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POLICE OPERATION

BY H. BEAM PIPER

Hunting down the beast, under the best of circumstances,
was dangerous. But in this little police operation, the
conditions required the use of inadequate means!

[llustrated by Cartier

"... there may be something in the nature of an occult police force, which operates to divert human
suspicions, and to supply explanations that are good enough for whatever, somewhat in the
nature of minds, human beings have—or that, if there be occult mischief makers and occult
ravagers, they may be of a world also of other beings that are acting to check them, and to
explain them, not benevolently, but to divert suspicion from themselves, because they, too, may be
exploiting life upon this earth, but in ways more subtle, and in orderly, or organised, fashion."



Charles Fort; "LOI"

(P9 2]

John Strawmyer stood, an irate figure in faded overdls and sweet-whitened black shirt, apart from the
others, his back to the weathered farm-buildings and the line of ydlowing woods and the cirrus-streaked
blue October sky. He thrust out a work-gnarled hand accusingly.

"That there hafer was worth two hund'rd, two hund'rd an' fifty dollard™ he clamored. "An' that there dog
was judt like one uh the famly; An' now look a'm! | don't like t' use profane language, but you'ns gotta
do somen about thid"

Steve Parker, the didrict game protector, amed his Leica a the carcass of the dog and snapped the
shutter. "We're doing something about it," he said shortly. Then he stepped ten feet to the left and edged
around the mangled heifer, choosing an angle for his camera shot.

The two men in the gray whipcords of the State police, seeing that Parker was through with the dog,
moved in and sguatted to examine it. The one with the triple chevrons on his deeves took it by both
forefeet and flipped it over on its back. It had been a big brute, of nondescript breed, with a rough
black-and-brown coat. Something had clawed it deeply about the head, its throat was dashed
transversaly severd times, and it had been disemboweled by asngle dash that had opened its bely from
breastbone to tal. They looked a it carefully, and then went to stand beside Parker while he
photographed the dead heifer. Like the dog, it had been talon-raked on ether sde of the head, and its
throat had been dashed deeply severd times. In addition, flesh had been torn from one flank in great

grips.

"I can't kill a bear outa season, no!" Stravmyer continued his plaint. "But a bear comes an' kills my stock
an' my dog; that theresdl right! That's the kinda ded afarmer dways gits, in this state! | don't like t' use

profane language—"

"Then don't!" Parker barked at him, impatiently. "Don't use any kind of language. Just put in your daim
and shut up!" He turned to the men in whipcords and gray Stetsons. "You boys seen everything?' he
asked. "Then let's go."

They walked briskly back to the barnyard, Strawmyer following them, dill vociferating about the wrongs
of the farmer at the hands of a cynicd and corrupt State government. They dimbed into the State police
car, the sergeant and the private in front and Parker into the rear, laying his camera on the seat beside a
Winchester carbine.

"Weren't you pretty short with that felow, back there, Steve?" the sergeant asked as the private started
the car.

"Not too short. 'l don't like t' use profane language,” Parker mimicked the bereaved hefer owner, and
then he went on to specify: "I'm mordly certain that he's shot at least four illegd deer[Py 3] inthe lagt year.



When and if | ever get anything on him, he's going to be sorrier for himsdf then heis now."

"They're the characters that dways beef their heads off," the sergeant agreed. "You think that whatever
did this was the same as the others?”

"Yes The dog mugt have jumped it whileit was egting & the hafer. Same superficid scratches about the
head, and deep cuts on the throat or belly. The bigger the animd, the farther front the big dashes occur.
Evidently something grabs them by the head with front claws, and dashes with hind claws, that's why |
think it's a bobcat.”

"You know," the private said, "l saw a lot of wounds like that during the war. My ouitfit landed on
Mindanao, where the guerrillas had been active. And this |ooks like bolo-work to me”

"The surplus-stores are full of machetes and jungle knives™ the sergeant considered. "I think I'l cal up
Doc Winters, a the County Hospital, and seeif dl his squirrel-fodder is present and accounted for."

"But mogt of the livestock was eaten at, like the heifer,” Parker objected.

"By definition, nuts have abnormd tastes,” the sergeant replied. "Or the edting might have been done
later, by foxes"

"I hope so; that'd let me out,” Parker said.

"Ha, ligen to the man!" the private howled, stopping the car at the end of the lane. "He thinks a nut with a
machete and a Tarzan complex is just good clean fun. Which way, now?"

"W, let's see” The sergeant had unfolded a quadrangle sheet; the game protector leaned forward to
look at it over his shoulder. The sergeant ran afinger from one to another of a series of varioudy colored
crosses which had been marked on the map.

"Monday night, over here on Copperhead Mountain, that cow was killed," he said. "The next night, about
ten o'clock, that sheepflock was hit, on this Sde of Copperhead, right about here. Ealy Wednesday
night, that mule got dashed up in the woods back of the Weston farm. It was only dightly injured; must
have kicked the whatzit and got away, but the whatzit wasn't too badly hurt, because a few hours later, it
hit that turkey-flock on the Rhymer farm. And last night, it did that." He jerked a thumb over his shoulder
a the Stravmyer farm. " See, fallowing the ridges, working toward the southeast, avoiding open ground,
killing only at night. Could be a bobcat, at that.”

"Or Jnk's maniac with the machete" Parker agreed. "Let's go up by Hindman's ggp and see if we can
see aything.”

They turned, after a while, into a rutted dirt road, which deteriorated Steadily into a grass-grown track
through the woods. Findly, they stopped, and the private backed off the road. The three men got out;



Parker with his Winchester, the sergeant checking the drum of a Thompson, and the private pumping[Py
4] a buckshot shel into the chamber of a riot gun. For hdf an hour, they followed the brush-grown tral
beside thelittle stream; once, they passed a dark gray commercia-modd jeep, backed to one sde. Then
they came to the head of the gap.

A man, wearing a tweed coat, tan fidd boots, and khaki breeches, was gtting on a log, smoking a pipe;
he had a bolt-action rifle across his knees, and a pair of binoculars hung from his neck. He seemed about
thirty years old, and any bobby-soxer's idal of the screen would have envied him the handsome regularity
of his strangely immobile features. As Parker and the two State policemen approached, he rose, dinging
hisrifle, and greeted them.

"Sergeant Haines, isnt it?" he asked pleasantly. "Are you gentlemen out hunting the critter, too?"

"Good afternoon, Mr. Lee. | thought that was your jeep | saw, down the road a little” The sergeant
turned to the others. "Mr. Richard Lee;, daying at the old Kinchwalter place, the other sde of Rutter's
Fort. Thisis Mr. Parker, the digtrict game protector. And Private Zinkowski." He glanced a the rifle
"Are you out hunting for it, too?"

"Yes, | thought | might find something, up here. What do you think it is?"

"I don't know," the sergeant admitted. "It could be a bobcat. Canada lynx. Jnk, here, has a theory that
it's some escapee from the paper-doll factory, with a machete. Me, | hope not, but I'm not ignoring the
posshility.”

The man with the matinee-idol's face nodded. "It could be a lynx. | understand they're not unknown, in
this section.”

"We paid bounties on two in this county, in the last year," Parker said. "Odd rifle you have, there; mind if
| look et it?"

"Not a dl." The man who had been introduced as Richard Lee undung and handed it over. "The
chamber's loaded,” he cautioned.

"I never saw one likethis™ Parker said. "Foreign?'

"l think so. | don't know anything about it; it belongs to afriend of mine, who loaned it to me. | think the
action's German, or Czech; the rest of it's a custom job, by some West Coast gunmaker. It's chambered
for some ultra-velocity wildcat load.”

Therifle passed from hand to hand; the three men examined it in turn, commenting admiringly.
"You find anything, Mr. Lee?' the sergeant asked, handing it back.

"Not atrace." The man cdled Lee dung the rifle and began to dump the ashes from his pipe. "'l was dong
the top of this ridge for about a mile on ether side of the gap, and down the other sde as far as
Hindman's Run; | didn't find any tracks, or any indication of where it had made akill."



The game protector nodded, turning to Sergeant Haines.

"Therés no use us going ay farther,” he said. "Ten to one, it followed that line of woods back of
Stravmyer's, and crossed over[py 5] to the other ridge. | think our best bet would be the hollow at the
head of Lowrie's Run. What do you think?'

The sergeant agreed. The man called Richard Lee began to rdfill his pipe methodicaly.

"I think | shal stay here for awnhile, but | believe you're right. Lowrie's Run, or across Lowri€'s Gap into
Coon Vdley," he sad.

After Parker and the State policemen had gone, the man whom they had addressed as Richard Lee
returned to hislog and sat samoking, his rifle across his knees. From time to time, he glanced at his wrist
watch and raised his head to lisen. At length, faint in the distance, he heard the sound of a motor garting.

Ingantly, he was on hisfeet. From the end of the hallow log on which he had been stting, he produced a
canvas musette-bag. Waking briskly to a patch of damp ground beside the little stream, he leaned the
rifle agang a tree and opened the bag. Firdt, he took out a par of gloves of some greenish, rubberlike
substance, and put them on, drawing the long gauntlets up over his coat deeves. Then he produced a
bottle and unscrewed the cap. Being careful to avoid olashing his clothes, he went about, pouring a clear
liquid upon the ground in severa places. Where he poured, white vapors rose, and twigs and grass
grumbled into brownish dust. After he had replaced the cap and returned the bottle to the bag, he waited
for a few minutes, then took a spatula from the musette and dug where he had poured the fluid, prying
loose four black, irregular-shaped lumps of matter, which he carried to the running water and washed
caefully, before wragpping them and putting them in the bag, dong with the gloves. Then he dung bag and
rifle and started down the trall to where he had parked the jeep.

Hdf an hour later, after driving through the litle farming village of Rutter's Fort, he pulled into the
barnyard of a rundown fam and backed through the open doors of the barn. He closed the double
doors behind him, and barred them from within. Then he went to the rear wal of the barn, which was
much closer the front than the outside dimensions of the barn would have indicated.

