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Beep

JOSEF PABER | owered his newspaper slightly. Finding the girl
on the park bench | ooking his way, he smiled the agonizingly
enbarrassed snile of the thoroughly married nobody caught

bi rd-wat chi ng, and ducked back into the paper again.

He was reasonably certain that he | ooked the part of a

m ddl e- aged, steadily enployed, harm ess citizen enjoying a
Sunday break in the bookkeeping and famly routines. He

was al so quite certain, despite his official instructions, that
it wouldn't nake the slightest bit of difference if he didn't.
These boy-neets-girl assignnents always canme off. Jo had
never tackled a single one that had required him

As a matter of fact, the newspaper, which he was supposed

to be using only as a blind, interested hima good deal nore
than his job did. He had only barely begun to suspect the
obvi ous ten years ago when the Service had snapped him

up; now, after a decade as an agent, he was still fascinated
to see how snmoothly the really inportant situations canme off.
The dangerous situationsnot boy-neets-girl

This affair of the Black Horse Nebula, for instance. Some
days ago the papers and the conmentators had begun to
mention reports of disturbances in that area, and Jo's
practiced eye had picked up the nmention. Sonething big

was cooki ng.

Today it had boil ed overthe Bl ack Horse Nebul a had

suddenly spewed shi ps by the hundreds, a massed arnmada

that nust have taken nore than a century of effort on the
part of a whole star cluster, a production drive conducted
in the strictest and nost fanatical kind of secrecy. . . .
And, of course, the Service had been on the spot in plenty
of time. Wth three tines as many ships, disposed with

mat hermati cal precision so as to enfilade the entire arnada
the moment it broke fromthe nebula. The battle had been

a massacre, the attack smashed before the average citizen
could even begin to figure out what it had been ained at

and good had triunphed over evil once nore.

O cour se.

Furtive scuffings on the gravel drew his attention briefly.
He | ooked at his watch, which said 14:58:03. That was the
time, according to his instructions, when boy had to neet
girl.

He had been given the strictest kind of orders to |let nothing
interfere with this neetingthe orders always issued on boy-
meets-girl assignnents. But, as usual, he had nothing to do
but observe. The neeting was coming off on the dot, wthout
any prodding fromJo. They always did.

O cour se.

Wth a sigh, he folded his newspaper, snmling again at the
coupl eyes, it was the right man, tooand noved away, as

if reluctantly. He wondered what woul d happen were he to
pul |l away the fal se nustache, pitch the newspaper on the
grass, and bound away with a joyous whoop. He suspected

that the course of history would not be deflected by even a
second of arc, but he was not minded to try the experinent.
The park was pleasant. The twin suns warmed the path

and the greenery without any of the blasting heat which they
woul d bring to bear later in the sumrer. Randol ph was

al t ogether the nost confortable planet he had visited in
years. Alittle backward, perhaps, but restful, too.

It was also slightly over a hundred |ight-years away from
Earth. It would be interesting to know how Service head-
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quarters on Earth could have known in advance that boy

would neet girl at a certain spot on Randol ph, precisely

at 14:58:03.

O how Service headquarters coul d have anbushed with
mcrometric precision a major interstellar fleet, with no nore
preparation than a few days' buildup in the newspapers and

vi deo coul d evi dence.

The press was free, on Randol ph as everywhere. It reported
the news it got. Any enmergency concentration of Service
ships in the Black Horse area, or anywhere el se, would have
been noticed and reported on. The Service did not forbid
such reports for "security" reasons or for any other reasons.
Yet there had been nothing to report but that (a) an arnmada
of staggering size had erupted with no real warning fromthe
Bl ack Horse Nebula, and that (b) the Service had been ready.
By now, it was a commonpl ace that the Service was al ways
ready. It had not had a defect or a failure in well over two
centuries. It had not even had a fiasco, the al arm ng-soundi ng
technical word by which it referred to the possibility that a
boy-neets-girl assignnment mght not cone off.

Jo hailed a hopper. Once inside he stripped hinself of the
nmust ache, the bald spot, the forehead creasesall the nake-

up which had given himhis mask of friendly innocuousness.
The hoppy wat ched the whol e process in the rear-view

mrror. Jo glanced up and net his eyes.

"Pardon nme, mster, but |I figured you didn't care if | saw
you. You nust be a Service man."

"That's right. Take me to Service HQ wll you?"

"Sure enough." The hoppy gunned his machine. It rose
snmoothly to the express level. "First tine | ever got close to
a Service man. Didn't hardly believe it at first when | saw
you taking your face off. You sure | ooked different."

"Have to, sonetines," Jo said, preoccupied.

"I'"l'l bet. No wonder you know all about everything before

it breaks. You nust have a thousand faces each, your own
nmot her woul dn't know you, eh? Don't you care if | know

about your snooping around in disguise?"

Jo grinned. The grin created a tiny pulling sensation across
one curve of his cheek, just next to his nose. He stripped
away the overl ooked bit of tissue and examined it critically.
"OF course not. Disguise is an elenentary part of Service
wor k. Anyone coul d guess that. W don't use it often, as a
matter of factonly on very sinple assignnents.”

"Ch." The hoppy sounded slightly di sappoi nted, as nel o-
drama faded. He drove silently for about a mnute. Then,

specul atively: "Sonetinmes | think the Service nmust have
time-travel, the things they pull. . . . Wll, here you are
Good luck, mster."

"Thanks."

Jo went directly to Krasna's office. Krasna was a
Randol pher. Earth-trained, and answerable to the Earth offi ce,
but otherwi se pretty nmuch on his own. H s heavy, nuscul ar
face wore the sane expression of serene confidence that was
characteristic of Service officials everywhereeven sone
that, technically speaking, had no faces to wear it.

"Boy neets girl," Jo said briefly. "On the nose and on

the spot."

"Good work, Jo. Cigarette?" Krasna pushed the box across
hi s desk.

"Nope, not now. Like to talk to you, if you' ve got tine."
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Krasna pushed a button, and a toadstoollike chair rose out

of the floor behind Jo. "What's on your nind?"

"Well," Jo said carefully. "I'mwondering why you patted

me on the back just now for not doing a job."

"You did a job."

"I did not," Jo said flatly. "Boy would have net girl,

whet her |'d been here on Randol ph or back on Earth, The
course of true love always runs snooth. It has in all ny
boy-neets-girl cases, and it has in the boy-neets-girl cases
of every other agent with whom|'ve conpared notes."

"Well, good," Krasna said, smling. "That's the way we

like to have it run. And that's the way we expect it to run
But, Jo, we like to have sonebody on the spot, sonebody

with a reputation for resourceful ness, just in case there's a
snag. There al nbst never is, as you've observed. Butif

there were?"

Jo snorted. "If what you're trying to do is to establish
preconditions for the future, any interference by a Service
agent would throw the eventual result farther off the track.

I know that rmuch about probability."

"And what nmakes you think that we're trying to set up

the future?"

"I't's obvious even to the hoppies on your own planet; the

one that brought ne here told ne he thought the Service had
time-travel. It's especially obvious to all the individuals and
governnents and entire popul ations that the Service has
bai |l ed out of serious nesses for centuries, with never a single
failure." Jo shrugged. "A man can be asked to safeguard
only a small nunber of boy-neets-girl cases before he realizes,
as an agent, that what the Service is safeguarding is the
future children of those neetings. Ergothe Service knows

what those children are to be like, and has reason to want
their future exi stence guaranteed. Wat other conclusion is
possi bl e?"

Krasna took out a cigarette and lit it deliberately; it was
obvi ous that he was using the naneuver to cloak his response.
"None," he admitted at last. "W have some foreknow -

edge, of course. W couldn't have nmade our reputation with
espi onage al one. But we have obvi ous ot her advant ages:
genetics, for instance, and operations research, the theory of
ganmes, the Dirac transmitterit's quite an arsenal, and of
course there's a good deal of prediction involved in all those

things."
"l see that," Jo said. He shifted in his chair, fornulating
all he wanted to say. He changed his mind about the

cigarette and hel ped hinself to one. "But these things don't

add up to infallibilityand that's a qualitative difference,
Kras. Take this affair of the Black Horse arnmada. The no-

ment the arnmada appeared, we'll assune, Earth heard about

it by Dirac, and started to assenmble a counteraniada. But
it takes finite time to bring together a concentration of ships
and nen, even if your nessage systemis instantaneous.

"The Service's counterarmda was al ready on hand. It had

been building there for so long and with so little fuss that
nobody even noticed it concentrating until a day or so before
the battle. Then planets in the area began to sit up and

take notice, and be uneasy about what was going to break

But not very uneasy; the Service always w nsthat's been

a statistical fact for centuries. Centuries, Kras. Good Lord,

it takes alnpbst as long as that, in straight preparation, to
pull sone of the tricks we've pulled! The Dirac gives us an
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advantage of ten to twenty-five years in really extrene cases
out on the rimof the Galaxy, but no nore than that."

He realized that he had been fum ng away on the cigarette
until the roof of his mouth was scorched, and snubbed it out
angrily. "That's a very different thing," he said, "than know ng
in a general way how an eneny is |likely to behave, or what
kind of children the Mendelian | aws say a given couple

shoul d have. It neans that we've sone way of reading the
future in minute detail. That's in flat contradiction to every-
thing 1've been taught about probability, but | have to believe
what | see."

Krasna | aughed. "That's a very able presentation," he said.

