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Listening automatically for the first sound of possible interruption,
Simon de Kuyl emptied his little poisons into the catch basin in his
room and ironically watched the wisps of wine-coloured smoke rise
from the corroded maw of the drain. He was sorry to see them go;
they were old though venemous friends.

He knew without vanity--it was too late for that--that High Earth had
no more distinguished a traitor than he. But after only four clockless
days on Boadicea, he had already found it advisable to change his
name, his methods and his residence. It was a humiliating beginning.

The almost worn-away legend on the basin read:Julius Boadicea .
Things made on this planet were usually labelled that generally, as
though any place in the world were like every other, but this both was
and was not true. The present city, Druidsfall, was the usual low
jumble of decayed masonry, slightly less ancient slums and blank-
faced offices, but the fact that it was also the centre of the treason
industry-- hence wholly convenient for Simon--gave it character. The
traitors had an architectural style of their own, characterized by
structures put together mostly of fragmented statues and petrified
bodies fitted like puzzle-pieces or maps. Traitors on Boadicea had
belonged to an honoured social class for four hundred years, and
their edifices made it known.

Luckily custom allowed Simon to stay clear of these buildings after
the first formalities and seek out his own bed and breakfast. In the
old friendly inns of Druidsfall, the anonymous thumps of the
transients--in death, love or trade--are said to make the lodgers start
in their beds with their resident guilts. Of course all inns are like that;
but nevertheless, that is why the traitors like to quarter there, rather
than in the Traitors' Halls: it guarantees them privacy, and at the



same time helps them to feel alive. There is undoubtedly something
inhibiting about trying to deal within walls pieced together of broken
stone corpses.

Here in The Skopolamander, Simon awaited his first contact. This--
now that he had dumped his poisons--would fall at the end of his
immunity period. Quarantine was perhaps a more appropriate term...

No, the immunity was real, however limited, for as a traitor to High
Earth he had special status. High Earth, the Boadiceans thought,
was not necessarily Old Earth--but not necessarily not, either. For
twelve days Simon would not be killed out of sheer conservatism, at
least, though nobody would attempt to deal with him, either.

He had three of those days still to run--a dull prospect, since he had
already completed every possible preliminary, and spiced only by
the fact that he had yet to figure out how long a day might be.
Boadicea's sun was a ninety-minute microvariable, twinned at a
distance of a light-year with a bluewhite, Rigel-like star which stood--
or had stood throughout historical times--in high Southern latitudes.
This gave Druidsfall only four consecutive hours of quasi-darkness at
a time, and even during this period the sky was indigo rather than
black at its deepest, and more often than not flaring with aurorae.
There was one lighting the window now, looking like a curtain of
orange and hazy blue fire licking upward along a bone trellis.

Everything in the city, as everywhere upon Boadicea, bespoke the
crucial importance of fugitive light, and the fade-out--fade-in weather
that went with it, all very strange after the desert glare of High Earth.

The day of Simon's arrival had dawned in mist, which cold gales had
torn away into slowly pulsating sunlight; then had come clouds and
rain which had turned to snow and then to sleet--more weather in a
day than the minarets of Novoe Jiddah, Simon's registered home



town, saw in a six-month. The fluctuating light and wetness was
reflected in Druidsfall most startlingly by its gardens, which sprang up
when one's back was turned and did not need to be so much
weeded as actually fought. They were constantly in motion to the
ninety-minute solar cycle, battering their elaborate heads against
back walls which were everywhere crumbling after centuries of such
soft, implacable impacts. Half the buildings in Druidsfall glistened
with their leaves, which were scaled with so much soft gold that they
stuck to anything they were blown against--the wealth of Boadicea
was based anciently in the vast amounts of uranium and other
power-metals in its soil, from which the plants extracted the
inevitable associated gold as radiation shielding for their spuriously
tender genes. Everyone one saw in the streets of Druidsfall, or any
other such city, was a mutation of some sort--if he was not an out-
worlder--but after a day in the winds they were all half yellow, for the
gold scales smeared off the flying leaves like butter; everyone was
painted with meaningless riches, the very bed-sheets glittered
ineradicably with flakes of it, and brunettes -especially among the
elaborate hair-styles of the men--were at a premium.

Simon poured water from an amphora into the basin, which promptly
hissed like a dragon just out of the egg and blurted a mushroom of
cold blue steam which made him cough. Carefull he thought; acid
after water, never water after acid--l am forgetting the most
elementary lessons. | should have used wine.

Time for a drink, in Gro's name!

He caught up his cloak and went out, not bothering to lock the door.
He had nothing worth stealing but his honour which was in his right
hip pocket. Oh, and of course, High Earth-that was in his left.
Besides, Boadicea was rich: one could hardly turn around without
knocking over some heap of treasures, artifacts of a millennium
which nobody had sorted for a century or even wanted to be



bothered to sort. Nobody would think to steal from a poor traitor any
object smaller than a king, or preferably a planet.

In the tavern below, Simon was joined at once by a play-woman. 'Are
you buying tonight excellence?' 'Why not?' And in fact he was glad to
see her. She was blonde and ample, a relief from the sketchy
women of the Respectables whom fashion made look as though they
suffered from some nervous disease that robbed them of appetite.
Besides she would exempt him from the normal sort of Boadicean
polite conversation which consisted chiefly of elaborately involuted
jokes at which it was considered gauche to laugh. The whole style of
Boadicean conversation for that matter was intended to be ignored;
gambits were a high art but end-games were a lost one. Simon
sighed and signalled for beakers.

"You wear the traitors' clasp,' she said, sitting across from him, 'but
not much tree-gold. Have you come to sell us High Earth?'

Simon did not even blink; he knew the query to be a standard
opening with any outworlder of his profession.

'Perhaps. But I'm not on business at the moment.’

'Of course not,' the girl said gravely, her ringers playing continuously
with a sort of rosary tasselled with two silver phalluses. 'Yet | hope
you prosper. My half-brother is a traitor, but he can find only small
secrets to sell--how to make bombs, and the like. lt's a thin life; |
prefer mine.'

'Perhaps he should swear by another country.'

'Oh, his country is well worth selling, but his custom is poor. Neither
buyer nor seller trusts him very far-- a matter of style, | suppose. He'll
probably wind up betraying some colony for a thousand beans and a



fish-ball.'

'You dislike the man--or is it the trade?' Simon said. 'lt seems not
unlike your own, after all: one sells something one never really
owned, and yet one still has it when the transaction is over, as long
as both parties keep silent.'

"You dislike women,' the girl said, tranquilly, as a simple observation,
not a challenge. 'But all things are loans--not just chastity and trust.
Why be miserly. To "possess" wealth is as illusory as to "possess”
honour or a woman, and much less gratifying. Spending is better
than saving.'

'‘But there are rank orders in all things, too." Simon said, lighting a
kief stick. He was intrigued in spite of himself. Hedonism was the
commonest of philosophies in the civilized galaxy, but it was piquant
to hear a playwoman trotting out its mouldy cliches with such fierce
solemnity. 'Otherwise we should never know the good from the bad,
or care.'

'Do you like boys?"

'No, that's not one of my tastes. Ah: you will say that | don't condemn
boy-lovers, and that values are in the end only preferences? | think
not. In morals, empathy enters in, eventually.'

'So: you wouldn't corrupt children, and torture revolts you. But Gro
made you that way. Some men are not so handicapped. | meet them
now and then." The hand holding the looped beads made a small,
unconcious gesture of revulsion.

'l think they are the handicapped, not -most planets hang their moral
imbeciles, sooner or later. But what about treason? You didn't
answer that question.’



'My throat was dry... thank you. Treason, well--it's an art, hence again
a domain of taste or preference.

Style is everything; that's why my half-brother is so inept. If tastes
changed he might prosper, as | might had 1 been born with blue
hair.'

'"You could dye it.'

'What, like the Respectables?' She laughed, briefly but unaffectedly.
‘| am what | am; disguises don't become me. Skills, yes--those are
another matter. I'l show you, when you like. But no masks.'

Skills can betray you too, Simon thought, remembering that moment
at the Traitors' Guild when his proud sash of poison shells had lost
him in an instant every inch of altitude over the local professionals
that he had hoped to trade on. But he only said again, 'Why not?" It
would be as good a way as any to while away the time; and once his
immunity had expired he could never again trust a play woman on
Boadicea.

She proved, indeed, very skilful, and the time passed... but the
irregular days--the clock in the tavern was on a different time from the
one in his room, and neither even faintly agreed with his High Earth
based chronometer and metabolism--betrayed him. He awoke one
morning/noon/night to fond the girl turning slowly black beside him, in
the last embrace of a fungal toxin he would have reserved for the
Emperor of Canes Venatici or the worst criminal in human history.

War had been declared. He had been notified that if he still wanted
to sell High Earth, he would first have to show his skill at staying alive
against the whole cold malice of all the Traitors of Boadicea.



He holed up quickly and drastically, beginning with a shot of
transduction serum--an almost insanely dangerous expedient, for the
stuff not only altered his appearance but his very heredity, leaving his
head humming with false memories and traces of character, derived
from the unknown donors of the serum, which conflicted not only with
his purposes but even with his tastes and motives. Under
interrogation he would break down into a babbling crowd of random
voices, as bafflingly scrambled as his blood types and his retina--
and finger prints, and to the eyes his gross physical appearance
would be a vague characterless blur of many roles--some of them
derived from the D.N.A. of persons who had died a hundred years
ago and at least that many parsecs away in space--but unless he got
the anti-serum within fifteen days, he would first forget his mission,
then his skills, and at last his very identity. Nevertheless, he judged
that the risk had to be taken; for effete though the local traitors
seemed to be, they were obviously quite capable of penetrating any
lesser cover.

The next problem was how to complete the mission itself--it would
not be enough just to stay alive.

After all, he was still no ordinary traitor, nor even the usual kind of
double agent; his task was to buy Boadicea while seeming to sell
High Earth, but beyond that, there was a grander treason in the
making for which the combined guilds of both planets might only
barely be sufficient--the toppling of the Green Exarch, under whose
subtle non-human yoke half of humanity's worlds had not even the
latter-day good sense to groan. For such a project, the wealth of
Boadicea was a pre-requisite, for the Green Exarch drew tithes from
six fallen empires older than man--the wealth of Boadicea, and its



reputation as the first colony to break with Old Earth, back in the first
days of the Imaginary Drive.

And therein lay the difficulty, for Boadicea, beyond all other colony
worlds, had fallen into a kind of autumn cannibalism. In defiance of
that saying of Ezra-Tse, the edge was attempting to eat the centre. It
was this worship of independence or rather, autonomy, which had
not only made treason respectable, but had come nigh on to
ennobling it... and was now imperceptibly emasculating it, like the
statues one saw everywhere in Druidsfall which had been defaced
and sexually mutilated by the grey disease of time and the weather.

Today, though all the Boadiceans proper were colonials in ancestry,
they were snobs about their planet's pre-human history as though
they had themselves not nearly exterminated the aborigines but were
their inheritors. The few shambling Charioteers who still lived
stumbled through the streets of Druidsfall loaded with ritual honours,
carefully shorn of real power but ostentatiously deferred to on the
slightest occasion which might be noticed by anyone from High
Earth. In the meantime, the Boadiceans sold each other out with
delicate enthusiasm, but against High Earth-which was not
necessarily Old Earth, but not necessarily was not, either--all gates
were formally locked.

Formally only, Simon and High Earth were sure; for the habit of
treason, like lechery, tends to grow with what it feeds on, and to lose
discrimination in the process. Boadicea, like all forbidden fruits,
should be ripe for the plucking, for the man with the proper key to its
neglected garden.

The key that Simon had brought with him was now lost; he would
have to forge another, with whatever crude tools could be made to
fall to hand. The only one accessible to Simon at the moment was
the dead playwoman's despised half-brother.



His name, Simon bad found easily enough, was currently Da-Ud tam
Altair, and he was Court Traitor to a small religious principate on the
Gulf of the Rood, on the edge of The Incontinent, half the world away
from Druidsfall. Since one of his duties was that of singing the Rood-
Prince to sleep to the accompaniment of a sareh, a sort of gleemans
harp (actually a Charioteer instrument ill-adapted to human fingers,
and which Da-Ud played worse than most of those who affected it),
Simon reached him readily in the guise of a ballad-merchant, selling
him twelve-and-a-tilly of ancient High Earth songs Simon had made
up while in transit to the principate; it was as easy as giving Turkish
Delight to a baby.

After the last mangled chord died, Simon told Da-Ud quietly:

'By the way... well sung, excellence... did you know that the Guild has
murdered your half-sister?"

Da-Ud dropped the fake harp with a noise like a spring-toy coming
unwound.

'Jillith? But she was only a playwoman! Why, in Gro's name--?

Then Da-Ud caught himself and stared at Simon with sudden,
belated suspicion. Simon looked back, waiting.

'Who told you that? Damn you--are you a Torturer? | haven't--I've
done nothing to merit--?

''m not a Torturer, and nobody told me,' Simon said. 'She died in my
bed, as a warning to me.'

He removed his Clasp from the shoulder of his cloak and clicked it.
The little machine flowered briefly into a dazzling actinic glare, and
then closed again. While Da-Ud was still covering his streaming



eyes, Simon said softly:
'l am the Traitor-in-Chief of High Earth.’

It was not the flash of the badge that was dazzling Da-Ud now. He
lowered his hands. His whole plump body was trembling with hate
and eagerness.

'What--what do you want of me, excellence? | have nothing to sell but
the Rood-Prince... and a poor stick he is. Surely you would not sell
me High Earth; 1am a poor stick myself.'

'l would sell you High Earth for twenty rivals.'
"You mock me!'

'No, Da-Ud. | came here to deal with the Guild, but they killed Jillith—
and that as far as 'm concerned disqualified them from being treated
with as civilised professionals, or as human beings at all. She was
pleasant and intelligent and | was fond of her--and besides, while 'm
perfectly wiling to kill under some conditions, | don't hold with
throwing away an innocent life for some footling dramatic gesture.'

'l wholly agree,’ Da-Ud said. His indignation seemed to be at least
half real. 'But what will you do? What can you do?"'

'l have to fulfil my mission, any way short of my own death--if | die,
nobody will be left to get it done.

But I'd most dearly love to cheat, dismay, disgrace the Guild in the
process, if it could possibly be managed. Il need your help. If we live
through it, I'l see to it that you'll turn a profit, too; money isn't my first
goal here, or even my second now.'

Tl tackle it} Da-Ud said at once, though he was obviously



apprehensive, as was only sensible. 'What precisely do you
propose?'

'First of all, I'l supply you with papers indicating that I've sold you a
part--not all--of the major thing | have to sell, which gives the man who
holds it a lever in the State Ministry of High Earth. It shows that High
Earth has been conspiring against several major powers, all human,
for purposes of gaining altitude with the Green Exarch. They won't tell
you precisely which worlds, but there will be sufficient information
there so that the Exarchy would pay a heavy purse for them--and high
Earth an even heavier one to get them back.

"It will be your understanding that the missing information is also for
sale, but you haven't got the price." 'Suppose the Guild doesn't
believe that?'

"They'll never believe--excuse me, | must be blunt-that you could
have afforded the whole thing; they'll know | sold youthis much of it
only because | have a grudge, and you can tell them so--though |
wouldn't expose the nature of the grudge if | were you. Were you
unknown to them they might assume that you were me in disguise,
but luckily they know you, and, ah, probably tend rather to
underestimate you.'

'Kindly put,’ Da-Ud said with a grin. 'But that won't prevent them from
assuming that | know your whereabouts, or have some way of
reaching you. They'll interrogate for that, and of course Il tell them. |
know them, too; it would be impossible not to tell, and | prefer to save
myself needless pain.’

'Of course--don't risk interrogation at all, tell them you want to sellme
out, as well as the secret. That will make sense to them, and | think
they must have rules against interrogating a member who offers to
sell; most Traitors' Guilds do.'



"True, but they'll observe them only so long as they believe me; that's
standard too.'

Simon shrugged, 'Be convincing then,' he said. 'l have already said
that this project will be dangerous; presumably you didn't become a
traitor for sweet safety's sole sake.'

'No, but not for suicide's either. But I'll abide the course. Where are
the documents?’

'Give me access to your Prince's toposcope-scriber and [l produce
them. But first--twenty riyals, please.'

'Minus two riyals for the use of the Prince's property. Bribes, you
know.'

"Your sister was wrong, you do have style, in a myopic sort of way. All
right, eighteen riyals--and then let's get on to real business. My time
is not my own--not by a century.’

'But how do | reach you thereafter?"

"That information,’ Simon said blandly, 'will cost you those other two
riyals, and cheap at the price.'



The Rood-Prince's brain-dictation laboratory was very far from being
up to Guild standards, let alone High Earth's, but Simon was
satisfied that the documents he generated there would pass muster.
They were utterly authentic, and every experienced traitor had a
feeling for that quality, regardless of such technical deficiencies as
blurry image registration and irrelevant emotional overtones.