He took from his pocket a black object like an automatic pencil. Hunting over the rough plank wal, he
found asmdl hole and inserted the pointed end of the pseudo-pencil, pressng on the other end. For an
ingant, nothing happened. Then a ten-foot-square section of the wal receded two feet and did
noisgledy to one sde. The section which had did inward had been built of three-inch stedl, masked by a
thin covering of boards; the wdl around it was two-foot concrete, smilaly camouflaged. He stepped
quickly ingde.

Fumbling at the right Side of the opening, he found a switch and flicked it. Ingtantly, the massve sed
plate did back into place with a soft, ally click. Asit did, lights came on within the hidden room,[Py 6]
disdodng a great semiglobe of some fine metdlic mesh, thirty feet in diameter and fifteen in height. There
was adiding door at one Sde of this, the man caled Richard Lee opened and entered through it, closing
it behind him. Then he turned to the center of the hollow dome, where an armchair was placed in front of



a gndl desk bdow a large indrument pand. The gauges and dids on the panel, and the levers and
switches and buttons on the desk control board, were dl lettered and numbered with characters not of
the Roman aphabet or the Arabic notation, and, within ingant reach of the occupant of the chair, a
pistallike wegpon lay on the desk. It had a conventiond index-finger trigger and a hand-fit grip, but,
indead of a tubular barrel, two dender pardld metd rods extended about four inches forward of the
receiver, joined together a what would correspond to the muzze by a streamlined knob of some light
blue ceramic or plastic substance.

The man with the handsome immobile face deposited his rifle and musette on the floor beside the chair
and sat down. Firg, he picked up the pistallike wegpon and checked it, and then he examined the many
indruments on the pand in front of him. Findly, he flicked a switch on the control board.

At once, a smdl humming began, from some point overhead. 1t wavered and shrilled and mounted in
intengty, and then fdl to a steady monotone. The dome about him flickered with a queer, cold
iridescence, and dowly vanished. The hidden room vanished, and he was looking into the shadowy
interior of a deserted barn. The barn vanished; blue sky appeared above, streaked with wigps of high
crrus cloud. The autumn landscape flickered unredly. Buildings appeared and vanished, and other
buildings came and went in a twinkling. All around him, half-seen shapes moved briefly and disappeared.

Once, the figure of a man appeared, indde the cirde of the dome. He had an angry, brutd face, and he
wore a black tunic piped with slver, and black breeches, and polished black boots, and there was an
inggnia, composed of a cross and thunderbolt, on his cap. He hdd an automatic pistol in his hand.

Ingantly, the men a the desk snatched up his own weapon and thumbed off the safety, but before he
could lift and amiit, the intruder sumbled and passed outside the force-fidld which surrounded the chair
and ingruments.

For a while, there were fires raging outside, and for a while, the man at the desk was surrounded by a
great hdl, with a high, vaulted celing, through which figures flitted and vanished. For a while, there were
vidas of deep forests, dways set in the same background of mountains and adways under the same blue
cirrus-laced sky. There was an intervd of flickering blue-white light, of unbearable intensty. Then the
men a the desk was[Pg 7] surrounded by the interior of vast indugtrid works. The moving figures around
hm dowed, and became more didtinct. For an indant, the man in the chair grinned as he found himsdf
looking into a big washroom, where a tdl blond girfl was taking a shower bath, and a pert little redhead
was vigoroudy drying hersdf with a towel. The dome grew vishle, coruscating with many-colored lights
and then the humming died and the dome became a cold and inert mesh of fine white metd. A green light
above flashed on and off dowly.

He stabbed a button and flipped a switch, then got to his feet, picking up his rifle and musette and
fumbling under his shirt for a smdl mesh bag, from which he took an inch-wide disk of blue plastic.
Unlocking a container on the ingrument pand, he removed a smdl rall of solidograph-film, which he
stowed in his bag. Then he did open the door and emerged into his own dimension of space-time.

Outsde was a wide hdlway, with a pae green floor, paer green wals and a caling of greenish
off-white. A big hole had been cut to accommodate the dome, and across the hdlway a desk had been
set up, and a it sat aclerk in a pae blue tunic, who was just taking the audio-plugs of a music-box out of
hisears. A couple of policemen in green uniforms, with ultrasonic paralyzers dangling by thongs from their
left wrigts and bolstered sgma-ray needlers like the one on the desk indde the dome, were kidding with



some girlsin vivid orange and scarlet and green smocks. One of these, in bright green, was a duplicate of
the one he had seen rubbing hersdf down with a towe.

"Here comes your boss-man,” one of the girls told the cops, as he approached. They both turned and
sduted casudly. The man who had latdly been usng the name of Richard Lee responded to ther greeting
and went to the desk. The policemen grasped their paralyzers, drew their needlers, and hurried into the
dome.

Taking the disk of blue plagtic from his packet, he handed it to the clerk at the desk, who dropped it into
adot in the voder in front of him. Ingtantly, a mechanica voice responded:

"Verkan Vdl, blue-sed noble, hereditary Mavrad of Nerros. Specid Chief's Assstant, Paratime Police,
gpecid assgnment. Subject to no orders below those of Tortha Karf, Chief of Paratime Police. To be
given dl courtesies and co-operation within the Paratime Transposition Code and the Police Powers
Code. Further particulars?'

The clerk pressed the "no"-button. The blue ggil fdl out the release-dot and was handed back to its
bearer, who was drawing up hisleft deeve.

"Youll want to be sure I'm your Verkan Val, | suppose?’ he said, extending hisarm.
"Yes quite, Sr.”

The clerk touched his am with a amdl ingrument which swabbed it with antiseptic, drew a minute
blood-sample, and medicated the needle prick, dl in one dmog panlessipy g operation. He put the
blood-drop on a dide and inserted it & one sSde of a comparison microscope, nodding. It showed the
same didtinctive permanent colloid pattern as the sample he had ready for comparison; the colloid pattern
givenin infancy by injection to the manin front of him, to set him apart from dl the myriad other Verkan
Vdlson every other probability-line of paratime.

"Right, ar," the clerk nodded.

The two policemen came out of the dome, their needlers holstered and their vigilance relaxed. They were
lighting cigarettes as they emerged.

"Itsdl right, Sr," one of them said. "Y ou didn't bring anything in with you, this trip."

The other cop chuckled. "Remember that Ffth Level wild-man who came in on the freight conveyor at
Jandar, lagt month?" he asked.

If he was hoping that some of the girls would want to know, what wild-man, it was a van hope. With a
blue-sed mavrad around, what chance did a couple of ordinary coppers have? The girls were dready
converging on Verkan Val.

"When are you going to get that mongtrogity out of our restroom,” the little redhead in green coverdls
was demanding. "If it wasn't for that thing, 1'd be taking a shower, right now."



"You were just finishing one, about fifty paraseconds off, when | came through,” Verkan Vdl told her.
Thegirl looked a himin obvioudy feigned indignation.

"Why, you—Y ou parapeeper "

Verkan Vdl chuckled and turned to the clerk. "I want a strato-rocket and pilot, for Dhergabar, right
away. Cdl Dhergabar Paratime Police Fidd and givethem my ETA; have an ar-taxi meet me, and have
the chief natified that I'm coming in. Extreordinary report. Keep a guard over the conveyor; | think I'm
going to need it, again, soon." He turned to the little redhead. "Want to show me the way out of here, to
the rocket fidd?" he asked.

Outside, on the open landing fidd, Verkan Val glanced up at the sky, then looked at his watch. It had
been twenty minutes since he had backed the jeep into the barn, on that distant other time-line the[py 9]
same ddlicate lines of white cirrus were etched across the blue above. The congtancy of the westher,
even across two hundred thousand parayears of perpendicular time, never faled to impress him. The long
curve of the mountains was the same, and they were moattled with the same autumn colors, but where the
little village of Rutter's Fort stood on that other line of probability, the white towers of an gpartment-city
rose—the living quarters of the plant personnd.

The rocket that was to take him to headquarters was being hoisted with a crane and lowered into the
firing-gtand, and he walked briskly toward it, his rifle and musette dung. A boyish-looking pilot was on
the platform, opening the door of the rocket; he stood aside for Verkan Vdl to enter, then followed and
closad it, dogging it shut while his passenger stowed his bag and rifle and strapped himsdf into a sest.

"Dhergabar Commercid Termind, Sr?' the pilot asked, taking the adjoining seet at the controls.
"Paratime Police Fidd, back of the Paratime Adminigration Building."

"Right, Sr. Twenty seconds to blast, when you're ready."

"Reedy now." Verkan Vdl relaxed, counting seconds subconscioudy.

The rocket trembled, and Verkan Val fdt himsdf being pushed gently back againg the upholgtery. The
seats, and the pilot's ingrument pand in front of them, swvung on gimbals, and the finger of the indicator



swept dowly over a ninety-degree arc as the rocket rose and leveled. By then, the high cirrus clouds
Verkan Vdl had watched from the fidd were far below; they were wdl into the stratosphere.

There would be nothing to do, now, for the three hours in which the rocket sped northward across the
pole and southward to Dhergabar; the navigation was entirdy in the dectronic hands of the robot
controls. Verkan Vdl got out his pipe and lit it; the pilot lit a cigarette.

"That'san odd pipe, dr," the pilot said. "Out-time item?"

"Yes, Fourth Probability Levd; typicd of the whole paratime belt | was working in" Verkan Val handed
it over for ingpection. "The bowl's natura brier-root; the sem's a sort of plagtic made from the sap of
certain tropica trees. Thelittle white dot is the maker's trademark; it's made of eephant tusk.”

"Sounds pretty crude to me, ar." The pilot handed it back. "Nice workmanship, though. Looks like good
mechine production.”

"Yes The sector | was on is redly quite advanced, for an dectro-chemica dvilizetion. That weapon |
brought back with me—tha solid-missile projector—is typicad of most Fourth Leve culture. Moving
parts machined to the closest tolerances, and interchangeable with amilar parts of dl Smilar weapons.
Themissleis a smdl bolt of cupro-aloy coated lead, propelled by expanding gases from the ignition of
some nitro-cdllulose compound. Most of ther scientific advance occurred[py 10] within the past century,
and mogt of that in the past forty years. Of course, the life-expectancy on that levd is only about seventy
years.”