He seened genuinely pleased. "I think you'll renenber that

you were first inpressed into the Service when you began

to wonder why the news was al ways good. Fewer and fewer

peopl e wonder about that nowadays; it's becone a part of

their expected environnment." He stood up and ran a hand
through his hair. "Now you've carried yourself through the
next stage. Congratul ations, Jo. You've just been pronoted!"
"I have?" Jo said incredulously. "I came in here with the
notion that | mght get nyself fired."

"No. Come around to this side of the desk, Jo, and ||

play you a little history." Krasna unfol ded the desktop to
expose a small visor screen. Cbhediently Jo rose and went
around the desk to where he coul d see the blank surface.

"I had a standard indoctrination tape sent up to nme a week
ago, in the expectation that you'd be ready to see it. Watch."
Krasna touched the board. A small dot of |ight appeared

in the center of the screen and went out again. At the sane
time, there was a snall beep of sound. Then the tape began

to unroll and a picture clarified on the screen

"As you suspected,"” Krasna said conversationally, "the
Service is infallible. Howit got that way is a story that
started several centuries back

Dana Ljeher father had been a Hol | ander, her nother

born in the Cel ebessat down in the chair which Captain

Robi n Wi nbaum had i ndi cated, crossed her |egs, and waited,
her bl ue-black hair shining under the lights.

Wi nbaum eyed her quizzically. The conqueror Resident

who had given the girl her entirely European name had been
paid in kind, for his daughter's beauty had nothing fair and
Dutch about it. To the eye of the behol der, Dana Lje seened
a particularly delicate virgin of Bali, despite her Western
name, clothing and assurance. The conbi nati on had al ready
proven piquant for the nmillions who watched her tel evision
col umm, and Wei nbaum found it no | ess charming at first

hand.

"As one of your nobst recent victins," he said, "I'mnot

sure that |I'm honored, Mss Lje. A few of ny wounds are
still bleeding. But | ama good deal puzzled as to why you're
visiting me now. Aren't you afraid that 1'll bite back?"

"I had no intention of attacking you personally, and

don't think | did," the video columist said seriously. "It
was just pretty plain that our intelligence had slipped badly
in the Erskine affair. It was ny job to say so. Cbviously
you were going to get hurt, since you re head of the bureau
but there was no nmalice init."

"Cold confort," Winbaum said dryly. "But thank you,
nevert hel ess. "

The Eurasian girl shrugged. "That isn't what | canme here
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about, anyway. Tell me, Captain Wi nbaunmhave you ever

heard of an outfit calling itself Interstellar Information?"
Wei nbaum shook his head. "Sounds |ike a skip-tracing

firm Not an easy business, these days."

"That's just what | thought when | first saw their letter-
head," Dana said. "But the letter under it wasn't one that

a private-eye outfit would wite. Let ne read part of it to
you."

Her slimfingers burrowed in her inside jacket pocket and
energed again with a single sheet of paper. It was plain
typewiter bond, Winbaum noted automatically: she had
brought only a copy with her, and had |eft the original of
the letter at hone. The copy, then, would be inconplete
probably seriously.

"It goes like this: "Dear Mss Lje: As a syndicated video
commentator with a wi de audi ence and heavy responsibilities,
you need the best sources of information available. W would
like you to test our service, free of charge, in the hope of
proving to you that it is superior to any other source of news
on Earth. Therefore, we offer bel ow several predictions
concerning events to cone in the Hercules and the so-called
"Three Ghosts" areas. If these predictions are fulfilled 100
per centno | esswe ask that you take us on as your cor-
respondents for those areas, at rates to be agreed upon |ater
If the predictions are wong in any respect, you need not
consi der us further.' "

"Hm" Weinbaumsaid slowy. "They're confident cusses

and that's an odd juxtaposition. The Three Ghosts make

up only alittle solar system while the Hercules area could
include the entire star clusteror nmaybe even the whol e
constellation, which is a hell of a lot of sky. This outfit
seens to be trying to tell you that it has thousands of field
correspondents of its own, nmaybe as many as the gover nnent

itself. If so, I'll guarantee that they're bragging."
"That may well be so. But before you nmake up your m nd,
let me read you one of the two predictions.” The letter

rustled in Dana Lje's hand. '"At 03:16:10, on Year Day,

2090, the Hess-type interstellar liner Brindisi will be attacked
in the neighborhood of the Three Ghosts system by
four' "

Wei nbaum sat bolt upright in his swivel chair. "Let ne

see that letter!"” he said, his voice harsh with repressed al arm
"In a nonment," the girl said, adjusting her skirt com

posedly. "Evidently |I was right in riding my hunch. Let ne

go on reading: 'by four heavily arnmed vessels flying the
lights of the navy of Hammersmith II. The position of the
liner at that time will be at coded co-ordi nates 88-A-theta-
88-al eph-D and-per-se-and. It will"' "

"Mss Lje," Weinbaumsaid. "lI'msorry to interrupt you

agai n, but what you've said already would justify ne in
jailing you at once, no matter how | oudly your sponsors

m ght scream | don't know about this Interstellar Informtion
outfit, or whether or not you did receive any such letter as
the one you pretend to be quoting. But | can tell you that

you' ve shown yourself to be in possession of information

that only yours truly and four other nen are supposed to

know. It's already too late to tell you that everything you
say may be held against you; all | can say nowis, it's high
time you clamed up!"”

"l thought so," she said, apparently not disturbed in the
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| east. "Then that liner is scheduled to hit those co-ordi nates,
and the coded tinme co-ordinate corresponds with the predicted
Universal Tinme. Is it also true that the Brindisi will be
carrying a top-secret conmuni cation device?"

"Are you deliberately trying to nmake nme inprison you?"

Wei nbaum said, gritting his teeth. "Or is this just a stunt,
designed to show ne that nmy own bureau is full of |eaks?"

"I't could turn into that," Dana admtted. "But it hasn't,

yet. Robin, |'ve been as honest with you as |'mable to be.
You' ve had nothing but square deals fromme up to now.

I wouldn't yell owscreen you, and you know it. If this un-
known outfit has this information, it mght easily have gotten
it fromwhere it hints that it got it: fromthe field."

"I nmpossi bl e. "

"\Mhy 2"

"Because the information in question hasn't even reached

my own agents in the field yetit couldn't possibly have

| eaked as far as Hamersnith |l or anywhere else, let al one
to the Three CGhosts systenl Letters have to be carried on
ships, you know that. If | were to send orders by ultrawave
to ny Three CGhosts agent, he'd have to wait three hundred

and twenty-four years to get them By ship, he can get them
inalittle over two nonths. These particul ar orders have only
been under way to himfive days. Even if sonebody has

read themon board the ship that's carrying them they
couldn't possibly be sent on to the Three Chosts any faster
than they're traveling now "

Dana nodded her dark head. "All right. Then what are

we left with but a | eak in your headquarters here?"

"What, indeed," Winbaumsaid grimy. "You' d better tel

me who signed this letter of yours."

"The signature is J. Shel by Stevens."

Wei nbaum switched on the intercom "Margaret, |00k in

the business register for an outfit called Interstellar |nforma-
tion and find out who owns it."

Dana Lje said, "Aren't you interested in the rest of the
prediction?"

"You bet | am Does it tell you the nane of this com

muni cati ons devi ce?"

"Yes," Dana sai d.

"What is it?"

"The Dirac comunicator.”

Wi nbaum groaned and turned on the intercom again.

"Margaret, send in Dr. Vald. Tell himto drop everything

and gallop. Any luck with the other thing?"

"Yes, sir," the intercomsaid. "It's a one-nman outfit,

wholly owned by a J. Shelby Stevens, in Rico City. It was
first registered this year."

"Arrest him on suspicion of espionage."

The door swung open and Dr. Wald cane in, all six and

a half feet of him He was extrenely blond, and | ooked
awkward, gentle, and not very intelligent.

"Thor, this young lady is our press nenesis, Dana Lje.

Dana, Dr. Wald is the inventor of the Dirac comunicator,
about which you have so damably much infornmation."

"I't's out already?" Dr. Wald said, scanning the girl with
grave deliberati on.

"It is, and lots norelots nore. Dana, you're a good girl

at heart, and for sone reason | trust you, stupid though it
is to trust anybody in this job. | should detain you until Year
Day, videocasts or no videocasts. Instead, |'mjust going to ask
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you to sit on what you've got, and |I'm going to explain why."
" Shoot . "

"I'"ve already nentioned how sl ow comruni cation is be-

tween star and star. W have to carry all our letters on
ships, just as we did locally before the invention of the

tel egraph. The overdrive |l ets us beat the speed of |ight, but
not by much of a margin over really |ong distances. Do you
under st and t hat ?"

"Certainly," Dana said. She appeared a bit nettled, and

Wei nbaum deci ded to give her the full dose at a nore rapid
pace. After all, she could be assuned to be better inforned
than the average | ayman.

"What we've needed for a long tine, then," he said, "is

sone virtually instantaneous nethod of getting a nessage
fromsonewhere to anywhere. Any tine lag, no natter how

small it seens at first, has a way of becom ng nmajor as |onger
and | onger distances are involved. Sooner or |ater we nust
have this instantaneous nmethod, or we won't be able to get
messages from one systemto another fast enough to hold

our jurisdiction over outlying regions of space.”

"Wait a minute," Dana said. "I'd always understood that
ultrawave is faster than light."

"Effectively it is; physically it isn't. You don't understand
t hat ?"

She shook her dark head.

"I'n a nutshell," Winbaum said, "ultrawave is radiation

and all radiation in free space is |limted to the speed of |ight.
The way we hype up ultrawave is to use an old application

of wave-guide theory, whereby the real transm ssion of
energy is at light speed, but an imaginary thing called "phase
velocity" is going faster. But the gain in speed of transm s-
sion isn't largeby ultrawave, for instance, we get a nessage
to Al pha Centauri in one year instead of nearly four. Over

| ong distances, that's not nearly enough extra speed."

