly-by-Nights.

| was completely out of ideas, and yet | hated to stop questioning the computer, since once we had
opened it would be another nine hours before | could bring up the subject again.

“Please create a holographic representation of thetusks,” | said, hoping that the sight of them just afew
feet away from my desk might inspire another line of pursuit.

“Done,” announced the computer astheimage of the tusks took shape directly in front of me.

| stared at them, impressed as dways, but unable to think of away to get the computer to positively tie
them to either Sendeyo or the Maasai. | leaned back, propped afoot up against my desk, and sighed.

“They look so clean for al the blood they're carrying with them,” | said.

“They are merdly extended molars,” the computer corrected me. “ They never carried any blood, Duncan
Rojas”

“| was speaking metaphoricaly,” | replied. “Many people have died because of them.”
“6,982, based on my data,” said the computer.

“That must bewrong,” | said. “ There was the Warlord, and Hanniba Soane, and Tumo the Lumbwa,
and Esther Kamau. We don't know for afact that they caused the deaths of the Iron Duchess or Tahiti
Benoit.”

“I do not congider the Iron Duchess or Tahiti Benoit in my tota.”
“How did you arrive at thet tota 7’

“A minor war was fought for possession of thetusksin 882 G.E.”
“Awar?’ | repeated, surprised.

“A military action between two worlds,” explained the computer. “My databanks define such action asa
wa.”

“And it wasfought over theivory?’
“That iscorrect.”

“Tell meabout it,” | said eagerly.
“Working...”

8. THE POTENTATE (882 G.E.)

| reached the dust-filled plains of Amboseli, and now, for thefirst time, | could see mighty
Kilimanjaro in the distance, its slopes a dull blue-gray, its snow-capped peak lost in the clouds. |
continued walking south toward Kilimanjaro, the greatest of elephants making his pilgrimage to



the greatest of mountains, for if the God of Men dwelt on Mount Kenya, then perhaps the God of
Elephants dwelt here.

Not much time remained to me. | felt no fear or sorrow, for death comesto all things, and it
seemed better that | should seek out my God now than that He should find me, weak and starving
and unable to stand in His presence, or mad with pain as ants ate away at the inside of my trunk. |
wanted to ask Him why He had made me different from all others of my kind, why He had
ordained a life of loneliness for me, why | had survived bullets and spears and arrows that would
have killed any other living thing. | wanted to know for what purpose He had created me, and if |
had served that purpose well and honorably.

And so, pausing only long enough to drink and to spray dust on my cracked, irritated skin, |
turned once again toward Kilimanjaro and continued my journey.

* k x %

Generd Arab Chagdla, feding dightly uncomfortable in hisdress uniform, looked up from hismorning
teaas Mg or Jumaentered his office.

“Sr?’ sad Juma

“Stand at ease, Mgjor,” said Chagdla. He issued a brief order to his computer, and the various battle
maps that lined the walls of the room went blank.

“Thank you, gr,” said Juma. He paused, trying unsuccesstully to cam himsdlf. He held up adip of blue
paper. “ Sir, what isthisal about?’

Arab Chagadlabarely glanced at the paper. “1 should think it is perfectly clear. We have been ordered to
attack Plantagenet 11.”

“Have they threatened our security?’ asked Juma, leaning forward and pressing hisfingertipson
Chagalla's desk.

1] NO_”
“Have they attacked any of our nationals?’
“No.”

“Thenwhy, in Allah's name, are we going to war againgt aplanet that islocated 73,000 light-years
away?’

“Why does our King do anything he does,” said Chagdlasardonically. “ Allah haswhispered in his ear
that we mugt attack Plantagenet 11.”

“And thet ishisonly reason?’

“Of coursenot,” said Chagdla “But itis hisofficid reason.”

“And what isthe true purpose of our attack?’

Arab Chagdlasighed. “I don't think you'd believe meif | told you.”
“Isthat the only answer | amto be given?’ demanded Juma.

“No,” said Chagdlla. “But &t least] won't be the oneto tell you, Allah be praised. The King has ordered a



mesting of al senior military personnel after the mid-morning prayer; some junior officer will be stupid
enough to ask him. “ Chagalla paused and looked thoughtfully at Juma. “Let me give you awarning: try
not to smilewhen he explains hisreasoning.”

“I beg your pardon?’

“You heard me,” replied Chagalla serioudy. “ Appear attentive and serious, and we may actudly makeit
to Plantagenet || before suffering any casudties,Inshallah .”

* * * %

They gathered in the throne room in their finest dress uniforms, the 78 senior officerswhom Amin Rashid
X1V, absolute monarch of AlphaBednari 1V, had chosen to carry hiscolorsinto holy battle against the
infidels of the Plantagenet system. No chair had been provided, and they al stood at attention, awaiting
thearriva of theking.

Finaly he entered the room. He was not an imposing figure—small, fat, dightly bow-legged, with an
uncontrollable swirl on the left Sde of his beard—but he held, by heredity, murder, and the grace of
Allah, animposing title. Hewas 47 years old, and he had sat on the throne ever since murdering his
brother and his uncle three years ago. During that time he had taken 47 wives, onefor each of hisyears.
Hewas adevout beiever in aform of Idam that did not quite conform to the Koran, aprofligate
spender, acompulsive gambler, abreeder of mutated lizards and an avid student of their bloodlines, and
aman who achieved publicity totaly out of proportion to hisminima power within mankind's vast and
sprawling Republic.

He was xenophobic in the extreme, confiding in no man who had not been born upon Alpha Bednari 1V
(which he had renamed M ohammed in honor of the Prophet, but which gtill appeared as the fourth planet
of the AlphaBednari sysemin dl officid books and maps), trusting no woman at al, declaring (though
never actudly waging) aHoly War againg al dien races. He had disenfranchised dl citizenswho did not
practice his particular form of Idam until the Republic stepped in and dapped him smartly whereit hurt
the most—in his treasury—and his attempt to deny women the right to own property was till making its
way dowly through the planetary court system.

Heheld ablue-greenlizard lovingly in hisleft hand, stroking its head absently as he surveyed his
audience.

“Gentlemen,” he said at last in his high-pitched voice, “it isgood to see such brave men standing before
me.” He paused to clear histhroat. “ Tomorrow we shall begin on aHoly Jihad againgt theinfidels of
Pantagenet I1, and | shdl take my place aboard our flagship, sharing dl the dangerswith you, asal
worthy kingsmust do.”

He paused to raise the lizard to hislips and kiss its head.

“I am Amin Rashid X1V, King of Mohammed, Beloved of Allah. | cannot be defeated, and therefore, if |
amwith you,you cannot be defeated. No laser shal touch our ships, no sonic disrupter shall reach us, no
molecular imploder will function if it isaimed againgt us. We areimmortd, for we are on amisson
proclaimed by Allah.”

“A question, Lord?’ said ayoung colond.
“Yes?' answered Rashid, turning to him.

“May | inquire asto the Strategic value of capturing Plantagenet 117’



“Youmay not!” snapped Rashid. “Isit not enough that | have declaredjehad 7’
“Yes, dr,” sad the colond quickly.

Rashid, gtill annoyed, continued stroking thelittle lizard. “We make war upon Plantagenet |1 because
Allah has appeared to me and told me that they possess something that | must have. All who stand in our
way will be destroyed. All who raise their swords against uswill know the wrath of the One True Lord.”

“Swords?’ whispered Mg or Juma, frowning. “ He thinks they're going to fight with swords?’

“Theriverswill flow red with blood, birds of prey will feast on the charred flesh of theinfidels, and the
carnage will continue until the last voice raised against us has been silenced. So Allah has decreed; soiit
must be.”

No one cared to be the one who asked what Allah's purpose might be, and so they al remained silent
and a attention until Rashid findly addressed himsdlf to it.

“Ondisplay inamuseum in the city of New Avon are the tusks of an anima known asthe Kilimanjaro
Elephant, the largest mammal ever to walk the Earth which gave birth to our race. Allah hastold methat |
must possess those tusks.” He paused and looked across the stunned faces. “Thisiswhat | want, and
thisiswhat Allah wants. Any man who does not pledge hislife to the accomplishment of thisgod denies
not only my sovereignty but Allah's” A cold smile gave an ample hint of what both Rashid'sand Allah's
reaction to such an action might be.

Shortly thereafter Rashid dismissed them to prepare for the invasion.

* * * %

“Were actudly going to war over apair of tusksl” repeated Mgor Juma, in the privacy of Arab
Chagdlasoffice. “I can't believeit.”

“Youll believeit when they start shooting a you,” replied Chagdlagrimly.

“But why?

The generd sighed deeply, lit acigar, took a puff, and looked directly at hisjunior officer. “ Because our
bel oved monarch has sired thirteen daughters and no sons since ascending to the throne, and he wants
somehars”

“What has oneto do with the other?’ asked Juma, taken aback by the answer.

“In ancient days, when the race was till Earthbound, there was an animd, areative of the e ephant,
known as the rhinoceros. It was hunted to extinction because of ahorn that grew at the end of itsnose.”

Jumadared at him, but said nothing.

Chagallatook another puff of his cigar, and continued. “ The reason that this anima was hunted for its
horn was because the horn took the shape of a phalus, and it was thought by various potentates that
consuming the horn—in powdered form, to be sure—would give them unlimited virility.” The generd
paused, reflecting upon the sheer idiocy of what he wastrying to explain. “ There are no more rhinos, and
no more rhino horns—but thereare these two enormous tusks. If you look at their shape, which is not
dissmilar to that of arhinoceros horn, and recall that 34 of our beloved monarch's 47 wives are barren
and that he himsdlf is getting neither younger nor more sexually vigorous, you can draw your own
concluson.”



“Were going to attack Plantagenet 11 so that he can enjoy hiswives more frequently?’ said Juma
disbdievingly.

“Of course not.”
[13 But_H

“We're going to attack Plantagenet 11 because hethinks he will be able to enjoy hiswives more
frequently.”

“But thisisridiculoud” excdaimed Juma. “Why don't we merelybuy the tusks?’

“We offered to, and we were turned down,” replied Chagalla. He smiled sardonicdly. “1 believethat was
when Allah suggested that we should go to war.”

“Wasrhinoceros horn an aphrodisac?’ asked Juma.

“Certainly not.”

“Then theivory won't be either,” he concluded. “Why doesn't someonetdll him that?’
Chagdlagared a him. “Are you volunteering?’

“No, but...”

“Wéll, when you find someone who iswilling to tell our beloved monarch that thereis no hopefor his
lackluster ahilitiesin the bedroom, please let me know. Unitil then, | suggest that you prepare for battle.”

Juma shook his head in dismay. “ So we're going to war because no oneiswilling to tell amadman that an
oversized tooth isnot an aphrodisiac.”

“Thatisthegist of it,” agreed Chagdlagrimly. “Try to remember that we serve our planet, whichis
eternal, and not our ruler, who isephemera.”

Jumashook hishead. “Thisisan evil war,” he said with conviction. “Allah will not permit ustowin.”

“Itismy reading of higtory that Allah usudly favorsthe side with the best firepower,” replied Chagalla

* k k %

Theinvasion began poorly. (Infact, it dmost didn't begin at dl, for when Rashid's personal mullah,
Shereef Hassm, learned the purpose of the military action, he refused dispensation for the troopsto eat
condensed rations. Rashid had him executed, but his successor also refused, and by the time the monarch
had found a mullah who declared that for the duration of the battle the army and navy could eat mest that
had not been ritually daughtered, eight mullahs had been killed or tortured and the fleet had been forced
to remainin port an extra 36 hours.)

Findly, though, the fleet took off for the distant Plantagenet system, and Mgor Juma, after spending the
first two daysin histiny compartment, once again requested an audience with hisgenerd.

“Comein,” said Arab Chagalla, asthe young major appeared in the doorway to hisrelatively spacious
private quarters.

“Thank you, Sr.”

“Will you share some unsweetened coffee with me?’ asked Chagdlla, gesturing to the pot that sat on the



table next to him.

“No, thank you, Sir.”

“Then please be seated.” Heinclined hishead. “My houseisyour house. Such asitis,” he added wryly.
Jumaentered the cubicle, and the door did shut behind him.

“Isthisroom secure, Sir?” asked Juma, walking over to a bench that was suspended from a bulkhead.
Chagallafrowned. “ Secure?’

“Can we be overheard?”’

“No.”

“Good,” said Juma, sitting down and leaning forward. “1 tell you this because | trust you, and because |
cannot accomplish it done.” He paused uneadily. “I've worked out a plan.”

“To conquer Plantagenet 117" asked Chagdla, giving the younger man achanceto veer away from the
subject that he obvioudy wished to discuss.

“Tokill Amin Rashid.”

“I will pretend | did not hear that,” said Chagdlla, unsurprised. “And you, for your part, will never refer to
itagan.”

“But themaniscrazy!”

“Heisaso our king, to whom we have sworn our loyalty.”

“Heisnot responsible for hisactions.”

“Isnot Allah said to look with compassion upon the madman?’ asked Chagdla, Sipping his coffee.
“Allah may, but that will be small comfort to tens of thousands of the dead and dying on Plantagenet.”

“Enough!” said Chagallasharply. “Heisyour monarch; you are hisvassd. Heis an imperfect man, to be
sure, but perfection dwells only within Allah. Y ou must serve him, and alow Allah to judge him.”

Juma pursed hislipsimpatiently.

“Y ou don't think the Republic isgoing to let us get away with this, do you?’' he persisted. “ Up to now,
Rashid has merely been anirritant. Thisact of aggresson will make him a crimind—or do you happily
anticipate defending him againgt the military might of 20,000 worlds?’

“I will listen no further,” said Chagdlafirmly. “Y ou must be quiet, or it will be my duty to report you.”

“Then report me!l” snapped Juma. “But the blood of Plantagenet 11 will be on your handsif you do not
listen! And for what? For apair of tusks that amadman thinkswill give him thefertility of one of the
lizards that he breeds!”

“I suggest that you pray to Allah for guidance and forgiveness,” said Chagdla

“Allah must be preoccupied with other problems, or Amin Rashid would never have ascended to the
throne.”



The older man stared at him thoughtfully for along moment, asif trying to make up his mind about
something. Findly he sighed and leaned back on his cushioned chair.

“Allah sees and knows more than you might think,” said Arab Chagdla.
“What doesthat mean?’ demanded Juma, pouncing upon the statement like a cat.

Chagdlagtared at him, seemed about to say something, then changed his mind. “Pray for guidance, both
for yourself and your king,” hesaid et last.

“Something'sgoing on!” said Jumaexcitedly. “ Something I'm not aware of!”

“There are many things going on in the galaxy and the universe of which you are not aware,” replied
Chagdla

“It must happen soon,” continued Juma. “We reach the Plantagenet system in three more days.”
“Y ou haveyour timetable and Allah hashis,” said the generdl.
“May | help?’ asked Jumaeagerly.

“Certainly,” answered Chagdla, hisface an emotionless mask. “Pray for aswift and bloodless victory
over theinfidds”

* * * %

There was no reason why it shouldn't have worked. They planted the bomb inside aripe citrusfruit, and
placed it a the bottom of a huge bowl of smilar fruit.

Nine senior staff officerswere involved in the plot, and al nine were present, fully prepared to sacrifice
their own livesto insure the death of their monarch. Chagalla, who wasn't aboard the flagship, was
nonethel ess involved, and was ready to take over command of the fleet and order it to return to Alpha
Bednari 1V theinstant he received confirmation of Amid Rashid's unfortunate demise.

A gaff briefing had been scheduled for 1600 hours, ship'stime, aboard the flagship, and when Rashid
ingsted on attending it, the plan went into effect. By the time he arrived and seated himsdlf at the end of
the briefing table, the bomb had been activated and the officers had cleared the room of al those who
were not directly involved in the assassination attempt.

But Allah, as Chagallahad noted, had a soft spot in His heart for madmen, and the bomb exploded just
as Rashid had bent over to pick up apiece of fruit that he had dropped on the floor. Thus protected by
the table, he suffered minor bruises and some dight damage to hislungs from the inhaation of smoke.
Seven of the nine officers died from the explosion, and the other two died later that night before they
could betortured into divulging the names of their co-conspirators.

And thefleet continued on course to Plantagenet 11.

* * % %

When they were three hours from their destination, Rashid announced that the invasion had to be fought
on the ground; hewould not risk destroying the tusks accidentaly by firing upon the enemy from orbit.

Chagdlla, now hisranking officer, explained that the Plantagenet military had doubtless spotted them
aready, and was unquestionably tracking them with their weaponry. If he, Chagalla, was not alowed to
soften up the enemy's defenses, there was considerable doulbt that he could land asingle ship safdly.



Rashid listened politely and then explained that Allah had whispered to him that very morning that the
invasion would be asuccess and that he would shortly possess the mystic power embedded in the tusks
of the Kilimanjaro Elephant.

Chagallathen requested that he at least be alowed to put the fleet into orbit around Plantagenet V or VI
until he could calcul ate the enemy's firepower.

Rashid refused, for Allah had told him that all enemieswould fade away before his holy ondaught.

Chagallasfinad suggestion was that they make one last attempit to parley, since the presence of the fleet
might have some effect on the government's previous decision not to part with theivory.

