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Ver sion 1.0.

* * * *

“Happy End ing,” by Mack Reynolds and Fredric Brown,
orig i nally ap peared in Fan tas tic Uni verse, Sep tem ber 1957.

“Ul tima �ule” orig i nally ap peared in Ana log Sci ence Fact &
Fic tion, March 1961.

“Gun for Hire” orig i nally ap peared in Ana log, De cem ber
1960.

“Adap ta tion” orig i nally ap peared in As tound ing Sci ence Fic‐ 
tion, Au gust 1960.

“Stow away” orig i nally ap peared in Uni verse Sci ence Fic tion,
June 1953.

“Medal of Honor” orig i nally ap peared in Amaz ing Sci ence
Fic tion Sto ries, No vem ber 1960.

“I’m a Stranger Here My self ” orig i nally ap peared in Amaz‐ 
ing Sto ries, De cem ber 1960.

“Sta tus Quo” orig i nally ap peared in Ana log Sci ence Fact &
Fic tion, Au gust 1961.
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“Un born To mor row” orig i nally ap peared in As tound ing Sci‐ 
ence Fic tion, June 1959.

“Sum mit” orig i nally ap peared in As tound ing Sci ence Fic tion,
Feb ru ary, 1960.

“Free dom” orig i nally ap peared in Ana log Sci ence Fact & Fic‐ 
tion, Feb ru ary 1961.

“Dog �ght—1973” orig i nally ap peared in Imag i na tion Sto ries
of Sci ence and Fan tasy, July 1953.

“�e Com mon Man” orig i nally ap peared in Ana log, Jan u ary
1963.

“Com bat” orig i nally ap peared in Ana log Sci ence Fact & Fic‐ 
tion, Oc to ber 1960.

“Black Man’s Bur den” orig i nally ap peared as a 2-part se rial
in Ana log Sci ence Fact & Fic tion, De cem ber 1961 and Jan u ary
1962.

“Sub ver sive” orig i nally ap peared in Ana log, De cem ber 1962.
“Off Course” orig i nally ap peared in If Worlds of Sci ence Fic‐ 

tion, Jan u ary 1954.
“Rev o lu tion” orig i nally ap peared in As tound ing Sci ence Fic‐ 

tion, May 1960.
“Po ten tial En emy” orig i nally ap peared in Or bit, Vol. 1 No,

2, 1953.
“Bor der, Breed Nor Birth” orig i nally ap peared in Ana log Sci‐ 

ence Fact & Fic tion, July 1962.
“Mer ce nary” orig i nally ap peared in Ana log, April 1962.
“Frigid Fra cas” orig i nally ap peared as a 2-part se rial in Ana‐ 

log Sci ence Fact & Fic tion, March and April 1963.
“Ex pe diter” orig i nally ap peared in Ana log Sci ence Fact & Fic‐ 

tion, May 1963.
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A NOTE FROM THE

PUB LISHER

I grew up read ing Mack Reynolds’ work, pri mar ily in Ana log
mag a zine. He was one of ed i tor John W. Camp bell’s reg u lar
con trib u tors, and while he never rose to the fame of such other
Camp bell-era au thors as (say) Isaac Asi mov or Robert A.
Hein lein, he nev er the less had a long and dis tin guished ca reer
in the �eld.

His en try in Wikipedia says:

Dal las Mc Cord “Mack” Reynolds (No vem ber 11,
1917 – Jan u ary 30, 1983) was an Amer i can sci ence �c‐ 
tion writer. His pen names in cluded Dal las Ross, Mark
Mal lory, Clark Collins, Dal las Rose, Guy Mc Cord,
Max ine Reynolds, Bob Bel mont, and Todd Hard ing. His
work is note wor thy for its fo cus on so cioe co nomic spec u‐ 
la tion, usu ally ex pressed in thought-pro vok ing ex plo‐ 
rations of Utopian so ci eties from a rad i cal, some time
satiric, per spec tive. He was a con sid er ably pop u lar au thor
from the 1950s to the 1970s, es pe cially with read ers of
sci ence �c tion and fan tasy mag a zines.

If you’ve got ten as far as this brief ed i to rial note, you’re no
doubt im pa tient to be gin. So please feel free to jump ahead to
the sto ries; they speak for them selves.
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En joy!

—John Be tan court
Pub lisher, Wild side Press LLC

wild side press.com | bcmys tery.com

ABOUT THE MEGA PACK SE RIES

Over the last few years, our “Mega pack” se ries of ebook an‐ 
tholo gies has proved to be one of our most pop u lar en deav ors.
(Maybe it helps that we some times off er them as pre mi ums to
our mail ing list!) One ques tion we keep get ting asked is,
“Who’s the ed i tor?”

�e Mega packs (ex cept where speci�  cally cred ited) are a
group eff ort. Ev ery one at Wild side works on them. �is in‐ 
cludes John Be tan court, Carla Coupe, Steve Coupe, Bon ner
Menk ing, Colin Azariah-Kribbs, A.E. War ren, and many of
Wild side’s au thors…who of ten sug gest sto ries to in clude (and
not just their own!).

REC OM MEND A FA VORITE STORY?

Do you know a great clas sic sci ence �c tion story, or have a
fa vorite au thor whom you be lieve is per fect for the Mega pack
se ries? We’d love your sug ges tions! You can post them on our
mes sage board at http://movies.ning.com/fo rum (there is an
area for Wild side Press com ments).