That done, Simon began to consider how he would meet Da-Ud
when the game had that much furthered itself. The arrangement he
had made with the play woman's half-brother was of course a blind,
indeed a double blind, but it had to have the virtues of its
imperfections or nothing would be accomplished. Yet Simon was
now beginning to find it hard to think; the transduction serum was
increasingly taking hold, and there were treasons taking place inside
his skull which had nothing to do with Boadicea, the Green Exarch or
High Earth. Worse: they seemed to have nothing to do with Simon
de Kuyl, either, but instead muttered away about silly little provincial
intrigues nothing could have brought him to care about--yet which
made him feel irritated, angry, even ill, like a man in the throes of
jealousy toward some predecessor and unable to reason them
away. Knowing their source, he fought them studiously, but he knew
they would get steadily worse, however resolute he was; they were
coming out of his genes and his bloodstream, not his once finely
honed, now dimming conciousness.

Under the circumstances, he was not going to be able to trust himself
to see through very many highly elaborate schemes, so that it would
be best to eliminate all but the most necessary. Hence it seemed
better, after all, to meet Da-Ud in the Principate as arranged, and
save the double dealing for more urgent occasions.



On the other hand, it would be foolish to hang around the Principate,
waiting and risking some miscarriage--such as betrayal through a
possible interrogation of Da-Ud--when there were things he might be
accomplishing elsewhere. Besides, the unvarying foggy warmth and
the fragmented garish religiousness of the Principate both annoyed
him and exercised pulls of conflicting enthusiasms and loyalties on
several of his mask personalities, who had apparently been as
unstable even when whole as their bits and pieces had now made
him. He was particularly out of sympathy with the motto graven on the
lintel of the Rood-Prince's vaguely bird-shaped palace: JUSTICE IS
LOVE. The sentiment,

obviously descended from some colonial Islamic sect, was excellent
doctrine for a culture given to treason, for it allowed the prosecution
of almost any kind of betrayal on the grounds that Justice was being
pursued; but Simon found it entirely too pat. Besides, he was
suspicious of all abstractions which took the form 'A is B', in his
opinion, neither justice nor mercy were very closely related to love, let
alone being identical with it.

These bagatelles aside it seemed likely to Simon that something
might be gained by returning for a while to Druidsfall and haunting
the vicinity of the Guild Hall. At the worst, his address would then be
unknown to Da-Ud, and his anonymity more complete in a larger city,
the Guild less likely to identify him even were it to suspect him--as of
course it would--of such boldness. At best, he might pick up some bit
of useful information, particularly if Da-Ud's embassy were to create
any unusual stir.

For a while he saw nothing unusual which was in itself fractionally
reassuring: either the Guild was not alarmed by Da-Ud, or was not
letting it show. On several days in succession, Simon saw the
Boadicean Traitor-in-Chief enter and leave, sometimes with an
entourage, more often with only a single slave: Valkol The Polite', a



portly, jowly man in a black abah decorated only by the Clasp, with a
kindly and humorous expression into which were set eyes like two
bites of an iceberg. This was normal, although it gave Simon a
small,ambiguous frisson which was all the more disturbing because
he was unsure which of his personae he should assign it to: certainly
not to his fundamental self, for although Valkol was here the
predestined enemy, he was no more formidable that others Simon
had defeated (while, it was true, being in his whole and right mind).

Then Simon recognized the 'slave’, and ran.

There was no possibility of his identifyingwho the creature was; he
was fortunate--in no way he could explain—-to be able to penetrate
just towhat it was. The 'slave’ was a vombis, or what in one of the
oldest languages was called a Proteus, a creature which could
imitate perfectly aimost any life-form within its size range. Or nearly
perfectly; for Simon, like one in perhaps five thousand of his
colleagues, was sensitive to them, without ever being able to specify
in what particular their imitations of humanity were deficient; other
people, even those of the sex opposite to the one the vombis
assumed, could find no flaw in them. In part because they do not
revert when killed, no human had ever seen their 'real' form--if they
had one--though of course there were legends aplenty. The talent
might have made them ideal double agents, were it possible to trust
them--but that was only an academic speculation since the vombis
were wholly creatures of the Green Exarch.

Simon's first impulse, like that of any other human being, had been to
kill this one instantly upon recognition, but that course had many
obvious drawbacks. Besides, the presence of an agent of the
Exarchy so close to the heart of this imbroglio was suggestive and
might be put to some use. Of course the vombis might be in
Druidsfall on some other business entirely, but Simon would be in no
hurry to make so dangerous an assumption. No, it was altogether



more likely that the Exarch, who could hardly have heard yet of
Simon's arrival and disgrace, was simply aware in general of how
crucial Boadicea would be to any scheme of High Earth's--he was
above all an efficient tyrant-and had placed his creature here to
keep an eye on things.

Yes, that situation might be used, if Simon could just keep his
disquietingly percolating brains under control. Among his present
advantages was the fact that his disguise was better than that of the
vombis, a fact the creature was probably constitutionally incapable of
suspecting. With a grim chuckle which he hoped he would not later
regret, Simon flew back to the Gulf of the Rood.

Da-Ud met Simon in the Singing Gardens, a huge formal maze not
much frequented of late even by lovers, because the Rood-Prince in
the throes of some new religious crotchet had let it run wild, so that
one had constantly to be fending off the ardour of the flowers. At best
it made even simple conversation difficult, and it was rumoured that
deep in the heart of the maze, the floral attentions were of a more
sinister sort.

Da-Ud was exultant, indeed almost manic in his enthusiasm, which
did not advance comprehension either; but Simon listened patiently.

"They bought it like lambs,' Da-Ud said, naming a sacrificial animal
of High Earth so casually as to make one of Simon'spersonae
shudder inside him. 'l had a little difficulty with the underlings, but not
as much as I'd expected, and | got it all the way up to Valkol himself.'

'No sign of any outside interest?'

'No, nothing. | didn't let out any more than | had to until | reached His
Politeness, and after that he put the blue seal on everything--wouldn't
discuss anything but the weather while anyone else was around.



Listen, Simon, | don't want to seem to be telling you your business,
but | think | may know the Guild better than you do, and it seems to
me that you're underplaying your hand. This thing is worthmoney ." 'l
said itwas.'

'Yes, but | don't think you've any conception how much. Old Valkol
took my asking price without a murmer, in fact so fast that I'd wished
I'd asked for twice as much. Just to show you 'm convinced of all this,
I'm going to give it all to you.'

'Don't want it,’ Simon said. 'Money is of no use to me unless | can
complete the mission. All I need now is operating expenses, and I've
got enough for that.'

This clearly had been what Da-Ud had hoped he would say, but
Simon suspected that had matters gone otherwise, the younger man
might indeed have given over as much as half the money. His
enthusiasm mounted.

'All right, but that doesn't change the fact that we could be letting a
fortune slip here.'

'How much?'

'Oh, at least a couple of megariyals--and | meanapiece ,' Da-Ud said
grandly. 'l can't imagine an opportunity like that comes around very
often, even in the circles you're used to.'

'What would we have to do to eamn it?' Simon said with carefully
calculated doubt.

'Play straight with the Guild. They want the material badly, and if we
don't trick them we'll be protected by their own rules. And with that
much money, there are a hundred places in the galaxy where you'd



be safe from High Earth for the rest of your life.'
'And what about your half-sister?’

'Well, I'd be sorry to lose that chance, but cheating the Guild wouldn't
bring her back, would it? And in a way, wouldn't it beaesthetically
more satisfying to pay them back for Jillith by being scrupulously fair
with them? "Justice is Love", you know, and all that.’

‘| don't know," Simon said fretfully. "The difficulty lies in defining
justice, | suppose--you know as well as | do that it can excuse the
most complicated treasons. And "What do you mean by love?" isn't
easily answerable either. In the end one has to chuck it off as a
woman's question, too private to be meaningful in a man's world--let
alone in matters of polity. Hmmmm.'

This maundering served no purpose but to suggest that Simon was
still trying to make up his mind; actually he had reached a decision
several minutes ago. Da-Ud had broken; he would have to be
disposed of.

Da-Ud listened with an expression of polite bafflement which did not
quite completely conceal a gleam of incipient triumph. Ducking a
trumpet-vine which appeared to be trying to crown him with thorns,
Simon added at last: "You may well be right -but we'll have to be
mortally careful. There may after all be another agent from High Earth
here; in matters of this importance they wouldn't be likely to rest with
only one charge in the chamber. That means you'll have to follow my
instructions to the letter, or we'll never live to spend a riyal of the
proceeds.'

"You can count on me,' Da-Ud said, tossing his hair out of his eyes.
'I've handled everything well enough this time, haven't I? And after all
itwas myidea.’



'Certainly; an expert production. Very well. What | want you to do now
is go back to Valkol and tell him that I've betrayed you, and sold the
other half of the secret to the Rood-Prince.’

'Surely you wouldn't actually do such a thing!"

'Oh, but | would, and | shall--the deed will be done by the time you get
back to Druidsfall, and for the same twenty riyals that you paid for
your half.'

'But the purpose--?'

'Simple. | cannot come to Druidsfall with my remaining half-if there's
another Earthman there, I'd be shot before | got halfway up the steps
of the Hall. | want the Guild to consolidate the two halves by what
seems to be an unrelated act of aggression, between local parties.
You make this clear to them by telling them that | won't actually make
the sale to the Rood-Prince until | hear from you that you have the
rest of the money. To get the point across at once, when you tell His
Politeness that I've "betrayed" you--wink." 'And how do | get word to
you this time?'

"You wear this ring. It communicates with a receiver in my Clasp. Il
take matters from there.'

The ring--which was actually only a ring, which would never
communicate anything to anybody-- changed hands. Then Da-Ud
saluted Simon with solemn glee, and went away to whatever niche in
history--and in the walls of the Guild hall of Boadicea -is reserved for
traitors without style; and Simon, breaking the stalk of a lyre-bush
which had sprung up between his feet, went off to hold his muttering,
nattering skull and do nothing at all.

Valkol the Polite--or the Exarch's agent, it hardly mattered which--did



not waste any time. From a vantage-point high up on the principate's
only suitable mountain, Simon watched their style of warfare with
appreciation and some wonder.

Actually, in the manoeuvring itself the hand of the Exarchy did not
show, and did not need to; for the whole campaign would have
seemed like a token display, like a tournament, had it not been for
the few score of casualties which seemed inflicted almost
inadvertently. Even among these there were not many deaths, as far
as Simon could tell--at least, not by the standards of battle to which
he was accustomed.

Clearly nobody who mattered got killed, on either side.

The Rood-Prince, in an exhibition of bravado more garish than
sensible deployed on the plain before his city several thousand
pennon-bearing mounted troopers who had nobody to fight but a
rabble of foot soldiers which Druidsfall obviously did not intend to be
taken seriously; whereupon the city was taken from the Gulf side, by
a squadron of flying submarines which broke from the surface of the
sea on four buzzing wings like so many dragonflies.

These devices particularly intigued Simon. Some Boadicious
genius, unknown to the rest of the galaxy, had solved the orni-thopter
problem... though the wings were membranous rather than feathered.

Hovering, the machines thrummed their wings through a phase shift
of a full 180 degrees, but when they swooped the wings moved in a
horizontal figure eight, lifting with a for-ward-and-down stroke, and
propelling with the backstroke. A long fish-like tail gave stability, and
doubtless had other uses under water.

After the mock battle, the 'thopters landed and the troops withdrew;
and then matters took a more sinister turn, manifested by thumping



explosions and curls of smoke from inside the Rood palace.

Evidently a search was being made for the supposedly hidden
documents Simon was thought to have sold, and it was not going
well. The sounds of demolition, and the occasional public hangings,
could only mean that a maximum interrogation of the Rood-Prince
had failed to produce any papers, or any clues to them.

This Simon regretted, as he did the elimination of Da-Ud. He was
not normally so ruthless--an outside expert would have called his
workmanship in this affair perilously close to being sloppy--but the
confusion caused by the transduction serum, now rapidly rising as it
approached term, had prevented him from manipulating every factor
as subtly as he had originally hoped to do. Only the grand design
was still intact now: It would now be assumed that Boadicea had
clumsily betrayed the Exarchy leaving the Guild no way out' but to
capitulate utterly to Simon... with whatever additional humiliations he
judged might not jeopardize the mission, for Jillith's sake.

Something abruptly cut off his view of the palace. He snatched his
binoculars away from his eyes in alarm.

The object that had come between him and the Gulf was a mounted
man--or rather, the idiot-headed apteryx the man was sitting on.
Simon was surrounded by a ring of them, their lance-points aimed at
his chest, pennons trailing in the dusty sareh-grass. The pennons
bore the device of the Rood-Prince; but every lancer in the force was
a vombis.

Simon rose resignedly, with a token snarl intended more for himself
than for the impassive protean creatures and their fat birds. He
wondered why it had never occurred to him before that the vombis
might be as sensitive to him as he was to them.



But the answer to that no longer mattered. Sloppiness was about to
win its long-postponed reward.



v

They put him naked into a wet cell a narrow closet completely clad in
yellow alabaster, down the sides of which water oozed and beaded
all day long, running out into gutters at the edges. He was able to
judge when it was day, because there were clouded bull's-eye lenses
in each of the four walls which waxed and waned at him with any
outside light; the wet cell was a sort of inverted oubliette, thrust high
up into Boadicea's air, probably a hypertrophied merlon on one of
the towers of the Traitors' Hall. At night, a fifth lens, backed by a
sodium vapour lamp, glared down from the ceiling, surrounded by a
faint haze of steam where the dew tried to condense onit.

Escape was a useless fantasy. Erected into the sky as it was, the
wet cell did not even partake of the usual character of the building's
walls, except for one stain in the alabaster which might have been
the under side of a child's footprint; otherwise the veinings were
mockingly meaningless. The only exit was down, an orifice through
which they had inserted him as though he were being born, and now
plugged like the bottom of a stopped toilet. Could he have broken
through one of the lenses with his bare hands, he would have found
himself naked and torn on the highest point in Druidsfall, with no
place to go.

Naked he was. Not only had they pulled all his teeth in search of
more poisons, but of course they had also taken his Clasp. He
hoped they would fool with the Clasp--it would make a clean death
for everybody--but doubtless they had better sense. As for the teeth,
they would regrow if he lived, that was one of the few positive
advantages of the transduction serum, but in the meantime his bare
jaws ached abominably.

They had missed the antidote, which was in a tiny gel capsule in his



left earlobe, masquerading as a sebaceous cyst--left, because it is
automatic to neglect that side of a man, as though it were only a
mirror image of the examiner's right--and that was some comfort. Ina
few more days now, the gel would dissolve, he would lose his
multiple disguise, and then he would have to confess, but in the
meantime he could manage to be content despite the slimy glaring
cold of the cell.

And in the meantime, he practised making virtues of deficiencies : in
this instance, calling upon his only inner resources--the diverting
mutterings of his other personalities--and trying to guess what they
might once have meant. Some said:

'‘But I mean, like, you know--?

'Wheah they goin'?'

'Yeah!'

'Led's gehdahda heah--he-he-he!"

'Wheah?'

'So anyway, so uh.'

Others:

'It's hard not to recognize a pigeon.’

'But Mother's birthday is July 20.'

'So he knew that the inevitable might happen--?

'lt made my scalp creak and my blood curl.’



'Where do you get those crazy ideas?"

And others:

'Acquit Socrates!"

'‘Back when she was sure she was married to a window-washer.'

'l don't know what you've got under your skirt, but it's wearing white
socks.'

'And then she made a noise like a spindizzy going sour.'
And others:

'Pepe Satan, pepe Satan aleppe,’

'Why, so might any man.’

'EVACUATE MARS!'

'And then she sez to me, she sez--?

'--if he would abandon his mind to it.'

'With all of love.

And... but at that point the plug began to unscrew and from the
spargers above him which formerly had kept the dampness running,
a heavy gas began to curl. They had tired of waiting for him to weary
of himself, and the second phase of his questioning was about to
begin.

They questioned him, dressed in a hospital gown so worn that it was
more starch than fabric, in the Traitor-in-Chief's private office to



begin with--a deceptively bluff, hearty, leather-and-piperacks sort of
room, which might have been reassuring to a novice. There were
only two of them: Valkol in his usual abah, and the 'slave', now
dressed as a Charioteer of the high blood. It was a curious choice of
costume, since Charioteers were supposed to be free, leaving it
uncertain which was truly master and which slave; Simon did not
think it could have been Valkol's idea.

Noticing the direction of his glance, Valkol said, 'l asked this
gentleman to join me to assure you, should you be in any doubt, that
this interview is serious. | presume you know who he is.'

'l don't know who "he" is,' Simon said, with the faintest of emphasis.
'But it must be representing the Green Exarch, since it's a vombis.'

.The Traitor-in-Chief's lips whitened slightly. Aha, then he hadn't
known that! 'Prove it,' he said.

'My dear Valkol,' the creature interposed. 'Pray don't let him distract
us over trifles. Such a thing could not be proved without the most
elaborate of laboratory tests, as we all know. And the accusation
shows what we wish to know, i.e., that he is aware of who | am--
otherwise why try to make such an inflammatory charge?"'