"Humph! I'm seventy-eight, last birthday,” the boyish-looking pilot snorted. "Their medica science must
be modly witchcraft!"

"Uniil quite recently, it was" Verkan Vdl agreed. "Same dory there as in everything ese—rapid
advancement in the past few decades, after thousands of years of culturd inetia”

"You know, gr, | don't redly understand this paratime guff,” the pilot confessed. "I know that dl time is
totaly present, and that every moment has its own past-future line of event-sequence, and that dl events
in space-time occur according to maximum probability, but | just don't get this dternate probability Suff,
a dl. If something exids, it's because it's the maximum-probability effect of prior causes, why does
anything else exig on any other time-ling?"

Verkan Vdl blew smoke at the air-renovator. A lecture on paratime theory would nicdy fill in the
three-hour interva until the landing at Dhergabar. At least, this kid was asking intdligent questions.

"Wil, you know the principa of time-passage, | suppose?’ he began.

"Yes, of course; Rhogom's Doctrine. The basis of most of our psychicd science. We exist perpetudly a
dl moments within our life-gpan; our extraphysical ego component passes from the ego exiding & one
moment to the ego exiging a the next. During unconsciousness, the EPC is 'time-free’; it may detach, and
connect a some other moment, with the ego exiding at that time-point. That's how we precog. We take
an autohypno and recover memories brought back from the future moment and buried in the



subconscious mind."

"That'sright,” Verkan Vdl told him. "And even without the autohypno, a lot of precognitive matter lesks
out of the subconscious and into the conscious mind, usudly in distorted forms, or dse inspires
inginctive acts, the motivation for which is not brought to the leve of consciousness. For instance,
suppose, you're waking adong North Promenade, in Dhergabar, and you come to the Martian Paace
Café, and you goin for a drink, and meet same girl, and strike up an acquaintance with her. This chance
acquaintance develops into a love affair, and a year later, out of jedousy, she rays you hdf a dozen times
with a needler.”

"Jugt about that happened to a friend of mine, not long ago,” the pilot said. "Go on, ar.”

"W, in the microsecond or so before you die—or afterward, for that matter, because we know that the
extrgphysicad component survives physica destruction—your EPC dips back a couple of years, and
re-connects a some point pastward of your firs meeting with this girl, and carries with it memories of
everything up to the moment of detachment, dl of which are inddibly recorded in your subconscious]Pg
11] mind. So, when you re-experience the event of standing outsde the Martian Palace with a thirst, you
go on to the Starway, or Nhergd's, or some other bar. In both cases, on both time-lines, you follow the
line of maximum probability; in the second case, your subconscious future memories are an added causd
fector.”

"And when | back-dip, after I've been needled, | generate a new timeline? Is that it?'

Verkan Vdl made a amdl sound of impatience. "No such thing!" he exdamed. "It's semanticdly
inadmissble to talk about the total presence of time with one bresth and about generating new time-lines
with the next. All time-lines are totdly present, in perpetua co-existence. The theory is that the EPC
passes from one moment, on one time-line, to the next moment on the next line, so that the true passage
of the EPC from moment to moment is a two-dimensiona diagond. So, in the case we're usng, the event
of your going into the Martian Palace exists on one time-ling, and the event of your passng dong to the
Starway exigts on another, but both are eventsin red existence.

"Now, what we do, in paratime transposition, is to build up a hypertempord fidd to include the time-line
we want to reach, and then shift over to it. Same point in the plenum; same point in primary time—plus
primary time elapsed during mechanical and dectronic lag in the relays—but a different line of secondary
time"

"Then why don't we have past-future time travel on our own time-line?" the pilot wanted to know.

That was a question every paratimer has to answer, every time he talks paratime to the laity. Verkan Vvl
hed been expecting it; he answered patiently.

"The Ghaldron-Hesthor field-generator is like every other mechaniam; it can operate only in the area of
primary timein which it exigts. It can trangpose to any other time-ling, and carry with it anything ingde its
fidd, but it can't go outside its own tempora area of existence, any more than a bullet from that rifle can
hit the target a week beforeit'sfired,” Verkan Val pointed out. "Anything indde the fidd is supposed to
be unaffected by anything outside. Supposed to be isthe way to put it; it doesn't dways work. Once in a
while, something pretty nasty gets picked up in trangt.” He thought, briefly, of the man in the black tunic.



"That's why we have armed guards at terminds.”

"Suppose you pick up a blast from a nucleonic bomb," the pilot asked, "or something red-hot, or
radioactive?"

"We have a monument, a Paratime Police Headquarters, in Dhergabar, bearing the names of our own
personnd who didn't make it back. It's a large monument; over the past ten thousand years, it's been
inscribed with quite a few names™

"You can have it; I'll stick to rockets!" the pilot replied. "Tdl[Py 121 me ancther thing, though: What's dl
this about levels, and sectors, and belts? What's the difference?’

"Purdy arbitrary terms. There are five man probability levels, derived from the five possible outcomes of
the attempt to colonize this planet, seventy-five thousand years ago. We're on the First Level—complete
success, and colony fully established. The Ffth Leve is the probability of complete fallure—no human
populaion established on this planet, and indigenous quas-human life evolved indigenoudy. On the
Fourth Levd, the colonigts evidently met with some disaster and lost dl memory of their extraterrestria
origin, aswel as dl extraterredtria culture. Asfar asthey know, they are an indigenous race; they have a
long pre-history of stone-age savagery.

"Sectors are areas of paratime on any levd in which the prevdent culture has a common origin and
common characterigtics. They are divided more or less arhitrarily into sub-sectors. Bdlts are areas within
sub-sectors where conditions are the result of recent aternate probabilities. For ingance, I've just come
from the Europo-American Sector of the Fourth Leve, an area of about ten thousand parayears in depth,
inwhich the dominant dvilizetion developed on the North-West Continent of the Mgor Land Mass, and
spread from there to the Minor Land Mass. The line on which | was operding is dso pat of a
sub-sector of about three thousand parayears depth, and a belt developing from one of severd probable
outcomes of awar concluded about three elgpsed years ago. On that time-ling, the fidd at the Hagraban
Synthetics Works, where we took off, is part of an abandoned farm; on the site of Hagraban City is a
little farming village. Those things are there, right now, both in primary time and in the plenum. They are
about two hundred and fifty thousand parayears perpendicular to each other, and each is of the same
generd order of redity.”

The red light overhead flashed on. The pilot looked into his visor and put his hands to the menud
controls, in case of falure of the robot controls. The rocket landed smoothly, however; there was a dight
ja as it was grappled by the crane and hoisted upright, the seats turning in their gimbas. Flot and
passenger unstrapped themselves and hurried through the refrigerated outlet and away from the
glowing-hot rocket.

An ar-taxi, emblazoned with the device of the Paratime Police, was waiting. Verkan Val sad good-by
to the rocket-pilot and took his seat beside the pilot of the aircab; the latter lifted his vehicle above the
building level and then set it down on the landing-dage of the Paratime Police Building in a long,
sSde-swooping glide. An express eevator took Verkan Vdl down to one of the middle stages, where he
showed hisggil to the guard outside the door of Tortha Karf's office and was admitted at once.



The Paratime Police chief rose[Pg 13] from behind his semicircular desk, with its array of keyboards and
viewing-screens and communicators. He was a big man, wel past his two hundredth year; his hair was
iron-gray and thinning in front, he had begun to grow thick at the waist, and his cadm features bore the
lines of middle age. He wore the dark-green uniform of the Paratime Police,

"Wdl, Vdl," he greeted. "Everything secure?’

"Not exactly, Sr." Verkan Val came around the desk, deposited his rifle and bag on the floor, and sat
down in one of the spare chairs. "I'l have to go back again."

"S0?" His chief lit a cigarette and waited.

"I traced Gavran Sarn.” Verkan Vdl got out his pipe and began to fill it. "But that's only the beginning. |
have to trace something ese. Gavran Sarn exceeded his Paratime permit, and took one of his pets dong.
A Venusan nighthound.”

Tortha Karf's expresson did not dter; it merdy grew more intense. He used one of the short,
samarticaly ugly terms which serve, in place of profanity, as the emotiond release of a race that has
forgotten dl the taboos and terminologies of supernaturadigtic rdigion and sex-inhibition.

"You're sure of this, of course.” It was less a question than a statement.

Verkan Vdl bent and took cloth-wrapped objects from his bag, unwrapping them and laying them on the
desk. They were casts, in hard black plastic, of the footprints of some large three-toed animd.

"Whét do these look like, Sr?" he asked.

Tortha Karf fingered them and nodded. Then he became as vishly angry as a man of his cvilization and
culture-level ever permitted himsdf.

"What does that foal think we have a Paratime Code for?" he demanded. "It's entirdly illegd to transpose
any extraterredtrial animd or object to any time-line on which space-travel is unknown. | don't care if he
isa green-sed thavrad; hell face charges, when he gets back, for thid"

"He was a green-sedl thavrad,” Verkan Vdl corrected. "And he won't be coming back."

"I hope you didn't have to ded summaily with him," Tortha Karf said. "With his title, and socid postion,
and hisfamily's palitical importance, that might make difficulties Not that it wouldn't be dl right with me,
of course, but we never seem to be able to make ether the Management or the public redize the
extremities to which we are forced, at times"" He sghed. "We probably never sl.”

Verkan Vdl amiled fantly. "Oh, no, gr; nothing like that. He was dead before | transposed to that
timeline. He was killed when he wrecked a sdf-propelled vehicle he was usng. One of those Fourth
Leve automobiles. | posed as ardéive and tried to dam his body for the burid-ceremony observed on
that culturd leve, but was told thet it had been completely destroyed[py 14] by fire when the fud tank of
this automobile burned. | was given certain of his effects which had passed through the fire; | found his



dgl conceded indde what appeared to be a cigarette case.” He took a green disk from the bag and lad
it on the desk. "Theré's no question; Gavran Sarn died in the wreck of that automobile”

"And the nighthound?'

"It was in the car with him, but it escaped. You know how fast those things are. | found thet track"—he
indicated one of the black casts—"in some dried mud near the scene of the wreck. As you see, the cast
isdightly defective. The others were fresh this morning, when | made them.”