Note: we only con sider sto ries that have al ready been pro‐ 
fes sion ally pub lished. �is is not a mar ket for new works.

TY POS
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Un for tu nately, as hard as we try, a few ty pos do slip
through. We up date our ebooks pe ri od i cally, so make sure you
have the cur rent ver sion (or down load a fresh copy if it’s been
sit ting in your ebook reader for months.) It may have al ready
been up dated.

If you spot a new typo, please let us know. We’ll �x it for ev‐ 
ery one. You can email the pub lisher at wild side press@ya‐ 
hoo.com or use the mes sage boards above.
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HAPPY END ING

Writ ten in col lab o ra tion with Fredric Brown

�ere were four men in the lifeboat that came down from
the space-cruiser. �ree of them were still in the uni form of the
Ga lac tic Guards.

�e fourth sat in the prow of the small craft look ing down
at their goal, hunched and silent, bun dled up in a great coat
against the cool ness of space—a great coat which he would
never need again af ter this morn ing. �e brim of his hat was
pulled down far over his fore head, and he stud ied the near ing
shore through dark-lensed glasses. Ban dages, as though for a
bro ken jaw, cov ered most of the lower part of his face.

He re al ized sud denly that the dark glasses, now that they
had left the cruiser, were un nec es sary. He slipped them off. Af‐ 
ter the cin e mato graphic grays his eyes had seen through these
lenses for so long, the bril liance of the color be low him was al‐ 
most like a blow. He blinked, and looked again.

�ey were rapidly set tling to ward a shore line, a beach. �e
sand was a daz zling, un be liev able white such as had never been
on his home planet. Blue the sky and wa ter, and green the edge
of the fan tas tic jun gle. �ere was a �ash of red in the green, as
they came still closer, and he re al ized sud denly that it must be a
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marigee, the semi-in tel li gent Venu sian par rot once so pop u lar
as pets through out the so lar sys tem.

�rough out the sys tem blood and steel had fallen from the
sky and rav ished the plan ets, but now it fell no more.

And now this. Here in this for got ten por tion of an al most
com pletely de stroyed world it had not fallen at all.

Only in some place like this, alone, was safety for him. Else‐ 
where—any where—im pris on ment or, more likely, death. �ere
was dan ger, even here. �ree of the crew of the space-cruiser
knew. Per haps, some day, one of them would talk. �en they
would come for him, even here.

But that was a chance he could not avoid. Nor were the
odds bad, for three peo ple out of a whole so lar sys tem knew
where he was. And those three were loyal fools.

�e lifeboat came gen tly to rest. �e hatch swung open and
he stepped out and walked a few paces up the beach. He
turned and waited while the two space men who had guided the
craft brought his chest out and car ried it across the beach and
to the cor ru gated-tin shack just at the edge of the trees. �at
shack had once been a space-radar re lay sta tion. Now the
equip ment it had held was long gone, the an tenna mast taken
down. But the shack still stood. It would be his home for a
while. A long while. �e two men re turned to the lifeboat
prepara tory to leav ing.

And now the cap tain stood fac ing him, and the cap tain’s
face was a rigid mask. It seemed with an eff ort that the cap‐ 
tain’s right arm re mained at his side, but that eff ort had been
or dered. No salute.

�e cap tain’s voice, too, was rigid with un emo tion. “Num ber
One …”
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“Si lence!” And then, less bit terly. “Come fur ther from the
boat be fore you again let your tongue run loose. Here.” �ey
had reached the shack.

“You are right, Num ber …”
“No. I am no longer Num ber One. You must con tinue to

think of me as Mis ter Smith, your cousin, whom you brought
here for the rea sons you ex plained to the un der-offi  cers, be fore
you sur ren der your ship. If you think of me so, you will be less
likely to slip in your speech.”

“�ere is noth ing fur ther I can do—Mis ter Smith?”
“Noth ing. Go now.”
“And I am or dered to sur ren der the—”
“�ere are no or ders. �e war is over, lost. I would sug gest

thought as to what space port you put into. In some you may
re ceive hu mane treat ment. In oth ers—”

�e cap tain nod ded. “In oth ers, there is great ha tred. Yes.
�at is all?”

“�at is all. And, Cap tain, your run ning of the block ade,
your se cur ing of fuel en route, have con sti tuted a deed of high
valor. All I can give you in re ward is my thanks. But now go.
Good bye.”

“Not good bye,” the cap tain blurted im pul sively, “but hasta la
vista, auf Wieder se hen, un til the day…you will per mit me, for
the last time to ad dress you and salute?”

�e man in the great coat shrugged. “As you will.”
Click of heels and a salute that once greeted the Cae sars,

and later the pseudo-Aryan of the 20th Cen tury, and, but yes‐ 
ter day, he who was now known as the last of the dic ta tors.
“Farewell, Num ber One!”

“Farewell,” he an swered emo tion lessly.
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* * * *

Mr. Smith, a black dot on the daz zling white sand, watched
the lifeboat dis ap pear up into the blue, � nally into the haze of
the up per at mos phere of Venus. �at eter nal haze that would
al ways be there to mock his fail ure and his bit ter soli tude.