A very reasonable suggestion, agreed Rashid—under other circumstances. But the time for reason and
reconciliation was pagt. Allah had told him that he mugt attack the infidels and wrest the ivory from their

grasp.

Chagdlla, who didn't think much of Rashid'sor Allah's grasp of military tactics, merely nodded and
sduted.

* k x %

Thefirgt eight shipsthat attempted to land were instantly blown apart. A ninth entered the atmosphere,
weapons blazing, and managed to destroy two farm houses and athree-mile section of dirt road beforeiit
was destroyed.

Findly Chagdlaactivated his communicator.

“My Lord,” hesaid furioudy, “you havegot to let me hit their military ingtdlations! Wevelogt nine ships
and have yet to disable asingle one of their weapons!”

“Areyou giving orderstome 7’ demanded Rashid. “1 am the Chosen One, the conduit of Allah! Wewill
not attack them from space! | will not take the chance of destroying the tusks!”

“But we've lost more than 6,000 men!”
“They wereonly men,” said Rashid with ashrug. “ They died for the greater glory of Allah.”

“They died for your tusks,” explained Chagalla, forcing himself to retain an outward gppearance of cam,
“and were no closer to getting them than when we started.”

“We cannot be defeated,” replied Rashid serendly. “Allah has so decreed it.”

“Sir, | hate to contradict you, but if you don't dlow me to defend our men, we can and we will lose. You
must let me bomb the planet or we will suffer adefeat of catastrophic proportions!”

“I will not destroy thetusks!” said Rashid. There was a momentary pause. “However, | will alow you to
inject chemicd or toxic substances into the atmosphereif that will assuage your doubts, Genera
ChagdlaBut ,” he added meaningfully, “no radioactive materials may be used. Thetusks are no useto
meif | cannot ... cannotuse them,” he concluded lamely.

Y ou mean if you cannot grind them to powder to eat with your breskfast, corrected Chagdlasilently.
Aloud he merely said “Yes, My Lord,” and quickly severed the connection.

* * % %

“So now he wants to poison the atmosphere and kill off the entire civilian population?’ demanded Magjor



Jumafurioudy.

“What he wants and what he's going to get are two different things,” replied Arab Chagallato his
subordinate. “I want you to check the various nerve gases and chemica agents we have aboard, run
them through the compuiter, and have it come up with amixture that will be disabling without being fatd.”
He paused. “Then well dump it on New Avon and their military bases, land acommando force, grab the
tusks, and beat avery hasty retreat,Inshallah .”

“And what about Rashid?’

“I an surethat Allah, in Hisinfinite wisdom, will solve that problem. Right now, however, I'm trying to
keep my forcesfrom being decimated.”

“Y ou are now the most powerful man in the military,” continued Juma. “If you were to lead a coup, you
would have the backing of 90% of your officers.”

“The military was cregted to fight, not to rule,” replied Arab Chagalla. “I have neither the desire nor the
capacity to govern aplanet.” He activated his holographic screens and studied the position of hisfleet.
“Now access the computer, check our chemical stores, and order it to create the compound we
discussed. And Juma?’

The mgjor, who had started to leave, turned and faced the generd.
113 YS?I

“I want no moretalk of acoup. | will not lead it, and should any of my subordinates attempt it, | will
opposethem. Thisisthearmy of AlphaBednari IV, and | expect it to behave with discipline and honor.”

* * % %

A few minutes later Arab Chagallaraised the flagship on his communicator, and asked to speak to Amin
Rashid.

“Yes, Generd?’ said the monarch.
“The chemical compound has been created, and is being dispersed in the atmosphere even as we speak.”
“Excelent!” said Rashid. “How soon will its effects be evident?”

“In lessthan five minutes, My Lord,” responded Chagdla. “I am about to order two of my shipsto land
a New Avon and gppropriate the tusks.” He paused. “Would you like to accompany them, My Lord?’

“Absolutdy! | will march into the city & their head!”

“I must warn My Lord that the effects of the compound are not fatd, and will dissipate within three
hours. | cannot guarantee your safety if our enemies recover while you arein their midst.”

“Three hoursisfar morethan | will need,” Rashid assured him.

“Very good, My Lord. A protective outfit will be supplied for your convenience.”
“Thegasisnot faid,” said Rashid. “I will wear no suit.”

“But, My Lord—"

“I'amimmorta!” declared Rashid. “ Ordinary men must wear protective suits, but the Blessed of Allah



will not! I shal walked into New Avon clad only in my white robes.”
“Asyouwill, My Lord,” said Chagalawith ashrug.

“Good. Now let theinvasion begin!”

* k x %

Amid Rashid X1V wound hisway through adeeping populace at the head of hisarmy. When he reached
the museum he mounted the great stone stepsin solitary splendor while hisofficia biographer captured
the moment with a holographic camera. The monarch then entered the building, followed closdy by his
armed men, and personally broke open the glass case that held the tusks of the Kilimanjaro Elephant.
Oncetheivory was secured, he led an orderly march back to the ships.

Upon returning to the flagship, he passed briefly through the decontamination chamber, supervised the
careful packing of theivory, and announced histriumph over the intercom.

Then, just before the evening prayer, he collapsed.

* * % %

“Will helive?’ asked Mgor Juma.

“Hewill live,” answered Arab Chagdla

“And hewill retain dl his senses? Those that he hadn't dready lost?” qudified Juma
Chagdlalit acigar and leaned back comfortably on his chair.

“Hewill retain dl hissenses”

“Then Allah hastruly deserted usl” muttered the young mgjor bitterly.

“Allah has done no such thing,” replied Chagdla

Jumagtared a him curioudy.

“Allah not only hasasense of judtice,” continued the generd, “but | think He has a sense of theironic as
wdl.”

“I do not understand,” said Juma.
“I've just received the medica reports on our monarch's condition,” said Chagalla.
“But you just said that hewill live and retain his senses.”

“That istrue,” said Chagdla, enjoying himsdf enormoudy. “But thereis onething that he will not retain.”
Hetook another puff of hiscigar and smiled. “What was the purpose of thisinvasion, Mgor Juma?’

“To obtain theivory, which he thinksin his madness will endow him with the potency of agtalion.”

“That iscorrect,” said Chagdla. “ And according to the medical reports, the only lasting ill effect he will
suffer from exposing himsdlf to the poisonsin the atmosphere will be permanent sexud impotence.”

Jumagrinned. “Truly?’

Chagallanodded. “I told you that Allah would redress dl grievances.” He paused, taking along puff on
hiscigar. “ Such exquisitejustice! Our God isady one, isHe not?’



“I would trade Him for no other,” agreed Mg or Juma happily.
Eighth Interlude (6303 G.E.)

| went to work verifying a Bafflediver measurement after learning the story of Amin Rashid XIV.
Mandaka contacted me just before lunchtime.

“Have you any further information?’ he asked.
“I learned that awar was fought over the tusksin 882 G.E.,” | replied.
Hefrowned. “Y ou know what | mean.”

| shook my head. “ The computer has been unable to locate them since Tahiti Benoit stole them from the
Hy-by-Nights.”

“Y ou knew that two days ago.”

“They'll turn up,” | assured him. “It'sjust ameatter of the computer being thorough and us being patient.”
“Will you be spending the night at your office?’ he asked.

“yes”

“I'll contact you again toward midnight.”

“Y ou needn't bother,” | replied. “I'll get in touch with you theingtant I've located them.”

“I'll contact you tonight,” he repeated, breaking the connection.

“I'm sureyou will,” | said to the empty space where hisimage had been.

Theremainder of the day passed dowly, as| brought some of my routine bookkeeping up to date, and
parcelled out the coming week's authentication assgnments to my staff. | had ashort meeting with the
artist who would beillugtrating the Quinellus Cluster edition, explained to her once again how our color
process worked and what guidelines our technicians would need, and then, at four o'clock, | ordered a
glass of fruit juice and sat back on my chair, trying to think of any further suggestions| could givethe
computer that would help it to locate theivory.

“I hope you're going to dress somewhat better thanthat ,” said afamiliar voice, and | looked up to see
Hilda Dorian standing in my doorway. She had done something with her hair since breskfast, and was
wearing avery eegant pink and green ouitfit that | hadn't seen before. She was even wearing the old
diamond-and-starstone engagement ring that Harold had given her some twenty-odd years ago.

“What'sthe occason?’ | asked, staring &t her.
“The company party.”

“Didn't we just have one?’

“That wasayear ago.”

“Redly?’

“Andyou missed it,” she continued.



“I must have beensick,” | said.

“Hah!”

Therewasalong slence.

“Wadll, enjoy yoursdf,” | said at lagt.

“Y ou're coming too, Duncan.”

| shook my head. “| have work to do.”

“Duncan, it's been four years since you attended the company party.”

“Everybody gets drunk and plays stupid games,” | replied. “It's not the kind of thing | enjoy.”

“Believeit or nat, it'snot the kind of thing | enjoy either,” shesaid. “But | go because it's expected of
me—andthis year you're going too.”

“Not achance” | sad. “Mandakas checking in with me at midnight.”

“Mandaka doesn't pay your sdlary, and he doesn't own your computer,” she said patiently. “Wilford
Braxton's does, and they suggested very strongly to me that your presenceis desired.”

“Oh, come on, Hilda—they won't even know if I'm there or not,” | said. “I've got more important things
todo.”

“Y ou havenothing more important to do,” she said firmly. “Y our employersfed that your constant
absence from the parties harms staff morde.”

“My staff came here to research and authenticate records of big game, not go off to play party games
and listen to boring speeches,” | shot back. “If they realy want to increase staff morde, tell them to hand
out agenerd rase”

Sheglared a me. “Duncan, | promised them that you would come, and I'm not going to let you make a
liar out of me.”

“Y ou had no businesstdling them that,” | said. “I happen to have adeadline, remember?’
“I'll extend it 9x hours.”

| shook my head. “No deal. Thelast time | went, old Hammond's wife latched onto me and talked my
ear off for four hours”

“Mr. Hammond's wife has been dead for more than three years,” she said. “Y ou can't use her asan
excuse”

“That long?’ | said, surprised.

“Y ou went to the funera.”

“| thought it wasjust afew months ago.”
“Three years, Duncan.”

“You'resure?’



“Duncan, | don't know why | waste my timewith you! Y ou're so wrapped up in your work you don't
have any conception of time or propriety or anything else!”

“I don't know why your bother, either,” | said honestly. “Maybe you should just giveit up asalost cause
and let me get back to tracking down theivory.”

“Duncan, you've got to stop thinking about yoursalf and what makesyou happy!” she snapped, and this
time shewastruly furious. “It won't hurt you to go to the party, and you'll make life much easier for me!
Y our employer wants you to go, your staff expectsyou to go, and | ingst that you go. That'sall thereis
toit”

“I don't have any formd clothing,” | said.

She walked over to my closat and studied the outfits hanging there, then pulled one out. “ Thiswill do just
fine”

“Everyonewill be dressed better than me,” | said. “I'll fed awkward.”

“Then it will beyour own fault,” shereplied. “'Y ouve known about this night for months.”
“I just heard about it now.”

“Nonsense. The company mailed out invitationsto al of itsemployees.”

“I never got one.”

“Computer?’ shesaid.

“Aninvitation was recelved 108 days ago,” said the computer. “ There have been four subsequent
messages requesting confirmation of attendance, dl of which have beenignored.”

“Thanksalat, friend,” | muttered, glaring at the glowing crystal.
“Y ou are welcome, Duncan Rojas,” responded the computer.

“Now, if you'red| through pouting and protesting, | want you to change into this outfit and be ready to
leave at five o'clock sharp.”

“Why tortureme 7’ | demanded. Y ou've got a husband. Why not makehim take you?’
“Harold will be mesting usthere”
“Then go in peace, have agood time with him, give him my regards, and leave medone.”

“Harold is coming because he is an adult, and he accepts the responsibilities of adulthood,” replied Hilda.
“It's about time you learned to do the same.”

“It'sabout time | found theivory.”

“Theivory canwait,” she said. “Besdes, the computer will be working while you're a the party.”
“The computer isn't making any progress,” | said. “It's going to need more direction.”
“Thenyoull direct it when the party's over.”

“That's eight hours from now!”



“Y ou're bresking my heart, Duncan,” she said sarcadticaly. Then she paused. “Why not try going with an
open mind?’ she suggested at last. “'Y ou might enjoy it.”

| stared at her but made no reply.

“Y ou might even find anice young woman,” she continued. “ Although what a nice young woman would
seeinyouisutterly beyond me.”

“What doyou seein me?’ | asked.

She looked at me thoughtfully and sighed. “I'll be damned if | know anymore,” she said. “ Once upon a
time | saw abrilliant young man with agood sense of humor. Y ou were alittle eccentric, and I've dways
liked eccentric people.” She paused. “But asthe years go by, the eccentricity hasevolved into a
monomaniaca work ethic and the sense of humor isusualy absent.”

“And the brilliance?’

“Youredill brilliant, but brilliance isn't enough, Duncan. Y ou have no socia graces, and you care about
nothing but your work. Y ou have atendency to hurt people through carelessness rather than
malevolence, and I'm not at al surethat that's preferable; it impliesthat they aren't worth the effort to
avoid hurting, or even to hurt on purpose.”

“Then why do you 4iill bother with me?’

“Because I've known you for amost haf my life, and you don't walk away from haf alifetime, evenif it
didn't work out the way you had hoped.” She paused. “Besides, if Harold and | didn't care about you,
who would?’

| shrugged, unable to come up with an answer.

“I redlizethat you'd probably be happier if no one took an interest in you,” continued Hilda, “ but you
can't have everything you want in thislife. Now, are you going to change into this outfit, or | am going to
have to deny you access to the computer?’

“You'd actualy do that?’ | demanded.
“I would.”
“| don't suppose you'd consider just yelling a me for another ten minutes and leaving done?’

She shook her head adamantly. “Y ou're only thirty years or so past adolescence,” shesaid. “1 ill hold
out some dight hope that you'll grow up someday.”

“Fiveo'clock?’ | said, defeated.
“Right.” She pointed apudgy forefinger a me. “And you'd better be ready, Duncan.”

| nodded my acquiescence, sheleft theroom, and | immediately began scribbling down possible channels
of inquiry to giveto the computer before | |€eft for the evening.

* * * %

| got back to the office at eleven o'clock, having decided half an hour earlier that Hildawas having such a
good time that shed never notice my absence.

The party had been as tedious and boring as | had feared. Everyone, even the Braxton heirs, threw



themselves into a group songfest and seemed to fed a sense of comradery and goodwill that somehow
eluded me, and then alive band arrived and Hilda actually made me dance once around the floor with
her, despite my protestations that | hadn't danced in years. Everyone else seemed to be having such a
good timethat | began wondering if shewasright, if there was something missing within me—but then |
thought of Mandaka sitting on hisfloor, wrapped in an ancient triba blanket and seeking theivory for
God knew what purpose, and | decided that it must be the rest of them who were out of step with redlity,
that no amount of party gamesand socia chatter measured up to the thrill of tracking the ivory through
the eons. | knew then that | had more in common with this strange black man who had beenraisedina
hut and had never seen another child than | did with any of my co-workers, even with Hilda. They sought
the warmth of others, while we sought the solitary peth of the hunt.

Wéll, | amended,we didn't seek it. Even Mandakawould rather have lived the life of a Braxton's
employeeif he had had achoice.l sought it. | could observe Hildawith Harold, could see the fondness
and tendernessthey Hill felt for each other after dl these yearswritten clearly upon their faces, but it
seemed somehow empty. They would be returning to their house, to waste more time with idle chatter
and perhaps watch a holo or two, and another evening would have dipped away from them forever, an
evening without challenge, without accomplishment, without the excitement of the hunt. They'd awvake
happy and tranquil and fulfilled eight hours from now—abut I'd awake another step closer to the tusks,
and | redized that | wouldn't trade places with them for anything.

“Computer!” | said.

“Y es, Duncan Rojas?”’

“Have you found the tusks yet?’

“No.”

“Have you amassed any data whatever concerning them since they were stolen by Tahiti Benoit.”
“No.”

| sat down and frowned. “Give me somewarmth in the small of my back,” | ordered the chair.
“Done”

“Computer, | need to think. Please play Ghanetski'sAltairian Rhapsody in B-flat Minor , and make the
west wall opague.”

“Working ... done,” said the computer as the room was flooded with Ghanetski's passionate rhythms.

| sat motionlessfor perhaps ten minutes, letting wave after wave of the music Sveep over me, emptying
my mind of al thought and then starting to construct the comprehensive whole of the puzzle anew.

“Computer?’

“Y es, Duncan Rojas?’

“What percentage of your cagpacity are you devoting to searching for the tusks?’
“73.231%.”

“And how far have you progressed since the year the year 5730 G.E.?’

“I have made no progress.”



“I must not have made mysdlf clear,” | said. “ Surely you are progressing in alogica pattern. Y ou must
have eliminated the years 5731, 5732, and so on. Where are you at now?’

“I am searching for the tusks chronologicaly, aphabeticaly, pictoridly, by subject, by location, by
museum, by auction, by description, and by accountsin biographical memoirs. | have completed none of
the searches asyet.”