"Your master's voice,' Simon said. 'Let us by all means proceed--this
gown is chilly.' "This gentleman,' Valkol said, exactly as if he had not
heard any of the four proceeding speeches, 'is Chag Sharanee of
the Exarchy. Not from the embassy, but directly from the court -he is
His Majesty's deputy Fomentor.'

'Appropriate,’ Simon murmured.

'We know you now style yourself Simon de Kuyl, but what is more to
the point, that you proclaim yourself the Traitor-in-Chief of High Earth.



Documents now in my possession persuade me that that if you are
not in fact that officer, you are so close to being he as makes no
difference. Possibly the man you replaced, the putative amateur with
the absurd belt of poison-shells, was actually he. In any event you are
the man we want.'

'Flattering of you.'

'Not at all," said Valkol the Polite. 'We simply want the remainder of
those documents, for which we paid. Where are they?'

'l sold them to the Rood-Prince.'

'He had them not, nor could he be persuaded to remember any such
transaction.'

'Of course not,' Simon said with a smile. 'l sold them for twenty riyals;
do you think the Rood-Prince would recall any such piddling
exchange? | appeared as a bookseller, and sold them to his
librarian. | suppose you burned the library--barbarians always do.'

Valkol looked at the vombis. 'The price agrees with the, uh,
testimony of Da-Ud tarn Altair. Do you think--?'

'It is possible. But we should take no chances; e.g., such a search
would be time-consuming.’

The glitter in Valkol's eyes grew brighter and colder. 'True. Perhaps
the quickest course would be to give him over to the Sodality.'

Simon snorted. The Sodality was a lay organization to which Guilds
classically entrusted certain functions the Guild lacked time and
manpower to undertake, chiefly crude physical torture.

'If 'm really who you think | am,' he said, 'such a course would win you



nothing but an unattractive cadaver--not even suitable for masonry
repair.’

"True,’ Valkol said reluctantly. 'l don't suppose you could be induced--
politely--to deal fairly with us, at this late date? After all, we did pay
for the documents in question, and not any mere twenty riyals.' 'l
haven't the money yet.'

'Naturally not, since the unfortunate Da-Ud was held here with it until
we decided he no longer had any use for it. However, if upon the
proper oaths--?

'High Earth is the oldest oath-breaker of them all,’ the Fomentor said.
'We--viz.,, the Exarchy-have no more time for such trials. The
question must be put.'

'So it would seem. Though 1 hate to handle a colleague thus.'

"You fear High Earth,' the vombis said. 'My dear Valkol, may | remind
you--?

'Yes, yes, | know all that,’ Valkol snapped to Simon's surprise.
'Nevertheless--Mr de Kuyl, are yousure we have no recourse but to
send you to the Babble Room?"

'Why not?' Simon said. 'l rather enjoy hearing myself think. In fact,
that's what | was doing when you two interrupted me.'

Simon was naturally far from feeling all the bravado he had voiced,
but he had no choice left but to trust to the transduction serum, which
was now on the shuddering, giddy verge of depriving all three of
them of what they each most wanted. Only Simon could know this,
but only he also knew something much worse that in so far as his
distorted time-sense could calculate, the antidote was due to be
released into his bloodstream at best in another six hours, at worst



within only a few minutes. After that, the Exarchy's creature would be
the only victor--and the only survivor.

And when he saw the Guild's toposcope laboratory, he wondered if
even the serum would be enough to protect him. There was nothing
in the least outmoded about it; Simon had never encountered its like
even on High Earth. Exarchy equipment, all too probably.

Nor did the apparatus disappoint him. It drove directly down into his
subconscious with the resistless unconcern of a spike penetrating a
toy balloon. Immediately, a set of loudspeakers above his supine
body burst into multi-voiced life:

'Is this some trick? No one but Berentz had a translation-permit--?
'Now the overdrive my-other must woo and win me--?

'Wie schaifen Sie es, solche Entfernungen bei Unterlichtges-
chwindigkeit zurueckzulegen?'



'REMEMBER THOR FIVE!

'Pok. Pok. Pok.'

'We're so tired of wading in blood, so tired of drinking blood, so tired
of dreaming about blood--?

The last voice rose to a scream and all the loudspeakers cut off
abruptly. Valkol's face, baffled but not yet worried, hovered over
Simon's, peering into his eyes.

'We're not going to get anything out of that,' he told some invisible
technician. "You must have gone too deep; those are the archetypes
you're getting, obviously.'

'Nonsense.' The voice was the Fomentor's. 'The archetypes sound
nothing like that--for which you should be grateful. In any event we
have barely gone beneath the surface of the cortex; see for yourself.'
Valkol's face withdrew. 'Hmm. Well,something's wrong. Maybe your
probe is too broad. Try it again." The spike drove home, and the
loudspeakers resumed their mixed chorus.

'Nausentampen.  Eddettompic. Berobsilom. Aimkaksetchoc.
Sanbetogmow--'

'Dites-lui que nous lui ordonnons de revenir, en vertu de la Loi du
Grand Tout.'

'Perhaps he should swear by another country.'

'‘Can't Mommy ladder spaceship think for bye-bye-see-you two windy
Daddy bottle seconds straight--?

'Nansima macamba vonso cakosilisia.'



'Stars don't have points. They're round, like balls.'

The sound clicked off again. Valkol said fretfully: 'He can't be
resisting. You've got to be doing something wrong, that's all.’

Though the operative part of the statement was untrue, it was
apparently also inarguable to the Fomentor. There was quite a long
silence, broken only occasionally by small hums and clinks.

While he waited, Simon suddenly felt the beginnings of a slow sense
of relief in his left earlobe, as though a tiny but unnatural pressure he
had long learned to live with had decided to give way, precisely, in
fact, like the opening of a cyst.

That was the end. Now he had but fifteen minutes more in which the
toposcope would continue to vomit forth its confusion--its steadily
diminishing confusion... and only an hour before even his physical
appearance would reorganize, though that would no longer matter in
the least.

It was time to exercise the last option--now, before the probe could
by-pass his cortex and again prevent him from speaking his own,
fully conscious mind. He said:

'Never mind, Valkol. I'l give you what you want.'
'What? By Gro, I'm not going to give you--?

"You don't have to give me anything, 'm not selling anything. You see
for yourself that you can't get to the material with that machine. Not
with any other like it, | may add. But | exercise my option to turn my
coat, under Guild laws; that gives me safe-conduct, and that's
sufficient.’



'No,' the Fomentor's voice said. 'lt is incredible--he is in no pain and
has frustrated the machine; why should he yield? Besides, the secret
of his resistance--?

'Hush," Valkol said. 'l am moved to ask if youare a vombis; doubtless
the machine would tell us that much. Mr de Kuyl, | respect the option,
but Iam not convinced yet. The motive, please.’

'High Earth is not enough," Simon said. 'Remember EzraTse? "The
last temptation is the final treason... To do the right thing for the
wrong reason." | would rather deal fairly with you, and then begin the
long task of becoming honest with myself. But with you only, Valkol--
not the Exarchy. | sold the Green Exarch nothing.'

'l see. A most interesting arrangement; | agree. What will you
require?’

'Perhaps three hours to get myself unscrambled from the effects of
fighting your examination. Then [l dictate the missing material. At the
moment it's quite inaccessible.'

'I believe that, too,' Valkol said ruefully. 'Very well--?

't is not very well! the vombis said, almost squalling. 'The
arrangement is a complete violation of-' Valkol turned and looked at
the creature so hard that it stopped talking of its own accord.
Suddenly Simon was sure Valkol no longer needed tests to make up
his mind what the Formentor was.

'l would not expect you to understand it Valkol said in a very soft
voice indeed. 'lt is a matter of style.'

Simon was moved to a comfortable apartment and left alone, for well
more than the three hours he had asked for. By that time his bodily
reorganization was complete, thouah it would take at least a day for



all tﬁe residual mental 'effedts ofvthe serum to vanish. When’ the
Traitor-in-Chief finally admitted himself, he made no attempt to
disguise either his amazement or his admiration.

"The poison man! High Earth is still a world of miracles. Would it be
fair to ask what you did with your, uh, over-populated associate?"

'| disposed of him," Simon said. 'We have traitors enough already.
There is your document; | wrote it out by hand, but you can have a
toposcope confirmation whenever you like, now.'

'As soon as my technicians master the new equipment-we shot the
monster, of course, though | don't doubt the Exarch will resent it.’

'When you see the rest of the material you may not care what the
Exarch thinks," Simon said. "You will find that I've brought you a high
alliance--though it was Gro's own horns getting it to you.'

'l had begun to suspect as much. Mr de Kuyl--l must assume you are
still he, for sanity's sake--that act of surrender was the most elegant
gesture | have ever seen. That alone convinced me that you were
indeed the Traitor-in-chief of High Earth and no other.'

'Why, so | was,' Simon said. 'But if you will excuse me now, | think |
am about to be somebody else." With a mixture of politeness and
alarm Valkol left him. It was none too soon. He had a bad taste in his
mouth which had nothing to do with his ordeals... and, though nobody
knew better than he how empty all vengeance is, an inexpungeable
memory of Jillith.

Maybe, he thought, 'Justice is Love' after all--not a matter of style, but
of spirit. He had expected all these questions to vanish when the
antidote took full hold, wiped into the past with the personalities who
had done what they had done; but they would not vanish; they were



himself.

He had won, but obviously he would never be of use to High Earth
again.

In a way, this suited him. A man did not need the transduction serum
to be divided against himself.

He still had many guilts to accept, and not much left of a lifetime to do
itin.

While he was waiting, perhaps he could learn to play the sareh.

A Work of Art INSTANTLY, he remembered dying. He remembered
it, however, as if at two removesas though he were remembering a
memory, rather than an actual event; as though he himself had not
really been there when he died. Yet the memory was all from his own
point of view, not that of some detached and disembodied observer
which might have been his soul. He had been most conscious of the
rasping, unevenly drawn movements of the air in his chest.

Blurring rapidly, the doctor's face had bent over him, loomed, come
closer, and then had vanished as the doctor's head passed below
his cone of vision, turned sideways to listen to his lungs. It had
become rapidly darker, and then, only then, had he realized that
these were to be his last minutes. He had tried dutifully to say
Pauline's name, but his memory contained no record of the
soundonly of the ratting breath, and of the film of sootiness
thickening in the air, blotting out everything for an instant. Only an
instant, and then the memory was over. The room was bright again,
and the ceiling, he noticed with wonder, had turned a soft green. The
doctor's head lifted again and looked down at him. It was a different
doctor. This one was a far younger man, with an ascetic face and
gloaming, almost fey eyes. There was no doubt about it. One of the



last conscious thoughts he had had was that of gratitude that the
attending physician, there at the end, had not been the one who
secretly hated him for his one-time associations with the Nazi
hierarchy. The attending doctor, instead, had worn an expression
amusingly proper for that of a Swiss expert called to the deathbed of
an eminent man: a mixture of worry at the prospect of losing so
eminent a patient, and complacency at the thought that, at the old
man's age, hobody could blame this doctor if he died.

At 85, pneumonia is a serious matter, with or without penicillin.

"You're all right now," the new doctor said, freeing his patient's head
of a whole series of little silver rods which had been clinging to it by a
sort of network cap.

"Rest a minute and try to be calm. Do you know your name?"

He drew a cautious breath. There seemed to be nothing at all the
matter with his lungs now; indeed, he felt positively healthy.
"Certainly," he said, a little nettled. "Do you know yours?"

The doctor smiled crookedly. "You're in character, it appears,” he
said.

"My name is Barkun Kris; |am a mind sculptor. Yours?"
"Richard Strauss."

"Very good," Dr. Kris said, and turned away. Strauss, however, had
already been diverted by a new singularity. Strauss is a word as well
as a name in German; it has many meaningsan ostrich, a bouquet;
von Wolzogen had had a high old time working all the possible puns
into the libretto of Feuersnot. And it happened to be the first German
word to be spoken either by himself or by Dr. Kris since that twice-
removed moment of death. The lanquage was not French or ltalian,



either. It was most like English, but not the English Strauss knew;
nevertheless, he was having no trouble speaking it and even thinking
in it. Well, he thought, Il be able to conduct The Love of Danae after
alt. It isn't every composer who can premiere his own opera
posthumously. Still, there was something queer about all this the
queerest part of all being that conviction, which would not go away,
that he had actually been dead for just a short time. Of course
medicine was making great strides, but... "Explain all this," he said,
lifting himself to one elbow. The bed was different, too, and not nearly
as comfortable as the one in which he had died. As for the room, it
looked more like a dynamo shed than a sickroom. Had modern
medicine taken to reviving its corpses on the floor of the Siemanns-
Schakert plant?

"In a moment," Dr. Kris said. He finished rolling some machine back
into what Strauss impatiently supposed to be its place, and crossed
to the pallet.

"Now. There are many things you'll have to take for granted without
attempting to understand them. Dr. Strauss. Not everything in the
world today is explicable in terms of your assumptions. Please bear
that in mind."

"Very well. Proceed.”

"The date," Dr. Kris said, "is 2161 by your calendar or, in other
words, itis now two hundred and twelve years after your death.

Naturally, you'll realize that by this time nothing remains of your body
but the bones. The body you have now was volunteered for your use.
Before you look into a mirror to see what it's like, remember that its
physical difference from the one you were used to is all in your favor.
It's in perfect health, not unpleasant for other people to look at, and
its physiological age is about fifty."



A miracle? No, not in this new age, surely.

It was simply a work of science. But what a science! This was
Nietzsche's eternal recurrence and the immortality of the superman
combined into one. "And where is this?" the composer said. "In Port
York, part of the State of Manhattan, in the United States. You will
find the country less changed in some respects than | imagine you
anticipate. Other changes, of course, will seem radical to you; but it's
hard for me to predict which ones will strike you that way. A certain
resilience on your part will bear cultivating.”

"l understand,” Strauss said, sitting up. "One question, please; is it
still possible for a composer to make a living in this century?"

"Indeed it is," Dr. Kris said, smiling. "As we expect you to do. It is
one of the purposes for which we'vebrought you back." "I gather,
then," Strauss said somewhat dryly, "that there is still a demand for
my music. The critics in the old days"

"That's not quite how it is," Dr. Kris said. "l understand some of your
work is still played, but frankly | know very little about your current
status. My interest is rather”

A door opened somewhere, and another man came in. He was older
and more ponderous than Kris and had a certain air of
academicism; but he too was wearing the oddly tailored surgeon's
gown, and looked upon Kris's patient with the glowing eyes of an
artist. "A success, Kris?" he said. "Congratulations."

"They're not in order yet," Dr. Kris said. "The final proof is what
counts. Dr.

Strauss, if you feel strong enough, Dr. Seirds and | would like to ask
you some questions. We'd like to make sure your memory is clear.”



"Certainly. Go ahead."

"According to our records," Kris said, "you once knew a man whose
initials were RKL; this was while you were conducting at the Vienna
Stoatsoper." He made the double "a" at least twice too long, as
though German were a dead language he was striving to pronounce
in some "classical" accent.

"What was his name, and who was he?"

"That would be Kurt Listhis first name was Richard, but he didn't use
it. He was assistant stage manager." The two doctors looked at
each other. "Why did you offer to write a new overture to The Woman
Without a Shadow, and give the manuscript to the City of Vienna?"

"So | wouldn't have to pay the garbage removal tax on the Maria
Theresa villa they had given me." "In the back yard of your house at
Garmisch-Partenkirchen there was a tombstone. What was written
onit?"

Strauss frowned. That was a question he would be happy to be
unable to answer. If one is to play childish jokes upon oneself, it's
best not to carve them in stone, and put the carving where you can't
help seeing it every time you go out to tinker with the Mercedes.

"It says," he replied wearily, "Sacred to the memory of Guntram,
Minnesinger, slain in a horrible way by his father's own symphony
orchestra." "When was Guntram premised?"

"Inlet me see 1894, | believe." "Where?"

"In Weimar." "Who was the leading lady?"

"Pauline de Ahna." "What happened to her afterward?™ "I married



her. Is she..." Strauss began anxiously.

"No," Dr. Kris said. "I'm sorry, but we lack the data to reconstruct
more or less ordinary people." The composer sighed. He did not
know whether to be worried or not. He had loved Pauline, to be sure;
on the other hand, it would be pleasant to be able to live the new life
without being forced to take off one's shoes every time one entered
the house, so as not to scratch the polished hardwood floors. And
also pleasant, perhaps, to have two o'clock in the afternoon come by
without hearing Pauline's everlasting, "Richardjetzt komponiert!"

"Next question,” he said. For reasons which Strauss did not
understand, but was content to take for granted, he was separated
from Drs. Kris and Seirds as soon as both were satisfied that the
composer's memory was reliable and his health stable.