�e slow days snarled by, and the sun shone dimly, and the
marigees screamed in the early dawn and all day and at sun set,
and some times there were the six-legged ba roons, mon key-like
in the trees, that gib bered at him. And the rains came and went
away again.

At nights there were drums in the dis tance. Not the mar tial
roll of march ing, nor yet a threat en ing note of sav age hate. Just
drums, many miles away, throb bing rhythm for na tive dances
or ex or cis ing, per haps, the for est-night demons. He as sumed
these Venu sians had their su per sti tions, all other races had.
�ere was no threat, for him, in that throb bing that was like
the beat ing of the jun gle’s heart.

Mr. Smith knew that, for al though his choice of des ti na‐ 
tions had been a hasty choice, yet there had been time for him
to read the avail able re ports. �e na tives were harm less and
friendly. A Ter ran mis sion ary had lived among them some time
ago—be fore the out break of the war. �ey were a sim ple, weak
race. �ey sel dom went far from their vil lages; the space-radar
op er a tor who had once oc cu pied the shack re ported that he
had never seen one of them.

So, there would be no diffi  culty in avoid ing the na tives, nor
dan ger if he did en counter them.

Noth ing to worry about, ex cept the bit ter ness.
Not the bit ter ness of re gret, but of de feat. De feat at the

hands of the de feated. �e damned Mar tians who came back
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af ter he had driven them half way across their damned arid
planet. �e Jupiter Satel lite Con fed er a tion land ing end lessly on
the home planet, send ing their vast ar madas of space craft daily
and nightly to turn his mighty cities into dust. In spite of ev‐ 
ery thing; in spite of his score of ul tra-vi cious se cret weapons
and the last des per ate eff orts of his weak ened armies, most of
whose men were un der twenty or over forty.

�e treach ery even in his own army, among his own gen er als
and ad mi rals. �e turn of Luna, that had been the end.

His peo ple would rise again. But not, now af ter Ar maged‐ 
don, in his life time. Not un der him, nor an other like him. �e
last of the dic ta tors.

Hated by a so lar sys tem, and hat ing it.
It would have been in tol er a ble, save that he was alone. He

had fore seen that—the need for soli tude. Alone, he was still
Num ber One. �e pres ence of oth ers would have forced recog‐ 
ni tion of his mis er ably changed sta tus. Alone, his pride was un‐ 
dam aged. His ego was in tact.

* * * *

�e long days, and the marigees’ screams, the slith er ing
swish of the surf, the ghost-quiet move ments of the ba roons in
the trees and the rau cous ness of their shrill voices. Drums.

�ose sounds, and those alone. But per haps si lence would
have been worse.

For the times of si lence were louder. Times he would pace
the beach at night and over head would be the roar of jets and
rock ets, the ships that had roared over New Al bu querque, his
capi tol, in those last days be fore he had �ed. �e crump of
bombs and the screams and the blood, and the �at voices of his
fold ing gen er als.
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�ose were the days when the waves of ha tred from the con‐ 
quered peo ples beat upon his coun try as the waves of a stormy
sea beat upon crum bling cliffs. Leagues back of the bat tered
lines, you could feel that hate and vengeance as a tan gi ble thing,
a thing that thick ened the air, that made breath ing diffi  cult and
talk ing fu tile.

And the space craft, the jets, the rock ets, the damnable rock‐ 
ets, more ev ery day and ev ery night, and ten com ing for ev ery
one shot down. Rocket ships rain ing hell from the sky, havoc
and chaos and the end of hope.

And then he knew that he had been hear ing an other sound,
hear ing it of ten and long at a time. It was a voice that shouted
in vec tive and ranted ha tred and glo ri �ed the steel might of his
planet and the des tiny of a man and a peo ple.

It was his own voice, and it beat back the waves from the
white shore, it stopped their wet en croach ment upon this, his
do main. It screamed back at the ba roons and they were silent.
And at times he laughed, and the marigees laughed. Some‐ 
times, the queerly shaped Venu sian trees talked too, but their
voices were qui eter. �e trees were sub mis sive, they were good
sub jects.

Some times, fan tas tic thoughts went through his head. �e
race of trees, the pure race of trees that never in ter bred, that
stood �rm al ways. Some day the trees—

But that was just a dream, a fancy. More real were the
marigees and the kifs. �ey were the ones who per se cuted him.
�ere was the marigee who would shriek “All is lost!” He had
shot at it a hun dred times with his nee dle gun, but al ways it
�ew away un harmed. Some times it did not even �y away.

“All is lost!”
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At last he wasted no more nee dle darts. He stalked it to
stran gle it with his bare hands. �at was bet ter. On what might
have been the thou sandth try, he caught it and killed it, and
there was warm blood on his hands and feath ers were �y ing.

�at should have ended it, but it didn’t. Now there were a
dozen marigees that screamed that all was lost. Per haps there
had been a dozen all along. Now he merely shook his �st at
them or threw stones.

�e kifs, the Venu sian equiv a lent of the Ter ran ant, stole his
food. But that did not mat ter; there was plenty of food. �ere
had been a cache of it in the shack, meant to re stock a space-
cruiser, and never used. �e kifs would not get at it un til he
opened a can, but then, un less he ate it all at once, they ate
what ever he left. �at did not mat ter. �ere were plenty of
cans. And al ways fresh fruit from the jun gle. Al ways in sea son,
for there were no sea sons here, ex cept the rains.