“I see” | said. “All right. | want you to take haf of the capacity that you are expending on this problem
and find out when and where Tahiti Benoit died. There's dways a chancethat if the tusks don't surface
again, she never got rid of them.” | paused. “ She died two years after stealing them, there probably
wasn't much of alegitimate market for them. It's possible that because Leeyo Nelion waswilling to offer
so much for them, she was holding out for acomparable offer, which of course would not be forthcoming
from museums or collectors, or from anywhere e se unless one of Nelion's offspring knew not only that
she had theivory but how to find her. And since we know that the Maasai never got their handsonit ... ©
| let my voicetrail off.

“Working...”

“Good,” | said, leaning back and ordering my chair to adapt itself to the contours of my body and to
vibrate very gently. “Computer?’

“yes?
“Why doyou think he wantsthem?’

“I do not understand your question.”

“The tusks—why do you think Mandaka wantsthem?’

“Insufficient deta”

“What do you think he plansto do with them?’

“Insufficient deta”

| paused. “How many men my age spend more nights at the office than at home?’

“Y ou must be more explicit,” replied the computer. “Do you refer to men with your identical birthdate or
those who currently share your chronological age—and do you refer to men on this planet, in this system,
within the Commonwedlth, or in the galaxy?’

| Sghed. “Never mind, Computer.” | closed my eyes and listened to aparticularly moving strain of the
Rhapsody . “ Computer?’

“y e
“Isthere more than this?’

“| do not understand your question.”

“Should | want the things that other people want?’
“You must be more explicit,” replied the computer.

“Friends, family, children, awife.”



“I am not programmed to make value judgmentsin that area.”

“Create a sub-program and answer my question.”

“Working ... No, Duncan Rojas, there is nothing more than the quest for knowledge.”
“You're certan?’

“No, Duncan Rojas, | am not certain. | have created a sub-program based on my own imperatives. If
you were amachine, | would be certain.”

“Thank you anyway, computer,” | said.

| must have dozed off then, because the next thing | knew it wastwo o'clock in the morning, and | had a
ddetastein my mouth.

“Computer?’

“Y es, Duncan Rojas?”’

“Have you located the ivory yet?’

“No.”

“Have you pinpointed the time and place of Tahiti Benoit's death?’

“No.”

| got up, used the bathroom, and took a quick dryshower. Then the computer summoned me.
“BukobaMandaka s attempting to communicate with you.”

“Put him through, on visud.”

Mandaka's face appeared above the computer.

“I tried to contact you at even o'clock,” he said accusingly, “but you weren't there.”
“I had an unavoidable engagement,” | explained.

“Did it haveto do with theivory?’

“No.”

“Then you had no right to go,” he said sternly. “1 am paying for your time.”

“It was acompany function,” | replied, “and | wastold in no uncertain termsthat if | failed to attend, my
use of the computer would be curtailed.”

He stared at me for amoment, then nodded his head.
“Have you located theivory?’

“No,” | said. “I'veingtructed the computer to go back and try to find out when and where Tahiti Benoit
died. Thisline of inquiry is based on the assumption that Leeyo Ndion's descendants never got their
hands on it. Can you confirm that?’



“Tembo Laibon wasthe last Maasai to possessthetusks,” he responded. His expression darkened, asit
aways did when he mentioned Tembo Laibon. “We had them for thirteen centuries and that fool gave
them away in acard game!”

“Perhaps he didn't know their value,” | suggested.

“Heknew,” said Mandakawith conviction. “ Every Maasai knew. It should never have come down to
him, or to me. Thefirst Maasai who owned them should have done what had to be done.”

“Thefirg?’ | said. “You mean Maasa Laibon?’

He nodded silently, his gaze fixed on some distant place and time that only he could see. There was such
pain on hisface, such infinite bitterness, that | wanted to comfort him somehow.

“I'll find them,” | said lamély. Y ou have my word, Bukoba Mandaka.”

“I know you will,” he said, his expression unchanging.

“I'll contact you the moment | know wherethey are,” | continued avkwardly.
“Yes” hesad softly.

| watched him for another minute, wondering what to say next, and finally he took the burden from me by
breaking the connection.

“Computer?’ | said after another moment's sillence.

“Y es, Duncan Rojas?”’

“Was Maasai Laibon the first Maasai to own the tusks?’

“yes”

“And he passed them on to his descendants, and so on dl the way down to the time of Tembo Laibon?’
“That iscorrect.”

“I wonder how Maasai Laibon cameinto possession of theivory in thefirst place?’

“Isthat adirect question?’ asked the computer.

“Yes” | sad. “Do you know the answer?’

“Working ... Yes, now | know.”

9. THEARTIST (1701 G.E.)

As | approached the base of Kilimanjaro, | stopped more and more frequently to fill my belly with
water, for though | possessed an enormous hunger, my teeth were worn down and | could no
longer chew my food. My head ached, my joints were stiff, and | had to stop to rest more and
mor e often.

| tested the wind many times, for men lived at the base of the mountain, and | had no desireto
encounter them. | had barely enough strength to climb to the top of Kilimanjaro and confront my
God, and | knew that | would never come back down. Even the white egrets which had been my
constant companions seemed to sense that | was preparing to die, for all but one of them deserted



me as | neared the mountain. | lingered at one last water hole, dusted my skin one last time, and
then approached a narrow pathway leading to the lower slopes.

* * * %

He stood six feet four inchestall, and his skin was black. She measured eleven feet two inchesfrom tip of
noseto tip of tail, and her skin was an intricate pattern of blue and green.

He saw hisworld through cold brown eyes; she saw what no one else could see through her glowing red
orbs.

Hewas aMan; shewas aNightcrawler.
Hisnamewas Maasai Laibon; her name was Eyes-of-Fire.

They had never met ... but eventually they would, for she possessed something he wanted. It was her
greatest treasure and his greatest need.

Shelived in acave on Belamone X1, where the temperature never rose above zero degrees Centigrade,
and swirling gases diffused the light from the distant red sun.

From birth she had been something rare, ablind creature born into a sighted race and yet somehow notof
that race, aNightcrawler who could not see norma sights but could read far into the infra-red spectrum,
who observed life as a series of dectrica patterns rather than solid forms. With the tendrils that extended
from her neck she carefully and delicately etched what she saw, and though at first her execution lacked
sophitication, the exquisite figures that she created were beautiful beyond belief.

Some raceswould havekilled ablind infant at birth. Otherswould have used every scientific innovation
at their command to restore her normal vison. A few would have treated her asahelplessinvalid, to be
cared for and cosseted for the rest of her life. But the Nightcrawlers did none of these things. Instead,
they encouraged her to master her art, to produce more accurate renditions of the things their instruments
could sense but that they themsalves could never see.

By the time she was 45 years old, she was considered one of the finest artists of her generation. When
she reached her true maturity, at age 80, she decided that it was time to embark upon the project for
which she had been training dl her life. It wasto be ascrimshaw of the Nightcrawlers racid history as
seen from her unique perspective, an intricate series of images that would chronicle the evolution of her
race from mindless grub to star-faring intellect, and would bring a new depth of understanding to the
race's experience.

When it came time to begin her project, one of the planet's mgjor trading houses presented her with two
columns of ivory, which had been obtained from the humans whose Republic, though currently under
economic siege from anumber of races, remained the dominant force in the gdaxy. Theivory had come
from the largest mamma to walk across Man's home planet, and had survived for aimost 3,000 years.
Eyes-of-Fire agreed that any organic materid that could maintain its structurd integrity for solong wasan
idedl substance upon which to produce her history; furthermore, the Nightcrawlers had signed treaties
with Man, and had joined thelist of Man'sdlies, so it wasonly just and fitting that atreasure from Man's
home world should be an integra part of her exhaugtive depiction of her races history.

She began her creation on the day that Maasai Laibon was born.

She worked, dowly, carefully, with incredible delicacy and precison, while Maasai Laibon grew to
manhood, finished his schooling, served four yearsin the Republic's navy, took awife, and sred two
sons and a daughter. He was a serious young man, more concerned with the past and the future than with



the present, and when he turned 30 he moved hiswife and children into his parents house while he set
off to find the tusks of the Kilimanjaro Elephant.

His search spanned the entire galaxy, beginning with AlphaBednari IV and leading him to the Spird Arm,
the Rim, the Outer Frontier, and the Inner Frontier, aswell asto 26 worlds of the Republic itsdlf. It took
him through museums and millionaires’ retreets, through grubby barrooms and dien cities, and twice it
landed him in hospitals when people didn't like the questions he was asking or the way he asked them.

But findly, after twelve years, he pinpointed the location of theivory: it was on Bdamone X1, afrigid little
oxygen world inhabited by the Nightcrawlers, snakelike beingsthat had recently pledged their dlegiance
to the Republic.

Heflew to the Belamone system, landed on Belamone X1, and had the Republic's ambassador begin
making inquiries about the location of theivory. Findly helearned that it wasin the possession of a
fema e named Eyes-of-Fire, and he submitted aforma request to meet with her.

It wasignored.
He waited patiently while another, more urgent request was sent.
It was rejected.

Findly, hefound out where her cave was, and, telling no one of hisintentions, he unpacked a coldsuit,
stocked it with provisionsfor six weeks, and quietly set off to meet Eyes-of-Fire.

It took him four daysto find her, the four coldest days of hislife, but at last he entered her cave. It was
totally dark, for she had no need of light, and he activated the power-pack attached to the lamp on his
hemet.

The cave seemed empty, but it showed signs of habitation and so, step by cautious step, he proceeded
into the winding, twisting interior until, after more than aquarter of amile, he cameto her.

To hiseyes shelooked like an enormous gray dug, with two glowing red coasfor eyes, and half adozen
long, ddlicate tendrils emanating from her neck.

To her, he seemed like a geometric pattern, the heat of his body extending in al directions, the path of his
bloodstream liketiny little rivulets of eectricity racing in an endless but not unpleasing procession.

“You arethe onethey call Eyes-of-Fire?’ he asked, hisvoice echoing through the cave.
“Yes” shereplied in ashbilant, moaning whisper.
“My nameisMaasa Laibon.”

“I know who you are,” shereplied. “ Twice | have refused to see you. Y ou have broken protocol by
entering my dwelling place without permisson.”

“| gpologize,” said Maasal Laibon, “but | come on amatter of the utmost importance to my race.”
“I know why you are here, Maasal Laibon,” she said, her glowing eyesfocusing on him.
“You do?’

“Am | not Eyes-of-Fire, who sees things that others may only guessa?’



“Y ou have something that does not belong to you,” said Maasai Laibon. “It is something for which my
people have searched over the centuries.”

“Yourefer, of course, to theivory,” said Eyes-of-Fire, the shadows flickering off her huge, ungainly body
asher sderose and fell in time with her bresthing.

“l do.”

“But it isno longer theivory that was brought to me more than 40 years ago,” she said. “It isnow the
housing for what will become the Sacred Art of my race.”

“It belonged to my racefirst,” said Maasal Laibon, “and we must haveit back.”

She stared at him with her sightless but seeing red eyes. “1t will do you no good, Maasai Laibon,” she
replied camly.

He sat down on the hard floor, and propped his back up against astone wall.
“Y ou do not know why we need it,” he said.

“Yes| do, Maasa Laibon, for my blind eyes can seeinto the past aswell asthe future, and | tell you
again that the possession of theivory will bring you no fulfillment.” She paused. “| foresaw that you would
come here, againgt dl advice, seeking theivory. Y ou are even in the scrimshaw, Maasal Laibon.”

“I am?’ he asked, surprised.

“yes”

“If you can seeinto the future, what will | say next?’
“I do not know.”

“Than you can't seeinto the future.”

“Poor human, who like my own race sees only the Here and the Now,” said Eyes-of-Fire. “The pastis
fixed and immutable, but the future hinges upon an infinity of choices. | have seen the choicesyou are
most likely to make, and | say that possession of theivory will not restore your peopleto their former

gory.”
“Possession of itisjust thefirst step,” said Maasai Laibon.

“Will you do what must be done, Maasai Laibon?’ she asked. “Will you take your uncircumcised son to
the mountain on Earth and redeem your people?’

“No,” hesaid, trying to hide hissurprise at the extent of her knowledge. “It isenough that | will bring the
ivory back to the Maasai. Otherswill carry on from there.”

“No otherswill carry on, Maasai Laibon,” whispered Eyes-of-Fire. “ And eventually theivory will pass
from the possession of the Maasal.”

“Never!” he exclamed. “ Oncewe haveit, we will never rdinquishit!”

“Yesyou will, Maasai Laibon,” she said serenely. “There are two equaly probable futures for theivory.
Inone, it will remain on Belamone X1 for al eternity, someday to become the Holiest of Holies of my
race. Inthe other, it shall travel to the farthest ends of the galaxy, bringing death to many and unhappiness



to more.”

“It will become the property of the Maasai, and thereit will stay,” he said firmly.

She shook her sightless, reptilian head. “No, Maasai Laibon—that isnot in the futuresthat | read.”
“Then you are mistaken.”

A shrug began at her head and dithered down the entire length of her body, sending harsh shadows
racing throughout the cave.

“Perhaps,” she said.
“I must haveit.”

“I cannot reinquish it to you,” shereplied. “1 have worked on it for more than 40 years. Thelarger tusk is
complete, the smaller one more than haf-done. They represent my life, and | will not part with them.”

“I am not without resources,” he said. “Name your price.”
“Thereisno price high enough, Maasai Laibon,” she answered.

“Perhaps we can reach acompromise,” he suggested. “Can your artwork be transferred to another
medium?’

“No,” shesad. “Nowhere have | cut degper than athousandth of a millimeter, nowhereistherealine so
bold that it can be seen without instrumentation or specia enhancement. What | have done cannot be
copied or transferred.” She paused. “ So delicate is the work that the tusks cannot even be moved. The
mere touch of your hand would wipe away centuries of my races history. Thismountain shal become a
ghrine, and al who wish to see the completed work will make their pilgrimageto this very cave, where
they will use specid instrumentation that will enable them to see my artistry.”

“l amvery sorry,” said Maasai Laibon, “but that will not cometo pass. When | leave Belamone X, the
ivory leaveswithme”

“Y ou gtill mean to take theivory, even after what | have told you?’
“l do.”

“I cannot permit it, Maasai Laibon.”

“And | will not be denied it, Eyes-of-Fire.”

“Y ou have come here without wegpons,” she noted ominoudly.

“I cameonly to talk—thistime.”

“If you come back, I will kill you.”

“When | come back, | will take that chance.”

* * % %

Maasai Laibon entered the ambassador's office and walked, aloof and arrogant, to achair.

“I'll comeright to the point,” said the ambassador, looking up from his computer termind. “Two hours
ago | wasready to throw you off the planet.”



“Oh?" said Maasal Laibon, hisface an expressionless mask, his gaze fixed on the endlesswhite
landscape just beyond the ambassador's window.

“Did you or did you not visit the Nightcrawler known as Eyes-of-Fire?’

“l did.”

“Y ou had been expressly forbidden to do s0.”

“I obey ahigher imperative than Nightcrawler law,” replied Maasai Laibon.

“Well, you don't obey any higher imperative than human law, and I'm dl the human law thereison this
planet,” said the ambassador severely. “1 told you not to go and you went anyway. | could have had you
arrested for that!” The ambassador glared at him for along moment, then sighed. “But half an hour ago |
received adirect communication from the Nightcrawlers.”

“Oh?

“It seemsthat Eyes-of-Fire doesn't want you harmed, detained, or forced to leave againgt your will.” He
paused. “1 have no choice but to honor her request—Dbut I'll be damned if | can understand it.” He shook
hishead in frugtration. “Thelonger | ded with diens, the more convinced | become thatnone of them
make any sensel”

“If you are not arresting me or ordering meto leave, why have | been summoned here?’ asked Maasai
Laibon.

“Because | want to know what's going on,” said the ambassador. “For example, what is so damned
important about Eyes-of-Fire, anyway? No one beyond this planet has ever even heard of her.”

“ She has something that doesn't belong to her.”

“Something you think belongsto you?’

“Tomy people”

“Damnit, man,| am one of your people, and | assure you that she has nothing that belongsto me!”
“My people arethe Maasai race, and she has something which must be returned to us.”

“What the hell isthe Maasai race?|'ve never heard of it.”

“A race of men.”

“There are no races of men, Maasal Laibon,” said the ambassador firmly. “ Thereis only Man, and then
thereiseverything dse. It'susagaing the gdaxy.”

“If thet istrue, then in thelong run the gdaxy will win,” offered Maasai Laibon.

“Not before we give it agood run for itsmoney,” the ambassador assured him confidently. He paused
for amoment. “ But were getting away from the subject. What does she have that you think belongsto
you?’

“A st of ivory tusks.”

“Theivory?’ said the ambassador, surprised. “ She's been working on it for dmost haf a century.”



Maasai Laibon stared expressionlessly into the ambassador's eyes. “ She had no right to,” he said with
conviction.

“It'salittlelate to come barging into tell her that now. | gather her project will be complete in another
decade.”

Maasai Laibon shook hishead. “Her project will never be complete. | am taking the ivory with me when
| leave”

“Canyou provethat it'syours?’

“Not to your satisfaction,” replied Maasai Laibon.

“Thenyou havenolegd clamtoit.”

Maasal Laibon paused. “| have aracial clamtoit,” hesaid & last.
“Not that any court of law would recognize.”

“That iswhy | have not goneto acourt of law.”