"And what have you done so far?'

"I rented an old farm near the scene of the wreck, and indaled my field-generator there. It runs through
to the Hagraban Synthetics Works, about a hundred miles east of Thana-Jarvizar. | have my thisline
termind in the girls rest room at the durable plagtics factory; handled that on aloca police-power writ.
Since then, I've been hunting for the nighthound. | think | can find it, but Il need some specid equipment,
and a hypno-mech indoctrination. That'swhy | came back."

"Hasit been atracting any atention?’ Tortha Karf asked anxioudy.

"Killing cattle in the locdity; causng consderable excitement. Fortunately, it's a locdity of forested
mountains and vdley fams rather than a built-up indudria didtrict. Loca police and wild-game
protection officers are concerned; dl the farmers excited, and going armed. The theory is that it's éther a
wildcat of some sort, or a maniac armed with a cutlass. Either theory would conform, more or less, to the
nature of its depredations. Nobody has actudly seeniit.”

"That's good!" Tortha Karf was rdlieved. "Wel, youll have to go and bring it out, or kill it and obliterate
the body. Y ou know why, aswdl as | do."

"Certainly, gr," Verkan Val replied. "In a primitive culture, things like this would be assgned supernaturd
explanations, and imbedded in the locdly accepted rdigion. But this culture, while nomindly rdigious is
highly retiondigtic in practice. Typicd lag-effect, characteristic of dl expanding cultures. And this
Europo-American Sector redly has an expanding culture. A hundred and fifty years ago, the inhabitants
of this particular time-line didn't even know how to goply steam power; now they've begun to release
nuclear energy, in afew crude forms™

Tortha Karf whigtled, softly. "That's quite ajump. There's a sector that'll be in for trouble, in the next few
centuries”

"That is redized, locdly, gr." Verkan Vadl concentrated on rdighting his pipe, for a moment, then
continued: "l would predict space-travel on that sector within the next century. Maybe the next[Py 15]
haf-century, at least to the Moon. And the art of taxidermy is very highly developed. Now, suppose
some farmer shoots that thing; what would he do with it, Sr?"

Tortha Karf grunted. "Nice logic, Val. On a most uncomfortable posshility. Hed have it mounted, and
itd be put in a museum, somewhere. And as soon as the firsd gpaceship reaches Venus, and they find
those thingsin awild state, they'll have the mounted specimen identified.”



"Exactly. And then, instead of beating their brains about where ther specimen came from, they'll begin
asking when it came from. They're quite capable of such reasoning, even now."

"A hundred years isn't a paticularly long time" Tortha Karf considered. "I'll be retired, then, but youll
have my job, and itll be your headache. You'd better get this cleaned up, now, while it can be handled.
What are you going to do?'[Py 16]

"I'm not sure, now, gr. | want a hypno-mech indoctringtion, firsd." Verkan Vdl gestured toward the
communicator on the desk. "May 17" he asked.

"Certainly." Tortha Karf did the indrument across the desk. "Anything you want.”

"Thank you, gr." Verkan Vdl snapped on the code-index, found the symbol he wanted, and then
punched it on the keyboard. "Specid Chief's Assstant Verkan Vdl," he identified himsdf. " Spesaking
from office of Tortha Karf, Chief Paratime Police. | want a complete hypno-mech on Venusan
nighthounds, emphasis on wild state, specid emphasis domesticated nighthounds reverted to wild state in
terrestrid  surroundings, extraspecia  emphads hunting techniques applicable to same. The word



"nighthound’ will do for trigger-symbol.” He turned to Tortha Karf. "Can | take it here?'
Tortha Karf nodded, pointing to a row of booths dong the far wal of the office.
"Make set-up for wired trangmisson; I'll take it here.”

"Very wdl, gr; infifteen minutes" a voice replied out of the communicator.

Verkan Vdl did the communicator back. "By the way, gr; | had a hitchhiker, on the way back. Carried
him about a hundred or so parayears, picked him up about three hundred parayears after leaving my
other-line termindl. Nasty-looking fdlow, in a black uniform; looked like one of these private-army storm
troopers you find dl through that sector. Armed, and hodile. | thought I'd have to ray him, but he
blundered outside the fidd dmost a once. | have arecord, if you'd care to seeit."

"Yes put it on," Tortha Kaf gestured toward the solidograph-projector. "It's set for miniaure
reproduction here on the desk; that be dl right?'

Verkan Vdl nodded, getting out the film and loading it into the projector. When he pressed a button, a
dome of radiance appeared on the desk top; two feet in width and a foot in height. In the middle of this
appeared a smdl solidograph image of the interior of the conveyor, showing the desk, and the control
board, and the figure of Verkan Val seated at it. The little figure of the storm trooper appeared, pigal in
hand. The little Verkan Val snatched up his tiny needler; the sorm trooper moved into one sde of the
dome and vanished.

Verkan Vdl flipped a switch and cut out the image.

"Yes | don't know what causes that, but it happens, now and then," Tortha Karf said. "Usudly at the
beginning of a trangposition. | remember, when | was just a kid, about a hundred and fifty years ago—a
hundred and thirty-nine, to be exact—I picked up a fdlow on the Fourth Levd, just about where you're
operaing, and dragged him a couple of hundred parayears. | went back to find him and return him to his
own timeline, but before | could locate him, hed been arrested[py 17] by the locad authorities as a
suspicious character, and got himsdf shot trying to escape. | fdt badly about that, but—" Tortha Karf
shrugged. "Anything € se happen on the trip?'

"I ran through a bdlt of intermittent nucdleonic bombing on the Second Levd.” Verkan Val mentioned an
gpproximate paratime location.

"Aaagh! That Khiftan divilization—by courtesy so cdled!" Tortha Karf pulled a wry face. "'l suppose the
intrafamily enmities of the Hvadka Dynasty have reached critical mass again. They'll fool around till they
blast themselves back to the stone age.”

"Intdlectudly, they're about there, now. | had to operate in that sector, once—Oh, yes, another thing, Sr.
Thisrifle” Verkan Vdl picked it up, emptied the magazine, and handed it to his superior. "The supplies
office dipped up on this it's not appropriate to my line of operation. It's a lovdly rifle, but it's about two
hundred percent in advance of exising ams design on my line. It excited the curiosity of a couple of
police officers and a game-protector, who should be familiar with the weapons of their own timeline. |



evaded by disdaming ownership or intimate knowledge, and they seemed satisfied, but it worried me"

"Yes. That was made in our duplicating shops, here in Dhergabar.” Tortha Karf carried it to a
photographic bench, behind his desk. "I'll have it checked, while you're taking your hypno-mech. Want
to exchange it for something authentic?'

"Why, no, gr. It's been identified to me, and I'd excite less suspicion with it than | would if | abandoned it
and mysterioudy acquired another rifle. | just wanted a check, and Supplies warned to be more careful in
future”

Tortha Karf nodded approvingly. The young Mavrad of Nerros was thinking as a paratimer should.
"What's the designation of your line, again?'

Verkan Vdl told him. It was a short numerica term of Sx places, but it expressed a number of the order
of ten to the fortieth power, exact to the last digit. Tortha Karf repeated it into his senomemograph, with
explanatory comment.

"There seems to be quite a few things going wrong, in that area," he said. "Let's see, now.”

He punched the desgnation on a keyboard; indantly, it appeared on a tranducent screen in front of him.
He punched another combination, and, at the top of the screen, under the number, there appeared:

EVENTS, PAST ELAPSED HVE YEARS.
He punched again; below thisline appeared the sub-heading:
EVENTSINVOLVING PARATIME TRANSPOSI TION.
Another code-combination added athird line
(ATTRACTING PUBLIC NOTICE AMONG INHABITANTS)

[Pg 18]

He pressed the "gart"-button; the headings vanished, to be replaced by page after page of print,
succeeding one another on the screen as the two men read. They told strange and apparently
disconnected stories—of unexplained fires and explosons, of people vanishing without trace; of
unaccountable disasters to arcraft. There were many stories of an epidemic of myserious disk-shaped
objects seen in the ky, Ingly or in numbers. To each account was appended one or more
reference-numbers. Sometimes Tortha Karf or Verkan Val would punch one of these, and read, on an
adjoining screen, the explanatory matter referred to.

Fndly Tortha Karf leaned back and lit a fresh cigarette.



"Yes indeed, Vdl; very definitdy we will have to take action in the matter of the runaway nighthound of
the lae Gavran Sarn,” he said. "I'd forgotten that that was the timelline onto which the Ardrath
expedition launched those antigrav disks. If this extraterrestrial mongtrosity turns up, on the heds of that
‘Hying Saucer' business, everybody above the order of intdligence of a cretin will suspect some
connection.”

"What redly happened, in the Ardrath matter?' Verkan Val inquired. "l was on the Third Levd, on that
Luvarian Empire operation, a the time”

"That's right; you missed that. Well, it was one of these joint-operation things. The Paratime Commission
and the Space Patrol were experimenting with a new technique for throwing a spaceship into paratime.
They used the cruiser Ardrath, Kazarn Jann commanding. Went into space about hdfway to the Moon
and took up orbit, keeping on the sunlit Sde of the planet to avoid being observed. That was dl right. But
then, Captain Kazarn ordered away aflight of antigrav disks, fully manned, to take pictures, and findly
authorized alanding in the western mountain range, Northern Continent, Minor Land-Mass. That's when
the trouble started.”

He flipped the run-back switch, till he had recovered the page he wanted. Verkan Vdl read of a Fourth
Levd aviator, in hislittle airscrew-drive craft, Sghting nine high-flying saucerlike objects.

"That was how it began," Tortha Karf told him. "Before long, as other incidents of the same sort
occurred, our people on that line began sending back to know what was going on. Naturdly, from the
different descriptions of these 'saucers, they recognized the objects as antigrav landing-disks from a
gpaceship. So | went to the Commission and raised aomic blazes about it, and the Ardrath was ordered
to confine operations to the lower areas of the Ffth Levd. Then our people on that timeline went to
work with corrective action. Here."

He wiped the screen and then began punching combinations. Page after page appeared, bearing accounts
of people who had clamed to have seen the mysterious disks,[Py 19] and each report was more fantastic
then the lagt.