But the kifs served a pur pose for him. �ey kept him sane,
by giv ing him some thing tan gi ble, some thing in fe rior, to hate.

Oh, it wasn’t ha tred, at �rst. Mere an noy ance. He killed
them in a rou tine sort of way at �rst. But they kept com ing
back. Al ways there were kifs. In his larder, wher ever he did it.
In his bed. He sat the legs of the cot in dishes of gaso line, but
the kifs still got in. Per haps they dropped from the ceil ing, al‐ 
though he never caught them do ing it.

�ey both ered his sleep. He’d feel them run ning over him,
even when he’d spent an hour pick ing the bed clean of them by
the light of the car bide lantern. �ey scur ried with tick ling lit‐ 
tle feet and he could not sleep.

He grew to hate them, and the very mis ery of his nights
made his days more tol er a ble by giv ing them an in creas ing pur‐ 
pose. A pogrom against the kifs. He sought out their holes by
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pa tiently fol low ing one bear ing a bit of food, and he poured
gaso line into the hole and the earth around it, tak ing sat is fac‐ 
tion in the thought of the writhings in agony be low. He went
about hunt ing kifs, to step on them. To stamp them out. He
must have killed mil lions of kifs.

But al ways there were as many left. Never did their num ber
seem to di min ish in the slight est. Like the Mar tians—but un‐ 
like the Mar tians, they did not �ght back.

�eirs was the pas sive re sis tance of a vast pro duc tiv ity that
bred kifs cease lessly, over whelm ingly, bil lions to re place mil‐ 
lions. In di vid ual kifs could be killed, and he took sav age sat is‐ 
fac tion in their killing, but he knew his meth ods were use less
save for the plea sure and the pur pose they gave him. Some‐ 
times the plea sure would pall in the shadow of its fu til ity, and
he would dream of mech a nized means of killing them.

He read care fully what lit tle ma te rial there was in his tiny li‐ 
brary about the kif. �ey were as ton ish ingly like the ants of
Terra. So much that there had been spec u la tion about their re‐ 
la tion ship—that didn’t in ter est him. How could they be killed,
en masse? Once a year, for a brief pe riod, they took on the char‐ 
ac ter is tics of the army ants of Terra. �ey came from their
holes in end less num bers and swept ev ery thing be fore them in
their de vour ing march. He wet his lips when he read that. Per‐ 
haps the op por tu nity would come then to de stroy, to de stroy,
and de stroy.

Al most, Mr. Smith for got peo ple and the so lar sys tem and
what had been. Here in this new world, there was only he and
the kifs. �e ba roons and the marigees didn’t count. �ey had no
or der and no sys tem. �e kifs—

In the in ten sity of his ha tred there slowly �l tered through a
grudg ing ad mi ra tion. �e kifs were true to tal i tar i ans. �ey
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prac ticed what he had preached to a might ier race, prac ticed it
with a thor ough ness be yond the kind of man to com pre hend.

�eirs the com plete sub mer gence of the in di vid ual to the
state, theirs the com plete ruth less ness of the true con queror,
the per fect sel� ess brav ery of the true sol dier.

But they got into his bed, into his clothes, into his food.
�ey crawled with in tol er a ble tick ling feet.
Nights he walked the beach, and that night was one of the

noisy nights. �ere were high-�y ing, high-whin ing jet-craft up
there in the moon light sky and their shad ows dap pled the black
wa ter of the sea. �e planes, the rock ets, the jet-craft, they
were what had rav aged his cities, had turned his rail roads into
twisted steel, had dropped their H-Bombs on his most vi tal
fac to ries.

He shook his �st at them and shrieked im pre ca tions at the
sky.

And when he had ceased shout ing, there were voices on the
beach. Con rad’s voice in his ear, as it had sounded that day
when Con rad had walked into the palace, white-faced, and for‐ 
got ten the salute. “�ere is a break through at Den ver, Num ber
One! Toronto and Mon terey are in dan ger. And in the other
hemi spheres—” His voice cracked. “—the damned Mar tians
and the traitors from Luna are driv ing over the Ar gen tine.
Oth ers have landed near New Pet ro grad. It is a rout. All is
lost!”

Voices cry ing, “Num ber One, hail! Num ber One, hail!”
A sea of hys ter i cal voices. “Num ber One, hail! Num ber One

—”
A voice that was louder, higher, more fre netic than any of

the oth ers. His mem ory of his own voice, cal cu lated but in‐ 
spired, as he’d heard it on play-backs of his own speeches.
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�e voices of chil dren chant ing, “To thee, O Num ber One
—” He couldn’t re mem ber the rest of the words, but they had
been beau ti ful words. �at had been at the pub lic school meet
in the New Los An ge les. How strange that he should re mem‐ 
ber, here and now, the very tone of his voice and in �ec tion, the
shin ing won der in their chil dren’s eyes. Chil dren only, but they
were will ing to kill and die, for him, con vinced that all that was
needed to cure the ills of the race was a suit able leader to fol‐ 
low.

“All is lost!”
And sud denly the mon ster jet-craft were swoop ing down‐ 

ward and starkly he re al ized what a clear tar get he pre sented,
here against the white moon lit beach. �ey must see him.

�e crescendo of mo tors as he ran, sob bing now in fear, for
the cover of the jun gle. Into the screen ing shadow of the gi ant
trees, and the shel ter ing black ness.