“Why did you wait more than 40 years before arriving to claimit?” asked the ambassador.
“It took me many yearsto track it down.”

“Why do you think it belongsto you?’

“I don't think you would understand,” said Maasai Laibon.

“Try me”

“No.”

“Damn it, man, I'm your only representative on this snowball of aworld! If you can't convinceme of the
jugtice of your claim, how to you expect to convincethem 7’

“Eyes-of-Fire knowswhy | must havetheivory.”
“Youtoldher and you won't tellme 7’ demanded the ambassador heatedly.
“I did not tell her; sheknew.”

“She's an oversized earthworm who's never been ten milesfrom her cave,” said the ambassador. “How
could she know?”

Maasal Laibon shrugged.
“Aren't you even curious?’ perssted the ambassador.
“No.”

“Let me put it another way: doesn't her knowledge imply that she has aready been contacted by one of
your Maasai? And ifhe waswilling to let her keep theivory, then perhaps you should be guided by his
actions”

“Shehas never seen aMaasal.”



“Then how—?

“Sheisamystic,” continued Maasai Laibon. “ She sees things that others cannot see, and she knows
thingsthat others do not know. She knows the history of the tusks, and can see their future. She knew
that | would come for them.”

“But she refused to give them to you,” said the ambassador. * So doubtless she knows that you will leave
here without them.”

“As she explained to me, thereis one pagt, but there are many possible futures; sheistrying to manipulate
events so that they will favor the future she most desires.” He paused. “ Sheisdoomed to fail.”

The ambassador stared at him, half-convinced that the man before him wasfully as mad asthe dien race
with which he had to dell—and considerably more dangerous. “I tell you here and now, Maasai Laibon,
that should anything happen to Eyes-of-Fire or to theivory, | will not rest until you have been
apprehended and punished.”

“Y ou have your duty,” said Maasai Laibon, rising to hisfeet and walking to the door. “And | have mine.”

* k x %

The next morning Maasai Laibon landed his ship about half amile from Eyes-of-Fire's cave. He once
again donned his awkward but essentid protective suit, checked the power packs on hislaser pistol and
molecular imploder, inserted both weagponsinto their dots on his broad belt, waited for the shot he had
administered himsdlf to raise hisadrendine leve, and findlly set off for his destination, ignoring the winds
that howled around him and limited hisvisbility.

Twenty minutes later he entered the cave, and though his suit had kept itsinternal temperature congtant,
hefelt warmer smply because of the lack of snow and wind. He began walking toward the spot where
he had first encountered Eyes-of-Fire, the shadows jumping ominoudy before his headlamp.

She was where he expected to find her, her glowing red eyes visible long before he could make out the
rest of her massive, boneless body.

“Y ou have come again, Maasai Laibon,” she said in her sihilant whisper.

“I have come again,” hereplied, startled once again by the echoes his voice created in the blegk interior
of the cave. “Why did you tell the ambassador to alow meto stay on the planet?’

“Because it has been ordained that you would come again, and there was no need to involve your
ambassador, or ask him to stand againgt the inevitable.”

He withdrew the laser pistol and pointed it toward her. “I will havetheivory,” he said. “ Please do not
make mekill youto get it.”

“My lifeisof no consequence,” shesaid camly. “Itismy art that matters.”
“Y ou shouldn't have used theivory.”

“It was ordained that | should usetheivory,” replied Eyes-of-Fire, “just asit was ordained that you and |
would meet under these circumstances at this exact time and place.”

“Ordained by whom?’ asked Maasai Laibon.
“By the Creetor of All Things” shesaid.



“You bdievein aGod?’

“The same God that you believein, Maasai Laibon,” said Eyes-of-Fire. “The same God who has
removed the seed of greatness from your race, and who will not return it smply because athief has
traveled to adistant world to rob an artist of her work.”

“Imust takeit back withme” he said.

“I know. But it will bring the Maasai nothing but unhappiness, and eventudly it will passfrom their
hands.”

“Isthat the curse of adoomed Nightcrawler?’ he asked sardonically.

“No,” replied Eyes-of-Firecamly. “Itistheinsight of agifted Nightcrawler. Y ou will kill me and take the
ivory, but it will not bring you what you hopefor.”

“I don't havetokill you,” he said. “Move aside and let me take theivory in peace.”
She shook her head, casting fearsome shadows on the floor and walls. “Y ou must kill mefirgt.”

“It'snot necessary.”

“Itis necessary,” shereplied. “Y esterday | stopped working on the scrimshaw. The very last scenel
depicted was my degth, which | suffered at your hands.”

“Art doesn't haveto mirror life,” he said. “I have no wish to kill you, Eyes-of-Fire. Let me havetheivory
and leavein peace.”

“Y ou shdl never know peace again, Maasai Laibon,” she whispered. “Y our numbers shal diminish, your
power shall evaporate on thewind, your children's grandchildren will not even know the meaning of the
ivory, and eventudly dl shdl become dugt.”

“You arewrong!”

“I amright,” she said, dithering her enormous bulk acrossthe floor toward him. “ And now you must kil
me, Maasai Laibon, or | shal surdy kill you.”

Hetook a step backward, then another, but when she kept approaching him he finally fired hisweapon.
She collgpsed in ashuddering heap, but it was afull five minutes before the light of life left her glowing
eyes, and another ten before hefindly was able to force himself to walk around her body.

Hefound theivory in asmal chamber some thirty feet away, and dragged it back to the shuttlecraft, one
tusk at atime. Long before he reached his destination, the last of the ddlicate etchings had been
destroyed.

Ninth Interlude (6303 G.E.)

| had comefull circle. The next chronological appearance of theivory was during Tembo Labon'sfata
poker game. | knew everything there was to know about the tusks of the Kilimanjaro Elephant except
the two most important things: where they were and what Bukoba Mandaka intended to do with them.

“Computer?’

“Y es, Duncan Rojas?”’



“Have you amassed any data on the whereabouts of the ivory since Tahiti Benoit stole it from Winox
IV?" | asked wearily.

“No, | have not.”

“Have you pinpointed the time and place of Tahiti Benoit's death?’

“No, | have not.”

“Well, keep working onit.”

“Yes, Duncan Rojas.”

“I'mgoing to takeanap,” | said, leaning back on my chair. “Wake mein two hours.”
“That will beat 5:53 AM,” announced the computer.

“Whetever.”

“Would you like some musc?’

“No,” | replied. “I'm deeping, not thinking.”

But | waswrong. The harder | tried to deep, the more active my mind became. Why had theivory
disappeared from view for the past Six centuries? Why had Maasai Laibon killed for it? Why had Leeyo
Nédion risked lifetime imprisonment to have it olen? Why was Bukoba Mandaka prepared to commit
any crime from murder to treason to possessit?

And in the back of my mind there was yet another Maasai name: the ancient laibon Sendeyo. Why did
the mere fact that he once mentioned the ivory imply achance, dight but measurable, that theivory wasin
some way respons ble for the Maasai racesfal from power and primacy?

| was il pondering these questions when the computer informed methat it was 5:53 AM.
“Did you locate the tusks yet?’ | asked without much hope.

“No. But | have learned when and where Tahiti Benoit died.”

“Pleasetdl me”

“Shedied in 5732 G.E. on the planet Bartus 111, also known as Skyblue.”

“How did shedie?’

“She died from abrain aneurysm. According to the coroner's report, death was instantaneous.”
“Then Skyblue was her headquarters a the time of her death?’

“yYes”

“Excdlent!” | exclaimed. “ That meansif she hadn't sold or traded theivory, it was on Skyblue at thetime
of her deeth.”

“That ssemslogica.”

“Andif shehad sold or traded it, you would have found some reference to it by now.”



“The probability, at thispoint in my search, is54.231%.”
“Then there's a better than even chance that theivory ison Skyblue.”

“No, Duncan Rojas,” corrected the computer. “ Thereis a better than even chance that it was on Skyblue
at thetime of her death.”

“All right,” | said, getting to my feet. “I'm going out for breskfast. | want you to use dl your available
capacity to discover if theivory left Skyblue after 5732 G.E.”

“Working...”

| walked out of my office, caught the airlift down to the lobby level, nodded to a couple of the guards,
and had one of them let me out the front door of the building. | took the didewalk to anearby restaurant
that | frequented when | felt like eating outside the building, but as | approached its entrance | redlized
that | wastoo excited to edt.If theivory hadn't been sold or traded, if the computer could find no record
of it leaving Skyblue,if Tahiti Benoit had kept possession of it from the time of the theft until her death
two yearslater...

Findly, too tense and keyed up to stand passively on the didewalk asit took me from one location to the
next, | stepped off it and began walking briskly down amajor thoroughfare. My actions would have been
impaossible two hours later, and might even have gotten me an officia reprimand, but the city was just
now coming to life, the Sreetswere rdatively empty, and | continued working off my excess energy until
it dawned on methat | had finally worked up an appetite after dl.

| stopped at the first restaurant | cameto, only to discover that it did not serve breakfast and would not
open for another five hours. | walked afew yardsfurther and cameto asmall, bustling little restaurant
that had amixed clientele of humansand diens. | looked in through the window, saw that afew small
tables were empty, and entered.

Thetripodal manager from Hesporite I11 led meto atable in the back, activated histrandator
mechanism, and explained that unless | was aregular customer whose daily dietary needswere onfile
with the restaurant's computer, | would haveto cal up amenu and order while at the table.

| thanked him, ordered the tabletop to display the day'sfare, sudied it as each item was cast in arather
crude hologram above the table, and then announced my choices. My meal, somewhat undercooked,
arrived lessthan aminute later, enclosed in avacuum pack which opened upon voice command.

Whilel was spping my coffee and wondering exactly what kind of mutated chicken my omelet had come
from, the tabletop glowed to life again, flashing news, business and sports headlines and informing me that
| could watch a holograph replay of the previous night's freehand middlewe ght championship bout for an
extraten credits. It seemed areasonable price, especialy sinceit would take my attention from the food
(whichwas not of very high quality), but when the fight gppeared | found out the reason for the price: it
had lasted only two minutes and 43 seconds, and was such aone-sided contest that it killed that small
portion of my gppetite that remained after my first mouthful of the omelet.

| had the meal debited from my petty cash account, then |eft the restaurant and did back to the office, my
excitement mounting as | neared the Braxton Building.

“Back so soon, Mr. Rojas?’ asked one of the guards pleasantly.
“I've got along day'swork ahead of me,” | said, hoping that | wasright.

| waited impatiently for an airshaft, ascended to my office level, and practicaly ran down the corridor.



“Computer!” | said as the door opened for me.
“Y es, Duncan Rojas?”’

“Didtheivory ever leave Skyblue?’

“No, it did not.”

“Thenwevegoat it!”

“Skyblueisaworld gpproximately 8,000 milesin diameter,” noted the computer, “with aland mass
covering approximately 28% of the planetary surface. Knowing that theivory isthere does not mean that
you have found it.”

| checked thetime: it was 6:51. “I'll find it before Braxton's opensfor businessthismorning,” | said
confidently. “I want you to tieinto every museum and art galery, every public and private trophy
collection, and every naturd history society on the planet to seeif you can locate the tusks.”

“Working...”
“And patch through acal to Bukoba Mandaka.”
“Done”

A moment later Mandaka's image appeared above the computer. Evidently | had awakened him, for he
was blinking his eyesrapidly and frowning as he tried to focus them on me,

“Mr. Mandaka, thisis Duncan Rojas.”

“Mr. Rojasl” he said excitedly. “Have you found the tusks?’
“Almogt,” | said. “I've pinpointed the planet that they're on.”

“How soon before you locate them precisay?’

| shrugged. “No more than an hour or two,” | replied. “ Probably less.”
“I'll beright over!”

“That's not necessary. | can call you again when I've found their exact location—or you can Smply
remain tied into my computer.”

“No,” he said adamantly. “I want to be there, in person.”

“BU

“We may have somefurther businessto discuss,” hesaid. “In private.”

“Whatever you wish.”

“Thatiswhat | wish,” he said, breaking the connection.

“Computer,” | said, turning back to the glowing crysta, “ have you found theivory yet?’

“No, | have not.”



“What isthe population of Skyblue?’
“Threemillion.”
“How many museums and galleries and collectors can there be?’ | asked.

“Thereisonly one museum,” replied the computer. “ There are deven art gdleries and 24 proclaimed
collectors. Thereisno naturd history society.”

“How many have you checked?’

“All but one gdlery and two private collections. Still working ... done. None of them havetheivory.”
“Oneof them'sgot to,” | muttered.

“All responses have been negative, Duncan Rojas.”

“Maybeit belongsto agdlery or collector who doesn't want to part with it,” | said without much
conviction.

| considered the possibilities for amoment, then turned back to the glowing crystal.
“Computer, what timeisit a Skyblues museum?’

“It ismidafternoon.”

“Connect me with the museum's Natura History Curator.”

“Working ... “ It paused. “Thereis no Natura History Curator.”

“Then connect me with whoever isin charge of the museum.”

“Working ... done.”

Theimage of amiddle-aged woman who wore mannish earrings and not enough make-up appeared in
the air above the computer.

“Good afternoon,” | said. “I am Duncan Rojas, Chief Researcher for Wilford Braxton's.”

“| am Hazd Guthridge, the Curator of the Skyblue Planetary Museum. What can | do for you, Mr.
Rojas?’

“I have reason to believe that the tusks of a certain eephant may be on Skyblue,” | began. “1 havea
client who is prepared to pay quite handsomely for them.”

“An dephant?’ she said, frowning. “No, we have no e ephants on display here”
“I'm not searching for an entire ephant,” | explained patiently. “My client just wants the tusks.”
“I understand that—but we only display floraand faunathat are native to Skyblue.”

“I have virtudly irrefutable data that the tusks were on Skyblue 575 years ago, and that they have never
been exported. Possibly they were mistaken for the tusks or horns of alocd lifeform.”

She shook her head. “My understanding is that the elephant was an enormous beast. None of our native
lifeforms begin to gpproach it in Sze.” She paused. “Why are these tusks so vauable?”’



“They'reafamily heirloom,” | answered. “In truth, they are valuable only to my client.”
“And not to amuseum that specidizesin Earth animas?’ she asked sharply.

“Let merephrasethat,” | said hadtily. “My client isthe only private party who will pay above and beyond
their gandard value as established by museum auctions.”

“I see” shesaid. “But | gill don't know how | can help you, Mr. Rojas. As| said, we display only loca
fauna. Also, Natura History isone of our weaker divisions; our floraand fauna collection isfar from
extensve. | mysdf specidizein native gemstones and rare minerds.”

“Have you ever seen the tusks of an African dephant?’ | perssted.
“No,” shereplied, “but | would certainly know if they were on exhibit in my own museum.”
“Let metransmit aholograph of them,” | said. “ Thisisvery important to my client.”

“I have abetter suggestion,” shereplied. “I was on my way to aboard meeting when you contacted me.
Why don't | instruct our computer to transmit holographs of our Natural History wing, and if you seethe
tusks you can let me know. Although,” she added, “even then | won't be able to be of much help to you.
None of our exhibitsarefor sde.”

“Thank you very much,” | said. “I accept your generous offer.”

“You're quite welcome,” shereplied with abusinesdike smile. Aningtant later her face vanished, to be
replaced by aholograph of the main hal of the Natural History wing. Therewas adioramaof ascene
that seemed to be from the planet'stropica zones. ariver, with numerous snakes and long, low, sturdy
lizards. The museum's camera dowly turned 360 degrees, giving me atota view of the hal, but therewas
nothing there except a number of wood and bone carvings made by the humanoid native race,

Therefollowed a chamber filled with exhibits of rather mediocre taxidermy, and it soon became apparent
that the museum wasin serious need of aNatura History curator: polar animals were mixed with
grassand herbivores, and one particular dioramaactudly displayed afish-eating amphibian grazing on
some forest ferns.

Stll, there was no sign of theivory, and | waited impatiently while the cameratook me through two more
rooms of wingless avians and six-legged reptiles. Findly it cameto thefossl display, and | learned
forward, since thiswasthe most likely place for theivory to be. The camera dwelt lovingly on numerous
skeletons of small, rodent-like carnivores, afew sturdy herbivores, and even a giant, 25-foot-high
dinosaur, but when it had completed its survey of theroom | still hadn't seen theivory.

The next room wasfilled with avian and reptile eggs, and then the holograph vanished.
“What happened?’ | demanded.

“Y ou have now seen the entire Natura History wing,” announced my computer. “ The transmission has
concluded.”

“But | didn't seetheivory!”

“Thereisnoivory listed in the museum's catalog,” answered the computer. Therewas a brief pause.
“What would you like me to do next, Duncan Rojas?’

| paused and considered my answer. “Y ou've checked the more obvious places on Skyblue,” | said a



last. “Now start checking the less obvious ones.”
“I will require guidance.”
| sghed wesrily. “ Give meaminute to think.”

| sat motionless, staring at thewall, trying to seeif there was something | had missed. If therewas, |
couldn't think of it. If Tahiti Benoit hadn't sold theivory, it was till on Skyblue—and if it was Htill on
Skyblue, why hadn't it surfaced? The obvious answer was that she had hidden it somewhere—but if she
had hidden it, it wouldn't have been inaccessible; it would have been with everything else she had hidden
from the authorities.

“Computer?’
“Y es, Duncan Rojas?”’
“When Tahiti Benoit died, what became of her possessons?’