"The standard smother-out technique” Verkan Vdl grinned. "l only heard a little talk about the 'Hying
Saucers, and dl of that wasin joke. In that order of culture, you can dways discredit one true tory by
seting up ten others, papably fdse, padld to it—Wasnt tha the timeline the Tharmax Trading
Corporation dmost logt their paratime license on?!

"That'sright; it was! They bought up dl the cigarettes, and caused a conspicuous shortage, after Fourth
Levd cigarettes had been introduced on thisline and had become popular. They should have spread ther
purchases over a number of lines and kept them within the loca supply-demand frame. And they aso
got into trouble with the loca government for sdling unrationed petrol and automobile tires. We had to
send in a specia-operations group, and they came closer to having to engage in out-time loca palitics
then | care to think of." Tortha Karf quoted a line from a currently popular song about the sorrows of a
policeman's life "We're jugglers, Val; trying to keep our traders and sociologica observers and tourists
and plan idiots like the late Gavran Sarn out of trouble; trying to prevent panics and disturbances and
didocations of locd economy as a result of our operations; trying to keep out of out-time politics—and,
a dl times, a dl costs and hazards, by dl means guarding the secret of paratime transpostion.
Sometimes | wish Ghadron Karf and Hesthor Ghrom had strangled in their cradles!™



Verkan Val shook his head. "No, chief," he said. "You don't mean that; not redly,” he said. "Weve been
paaiming for the past ten thousand years. When the Ghaldron-Hesthor transtempord fidd was
discovered, our ancestors had pretty wedl exhausted the resources of this planet. We had a world
populaion of hdf a hillion, and it was dl they could do to keep dive After we began paratime
transposition, our population cdimbed to ten hillion, and there it Stayed for the lagt eight thousand years.
Jugt enough of us to enjoy our planet and the other planets of the system to the fullet; enough of
evarything for everybody that nobody needs fight anybody for anything. We've tapped the resources of
those other worlds on other time-lines, a little here, a little there, and not enough to redly hurt anybody.
Weve Ieft our mark in a few places—the Dakota Badlands, and the Gobi, on the Fourth Levd, for
ingance—but we've done no great damage to any of them.”

"Except the time they blew up hdf the Southern Idand Continent, over about five hundred parayears on
the Third Levd," Tortha Karf mentioned.

"Regrettable accident, to be sure” Verkan Vdl conceded. "And look how much weve learned from the
experiences of those other time-lines. During the Criss, after the Fourth Interplanetary War,[Pg 20] we
might have adopted Panar Sarn's 'Dictatorship of the Chosen' scheme, if we hadn't seen what an exactly
gamilar scheme had done to the Jak-Hakka Civilization, on the Second Leve. When Panar Sarn was told
about that, he went into paratime to see for himsdf, and when he returned, he renounced his proposal in
horror."

Tortha Karf nodded. He wouldn't be making any mistake in tuming his post over to the Mavrad of
Nerros on his retirement.

"Yes Vdl; | know," he said. "But when you've been at this desk as long as | have, youll have a sour
moment or two, now and then, too."

A blue light flashed over one of the booths across the room. Verkan Val got to his feet, removing his
coat and hanging it on the back of his chair, and crossed the room, ralling up his left shirt deeve. There
was a relaxer-chair in the booth, with a blue plastic hdmet above it. He glanced at the indicator-screen to
make sure he was getting the indoctrination he cdled for, and then sat down in the chair and lowered the
hemet over his head, insarting the ear plugs and fagtening the chin strap. Then he touched his left am
with an injector which was lying on the arm of the chair, and at the same time flipped the starter switch.

Soft, dow music began to chant out of the earphones. The ingdious fingers of the drug blocked off his
senses, one by one. The music diminished, and the words of the hypnotic formulalulled him to deep.

He woke, hearing the livdly strains of dance music. For a while, he lay relaxed. Then he snapped off the
switch, took out the ear plugs, removed the hemet and rose to his feet. Deep in his subconscious mind
was the entire body of knowledge about the Venusan nighthound. He mentdly pronounced the word,
and a once it began flooding into his conscious mind. He knew the animd's evolutionary higory, its
anaomy, its characterigtics, its dietary and reproductive habits, how it hunted, how it fought its enemies,
how it eluded pursuit, and how best it could be tracked down and killed. He nodded. Already, a plan for
deding with Gavran Sarn's renegade pet was taking shape in hismind.



He picked a plastic cup from the dispenser, filled it from a cooler-tap with amber-colored spiced wine,
and drank, tossing the cup into the disposal-bin. He placed a fresh injector on the am of the chair, ready
for the next user of the booth. Then he emerged, glancing a his Fourth Leve wrist watch and mentaly
trandaing to the First Leve time-scae. Three hours had passed; there had been more to learn about his
quarry than he had expected.

Tortha Karf was stting behind his desk, smoking a cigarette. It seemed as though he had not moved
gnce Verkan Vdl had left him, though the specid agent knew that he had dined, attended severd
conferences,[Pg 21] and done many other things

"I checked up on your hitchhiker, Val," the chief said. "We won't bother about him. He's a member of
something cdled the Chridian Avengers—one of those typicd Europo-American race-and-religious hate
groups. He bdongs in a bt that is the outcome of the Hitler victory of 1940, whatever that was.
Something unpleasant, | daresay. We don't owe him anything; people of that sort should be stepped on,
like cockroaches. And he won't make any more trouble on the line where you dropped him than they
have there dready. It'sin a bt of complete socid and palitical anarchy; somebody probably shot him as
soon as he emerged, because he wasn't wearing the right sort of a uniform. Nineteen-forty what, by the

wey?

"Elgpsad years since the birth of some rdigious leader,” Verkan Val explained. "And did you find out
about my rifle?'

"Oh, yes. It's reproduction of something that's cdled a Sharp's Model '37 .235 Ultraspeed-Express.
Made on an adjoining paratime belt by a company that went out of busness sixty-seven years ago,
elapsed time, on your line of operation. What made the difference was the Second War Between The
States. | don't know what that was, either—I'm not too wel up on Fourth Levd history—but whatever,
your line of operation didn't have it. Probably just as wel for them, though they very likdy had something
else, as bad or worse. | put in acomplaint to Supplies about it, and got you some more anmunition and
reloading tools. Now, tdl me what you're going to do about this nighthound business”

Tortha Karf was dlent for awhile after Verkan Vdl had finished.

"Y ou're taking some awful chances, Vdl," he sad, at length. "The way you plan doing it, the advantages
will dl be with the nighthound. Those things can see as wdl at night as you can in daylight. | suppose you
know thet, though; you're the nighthound speciadist, now.”

"Yes. But they're accustomed to the Venus hotland marshes, it's been dry weather for the last two
weeks, dl over the northeastern section of the Northern Continent. I'll be able to hear it, long before it
gets close to me. And I'll be wearing an eectric headlamp. When | sngp that on, itll be dazzled, for a

"Wdl, as | sad, you're the nighthound specidis. Therés the communicator; order anything you need.”
Helit afresh cigarette from the end of the old one before crushing it out. "But be careful, Val. 1t took me
close to forty years to make a paratimer out of you; | don't want to have to repest the process with
somebody ese before | can retire.”



The grass was wet as Verkan Vdl—who reminded himsdf that here he was cdled Richard
Lee—crossed the yard from the farmhouse[pg 22] to the ramshackle barn, in the early autumn darkness.
It had been raining that morning when the strato-rocket from Dhergabar had landed him at the Hagraban
Synthetics Works, on the Firg Levd; unaffected by the probabilities of human history, the same rain had
been coming down on the old Kinchwalter farm, near Rutter's Fort, on the Fourth Levd. And it had
perssted dl day, in adow, deliberate drizzle.

He didn't like that. The woods would be wet, muffling his quarry's footsteps, and cancding his only
advantage over the night-prowler he hunted. He had no idea, however, of posiponing the hunt. If
anything, the rain had made it dl the more imperative that the nighthound be killed a once. At this season,
afdling temperature would speedily follow. The nighthound, a creature of the hot Venus marshes, would
suffer from the cold, and, taught by years of domegtication to find warmth among human habitations, it
would invade some isolated farmhouse, or, worse, one of the little valey villages. If it were not killed
tonight, the incident he had come to prevent would certainly occur.

Going to the barn, he spread an old horse blanket on the seat of the jeep, lad his rifle on it, and then
backed the jeep outside. Then he took off his coat, removing his pipe and tobacco from the pockets, and
spread it on the wet grass. He unwrapped a package and took out a smdl plastic sporay-gun he had
brought with him from the First Leve, aming it at the coat and pressing the trigger until it blew itsdf
empty. A sckening, rancid fetor tainted the air—the scent of the giant poison-roach of Venus, the one
cresture for which the nighthound bore an inborn, implacable hatred. It was because of this compulsve
urge to attack and kill the deadly poison-roach that the first human settlers on Venus, long millennia ago,
had domesticated the ugly and savage nighthound. He remembered that the Gavran family derived ther
title from ther vast Venus hotlands estates; that Gavran Sarn, the man who had brought this thing to the
Fourth Leve, had been born on the inner planet. When Verkan Val donned that coat, he would become
his own living bait for the murderous fury of the cresture he sought. At the moment, medering his
queasiness and putting on the coat, he objected less to that danger than to the hideous stench of the
scent, to obtain which a vaduable specimen had been sacrificed a the Dhergabar Museum of
Extraterrestrid Zoology, the evening before.

Carying the wrapper and the spray-gun to an outside fireplace, he snapped his lighter to them and
tossed them in. They were highly inflanmable, blazing up and vanishing in a moment. He tested the
electric headlamp on the front of his cap; checked hisrifle drew the heavy revolver, an authentic product
of his line of operation, and flipped the cylinder out and in again. Then he got into the jeegp and drove

avey. [Pg 23

For hdf an hour, he drove quickly adong the valey roads. Now and then, he passed farmhouses, and
dogs, puzzled and angered by the dien scent his coat bore, barked furioudy. At length, he turned into a
back road, and from this to the barely discernible trace of an old log road. The rain had stopped, and, in
order to be ready to firein any direction at any time, he had removed the top of the jeep. Now he had to
crouch below the windshidd to avoid overhanging branches. Once three deer—a buck and two
does—stopped in front of him and stared for a moment, then bounded away with a flutter of white tails.