His estate, he was given to understand, had long since been broken
up a sorry end for what had been one of the principal fortunes of
Europebut he was given sufficient money to set up lodgings and
resume an active life. He was provided, too, with introductions which
proved valuable. It took longer than he had expected to adjust to the
changes that had taken place in music alone. Music was, he quickly
began to suspect, a dying art, which would soon have a status not
much above that held by flower arranging back in what he thought of
as his own century. Certainly it couldn't be denied that the trend
toward fragmentation, already visible back in his own time, had
proceeded almost to completion in 2161. He paid no more attention
to American popular tunes than he had bothered to pay in his
previous life. Yet it was evident that their assembly-line production
methods all the ballad composers openly used a slide-rule-like
device called a Hit Machinenow had their counterparts almost
throughout serious music. The conservatives these days, for
instance, were the twelve-tone composersalways, in Strauss's
opinions, a dryly mechanical lot, but never more so than now. Their



gods Berg, Schoenberg, von Webernwere looked upon by the
concert-going public as great masters, on the abstruse side
perhaps, but as worthy of reverence as any of the Three B's. There
was one wing of the conservatives, however, which had gone the
twelve-tone procedure one better.

These men composed what was called "stochastic music," put
together by choosing each individual note by consultation with tables
of random numbers. Their bible, their basic text, was a volume called
Operational Aesthetics, which in turn derived from a discipline called
information theory; and not one word of it seemed to touch upon any
of the techniques and customs of composition which Strauss knew.
The ideal of this group was to produce music which would be
"universal'that is, wholly devoid of any trace of the composer's
individuality, wholly a musical expression of the universal Laws of
Chance. The Laws of Chance seemed to have a style of their own,
all right; but to Strauss it seemed the style of an idiot child being
taught to hammer a flat piano, to keep him from getting into trouble.
By far the largest body of work being produced, however, fell into a
category misleadingly called "science-music." The term reflected
nothing but the titles of the works, which dealt with space flight, time
travel, and other subjects of a romantic or an unlikely nature. There
was nothing in the least scientific about the music, which consisted
of a m61ange of cliches and imitations of natural sounds, in which
Strauss was horrified to see his own time-distorted and diluted
image. The most popular form or science-music was a nine-minute
composition called a concerto, though it bore no resemblance at all
to the classical concerto form; it was instead a sort of free rhapsody
after Rachmaninofflong after.

A typical one "Song of Deep Space" it was called, by somebody
named H.

Valerion Krafftbegan with a loud assault on the tam-tam, after which



all the strings rushed up the scale in unison, followed at a respectful
distance by the harp and one clarinet in parallel 6/4's. At the top of
the scale cymbals were hashed together, forte possibile, and the
whole orchestra launched itself into a major-minor, wailing sort of
melody; the whole orchestra, that is, except for the French horns,
which were plodding back down the scale again in what was
evidently supposed to be a countermelody. The second phrase of
the theme was picked up by a solo trumpet with a suggestion of
tremolo; the orchestra died back to its roots to await the next
cloudburst, and at this pointas any fouryear-old could have
predictedthe piano entered with the second theme. Behind the
orchestra stood a group of thirty women, ready to come in with a
wordless chorus intended to suggest the eeriness of Deep Spacebut
at this point, too,

Strauss had already learned to get up and leave. After a few such
experiences he could also count upon meeting in the lobby Sindi
Noniss, the agent to whom Dr. Kris had introduced him, and who
was handling the reborn composer's outputwhat there was of it thus
far. Sindi had come to expect these walkouts on the part of his client,
and patiently awaited them, standing beneath a bust of Gian Carlo
Menotti; but he liked them less and less, and lately had been
greeting them by turning alternately red and white like a toti-potent
barber pole. "You shouldn't have done it," he burst out after the Krafft
incident. "You can't just walk out on a new Krafft composition. The
man's the president of the Interplanetary Society for Contemporary
Music. How am | ever going to persuade them that you're a
contemporary if you keep snubbing them?"

"What does it matter?" Strauss said. "They don't know me by sight."
"You're wrong; they know you very well, and they're watching every
move you make. You're the first major composer the mind sculptors
ever tackled, and the ISCM would be glad to turn you back with a
rejection slip." "Why?"



"Oh," said Sindi, "there are lots of reasons. The sculptors are snobs;
so are the ISCM boys. Each of them wants to prove to the other that
their own art is the king of them all. And then there's the competition;
it would be easier to flunk you than to let you into the market. | really
think you'd better go back in. | could make up some excuse"

"No," Strauss said shortly. "I have work to do." "But that's just the
point, Richard. How are we going to get an opera produced without
the ISCM? It isn't as though you wrote theremin solos, or something
that didn't cost "l have work to do," he said, and left.

And he did: work which absorbed him as had no other project during
the last thirty years of his former life.

He had scarcely touched pen to music paperboth had been
astonishingly hard to findwhen he realized that nothing in his long
career had provided him with touchstones by which to judge what
music he should write now. The old tricks came swarming back by
the thousands, to be sure: the sudden, unexpected key changes at
the crest of a melody; the interval stretching; the piling of divided
strings, playing in the high harmonics, upon the already tottering top
of a climax; the scurry and bustle as phrases were passed like
lightning from one choir of the orchestra to another; the flashing runs
in the brass, the chuckling in the clarinets, the snarling mixtures of
colors to emphasize dramatic tension all of them. But none of them
satisfied him now. He had been content with them for most of a
lifetime, and had made them do an astonishing amount of work. But
now it was time to strike out afresh. Some of the tricks, indeed,
actively repelled him: where had he gotten the notion, clung to for
decades, that violins screaming out in unison somewhere in the
stratosphere was a sound interesting enough to be worth repeating
inside a single composition, let alone in all of them? And nobody, he
reflected contentedly, ever approached such a new beginning better



equipped. In addition to the past lying available in his memory, he
had always had a technical armamentarium second to none; even
the hostile critics had granted him that. Now that he was, in a sense,
composing his first operahis first after fifteen of them!he had every
opportunity to make it a masterpiece. And every such intention.
There were, of course, many minor distractions. One of them was
that search for old-fashioned score paper, and a pen and ink with
which to write on it. Very few of the modern composers, it developed,
wrote their music at all. A large bloc of them used tape, patching
together snippets of tone and sound snipped from other tapes,
superimposing one tape on another, and varying the results by
twirling an elaborate array of knobs this way or that. Aimost all the
composers of 3-V scores, on the other hand, wrote on the sound
track itself, rapidly scribbling jagged wiggly lines which, when
passed through a photocell-audio circuit, produced a noise
reasonably like an orchestra playing music, overtones and all. The
last-ditch conservatives who still wrote notes on paper, did so with
the aid of a musical typewriter. The device, Strauss had to admit,
seemed perfected at last; it had manuals and stops like an organ,
but it was not much more than twice as large as a standard letter-
writing typewriter, and produced a neat page. But he was satisfied
with his own spidery, highly-legible manuscript and refused to
abandon it, badly though the one pen nib he had been able to buy
coarsened it.

It helped to tie him to his past. Joining the ISCM had also caused
him some bad moments, even after Sindi had worked him around
the political road blocks. The Society man who examined his
qualifications as a member had run through the questions with no
more interest than might have been shown by a veterinarian
examining his four thousandth sick calf.

"Had anything published?"



"Yes, nine tone poems, about three hundred songs,

"Not when you were alive,” the examiner said, somewhat
disquietingly.

"I mean since the sculptors turned you out again." "Since the
sculptorsah, | understand. Yes, a string quartet, two song cycles, a"
"Good. Alfie, write down 'songs.' Play an instrument?"

"Piano."

"Hm." The examiner studied his fingernails. "Oh, well. Do you read
music? Or do you use a Scriber, or tape clips? Or a Machine?"

"I read." "Here." The examiner sat Strauss down in front of a viewing
lectern, over the lit surface of which an endless belt of translucent
paper was traveling. On the paper was an immensely magnified
sound track. "Whistle me the tune of that, and name the instruments it
sounds like."

"l don't read that Musiksticheln," Strauss said frostily, "or write it,
either. | use standard notation, on music paper." "Alfie, write down
'Reads notes only." " He laid a sheet of grayly printed music on the
lectern above the ground glass. "Whistle me that."

"That" proved to be a popular tune called "Vangs, Snifters and
Store-Credit Snooky" which had been written on a Hit Machine in
2159 by a guitar-faking politician who sang it at campaign rallies. (In
some respects, Strauss reflected, the United States had indeed not
changed very much.) It had become so popular that anybody could
have whistled it from the title alone, whether he could read the music
or not. Strauss whistled it, and to prove his bona fides added,

"It's in the key of B flat." The examiner went over to the green-painted
upright piano and hit one areasy black key. The instrument was



horribly out of tunethe note was much nearer to the standard 440/cps
A than it was to B flatbut the examiner said, "So it is. Alfie, write
down, 'Also read flats." All right, son, you're a member. Nice to have
you with us; not many people can read that old-style notation any
more. A lot of them think they're too good for it." "Thank you,"

Strauss said. "My feeling is, if it was good enough for the old
masters, it's good enough for us. We don't have people like them
with us these days, it seems to me. Except for Dr. Krafft, of course.
They were great back in the old daysmen like Shilkrit, Steiner,
Tiomkin, and Pearl... and Wilder and Jannsen. Real goffin." "Dock
gewiss," Strauss said politely. But the work went forward. He was
making a little income now, from small works. People seemed to feel
a special interest in a composer who had come out of the -mind
sculptors' laboratories; and in addition the material itself, Strauss
was quite certain, had merits of its own to help sell it. It was the
opera which counted, however. That grew and grew under his pen,
as fresh and new as his new life, as founded in knowledge and
ripeness as his long full memory. Finding a libretto had been
troublesome at first. While it was possible that something existed
that might have served among the current scripts for 3-V though he
doubted it he found himself unable to tell the good from the bad
through the fog cast over both by incomprehensibly technical
production directions. Eventually, and for only the third time in his
whole career, he had fallen back upon a play written in a language
other than his own, andfor the first timedecided to set it in that
language. The play was Christopher Fry's Venus Observed, in all
ways a perfect Strauss opera libretto, as he came gradually to
realize. "Though nominally a comedy, with a complex farcical plot, it
was a verse play with considerable depth to it, and a number of
characters who cried out to be brought by music into three
dimensions, plus a strong undercurrent of autumnal tragedy, of leaf-
fall and apple-fall precisely the kind of contradictory dramatic mixture



which von Hofmannsthal had supplied him with in The Knight of the
Rose, in Ariadne at Naxos, and in Arabella. Alas for von
Hofmannsthal, but here was another longdead playwright who
seemed nearly as gifted; and the musical opportunities were
immense. There was, for instance, the fire which ended act two; what
a gift for a composer to whom orchestration and counterpoint were
as important as air and water! Or take the moment where Perpetua
shoots the apple from the Duke's hand; in that one moment a single
passing reference could add Rossini's marmoreal William Tell to the
musical texture as nothing but an ironic footnotel And the Duke's
great curtain speech, beginning: Shall | be sorry for myself? In
Mortality's name [l be sorry for myself. Branches and boughs. Brown
hills, the valleys faint with brume, A burnish on the lake... There was a
speech for a great tragic comedian, in the spirit of Falstaff; the final
union of laughter and tears, punctuated by the sleepy comments of
Reedbeck, to whose sonorous snore (trombones, no less than five of
them, con sordini?) the opera would gently end.... What could be
better? And yet he had come upon the play only by the unlikeliest
series of accidents. At first he had planned to do a straight
knockabout farce, in the idiom of The Silent Woman, just to warm
himself up. Remembering that Zweig had adapted that libretto for
him, in the old days, from a play by Ben Jonson, Strauss had begun
to search out English plays of the period just after Jonson's, and had
promptly run aground on an awful specimen in heroic couplets called
Venice Presenv'd, by one Thomas Otway. The Fry play had directly
followed the Otway in the card catalogue, and he had looked at it out
of curiosity; why should a Twentieth Century playwright be punning on
a title from the Eighteenth?

After two pages of the Fry play, the minor puzzle of the pun
disappeared entirely from his concern. His luck was running again;
he had an opera. Sindi worked miracles in arranging for the
performance. The date of the premiere was set even before the



score was finished, reminding Strauss pleasantly of those heady
days when Fuerstner had been snatching the conclusion of Elektra
off his work table a page at a time, before the ink was even dry, to
rush it to the engraver before publication deadline. The situation now,
however, was even more complicated, for some of the score had to
be scribed, some of it taped, some of it engraved in the old way, to
meet the new techniques of performance; there were moments when
Sindi seemed to be turning quite gray. But Venus Observed was, as
usual, forthcoming complete from Strauss's pen in plenty of time.
Writing the music in first draft had been hellishly hard work, much
more like being reborn than had been that confused awakening in
Barkun Kris's laboratory, with its overtones of being dead instead,;
but Strauss found that he still retained all of his old ability to score
from the draft almost effortlessly, as undisturbed by Sindi's half-
audible worrying in the room with him as he was by the terrifying
supersonic bangs of the rockets that bulleted invisibly over the city.
When he was finished, he had two days still to spare before the
beginning of rehearsals. With those, furthermore, he would have
nothing to do. The techniques of performance in this age were so
completely bound up with the electronic arts as to reduce his own
experiencehe, the master Kapellmeister of them allto the hopelessly
primitive. He did not mind. The music, as written, would speak for
itself. In the meantime he found it grateful to forget the months'-long
preoccupation with the stage for a while. He went back to the library
and browsed lazily through old poems, vaguely seeking texts for a
song or two. He knew better than to bother with recent poets; they
could not speak to him, and he knew it. The Americans of his own
age, he thought, might give him a clue to understanding this America
of 2161; and if some such poem gave birth to a song, so much the
better. The search was relaxing and he gave himself up to enjoying it.
Finally he struck a tape that he liked: a tape read in a cracked old
voice that twanged of Idaho as that voice had twanged in 1910, in
Strauss's own ancient youth. The poet's name was Pound; he said,



on the tape... the souls of alt men great At times pass through us,
And we are melted into them, and are not Save reflexions of their
souls. Thus | am Dante for a space and am One Frangois Villon,
ballad-lord and thief Or am such holy ones | may not write, Lest
Blasphemy be writ against my name; This for an instant and the
flame is gone. Mis as in midmost us there glows a sphere
Translucent, molten gold, that is the "I' And into this some form
projects itself: Christus, or John, or eke the Florentine; And as the
clear space is not if a form's Imposed thereon, So cease we from all
being for the time, And these, the Masters of the Soul, live on. He
smiled. That lesson had been written again and again, from Plato
onward. Yet the poem was a history of his own case, a sort of theory
for the metempsychosis he had undergone, and in its formal way it
was moving. It would be fitting to make a little hymn of it, in honor of
his own rebirth, and of the poet's insight. A series of solemn,
breathless chords framed themselves in his inner ear, against which
the words might be intoned in a high, gently bending hush at the
beginning... and then a dramatic passage in which the great names
of Dante and Villon would enter ringing like challenges to Time.... He
wrote for a while in his notebook before he returned the spool to its
shelf. These, he thought, are good auspices. And so the night of the
premiere arrived, the audience pouring into the hall, the 3-V cameras
riding on no visible supports through the air, and Sindi calculating his
share of his client's earnings by a complicated game he played on
his fingers, the basic law of which seemed to be that one plus one
equals ten. The hall filled to the roof with people from every class, as
though what was to come would be a circus rather than an opera.
There were, surprisingly, nearly fifty of the aloof and aristocratic mind
sculptors, clad in formal clothes which were exaggerated black
versions of their surgeon's gowns. They had bought a bloc of seats
near the front of the auditorium, where the gigantic 3-V figures which
would shortly fill the "stage" before them (the real singers would
perform on a small stage in the basement) could not but seem



monstrously out of proportion; but Strauss supposed that they had
taken this into account and dismissed it. There was a tide of
whispering in the audience as the sculptors began to trickle in, and
with it an undercurrent of excitement the meaning of which was
unknown to Strauss. He did not attempt to fathom it, however; he was
coping with his own mounting tide of opening-night tension, which,
despite all the years, he had never quite been able to shake. The
sourceless, gentle light in the auditorium dimmed, and Strauss
mounted the podium. There was a score before him, but he doubted
that he would need it. Directly before him, poking up from among the
musicians, were the inevitable 3-V snouts, waiting to carry his image
to the singers in the basement. The audience was quiet now. This
was the moment.

His baton swept up and then decisively down, and the prelude came
surging up out of the pit. For a little while he was deeply immersed in
the always tricky business of keeping the enormous orchestra
together and sensitive to the flexing of the musical web beneath his
hand. As his control firmed and became secure, however, the task
became slightly less demanding, and he was able to pay more
attention to what the whole sounded like. There was something
decidedly wrong with it. Of course there were the occasional
surprises as some bit of orchestral color emerged with a different
Klang than he had expected; that happened to every composer, even
after a lifetime of experience. And there were moments when the
singers, entering upon a phrase more difficult to handle than he had
calculated, sounded like someone about to fall off a tightrope
(although none of them actually fluffed once; they were as fine a
troupe of voices as he had ever had to work with). But these were
details. It was the over-all impression that was wrong. He was losing
not only the excitement of the premiereafter all, that couldn't last at
the same pitch all eveningbut also his very interest in what was
coming from the stage and the pit. He was gradually tiring; his baton



arm becoming heavier; as the second act mounted to what should
have been an impassioned outpouring of shining tone, he was so
bored as to wish he could go back to his desk to work on that song.