"Can't it be speeded further?" she said, frowning.

"No. Think of the ultrawave beam between here and

Centaurus Il as a caterpillar. The caterpillar hinmself is
moving quite slowy, just at the speed of light. But the pul ses
whi ch pass along his body are going forward faster than he
isand if you've ever watched a caterpillar, you'll know that
that's true. But there's a physical limt to the nunber of

pul ses you can travel along that caterpillar, and we've already
reached that limt. W' ve taken phase velocity as far as it
will go.

"That's why we need sonething faster. For a long tine

our relativity theories discouraged hope of anything faster
even the hi gh-phase velocity of a guided wave didn't con-
tradict those theories; it just found a limted, mathematically
i magi nary | oophole in them But when Thor here began

| ooking into the question of the velocity of propagation of

a Dirac pulse, he found the answer. The comuni cator he

devel oped does seemto act over |ong distances, any distance,

i nstant aneousl yand it may wi nd up knocking relativity into

a cocked hat."

The girl's face was a study in stunned realization. "I'm

not sure |'ve taken in all the technical angles," she said.
"But if I'd had any notion of the political dynanmite in this

t hi ng"

"you'd have kept out of ny office," Winbaum said

grimy. "A good thing you didn't. The Brindisi is carrying
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a nodel of the Dirac communi cator out to the periphery

for a final test; the ship is supposed to get in touch with
me fromout there at a given Earth tinme, which we've
calculated very elaborately to account for the residua
Lorentz and M1 ne transfornations involved in overdrive
flight, and for a |lot of other tine phenonena that woul dn't
mean anything at all to you.

"I'f that signal arrives here at the given Earth tine, then
aside fromthe havoc it will create anong the theoretica
physici sts whom we decide to let in onitwe will really

have our instant communicator, and can include all of oc-
cupi ed space in the sane tine zone. And we'll have a terrific
advant age over any | awbreaker who has to resort to ultra-
wave locally and to letters carried by ships over the |ong
haul . "

"Not," Dr. Wald said sourly, "if it's already | eaked out."
"It remains to be seen how nuch of it has | eaked,"

Wi nbaum said. "The principle is rather esoteric, Thor, and
the name of the thing al one wouldn't nean much even to

a trained scientist. | gather that Dana's nysterious infornmant
didn't go into technical details . . . or did he?"

"No, " Dana said.

"Tell the truth, Dana. | know that you're suppressing

sone of that letter."

The girl started slightly. "Al rightyes, I am But nothing
technical. There's another part of the prediction that lists
the nunber and class of ships you will send to protect the
Brindisithe prediction says they'll be sufficient, by the way
and |'m keeping that to nyself, to see whether or not it

comes true along with the rest. If it does, | think |'ve hired
mysel f a correspondent."
"If it does," Winbaumsaid, "you've hired yourself a

jailbird. Let's see how much nind reading J. Watsit Stevens
can do fromthe subcellar of Fort Yaphank."

3

Wei nbaum I et hinmself into Stevens's cell, |ocking the door
behi nd hi m and passing the keys out to the guard. He sat
down heavily on the nearest stool

Stevens sniled the weak benevolent smile of the very ol d,
and | aid his book aside on the bunk. The book, Wi nbaum
knewsi nce his office had cleared itwas only a vol une

of pleasant, harm ess lyrics by a New Dynasty poet naned

Ni ns.

"Were our predictions correct, Captain?" Stevens said. H's
voi ce was high and nusical, rather like that of a boy soprano.
Wi nbaum nodded. "You still won't tell us how you did it?"
"But | already have," Stevens protested. "Qur intelligence
network is the best in the Universe, Captain. It is superior
even to your own excellent organization, as events have

shown. "
"Its results are superior, that I'lIl grant," Winbaum said
glumMy. "If Dana Lje had thrown your letter down her

di sposal chute, we would have lost the Brindisi and our

Dirac transmtter both. Incidentally, did your original letter
predi ct accurately the nunber of ships we would send?"

St evens nodded pl easantly, his neatly trinmred white beard
thrusting forward slightly as he sm | ed.

"I was afraid so," Weinbaum | eaned forward. "Do you

have the Dirac transmitter, Stevens?"

"OfF course, Captain. How el se could nmy correspondents

report to ne with the efficiency you have observed?"
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"Then why don't our receivers pick up the broadcasts of

your agents? Dr. Wald says it's inherent in the principle that
Dirac 'casts are picked up by all instrunents tuned to receive
them bar none. And at this stage of the gane there are so
few such broadcasts being nade that we'd be al nost certain

to detect any that weren't com ng fromour own operatives."

"I decline to answer that question, if you'll excuse the

i mpoliteness," Stevens said, his voice quavering slightly. "I am
an old man, Captain, and this intelligence agency is ny sole
source of incone. If |I told you how we operated, we would

no | onger have any advantage over your own service, except

for the limted freedomfrom secrecy which we have. | have
been assured by conpetent | awyers that | have every right

to operate a private investigation bureau, properly licensed,
upon any scale that | may choose; and that | have the right

to keep ny nethods secret, as the so-called '"intellectua
assets' of nmy firm |If you wish to use our services, well
and good. W will provide them with absol ute guarantees

on all information we furnish you, for an appropriate fee.
But our nethods are our own property."
Robi n Wi nbaum sm | ed twistedly. "I'mnot a naive man,

M. Stevens," he said. "My service is hard on naivete. You
know as well as | do that the governnent can't allow you

to operate on a free-lance basis, supplying top-secret informa-
tion to anyone who can pay the price, or even free of charge
to video columists on a '"test' basis, even though you arrive
at every jot of that infornmation independently of espionage
which | still haven't entirely ruled out, by the way. If you
can duplicate this Brindisi performance at will, we will have
to have your services exclusively. In short, you becone a
hired civilian armof nmy own bureau.”

"Quite," Stevens said, returning the snmle in a fatherly

way. "We anticipated that, of course. However, we have
contracts with other governnents to consider; Erskine, in
particular. If we are to work exclusively for Earth, neces-
sarily our price will include conpensation for renouncing our
ot her accounts."

"Why should it? Patriotic public servants work for their
governnent at a loss, if they can't work for it any other way."
"I amquite aware of that. | amquite prepared to renounce

my other interests. But | do require to be paid."

"How nuch?" Wei nbaum sai d, suddenly aware that his

fists were clenched so tightly that they hurt.

St evens appeared to consider, nodding his flowery white

poll in senile deliberation. "My associ ates would have to be
consulted. Tentatively, however, a sumequal to the present
appropriation of your bureau would do, pending further

negoti ations. "

Wei nbaum shot to his feet, eyes wide. "You old buc-

caneer! You know dammed well|l that | can't spend ny entire
appropriation on a single civilian service! Did it ever occur
to you that nost of the civilian outfits working for us are
on cost-plus contracts, and that our civilian executives are
being paid just a credit a year, by their own choice? You're
demandi ng nearly two thousand credits an hour from your

own governnent, and claimng the | egal protection that the
governnent affords you at the sane tine, in order to |et
those fanatics on Erskine run up a higher bid!'"

"The price is not unreasonable," Stevens said. "The service
is worth the price."
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"That's where you're wong! We have the di scoverer of

the machine working for us. For less than half the sum

you' re asking, we can find the application of the device that
you' re tradi ng onof that you can be dammed sure."

"A dangerous ganble. Captain.”

"Perhaps. We'll soon see!" Winbaumglared at the placid
face. "I'mforced to tell you that you're a free man, M.
Stevens. W' ve been unable to show that you cane by your
information by any illegal nethod. You had classified facts

in your possession, but no classified docunents, and it's
your privilege as a citizen to nmake guesses, no matter how
educat ed.

"But we'll catch up with you sooner or later. Had you

been reasonabl e, you m ght have found yourself in a very

good position with us, your incone as assured as any politica
i ncone can be, and your person respected to the hilt. Now,
however, you're subject to censorshi pyou have no idea

how hunmiliating that can be, but I'mgoing to see to it that
you find out. There' 11 be no nore newsbeats for Dana Lje,

or for anyone else. | want to see every word of copy that
you file with any client outside the bureau. Every word that
is of use to me will be used, and you'll be paid the statutory

one cent a word for itthe sanme rate that the FBI pays for
anonynous gossip. Everything | don't find useful will be

killed without clearance. Eventually we'll have the nodifica-
tion of the Dirac that you're using, and when that happens,
you'll be so flat broke that a pancake with a harelip could

spit right over you."
Wei nbaum paused for a nonent, astonished at his own

fury.

Stevens's clarinetlike voice began to sound in the w ndow

|l ess cavity. "Captain, | have no doubt that you can do this

to ne, at least inconpletely. But it will prove fruitless. | wll

give you a prediction, at no charge. It is guaranteed, as are
all our predictions. It is this: You will never find that nod-
ification. Eventually, | will give it to you, on nmy own terns,
but you will never find it for yourself, nor will you force it
out of me. In the neantinme, not a word of copy will be

filed with you; for, despite the fact that you are an arm of
the government, | can well afford to wait you out."

"Bl uster," Wi nbaum sai d.

"Fact. Yours is the blusterloud tal k based on not hing

nmore than a hope. |, however, know whereof | speak

But let us conclude this discussion. It serves no purpose;

you will need to see ny points made the hard way. Thank

you for giving me nmy freedom We will talk again under
different circunstances onlet ne see; ah, yes, on June 9

of the year 2091. That year is, | believe, alnobst upon us."