He stum bled and fell, was up and run ning again. And now
his eyes could see in the dim mer moon light that �l tered
through the branches over head. Stir rings there, in the
branches. Stir rings and voices in the night. Voices in and of the
night. Whis pers and shrieks of pain. Yes, he’d shown them
pain, and now their tor tured voices ran with him through the
knee-deep, night-wet grass among the trees.

�e night was hideous with noise. Red noises, an al most
tan gi ble din that he could nearly feel as well as he could see and
hear it. And af ter a while his breath came rasp ingly, and there
was a thump ing sound that was the beat ing of his heart and the
beat ing of the night.

And then, he could run no longer, and he clutched a tree to
keep from fall ing, his arms trem bling about it, and his face
pressed against the im per sonal rough ness of the bark. �ere
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was no wind, but the tree swayed back and forth and his body
with it.

�en, as abruptly as light goes on when a switch is thrown,
the noise van ished. Ut ter si lence, and at last he was strong
enough to let go his grip on the tree and stand erect again, to
look about to get his bear ings.

One tree was like an other, and for a mo ment he thought
he’d have to stay here un til day light. �en he re mem bered that
the sound of the surf would give him his di rec tions. He lis‐ 
tened hard and heard it, faint and far away.

And an other sound—one that he had never heard be fore—
faint, also, but seem ing to come from his right and quite near.

He looked that way, and there was a patch of open ing in the
trees above. �e grass was wav ing strangely in that area of
moon light. It moved, al though there was no breeze to move it.
And there was an al most sud den edge, be yond which the blades
thinned out quickly to bar ren ness.

And the sound—it was like the sound of the surf, but it was
con tin u ous. It was more like the rus tle of dry leaves, but there
were no dry leaves to rus tle.

Mr. Smith took a step to ward the sound and looked down.
More grass bent, and fell, and van ished, even as he looked. Be‐ 
yond the mov ing edge of dev as ta tion was a brown �oor of the
mov ing bod ies of kifs.

Row af ter row, or derly rank af ter or derly rank, march ing re‐ 
sist lessly on ward. Bil lions of kifs, an army of kifs, eat ing their
way across the night.

Fas ci nated, he stared down at them. �ere was no dan ger,
for their progress was slow. He re treated a step to keep be yond
their front rank. �e sound, then, was the sound of chew ing.
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He could see one edge of the col umn, and it was a neat, or‐ 
derly edge. And there was dis ci pline, for the ones on the out‐ 
side were larger than those in the cen ter.

He re treated an other step—and then, quite sud denly, his
body was a�re in sev eral spread ing places. �e van guard.
Ahead of the rank that ate away the grass.

His boots were brown with kifs.
Scream ing with pain, he whirled about and ran, beat ing

with his hands at the burn ing spots on his body. He ran head-
on into a tree, bruis ing his face hor ri bly, and the night was
scar let with pain and shoot ing �re.

But he stag gered on, al most blindly, run ning, writhing, tear‐ 
ing off his clothes as he ran.

�is, then, was pain. �ere was a shrill scream ing in his ears
that must have been the sound of his own voice.

When he could no longer run, he crawled. Naked, now, and
with only a few kifs still cling ing to him. And the blind tan gent
of his �ight had taken him well out of the path of the ad vanc‐ 
ing army.

But stark fear and the mem ory of un en durable pain drove
him on. His knees raw now, he could no longer crawl. But he
got him self erect again on trem bling legs, and stag gered on.
Catch ing hold of a tree and push ing him self away from it to
catch the next.

Fall ing, ris ing, fall ing again. His throat raw from the
scream ing in vec tive of his hate. Bushes and the rough bark of
trees tore his �esh.

* * * *

Into the vil lage com pound just be fore dawn, stag gered a
man, a naked ter res trial. He looked about with dull eyes that
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seemed to see noth ing and un der stand noth ing.
�e fe males and young ran be fore him, even the males re‐ 

treated.
He stood there, sway ing, and the in cred u lous eyes of the na‐ 

tives widened as they saw the con di tion of his body, and the
blank ness of his eyes.

When he made no hos tile move, they came closer again,
formed a won der ing, chat ter ing cir cle about him, these Venu‐ 
sian hu manoids. Some ran to bring the chief and the chief ’s
son, who knew ev ery thing.

�e mad, naked hu man opened his lips as though he were
go ing to speak, but in stead, he fell. He fell, as a dead man falls.
But when they turned him over in the dust, they saw that his
chest still rose and fell in la bored breath ing.

And then came Alwa, the aged chief tain, and Nrana, his
son. Alwa gave quick, ex cited or ders. Two of the men car ried
Mr. Smith into the chief ’s hut, and the wives of the chief and
the chief ’s son took over the Earth ling’s care, and rubbed him
with a sooth ing and heal ing salve.

But for days and nights he lay with out mov ing and with out
speak ing or open ing his eyes, and they did not know whether
he would live or die.

�en, at last, he opened his eyes. And he talked, al though
they could make out noth ing of the things he said.

Nrana came and lis tened, for Nrana of all of them spoke
and un der stood best the Earth ling’s lan guage, for he had been
the spe cial pro tege of the Ter ran mis sion ary who had lived with
them for a while.