Then the act was over; only one more to go. He scarcely heard the
applause. The twenty minutes' rest in his dressing room was just
barely enough to give him the necessary strength. And suddenly, in
the middle of the last act, he understood. There was nothing new
about the music.

It was the old Strauss all over againbut weaker, more dilute than
ever. Compared with the output of composers like Krafft, it doubtless
sounded like a masterpiece to this audience. But he knew. The
resolutions, the determination to abandon the old cliches and
mannerisms, the decision to say something new they had all come to
nothing against the force of habit.

Being brought to life again meant bringing to life as well all those
deeply graven reflexes of his style. He had only to pick up his pen
and they overpowered him with easy automatism, no more under his
control than the jerk of a finger away from a flame. His eyes filled; his
body was young, but he was an old man, an old man. Another thirty-
five years of this? Never. He had said all this before, centuries
before. Nearly a half century condemned to saying it all over again, in
a weaker and still weaker voice, aware that even this debased
century would come to recognize in him only the burnt husk of
greatness?no; never, never. He was aware, dully, that the opera was
over.

The audience was screaming its joy. He knew the sound. They had
screamed that way when Day of Peace had been premiered, but
they had been cheering the man he had been, not the man that Day
of Peace showed with cruel clarity he had become. Here the sound
was even more meaningless: cheers of ignorance, and that was all.



He turned slowly. With surprise, and with a surprising sense of relief,
he saw that the cheers were not, after all, for him. They were for Dr.

Barkun Kris. Kris was standing in the middle of the bloc of mind
sculptors, bowing to the audience. The sculptors nearest him were
shaking his hand one after the other. More grasped at it as he made
his way to the aisle, and walked forward to the podium. When he
mounted the rostrum and took the composer's limp hand, the
cheering became delirious. Kris lifted his arm.

The cheering died instantly to an intent hush.
"Thank you," he said clearly.

"Ladies and gentlemen, before we take leave of Dr. Strauss, let us
again tell him what a privilege it has been for us to hear this fresh
example of his mastery. | am sure no farewell could be more fitting."
The ovation lasted five minutes, and would have gone another five if
Kris had not cut it off.

"Dr. Strauss," he said, "in a moment, when | speak a certain
formulation to you, you will realize that your name is Jerom Bosch,
born in our century and with a life in it all your own. The
superimposed memories which have made you assume the mask,
the persona, of a great composer will be gone. | tell you this so that
you may understand why these people here share your -applause
with me."

A wave of assenting sound. 'The art of mind sculpturethe creation of
artificial personalities for aesthetic enjoymentmay never reach such
a pinnacle again. For you should understand that as Jerom Bosch
you had no talent for music at all; indeed, we searched a long time to
find a man who was utterly unable to carry even the simplest tune. Yet
we were able to impose upon such unpromising material not only the



personality, but the genius, of a great composer. That genius
belongs entirely to youto the persona that thinks of itself as Richard
Strauss. None of the credit goes to the man who volunteered for the
sculpture. That is your triumph, and we salute you for it."

Now the ovation could no longer be contained. Strauss, with a
crooked smile, watched Dr. Kris bow. This mind sculpturing was a
suitably sophisticated kind of cruelty for this age; but the impulse, of
course, had always existed. It was the same impulse that had made
Rembrandt and Leonardo turn cadavers into art works. It deserved a
suitably sophisticated payment under the lex talionis: an eye for an
eye, a tooth for a toothand a failure for a failure. No, he need not tell
Dr. Kris that the "Strauss" he had created was as empty of genius as
a hollow gourd. The joke would always be on the sculptor, who was
incapable of hearing the hollowness of the music now preserved on
the 3-V tapes. But for an instant a surge of revolt poured through his
blood stream. | am |, he thought. | am Richard Strauss until | die, and
will never be Jerom Bosch, who was utterly unable to carry even the
simplest tune. His hand, still holding the baton, came sharply up,
though whether to deliver or to ward off a blow he could not tell. He let
it fall again, and instead, at last, bowednot to the audience, but to Dr.
Kris. He was sorry for nothing, as Kris turned to him to say the word
that would plunge him back into oblivion, except that he would now
have no chance to set that poem to music.

Beep JOSEF PABER lowered his newspaper slightly. Finding the
girl on the park bench looking his way, he smiled the agonizingly
embarrassed smile of the thoroughly married nobody caught bird-
watching, and ducked back into the paper again. He was reasonably
certain that he looked the part of a middle-aged, steadily employed,
harmless citizen enjoying a Sunday break in the bookkeeping and
family routines. He was also quite certain, despite his official
instructions, that it wouldn't make the slightest bit of difference if he
didn't. These boy-meets-girl assignments always came 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 him a good deal more than his job did. He had only barely
begun to suspect the obvious ten years ago when the Service had
snapped him up; now, after a decade as an agent, he was still
fascinated to see how smoothly the really important situations came
off. The dangerous situationsnot boy-meets-girl. This affair of the
Black Horse Nebula, for instance. Some days ago the papers and
the commentators had begun to mention reports of disturbances in
that area, and Jo's practiced eye had picked up the mention.
Something big was cooking. Today it had boiled overthe Black
Horse Nebula had suddenly spewed ships by the hundreds, a
massed armada that must have taken more than a century of effort
on the part of a whole star cluster, a production drive conducted in
the strictest and most fanatical kind of secrecy.... And, of course, the
Service had been on the spot in plenty of time. With three times as
many ships, disposed with mathematical precision so as to enfilade
the entire armada the moment it broke from the nebula. The battle
had been a massacre, the attack smashed before the average
citizen could even begin to figure out what it had been aimed at and
good had triumphed over evil once more. Of course. Furtive
scuffings on the gravel drew his attention briefly. He looked at his
watch, which said 14:58:03. That was the time, according to his
instructions, when boy had to meet girl. He had been given the
strictest kind of orders to let nothing interfere with this meetingthe
orders always issued on boymeets-girl assignments. But, as usual,
he had nothing to do but observe.

The meeting was coming off on the dot, without any prodding from
Jo.

They always did. Of course. With a sigh, he folded his newspaper,
smiling again at the coupleyes, it was the right man, tooand moved



away, as if reluctantly. He wondered what would happen were he to
pull away the false mustache, 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 experiment. The park was pleasant. The twin
suns warmed the path and the greenery without any of the blasting
heat which they would bring to bear later in the summer. Randolph
was altogether the most comfortable planet he had visited in years.
A little backward, perhaps, but restful, too. It was also slightly over a
hundred light-years away from Earth. It would be interesting to know
how Service headquarters on Earth could have known in advance
that boy would meet girl at a certain spot on Randolph, precisely at
14:58:03. Or how Service headquarters could have ambushed with
micrometric precision a major interstellar fleet, with no more
preparation than a few days' buildup in the newspapers and video
could evidence. The press was free, on Randolph as everywhere. It
reported the news it got. Any emergency concentration of Service
ships in the Black Horse area, or anywhere else, 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 armada of staggering size had
erupted with no real warning from the Black Horse Nebula, and that
(b) the Service had been ready. By now, it was a commonplace that
the Service was always ready. It had not had a defect or a failure in
well over two centuries. It had not even had a fiasco, the alarming-
sounding technical word by which it referred to the possibility that a
boy-meets-girl assignment might not come off. Jo hailed a hopper.
Once inside he stripped himself of the mustache, the bald spot, the
forehead creasesall the makeup which had given him his mask of
friendly innocuousness. The hoppy watched the whole process in the
rear-view mirror. Jo glanced up and met his eyes.

"Pardon me, mister, but | figured you didn't care if | saw you. You



must be a Service man."
"That's right. Take me to Service HQ, will you?"

"Sure enough." The hoppy gunned his machine. It rose smoothly to
the express level.

"First time | ever got close to a Service man. Didn't hardly believe it
at first when | saw you taking your face off. You sure looked different.”
"Have to, sometimes," Jo said, preoccupied. "Il bet. No wonder you
know all about everything before it breaks. You must have a
thousand faces each, your own mother wouldn'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
overlooked bit of tissue and examined it critically. "Of course not.
Disguise is an elementary part of Service work.

Anyone could guess that. We don't use it often, as a matter of
factonly on very simple assignments.”

"Oh." The hoppy sounded slightly disappointed, as melodrama
faded. He drove silently for about a minute. Then, speculatively:

"Sometimes | think the Service must have time-travel, the things they
pull...

... Well, here you are. Good luck, mister." "Thanks." Jo went directly
to Krasna's office. Krasna was a Randolpher. Earth-trained, and
answerable to the Earth office, but otherwise pretty much on his own.
His heavy, muscular face wore the same expression of serene
confidence that was characteristic of Service officials
everywhereeven some that, technically speaking, had no faces to



wear it.
"Boy meets girl," Jo said briefly.
"On the nose and on the spot.”

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

"Nope, not now. Like to talk to you, if you've got time." Krasna
pushed a button, and a toadstoollike chair rose out of the floor
behind Jo.

"What's on your mind?"

"Well," Jo said carefully. "I'm wondering 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 met girl, whether I'd been here on Randolph or
back on Earth, The course of true love always runs smooth. It has in
all my boy-meets-girl cases, and it has in the boy-meets-girl cases of
every other agent with whom I've compared notes."

"Well, good," Krasna said, smiling. "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
somebody on the spot, somebody with a reputation for
resourcefulness, just in case there's a snag. There almost never is,
as you've observed. But if 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. | know that much about probability." "And what
makes you think that we're trying to set up the future?"

"lt's obvious even to the hoppies on your own planet; the one that
brought me here told me he thought the Service had time-travel. lt's
especially obvious to all the individuals and governments and entire



populations that the Service has bailed out of serious messes for
centuries, with never a single failure." Jo shrugged. "A man can be
asked to safeguard only a small number of boy-meets-girl cases
before he realizes, as an agent, that what the Service is
safeguarding is the future children of those meetings. Ergothe
Service knows what those children are to be like, and has reason to
want their future existence guaranteed. What other conclusion is
possible?"

Krasna took out a cigarette and lit it deliberately; it was obvious that
he was using the maneuver to cloak his response. "None," he
admitted at last. "We have some foreknowledge, of course. We
couldn't have made our reputation with espionage alone. But we
have obvious other advantages: genetics, for instance, and
operations research, the theory of games, the Dirac transmitterit's
quite an arsenal, and of course there's a good deal of prediction
involved in all those things."

"I see that," Jo said. He shifted in his chair, formulating all he wanted
to say.

He changed his mind about the cigarette and helped himself to one.
"But these things don't add up to infallibilityand that's a qualitative
difference, Kras. Take this affair of the Black Horse armada. The
moment the armada appeared, we'll assume, Earth heard about it by
Dirac, and started to assemble a counteramiada.

But it takes finite time to bring together a concentration of ships and
men, even if your message system is instantaneous.

"The Service's counterarmada was already 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 winsthat's been a statistical fact for centuries. Centuries,
Kras. Good Lord, it takes almost as long as that, in straight
preparation, to pull some of the tricks we've pulled! The Dirac gives
us an advantage of ten to twenty-five years in really extreme cases
out on the rim of the Galaxy, but no more than that." He realized that
he had been fuming 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 knowing in a general way how an enemy is
likely to behave, or what kind of children the Mendelian laws say a
given couple should have. It means that we've some way of reading
the future in minute detail. That's in flat contradiction to everything I've
been taught about probability, but | have to believe what | see.”

Krasna laughed. "That's a very able presentation," he said. He
seemed genuinely pleased. "l think you'll remember that you were
first impressed into the Service when you began to wonder why the
news was always good. Fewer and fewer people wonder about that
nowadays; it's become a part of their expected environment." He
stood up and ran a hand through his hair. "Now you've carried
yourself through the next stage. Congratulations, Jo. You've just been
promoted!"

"l have?" Jo said incredulously. "I came in here with the notion that |
might get myself fired."

"No. Come around to this side of the desk, Jo, and [l play you a little
history." Krasna unfolded the deskiop to expose a small visor
screen. Obediently Jo rose and went around the desk to where he
could see the blank surface. "l had a standard indoctrination tape
sent up to me a week ago, in the expectation that you'd be ready to
see it.

Watch." Krasna touched the board. A small dot of light appeared in



the center of the screen and went out again. At the same time, there
was a small 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. How it got that way is a
story that started several centuries back. Dana Ljeher father had
been a Hollander, her mother born in the Celebessat down in the
chair which Captain Robin Weinbaum had indicated, crossed her
legs, and waited, her blue-black hair shining under the lights.
Weinbaum 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 beholder, Dana Lje seemed a particularly delicate virgin of
Bali, despite her Western name, clothing and assurance. The
combination had already proven piquant for the milions who
watched her television column, and Weinbaum found it no less
charming at first hand.

"As one of your most recent victims," he said, "I'm not sure that I'm
honored, Miss Lje. A few of my wounds are still bleeding.

But lam a good deal puzzled as to why you're visiting me now. Aren't
you afraid that I'l bite back?"

"I had no intention of attacking you personally, and | don't think 1 did,"
the video columnist said seriously.

"It was just pretty plain that our intelligence had slipped badly in the
Erskine affair. It was my job to say so. Obviously you were going to
get hurt, since you're head of the bureau but there was no malice in
it."

"Cold comfort," Weinbaum said dryly. "But thank you, nevertheless."
The Eurasian girl shrugged. "That isn't what | came here about,
anyway. Tell me, Captain Weinbaumhave you ever heard of an outfit



calling itself Interstellar Information?" Weinbaum shook his head.
"Sounds like a skip-tracing firm. Not an easy business, these days."
"That's just what | thought when 1 first saw their letterhead,” Dana
said. "But the letter under it wasn't one that a private-eye outfit would
write. Let me read part of it to you."

Her slim fingers burrowed in her inside jacket pocket and emerged
again with a single sheet of paper. It was plain typewriter bond,
Weinbaum noted automatically: she had brought only a copy with
her, and had left the original of the letter at home. The copy, then,
would be incomplete probably seriously.

"It goes like this: 'Dear Miss Lje: As a syndicated video commentator
with a wide audience and heavy responsibilities, you need the best
sources of information available. We 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
below several predictions concerning events to come in the Hercules
and the so-called "Three Ghosts" areas. If these predictions are
fulfiled 100 per centno lesswe ask that you take us on as your
correspondents for those areas, at rates to be agreed upon later. If
the predictions are wrong in any respect, you need not consider us
further." "

"H'm," Weinbaum said slowly.

"They're confident cusses and that's an odd juxtaposition. The Three
Ghosts make up only a little solar system, while the Hercules area
could include the entire star clusteror maybe even the whole
constellation, which is a hell of a lot of sky. This outfit seems to be
trying to tell you that it has thousands of field correspondents of its
own, maybe as many as the government itself. If so, Il guarantee that
they're bragging.”



"That may well be so. But before you make up your mind, 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’

Weinbaum sat bolt upright in his swivel chair. "Let me see that
letter!" he said, his voice harsh with repressed alarm.

"Ina moment," the girl said, adjusting her skirt composedly.

"Evidently | was right in riding my hunch. Let me go on reading: 'by
four heavily armed vessels flying the lights of the navy of
Hammersmith Il. The position of the liner at that time will be at coded
co-ordinates 88-A-theta-88-aleph-D and-per-se-and. It will' "

"Miss Lje," Weinbaum said. "I'm sorry to interrupt you again, but what
you've said already would justify me in jailing you at once, no matter
how loudly your sponsors might scream. | don't know about this
Interstellar Information 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 men are supposed to know. It's already too
late to tell you that everything you say may be held against you; all |
can say now is, it's high time you clammed up!"

"l thought so," she said, apparently not disturbed in the least. "Then
that liner is scheduled to hit those co-ordinates, and the coded time
co-ordinate corresponds with the predicted Universal Time. Is it also
true that the Brindisi will be carrying a top-secret communication
device?"

"Are you deliberately trying to make me imprison you?" Weinbaum
said, gritting his teeth. "Or is this just a stunt, designed to show me



that my own bureau is full of leaks?"

"It could turn into that," Dana admitted. "But it hasn't, yet. Robin, I've
been as honest with you as 'm able to be. You've had nothing but
square deals from me up to now. | wouldn't yellow-screen you, and
you know it. If this unknown ouitfit has this information, it might easily
have gotten it from where it hints that it got it: from the field."
"Impossible."

"Why?"

"Because the information in question hasn't even reached my own
agents in the field yet, it couldn't possibly have leaked as far as
Hammersmith Il or anywhere else, let alone to the Three Ghosts
system! Letters have to be carried on ships, you know that. If | were
to send orders by ultrawave to my Three Ghosts agent, he'd have to
wait three hundred and twenty-four years to get them. By ship, he can
get them in a little over two months. These particular orders have only
been under way to him five days. Even if somebody has read them
on board the ship that's carrying them, they couldn't possibly be sent
on to the Three Ghosts any faster than they're traveling now." Dana
nodded her dark head. "All right. Then what are we left with but a
leak in your headquarters here?"