He was driving dowly, now; laying behind him a reeking trall of scent. There had been another



gock-killing, the night before, while he had been on the First Leve. Thelocdlity of this latest depredation
hed confirmed his estimate of the beast's probable movements, and indicated where it might be prowling,
tonight. He was certain that it was somewhere near; sooner or later, it would pick up the scent.

Fndly, he stopped, shapping out his lights He had chosen this spot carefully, while sudying the
Geologicd Survey map, that afternoon; he was on the grade of an old railroad line, now abandoned and
its track long removed, which had served the logging operations of fifty years ago. On one sde, the
mountain danted sharply upward; on the other, it fdl away sharply. If the nighthound were below him, it
would have to dimb that forty-five degree dope, and could not avoid didodging loose stones, or
otherwise making a noise. He would get out on that side; if the nighthound were above him, the jeep
would protect him when it charged. He got to the ground, thumbing off the safety of his rifle, and an
indant later he knew that he had made a mistake which could easily cost him his life a mistake from
which neither his comprehensive logic nor his hypnaticaly acquired knowledge of the beast's habits hed
saved him.

As he stepped to the ground, facing toward the front of the jeep, he heard alow, whining cry behind him,
and arush of padded feet. He whirled, sngpping on the headlamp with his left hand and thrusting out his
rifle pistol-wise in hisright. For a split second, he saw the charging animd, its long, lizardlike head split in
atoothy grin, its talon-tipped fore-paws extended.

Hefired, and the bullet went wild. The next indant, the rifle was knocked from his hand. Indinctively, he
flung up his left am to shidd his eyes. Claws raked his left am and shoulder, something struck him
heavily dong the left Sde, and his cap-light went out as he dropped and rolled under the jeep, drawing in
hislegs and fumbling under his coat for the revolver.

In that ingant, he knew what had gone wrong. His plan had been entirdy too much of a success. The
nighthound had winded him as he had driven up the old railroad-grade, and had followed. Its best running
speed had been just good [Py 24] enough to keep it a hundred or so feet behind the jeep, and the
motor-noise had covered the padding of its feet. In the few moments between stopping the little car and
getting out, the nighthound had been able to close the distance and spring upon him.



It was characterigtic of Firg-Level mentdity that Verkan Val wasted no moments on sdlf-reproach or
panic. While he was 4ill ralling under his jeep, hismind had been busy with plans to retrieve the stuation.
Something touched the hed of one boot, and he froze his leg into immohility, a the same time trying to
get the big Smith & Wesson free. The shoulder-holster, he found, was badly torn, though made of the
heaviest skirting-leather, and the spring which retained the weapon in place had been wrenched and bent
until he needed both hands to draw. The eight-inch dashing-claw of the nighthound's right intermediary
limb had raked him; only the inginctive mation of throwing up his am, and the fact that he wore the
revolver in a shoulder-holster, had saved hislife

The nighthound was prowling around the jeep, whining franticaly. It was badly confused. It could see
quite well, even in the close darkness of the starless night; its eyes were of a nature capable of perceving
infrared radiations as light. There were plenty of these; the jegp's engine, laidy running on four-whed
drive, was quite hot. Had he been stlanding aone, especidly on this raw, chilly night, Verkan [pg 25 Val's
own body-heat would have lighted him up like a jack-o'-lantern. Now, however, the hot engine above
hm masked his own radiations. Moreover, the poison-roach scent on his coat was coming up through
the floor board and minging with the scent on the seat, yet the nighthound couldnt find the
two-and-a-haf foot insectlike thing that should have been producing it. Verkan Vdl lay motionless,
wondering how long the next move would be in coming. Then he heard a thud above him, followed by a
furious tearing as the nighthound ripped the blanket and began rending at the seat cushion.

"Hope it gets a paw-full of seat-gorings,” Verkan Vdl commented mentdly. He had dready found a
stone about the sze of his two fids, and another dightly smdler, and had put one in each of the Sde
pockets of the coat. Now he dipped his revolver into his waist-belt and writhed out of the coat, shedding
the ruined shoulder-holster at the same time. Wriggling on the flat of his back, he squirmed between the
rear whedls, until he was able to St up, behind the jeep. Then, swinging the weighted coat, he flung it
forward, over the nighthound and the jeep itsdf, at the same time drawing his revolver.



Immediately, the nighthound, lured by the sudden movement of the principa source of the scent, jumped
out of the jeep and bounded &fter the coat, and there was considerable noise in the brush on the lower
sde of therailroad grade. At once, Verkan Val swarmed into the jeep and snapped on the lights

His stratagem had succeeded beautifully. The stinking coat had landed on the top of a smdl bush, about
ten feet in front of the jeep and ten feet from the ground. The nighthound, erect on its haunches, was
reeching out with its front paws to drag it down, and dashing angrily at it with its sngle-clawed
intermediary limbs. Its back was to Verkan Val.

His sghts dearly defined by the lights in front of him, the paratimer centered them on the base of the
creature's spine, just above its secondary shoulders, and carefully squeezed the trigger. The big .357
Magnum bucked in his hand and belched flame and sound—if only these Fourth Leve weapons weren't
s0 confoundedly boisterousl—and the nighthound screamed and fdll. Recocking the revolver, Verkan
Vdl waited for an indant, then nodded in satisfaction. The beast's spine had been smashed, and its hind
quarters, and even its intermediary fighting limbs had been pardyzed. He amed carefully for a second
shot and fired into the base of the thing's skull. It quivered and died.

Getting a flaghlight, he found his rifle, sticking muzzle-down in the mud a little behind and to the right of
the jeep, and swore briefly inthe locd Fourth Leved idiom, for Verkan Val was a man who loved good
weapons, be they sgmaray needlers, neutron-disruption blasters, or the solid-missile projectors of the
[Pg 26] lower levels. By this time, he was feding consgderable pain from the claw-wounds he had
received. He pedled off his shirt and tossed it over the hood of the jeep.

Tortha Karf had advised him to carry a needler, or a blagter, or a neurogtat-gun, but Verkan Vdl had
been unwilling to take such arms onto the Fourth Leve. In event of mishep to himsdlf, it would be dl too
essy for such aweapon to fdl into the hands of someone able to deduce from it scientific principles too
far in advance of the generd Fourth Leve culture. But there had been one Firgt Leve item which he had
permitted himsdf, manly because, suitably packaged, it was not reedily identifigble as such. Digging a
respectable Fourth-Level leatherette case from under the seat, he opened it and took out a pint bottle
with a red poison-labd, and atowel. Saturating the towel with the contents of the bottle, he rubbed every
inch of historso with it, so as not to miss even the smalest break made in his skin by the septic claws of
the nighthound. Whenever the lotion-soaked towd touched raw skin, a pain like the burn of a hot iron
shat through him; before he was through, he was in agony. Satisfied that he had disnfected every wound,
he dropped the towe and dung weekly to the sde of the jeep. He grunted out a string of English oaths,
and capped them with an obscene Spanish blagphemy he had picked up among the Fourth Leve
inhabitants of his idand home of Nerros, to the south, and a thundering curse in the name of Mogga,
Fire-God of Doal, ina Third-Level tongue. He mentioned Fasf, Great God of Khift, in a manner which
would have got him an acid-bath if the Khiftan priests had heard him. He dluded to the baroque amatory
practices of the Third-Level Illydla people, and soothed himsdf, in the dasscd Dar-Hama tongue, with
one of those rambling genedlogica inaults favored in the Indo-Turanian Sector of the Fourth Leve.

By thistime, the pain had subsided to an over-all smarting itch. He'd have to bear with that until his work
was finished and he could enjoy a hot bath. He got another bottle out of the first-aid kit—a flat pint,
ldbdled "Old Overhadlt,” contaning a locdly-manufectured specific for inward and subjective



wounds—and medicated himsdf copioudy from it, corking it and dipping it into his hip pocket agangt
future need. He gathered up the ruined shoulder-holster and threw it under the back seat. He put on his
shirt. Then he went and dragged the dead nighthound onto the grade by its sumpy tall.

It was an ugly thing, weighing close to two hundred pounds, with powerfully muscled hind legs which
furnished the bulk of its motive-power, and sturdy three-clawed front legs. Its secondary limbs, about a
third of the way back from its front shoulders, were long and dender; normdly, they were carried folded
closdy againg the body, and each was armed with a sngle curving claw. The revolver-bullet had gone in
a the base of the skull [Py 27] and emerged under the jaw; the head was rddively undamaged. Verkan
Vdl was glad of that; he wanted that head for the trophy-room of his home on Nerros. Grunting and
draning, he got the thing into the back of the jeep, and flung hisdmost shredded tweed coat over it.

A lagt look around assured him that he had Ieft nothing unaccountable or suspicious. The brush was
broken where the nighthound had been tearing a the coat; a bear might have done that. There were
plashes of the vistid duff the thing had used for blood, but they wouldnt be there long. Terrestrid
rodents liked nighthound blood, and the woods were full of mice. He dimbed in under the whed,
backed, turned, and drove away.

Insde the paratime-trangposition dome, Verkan Val turned from the body of the nighthound, which he
hed just dragged in, and considered the inert form of another anima—a stump-tailed, tuft-eared, tawny
Canada lynx. That particular animd had dready made two paratime trangpostions; captured in the vast
wilderness of Ffth-Level North America, it had been taken to the Firs Leve and placed in the
Dhergabar Zoologicd Gardens, and then, requisitioned on the authority of Tortha Karf, it had been
brought to the Fourth Leve by Verkan Val. It was dmogt at the end of dl its travels.

Verkan Vdl prodded the supine animd with the toe of his boot; it twitched dightly. Its feet were
cross-bound with straps, but when he saw that the narcotic was wearing off, Verkan Vdl snatched a
syringe, parted the fur at the base of its neck, and gave it an injection. After a moment, he picked it up in
hisarms and carried it out to the jeep.