St evens picked up his book again, noddi ng at Wi nbaum

hi s expressi on harm ess and kindly, his hands show ng t he

mar ked trenor of paralysis agitans. Wi nbaum noved hel p-

|l essly to the door and flagged the turnkey. As the bars cl osed
behind him Stevens's voice called out: "Ch, yes; and a

Happy New Year, Captain."

Wi nbaym bl asted his way back into his own office, at

| east twice as nad as the proverbial nest of hornets, and at
the sane tine rather disnally aware of his own probabl e
future. If Stevens's second prediction turned out to be as
phenonenal |y accurate as his first had been, Capt. Robin

Wei nbaum woul d soon be peddling a natty set of second-

hand uni f or ns.
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He gl ared down at Margaret Soanes, his receptionist

She gl ared right back; she had known himtoo long to be

i ntimdated.

" Anyt hi ng?" he said.

"Dr. Wald's waiting for you in your office. There are sone
field reports, and a couple of Diracs on your private tape.
Any luck with the old codger?”

"That," he said crushingly, "is Top Secret."

"Poof. That means that nobody still knows the answer

but J. Shel by Stevens."

He col | apsed suddenly. "You're so right. That's just what

it does nean. But we'll bust himw de open sooner or |ater
We've got to."
"You'l| do it," Margaret said. "Anything else for nme?"

"No. Tip off the clerical staff that there's a half holiday
today, then go take in a stereo or a steak or sonething your-
self. Dr. Wld and | have a few private wires to pul

and unless |'msadly mstaken, a private bottle of aquavit

to enpty."

"Right," the receptionist said. "Tie one on for ne, Chief.

I understand that beer is the best chaser for aquavitl'l|
have sonme sent up."

"If you should return after | amsuitably squiffed," Win-
baum said, feeling a little better already, "I will kiss you for
your thoughtful ness. That shoul d keep you at your stereo

at least twice through the third feature."

As he went on through the door of his own office, she

sai d denmurely behind him "It certainly should."

As soon as the door closed, however, his npod became
abruptly al nost as black as before. Despite his conparative
yout hhe was now only fifty-fivehe had been in the

service a long tine, and he needed no one to tell himthe
possi bl e consequences which m ght flow from possessi on by

a private citizen of the Dirac communicator. |If there was
ever to be a Federation of Man in the Galaxy, it was within
the power of J. Shelby Stevens to ruin it before it had fairly
gotten started. And there seenmed to be nothing at all that
coul d be done about it.

"Hell o, Thor," he said glumy. "Pass the bottle."

"Hell o, Robin. | gather things went badly. Tell ne about

it."

Briefly, Weinbaumtold him "And the worst of it," he

finished, "is that Stevens hinself predicts that we won't find
the application of the Dirac that he's using, and that even-
tually we'll have to buy it at his price. Sonehow | believe

hinbut | can't see howit's possible. If | were to tel
Congress that | was going to spend ny entire appropriation

for a single civilian service, |'d be out on ny ear within the
next three sessions."

"Perhaps that isn't his real price," the scientist suggested.
"If he wants to barter, he'd naturally begin with a demand

m | es above what he actually wants."

"Sure, sure . . . but frankly, Thor, I'd hate to give the old
reprobate even a single credit if | could get out of it."

Wei nbaum sighed. "Well, let's see what's conme in from

the field."

Thor Wal d noved silently away from Wi nbaum s desk

while the officer unfolded it and set up the Dirac screen
St acked neatly next to the ultraphonea devi ce Wi nbaum
had been thinking of, only a few days ago, as permanently
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out nrodedwere the tapes Margaret had nmentioned. He fed

the first one into the Dirac and turned the main toggle to
the position | abel ed START

I medi ately the whol e screen went pure white and the

audi o speakers emitted an al nost instantly end-stopped bl are
of sounda beep which, as Wi nbaum al ready knew, mnade

up a continuous spectrum from about 30 cycl es per second

to well above 18,000 cps. Then both the Iight and the

noi se were gone as if they had never been, and were replaced
by the faniliar face and voice of Winbaunm s |ocal ops chief
in Rico City.

"There's nothing unusual in the way of transnitters in
Stevens's offices here," the operative said w thout preanble.
"And there isn't any local Interstellar Information staff,
except for one stenographer, and she's as dunb as they cone.
About all we could get fromher is that Stevens is 'such a
sweet old man.' No possibility that she's faking it; she's
genui nely stupid, the kind that thinks Betel geuse is sonething
I ndi ans use to darken their skins. W |ooked for sone sort
of list or code table that would give us a Iine on Stevens's
field staff, but that was another dead end. Now we're main-
taining a twenty-four-hour Dinw ddie watch on the place from
a joint across the street. Orders?"

Wei nbaum di ctated to the blank stretch of tape which

foll owed: "Margaret, next tinme you send any Dirac tapes

in here, cut that dammabl e beep off themfirst. Tell the boys
in Rico City that Stevens has been released, and that |I'm
proceeding for an Order In Security to tap his ultraphone
and his local linesthis is one case where |'m sure we can
persuade the court that tapping' s necessary. Al soand be
dammed sure you code thistoll themto proceed with the

tap imediately and to maintain it regardl ess of whether

or not the court OKs it. I'll thunbprint a Full Respon-
sibility Confession for them W can't afford to play pat-
a-cake with Stevensthe potential is just too damed big.

And oh, yes, Margaret, send the nessage by carrier, and

send out general orders to everybody concerned not to use
the Dirac again except when distance and tinme rule every
other nediumout. Stevens has already adnmtted that he can
receive Dirac 'casts."

He put down the mi ke and stared norosely for a nonent

at the beautiful Eridanean scrollwood of his desktop. Wald
coughed inquiringly and retrieved the aquavit.

"Excuse nme, Robin," he said, "but | should think that would
wor k both ways."

"So should 1. And yet the fact is that we've never picked

up so much as a whisper fromeither Stevens or his agents.

I can't think of any way that could be pulled, but evidently
it can."

"Well, let's rethink the problem and see what we get,"

Wald said. "I didn't want to say so in front of the young

| ady, for obvious reasonsl nean Mss Lje, of course, not
Margaretbut the truth is that the Dirac is essentially a
sinpl e mechanismin principle. | seriously doubt that there's
any way to transnit a nessage fromit which can't be

det ect edand an exanination of the theory with that proviso
in mnd night give us sonething new "

"What proviso?" Weinbaum said. Thor Wald | eft him

behi nd rather often these days.

"Why, that a Dirac transm ssion doesn't necessarily go to
all communi cators capable of receiving it. |If that's true,
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then the reasons why it is true should energe fromthe
theory."

"l see. O K., proceed on that line. |I've been |ooking at
Stevens's dossier while you were talking, and it's an absolute
desert. Prior to the opening of the office in Rico City, there's
no dope whatever on J. Shel by Stevens. The man as good

as rubbed nmy nose in the fact that he's using a pseud when

I first talked to him | asked himwhat the T in his nane
stood for, and he said, 'Ch, let's make it Jeronme.' But who
the man behind the pseud is . "

"Is it possible that he's using his own initials?"

"No," Weinbaum said. "Only the dunbest ever do that,

or transpose syllables, or retain any connection at all with
their real nanes. Those are the people who are in serious
enotional trouble, people who drive thenselves into an-
onymty, but |leave clues strewn all around the |andscape

those clues are really a cry for help, for discovery. O course
we' re working on that anglewe can't negl ect anything

but J. Shelby Stevens isn't that kind of case, |'msure."

Wei nbaum stood up abruptly. "O K, Thorwhat's first on

your technical progran?”

"Well . . . | suppose we'll have to start with checking the
frequencies we use. We're going on Dirac's assunption

and it works very well, and always hasthat a positron in
motion through a crystal lattice is acconpanied by

de Broglie waves which are transforns of the waves of an
electron in notion somewhere else in the Universe. Thus if

we control the frequency and path of the positron, we

control the placenent of the electronwe cause it to appear,

so to speak, in the circuits of a communicator sonewhere

el se. After that, reception is just a matter of anplifying the
bursts and reading the signal."

WAl d scowl ed and shook his blond head. "If Stevens is

getting out messages which we don't pick up, ny first as-
sunption would be that he's worked out a fine-tuning circuit
that's nore delicate than ours, and is nore or |ess sneaking
hi s messages under ours. The only way that could be done,

as far as | can see at the nonment, is by sonething really
fantastic in the way of exact frequency control of his positron
gun. If so, the logical step for us is to go back to the

begi nning of our tests and rerun our diffractions to see if

we can refine our neasurenents of positron frequencies."

The scientist | ooked so i nexpressibly gloony as he offered
this conclusion that a pall of hopel essness settled over Wi n-
baumin sheer synpathy. "You don't |look as if you expected
that to uncover anything new "

"l don't. You see, Robin, things are different in physics

now than they used to be in the twentieth century. In those
days, it was al ways presupposed that physics was limtless

the classic statement was made by Weyl, who said that

"It is the nature of a real thing to be inexhaustible in content.*
We know now that that's not so, except in a renpte, as-

soci ational sort of way. Nowadays, physics is a defined and
self-limted science; its scope is still prodigious, but we can
no longer think of it as endl ess.

"This is better established in particle physics than in any
other branch of the science. Half of the troubl e physicists

of the last century had with Euclidean geonetryand hence

the reason why they evol ved so many reconplicated theories

of relativityis that it's a geonetry of lines, and thus can
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be subdivided infinitely. Wen Cantor proved that there really
is an infinity, at |least mathematically speaking, that seened
to clinch the case for the possibility of areally infinite
physi cal universe, too."