"What, indeed," Weinbaum said grimly. "You'd better tell me who
signed this letter of yours."

"The signature is J. Shelby Stevens." Weinbaum switched on the
intercom.

"Margaret, look in the business register for an ouftfit called Interstellar
Information 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 name of this communications
device?"

"Yes," Dana said. "What is it?"

"The Dirac communicator." Weinbaum groaned and turned on the
intercom again. "Margaret, send in Dr. Wald. Tell him to drop
everything and gallop.

Any luck with the other thing?"

"Yes, sir," the intercom said. "It's a one-man ouitfit, 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 came in, all six and a half feet of
him. He was extremely blond, and looked awkward, gentle, and not
very intelligent. "Thor, this young lady is our press nemesis, Dana
Lje. Dana, Dr. Wald is the inventor of the Dirac communicator, about
which you have so damnably much information."

"lt's out already?" Dr. Wald said, scanning the girl with grave
deliberation.

"It is, and lots morelots more. Dana, you're a good girl at heart, and
for some reason I trust you, stupid though it is to trust anybody in this
job. I should detain you until Year Day, videocasts or no videocasts.
Instead, I'm just going to ask you to sit on what you've got, and I'm
going to explain why." "Shoot." "I've already mentioned how slow
communication is between star and star. We have to carry all our
letters on ships, just as we did locally before the invention of the
telegraph. The overdrive lets us beat the speed of light, but not by
much of a margin over really long distances. Do you understand
that?"



"Certainly," Dana said. She appeared a bit nettled, and Weinbaum
decided to give her the full dose at a more rapid pace. After all, she
could be assumed to be better informed than the average layman.
"What we've needed for a long time, then," he said, "is some virtually
instantaneous method of getting a message from somewhere to
anywhere. Any time lag, no matter how small it seems at first, has a
way of becoming major as longer and longer distances are involved.
Sooner or later we must have this instantaneous method, or we won't
be able to get messages from one system to 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 that?" She
shook her dark head. "In a nutshell," Weinbaum said, "ultrawave is
radiation, and all radiation in free space is limited to the speed of
light. The way we hype up ultrawave is to use an old application of
wave-guide theory, whereby the real transmission of energy is at light
speed, but an imaginary thing called "phase velocity" is going faster.
But the gain in speed of transmission isn't largeby ultrawave, for
instance, we get a message to Alpha Centauri in one year instead of
nearly four. Over long distances, that's not nearly enough extra
speed.”" "Can'tit be speeded further?" she said, frowning. "No. Think
of the ultrawave beam between here and Centaurus Il as a
caterpillar. The caterpillar himself is moving quite slowly, just at the
speed of light. But the pulses which pass along his body are going
forward faster than he isand if you've ever watched a caterpillar, you'l
know that that's true. But there's a physical limit to the number of
pulses you can travel along that caterpillar, and we've already
reached that limit. We've taken phase velocity as far as it will go.
"That's why we need something faster. For a long time our relativity
theories discouraged hope of anything faster even the high-phase
velocity of a guided wave didn't contradict those theories; it just
found a limited, mathematically imaginary loophole in them. But when
Thor here began looking into the question of the velocity of



propagation of a Dirac pulse, he found the answer. The
communicator he developed does seem to act over long distances,
any distance, instantaneouslyand it may wind up knocking relativity
into a cocked hat." The girl's face was a study in stunned realization.
"I'm not sure I've taken in all the technical angles," she said. "But if I'd
had any notion of the political dynamite in this thing" "you'd have kept
out of my office," Weinbaum said grimly. "A good thing you didn't.
The Brindisi is carrying a model of the Dirac communicator out to the
periphery for a final test; the ship is supposed to get in touch with me
from out there at a given Earth time, which we've calculated very
elaborately to account for the residual Lorentz and Milne
transformations involved in overdrive flight, and for a lot of other time
phenomena that wouldn't mean anything at all to you. "If that signal
arrives here at the given Earth time, then aside from the havoc it will
create among the theoretical physicists whom we decide to let in on
itwe will really have our instant communicator, and can include all of
occupied space in the same time zone. And we'll have a terrific
advantage over any lawbreaker who has to resort to ultrawave locally
and to letters carried by ships over the long haul." "Not," Dr. Wald
said sourly, "if it's already leaked out." "It remains to be seen how
much of it has leaked," Weinbaum said. "The principle is rather
esoteric, Thor, and the name of the thing alone wouldn't mean much
even to a trained scientist. | gather that Dana's mysterious informant
didn't go into technical details... or did he?"

"No," Dana said. 'Tell the truth, Dana. | know that you're suppressing
some of that letter." The girl started slightly. "All rightyes, | am. But
nothing technical. There's another part of the prediction that lists the
number and class of ships you will send to protect the Brindisithe
prediction says theyl be sufficient, by the way and I'm keeping that to
myself, to see whether or not it comes true along with the rest. If it
does, | think I've hired myself a correspondent.” "If it does,”
Weinbaum said, "you've hired yourself a jailbird. Let's see how much



mind reading J. Whatsit Stevens can do from the subcellar of Fort
Yaphank." 3 Weinbaum let himself into Stevens's cell, locking the
door behind him and passing the keys out to the guard. He sat down
heavily on the nearest stool. Stevens smiled the weak benevolent
smile of the very old, and laid his book aside on the bunk. The book,
Weinbaum knewsince his office had cleared itwas only a volume of
pleasant, harmless lyrics by a New Dynasty poet named Nims.
"Were our predictions correct, Captain?" Stevens said. His voice
was high and musical, rather like that of a boy soprano. Weinbaum
nodded. "You still won't tell us how you did it?"

"But | already have," Stevens protested. "Our intelligence network is
the best in the Universe, Captain. It is superior even to your own
excellent organization, as events have shown." "lts results are
superior, that Il grant,” Weinbaum said glumly. "If Dana Lje had
thrown your letter down her disposal chute, we would have lost the
Brindisi and our Dirac transmitter both. Incidentally, did your original
letter predict accurately the number of ships we would send?"
Stevens nodded pleasantly, his neatly trimmed white beard thrusting
forward slightly as he smiled. "l was afraid so," Weinbaum leaned
forward. "Do you have the Dirac transmitter, Stevens?"

"Of course, Captain. How else could my correspondents report to
me with the efficiency you have observed?"

"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 instruments tuned to receive them, bar none. And at
this stage of the game there are so few such broadcasts being
made that we'd be almost certain to detect any that weren't coming
from our own operatives." "l decline to answer that question, if you'l
excuse the impoliteness," Stevens said, his voice quavering slightly.
"l am an old man, Captain, and this inteligence agency is my sole
source of income. If | told you how we operated, we would no longer



have any advantage over your own service, except for the limited
freedom from secrecy which we have. | have been assured by
competent lawyers 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 my methods secret, as the
so-called 'intellectual assets' of my firm. K you wish to use our
services, well and good. We will provide them, with absolute
guarantees on all information we furnish you, for an appropriate fee.
But our methods are our own property." Robin Weinbaum smiled
twistedly. "I'm not a naive man, Mr.

Stevens," he said. "My service is hard on naivete. You know as well
as | do that the government can't allow you to operate on a free-lance
basis, supplying top-secret information to anyone who can pay the
price, or even free of charge to video columnists on a 'test' basis,
even though you arrive at every jot of that information 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 become a hired civilian arm of my own bureau." "Quite,"
Stevens said, returning the smile in a fatherly way. "We anticipated
that, of course.

However, we have contracts with other governments to consider;
Erskine, in particular. If we are to work exclusively for Earth,
necessarily our price will include compensation for renouncing our
other accounts." "Why should it? Patriotic public servants work for
their government at a loss, if they can't work for it any other way." "I
am quite aware of that. | am quite prepared to renounce my other
interests. But | do require to be paid." "How much?" Weinbaum said,
suddenly aware that his fists were clenched so tightly that they hurt.
Stevens appeared to consider, nodding his flowery white poll in
senile deliberation. "My associates would have to be consulted.



Tentatively, however, a sum equal to the present appropriation of
your bureau would do, pending further negotiations." Weinbaum shot
to his feet, eyes wide.

"You old buccaneer! You know damned well that | can't spend my
entire appropriation on a single civilian service! Did it ever occur to
you that most 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 demanding nearly two thousand
credits an hour from your own government, and claiming the legal
protection that the government affords you at the same time, in order
to let those fanatics on Erskine run up a higher bid!"

"The price is not unreasonable," Stevens said. "The service is worth
the price." "That's where you're wrong! We have the discoverer 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 trading onof that you
can be damned sure." "A dangerous gamble. Captain."

"Perhaps. We'll soon see!" Weinbaum glared at the placid face. "I'm
forced to tell you that you're a free man, Mr. Stevens. We've been
unable to show that you came by your information by any illegal
method. You had classified facts in your possession, but no
classified documents, and it's your privilege as a citizen to make
guesses, no matter how educated. "But we'll catch up with you
sooner or later. Had you been reasonable, you might have found
yourself in a very good position with us, your income as assured as
any political income can be, and your person respected to the hilt.
Now, however, you're subject to censorshipyou have no idea how
humiliating that can be, but 'm going to see to it that you find out.
There'11 be no more 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 same rate that the FBI
pays for anonymous gossip. Everything | don't find useful will be
killed without clearance.

Eventually we'll have the modification 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." Weinbaum paused for a moment,
astonished at his own fury. Stevens's clarinetlike voice began to
sound in the windowless cavity. "Captain, | have no doubt that you
can do this to me, at least incompletely. But it will prove fruitless. | will
give you a prediction, at no charge. It is guaranteed, as are all our
predictions. It is this: You will never find that modification. Eventually, |
will give it to you, on my own terms, but you will never find it for
yourself, nor will you force it out of me. In the meantime, 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.”

"Bluster,” Weinbaum said. "Fact. Yours is the blusterloud talk based
on nothing more than a hope. |, however, know whereof | speak....
But let us conclude this discussion. It serves no purpose; you will
need to see my points made the hard way. Thank you for giving me
my freedom. We will talk again under different circumstances onlet
me see; ah, yes, on June 9 of the year 2091. That year is, | believe,
almost upon us." Stevens picked up his book again, nodding at
Weinbaum, his expression harmless and kindly, his hands showing
the marked tremor of paralysis agitans. Weinbaum moved helplessly
to the door and flagged the turnkey. As the bars closed behind him,
Stevens's voice called out: "Oh, yes; and a Happy New Year,
Captain." Weinbaym blasted his way back into his own office, at
least twice as mad as the proverbial nest of hornets, and at the same
time rather dismally aware of his own probable future. If Stevens's
second prediction turned out to be as phenomenally accurate as his
first had been, Capt. Robin Weinbaum would soon be peddling a
natty set of secondhand uniforms. He glared down at Margaret



Soames, his receptionist She glared right back; she had known him
too long to be intimidated. "Anything?" he said. "Dr. Wald's waiting
for you in your office. There are some 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.

Shelby Stevens." He collapsed suddenly. "You're so right. That's just
what it does mean. But we'll bust him wide open sooner or later.
We've got to."

"You'll do it," Margaret said. "Anything else for me?"

"No. Tip off the clerical staff that there's a half holiday today, then go
take in a stereo or a steak or something yourself. Dr. Wald and |
have a few private wires to pull... and unless I'm sadly mistaken, a
private bottle of aquavit to empty.”

"Right," the receptionist said. "Tie one on for me, Chief. | understand
that beer is the best chaser for aquavitlll have some sent up.”

"If you should return after | am suitably squiffed," Weinbaum said,
feeling a little better already, "l will kiss you for your thoughtfulness.

That should keep you at your stereo at least twice through the third
feature." As he went on through the door of his own office, she said
demurely behind him, "It certainly should." As soon as the door
closed, however, his mood became abruptly almost as black as
before. Despite his comparative youthhe was now only fifty-fivehe
had been in the service a long time, and he needed no one to tell him
the possible consequences which might flow from possession 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
seemed to be nothing at all that could be done about it. "Hello, Thor,"
he said glumly. "Pass the bottle."

"Hello, Robin. | gather things went badly.

Tell me about it." Briefly, Weinbaum told him. "And the worst of it," he
finished, "is that Stevens himself predicts that we won't find the
application of the Dirac that he's using, and that eventually we'll have
to buy it at his price. Somehow | believe himbut | can't see how it's
possible.

If 1 were to tell Congress that | was going to spend my entire
appropriation for a single civilian service, I'd be out on my 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 miles 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." Weinbaum sighed. "Well, let's
see what's come in from the field." Thor Wald moved silently away
from Weinbaum's desk while the officer unfolded it and set up the
Dirac screen. Stacked neatly next to the ultraphonea device
Weinbaum had been thinking of, only a few days ago, as
permanently outmodedwere the tapes Margaret had mentioned. He
fed the first one into the Dirac and turned the main toggle to the
position labeled START. Immediately the whole screen went pure
white and the audio speakers emitted an almost instantly end-
stopped blare of sounda beep which, as Weinbaum already knew,
made up a continuous spectrum from about 30 cycles per second to
well above 18,000 cps. Then both the light and the noise were gone



as if they had never been, and were replaced by the familiar face
and voice of Weinbaum's local ops chief in Rico City. "There's
nothing unusual in the way of transmitters in Stevens's offices here,"
the operative said without preamble. "And there isn't any local
Interstellar Information staff, except for one stenographer, and she's
as dumb as they come. About all we could get from her is that
Stevens is 'such a sweet old man.' No possibility that she's faking it;
she's genuinely stupid, the kind that thinks Betelgeuse is something
Indians use to darken their skins. We looked for some sort of list or
code table that would give us a line on Stevens's field staff, but that
was another dead end. Now we're maintaining a twenty-four-hour
Dinwiddie watch on the place from a joint across the street. Orders?"
Weinbaum dictated to the blank stretch of tape which followed:
"Margaret, next time you send any Dirac tapes in here, cut that
damnable beep off them first. Tell the boys in Rico City that Stevens
has been released, and that '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. Alsoand
be damned sure you code thistoll them to proceed with the tap
immediately and to maintain it regardless of whether or not the court
OK:s it. Il thumbprint a Full Responsibility Confession for them. We
can't afford to play pat-a-cake with Stevensthe potential is just too
damned big. And oh, yes, Margaret, send the message by carrier,
and send out general orders to everybody concerned not to use the
Dirac again except when distance and time rule every other medium
out. Stevens has already admitted that he can receive Dirac 'casts."
He put down the mike and stared morosely for a moment at the
beautiful Eridanean scrolwood of his desktop. Wald coughed
inquiringly and retrieved the aquavit. "Excuse me, Robin," he said,
"but I should think that would work both ways."

"So should 1. And yet the fact is that we've never picked up so much
as a whisper from either Stevens or his agents. | 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. "l
didn't want to say so in front of the young lady, for obvious reasons1
mean Miss Lje, of course, not Margaretbut the truth is that the Dirac
is essentially a simple mechanism in principle. | seriously doubt that
there's any way to transmit a message from it which can't be
detectedand an examination of the theory with that proviso in mind
might give us something new."

"What proviso?" Weinbaum said.

Thor Wald left him behind rather often these days. "Why, that a Dirac
transmission doesn't necessarily go to all communicators capable of
receiving it. If that's true, then the reasons why it is true should
emerge from the theory."

"l see. O.K., proceed on that line. I've been looking 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. Shelby Stevens. The man as good as rubbed my
nose in the fact that he's using a pseud when | first talked to him. |
asked him what the T in his name stood for, and he said, 'Oh, let's
make it Jerome.' But who the man behind the pseud is..."

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

"No," Weinbaum said. "Only the dumbest ever do that, or transpose
syllables, or retain any connection at all with their real names. Those
are the people who are in serious emotional trouble, people who
drive themselves into anonymity, but leave clues strewn all around
the landscape those clues are really a cry for help, for discovery. Of
course we're working on that anglewe can't neglect anything but J.



Shelby Stevens isn't that kind of case, I'm sure." Weinbaum stood up
abruptly. "O.K., Thorwhat's first on your technical program?"

"Well... | suppose we'll have to start with checking the frequencies we
use. We're going on Dirac's assumption and it works very well, and
always hasthat a positron in motion through a crystal lattice is
accompanied by de Broglie waves which are transforms of the
waves of an electron in motion somewhere else in the Universe.
Thus if we control the frequency and path of the positron, we control
the placement of the electronwe cause it to appear, so to speak, in
the circuits of a communicator somewhere else. After that, reception
is just a matter of amplifying the bursts and reading the signal." Wald
scowled and shook his blond head. "lf Stevens is getting out
messages which we don't pick up, my first assumption would be that
he's worked out a fine-tuning circuit that's more delicate than ours,
and is more or less sneaking his messages under ours. The only
way that could be done, as far as | can see at the moment, is by
something 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
beginning of our tests and rerun our diffractions to see if we can
refine our measurements of positron frequencies." The scientist
looked so inexpressibly gloomy as he offered this conclusion that a
pall of hopelessness settled over Weinbaum in sheer sympathy. "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 always
presupposed that physics was limitless the classic statement was
made by Weyl, who said that 'lt is the nature of a real thing to be
inexhaustible in content.* We know now that that's not so, exceptin a
remote, associational sort of way.