Nrana lis tened, but he shook his head. “�e words,” he said,
“the words are of the Ter ran tongue, but I make noth ing of
them. His mind is not well.”
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�e aged Alwa said, “Aie. Stay be side him. Per haps as his
body heals, his words will be beau ti ful words as were the words
of the Fa ther-of-Us who, in the Ter ran tongue, taught us of the
gods and their good.”

So they cared for him well, and his wounds healed, and the
day came when he opened his eyes and saw the hand some
blue-com plex ioned face of Nrana sit ting there be side him, and
Nrana said softly, “Good day, Mr. Man of Earth. You feel bet‐ 
ter, no?”

�ere was no an swer, and the deep-sunken eyes of the man
on the sleep ing mat stared, glared at him. Nrana could see that
those eyes were not yet sane, but he saw, too, that the mad ness
in them was not the same that it had been. Nrana did not
know the words for delir ium and para noia, but he could dis tin‐ 
guish be tween them.

No longer was the Earth ling a rav ing ma niac, and Nrana
made a very com mon er ror, an er ror more civ i lized be ings than
he have of ten made. He thought the para noia was an im prove‐ 
ment over the wider mad ness. He talked on, hop ing the Earth‐ 
ling would talk too, and he did not rec og nize the dan ger of his
si lence.

“We wel come you, Earth ling,” he said, “and hope that you
will live among us, as did the Fa ther-of-Us, Mr. Ger hardt. He
taught us to wor ship the true gods of the high heav ens. Je ho‐ 
vah, and Je sus and their prophets the men from the skies. He
taught us to pray and to love our en e mies.”

And Nrana shook his head sadly, “But many of our tribe
have gone back to the older gods, the cruel gods. �ey say there
has been great strife among the out siders, and no more re main
upon all of Venus. My fa ther, Alwa, and I are glad an other one
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has come. You will be able to help those of us who have gone
back. You can teach us love and kind li ness.”

�e eyes of the dic ta tor closed. Nrana did not know
whether or not he slept, but Nrana stood up qui etly to leave the
hut. In the door way, he turned and said, “We pray for you.”

And then, joy ously, he ran out of the vil lage to seek the oth‐ 
ers, who were gath er ing bela-berries for the feast of the fourth
event.

When, with sev eral of them, he re turned to the vil lage, the
Earth ling was gone. �e hut was empty.

Out side the com pound they found, at last, the trail of his
pass ing. �ey fol lowed and it led to a stream and along the
stream un til they came to the tabu of the green pool, and could
go no far ther.

“He went down stream,” said Alwa gravely. “He sought the
sea and the beach. He was well then, in his mind, for he knew
that all streams go to the sea.”

“Per haps he had a ship-of-the-sky there at the beach,”
Nrana said wor riedly. “All Earth lings come from the sky. �e
Fa ther-of-Us told us that.”

“Per haps he will come back to us,” said Alwa. His old eyes
misted.

* * * *

Mr. Smith was com ing back all right, and sooner than they
had dared to hope. As soon in fact, as he could make the trip to
the shack and re turn. He came back dressed in cloth ing very
diff er ent from the garb the other white man had worn. Shin ing
leather boots and the uni form of the Ga lac tic Guard, and a
wide leather belt with a hol ster for his nee dle gun.
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But the gun was in his hand when, at dusk, he strode into
the com pound.

He said, “I am Num ber One, the Lord of all the So lar Sys‐ 
tem, and your ruler. Who was chief among you?”

Alwa had been in his hut, but he heard the words and came
out. He un der stood the words, but not their mean ing. He said,
“Earth ling, we wel come you back. I am the chief.”

“You were the chief. Now you will serve me. I am the chief.”
Alwa’s old eyes were be wil dered at the strange ness of this.

He said, “I will serve you, yes. All of us. But it is not �t ting
that an Earth ling should be chief among—”

�e whis per of the nee dle gun. Alwa’s wrin kled hands went
to his scrawny neck where, just off the cen ter, was a sud den
tiny pin prick of a hole. A faint trickle of red coursed over the
dark blue of his skin. �e old man’s knees gave way un der him
as the rage of the poi soned nee dle dart struck him, and he fell.
Oth ers started to ward him.

“Back,” said Mr. Smith. “Let him die slowly that you may
all see what hap pens to—”

But one of the chief ’s wives, one who did not un der stand
the speech of Earth, was al ready lift ing Alwa’s head. �e nee‐ 
dle gun whis pered again, and she fell for ward across him.

“I am Num ber One,” said Mr. Smith, “and Lord of all the
plan ets. All who op pose me, die by—”

And then, sud denly all of them were run ning to ward him.
His �n ger pressed the trig ger and four of them died be fore the
avalanche of their bod ies bore him down and over whelmed
him. Nrana had been �rst in that rush, and Nrana died.

�e oth ers tied the Earth ling up and threw him into one of
the huts. And then, while the women be gan wail ing for the
dead, the men made coun cil.
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�ey elected Kallana chief and he stood be fore them and
said, “�e Fa ther-of-Us, the Mis ter Ger hardt, de ceived us.”
�ere was fear and worry in his voice and ap pre hen sion on his
blue face. “If this be in deed the Lord of whom he told us—”

“He is not a god,” said an other. “He is an Earth ling, but
there have been such be fore on Venus, many many of them
who came long and long ago from the skies. Now they are all
dead, killed in strife among them selves. It is well. �is last one
is one of them, but he is mad.”