Wal d's eyes grew vague, and he paused to gulp down a

slug of the licorice-flavored aquavit which woul d have nmade
Wei nbaum s every hair stand on end.

"I renmenber," Wald said, "the nman who taught ne theory

of sets at Princeton, nmany years ago. He used to say: 'Cantor
teaches us that there are many kinds of infinities. There was
a crazy old mani' "

Wi nbaum rescued the bottle hastily. "So go on, Thor."

"Ch." wald biinked. "Yes. Well, what we know now is

that the geonetry which applies to ultimte particles, |ike
the positron, isn't Euclidean at all. |It's Pythagoreana
geonetry of points, not lines. Once you' ve neasured one of
those points, and it doesn't nmatter what kind of quantity
you' re nmeasuring, you're down as far as you can go. At that
poi nt, the Universe beconmes discontinuous, and no further
refinement is possible.

"And |'d say that our positron-frequency mnmeasurenents

have already gotten that far down. There isn't another el-
enent in the Universe denser than plutonium yet we get

the sane frequency values by diffraction through plutonium
crystals that we get through osmiumcrystal sthere's not the
slightest difference. If J. Shelby Stevens is operating in terns
of fractions of those values, then he's doi ng what an organi st
woul d call 'playing in the cracks'which is certainly somne-
thing you can think about doing, but sonething that's in
actuality inpossible to do. Hoop."

"Hoop?" Wi nbaum sai d.

"Sorry. A hiccup only."

"Ch. Well, maybe Stevens has rebuilt the organ?"

"I'f he has rebuilt the metrical frame of the Universe to
acconmpdate a private skip-tracing firm" Wald said firmy,

"I for one see no reason why we can't countercheck him
hoopby decl ari ng the whol e cosnos null and void."

"Al'l right, all right," Winbaumsaid, grinning. "I didn't
mean to push your anal ogy right over the edgel was just
asking. But let's get to work on it anyhow. W can't just sit
here and | et Stevens get away with it. if this frequency angle
turns out to be as hopeless as it seens, we'll try sonething
el se.”

Wal d eyed the aquavit bottle owishly. "It's a very pretty
problem " he said. "Have | ever sung you the song we have

in Sweden called 'Nat-og-Dag? "

"Hoop, " Weinbaumsaid, to his own surprise, in a high

fal setto. "Excuse me. No. Let's hear it."

The conputer occupied an entire floor of the Security
building, its seenmingly identical banks laid out side by side
on the floor along an advanced pathol ogi cal state of Peano's
"space-filling curve." At the current business end of the |ine
was a naster control board with a large tel evision screen at
its center, at which Dr. Wald was stationed, w th Wi nbaum

| ooki ng, silently but anxiously, over his shoul der

The screen itself showed a pattern which, except that it

was drawn in green |ight against a dark gray background,
strongly resenbled the grain in a piece of highly polished
mahogany. Phot ographs of similar patterns were stacked on

a small table to Dr. WAl d's right; several had spilled over
onto the floor.
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"Well, there it is," Wald sighed at length. "And | won't
struggle to keep nyself fromsaying 1 told you so.' Wat
you've had ne do here, Robin, is to reconfirm about half the
basi ¢ postul ates of particle physicswhich is why it took so

| ong, even though it was the first project we started." He
snapped off the screen. "There are no cracks for J. Shel by

to play in. That's definite."

"If you'd said 'That's flat,' you would have nade a joke,"

Wei nbaum said sourly. "Look . . . isn't there still a chance of
error? If not on your part, Thor, then in the conputer? After
all, it's set up to work only with the unit charges of nodern
physics; mghtn't we have to di sconnect the banks that con-
tain that bias before the nachine wll follow the frac-
tional -charge instructions we give it?"

" 'Disconnect,' he says," Wald groaned, nopping his brow
reflectively. "The bias exists everywhere in the machine, ny
friend, because it functions everywhere on those sanme unit
charges. It wasn't a matter of subtracting banks; we had to
add one with a bias all its own, to countercorrect the cor-
rections the conputer would otherwi se apply to the instruc-
tions. The technicians thought | was crazy. Now, five nonths
|ater, 1've proved it."

Wei nbaum grinned in spite of hinself. "What about the

ot her projects?"

"Al'l donesome tinme back, as a matter of fact. The staff

and | checked every single Dirac tape we've received since
you rel eased J. Shel by from Yaphank, for any sign of inter-
nmodul ati on, margi nal signals, or anything el se of the kind.
There's nothing. Robin, absolutely nothing. That's our net
result, all around."

"Wich | eaves us just where we started," Wi nbaum sai d.

"Al'l the nonitoring projects cane to the sane dead end; |
strongly suspect that Stevens hasn't risked any further calls
fromhis hone office to his field staff, even though he seened
confident that we'd never intercept such callsas we haven't.
Even our local wire tapping hasn't turned up anything but
calls by Stevens's secretary, naking appointnments for him
with various clients, actual and potential. Any information
he's selling these days he's passing on in personand not in
his office, either, because we' ve got bugs planted all over that
and haven't heard a thing."

"That nmust limt his range of operation enornously,"”

Wal d obj ect ed.

Wi nbaum nodded. "W thout a doubtbut he shows no

signs of being bothered by it. He can't have sent any tips to
Erskine recently, for instance, because our |ast tangle with
that crew cane out very well for us, even though we had to
use the Dirac to send the orders to our squadron out there.

If he overheard us, he didn't even try to pass the word. Just
as he said, he's sweating us out" Wi nbaum paused. "Wiit a

m nute, here cones Margaret. And by the length of her

stride, I'd say she's got something particularly nasty on her
mnd. "

"You bet | do," Margaret Soanes said vindictively. "And

it'"ll blow plenty of lids around here, or | mss ny guess. The

1. D. squad has finally pinned down J. Shel by Stevens. They
did it with the voice-conparator alone."

"How does that work?" Wald said interestedly.

"Bl ink mcrophone,” Winbaumsaid inpatiently. "Isol ates
inflections on single, normally stressed syllabl es and mat ches
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them Standard 1. D. searching technique, on a case of this
kind, but it takes so long that we usually get the quarry by

other neans before it pays off. Well, don't stand there like a
dummy, Margaret. Who is he?
" '"He,' " Margaret said, "is your sweetheart of the video

waves, M ss Dana Lje."

"They're crazy!" Wald said, staring at her

Wi nbaum canme slowly out of his first shock of stunned

di sbelief. "No, Thor," he said finally. "No, it figures. If a
worman is going to go in for disguises, there are always two
she can assune outside her own sex: a young boy, and a very
old man. And Dana's an actress; that's no news to us."

"But but why did she do it, Robin?"

"That's what we're going to find out right now So we

woul dn't get the Dirac nodification by ourselves, ehl Well
there are other ways of getting answers besides particle
physics. Margaret, do you have a pick-up order out for that
girl?"

"No," the receptionist said. "This is one chestnut | wanted
to see you pull out for yourself. You give nme the authority,
and | send the ordernot before."

"Spiteful child. Send it, then, and glory in ny gritted
teeth. Conme on, Thorlet's put the nutcracker on this
chestnut."

As they were | eaving the conputer floor, Wi nbaum

st opped suddenly in his tracks and began to nmutter in an

al nost i naudi bl e voi ce.

Wal d said, "What's the matter, Robin?"

"Not hing. | keep being brought up short by those pre-
dictions. Wat's the date?"

"Mm. . . June 9. Wy?"

"It's the exact date that 'Stevens' predicted we'd neet
again, damm it! Sonething tells ne that this isn't going to
be as sinple as it |ooks."

If Dana L)' e had any idea of what she was in forand
considering the fact that she was 'J. Shel by Stevens' it had to
be assuned that she di dt he know edge seened not to nake

her at all fearful. She sat as conposedly as ever before

Wei nbaum s desk, snoking her eternal cigarette, and waited,
one di npl ed knee pointed directly at the bridge of the

of ficer's nose

"Dana," Wi nbaum said, "this time we're going to get al

the answers, and we're not going to be gentle about it. Just
iii case you're not aware of the fact, there are certain | aws
relating to giving false information to a security officer, under
whi ch we coul d heave you in prison for a mninumof fifteen
years. By application of the statutes on using comunications
to defraud, plus various local |laws against transvestism
pseudonynity and so on, we could probably pile up enough

addi tional short sentences to keep you in Yaphank until you
really do grow a beard. So |'d advise you to open up."

"l have every intention of opening up," Dana said. "I

know, practically word for word, how this interviewis going
to proceed, what information |I'mgoing to give you, just

when |'mgoing to give it to youand what you're going to

pay ne for it. | knew all that many nonths ago. So there
woul d be no point in ny holding out on you."

"What you're saying, Mss Lje," Thor Wald said in a re-
signed voice, "is that the future is fixed, and that you can
read it, in every essential detail."

"Quite right. Dr. Wald. Both those things are true."
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There was a brief silence.

"Al right," Winbaumsaid grimy. "Talk."

"A'l right, Captain Winbaum pay ne," Dana said calmy

V\i nbaum snort ed.

"But I'mquite serious," she said. "You still don't know

what | know about the Dirac communicator. | won't be

forced to tell it, by threat of prison or by any other threat.
You see, | know for a fact that you aren't going to send ne

to prison, or give nme drugs, or do anything else of that kind.
I know for a fact, instead, that you are going to pay meso

I'"d be very foolish to say a word until you do. After all, it's
quite a secret you're buying. Once | tell you what it is, you
and the entire service will be able to read the future as | do,
and then the information will be valueless to ne."