Nowadays, physics is a defined and self-limited science; its scope is
still prodigious, but we can no longer think of it as endless. "This is



better established in particle physics than in any other branch of the
science. Half of the trouble physicists of the last century had with
Euclidean geometryand hence the reason why they evolved so many
recomplicated theories of relativityis that it's a geometry of lines, and
thus can be subdivided infinitely. When Cantor proved that there
really is an infinity, at least mathematically speaking, that seemed to
clinch the case for the possibility of a really infinite physical universe,
too." Wald's eyes grew vague, and he paused to gulp down a slug of
the licorice-flavored aquavit which would have made Weinbaum's
every hair stand on end. "l remember,” Wald said, "the man who
taught me theory of sets at Princeton, many years ago. He used to
say: 'Cantor teaches us that there are many kinds of infinities. There
was a crazy old mani' " Weinbaum rescued the bottle hastily. "So go
on, Thor."

"Oh." Wald biinked. "Yes. Well, what we know now is that the
geometry which applies to ultimate particles, like the positron, isn't
Euclidean at all. It's Pythagoreana geometry of points, not lines.
Once you've measured one of those points, and it doesn't matter
what kind of quantity you're measuring, you're down as far as you can
go. At that point, the Universe becomes discontinuous, and no further
refinement is possible. "And Id say that our positron-frequency
measurements have already gotten that far down. There isn't another
element in the Universe denser than plutonium, yet we get the same
frequency values by diffraction through plutonium crystals that we get
through osmium crystalsthere's not the slightest difference. If J.
Shelby Stevens is operating in terms of fractions of those values,
then he's doing what an organist would call 'playing in the
cracks'which is certainly something you can think about doing, but
something that's in actuality impossible to do.

Hoop."

"Hoop?" Weinbaum said. "Sorry. A hiccup only."



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

"If he has rebuilt the metrical frame of the Universe to accommodate
a private skip-tracing firm," Wald said firmly, "l for one see no reason
why we can't countercheck him hoopby declaring the whole cosmos
null and void."

"All right, all right," Weinbaum said, grinning. "l didn't mean to push
your analogy right over the edge1 was just asking. But let's get to
work on it anyhow. We can't just sit here and let Stevens get away
with it. if this frequency angle turns out to be as hopeless as it
seems, we'll try something else." Wald eyed the aquavit bottle
owlishly. "It's a very pretty problem,"” he said. "Have | ever sung you
the song we have in Sweden called 'Nat-og-Dag?' " "Hoop,"
Weinbaum said, to his own surprise, in a high falsetto. "Excuse me.
No. Let's hear it." The computer occupied an entire floor of the
Security building, its seemingly identical banks laid out side by side
on the floor along an advanced pathological state of Peano's
"space-filling curve." At the current business end of the line was a
master control board with a large television screen at its center, at
which Dr. Wald was stationed, with Weinbaum looking, silently but
anxiously, over his shoulder. The screen itself showed a pattern
which, except that it was drawn in green light against a dark gray
background, strongly resembled the grain in a piece of highly
polished mahogany. Photographs of similar patterns were stacked
on a small table to Dr. Wald's right; several had spilled over onto the
floor. "Well, there it is," Wald sighed at length. "And | won't struggle to
keep myself from saying 1 told you so.' What you've had me do here,
Robin, is to reconfirm about half the basic postulates of particle
physicswhich is why it took so long, even though it was the first
project we started." He snapped off the screen. "There are no cracks
for J. Shelby to play in. That's definite."



"If you'd said That's flat,’ you would have made a joke," Weinbaum
said sourly. "Look... isn't there still a chance of error? If not on your
part, Thor, then in the computer? After all, it's set up to work only with
the unit charges of modern physics; mightn't we have to disconnect
the banks that contain that bias before the machine will follow the
fractional-charge instructions we give it?"

'Disconnect,’ he says," Wald groaned, mopping his brow
reflectively. "The bias exists everywhere in the machine, my friend,
because it functions everywhere on those same unit charges. It
wasn't a matter of subtracting banks; we had to add one with a bias
all its own, to countercorrect the corrections the computer would
otherwise apply to the instructions. The technicians thought | was
crazy. Now, five months later, I've proved it." Weinbaum grinned in
spite of himself. "What about the other projects?"

"All donesome time back, as a matter of fact. The staff and | checked
every single Dirac tape we've received since you released J. Shelby
from Yaphank, for any sign of intermodulation, marginal signals, or
anything else of the kind. There's nothing. Robin, absolutely nothing.
That's our net result, all around."

"Which leaves us just where we started,” Weinbaum said. "All the
monitoring projects came to the same dead end; | strongly suspect
that Stevens hasn't risked any further calls from his home office to his
field staff, even though he seemed 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, making
appointments 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 must limit his range of operation
enormously,” Wald objected. Weinbaum nodded. "Without 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 last
tangle with that crew came 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" Weinbaum paused. "Wait a minute, here
comes Margaret. And by the length of her stride, I'd say she's got
something particularly nasty on her mind."

"You bet | do," Margaret Soames said vindictively. "And itll blow
plenty of lids around here, or | miss my guess. The 1. D. squad has
finally pinned down J. Shelby Stevens. They did it with the voice-
comparator alone."

"How does that work?" Wald said interestedly. "Blink microphone,"
Weinbaum said impatiently. "Isolates inflections on single, normally
stressed syllables and matches 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 means 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, Miss Dana Lje."

"They're crazy!" Wald said, staring at her. Weinbaum came slowly
out of his first shock of stunned disbelief. "No, Thor," he said finally.
"No, it figures. If a woman is going to go in for disguises, there are
always two she can assume outside her own sex: a young boy, and a
very old man. And Dana's an actress; that's no news to us."

"Butbut why did she do it, Robin?"

"That's what we're going to find out right now. So we wouldn't get the
Dirac modification 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 me the authority, and | send the
ordernot before."

"Spiteful child. Send it, then, and glory in my gritted teeth. Come on,
Thorlet's put the nutcracker on this chestnut." As they were leaving
the computer floor, Weinbaum stopped suddenly in his tracks and
began to mutter in an almost inaudible voice. Wald said, "What's the
matter, Robin?"

"Nothing. | keep being brought up short by those predictions. What's
the date?"

"M'm... June 9. Why?"

"It's the exact date that 'Stevens' predicted we'd meet again, damniit!
Something tells me that this isn't going to be as simple as it looks." If
Dana L)'e had any idea of what she was in forand considering the
fact that she was 'J. Shelby Stevens' it had to be assumed that she
didthe knowledge seemed not to make her at all fearful. She sat as
composedly as ever before Weinbaum's desk, smoking her eternal
cigarette, and waited, one dimpled knee pointed directly at the
bridge of the officer's nose. "Dana," Weinbaum said, "this time we're
going to get all 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 laws
relating to giving false information to a security officer, under which
we could heave you in prison for a minimum of fifteen years. By
application of the statutes on using communications to defraud, plus
various local laws against transvestism, pseudonymity and so on, we
could probably pile up enough additional short sentences to keep
you in Yaphank until you really do grow a beard. So I'd advise you to
openup.”

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



word for word, how this interview is going to proceed, what
information 'm going to give you, just when I'm going to give it to
youand what you're going to pay me for it. | knew all that many
months ago. So there would be no point in my holding out on you."

"What you're saying, Miss Lje," Thor Wald said in a resigned 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." There was a brief
silence. "All right," Weinbaum said grimly. "Talk."

"All right, Captain Weinbaum, pay me,” Dana said calmly.
Weinbaum snorted. "But I'm quite 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 me to prison, or give me drugs, or
do anything else of that kind. | 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 |1 do, and then the
information will be valueless to me." Weinbaum was completely
speechless for a moment. Finally he said, "Dana, you have a heart of
purest brass, as well as a knee with an invisible gunsight on it. | say
that 'm not going to give you my appropriation, regardless of what
the future may or may not say about it. 'm not going to give it to you
because the way my governmentand yours runs things makes such a
price impossible. Or is that really your price?"

"It's my real price... but it's also an alternative. Call it my second
choice. My first choice, which means the price I'd settle for, comes in
two parts: (a) to be taken into your service as a responsible officer;
and, (b) to be married to Captain Robin Weinbaum." Weinbaum
sailed up out of his chair. He felt as though copper-colored flames a



foot long were shooting out of each of his ears. "Of all the" he began.
There his voice failed completely. From behind him, where Wald was
standing, came something like a large, Scandinavian-model guffaw
being choked into insensibility. Dana herself seemed to be smiling a
little. "You see," she said, "l don't point my best and most accurate
knee at every man | meet." Weinbaum sat down again, slowly and
carefully. "Walk, do not run, to nearest exit," he said. "Women and
childlike security officers first. Miss L]'e, are you trying to sell me the
notion that you went through this elaborate hanky-panky beard and
allout of a burning passion for my dumpy and underpaid person?"

"Not entirely," Dana L]'e said. "l want to be in the bureau, too, as |
said. Let me confront you, though. Captain, with a fact of life that
doesn't seem to 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,
means that the future is fixed?"

"Since Thor seems able to accept it, | suppose | can too
provisionally."

"There's nothing provisional about it," Dana said firmly. "Now, when |
first came upon thisuh, this gimmickquite a while back, one of the
first things that | found out was that | was going to go through the 'J.
Shelby Stevens' masquerade, force myself onto the staff of the
bureau, and marry you, Robin. At the time, | was both astonished and
completely rebellious. | didn't want to be on the bureau staff; | liked
my free-lance life as a video commentator. | didn't want to marry you,
though | wouldn't have been averse to living with you for a whilesay a
month or so. And above all, the masquerade struck me as ridiculous.
"But the facts kept staring me in the face. | was going to do all those
things. There were no alternatives, no fanciful 'branches of time,' no
decision-points that might be altered to make the future change. My
future, like yours, Dr. Wald's, and everyone else's, was fixed. It didn't
matter a snap whether or not | had a decent motive for what | was



going to do; Iwas going to do it anyhow. Cause and effect, as | could
see for myself, just don't exist. One event follows another because
events are just as indestructible in space-time as matter and energy
are. "It was the bitterest of all pills.

It will take me many years to swallow it completely, and you too. Dr.
Wald will come 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 myself was to supply myself with motives. Or, in
other words, just plain rationalizations. That much, it seems, we're
free to do; the consciousness of the observer is just along for the ride
through time, and can't alter eventsbut it can comment, explain,
invent. That's fortunate, for none of us could stand going through
motions which were truly free of what we think of as personal
significances. "So | supplied myself with the obvious motives. Since |
was going to be married to you and couldn't get out of it, | set out to
convince myself that | loved you. Now | do. Since | was going to join
the bureau staff, | thought over all the advantages that it might have
over video commentating, and found that they made a respectable
list. Those are my motives. "But | had no such motives at the
beginning.

Actually, there are never motives behind actions. All actions are
fixed. What we called motives evidently are rationalizations by the
helpless observing consciousness, which is inteligent enough to
smell an event comingand, since it cannot avert the event, instead
cooks up reasons for wanting it to happen.”

"Wow," Dr. Wald said, inelegantly but with considerable force.
"Either 'wow' or 'balderdash’ seems to be called for1 can't quite
decide which," Weinbaum agreed. "We know that Dana is an
actress, Thor, so let's not fall off the apple tree quite yet. Dana, I've
been saving the really hard question for the last. That question is:



How? How did you arrive at this modification of the Dirac
transmitter? Remember, we know your background, where we didn't
know that of *J. Shelby Stevens.' You're not a scientist. There were
some fairly highpowered intellects among your distant relatives, but
that's as close as you come."

"I'm going 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 my relatives, of course. If you'l
check your dossier again, though, you'll discover that those so-called
'distant' relatives were the last surviving members of my family
besides myself. When they died, second and fourth and ninth
cousins though they were, thenestates reverted to me, and among
their effects | found a sketch of a possible instantaneous
communicator based on de Broglie-wave inversion. The material
was in very rough form, and mostly beyond my comprehension,
because | am, as you say, no scientist myself. But | was interested,; |
could see, dimly, what such a thing might be worthand not only in
money. "My interest was fanned by two coincidencestfie kind of
coincidences that cause-and-effect just can't allow, but which seem
to happen all the same in the world of unchangeable events. For
most of my adult life, I've been in communications industries of one
kind or another, mostly branches of video. | had communications
equipment around me constantly, and | had coffee and doughnuts
with communications engineers every day. First | picked up the
jargon; then, some of the procedures; and eventually a little real
knowledge. Some of the things | learned can't be gotten any other
way. Some other things are ordinarily available only to highly
educated people like Dr. Wald here, and came to me by accident, in
horseplay, between kisses, and a hundred other waysall natural to
the environment of a video network." Weinbaum found, to his own
astonishment, that the "between kisses" clause did not sit very well in



his chest. He said, with unintentional brusqueness: "What's the other
coincidence?"

"A leak in your own staff."
"Dana, you ought to have that set to music."
"Suit yourself."

"l can't suit myself" Weinbaum said petulantly. "I work for the
government. Was this leak direct to you?"

"Not at first. That was why | kept insisting to you in person that there
might be such a leak, and why I finally began to hint about it in public,
on my program. | was hoping that you'd be able to seal it up inside
the bureau before my first rather tenuous contact with it got lost.
When | didn't succeed in provoking you into protecting yourself, | took
the risk of making direct contact with the leak myselfand the first
piece of secret information that came to me through it was the final
point | needed to put my Dirac communicator together.

When it was all assembled, it did more than just communicate. It
predicted.

And | can tell you why." Weinbaum said thoughtfully, "I don't find this
very hard to accept, so far. Pruned of the philosophy, it even makes
some sense of the 'J. Shelby Stevens' affair. | assume that by letting
the old gentleman become known as somebody who knew more
about the Dirac transmitter than | did, and who wasn't averse to
negotiating with anybody who had money, you kept the leak working
through yourather than transmitting data directly to unfriendly
governments."

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



the purpose of the Stevens masquerade. I've already given you the
whole explanation of how that came about."

"Well, you'd better name me that leak, before the man gets away.”

"When the price is paid, not before. It's too late to prevent a getaway,
anyhow. In the meantime, Robin, | want to go on and tell you the other
answer to your question about how | was able to find this particular
Dirac secret, and you didn't. What answers [I've given you up to now
have been cause-andeffect answers, with which we're all more
comfortable.

But | want to impress on you that all apparent cause-and-effect
relationships 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 circumstances seem to explain why |
found it, in the old cause-and-effect terms, is irrelevant. Similarly, with
all your superior equipment and brains, you didn't find it for one
reason, and one reason alone: because you didn't find it. The history
of the future says you didn't."

"l pays my money and | takes no choice, eh?" Weinbaum said
ruefully. "I'm afraid 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. "However, it hangs
together. The deterministic universe which Miss Lje paints was a
common feature of the old relativity theories, and as sheer
speculation has an even longer history. | would say that, in the long
run, how much credence we place in the story as a whole will rest
upon her method of, as she calls it, reading the future. If it is
demonstrable beyond any doubt, then the rest becomes perfectly
crediblephilosophy and all. If it doesn't, then what remains is an



admirable job of acting, plus some metaphysics which, while self-
consistent, is not original with Miss Lje."

"That sums up the case as well as if I'd coached you, Dr. Wald,"
Dana said. "I'd like to point out one more thing. If | can read the
future, then 'J. Shelby Stevens' never had any need for a staff of field
operatives, and he never needed to send a single Dirac message
which you might intercept. All he needed to do was to make
predictions from his readings, which he knew to be infallible; no
private espionage network had to be involved."

"l see that"" Weinbaum said dryly. "All right, Dana, let's put the
proposition this way: | do not believe you. Much of what you say is
probably true, but in totality | 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 would be dangerous as hell not to have you with usand
the marriage is a more or less minor matter, except to you and me.
You can have that with no strings attached; | don't want to be bought,
any more than you would. "So: if you will tell me 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
somebody who might be shot as a spy within a month."

"Fair enough," Dana said. "Robin, your leak is Margaret Soames.
She is an Erskine operative, and nobody's bubblebrain. She's a
highly trained technician.”

"Well, Il be damned," Weinbaum said in astonishment. "Then she's
already flown the coopshe was the one who first told me we'd
identified you. She must 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 tomorrow. And you are
now a hooked fish, Robin." There was another suppressed burble



from Thor Wald. "I accept the fate happily," Weinbaum said, eying
the gunsight knee. "Now, if you will tell me how you work your swami
trick, and if it backs up everything you've said to the letter, as you
claim, Il see to it that you're also taken into the bureau and that all
charges against you are quashed. Otherwise, Il probably have to
kiss the bride between the bars of a cell." Dana smiled. "The secret
is very simple. lt's in the beep." Weinbaum's jaw dropped. "The
beep? The Dirac noise?"