“Checking ... her house was purchased by a James Cawthorne. Her jewelry was sold at public auction
for estate taxes. The money from the Torrance 111 robbery and the diamonds from the Sirius V robbery
were returned to their rightful owners.”

That wasit. Theivorycouldn't still be buried away somewhere, not if everything else had been found.

But if it had been found, where wasit? It hadn't | eft the planet, that much was certain. But if it wasn't in
the museum or the art galleries or any of the private collections...

And then athought came to me.

“Computer?’

“Y es, Duncan Rojas?”’

“| want acomplete atmospheric, geologica and climactic history of Skyblue.”
“Working...”

“When you've got it, please make a hard copy for me.”

“Understood.”

| ordered acup of coffee, then adjusted the opacity of the wallsto alow more of the early morning light
into the room. Then | lit acigar, put my feet up on my desk, and waited for Bukoba Mandakato arrive.

He showed up five minutes later, hisface dive with anticipation.
“Have you found them yet?’ he asked eagerly.

“No.”

“But you definitely know what planet they're on?’

| nodded. “Bartus 111, more commonly known as Skyblue.”

Helooked blank. “1've never heard of it.”



“Most people havent. It'sacolony planet about hafway to the Inner Frontier.”
“And you say you'll have the location before Braxton's opensfor busness?’

“I may have been alittle bit optimistic about that,” | replied. “I've checked the museum, the art galleries,
and dl the private collections, and | haven't come up with the tusks yet.”

He frowned. “What will you check next?’
“I'mworkingonanideal had,” | said. “Or rather, the computer is.”

“It'sgot to find them!” he muttered, more to himsdlf than to me. “I can't be thwarted this closeto my
god!”

“Whilewere waiting for the computer,” | said, “can you tell me anything about an ancient Maasai named
Sendeyo?’

Hisjaw dropped. “What do you know about Sendeyo?’
“Not asmuch asl'dliketo,” | replied.
He stared at me but said nothing.

| was about to repeat my question, but just then the computer concluded its work and produced a
printed read-out. | skimmed it quickly until I came to the pertinent items, then tossed it on my desk and
leaned back on my chair once again.

“Mr. Mandaka, | think | know wheretheivory is” | said.

“Thank God!” he whispered. He picked up the read-outs and scanned them, looking more and more
confused. “ Thisiswhat told you?’

“ YS,”

He shook his head in wonderment. 1 chose the right man for the job. | wouldn't begin to know what to
makeof dl this”

“Would you care for somemilk?’ | asked.

“No, thank you.”

“Haveaseat,” | offered him.

“I'mtoo excited to Sit,” he said. “Y ou don't know what this meansto me, Mr. Rojas!”

“I'dlike to know,” | said.

He stared at me for along moment. “ And so you shall, before too many more days have passed.”

“| don't understand,” | said. “Our businessis done as soon as you confirm that I've found theivory.”

He continued taring at me, and findly he spoke. “I would like to enter another covenant with you, Mr.
Rojas”

“Oh?’ | said, trying to hide my interest.



“What | have to do cannot be done done,” he said. “I will need the help of at least one man, and sincel
have found you to be trustworthy and efficient, you are the man | wish to have with me.” He paused.
“You will haveto take aleave of absence, for which | will compensate you.”

“How long aleave of absence?”’

He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “ Perhaps four weeks.”
“Wherewill | begoing?’ | asked.

“Initidly, to Skyblue”

“And then?’

“To Eath.”

“Why?

“Thereis something | must do therethat | cannot do alone.”
“And what isthat?’

He stared at me. “1 will tell you, but only after we have reached Earth and there is no chance of your
changing your mind.”

| shook my head. “I'm sorry, Mr. Mandaka, but if I'm to take aleave of absence from my job and
accompany you to Earth, | have to know why.”

“If 1 tell youwhy,” he said earnestly, “you will not come.”
“If youdon't tell mewhy, I will not come,” | replied.

He seemed to be fighting a battle within himsdlf. Finaly he sghed, summoned achair, and sat down on it
after it had floated over to him. “All right, Mr. Rojas—I suppose you deserve to know.”

“Thank you.”

“But | must put it inits proper context, or you will think you are dedling with amadman.”
“Eccentric, yes,” | said. “Mad, no.”

“Thank you for your confidence,” hereplied wryly. “1 will have that milk now.”

| ordered it for him, and it arrived within afew seconds.

“In the absence of champagne,” he said, raising his glassto me and then drinking it down inasingle
swallow.

“You're going to tell me about Sendeyo, aren't you?’ | asked.
He nodded, summoned asmall table, and set the empty glassdown onit.

“You know,” | said, noticing that my cigar had long since gone out and rdlighting it, “when | woke up this
morning, | redlized that | required only two more factsto know the full history of theivory: | needed to
know whereitisnow, and | needed to know what you planned to do withit.” | paused. “ Sendeyo was
the only loose end; | couldn't figure out what he had to do with either of them.”



“That is because you were mistaken in your initial assumption, Mr. Rojas” said Mandaka. “Thereisa
third thing you must know before you have the full history of theivory, ahistory that has not yet seenits
find chepter.”

“Oh?’ | asked, leaning forward intently. “And what isthat?”
“Y ou must know how the Kilimanjaro Elephant died.”
“Nobody knows how hedied,” | said.

“Ido,” replied Mandaka—and then, his eyesfocused on a spot trillions of miles and thousands of years
away, hetold me the story of Shundi, and Butamo, and Rakanja, and Sendeyo, and of the Kilimanjaro
Elephant.

10. HIMSELF (1898 A.D.)

| reached the base of Kilimanjaro and began climbing. The slopes were gentle at first, punctuated
by glades and clearings, and there were frequent ice-cold streams of water flowing down from the
frozen summit.

| ascended leisurely, for | knew that if my God was at the top of the mountain he would wait for
me. The lower slopes of the mountain were teeming with life, but except for the new flock of
egrets that rode on my back and head, everything fled from my presence. Lions snarled as they
retreated, leopards hissed and disappeared into the bushes, rhinos grunted and raced away, even
men stood aside and watched me in awe as | passed by their bomas.

His name was Butamo, and he had been running for two days and two nights.

He had been taken into davery in Uganda by the notorious Shundi, the Kavirondo tribesman who ranked
second only to the Arab, Tippu Tib, asadeder in human flesh. Shundi himsalf had been adave of Tippu
Tib'swhen he wasasmall boy, but when he learned that the K oran forbade any believer to hold another
in davery, he had converted to Idam and been given hisfreedom. He thereupon entered the only trade he
knew. He had no intention of freeing any Idamic daves, so he set up shop farther inland than Idam had
penetrated and began amassing hisfortune.

Shundi had only two rules: onefed one's daveswadll, for sickly, underweight bodies did not bring good
prices on the auction blocks of Zanzibar and Mombasa; and one never permitted an escaped daveto
survive, for it would smply encourage othersto do the same.

So when Butamo escaped during the night, Shundi turned his expedition over to his second in command
and st off, with three Wanderobo trackers, determined to bring Butamo back or kill him.

Thetrail was hard to follow, for Butamo was very skilled in hisbushcraft, but there are none so skilled as
the Wanderobo, and athough they lost Butomo'strail many times, they aways came back to it, and to
the huge mountain looming ahead of them.

* * * %

Asthe air became cooler, the pain in my stomach subsided somewhat, and | was able to lower
myself gently into a shallow depression and rub mud over my parched, itching skin. Another of my
kind approached, a young bull, ready for his afternoon wallow, but when he saw me he stood
back until | had finished, nor did he approach the wallow until | had recommenced my journey
and passed from his sight.



* * % %

Butamo saw avillage on the lower dopes of the mountain and made directly for it. It took him three
hours, and when he entered it he wasimmediately surrounded by armed warriors, each menacing him

with a spear or apanga .

“I need help!” panted Butamo. “| have escaped from the davers, and | have not eaten for two days!”
“Y ou are not amember of our tribe,” said one of the elders. “Why should we help you?’

“If you do not give mefood, | will die”

“If we give you food and the daversfind out, we willall die,” replied the elder. “Y ou must leave our
village”
“I am unarmed,” said Butamo. “At least give me aspear that | may kill an animd for its meset.”

The elders conferred quickly. It waslikely that the daverswould follow their escaped property, and if
they did o, they would stop at the village and would find the ancient muzzle-loader that had been taken
from the German hunter years ago. They might even start asking questions about the German and arrest
the eldersfor murder.

But if the muzzle-loader were given to the escaped dave, no one would ever know where it came from,
and if heweretried for murder, well, his suffering would be so much the shorter than were heto live
many yearsasadave.

“Do you know how to use the white man's gun?’ asked one of the elders, when the conference was
over.

“I have seen how the white men use them,” replied Butamo.

“Because you run from the davers, and because we hate davery, we will help you,” said the elder. “We
will not give you a spear, because our spears bear our tribal symbol and we do not wish the enmity of the
davers. Ingtead we will give you agun, if you will promise never to tel anyone where you obtained it.”

“I will tell noone,” said Butamo.

The elder sent one of hiswarriorsto fetch the gun.

“Give him water to drink,” commanded another elder, and Butamo was given weter.
The warrior returned and handed the muzzle-loader and a bag to Butamo.

“The bag contains the power that makes the gun explode,” explained the elder.

“I know,” said Butamo. “| have seen Shundi use such agun.”

“Whois Shundi?”

“Heisthe daver from whom | escaped.”

“Shundi does not sound like awhite man's name.”

“Heisblack,” said Butamo.

“Why does a black man sl other black men to the white men?’ asked the elder.



“For money.”

“And what does he do with this money?’

“He buys many cows and goats and wives,” said Butamo.

“Howmany?’ asked the e der with what Butamo thought was allittle too much interest.

“I thank you for your help,” he said, backing away carefully. “Now | must go, lest | lead Shundi to your
village”

Butamo saw apair of warriors heading down anarrow path, and he decided that the safest means of
retrest wasto go higher up the mountain.

* * * %

When | had climbed halfway up the mountain my legs and my stomach started hurting again. |
trumpeted my rage at my body's weakness, but finally my energy departed, and for the first time
in almost seventy years | lay down to sleep.

* * * %

Butamo climbed rapidly for amost three hours, until he was absolutely certain that he had not been
followed by the tribe that had given him the wegpon. He saw awart hog staring a him, and for amoment
he was tempted to use the gun, but finaly he decided not to, for he didn't want the noise giving away his
location. Instead he shook some fruit down from atree and ate it, then turned over alarge rock and
found some edible grubs, and continued his ascent up the mountain, dways being careful to cover his
trall.

* k% k %

| awoke to a burning pain in my side, the worst agony | had ever felt, and climbed awkwardly to
my feet. | had slept for no more than three hours, but my massive weight had partially crushed my
right lung, and | stood, weak-legged and groggy, gasping for breath. The pain would not go away
and finally, in my agony, | began ripping down trees and hurling them down the side of the
mountain. Birds screeched and flew away in terror, but it was many minutes before my rage and
my pain subsided enough for me to begin climbing the mountain again.

* * * %

Butamo spent a chilly night on the mountain. In the morning he found a stream, stood knee-deep in it, and
tried unsuccessfully to catch afish with his hands. When his legs became numb with cold, he climbed out
of the water, found some edible berries, and perched atop arock outcropping, looking for Shundi and
his three Wanderobo trackers.

Therewas till no sign of pursuit, but Butamo knew that sooner or later the Wanderobo would strike his
trail and come up the mountainsde. The more he thought about it, the more certain he was that they
wouldn't give him much warning, so he decided to unpack the powder bag and load hisrifle.

Then Butamo—cold, hungry, and fearful of going back down the mountain—began walking forward,
using al the skills at his command to hide histracks from those he knew would be looking for them.

* * * %

Cold and hungry, my belly filled with pain and emptiness, my right lung burning with every breath
| took, | raised my eyes, trying to see how far | had to climb to reach the summit, but the top third
of the mountain was shrouded in clouds. | raised my trunk and tested the air, hoping that I might
find the scent of God drifting on the gentle wind.



What | found was the odor of a man.

* k% k %

Butamo walked up a steep rocky grade for perhaps one hundred yards, then found his path blocked by a
grove of giant groundsdls and circled to hisleft to avoid them.

He paused to wipe the dust and sweat from his eyes, then looked ahead—and found himself lessthan
sixty yards from the largest elephant he had ever seen, an eephant so big that he towered above the
trees, with tusks so large that they dragged through the earth as he walked.

| forced the pain back long enough to focus my eyes.

He stood there, less than sixty yards away from me, carrying a rusty weapon and wearing nothing
but a loincloth.

"Are you God?” | asked, extending my trunk to him. “ Are you He whom | seek?"

* * % %

Butamo looked around to seeif the eephant had any companionsin the nearby glade, but couldn't see
any. Helooked admiringly at the huge beast'sivory, but knew that he didn't dare to take it—not with
Shundi and histhree Wanderobo listening for telltale noises that would betray his location on the
mountain.

Regretfully, for he had watched Shundi trade ivory and he knew what these tusks would be worth, he
began dowly backing away.

* * % %
He made no answer, no acknowledgment of any kind at all. He was not God; he was just a man.

The pain came rushing back then, and | knew that | would never live to reach the summit. Only if
God lay directly ahead of me, only if this man stood between us, would | be able to confront Him
before | died.

| began walking forward.

* * * %

Butamo surveyed the clearing. There was no place to hide except the glade, and he did not know what
might be waiting for him in there: agladelike that could easily hide aleopard and her cubs. And yet he
couldn't smply stand still and watch as the e ephant gpproached him, for it was now within forty yards
and showed no sign of turning.

Heydled and waved an arm, hoping to scare the animal away.

* k x %

The man yelled at me, and | raised my trunk and screamed back. Thisis my mountain, |
thundered, and | will not be stopped before | confront my God.

* k k %

At thirty yards, Butamo raised the old muzzle-loader and took aim.

At twenty yards hefired.

* * % %



| felt a searing pain in my left shoulder, and blood began spurting from my wound. | knew that it
would be just a matter of seconds before my heart stopped, but | did not let those seconds go to
waste: | charged across the intervening space, wrapped my trunk around the man, and hurled him
against a tree some twenty yards away.

Then, with a grunt, | fell over on my side. | took one last ook toward the top of Kilimanjaro,
hoping to see God and ask Him why He had done this to me, but the summit was still hidden in
clouds, and | closed my eyes, suddenly at peace, as| realized that this had always been His plan
and that | would be meeting Him momentarily.

* * * %

It was five hours before Rakanja chanced upon the carnage. He had taken his cattle high up on the
southeast side of the mountain the previous week, and two had not come back, o, leaving histwo young
sonsin charge of the herd, he had ascended Kilimanjaro once again in search of them.

What he found was the carcass of the largest el ephant he had ever seen, and the broken body of
Butamo, which gtill retained aspark of life.

“Who areyou?’ demanded Rakanja.

“Water,” rasped Butamo, barely able to move his parched, blood-covered lips.
Rakanja gave the dying man water.

“Who areyou?’ he demanded again.

“I do not understand you.”

Rakanjarepeated his question athird time, switching from Maasai to Kikuyu.
“| am Butamo.”

“Why are you on our mountain?’

“Your mountain?’ whispered Butamo uncomprehendingly.

“God has given the Maasa dl the land between Kirinyagaand Kilimanjaro,” stated Rakanjawith
absolute conviction.

“I escaped from davers, but the eephant that | killed haskilled me,” murmured Butamo. “ Please do not
let them find my body.”

“What isthat to me?’ asked Rakanja.

“They will string my body up and carry it back to my village so that my brotherswill know that no one
can escape from Shundi, and the birds will eat my eyes, and the ants will eat my flesh, and the hyaenas
will devour my bones. Do not let them do thisto me. Bury me, or find adeep gorge and throw me there.”

“It will make no difference once you are dead,” replied Rakanja, “and | must find my missing cows.” He
stood up to leave.

“Wait!” cried Butamo with hisremaining strength.

“What now, dave?’ asked Rakanja.



“If you will hide my body, | will tell you how to becomerich.”

“I am dready rich,” said Rakanja. “I have many cattle and goats, and dready | have three wives.”
“In one day you will double your wedlth.”

Rakanja squatted down beside Butamo. “How?’ he demanded.

“The man who hunts for metrades not only davesbut ivory. If you will sdl him theivory of the elephant |
killed, hewill pay you many pieces of slver, with which you may buy more cows.”

“TheMaasa do not tradeivory, and we have no use for the white man's pieces of silver.”
“Y ou can buy 50 cows with what he paysyou.”

Rakanja congdered the likelihood of finding histwo missing cows, computed the bride price of the young
woman he had recently taken afancy to, and looked thoughtfully at the e ephant's carcass.

“What isthe name of the daver?’ he asked.

“Youwill hidemy body?’

Rakanjanodded. “1 will hideit.”

“Heis Shundi the Kavirondo. He will have three Wanderobo trackers with him.”
“How do | removethetusks?” asked Rakanja. “| have never taken ivory before.”
“If you wait for three or four days, you can pull them right out of the sockets.”

“I cannot waste that much time.”

“Thenyou can ... “ Butamo's body was shaken by a paroxysm of coughing, and when it subsided he was
dead.