Wei nbaum was conpl etely speechl ess for a nonent.

Finally he said, "Dana, you have a heart of purest brass, as

well as a knee with an invisible gunsight on it. | say that
I"mnot going to give you ny appropriation, regardl ess of
what the future may or may not say about it. |'mnot going

to give it to you because the way ny governnmentand yours

runs things nmakes such a price inpossible. O is that really
your price?"

"It's ny real price . . . but it's also an alternative. Cal
it my second choice. My first choice, which neans the price
I'"d settle for, cones in tw parts: (a) to be taken into your
service as a responsible officer; and, (b) to be married to
Captai n Robin Wi nbaum "

Wei nbaum sail ed up out of his chair. He felt as though
copper-colored flanes a foot |ong were shooting out of each
of his ears.

"OF all the" he began. There his voice failed conpletely.
From behi nd him where Wald was standi ng, cane sone-

thing Iike a large, Scandi navi an-nodel guffaw bei ng choked
into insensibility.

Dana herself seened to be smling a little.

"You see," she said, "I don't point nmy best and nost

accurate knee at every man | neet."

Wei nbaum sat down again, slowy and carefully. "Walk,

do not run, to nearest exit," he said. "Wnen and childlike
security officers first. Mss L]'e, are you trying to sell nme the
notion that you went through this el aborate hanky-panky

beard and al |l out of a burning passion for ny dunpy and

under pai d person?”

"Not entirely," Dana L]'e said. "I want to be in the bureau,
too, as | said. Let nme confront you, though. Captain, with

a fact of life that doesn't seemto have occurred to you at all
Do you accept as a fact that | can read the future in detail

and that that, to be possible at all, neans that the future is
fixed?"
"Since Thor seens able to accept it, | suppose | can too

provisionally."

"There's nothing provisional about it," Dana said firmy.
"Now, when | first came upon thisuh, this ginmmckquite

a while back, one of the first things that |I found out was
that | was going to go through the 'J. Shel by Stevens' nas-
querade, force nyself onto the staff of the bureau, and marry

you, Robin. At the tine, | was both astoni shed and com
pletely rebellious. | didn't want to be on the bureau staff;
liked nmy free-lance |life as a video comentator. | didn't want

to marry you, though I wouldn't have been averse to living
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with you for a whilesay a nonth or so. And above all, the
masquer ade struck me as ridicul ous.
"But the facts kept staring me in the face. | was going to

do all those things. There were no alternatives, no fancifu
"branches of tine,' no decision-points that mght be altered
to nake the future change. My future, like yours, Dr. Vald's,
and everyone else's, was fixed. It didn't matter a snap

whet her or not | had a decent notive for what | was goi ng

to do; | was going to do it anyhow. Cause and effect, as
could see for nyself, just don't exist. One event follows an-
ot her because events are just as indestructible in space-timne
as matter and energy are.

"I't was the bitterest of all pills. It will take ne many
years to swallow it conpletely, and you too. Dr. Wl d wll
cone around a little sooner, | think. At any rate, once | was
intellectually convinced that all this was so, | had to protect
my own sanity. | knew that | couldn't alter what | was going
to do, but the least | could do to protect nyself was to supply
nmyself with motives. O, in other words, just plain rationali-
zations. That nuch, it seens, we're free to do; the conscious-
ness of the observer is just along for the ride through tine,
and can't alter eventsbut it can conment, explain, invent.
That's fortunate, for none of us could stand goi ng through
motions which were truly free of what we think of as

personal significances

"So | supplied myself with the obvious notives. Since

was going to be nmarried to you and couldn't get out of it, |
set out to convince nyself that | |oved you. Now | do. Since

I was going to join the bureau staff, | thought over all the
advantages that it mght have over video commentating, and
found that they nade a respectable list. Those are ny

not i ves.

"But | had no such nmotives at the beginning. Actually,

there are never notives behind actions. Al actions are fixed.
What we called notives evidently are rationalizations by the
hel pl ess observi ng consci ousness, which is intelligent enough
to snmell an event conmingand, since it cannot avert the

event, instead cooks up reasons for wanting it to happen.”
"Ww, " Dr. Wald said, inelegantly but with considerable

force.

"Either 'wow or 'balderdash’ seenms to be called forl

can't quite decide which," Winbaum agreed. "W know t hat

Dana is an actress, Thor, so let's not fall off the apple tree
quite yet. Dana, |'ve been saving the really hard question for
the last. That question is: How? How did you arrive at this
nmodi fication of the Dirac transmtter? Renmenber, we know

your background, where we didn't know that of *J. Shel by
Stevens.' You're not a scientist. There were sone fairly high-
powered intellects anbng your distant relatives, but that's as
cl ose as you cone."

"I"'mgoing to give you several answers to that question,"

Dana Lje said. "Pick the one you like best. They're all true,
but they tend to contradict each other here and there.

"To begin with, you're right about ny relatives, of course.

If you'll check your dossier again, though, you'll discover
that those so-called 'distant' relatives were the last surviving
menbers of ny family besides nyself. Wen they died, sec-

ond and fourth and ninth cousins though they were, then-
estates reverted to nme, and anong their effects | found a
sketch of a possible instantaneous comuni cator based on de
Broglie-wave inversion. The nmaterial was in very rough
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form and nostly beyond ny conprehensi on, because | am

as you say, no scientist nyself. But | was interested; | could
see, dinmy, what such a thing mght be worthand not only
i n noney.

"My interest was fanned by two coincidencestfie kind
of coincidences that cause-and-effect just can't allow, but
whi ch seemto happen all the sane in the world of un-

changeabl e events. For nobst of ny adult life, |I've been in
conmuni cations industries of one kind or another, nostly
branches of video. | had comuni cations equi pnent around

me constantly, and | had cof fee and doughnuts with com

muni cati ons engi neers every day. First | picked up the
jargon; then, some of the procedures; and eventually a little
real know edge. Some of the things | learned can't be gotten
any other way. Sone other things are ordinarily avail able
only to highly educated people like Dr. Wald here, and cane
to ne by accident, in horseplay, between kisses, and a hun-
dred other waysall natural to the environnment of a video

net wor k. "

Wi nbaum found, to his own astoni shnent, that the "be-

tween kisses" clause did not sit very well in his chest. He
said, wth wunintentional brusqueness: "Wuat's the other

coi nci dence?"

"Aleak in your own staff."

"Dana, you ought to have that set to nusic."

"Suit yourself."

"I can't suit nyself," Weinbaumsaid petulantly. "I work

for the governnment. Was this |eak direct to you?"

"Not at first. That was why | kept insisting to you in

person that there m ght be such a leak, and why | finally
began to hint about it in public, on nmy program | was hoping
that you'd be able to seal it up inside the bureau before ny
first rather tenuous contact with it got lost. Wien | didn't
succeed in provoking you into protecting yourself, | took the
risk of making direct contact with the | eak nysel fand the
first piece of secret information that cane to ne through it
was the final point | needed to put ny Dirac comuni cator
together. Wien it was all assenbled, it did nore than just
communi cate. It predicted. And | can tell you why."

Wei nbaum sai d thoughtfully, "I don't find this very hard
to accept, so far. Pruned of the philosophy, it even nakes
sone sense of the 'J. Shelby Stevens' affair. | assunme that by

letting the ol d gentl eman becone known as sonebody who
knew nore about the Dirac transmitter than | did, and who
wasn't averse to negotiating with anybody who had noney,
you kept the | eak working through yourather than trans-
mtting data directly to unfriendly governnents."

"It did work out that way," Dana said. "But that wasn't

the genesis or the purpose of the Stevens nasquerade. |'ve

al ready given you the whol e explanati on of how that cane
about . "

"Well, you'd better nane ne that |eak, before the man

gets away."

"When the price is paid, not before. It's too late to prevent
a getaway, anyhow. In the neantinme, Robin, | want to go

on and tell you the other answer to your question about how

I was able to find this particular Dirac secret, and you didn't.
What answers |'ve given you up to now have been cause-and-

ef fect answers, with which we're all nore confortable. But |
want to inpress on you that all apparent cause-and-effect
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rel ati onships are accidents. There is no such thing as a cause,
and no such thing as an effect. | found the secret because
found it; that event was fixed; that certain circunstances
seemto explain why | found it, in the old cause-and-effect
ternms, is irrelevant. Similarly, with all your superior equip-
ment and brains, you didn't find it for one reason, and one
reason al one: because you didn't find it. The history of the
future says you didn't."

"l pays ny noney and | takes no choice, eh?" Wi nbaum

said ruefully.

"I'mafraid soand | don't like it any better than you do."
"Thor, what's your opinion of all this?"

"It's just faintly flabbergasting," Wald said soberly. "How
ever, it hangs together. The determi nistic universe which Mss
Lje paints was a comon feature of the old relativity
theories, and as sheer specul ation has an even |onger history.
| would say that, in the long run, how much credence we

place in the story as a whole will rest upon her nethod of,

as she calls it, reading the future. If it is denonstrable beyond
any doubt, then the rest becones perfectly credibl ephil os-
ophy and all. If it doesn't, then what renmains is an admirable
job of acting, plus sonme netaphysics which, while self-con-
sistent, is not original with Mss Lje."

"That sunms up the case as well as if I'd coached you, Dr.

Wal d," Dana said. "lI'd like to point out one nore thing. If

I can read the future, then 'J. Shel by Stevens' never had any
need for a staff of field operatives, and he never needed to
send a single Dirac nessage which you nmight intercept. Al he
needed to do was to nake predictions from his readings,

whi ch he knew to be infallible; no private espi onage network
had to be involved."