And they talked long and the dusk grew into night while
they talked of what they must do. �e gleam of �re light upon
their bod ies, and the wait ing drum mer.

�e prob lem was diffi  cult. To harm one who was mad was
tabu. If he was re ally a god, it would be worse. �un der and
light ning from the sky would de stroy the vil lage. Yet they dared
not re lease him. Even if they took the evil weapon-that-whis‐ 
pered-its-death and buried it, he might �nd other ways to
harm them. He might have an other where he had gone for the
�rst.

Yes, it was a diffi  cult prob lem for them, but the el dest and
wis est of them, one M’Ganne, gave them at last the an swer.

“O Kallana,” he said, “Let us give him to the kifs. If they
harm him—” and old M’Ganne grinned a tooth less, mirth less
grin “—it would be their do ing and not ours.”

Kallana shud dered. “It is the most hor ri ble of all deaths.
And if he is a god—”

“If he is a god, they will not harm him. If he is mad and not
a god, we will not have harmed him. It harms not a man to tie
him to a tree.”

Kallana con sid ered well, for the safety of his peo ple was at
stake. Con sid er ing, he re mem bered how Alwa and Nrana had
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died.
He said, “It is right.”
�e wait ing drum mer be gan the rhythm of the coun cil-end,

and those of the men who were young and �eet lighted torches
in the �re and went out into the for est to seek the kifs, who
were still in their sea son of march ing.

And af ter a while, hav ing found what they sought, they re‐ 
turned.

�ey took the Earth ling out with them, then, and tied him
to a tree. �ey left him there, and they left the gag over his lips
be cause they did not wish to hear his screams when the kifs
came.

�e cloth of the gag would be eaten, too, but by that time,
there would be no �esh un der it from which a scream might
come.

�ey left him, and went back to the com pound, and the
drums took up the rhythm of pro pi ti a tion to the gods for what
they had done. For they had, they knew, cut very close to the
cor ner of a tabu—but the provo ca tion had been great and they
hoped they would not be pun ished.

All night the drums would throb.

* * * *

�e man tied to the tree strug gled with his bonds, but they
were strong and his writhings made the knots but tighten.

His eyes be came ac cus tomed to the dark ness.
He tried to shout, “I am Num ber One, Lord of—”
And then, be cause he could not shout and be cause he could

not loosen him self, there came a rift in his mad ness. He re‐ 
mem bered who he was, and all the old ha treds and bit ter ness
welled up in him.
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He re mem bered, too, what had hap pened in the com pound,
and won dered why the Venu sian na tives had not killed him.
Why, in stead, they had tied him here alone in the dark ness of
the jun gle.

Afar, he heard the throb bing of the drums, and they were
like the beat ing of the heart of night, and there was a louder,
nearer sound that was the pulse of blood in his ears as the fear
came to him.

�e fear that he knew why they had tied him here. �e hor‐ 
ri ble, gib ber ing fear that, for the last time, an army marched
against him.

He had time to sa vor that fear to the ut ter most, to have it
be come a creep ing cer tainty that crawled into the black cor ners
of his soul as would the sol diers of the com ing army crawl into
his ears and nos trils while oth ers would eat away his eye lids to
get at the eyes be hind them.

And then, and only then, did he hear the sound that was
like the rus tle of dry leaves, in a dank, black jun gle where there
were no dry leaves to rus tle nor breeze to rus tle them.

Hor ri bly, Num ber One, the last of the dic ta tors, did not go
mad again; not ex actly, but he laughed, and laughed and
laughed.…
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UL TIMA THULE

At least he’d got far enough to wind up with a per sonal in‐ 
ter view. It’s one thing do ing up an ap pli ca tion and see ing it go
onto an end less tape and be fed into the maw of a ma chine and
then to re ceive, in a mat ter of mo ments, a neatly printed re jec‐ 
tion. It’s an other thing to re ceive an ap point ment to be in ter‐ 
viewed by a place ment offi  cer in the Com mis sariat of In ter‐ 
plan e tary Aff airs, De part ment of Per son nel. Ronny Bron ston
was un der no il lu sions. Nine out of ten men of his age an nu ally
made the same ap pli ca tion. Al most all were an nu ally re jected.
Sta tis ti cally speak ing prac ti cally no body ever got an in ter plan e‐ 
tary po si tion. But he’d made step one along the path of a life‐ 
time am bi tion.

He stood at easy at ten tion im me di ately in side the door. At
the desk at the far side of the room the place ment offi  cer was
go ing through a sheaf of pa pers. He looked up and said,
“Ronald Bron ston? Sit down. You’d like an in ter plan e tary as‐ 
sign ment, eh? So would I.”

Ronny took the chair. For a mo ment he tried to ap pear
alert, earnest, am bi tious but not too am bi tious, fear less, de voted
to the cause, and in dis pens able. For a mo ment. �en he gave it
up and looked like Ronny Bron ston.

�e other looked up and took him in. �e per son nel offi  cial
saw a man of av er ages. In the late twen ties. Av er age height,
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weight and breadth. Pleas ant of face in an av er age sort of way,
but not hand some. Less than sharp in dress, hair in clined to be
on the undis ci plined side. Brown of hair, dark of eye. In a
crowd, in con spic u ous. In short, Ronny Bron ston.