Rakanjalooked around the ground until he found alarge pointed stone, the kind that he might have used
for an axe had he found it near his boma. He approached the carcass, fdt the sde of the jaw until he
cameto the end of the tusk, and then began chopping through skin and muscle.

It was long, hard work, and it was dark before he had removed both tusks. He ignored the near-freezing
temperature as he carried each of them in turn half amile up the mountain and hid them under a number
of bushesthat he uprooted. Then he returned to Butamo's body, dung it over his shoulder, waked to the
edge of anearby precipice, and hurled it into space, waiting until he heard the thud it made on the
mountainsde dmost athousand yards below him before returning to the e ephant's tuskless carcass.

Then he made afire, and waited.

* * * %

The Wanderobo found him at midmorning, but it was noon before Shundi himself arrived. The daver
walked over to the eephant's carcass, half-smiled when he saw that the tusks were missing, and findly
turned to Rakanja.

“You're Maasal, aren't you?’ asked Shundi.

Rakanja nodded.



“I have been chasing adave up the mountain. Histrail led to this spot.”
“Hewashere,” said Rakanja.

“Whereishenow?’

“Dead”

“I want hisbody.”

“You may not haveit,” said Rakanja, staring contemptuoudy at the three Wanderobo.
“I will haveit,” repeated Shundi.

“You will go away, unlessyou desire a blood-feud with the Maasai,” said Rakanja
Shundi stared at him. “You arethe only Maasai | see”

“I am enough,” replied Rakanja.

“| don't like the arrogance of the Maasai,” said Shundi. “1 think perhaps alifetime of taking orders might
be just what you need.”

Before anyone could react, Rakanja had hurled his spear through the chest of one of the Wanderobo,
and picked up awooden spear that he had fashioned the night before.

“Thereisyour lifetime,” he said. “How many more do you wish to spend?’
“Onewill be enough,” said Shundi, pulling abolt-action pistol out of hisrobe and aming it at Rakanja.

Rakanjagtared at the gun with no show of fright. “If you kill me, you will never find the tusks of the
elephant.”

“Ah!l” said Shundi, smiling. “ So now wetalk business!”

“Wedo not talk at al until you throw your gun away.”

Shundi replaced the gun inside his robes.

“Y ou must throw it away,” said Rakanja. “ Otherwise, you will kill me after | show you theivory.”
“I giveyou my word that | won't,” said Shundi.

“What istheword of adaver worth?’ said Rakanja contemptuoudly.

Shundi withdrew the gun, looked at it lovingly, then sighed and hurled it into asmall gorge.
“Come,” said Rakanja, starting to climb up the mountain. “I will show you the tusks.”

They climbed for perhaps fifteen minutes. Then Rakanja came to the place where he had hidden them,
pulled away the bushes, and stood back while Shundi approached.

“By Allah!” exclaimed the daver. “| have never seen such ivory!” He squatted down next to the tusks
and examined them. “Y ou did adoppy job, Maasai,” he noted. “Y ou hacked away five or ten pounds
from the base of each.”



“They are dtill the greatest tusks you have ever seen,” said Rakanja.

“Yes, they are”

“How many pieces of the white man's silver will you pay for them?’ asked Rakanja.

“I will giveyou forty slver shillings,” said Shundi.

“Each,” said Rakanja.

“That isalot of money,” said thedaver.

“That iswhat | want.”

Shundi shook his head. “Too much.”

“They they will stay here until they rot,” replied Rakanja, “and you will never be dlowed on Kilimanjaro
agan.”

Shundi looked at the tusks again, then shrugged. “All right,” he said at lagt. “ Eighty shillings.”
“Y ou will count them out on the ground, and | will take them,” said Rakanja

Shundi nodded, pulled out asack of coins, and began laying out eighty shillings.

“I want that, too,” said Rakanja, pointing to alarge gold coin.

“That isaMariaTheresadollar,” said Shundi. “It isworth many shillings.”

“I want it,” repeated Rakanja.

“All right,” said Shundi, leaving it on the ground. “If you will lead us down the mountain so that we do not
becomelogt, you may haveit.”

Rakanja gathered dl the coins up and placed them in hiswater gourd. He waited until each \Wanderobo
had lifted atusk, then began walking down to the clearing where the e ephant had been killed.

A single gunshot rang out and Rakanja pitched forward, face first, dead before he hit the ground.

“Arrogant son of apig!” said Shundi, asmoking pistol in hishand. “ Did you redly believe that the greet
Shundi travel swith only one handgun, and that he would throw it away because some ignorant barbarian
tdlshimto?’

He approached Rakenja's corpse and retrieved his money, then turned back to his trackers.

“Follow me!” he ordered them. “ And woe betide the first one of you who damagestheivory.”

* * * %

| was no longer in pain. All feeling had vanished; even hunger and thirst were gone—yet | was
restless and somehow incomplete, and | screamed my misery, louder and louder, the intensity
increasing instant by instant, until at last it reached into the dreams of Sendeyo himself.

* * * %

Thefire blazed brightly, illuminating the fronts of the dung-and-straw bomas that formed themanyatta ,
the thorn-fenced village. Thedderssat inasmadl circle around afire, and beyond them, in amuch larger
circle, sood fully 500elmorani , proud Maasai warriors, their faces painted, their spears gleaming in the



firdight.

Suddenly the tal thin figure of Sendeyo, brother of the paramount chief of al the Maasai, appeared from
out of the darkness, and stood inside the circle of elders.

“I have had avision, my children,” said Sendeyo, the shadows flickering off hisblack skin and his
lion's-mane headdress.

He stared at the assemblage, and waited for the foremost of the elders to speak.

“Tdl usyour vison, Sendeyo.”

“My deep has been troubled for many nights,” said Sendeyo. “Tonight al became clear.”
He paused and looked at his audience.

“Inthisvidon, | saw thelaibon of al eephantslying dead on the dopes of mighty Kilimanjaro.” He
paused again, asthe elders and warriors waited for his next statement with rapt attention.

“The elephant was not killed by aMaasai,” continued Sendeyo, “for the Maasai do not kill animasfor
meset or for ivory. Wekill only thelion to affirm our manhood.”

“Who killed the elephant, O Sendeyo?’
“The elephant was killed by an escaped dave.”
The foremost elder spoke again: “What hasthis vision to do with the Maasai, O Sendeyo?’

“Inmy vison, aMaasa moran named Rakanja came to the body of the dead el ephant.” Sendeyo paused
again, asthefire blazed higher behind him. “Themoran chopped out its tusks and sold them.”

“I know Rakanja,” said another elder. “He has been missing for six days.”

“Youwill find hisbody on Kilimanjaro,” said Sendeyo with absolute conviction, and alittle moan of
terror escaped from the assemblage—not terror of desth, for the Maasai did not fear degth, but terror at
the power of this man, who could see the death of another from such a gresat distance.

“I order you not to look for hisbody,” continued Sendeyo. “He has broken custom and disgraced his
people. He has desecrated thelaibon of dl animas, and has entered into commerce with the white man.”
Sendeyo frowned contemptuoudy. “He has dishonored the Maasa.”

There werefearful looks and mutterings as the warriors waited for Sendeyo's pronouncement.

“From thisday forth,” continued Sendeyo, “al that the Maasal possesswill turn to dust. It will not
happen overnight, for the Maasal are astrong and numerous people, but it has aready begun. Our lands
will become lessfertile, the Kikuyu and Luo and Wakamba will become more numerous, the white man
will corrupt ourelmorani , and in time even our language will belost and the Maasal will spesk only
Swahili or the white man's tongue. Our numberswill decrease, our weaponswill be taken from us, and
our people will forget what it meanstobe aMaasai. The spirits of al Maasai from this day onward will
wander alonein the void between thislife and the next.”

There were moans of misery and fear.

“Tdl uswhat we must do, O Sendeyo!” cried the elders. “Tell ushow we may lift thisthahu , thismost
terrible of curses!”



“Thereisaway,” said Sendeyo, the shadowsflickering off his painted face, and suddenly a hushed
slencefdl upon the assemblage.

“You must find theivory, and bring it back to Kilimanjaro, to the very place where the e ephant died.
There you must make an atar of it, and wash it in the pure blood, the blood of an uncircumcised Maasai
male. Only then can the honor of the Maasai be redeemed; only then can the spirits of those gathered
here and those yet unborn be freed of thisthahu ; only then can the spirits of the Maasal dead finally
cometorest.”

Sendeyo stared at the elders andelmorani .
“I have spoken,” he concluded. “What you do is up to you.”

Heturned on his hed and retired to hisboma, his dreamsfindly free of theimage of the Kilimanjaro
Elephant. He never mentioned him again, and died seven yearslater.

* * % %

And so my spirit wandered the void, waiting and watching, watching and waiting, as Sendeyo's
thahucame true, and the Maasai fell from grace, and their numbers decreased, and their wealth
vanished. | saw Maasai Laibon gain possession of my ivory, and | saw Tembo Laibon gamble it
away, and | saw Leeyo Nelion die before he could claimit, and finally only one Maasai remained,
atall, driven man named Bukoba Mandaka, who was a trillion trillion miles away from the sacred
mountain Kilimanjaro.

Tenth Interlude (6303 G.E.)

His story finished, Mandakafell slent and stared at me, watching for my reaction.
“That'swhat you plan to do with theivory when you get it?’ | said at last.

He nodded. “I have no choice.”

“Of courseyou have achoice” | said. *'Y ou can choose not to sacrifice yourself.”
“It must be done.”

“Why? Because some witch doctor pronounced a curse seven thousand years ago?’
“It has cometrue, hasit not?’ asked Mandakaruefully.

“Y ou don't know that the decline of the Maasai has anything to do with him.”

“It isnot amatter of knowledge, but of bdief,” said Mandaka.

“Wdl,| don't believeit.”

“Youdon't haveto.”

Wefdl slent again. | noticed that my cigar had gone out, and re-lit it.

“When will you be leaving for Skyblue?” | asked.

“Tomorrow morning. | would like you to come dong.”

“That'svery short notice,” | said. “ Braxton's probably won't permit meto leave.”



“They will permitit,” he said confidently.

“Y ou sound very sure of yoursdlf,” | noted.

“They arein business to make money. | bought you from them once; | can buy you from them again.”
“Y ou mean you paid them a stipend in addition to my own commission?’ | asked, surprised.

He nodded. “1 am aways prepared to pay for what | want, Mr. Rojas.”

“And once you have theivory, what then? Will you fly directly to Earth with it?”

“Yes” He paused awvkwardly. “And again, | would like you to accompany me.”

“Why?"

“I have my reasons.”

“Then you'd better tell themto me,” | said, “because | don't intend to be a participant in any ceremony
that culminatesin your deeth.”

“Youwill not be, | assureyou,” said Mandaka.
“Then what do you want mefor?” | persisted.

“When the ceremony is over, my body must be burnt and my bones scattered. There are very few
peoplethat | would trust to carry out such atask; you are one of them.”

“Itisredly necessary?’ | asked again. “ After dl, you are the last Maasai. Whatever you do, there will be
no more of you—so why sacrifice your life for the honor of apeople who no longer exigt?’

“I am not doing it for the Maasai who are yet to come, for asyou properly point out, | amthelast.” He
paused. “I am doing it for dl those Maasai since the time of Sendeyo whose souls are wanderingin
limbo, awaiting the sacrifice he ordained atop Kilimanjaro to send them home.”

“Sendeyo gave them abunch primitive mumbo-jumbo, nothing more!”

“These are my most deeply-held beliefs,” replied Mandaka with an dmost-detached serenity. “They
cannot be shaken by your arguments.”

| looked at him for along moment and finaly nodded my agreement. “All right,” | said. “The subject is
closed—at least for thetime being.”

“Thank you,” hereplied. “Will you accompany me?’

“If you can arrange it with Braxton's, I'll come at least asfar as Skyblue. | think I'd like to seetheivory in
person.”

Mandaka got to hisfeet. “1 have preparations to make and affairsto put in order. Will you meet me at
my ship tomorrow morning?’

“Whereisit?’
He named his hangar and dock number at the loca spaceport.
“When will wetake off?’ | asked.



“At daybregk, Mr. Rojas. Please do not belate; after dl thistime, | am very eager to findly get my hands
ontheivory.”

Then herose and left my office, leaving meto consider the full consequences of hisforthcoming odyssey.

“Haveyou gone crazy?’

Hildawas sitting opposite me in the executive cafeteria, her round face flushed with frustration.
“No,” | said thoughtfully. “I don't think s0.”

“What do you know about this man?’

“Enough,” | said, nibbling on apiece of padtry.

“Enough?’ she repeated. “What's enough? He comes out of nowhere, heisn't listed with any agency in
the Monarchy, he fredy admitsthat helll commit murder to get what he wants, he liveslike someanimd in
that crazy apartment of his—and you,” she added furioudy, “you decide to take a4-week |eave of
absence to go off to Earth with him to perform some pagan ceremony that you won't even describe to
mal”

“Heneedsmy help,” | said. “And I've only promised to go asfar as Skyblue with him; | haven't made up
my mind about Earth yet.”

“What about al the timesl've needed your help and you've aways been too preoccupied with your
work?" she demanded, pounding the table with a pudgy fist and practicaly spilling her tea.

“Thisis my work,” | explained.
“Y our work ended when you found the ivory!”
“I'm haven't found it yet,” | pointed out. “ That'swhy | haveto go to Skyblue.”

“Don't play gameswith me, Duncan. You'vefoundit, al right. | can tell my that smug expression on your
face”

| couldn't deny it but | didn't fed like confirming it, so | Smply stared at her and said nothing.

“Tell methetruth,” said Hildaafter along pause. “Doyou think whatever hel's going to do will somehow
restore the honor or the prestige of the Maasai ?’

“It doesn't matter what | think,” | replied. “ Hethinksit will, and that's all that maiters.”
She shook her head wearily. “Why do | persst in wasting my time with you, Duncan?’
“Why do you?’ | asked, suddenly interested.

She shrugged. “1 wish | knew.”

“Youcan't explain why you keep putting up with me;| can't tell you why I've decided to help Mandaka.
Why don't you just accept that I'm finally doing what you wanted?”

“When did | ever say that | wanted you to go to Earth with Mandaka?’ she demanded.

“Y ou're dways saying that you want me to make a commitment to someone. Here I've made a



commitment to help Mandaka, and dl of a sudden you're complaining.”

“Oh, Duncan, Duncan,” she murmured, “what am | going to do with you? How can you be so smart and
S0 stupid at the sametime?’

“Why don't you just wish me a happy voyage, and tel mewhat you'd like meto bring you from
Skyblue?’

“Just come back safe and sound from Earth,” she said. “That will be enough.”
“I haven't decided if I'm going to Earth or not,” | reminded her.

“Of courseyou'regoing,” she said impatiently.

“Wadl, evenif Ido go,” | said, “who would want to kill atrophy researcher?’
“Doyou redly want meto tdl you? Well just sart fighting dl over again.”

“Then don't tell me.” | pulled out my pocket computer. “If | go to Earth, I'll be back in 29 days. Why
don't you and Harold reserve us atable for three that night at the Ancient Days? It be my treat.”

She sighed and stared at her cup of tea. “I'll think about it, Duncan.”

Wefinished our medl intota silence. Then | got to my feet. “I hate to rush, but I've got a number of
detailsto clear up before | go.”

She remained seated and continued looking at her tea. | waited for amoment, decided that she had no
intention of getting up, and turned to leave.

“Duncan?’
“Yes?' | sad.

“Have ahappy voyage, damnyou.”

* * * %

We left Mandakas ship at the only spaceport on Skyblue and took asmall driverless cab into the city.
Although there were rails above and below us, we actually floated through the air, an ementary
demondtration of superconductivity that never ceased to ddight me, since the feeling was not unlike that
of flying low over the planet's surface.

This particular planet had truly earned its sobriquet, for it possessed quite the bluest sky | had ever seen,
doubtless due to the freshwater ocean that covered more than 80 percent of its surface. The cab took us
through afew miles of cultivated fields, where the farming communes were concentrating upon a mutated
form of wheat, far larger and sturdier than that grown on most planets. The air smdled fresh and pure,
and | leaned back and enjoyed theride, though Mandaka was unable to sit ill, and kept shifting his
weight nervoudly.

At last the cab stopped at a huge square which had been designated the City Centre, and from there we
recelved ingtructions on how to find the museum, and proceeded along some rather primitive didewalks.
We arrived perhaps five minutes later, and stood on the museum's stone steps, staring a the impressive
structure.

“At lagt!” murmured Mandaka



| looked for an escaator or an airshaft, but none had been provided, and so we trudged up the two
dozen stone stairs and entered the museum. | identified mysdlf to the doorman and asked him to direct
Mandakaand mysdif to the Natural History wing.

“Also,” | added as Mandaka headed off in the direction indicated, “would you please announce my
presence to Hazdl Guthridge and ask her to meet mein thefoss| exhibit?’

“Certainly, Mr. Rojas,” he said, and | hurried to join Mandaka.

We passed through three very large art gdlleries, plus a Science Hall devoted to arather smplistic
demondtration of quantum mechanics and Neimark's Theory, but at last we came to the Natura History
exhibit, and amoment later we werein the fossl room, which was dominated by the dinosaur, but
contained somefifty other skeletonsaswall.