"All right, pussy cat," he said, placing it under the rear seat, "this is the one-way ride. The way you're
doped up, it won't hurt a bit.”

He went back and rummaged in the debris of the long-deserted barn. He picked up a hoe, and discarded
it as too light. An old plowshare was too unhandy. He considered a grate-bar from a hegting furnace, and
then he found the poleax, lying anong a pile of wormeaten boards. Its handle had been shortened, at
some time, to about twelve inches, converting it into a heavy hatchet. He weighed it, and tried it on a
block of wood, and then, making sure that the secret door was closed, he went out again and drove off.

An hour later, he returned. Opening the secret door, he carried the ruined shoulder holster, and the straps
that had bound the bobcat's feet, and the ax, now splotched with blood and tawvny cat-hairs, into the
dome. Then he closed the secret room, and took along drink from the bottle on his hip.

The job was done. He would take a hot bath, and deep in the farmhouse till noon, and then he would



return to the Frst Levd. Maybe Tortha Kaf would want hm to come back here for a while The
gtuaion on thistime-line was [Pg 28] far from satisfactory, even if the crids threatened by Gavran Sarn's
renegade pet had been averted. The presence of a chief's assstant might be desirable.

At least, he had a right to expect a short vacation. He thought of the little redhead at the Hagraban
Synthetics Works. What was her name? Something Kara—Morvan Kara; that was it. She'd be coming
off shift about the time held make First Level, tomorrow afternoon.

The claw-wounds were dill smarting vexaioudy. A hot bath, and a night's degp—He took another
drink, lit his pipe, picked up hisrifle and started across the yard to the house.

Private Zinkowski cradled the telephone and got up from the desk, dretching. He left the orderly-room
and walked across the hdl to the recreation room, where the rest of the boys were logfing. Sergeant
Haines, in alanguid ginrrummy game with Corporal Conner, a sheriff's deputy, and a mechanic from the
service gation down the road, looked up.

"Wdl, Sarge, | think we can write off those stock-killings" the private said.
"Yeeh?' The sergeant’s interest quickened.

"Yegh. | think the whatzit's had it. | just got a buzz from the railroad cops at Logansport. It seems a
track-walker found a dead bobcat on the Logan River branch, about a mile or so bdow MMY sgnd
tower. Looks like it tangled with that night freght up-river, and came off second best. It was near
chopped to hamburger.”

"MMY sgnd tower; that's right below Y oder's Crossing,” the sergeant considered. "The Stravmyer farm
night-before-last, the Amrine farm last night—Y eah, that would be about right."

"Thatll suit Steve Parker; bobcats aren't protected, so it's not his trouble. And they're not a violation of
date law, so it's none of our worry,” Conner said. "Your ded, isnt it, Sarge?’

"Yegh. Wait aminute” The sergeant got to his feet. "I promised Sam Kane, the AP man at Logansport,
that I'd let him in on anything new." He got up and started for the phone. "Phantom Killer!" He blew an
impolite noise.

"Wl, it was a lot of excitement, while it lasted,” the deputy sheriff said. "Just like that Hying Saucer
thing."

THEEND



End of the Project Gutenberg EBook of Police Operation, by H Beam Piper
*** END OF THI S PRQIECT GUTENBERG EBOOK POLI CE OPERATI ON ***

***x%* This file should be named 19067-h. ht m or 19067-h.zip *****
This and all associated files of various formats will be found in:
http://ww. gut enberg. org/ 1/ 9/ 0/ 6/ 19067/

Produced by Greg Weeks, WIIliam Wods, and the Online
Di stributed Proofreading Team at http://ww. pgdp. net

Updated editions will replace the previous one--the old editions
wi Il be renaned.

Creating the works frompublic domain print editions neans that no

one owns a United States copyright in these works, so the Foundation
(and you!) can copy and distribute it in the United States w thout
perm ssion and without paying copyright royalties. Special rules,

set forth in the General Terns of Use part of this license, apply to
copying and distributing Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic works to
protect the PRQIECT GUTENBERG t m concept and trademark. Project
Gutenberg is a registered trademark, and may not be used if you

charge for the eBooks, unless you receive specific permssion. If you
do not charge anything for copies of this eBook, complying with the
rules is very easy. You nmay use this eBook for nearly any purpose
such as creation of derivative works, reports, perfornmances and
research. They nmay be nodified and printed and gi ven away--you nay do
practically ANYTHI NG wi th public domain eBooks. Redistribution is
subject to the tradenmark |icense, especially comrercial

redi stribution.

*** START: FULL LI CENSE ***

THE FULL PRQIECT GUTENBERG LI CENSE
PLEASE READ TH S BEFORE YQU DI STRI BUTE OR USE THI S WORK

To protect the Project Gutenberg-tm nission of pronmoting the free
distribution of electronic works, by using or distributing this work
(or any other work associated in any way with the phrase "Project

Gut enberg"), you agree to conply with all the terms of the Full Project
Qut enberg-tm License (available with this file or online at
http://gutenberg.org/license).

Section 1. General Terns of Use and Redistributing Project Cutenberg-tm
el ectroni c works

1.A. By reading or using any part of this Project Gutenberg-tm
el ectronic work, you indicate that you have read, understand, agree to


http://www.gutenberg.org/1/9/0/6/19067/
http://www.pgdp.net
http://gutenberg.org/license).

and accept all the ternms of this license and intellectual property
(trademar k/ copyright) agreenment. |If you do not agree to abide by al
the terms of this agreement, you nust cease using and return or destroy
all copies of Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic works in your possession
If you paid a fee for obtaining a copy of or access to a Project

Qut enberg-tm el ectronic work and you do not agree to be bound by the
terns of this agreenment, you may obtain a refund fromthe person or
entity to whomyou paid the fee as set forth in paragraph 1.E.8.

1.B. "Project CQutenberg" is a registered trademark. It may only be
used on or associated in any way with an el ectronic work by people who
agree to be bound by the terns of this agreenent. There are a few
things that you can do with nost Project Gutenberg-tm el ectronic works
even without conplying with the full terms of this agreenment. See
paragraph 1.C below. There are a lot of things you can do with Project
Qut enberg-tm el ectronic works if you follow the terms of this agreenent
and help preserve free future access to Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic
wor ks. See paragraph 1. E bel ow

1.C. The Project CQutenberg Literary Archive Foundation ("the Foundation"
or PA.AF), owns a conpilation copyright in the collection of Project

Qut enberg-tm el ectronic works. Nearly all the individual works in the
collection are in the public domain in the United States. |If an

i ndi vidual work is in the public domain in the United States and you are
located in the United States, we do not claima right to prevent you from
copying, distributing, perform ng, displaying or creating derivative

wor ks based on the work as long as all references to Project Cutenberg
are removed. O course, we hope that you will support the Project

Qut enberg-tm mi ssion of prompoting free access to el ectronic works by
freely sharing Project Gutenberg-tmworks in conpliance with the terns of
this agreement for keeping the Project Qutenberg-tm nane associated wth
the work. You can easily conply with the terms of this agreement by
keeping this work in the same format with its attached full Project

Gut enberg-tm Li cense when you share it wi thout charge with others.

1.D. The copyright laws of the place where you are |ocated al so govern
what you can do with this work. Copyright laws in nost countries are in
a constant state of change. |If you are outside the United States, check
the aws of your country in addition to the terns of this agreenent

bef ore downl oadi ng, copying, displaying, performng, distributing or
creating derivative works based on this work or any other Project

Qut enberg-tmwork. The Foundati on nmakes no representati ons concerning
the copyright status of any work in any country outside the United
St at es.

1.E. Unless you have renoved all references to Project QGutenberg:

1.E.1. The follow ng sentence, with active links to, or other inmediate
access to, the full Project Gutenberg-tm License rmust appear prom nently
whenever any copy of a Project Gutenberg-tmwork (any work on which the
phrase "Project QGutenberg" appears, or with which the phrase "Project

Qut enberg" is associated) is accessed, displayed, perforned, viewed,

copi ed or distributed:

This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere at no cost and with

al nost no restrictions whatsoever. You may copy it, give it away or
re-use it under the terms of the Project Gutenberg License included
with this eBook or online at www. gutenberg. org

1.E.2. If an individual Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic work is derived



fromthe public domain (does not contain a notice indicating that it is
posted with perm ssion of the copyright holder), the work can be copied
and distributed to anyone in the United States wi thout paying any fees
or charges. |If you are redistributing or providing access to a work
with the phrase "Project Gutenberg" associated with or appearing on the
wor k, you rmust conply either with the requirenments of paragraphs 1.E. 1
through 1. E. 7 or obtain perm ssion for the use of the work and the
Project Gutenberg-tmtrademark as set forth in paragraphs 1.E 8 or

1.E 9.

1.E.3. If an individual Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic work is posted
with the perm ssion of the copyright holder, your use and distribution
nmust conply with both paragraphs 1.E 1 through 1.E. 7 and any additiona
terns i mposed by the copyright holder. Additional terns will be |inked
to the Project Gutenberg-tmLicense for all works posted with the

perm ssion of the copyright hol der found at the begi nning of this work.

1.E.4. Do not unlink or detach or renove the full Project Gutenberg-tm
Li cense terns fromthis work, or any files containing a part of this
work or any other work associated with Project Qutenberg-tm

1.E.5. Do not copy, display, perform distribute or redistribute this
el ectronic work, or any part of this electronic work, wthout

prom nently displaying the sentence set forth in paragraph 1.E. 1 with
active links or i mediate access to the full terns of the Project

Gut enber g-t m Li cense.

1.E.6. You may convert to and distribute this work in any binary,
conpressed, marked up, nonproprietary or proprietary form including any
word processing or hypertext form However, if you provide access to or
distribute copies of a Project Gutenberg-tmwork in a format other than
"Plain Vanilla ASCII" or other format used in the official version
posted on the official Project Gutenberg-tmweb site (ww. gutenberg.org),
you must, at no additional cost, fee or expense to the user, provide a
copy, a means of exporting a copy, or a means of obtaining a copy upon
request, of the work in its original "Plain Vanilla ASCII" or other

form Any alternate format nust include the full Project Gutenberg-tm
Li cense as specified in paragraph 1.E 1.