"l see that," Winbaumsaid dryly. "All right, Dana, let's

put the proposition this way: / do not believe you. Mich of
what you say is probably true, but in totality |I believe it

to be false. On the other hand, if you're telling the whole
truth, you certainly deserve a place on the bureau staffit
woul d be dangerous as hell not to have you with usand

the marriage is a nore or less mnor natter, except to you

and ne. You can have that with no strings attached; | don't
want to be bought, any nore than you woul d.

"So: if you will tell ne where the leak is, we will consider
that part of the question closed. | make that condition not as
a price, but because | don't want to get myself engaged to
sonebody who mi ght be shot as a spy within a nmonth."

"Fair enough," Dana said. "Robin, your leak is Margaret

Soanes. She is an Erskine operative, and nobody's bubbl e-
brain. She's a highly trained technician."

"Well, 1'll be damed," Wi nbaum said in astoni shrment.

"Then she's already flown the coopshe was the one who

first told ne we'd identified you. She nust have taken on that
job in order to hold up delivery long enough to stage an exit."
"That's right. But you'll catch her, day after tonorrow.

And you are now a hooked fish, Robin."

There was anot her suppressed burble from Thor Wal d.

"I accept the fate happily," Wi nbaum said, eying the

gunsi ght knee. "Now, if you will tell ne how you work your
swam trick, and if it backs up everything you've said to

the letter, as you claim 1'll see to it that you' re also taken
into the bureau and that all charges agai nst you are quashed.
O herwise, I'll probably have to kiss the bride between the

bars of a cell."
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Dana smled. "The secret is very sinple. It's in the beep."
Wei nbaum s j aw dropped. "The beep? The Dirac noi se?"

"That's right. You didn't find it out because you considered
the beep to be just a nuisance, and ordered Mss Soanes to
cut it off all tapes before sending themin to you. Mss
Soanes, who had sone inkling of what the beep neant, was

nore than happy to do so, |eaving the readi ng of the beep
exclusively to 'J. Shel by Stevens'who she thought was going
to take on Erskine as a client."

"Expl ain," Thor Wald said, |ooking intense.

"Just as you assuned, every Dirac nessage that is sent is

pi cked up by every receiver that is capable of detecting it
Every receiverntluding the first one ever built, which is
yours, Dr. Wald, through the hundreds of thousands of them
which will exist throughout the Galaxy in the twenty-fourth
century, to the untold millions which will exist in the thirtieth
century, and so on. The Dirac beep is the sinultaneous re-
ception of every one of the Dirac nessages which have ever
been sent, or ever wilt be sent. Incidentally, the cardina
nunber of the total of those nessages is a relatively snall
and of course finite nunber; it's far belowreally large finite
nunbers such as the nunber of electrons in the universe,

even when you break each and every nessage down into

i ndividual 'bits' and count those."

"OF course,"” Dr. Wald said softly. "Of course! But, Mss

Lie . . . how do you tune for an individual nessage? W

tried fractional positron frequencies, and got nowhere."

"I didn't even know fractional positron frequencies existed,"
Dana confessed. "No, it's sinpleso sinple that a | ucky

layman |ike nme could arrive at it. You tune individua
messages out of the beep by tine lag, nothing nore. Al the
nmessages arrive at the sane instant, in the smallest fraction
of tinme that exists, sonething called a 'chronon.' "

"Yes," Wald said. "The tinme it takes one electron to nove
fromone quantum |l evel to another. That's the Pythagorean
poi nt of tinme nmeasurenent.”

"Thank you. Obviously no gross physical receiver can re-
spond to a nessage that brief, or at least that's what |
thought at first. But because there are relay and sw tching
del ays, various forns of feedback and so on, in the apparatus
itself, the beep arrives at the output end as a conpl ex pul se
whi ch has been 'splattered' along the tine axis for a ful
second or nore. That's an effect which you can exaggerate

by recording the 'splattered" beep on a high-speed tape, the
same way you would record any event that you wanted to

study in slow notion. Then you tune up the various failure-
points in your receiver, to exaggerate one failure, nmnimze
aB the others, and use noi se-suppressing techniques to cut
out the background."

Thor WAl d frowned. "You'd still have a considerable

garbl e when you were through. You'd have to sanple the
nmessages”

"Which is just what | did; Robin's little lecture to ne

about the ultrawave gave ne that hint. | set nyself to find
out how the ultrawave channel carries so many nessages at
once, and | discovered that you peopl e sanple the incom ng
pul ses every thousandth of a second and pass on one pip

only when the wave deviates in a certain way fromthe nean.

I didn't really believe it would work on the Dirac beep, but
it turned out just as well: 90 percent as intelligible as the
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original transm ssion after it cane through the snearing

device. |'d already got enough fromthe beep to put ny
plan in notion, of coursebut now every voice nessage in
it was available, and crystal-clear: |If you select three pips

every thousandth of second, you can even pick up an intel-
ligible transm ssion of nmusica little razzy, but good enough
to identify the instrunments that are playingand that's a

very close test of any communications device."

"There's a question of detail here that doesn't quite follow "
said Wi nbaum for whomthe technical talk was becom ng
alittle too thick to fight through. "Dana, you say that you
knew the course this conversation was going to takeyet

it isn't being Dirac-recorded, nor can | see any reason why
any sunmmary of it would be sent out on the Dirac after-

war ds. "

"That's true, Robin. However, when | |eave here, | wll

make such a transcast nyself, on ny own Dirac. Qoviously

I willbecause |'ve already picked it up, fromthe beep."

"In other words, you're going to call yourself upnonths

ago."

"That's it," Dana said. "It's not as useful a technique as
you might think at first, because it's dangerous to nake
such broadcasts while a situation is still devel oping. You

can safely 'phone back' details only after the given situation
has gone to conpletion, as a chem st mght put it. Once

you know, however, that when you use the Dirac you're
dealing with time, you can coax sone very strange things
out of the instrunent."

She paused and sniled. "I have heard," she said conver-
sationally, "the voice of the President of our Galaxy, in
3480, announcing the federation of the MIky Way and the
Magel | anic Clouds. |'ve heard the commander of a world-
line cruiser, traveling from8873 to 8704 al ong the world
I'ine of the planet Hathshepa, which circles a star on the
rimof NGC 4725, calling for help across eleven nillion

|'i ght-yearsbut what kind of help he was calling for, or

will be calling for, is beyond ny conprehensi on. And nmany

ot her things. Wen you check on ne, you'll hear these
t hi ngs tooand you'll wonder what nany of them mean.
"And you'll listen to themeven nore closely than | did,

in the hope of finding out whether or not anyone was able

to understand in time to help."

Wi nbaum and WAl d | ooked dazed.

Her voice becane a little nore sonber. "Mst of the

voices in the Dirac beep are like thatthey're cries for help,
whi ch you can overhear decades or centuries before the
senders get into trouble. You'll feel obligated to answer every
one, to try to supply the help that's needed. And you'l
listen to the succeedi ng nessages and say: 'Did wewill

we get there in time? Did we understand in tine?'

"And in nost cases you won't be sure. You'll know the

future, but not what nost of it means. The farther into the
future you travel with the machine, the nore inconprehen-

si bl e the nmessages becone, and so you're reduced to telling
yourself that time will, after all, have to pass by at its own
pace, before enough of the surroundi ng events can energe

to nake those renote nessages clear

"The long-run effect, as far as | can think it through,

is not going to be that of ommisci enceof our consci ousness
being extracted entirely fromthe time stream and al |l owed

to viewits whole sweep fromone side. Instead, the Dirac
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in effect sinply slides the bead of consciousness forward
fromthe present a certain distance. Wether it's five hundred
of five thousand years still remains to be seen. At that point
the |l aw of dimnishing returns sets inor the noise factor
begi ns to overbal ance the information, take your choi ceand
the observer is reduced to traveling in tine at the sane old
speed. He's just a bit ahead of hinself."

"You' ve thought a great deal about this," Wald said

slowy. "I dislike to think of what m ght have happened had
sone | ess consci entious person stunbled on the beep."

"That wasn't in the cards," Dana said.

In the ensuing quiet, Weinbaumfelt a faint, irrationa

sense of |et-down, of sonething which had prom sed nore

than had been deliveredrather |ike the taste of fresh bread
as conpared to its snmell, or the discovery that Thor Wald's
Swedi sh "fol k song" Nat-o0g-Dag was only Cole Porter's

Ni ght and Day in another |anguage. He recogni zed the

feeling: it was the usual enotion of the hunter when the hunt
is over, the born detective's professional version of the
past coitumtristre. After looking at the smling, supple
Dana Lje a nonent nore, however, he was al nbst content.
"There's one nore thing," he said. "I don't want to be

i nsuf ferably skeptical about thisbut | want to see it work.
Thor, can we set up a sanpling and snearing device such as
Dana describes and run a test?"

"In fifteen minutes," Dr. Wald said. "W have npst of

the unit in already assenbled formon our big ultrawave
receiver, and it shouldn't take any effort to add a high-
speed tape unit toit. I'Il do it right now"

He went out. Wi nbaum and Dana | ooked at each other for

a monent, rather |ike strange cats. Then the security officer
got up, with what he knew to be an air of sonmewhat grim
determ nation, and seized his fiancee's hands, anticipating a
struggl e.