“Arewe getting close to theivory?” whispered Mandaka

“Closer than you imagine,” | said. | was about to reved the secret of itslocation when Hazdl Guthridge
entered the room.

“Mr. Rojas, | presume?’ she said, walking forward and formaly extending her hand.
“| am pleaseto meet you in person,” | said. “ This gentleman is Bukoba Mandaka, my associate.”

“Mr. Mandaka,” she said, barely looking at him. “| was not aware that you were coming to Skyblue, Mr.
Rojas,” she added disapprovingly. “I could have prepared a proper tour for you had you given me some
warning.”

“Well, as| mentioned to you, | have been trying to find the tusks of a particular dephant, which | knew
to be on Skyblue.”

“And as| mentioned to you, we have no record of them here.”
“I believeyou,” | said. “But they are here nonetheless.”
“I beg your pardon!” she said severdly. “| told you, Mr. Rojas, that they are not on display.”

“Y ou aso told me that your specidty is bone carvings from the planet's prehistory, and that you have no
Natural History Curator.”

Shefrowned. “ Areyou accusing me of lying to you, Mr. Rojas?’

| shook my head. “1 am accusing you of nothing morethan ignorance,” | replied. “Thetusksareright in
thisroom.”

“Where?' said both she and Mandaka at once.
| pointed to the dinosaur. “There,” | said.
“That is the reconstructed skeleton of acarnivorous dinosaur,” she said.

“I know,” | said. “But carnivores of this Size are far more rare than you might think. There are more than
two million habitable planetsin the galaxy, and only 27 of them have possessed carnivores of such
proportions—and on only three of those planets could the carnivores be classed as dinosaurs. | had my
computer anayze your planet's ecology aswell asits geologic and climactic history, and it has concluded
that the chances againg this particular dinosaur having existed on Skyblue are approximately 300,000 to



one”
“What are you saying, Mr. Rojas?’ demanded Mandaka, staring at the dinosaur.

“| am saying that someone who knew less about Skyblue's ecologica history than he thought he did
found the tusks, decided that they were the remains of some enormous prehistoric animal, and
extrapolated this skeleton based on atotally false assumption.”

“That isnot possible, Mr. Rojas!” protested Hazel Guthridge.

“Why not?’ | asked. “Thisisasparsaly-populated colony planet. Y ou have no paeontologists here, and
asfar as| cantdl from your exhibits, you've never found atrace of any other oversized life form, either
carnivoreor prey.” | stared at the skeleton. “My guessisthat they're the two largest ribs, and that
everything e se was reconstructed based on that.”

Mandaka climbed over the protecting guard rail before Hazel Guthridge could stop him and stared
intently at theribsin question.

“Youreright!” he exclaimed triumphantly. “It istheivory of the Kilimanjaro Elephant!”
“It can't bel” she said with somewheat |ess conviction.

“Itis” I replied. “ Someone made amistake, and there were no expertsto catch it. Given the
circumstances, it's quite understandable.”

“If you are correct, it isinexcusable,” she sad hitterly.

“I am correct.”

“I will require independent authentication.”

“That could take months,” | noted.

“Possbly,” she agreed.

| looked at Mandaka; he shook his head vigoroudly.
“Perhaps we can ettle this here and now,” | suggested.
“Oh?" shesad, looking a mewith open distrust. “How?’
“Do you have amolecular scope?’ | asked. “That will tell you if they're of Earthly or Skyblue origin.”
“No, wedon't.”

| frowned. “I thoughtevery museum had—"

“We are understaffed and underfinanced,” she said.

“All right,” | said. “Theres another way. Theitemsin question are either ribs or tusks. If they'reribs,
they'll be hollow throughout, because they had to hold marrow. If they're tusks, the bottom two-thirds of
each will be solid. Any sonic andlyzer should be able to give usthe answer.”

She nodded. “I'll subject them to analysisimmediately.” She paused. “If the two of you will wait in my
office, I'll have the resultsfor you within haf an hour.”



“That will be perfectly satisfactory,” | said before Mandaka could protest.

She summoned aguard, who led usto her austerely-furnished office, and we waited in silence for forty
minutes. Finally Mandaka could St till no longer and began pacing the floor.

“She's planning sometrick!” hesaid.

| shook my head in disagreement. “ She'sjust been told by the Chief Researcher of Wilford Braxton's that
her museum's credibility isnil, and she'strying to hide her humiliation,” | said. “ She found out twenty
minutes ago that | wasright, and now she'strying to figure out how to minimize the damage.”

“If she doesn't sl them to me, | will come back tonight and take them,” he said.

“Shelll sell them,” | answered confidently.

He was about to reply, but Hazel Guthridge entered the office just then, her face quite pale.
“Mr. Rojas, Mr. Mandaka,” she said bluntly, “1 owe you both an apology. Y ou wereright.”

“Theré's been no harm done,” | said. “In fact, it may be of some benefit to your treasury. My associate
il wishesto purchasetheivory.”

“Asl told you, it isour policy not to sell our exhibits.”

“But you dso told me that you exhibit only lifeformsthat are native to Skyblue,” | said. “It would be very
awkward for the museum's reputation if word of this mistake wereto be circulated.”

“Isthat athreat, Mr. Rojas?’

“Certainly not,” | said smoothly. “I was merdly suggesting that the sooner the skeleton is dismantled, the
sooner it will ceaseto be apotential source of embarrassment to you.”

She stared at me, still unable to determine whether | was threstening or consoling her. Findly her
shoulders sagged, and she leaned her hip against the edge of her desk.

“How much did you intend to offer for the tusks, Mr. Mandaka?’ she asked.
“Threemillion credits” hereplied.

“Three million?she repeated increduloudy. “I had no idea they were worth that much!”
“They aren't, except to Mr. Mandaka,” | interjected.

“The Board of Directorsis due to meet next month,” she said. “I am quite sure that they will agreeto the
sale, Mr. Mandaka.”

“My offer is predicated upon immediate delivery,” added Mandaka.
“Thisismost irregular ... * she said, trying to make up her mind.

“Itisamogt irregular Stuation,” | concurred. “But if you were to agree to animmediate sale, there would
be no one hereto tell the board what it was that we wanted. Asfar asthey are concerned, we might just
have wdl have made a munificent offer for the entire artificia skeleton.”

She considered my statement, and nodded her assent.



“If you will have theivory brought to my ship,” said Mandaka, giving her his hangar and dock number, “I
will have the money transferred to the museum's account.” He paused. “Or to your private account, if
you prefer.”

“The museum’s account, if you please,” she said heatedly. “| may bend the rulesto preserve the
museum's reputation, but | am not athief!”

“Nobody ever implied that you were,” | said soothingly. “And with regard to the regrettable error that led
to thismesting, | assure you that you can trust to our discretion.”

“I ancerely hope 0. I've devoted my life to this museum, and | will not seeit become alaughing stock.”

| spent afew more minutes reassuring and mollifying her, and then she ordered the tusks removed from
the premises and dedlivered to the spaceport, and Mandaka began the process of transferring the
purchase price to the museum's bank account.

* * % %

Three hours later Bukoba Mandaka, standing at the cargo hatch of his ship, findly cameinto possession
of theivory of the Kilimanjaro Elephant. When it was safely packed away, he turned to me.

“Wadl, Mr. Rojas,” hesad, “it would seem that the moment of your decisonisat hand. Shall | return you
to your home, or will you complete the last step of the journey with me and observe for yoursdlf the find
chapter intheivory'shistory?’

“I am not expected to participate in this ceremony in any way,” | said, “but merdly to dispose of your
remainswhenit isover. Isthat correct?’

He nodded.
| shrugged. “1 suppose I'll come dong.”
“I never doubted it,” he replied.

11. THE MAASAI (6304 G.E))

Alone, restless, incomplete, unable to sleep the Final Seep for which | longed, | tested the galactic
winds for the billionth time—and finally, after many false starts and aeons of despair, the scent of
salvation wafted across time and space to me, strong and pungent. | trumpeted silently in
exultation, for it was the man, Mandaka, returning to the sacred mountain.

* k% k %

The New Y ear came and went as we flew from Skyblue to Earth, though both Mandakaand | werein
Deepdeep chambers a the time. We awoke, stiff and cold and hungry—Deepdeep dowsthe
metabolism, but it doesn't stop it, and | dways wake up famished—when the ship went into orbit around
Earth, and we landed at dawn the next day, perhaps two miles from the south base of Mount
Kilimanjaro.

“Tradition hasit that the elephant was killed on the northern side of the mountain,” said Mandaka, aswe
carefully loaded the ivory and our supplies onto apair of gravity deds. “But well climb up the southern
dopefor the first 9,000 feet or s0.”

“Isthere any particular reason for that?’ | asked.

He nodded.



“The city of Nyerere was built on the southern dope, and we should have accessible roadsfor thefirst
7,500 or 8,000 feet. Otherwise we'd be faced with dense vegetation right from the outset; it thins out
somewhat above 8,000 feet.”

“Why didn't you radio ahead and seeif they've got a spaceport?’ | suggested. “It could have saved usa
lot of dimbing.”

“They had one, but it'sunusable,” he replied. “ The city has been deserted for more than eight centuries.”
“Isthere any particular reeson why?’

He shrugged. “Why does anyone walk out of Eden? To see what lies beyond.” He paused. “And no
matter how disappointed they are, they never return.”

| stood, hands on hips, and faced west, looking at the seemingly endless veldt, dotted with acaciatrees,
thelong grasses swaying in the breeze. “It's beautiful terrain,” | said at last.

“Itis” heagreed. “Once, millenniaago, the Serengeti Plains held between three and four million animas.
Their annua migration was asight which, once seen, could never beforgotten.” He sighed. “Now nothing
remains except grass and insects—not even abird or amole-rat.”

“What happened to the animals, | wonder?’ | asked.

“Wehappened to them, Mr. Rojas,” replied Mandaka grimly. “Y ou edit the book; you know when each
species became extinct.”

“Seaing itinabook isonething,” | said. “But standing here on this spot, looking fifty or sixty miles off
across the Serengeti, onetruly redizes the enormity of what we did to thisland, that thereis nothing left
dive” | turned to look up toward the peak of Kilimanjaro, which was hidden by clouds. “ Just to redlize
that lions and leopards and e ephants and rhinos and al manners of herbivores once dwelt on this
mountain...”

“Andmen , Mr. Rojas,” added Mandaka. “Men dwelt here too. Now only the insects remain.”
“Perhaps next timewell do it better.”

He shook his head. “Therewon't be any next time,” he said. “Not here.”

“Then somewheredse”

“Perhaps,” he said dubioudy.

Then we were walking up the overgrown dirt track that led to the deserted city.

Nyerere began about 500 feet up the mountainsde, and one could tdll that it had been a
carefully-planned city, with large public parks, aview over the Serengeti Plains from every home, and
commercid zones carefully integrated into the residential areas. At 1200 feet we passed asmdl, private
arrport, but the buildings were crumbling and the runways had eroded down the mountain. | had seen
empty cities before, but aways they had been devastated by war or disease; thiswasthefirst one |l had
seen where the populace had smply packed up and left, and it gave me an eeriefeding. A number of the
homes were il in good condition, and some of the others even had their doors and windows intact, but
there was a sense of desolation aswe walked through the empty city that was amost tangible. It waslike
the plains below: once these streets had teemed with traffic and commerce, once these homes had given
refuge to millions of souls; now there was only dust, and grass, and insects.



At 6,000 feet we decided to hdt for the day, and we spent the night in the lobby of a once-plush hotel.
The swimming pool was cracked and empty, and the casino's walls had given way to dry rot, but the
stedd-and-glass lobby was relatively intact, and we dept there. The temperature dropped throughout the
evening, but when | awoke, shivering, | saw that Mandakawas still deegping like ababy, completely
impervious to the sudden drop in temperature.

We st off again just after the warming rays of the sun burned away the mist at the top of the mountain,
and | could findly seethe glacial ice cap at the summit. We passed alarge public square where anumber
of plagues described the world-famous Waycross Scul pture, but when | asked Mandaka what the
sculpture was, he shrugged and said it had been looted many centuries before his birth.

By noon we were out of the city, and now we began dowly circling the mountain, guiding our gravity
dedsand carving a path through the dense vegetation with laser wegpons. We dept in our heated
bedrolls again, and despite the fact that | had set mine for 28 degrees Centigrade, | spent another
uncomfortable night, as the temperature began plummeting immediately after sunset.

On the morning of the third day, | found mysalf short of breath, which Mandaka had warned me might
happen when we topped the 8,500-foot mark in dtitude. It took us about four hoursto reach the
northern dope, which we had been indirectly approaching for more than aday, and findly Mandaka
cameto ahalt, hisdark eyes scanning the area.

“Weare getting close,” he announced.
“How close?’ | gasped.

Helooked up the mountain.

“Another thousand feet or s0.”
“You're sure?’

He nodded.

“How do you know?’ | persisted, trying to catch my breath. “No one took photos or measurements.
Maybe hewaskilled right where you're standing.”

“I think not,” saild Mandaka, starting up the mountain.
“Whynot?’

“Theresvery little cover here. He would have gone higher.”
“But there might have been cover here 7,000 years ago!”

“Higher, Mr. Rojas,” said Mandaka, leaning forward and scrambling up the dope. “Or hasall your
research told you nothing about him? He was a survivor, and a survivor would have climbed higher up
themountain.”

| didn't have the strength to reply, so | merely nodded my head in acquiescence and fell into step behind
him.

It was |ate afternoon when we reached asmall clearing beside a glade of thorn trees. A nearby ledge
overlooked the plains below. Mandaka stopped, turned dowly in acomplete circle, sniffed the air, and
nodded his head.



“We have arrived,” he announced softly.
“Youresure?’

“Assureas| canbe” hereplied. “Possbly | am wrong, but | have done my best. God will haveto
understand.”

“And now you kill yoursdf?’
“Later,” he said, deactivating the gravity deds. “When the moonisfull.”
“Shall | fix ussomething to eat?” | asked, reaching into my pack for the portable kitchen.

“No,” hesaid. “It would be sacrilegious to eat anything on this holy mountain except the milk and blood
of my own cattle.” He paused. “Y ou may edt if youwish.”

“Just asandwich,” | said gpologeticaly, reaching into the kitchen pack and withdrawing one. | took a
bite, and as| began chewing it | looked off into the distance.

“It'sabeautiful view, isn't it?’ | commented.
“Yes” hereplied.
“Where did you grow up?’

“You can't seeit from here,” hereplied. “But,” he continued, pointing to the northwest, “it was about 130
milesin that direction.”

“Did you ever climb Kilimanjaro asachild?’ | asked.

He shook hishead. “It isaholy mountain, reserved for the act that will redeem the Maasai race.”

“It must have been quite a burden over the years, knowing you would be the man to perform that act.”
“It was”

“Haven't you ever been tempted to turn your back on the whole thing?’ | asked. “After dl, the Maasai
owned the tusks for 1,300 years. Any one of them could have performed the ceremony, and none of
themdid.”

“None of them had to,” said Mandaka. “1 am the last; | cannot escape my destiny.”
“You don't hold it againgt them?”’

Helooked directly at me. “Of course| do. | am doing this because | must; | would much rather not have
to.”

“Then why not just turn your back onit?’ | perdsted.
“I can't.”
“Why?'Y ou've nothing but the word of an old witch doctor who died more than 7,000 years ago.”

“And the history of the past 7,000 years,” hereplied. “I told you once before, Mr. Rojas: itisnot
necessary that you believein what | am doing. It isenough that | believeit.”



“I just hate to see you die for no reason,” | said.
“| shdl diefor my beliefs” he answered. “What better reason can aman have?’
“None,” | admitted.

“And what better place than here?’ he continued. “ Thisiswhere everything began, Mr. Rojas. Lessthan
aday'swalk from the base of the mountain isthe Olduvai Gorge, where the first man took hisfirst upright
steps. This very mountain was given to my people, and from here we moved north and west and
conquered everything that stood before us. Great men have climbed this mountain, Mr. Rojas—poets
andlaibons , hunters and explorers, writers and warriors. And the greatest animal of al died here” He
paused, looked out across the grasdand, and sighed. “No, there can be no better place for meto die.”

He made me dmost ashamed that | required an explanation, and | quickly asked another question to hide
my embarrassment.

“Arent you afrad?’

He considered my question for along moment, then shook his head. “1 have not enjoyed my life, Mr.
Rojas,” he said serioudy. “ The only meaningful thing | can doisto end it; | am not afraid of so doing.”

“1 would beterrified,” | confessed.

“Every lifeformsan inevitable trgectory that endsin desath,” said Mandaka. “ The only differenceisthat |
have been raised to acknowledge and follow that trgjectory, and you have been raised to ignore and
avoidit.”

“Perhaps,” | agreed reluctantly, certain that there must be more differences for usto have such diverse
outlooks, but unable to think of what they might be. “But even if | had been raised like you, I'm still not
sure| could go through withiit.”

“If you knew that every person you had ever cared for, every ancestor you had ever revered, would
remain damned for dl eternity if you did not go through with the ritua, you would find the strength.”

“I don't think | could convince mysdlf of the truth of it.”
“Itisnot amatter of logic, but of belief,” said Mandaka.
“Butif yourewrong...”