1.E.7. Do not charge a fee for access to, view ng, displaying,
perform ng, copying or distributing any Project Gutenberg-tm works
unl ess you conply with paragraph 1.E. 8 or 1.E. 9.

1.E. 8. You may charge a reasonable fee for copies of or providing
access to or distributing Project Gutenberg-tm el ectronic works provided
t hat

- You pay a royalty fee of 20% of the gross profits you derive from
the use of Project Gutenberg-tmworks cal cul ated using the method
you al ready use to cal cul ate your applicable taxes. The fee is
owed to the owner of the Project CGutenberg-tmtrademark, but he
has agreed to donate royalties under this paragraph to the
Project GQutenberg Literary Archive Foundation. Royalty paynents
nmust be paid within 60 days foll ow ng each date on which you
prepare (or are legally required to prepare) your periodic tax
returns. Royalty paynents should be clearly nmarked as such and
sent to the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation at the
address specified in Section 4, "Information about donations to
the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation."



- You provide a full refund of any noney paid by a user who notifies
you in witing (or by e-mail) within 30 days of receipt that s/he
does not agree to the ternms of the full Project Gutenberg-tm
Li cense. You must require such a user to return or
destroy all copies of the works possessed in a physical nedi um
and di scontinue all use of and all access to other copies of
Proj ect Gutenberg-tm worKks.

- You provide, in accordance with paragraph 1.F.3, a full refund of any
noney paid for a work or a replacenent copy, if a defect in the
el ectronic work is discovered and reported to you within 90 days
of receipt of the work.

- You comply with all other terns of this agreenent for free
di stribution of Project QGutenberg-tm works.

1.E.9. If you wish to charge a fee or distribute a Project Gutenberg-tm
el ectronic work or group of works on different terns than are set

forth in this agreenment, you nmust obtain permission in witing from

both the Project Qutenberg Literary Archive Foundati on and M chael

Hart, the owner of the Project Gutenberg-tmtrademark. Contact the
Foundation as set forth in Section 3 bel ow

1.F

1.F.1. Project GQutenberg volunteers and enpl oyees expend consi derabl e
effort to identify, do copyright research on, transcribe and proofread
public domain works in creating the Project Gutenberg-tm

collection. Despite these efforts, Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic
wor ks, and the medi um on which they may be stored, may contain
"Defects,” such as, but not limted to, inconplete, inaccurate or
corrupt data, transcription errors, a copyright or other intellectua
property infringenment, a defective or danaged di sk or other medium a
conputer virus, or conputer codes that damage or cannot be read by
your equi pnent.

1.F. 2. LIMTED WARRANTY, DI SCLAI MER OF DAMAGES - Except for the "Right
of Repl acenent or Refund" described in paragraph 1.F.3, the Project

Qut enberg Literary Archive Foundation, the owner of the Project

Qut enberg-tmtrademark, and any other party distributing a Project

Qut enberg-tm el ectroni ¢ work under this agreenent, disclaimal
liability to you for damages, costs and expenses, including |ega

fees. YOU AGREE THAT YOU HAVE NO REMEDI ES FOR NEGLI GENCE, STRI CT

LI ABI LI TY, BREACH OF WARRANTY OR BREACH OF CONTRACT EXCEPT THOSE

PROVI DED | N PARAGRAPH F3. YOU AGREE THAT THE FOUNDATI ON, THE
TRADEMARK OMNER, AND ANY DI STRI BUTOR UNDER THI S AGREEMENT W LL NOT BE
LI ABLE TO YOU FOR ACTUAL, DI RECT, | NDI RECT, CONSEQUENTI AL, PUNI TI VE OR
| NCl DENTAL DAMAGES EVEN | F YOU G VE NOTI CE OF THE PCSSI BI LI TY OF SUCH
DAVAGE.

1.F.3. LIMTED RIGHT OF REPLACEMENT OR REFUND - |f you discover a
defect in this electronic work within 90 days of receiving it, you can
receive a refund of the noney (if any) you paid for it by sending a
witten explanation to the person you received the work from |If you
recei ved the work on a physical nedium you nust return the mediumw th
your witten explanation. The person or entity that provided you with
the defective work may elect to provide a replacenent copy in lieu of a
refund. |f you received the work electronically, the person or entity
providing it to you may choose to give you a second opportunity to
receive the work electronically in lieu of a refund. |If the second copy



is also defective, you may denmand a refund in witing wthout further
opportunities to fix the problem

1.F. 4. Except for the limted right of replacement or refund set forth
in paragraph 1.F. 3, this work is provided to you "AS-1S, WTH NO OTHER
WARRANTI ES OF ANY KI ND, EXPRESS OR | MPLI ED, | NCLUDI NG BUT NOT LI M TED TO
WARRANTI ES OF MERCHANTI BI LI TY OR FI TNESS FOR ANY PURPCSE

1.F.5. Sone states do not allow disclainers of certain inplied
warranties or the exclusion or limtation of certain types of damages.

If any disclainer or limtation set forth in this agreement violates the
| aw of the state applicable to this agreenent, the agreenent shall be
interpreted to make the maxi mum disclaimer or lintation permtted by
the applicable state law. The invalidity or unenforceability of any
provi sion of this agreenment shall not void the remaining provisions.

1.F.6. INDEMNITY - You agree to indemify and hold the Foundation, the
trademark owner, any agent or enployee of the Foundation, anyone
provi di ng copies of Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic works in accordance
with this agreenment, and any volunteers associated with the production,
promotion and distribution of Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic works,
harm ess fromall liability, costs and expenses, including |egal fees,
that arise directly or indirectly fromany of the foll ow ng which you do
or cause to occur: (a) distribution of this or any Project Gutenberg-tm
work, (b) alteration, nodification, or additions or deletions to any
Project Gutenberg-tmwork, and (c) any Defect you cause.

Section 2. Information about the M ssion of Project Gutenberg-tm

Project Gutenberg-tmis synonynous with the free distribution of

el ectronic works in formats readable by the wi dest variety of conputers
i ncl udi ng obsol ete, old, mddle-aged and new conmputers. It exists
because of the efforts of hundreds of volunteers and donations from
people in all wal ks of life.

Vol unteers and financial support to provide volunteers with the
assistance they need, is critical to reaching Project Gutenberg-tms
goal s and ensuring that the Project GQutenberg-tmcollection will
remain freely available for generations to cone. In 2001, the Project
Qut enberg Literary Archive Foundation was created to provide a secure
and pernmanent future for Project Gutenberg-tm and future generations.
To |l earn nore about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation
and how your efforts and donations can hel p, see Sections 3 and 4

and the Foundation web page at http://ww. pgl af. org.

Section 3. Information about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive
Foundat i on

The Project Qutenberg Literary Archive Foundation is a non profit
501(c)(3) educational corporation organized under the laws of the
state of M ssissippi and granted tax exenpt status by the Interna
Revenue Service. The Foundation's EIN or federal tax identification
nunber is 64-6221541. Its 501(c)(3) letter is posted at
http://pglaf.org/fundraising. Contributions to the Project Cutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation are tax deductible to the full extent
permtted by U S. federal |laws and your state's | aws.

The Foundation's principal office is |ocated at 4557 Melan Dr. S


http://www.pglaf.org.
http://pglaf.org/fundraising. 

Fai r banks, AK, 99712., but its volunteers and enpl oyees are scattered
t hr oughout numerous locations. |Its business office is |ocated at

809 North 1500 West, Salt Lake City, UT 84116, (801) 596-1887, emil
busi ness@agl af . org. Emmil contact |inks and up to date contact

i nformation can be found at the Foundation's web site and offici al
page at http://pglaf.org

For additional contact infornation:
Dr. Gregory B. Newby
Chi ef Executive and Director
gbnewby @gl af . org

Section 4. Information about Donations to the Project CGutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation

Proj ect CGutenberg-tm depends upon and cannot survive w thout w de
spread public support and donations to carry out its nission of

i ncreasi ng the nunber of public domain and Iicensed works that can be
freely distributed i n machi ne readabl e form accessi bl e by the w dest
array of equi prment including outdated equi pment. Many small donations
($1 to $5,000) are particularly inmportant to maintaining tax exenpt
status with the I RS

The Foundation is conmitted to conplying with the | aws regul ati ng
charities and charitable donations in all 50 states of the United
States. Conpliance requirements are not uniformand it takes a

consi derabl e effort, much paperwork and many fees to nmeet and keep up
with these requirements. W do not solicit donations in |ocations
where we have not received witten confirmati on of conpliance. To
SEND DONATI ONS or determ ne the status of conpliance for any
particular state visit http://pglaf.org

Wil e we cannot and do not solicit contributions fromstates where we
have not met the solicitation requirenents, we know of no prohibition
agai nst accepting unsolicited donations fromdonors in such states who
approach us with offers to donate.

International donations are gratefully accepted, but we cannot make
any statenments concerning tax treatnment of donations received from
outside the United States. U. S. |laws al one swanp our small staff.

Pl ease check the Project GQutenberg Wb pages for current donation
nmet hods and addresses. Donations are accepted in a nunber of other
ways i ncl udi ng checks, online paynents and credit card

donations. To donate, please visit: http://pglaf.org/donate

Section 5. General Information About Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic
wor ks.

Prof essor Mchael S. Hart is the originator of the Project Gutenberg-tm
concept of a library of electronic works that could be freely shared

wi th anyone. For thirty years, he produced and distributed Project

Gut enberg-tm eBooks with only a | oose network of vol unteer support.

Proj ect Gutenberg-tm eBooks are often created from several printed
editions, all of which are confirmed as Public Domain in the U S
unl ess a copyright notice is included. Thus, we do not necessarily
keep eBooks in conpliance with any particul ar paper edition.


http://pglaf.org
http://pglaf.org
http://pglaf.org/donate

Most people start at our Web site which has the main PG search facility:

http://ww. gut enberg. org

This Web site includes information about Project CGutenberg-tm

i ncluding how to nmake donations to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archi ve Foundation, how to hel p produce our new eBooks, and how to
subscribe to our enail newsletter to hear about new eBooks.

*** END: FULL LI CENSE ***


http://www.gutenberg.org