That first kiss was, by intention at least, nostly pro

forma. But by the tinme Wal d padded back into the office,

the letter had been pretty thoroughly superseded by the spirit.
The scientist harrunphed and set his burden on the desk

"This is all there is toit," he said, "but | had to hunt all
through the library to find a Dirac record with a beep stil

on it. Just a nonent nore while | nake connections. "

Wei nbaum used the tinme to bring his mnd back to the

matter at hand, although not quite conpletely. Then two

tape spindles began to whir |like so many bees, and the end-

st opped sound of the Dirac beep filled the room Wald

stopped the apparatus, reset it, and started the snearing
tape very slowy in the opposite direction

A di stant babbl e of voices cane fromthe speaker. As

Wei nbaum | eaned forward tensely, one voice said clearly

and | oudly above the rest:

"Hello, Earth bureau. Lt. T. L. Matthews at Hercul es

Station NGC 6341, transm ssion date 13-22-2091. W have

the last point on the orbit curve of your dope-runners plotted,
and the curve itself points to a small system about twenty-
five light-years fromthe base here; the place hasn't even got
a nane on our charts. Scouts show the hone planet at | east
twice as heavily fortified as we anticipated, so we'll need
anot her cruiser. W have a 'can-do' fromyou in the beep

for us, but we're waiting as ordered to get it in the present
NGC 6341 Matthews out."
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After the first instant of stunned anazenentfor no

amount of intellectual willingness to accept could have
prepared himfor the overwhel ming fact itselfWinbaum

had grabbed a pencil and begun to wite at top speed. As the
voi ce signed out he threw the pencil down and | ooked ex-
citedly at Dr. Vald

"Seven nont hs ahead," he said, aware that he was grinning
like an idiot. "Thor, you know the trouble we've had with
that needle in the Hercul es haystack! This orbit-curve trick
must be sonething Matthews has yet to dream upat | east

he hasn't cone to nme with it yet, and there's nothing in the
situation as it stands now that would indicate a closing tinme
of six months for the case. The conputers said it would take
three nore years."

"I't's new data," Dr. Wald agreed sol emly.

"Well, don't stop there, in God's nane! Let's hear sone
nmorel "

Dr. Wald went through the ritual, nuch faster this tine.
"The speaker said:

"Nausent anpen. Eddettonpic. Berobsilom Airnkaksetchoc.
Sanbet ognow. Dat dect anset. Domatrosmin. CQut."

"My word," Wald said. "What's all that?"

"That's what | was tal king about," Dana Lje said. "At

| east half of what you get fromthe beep is just as incom
prehensible. | suppose it's whatever has happened to the
Engl i sh | anguage, thousands of years from now "

"No, it isn't," Winbaum said. He had resuned witing,

and was still at it, despite the conparative briefness of the
transm ssion. "Not this sanple, anyhow That, |adies and
gentlenen, is codeno |anguage consists exclusively of
four-syllable words, of that you can be sure. Wat's nore,
'"it's a version of our code. | can't break it down very far
it takes a full-time expert to read this stuffbut |I get the
date and some of the sense. It's March 12, 3022, and

there's some kind of a nmass evacuation taking place. The
message seens to be a routing order."

"But why will we be using code?" Dr. Wald wanted to

know. "It inplies that we think sonmebody ni ght overhear
ussonmebody el se with a Dirac. That could be very messy."

"I't could indeed," Winbaumsaid. "But we'll find out,
i magi ne. G ve her another spin, Thor."
"Shall | try for a picture this tinme?"

Wei nbaum nodded. A nonent |ater, he was | ooking

squarely into the green-skinned face of sonething that

| ooked like an animated traffic signal with a helmet on it.
Though the creature had no mouth, the Dirac speaker was
saying quite clearly, "Hello, Chief. This is Thammbs NGC
2287, transmi ssion date Gor 60, 302 by mny cal endar, July

2, 2973 by yours. This is a lousy little planet. Everything
stinks of oxygen, just like Earth. But the natives accept us
and that's the inportant thing. W' ve got your genius safely
born. Detailed report conming |later by paw. NGC 2287

Thammos out . "

"I wish | knew my New General Catal ogue better," Wein-

baum said. "lIsn't that M41 in Canis Major, the one with

the red star in the nmiddle? And we'll be using non-hunmanoi ds
there! What was that creature, anyhow? Never nind, spin
her again."

Dr. Wald spun her again. Weinbaum already feeling a
little dizzy, had given up taking notes. That could cone
later, all that could cone later. Now he wanted only scenes

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/James%20Blish%20-%20Beep.txt (24 of 26) [10/31/2004 11:57:21 PM]



file:///G)/Program%620Files’eM ul e/ ncoming/James%20BIi sh%620-%20Beep.txt

and voices, nore and nore scenes and voices fromthe

future. They were better than aquavit, even with a beer
chaser.

4

THE | NDOCTRI NATI ON t ape ended, and Krasna touched a

button. The Dirac screen darkened, and folded silently back
into the desk.

"They didn't see their way through to us, not by a | ong
shot," he said. "They didn't see, for instance, that when
one section of the governnent becones nearly all-know ng

no matter how snmall it was to begin withit necessarily
becones all of the governnent that there is. Thus the

bureau turned into the Service and pushed everyone el se out.
"On the other hand, those people did cone to be afraid

that a governnent with an all-knowi ng arm m ght becone
arigid dictatorship. That couldn't happen and didn't happen,
because the nore you know, the wi der your field of possible
operation becones and the nore fluid and dynamic a

soci ety you need. How could a rigid society expand to

other star systens, |et alone other galaxies? It couldn't be
done. "

"I should think it could,"” Jo said slowy. "After all, if
you know i n advance what everybody is going to do . "
"But we don't, Jo. That's just a popular fictionor, if

you like, a red herring. Not all of the business of the cosnos
is carried on over the Dirac, after all. The only events we
can ever overhear are those which are transnmtted as a
message. Do you order your lunch over the Dirac? O course
you don't. Up to now, you've never said a word over the
Dirac in your life.

"And there's nmuch nore to it than that. Al dictatorships
are based on the proposition that governnent can sonehow
control a man's thoughts. W know now t hat the consci ous-
ness of the observer is the only free thing in the Universe.
Wul dn't we | ook foolish trying to control that, when our
entire physics shows that it's inpossible to do so? That's
why the Service is in no sense a thought police. W're inter-
ested only in acts. W're an Event Police."

"But why?" Jo said. "If all history is fixed, why do we

bot her with these boy-neets-girl assignnments, for instance?
The neetings will happen anyhow "

"OfF course they will," Krasna agreed i mredi ately. "But

| ook, Jo. Qur interests as a governnent depend upon the
future. Wt operate as if the future is as real as the past,
and so far we haven't been di sappointed: the Service is

100 per cent successful. But that very success isn't wthout
its warnings. Wat would happen if we stopped supervising
events? We don't know, and we don't dare take the chance.
Despite the evidence that the future is fixed, we have to
take on the role of the caretaker of inevitability. W believe
that nothing can possibly go wong . . . but we have to act
on the phil osophy that history helps only those who help

t hensel ves.

"That's why we saf eguard huge nunbers of courtships

right through to contract, and even beyond it. W have to
see to it that every single person who is nmentioned in any
Dirac 'cast gets born. Qur obligation as Event Police is to
make the events of the future possible, because those events
are crucial to our societyeven the smallest of them It's an
enornous task, believe ne, and it gets bigger and bi gger
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every day. Apparently it always will."

"Al ways?" Jo said. "Wat about the public? Isn't it

going to snell this out sooner or later? The evidence is
piling up at a terrific rate."

"Yes and no," Krasna said. "Lots of people are snelling

it out right now, just as vyou did. But the nunber of new
people we need in the Service grows fasterit's al ways

ahead of the nunmber of |aynmen who follow the clues to the
truth. "

Jo took a deep breath. "You take all this as if it were

as commonpl ace as boiling an egg, Kras," he said. "Don't

you ever wonder about sone of the things you get fromthe
beep? That 'cast Dana Lje picked up from Canes Venati ci,

for instance, the one fromthe ship that was traveling back-
ward in time? How is that possible? Wiat could be the
purpose? Is it"

"Pace, pace," Krasna said. "I don't know and | don't

care. Neither should you. That event is too far in the future
for us to worry about. W can't possibly know its context

yet, so there's no sense in trying to understand it. |[If an
Engl i shman of around 1600 had found out about the Amer-

i can Revol ution, he would have thought it a tragedy; an
Engl i shman of 1950 woul d have a very different view of it.
We're in the sanme spot. The nessages we get fromthe really
far future have no contexts as yet."

"I think | see," Jo said. "I'lIl get used to it in tinme, |
suppose, after | use the Dirac for a while. O does ny new
rank authorize ne to do that?"

"Yes, it does. But, Jo, first | want to pass on to you a

rule of Service etiquette that nust never be broken. You won't
be all owed anywhere near a Dirac nmike until you have it
burned into your nenory beyond any forgetful ness."
"I'"'mlistening, Kras, believe ne."

"CGood. This is the rule: The date of a Serviceman's death
must never be nmentioned in a Dirac 'cast."

Jo biinked, feeling a little chilly. The reason behind the
rul e was deci dedly tough-m nded, but its ultimte kindness

was plain. He said, "I won't forget that. I'lIl want that pro-
tection nyself. Many thanks, Kras. Wat's ny new assign-
ment ?"

"To begin with," Krasna said, grinning, "as sinple a job
as |'ve ever given you, right here on Randol ph. Skin out of
here and find nme that cab driverthe one who nentioned
time-travel to you. He's unconfortably close to the truth;
cl oser than you were in one category.

"Find him and bring himto nme. The Service is about

to take in a newraw recruiti”
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