"That's right. You didn't find it out because you considered the beep
to be just a nuisance, and ordered Miss Soames to cut it off all tapes
before sending them in to you. Miss Soames, who had some inkling
of what the beep meant, was more than happy to do so, leaving the
reading of the beep exclusively to 'J. Shelby Stevens'who she
thought was going to take on Erskine as a client."

"Explain," Thor Wald said, looking intense. "Just as you assumed,
every Dirac message that is sent is picked up by every receiver that
is capable of detecting it Every receivermcluding 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 simultaneous reception of every
one of the Dirac messages which have ever been sent, or ever wilt
be sent. Incidentally, the cardinal number of the total of those
messages is a relatively small and of course finite number; it's far
below really large finite numbers such as the number of electrons in
the universe, even when you break each and every message down
into individual 'bits' and count those."

"Of course," Dr. Wald said softly. "Of course! But, Miss Lje... how do
you tune for an individual message? We tried fractional positron
frequencies, and got nowhere."



"I didn't even know fractional positron frequencies existed,” Dana
confessed. "No, it's simpleso simple that a lucky layman like me
could arrive at it. You tune individual messages out of the beep by
time lag, nothing more. All the messages arrive at the same instant,
in the smallest fraction of time that exists, something called a
‘chronon.' " "Yes," Wald said. "The time it takes one electron to move
from one quantum-level to another. That's the Pythagorean point of
time measurement.”

"Thank you. Obviously no gross physical receiver can respond to a
message that brief, or at least that's what | thought at first. But
because there are relay and switching delays, various forms of
feedback and so on, in the apparatus itself, the beep arrives at the
output end as a complex pulse which has been 'splattered' along the
time axis for a full second or more. 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 motion. Then you tune up the various failurepoints in your
receiver, to exaggerate one failure, minimize aB the others, and use
noise-suppressing techniques to cut out the background." Thor Wald
frowned.

"You'd still have a considerable garble when you were through. You'd
have to sample the messages" "Which is just what | did; Robin's little
lecture to me about the ultrawave gave me that hint. | set myself to
find out how the ultrawave channel carries so many messages at
once, and | discovered that you people sample the incoming pulses
every thousandth of a second and pass on one pip only when the
wave deviates in a certain way from the mean. 1 didn't really believe it
would work on the Dirac beep, but it turned out just as well: 90
percent as intelligible as the original transmission after it came
through the smearing device. I'd already got enough from the beep to
put my plan in motion, of coursebut now every voice message in it
was available, and crystal-clear: If you select three pips every



thousandth of second, you can even pick up an intelligible
transmission of musica little razzy, but good enough to identify the
instruments 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
Weinbaum, for whom the technical talk was becoming a little 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 summary of it would be sent out on the
Dirac afterwards."

"That's true, Robin. However, when | leave here, | will make such a
transcast myself, on my own Dirac. Obviously | wilbecause I've
already picked it up, from the beep."

"In other words, you're going to call yourself upmonths ago."

"That's it," Dana said. "lt's not as useful a technique as you might
think at first, because it's dangerous to make such broadcasts while
a situation is still developing. You can safely 'phone back' details only
after the given situation has gone to completion, as a chemist might
put it. Once you know, however, that when you use the Dirac you're
dealing with time, you can coax some very strange things out of the
instrument." She paused and smiled. "I have heard," she said
conversationally, "the voice of the President of our Galaxy, in 3480,
announcing the federation of the Milkky Way and the Magellanic
Clouds. I've heard the commander of a worldline cruiser, traveling
from 8873 to 8704 along the world line of the planet Hathshepa,
which circles a star on the rim of NGC 4725, calling for help across
eleven million light-yearsbut what kind of help he was calling for, or
will be calling for, is beyond my comprehension. And many other
things. When you check on me, you'll hear these things tooand you'll
wonder what many of them mean. "And you'll listen to them even



more closely than I did, in the hope of finding out whether or not
anyone was able to understand in time to help." Weinbaum and
Wald looked dazed. Her voice became a little more somber. "Most
of the voices in the Dirac beep are like thatthey're cries for help,
which 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'll listen to the succeeding messages
and say: 'Did wewill we get there in time? Did we understand in
time?' "And in most cases you won't be sure. You'll know the future,
but not what most of it means. The farther into the future you travel
with the machine, the more incomprehensible the messages
become, 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
surrounding events can emerge to make those remote messages
clear. "The long-run effect, as far as | can think it through, is not going
to be that of omniscienceof our consciousness being extracted
entirely from the time stream and allowed to view its whole sweep
from one side. Instead, the Dirac in effect simply slides the bead of
consciousness forward from the present a certain distance. Whether
it's five hundred of five thousand years still remains to be seen. At
that point the law of diminishing returns sets inor the noise factor
begins to overbalance the information, take your choiceand the
observer is reduced to traveling in time at the same old speed. He's
just a bit ahead of himself."

"You've thought a great deal about this," Wald said slowly. "I dislike
to think of what might have happened had some less conscientious
person stumbled on the beep."

"That wasn't in the cards,” Dana said. In the ensuing quiet,
Weinbaum felt a faint, irrational sense of let-down, of something
which had promised more than had been deliveredrather like the
taste of fresh bread as compared to its smell, or the discovery that
Thor Wald's Swedish "folk song" Nat-og-Dag was only Cole Porter's



Night and Day in another language. He recognized the feeling: it was
the usual emotion of the hunter when the hunt is over, the born
detective's professional version of the past coitum tristre. After
looking at the smiling, supple Dana Lje a moment more, however, he
was almost content. "There's one more thing," he said. "l don't want
to be insufferably skeptical about thisbut | want to see it work. Thor,
can we set up a sampling and smearing device such as Dana
describes and run a test?"

"In fifteen minutes," Dr. Wald said. "We have most of the unit in
already assembled form on our big ultrawave receiver, and it
shouldn't take any effort to add a highspeed tape unit to it. Il do it
right now." He went out. Weinbaum and Dana looked at each other
for a moment, rather like strange cats. Then the security officer got
up, with what he knew to be an air of somewhat grim determination,
and seized his fiancee's hands, anticipating a struggle. That first kiss
was, by intention at least, mostly pro forma. But by the time Wald
padded back into the office, the letter had been pretty thoroughly
superseded by the spirit. The scientist harrumphed and set his
burden on the desk. "This is all there is to it," he said, "but | had to
hunt all through the library to find a Dirac record with a beep still onit.
Just a moment more while | make connections...." Weinbaum used
the time to bring his mind back to the matter at hand, although not
quite completely. Then two tape spindles began to whir like so many
bees, and the endstopped sound of the Dirac beep filled the room.
Wald stopped the apparatus, reset it, and started the smearing tape
very slowly in the opposite direction. A distant babble of voices
came from the speaker. As Weinbaum leaned forward tensely, one
voice said clearly and loudly above the rest: "Hello, Earth bureau. Lt.
T.

L. Matthews at Hercules Station NGC 6341, transmission date 13-
22-2091. We have the last point on the orbit curve of your dope-



runners plotted, and the curve itself points to a small system about
twentyfive light-years from the base here; the place hasn't even got a
name on our charts. Scouts show the home planet at least twice as
heavily fortified as we anticipated, so we'll need another cruiser. We
have a 'can-do' from you in the beep for us, but we're waiting as
ordered to get it in the present NGC 6341 Matthews out." After the
first instant of stunned amazementfor no amount of intellectual
willingness to accept could have prepared him for the overwhelming
fact itselfWeinbaum had grabbed a pencil and begun to write at top
speed. As the voice signed out he threw the pencil down and looked
excitedly at Dr. Wald. "Seven months ahead," he said, aware that he
was grinning like an idiot. "Thor, you know the trouble we've had with
that needle in the Hercules haystack! This orbit-curve trick must be
something Matthews has yet to dream upat least he hasn't come to
me with it yet, and there's nothing in the situation as it stands now
that would indicate a closing time of six months for the case. The
computers said it would take three more years."

"lt's new data," Dr. Wald agreed solemnly. "Well, don't stop there, in
God's name! Let's hear some morel" Dr. Wald went through the
ritual, much faster this time. "The speaker said: "Nausentampen.
Eddettompic. Berobsilom.

Airnkaksetchoc. Sanbetogmow. Datdectamset. Domatrosmin. Out."
"My word," Wald said. "What's all that?"
"That's what | was talking about," Dana Lje said.

"At least half of what you get from the beep is just as
incomprehensible. | suppose it's whatever has happened to the
English language, thousands of years from now."

"No, it isn't,"” Weinbaum said. He had resumed writing, and was still



at it, despite the comparative briefness of the transmission. "Not this
sample, anyhow. That, ladies and gentlemen, is codeno language
consists exclusively of four-syllable words, of that you can be sure.
What's more, " it's a version of our code. | can't break it down very far
it takes a full-time expert to read this stuffout | get the date and some
of the sense.

It's March 12, 3022, and there's some kind of a mass evacuation
taking place.

The message seems to be a routing order."
"But why will we be using code?" Dr.

Wald wanted to know. "It implies that we think somebody might
overhear ussomebody else with a Dirac. That could be very messy."

"It could indeed," Weinbaum said. "But we'll find out, | imagine. Give
her another spin, Thor."

"Shall | try for a picture this time?" Weinbaum nodded. A moment
later, he was looking squarely into the green-skinned face of
something that looked 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 Thammos NGC 2287,
transmission date Gor 60, 302 by my calendar, 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 important thing. We've
got your genius safely born. Detailed report coming later by paw.
NGC 2287 Thammos out."

"l wish | knew my New General Catalogue better," Weinbaum said.
"Isn't that M 41 in Canis Major, the one with the red star in the
middle? And we'll be using non-humanoids there! What was that



creature, anyhow? Never mind, spin her again." Dr. Wald spun her
again. Weinbaum, already feeling a little dizzy, had given up taking
notes. That could come later, all that could come later. Now he
wanted only scenes and voices, more and more scenes and voices
from the future. They were better than aquavit, even with a beer
chaser. 4 THE INDOCTRINATION tape 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 long shot,"
he said.

"They didn't see, for instance, that when one section of the
government becomes nearly all-knowing no matter how small it was
to begin withit necessarily becomes all of the government that there
is. Thus the bureau turned into the Service and pushed everyone
else out. "On the other hand, those people did come to be afraid that
a government with an all-knowing arm might become a rigid
dictatorship. That couldn't happen and didn't happen, because the
more you know, the wider your field of possible operation becomes
and the more fluid and dynamic a society you need. How could a
rigid society expand to other star systems, let alone other galaxies?
It couldn't be done.”

"l should think it could," Jo said slowly. "After all, if you know in
advance what everybody is going to do..."

"But we don't, Jo. That's just a popular fiction or, if you like, a red
herring. Not all of the business of the cosmos is carried on over the
Dirac, after all. The only events we can ever overhear are those
which are transmitted as a message. Do you order your lunch over
the Dirac? Of course you don't. Up to now, you've never said a word
over the Dirac in your life. "And there's much more to it than that. All
dictatorships are based on the proposition that government can
somehow control a man's thoughts. We know now that the
consciousness of the observer is the only free thing in the Universe.



Wouldn't we look foolish trying to control that, when our entire physics
shows that it's impossible to do so? That's why the Service is in no
sense a thought police. We're interested only in acts. We're an Event
Police."

"But why?" Jo said. "If all history is fixed, why do we bother with these
boy-meets-girl assignments, for instance? The meetings will happen
anyhow."

"Of course they will," Krasna agreed immediately. "But look, Jo. Our
interests as a government depend upon the future. We operate as if
the future is as real as the past, and so far we haven't been
disappointed: the Service is 100 per cent successful. But that very
success isn't without its warnings. What 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. We believe that nothing
can possibly go wrong... but we have to act on the philosophy that
history helps only those who help themselves. "That's why we
safeguard huge numbers of courtships right through to contract, and
even beyond it. We have to see to it that every single person who is
mentioned in any Dirac 'cast gets born. Our 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
enormous task, believe me, and it gets bigger and bigger every day.
Apparently it always will."

"Always?" Jo said. "What about the public? Isn't it going to smell this
out sooner or later? The evidence is piling up at a terrific rate.”

"Yes and no," Krasna said. "Lots of people are smelling it out right
now, just as you did. But the number of new people we need in the
Service grows fasterit's always ahead of the number of laymen who
follow the clues to the truth." Jo took a deep breath. "You take all this



as if it were as commonplace as boiling an egg, Kras," he said.
"Don't you ever wonder about some of the things you get from the
beep? That 'cast Dana Lje picked up from Canes Venatici, for
instance, the one from the ship that was traveling backward in time?
How is that possible? What could be the purpose? Is it" "Pace,
pace," Krasna said. "l don't know and | don't care. Neither should
you. That event is too far in the future for us to worry about. We can't
possibly know its context yet, so there's no sense in trying to
understand it. If an Englishman of around 1600 had found out about
the American Revolution, he would have thought it a tragedy; an
Englishman of 1950 would have a very different view of it. We're in
the same spot. The messages we get from the really far future have
no contexts as yet."

"l'think | see," Jo said.
"Il get used to it in time, | suppose, after | use the Dirac for a while.
Or does my new rank authorize me to do that?"

"Yes, it does. But, Jo, first | want to pass on to you a rule of Service
etiquette that must never be broken.

You won't be allowed anywhere near a Dirac mike until you have it
burned into your memory beyond any forgetfulness."

"I'm listening, Kras, believe me."

"Good. This is the rule: The date of a Serviceman's death must never
be mentioned in a Dirac 'cast." Jo biinked, feeling a little chilly. The
reason behind the rule was decidedly tough-minded, but its ultimate
kindness was plain. He said, "I won't forget that. Il want that
protection myself. Many thanks, Kras. What's my new assignment?"

"To begin with," Krasna said, grinning, "as simple a job as I've ever



given you, right here on Randolph.

Skin out of here and find me that cab driverthe one who mentioned
time-travel to you. He's uncomfortably close to the truth; closer than
you were in one category. "Find him, and bring him to me. The
Service is about to take in a new raw recruit."

Bindlestiff By James Bush It was inevitable that, occasionally, one of
the cruising cities of space would turn criminal. And they made
vicious, deadly enemies! I. E yEN to the men of the flying city, the Rift
was awesome beyond all human experience. Loneliness was natural
between the stars, and starmen were used to it--the stardensity of
the average cluster was more than enough to give a veteran Okie
claustrophobia; but the enormous empty loneliness of the Rift was
unique. To the best of Mayor Amalfi's knowledge, no Okie city had
ever crossed the Rift before. The City Fathers, who knew everything,
agreed. Amalfi was none too sure that it was wise, for once, to be a
pioneer. Ahead and behind, the walls of the Rift shimmered, a haze
of stars too far away to resolve into individual points of light. The
walls curved gently toward a starry floor, so many parsecs "beneath”
the keel of the city that it seemed to be hidden in a rising haze of star
dust.

"Above," there was nothing; a nothing as final as the slamming of a
door--it was the intergalactic gap. The Rift was, in effect, a valley cut
in the face of the galaxy. A few stars swam in it, light-millennia apart--
stars which the tide of human colonization could never have reached.
Only on the far side was there likely to be any inhabited planet, and,
consequently, work for a migratory city. On the near side there were
the Earth police. They would not chase Amalfi's city across the Rift;
they were busy consolidating their conquests of Utopia and the
Duchy of Gort, barbarian planets whose ties with Earth were being
forcibly reestablished. But they would be happy to see the city turn
back --there was a violation of a Vacate order still on the books, and



a little matter of a trick-Soberly, Amalfi contemplated the oppressive
chasm which the screens showed him. The picture came in by
ultrawave from a string of proxy-robots, the leader of which was
already parsecs out across the gap. And still the far wall was
featureless, just beginning to show a faintly granular texture which
gave promise of resolution into individual stars at top magnification.
"I hope the food holds out,” he muttered. "I never expected the cops
to chase us this far." Beside him, Mark Hazieton, the city manager,
drummed delicately upon the arm of his chair. "No reason why it
shouldn't," he said lazily. "Of course the oil's low, but the Chiorella
crop is flourishing. And | doubt that we'll be troubled by mutation in
the tanks.

Aren't ultronic nexi supposed to vary directly with star-density?"

"Sure," Amalfi said, irritated. "We won't starve if everything goes
right. If we hadn't been rich enough to risk crossing, I'd of let us be
captured and paid the fine instead. But we've never been as long as
a year without planet-fall before, and this crossing is going to take all
of the four years the Fathers predicted. The slightest accident, and
we'll be beyond help."

"There'll be no accident,” Hazleton said confidently. "There's fuel
decomposition--we've never had a flash-fire but there's always a first
time. And if the Twenty-third Street spindizzy conks out again--" He
stopped abruptly.

Through the corner~ of his eye, a minute pinprick of brightness
poked insistently into his brain. When he looked directly at the
screen, it was still ther