“Then dl that will happen isthat one unhappy man will go to hisdeeth islittle sooner. It isneither a
personal nor acosmic tragedy.”

| considered what he had said and found that | had no answer, so we sat in sllence for afew minutes.
Findly | remarked that | was getting cold, and Mandaka gathered some wood and lit asmall fire.

“Sit closer toit, Mr. Rojas,” he suggested, and | did so. “Better?’

“Yes, thank you,” | said asthe kindling began crackling and the pungent smell of smoke assailed my
nodrils.

“You know,” he said reflectively, “for untold asons men sat beside afire such asthis one, and cooked
their food, and warmed their bodies, and held off the beasts of the jungle. Now we create our own
environments, and manufacture food from chemical waste, and daughter the beasts, both sentient and
non-sentient, that gather around us. Our methods have changed, but have we, | wonder?’



“We are certainly more advanced,” | said.

“That isnot what | asked,” hereplied. “Isthere redly anything more important that remaining warm and
dry and well-fed? And isit easier to do so up there'—he gestured to the stars that had gathered
overhead—"than right here, in the cradle of the race, beside afire such asthis?’

“It must be,” | replied, “or we wouldn't be there.”
“Whyare wethere, | wonder?’
“Thechdlenge”

“Has any man ever faced agreater challenge than Butamo the dave faced right here seven millennia
ago?’

| thought about it, and finaly came up with an answer: “Yes,” | sad. “You arefacing agreater challenge
tonight.”

“If s, | did not haveto go to the starsto faceit.”
“You had to follow theivory,” | noted.

“Then perhaps God wanted me to traverse the stars, if only to understand that al that is redlly important
isright here.”

“And about toend,” | said.
“And about to end,” he agreed.

| stared thoughtfully at the fire for along moment, watching the flamesflicker in thedying light. I had
never sat before afire before, and | decided that | liked it.

“What do you think liesbefore you?’ | asked &t last.

“After | die?’

“yYes”

He shrugged. “It is not for meto know yet.”

“Nothingness?’ | asked.

“Perhaps”

“Then perhaps nothingnessis dl that the other members of the Maasai found.”
“Or perhapsitisdl that they seek,” hereplied.

“If not nothingness, then what?’

He paused for amoment. “Perhaps | will find myself back before the death of the dephant, living in
harmony with my surroundings.”

“That doesn't sound like much of aheaventome” | sad.

“Doent it?’ hereplied. “Look around you, Mr. Rojas. For every world we conquer, we find athousand



more. For every race we befriend, we destroy athousand more. For every disease that we cure, we
succumb to a thousand new ones. For every achievement we claim, athousand are denied to us. Perhaps
your Garden of Eden was not a starting point, but an end in itself.”

“Y ou sound ready to die, I'll grant you that,” | said, drawing closer to the fire as | became more aware of
the cold.

“Everything dies” hesaid. “ At least my death will mean something.”
“You hope”

“I know.”

“But if Sendeyo waswrong...”

“Thenitwillstill mean something,” he said with asmile. “Look &t theway you try to talk me out of it.” He
paused. “It will have movedyou , and | suspect nothing within your memory has ever moved you before.”

“That'strue” | admitted reluctantly. “But isit worth dying for?’
“1 don't know,” answered Mandaka. “| hope s0.”
“I would prefer to remain unmoved,” | said after amoment's silence.

“I would prefer that a previous member of my race had done what | must do tonight,” he replied. “It
gppearsthat neither of our preferences are to be fulfilled.”

“Itisntfair,” | sad.
“Liferardy is”
“I found theivory. | did my job. It should have ended there.”

“It could never end there,” he said. “Not for aman like you. It will end only when the last chapter of the
ivory iswritten.”

| paused, considering hiswords. “1 resent it anyway,” | said.

“All your professond life you have dedlt with the records of dead animals,” said Mandaka. “1n afew
hours| shdl be just another of them, and then you can go back to the emotionless world of the
researcher.” He paused. “1n the meantime, you might consider the Kilimanjaro Elephant himsdlf.”

“He's been dead for almost 8,000 years,” | said. “What isthere to consider?’

“If the Maasai have been doomed to wander aimlesdy through the void, what limbo might he himself be
in?" He paused. “Does helie a rest, mindless and content, or does his soul cry out for that portion of him
that you have rescued from the farthest reaches of the galaxy? Consider him well, Mr. Rojas—if my act
does not bring eternd rest to my people, perhaps your act will bring eterna peace to this greatest of
crestures.”

“It would be comforting if | could believethat,” | said.
“But you don't?’

| shook my head.



“| fed very sorry for you, Mr. Rojas,” he said. “1t must betragic to believe only in what you can see, and
measure, and dissect, and record.”

“| fed very sorry for you, Mr. Mandaka,” | said sincerely. “1t must be even more tragic not to.”
He chuckled deep in histhroat, then looked out across the distant plains again.

“What can you possibly seethere?’ | asked, peering into the darkness.

“The past,” he said. “The present. Perhaps even the future.”

“Your future?’ | asked, not comprehending.

He shook hishead. “My future has been ordained for seven millennia, and hasless than an hour's
duration. You see?’ he asked, pointing to the heavens. “The moon has come, fat and well-fed, to
summon me before therains come.”

“I seeno clouds,” | said, looking up at the sky.

“Therainsare coming nonetheess,” he said, getting to hisfeet and walking over to the gravity deds. “Itis
timeto begin.”

He maneuvered the deds to the ledge that overlooked the plains, some 40 feet away from thefire, then
laid theivory carefully on the ground, and ordered the dedsto return to their origind location.

“I will perform theritua here, overlooking the ancestral lands of my people, where there are no
overhanging branchesto block God's view.”

“I thought Sendeyo had instructed the Maasai to build an dtar of theivory,” | noted.

“They are on the holy mountain, which was given to usby God,” replied Mandaka. “They lay upon His
grasses and plants, Histwigs and branches. What man-made atar can compare to that?’

He pulled anet of hand-woven grasses, some ten feet long and five feet wide, out of his pack.

“Thisnet,” he said, as he affixed it between the ivory, “was made of the grasses of al the worldsthat the
ivory hasvigited. All that | could find, at any rate.”

When he finished he stood back to observe his handiwork, then gathered alarge amount of kindling and
adozen sturdy logs and placed them down on the net.

“After | andead,” he said, “cover my body with gtill more kindling and branches, and then st fireto it.”
“If that'swhat youwish,” | said.

“Itis. And remember to scatter my bones.”

“lwill.”

“I know thiswill be distasteful to you, but you may take comfort in the fact that | won't fed athing.”

“| sadl'ddoit, and I will.”

“I know,” replied Mandaka.

Helooked up at the sky. “ Another five minutes,” he announced.



While | reached my hands out toward thefire, trying to absorb its warmth, he dowly took off his clothes
until he stood, proud and naked, in the diffused moonlight that filtered down to us through the branches.
Then hereached into his pack once again and gently withdrew alion's-mane headdress. After he had
placed it on his head, he donned a necklace made of lions claws and spent the next few minutes painting
hisface astrange, chalky white.

Finaly hewithdrew along, wicked-looking knife.

“This belonged to Sendeyo's brother, Lenana, the paramount chief of the Maasai,” he said.
“Itisvery impressve” | said unenthusadticaly.

“Thereisonelast thing | must do,” he said, approaching me.

“Oh?

He nodded. “ Please extend your hand to me.”

“Why?

“Just doit,” he commanded.

| reached my hand out, and he grabbed it firmly with hisleft hand, while cutting into my thumb with the
knife, which he hdd in hisright hand.

| uttered agrunt of pain and surprise. “What the hell wasthat al about?’ | demanded, pulling my hand
away fromhim.,

“The ceremony can only be performed by aMaasai,” he replied as he cut his own thumb and reached
out to pressit againgt mine. “If for any reason | missavital areaand you are required to administer a
coup de grace , you must first become aMaasai. That iswhy our blood must join and mingle.”

He pressed his bleeding thumb againgt my own for another moment, then nodded and withdrew it.
“Andnow | anaMaasa?’ | asked, placing my thumb to my lipsand sucking onit.

“No,” hereplied earnestly. “But you are as much of aMaasai as| can make you, and God will haveto
understand.” He stared at me for amoment. “Y ou must help, too.”

“How?
“Take your thumb out of your mouth. The Maasal are contemptuous of dl physicd pain.”
“Including the pain you are about to suffer?’ | asked.

“I will do what must be done,” hereplied. “But if | prove too wesk...”

“yes?

“Then you must kill me beforel cry out.”

“No!” | said, backing up until the fire was between us. “ That wasn't part of the bargain!”

“I know,” he said softly. “And | hope you won't haveto doit.” He paused. “But you are my only friend,
and now you are my brother, and if it seemsto you that | am about to cry out, then you must dit my
throat before the sound can reach my lips and escape from them.”



“I cantdoit!” | protested.

He stared long and hard at me, and finaly nodded his approval. “Y ou are my friend and my brother, and
you will dowhat isnecessary,” he said confidently.

| opened my mouth to argue, but he had aready turned his back on me and was approaching theivory.
He stood before it for along moment, muttering a chant in alanguage that | had never heard before, and
then lay down atop the pile of logs and kindling, the tusks framing him upon the ground.

He then began arecitation of names, which | took to be the paramount chiefs and mgorlaibons of the
Maasai. Ashedid so, his hand rose, and the moonlight gleamed off Lenanas ancient knife.

“Sendeyo,” he said at last, when the blade reached its apex, “isit done! Fezi Nyupi, it isaccomplished!”
And then he brought the knife down and plunged it into his chest.

His body stiffened, the blade fell from his hand, and hisfingerslocked over thetwo pillars of ivory. He
opened his mouth, but no sound cameforth.

| watched him writhein pain for another twenty seconds. Then | could stand it no longer, and | ran over
and knelt down beside him. Helooked up a me, hisface contorted in aterrible grimace, and tried to
forceasmileto hislips. | reached down and let him hold my hand, obliviousto the pain as his powerful
fingersdug into my skin.

Herelaxed for an ingtant, then tensed again, and | picked up the knife, holding it just out of hisfield of
vison, hoping againgt hopethat | wouldn't haveto useit, but prepared, againgt my will, to help him fulfill
his strange detiny.

His eyes ceased focusing, and | could fedl his grip becoming weaker with each passing second, yet he
continued to breathe, and every now and then his body arched in pain. Then, finally, he relaxed one last
time.

“ After seven millennia, itisdone,” he whispered, and died.

| fought back the urge to vomit, found that | couldn't fight back the urgeto cry, and, still weeping, |
covered him with kindling and a dozen stout tree limbs and then it his pyre.

| retreated to the campfire, shuddering as | watched the blaze grow higher and higher, scorching itsivory
framing. From timeto time | threw more branches on it, and by dawn there was nothing left but the
charred bones of Bukoba Mandaka and the charred ivory of the Kilimanjaro Elephant.

Then, a sunrise, there was adeafening clap of thunder, and suddenly the mountain was enveloped ina
driving raingtorm. | donned apair of gloves, walked over to the Szzling embers, and began scattering
Mandaka's bones as he had instructed me.

The deluge became worse, and | was forced to erect a shelter to protect mysalf. It continued for two
hours, and when it was over | stepped back out into the cold, clear air of Kilimanjaro to finish the job.

There was nothing left. The ledge on which his body laid had broken away and washed down the
mountainside, taking the bones and the ivory with it. | stood as closeto the edge as | dared and |ooked
down, searching for asign of them, but al | could see was the verdant foliage, glistening moistly inthe
African sunlight.

| remained where | was for another hour, then packed the gravity deds and began climbing down the



dopesof Kilimanjaro.
Eleventh Interlude (6404 G.E.)

| returned to my office two weeks later after abrief vist to my gpartment. Both felt strangeto me. The
office seemed especially stuffy and constricting. | ordered the computer to cool and freshen the air, and
when thisdidn't help | had it turn the walls trand ucent to flood the room with sunlight.

| then took a Dryshower and changed into afresh outfit, ordered apair of pastries and a coffee for
breskfast, and then sat down on my chair.

“Computer?’

“Y es, Duncan Rojas?”’

“I want to insert afootnote to the 409th Terran Edition of Braxton'sRecords of Big Game .
“Waiting...”

“Thetusks of the Kilimanjaro Elephant no longer exist. They were on Bortai 11 when its sun went nova
No trace of them remains.”

“Inserted.”
“Send that out as an addendum to Al libraries and museums.”
“Working ... done.”

| spent the next few minutes catching up on my correspondence and glancing over various staff reports.
Then the door opened and Hilda Dorian entered the office.

“1 heard you were back,” she said.

“I arrived last night.”

“Thank you for cdling,” she said sarcadtically.
“I wastired.”

She shot me alook of utter disbelief.

“May | St down?’

| shrugged. “ Suit yoursdlf.”

She ordered a chair to approach her, then seated hersdlf asit hovered just above the floor.
“Whereisyour mentor?’ she asked.

“My mentor?’

“Mandaka.”

“He's dead.”

“On Eath?’



| nodded.

“Did you report it to the authorities?’

“yYes”

“What did he die of 7’

“Heart falure”

“Did you bring the body back for an autopsy?’

“No,” | replied. “He had no family, and hislast request was that he be buried on Earth.”

Hildagave me another look of dishdlief that matched her initid one, then Stared at me thoughtfully. “You
seem different somehow.”

“Oh?

She nodded. “Y ou're even more wrapped up in yourself than usud.”
“I hadn't noticed.”

“And reticent.”

“Ask me anything you want,” | offered.

“Why bother?” shesaid. “Yourejust going tolieto me.”

“Why should you say that?’ | asked without bothering to deny it.
“Duncan, the reason | know you're back is because | saw what you ordered the computer to do.”
“Tofreshenthear?’ | asked.

“To say that theivory waslost when Bortal went nova.”

“Oh”

“I thought you told methat it was on Skyblue.”

“I was migtaken,” | said.

“And you went to Earth without the ivory because your friend Mandaka wanted to visit hisold haunts,”
she concluded caudticaly.

“Theivory islogt,” | sad. “1 don't want anyone ever to go looking for it again.”
“Isthat your decision to make?’

“Therés nobody elseleft to makeit,” | replied.

“Mandakas really dead?’ she asked.

“He'sredlly dead.”

Suddenly she frowned. “Y ou didn't kill him?” she asked sharply.



“No, | didn't kill him,” | responded. “But | was prepared to.”
“I don't understand.”

“I know you don't.”

“| thought he was your friend,” she continued.

“Hewas” | replied sncerdly.

She stared at me for amoment, and then spoke in a more compassionate tone. “Then I'm very sorry for
you, Duncan,” she said. “I know how difficult itisfor you to fed closeto someone. | hope you'l find
another friend.”

“I hope sotoo,” | lied.

We spoke for afew more minutes, and | reminded her that | owed Harold and her anight on the town,
and then she went back to her office, and | was|eft aone, to Sit and stare out a the mid-morning
pollution and sort out my emotions.

But emotions are not like facts, and the more | tried to order them, the less they responded. Intheend |
could only conclude that empathy was an emotion better |eft to people like Hilda, who actualy
consdered it avirtue. | had findly tried it, found it distinctly uncomfortable, and was determined never to
yiedtoit agan.

By midafternoon | was starting to fed like mysalf once more. In the evening | took Hildaand Harold to
the Ancient Days, which served as both dinner and theater. Then, my obligation fulfilled, | returned to the
officefor the night and tried to authenticate the wingspan of arecently-dain Devilowl. By thetime| began
weighing the conflicting testimony, al thoughts of Mandaka and the ivory had been permanently banished
frommy mind.

It was dmost dawn when | findly fell adeep.

12. IVORY (6304 G.E))

| watched the ivory—myivory—as it washed down the slopes of mighty Kilimanjaro, at last to join
the rest of me beneath the mud and the earth, and finally my waiting was over.

| amvery old, and | have seen many things. | have seen the dimly-lit interior of a cave on
Belamone XI, and the world-shaking storms that swirl around far Athena. | have been stalked by
hunters, and by thieves, and by religious zeal ots, by good men and bad.

Even now, though my vision grows hazy, | can still look across the tapestry of events that brought
Bukoba Mandaka to the holy mountain. | can see Tembo Laibon laying his bets and taking his
percentages; | can see Amin Rashid XIV striding across the silent streets of Plantagenet 11,
oblivious of all danger; | can see Hannibal Soane studying me from afar, grinding dust between
hisfingersto test the wind. | can feel the delicate tendrils of the alien Eyes-of-Fire imprinting the
history of her race upon me, and the ragged stone of Butamo the slave as he chopped away at the
base of my ivory.

Many millennia have come and gone, and always | have waited here atop my mountain. | have
whispered my unrest to Sendeyo, and to Maasai Laibon, and to Leeyo Nelion, and to Bukoba
Mandaka who died, arrogant and silent, as he was meant to die. Empires have risen and fallen,
planets have been discovered and colonized and deserted, generations of men have come and



gone, and through it all | have persisted.

| have seen the birth of stars, and the death of worlds, and have watched as the last of my kind
died the lonely death of a captive animal—and throughout it all, | have waited for the odyssey to
reach its conclusion.

And now, finally, the restlessness is gone, the loneliness has vanished, the anguish has
disappeared. The galactic tapestry continues, but it will continue without me, for even now the
vision fades, the echoes dim, and oblivion intrudes.

| am complete again.

THE END
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