�e per son nel offi  cer grunted. He pushed a but ton, said
some thing into his or der box. A card slid into the slot and he
took it out and stared gloomily at it.

“What’re your pol i tics?” he said.
“Pol i tics?” Ronny Bron ston said. “I haven’t any pol i tics. My

fa ther and grand fa ther be fore me have been cit i zens of United
Plan ets. �ere hasn’t been any pol i tics in our fam ily for three
gen er a tions.”

“Fam ily?”
“None.”
�e other grunted and marked the card. “Racial prej u dices?”
“I beg your par don?”
“Do you have any racial prej u dices? Any at all.”
“No.”
�e per son nel offi  cer said, “Most peo ple an swer that way at

�rst, these days, but some don’t at sec ond. For in stance, sup‐ 
pose you had to have a blood trans fu sion. Would you have any
ob jec tion to it be ing blood do nated by, say, a Ne gro, a Chi nese,
or, say, a Jew?”

Ronny ticked it off on his �n gers. “One of my great grand fa‐ 
thers was a French colon who mar ried a Mo roc can girl. �e
Moors are a blend of Berber, Arab, Jew and Ne gro. An other of
my great grand fa thers was a Hawai ian. �ey’re largely a blend
of Poly ne sians, Ja pa nese, Chi nese and Cau casians es pe cially
Por tuguese. An other of my great grand fa thers was Irish, Eng‐ 
lish and Scotch. He mar ried a girl who was half Lat vian, half
Rus sian.” Ronny wound it up. “Be lieve me, if I had a blood
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trans fu sion from just any body at all, the blood would feel right
at home.”

�e in ter viewer snorted, even as he marked the card. “�at
ac counts for three great grand fa thers,” he said lightly. “You
seem to have made a study of your fam ily tree. What was the
other one?”

Rocky said ex pres sion lessly, “A Texan.”
�e sec re tary shrugged and looked at the card again. “Re li‐ 

gion?”
“Re formed Ag nos tic,” Ronny said. �is one was pos si bly

where he ran into a brick wall. Many of the plan ets had strong
re li gious be liefs of one sort or an other. Some of them had state
re li gions and you ei ther be longed or else.

“Is there any such church?” the per son nel offi  cer frowned.
“No. I’m a one-man mem ber. I’m of the opin ion that if

there are any greater-pow ers-that-be �ey’re keep ing the fact
from us. And if that’s the way �ey want it, it’s �eir busi ness.
If and when �ey want to con tact me—one of �eir pup pets
dan gling from a string—then I sup pose �ey’ll do it. Mean‐ 
while, I’ll wait.”

�e other said in ter est edly, “You think that if there is a
Higher Power and if It ever wants to get in touch with you, It
will?”

“Um-m-m. In Its own good time. Sort of a don’t call Me,
thing, I’ll call you.”

�e per son nel offi  cer said, “�ere have been a few re vealed
re li gions, you know.”

“So they said, so they said. None of them have made much
sense to me. If a Su per-Power wanted to con tact man, it seems
un likely to me that it’d be all wrapped up in a lot of com pli‐ 
cated gob blede gook. It would all be very clear in deed.”
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�e per son nel offi  cer sighed. He marked the card, stuck it
back into the slot in his or der box and it dis ap peared.

He looked up at Ronny Bron ston. “All right, that’s all.”
Ronny came to his feet. “Well, what hap pened?”
�e other grinned at him sourly. “Darned if I know,” he

said. “By the time you get to the outer offi ce, you’ll prob a bly
�nd out.” He scratched the end of his nose and said, “I some‐ 
times won der what I’m do ing here.”

Ronny thanked him, told him good-by, and left.

* * * *

In the outer offi ce a girl looked up from a card she’d just
pulled from her own or der box. “Ronald Bron ston?”

“�at’s right.”
She handed the card to him. “You’re to go to the offi ce of

Ross Metaxa in the Oc tagon, Com mis sariat of In ter plan e tary
Aff airs, De part ment of Jus tice, Bu reau of In ves ti ga tion, Sec‐ 
tion G.”

In a life time spent in �rst pre par ing for United Plan ets em‐ 
ploy ment and then in work ing for the or ga ni za tion, Ronny
Bron ston had never been in the Oc tagon Build ing. He’d seen
pho to graphs, Tri-Di broad casts and he’d heard sev eral thou‐ 
sand jokes on var i ous lev els from pun to ob scen ity about get‐ 
ting around in the build ing, but he’d never been there. For that
mat ter, he’d never been in Greater Wash ing ton be fore, other
than a long ago tourist trip. Pop u la tion Sta tis tics, his de part‐ 
ment, had its main offi ces in New Copen hagen.

His card was ev i dently all that he needed for en try.
At the sixth gate he dis missed his car and let it shoot back

into the traffi c mess. He went up to one of the guard-guides
and pre sented the card.



32

�e guide in spected it. “Sec tion G of the Bu reau of In ves ti‐ 
ga tion,” he mut tered. “Ev ery day, some thing new. I never heard
of it.”

“It’s prob a bly some out �t in charge of clean ing the heads on
space lin ers.” Ronny said un hap pily. He’d never heard of it ei‐ 
ther.

“Well, it’s no prob lem,” the guard-guide said. He sum‐ 
moned a three-wheel, fed the co-or di nates into it from Ronny’s
card, handed the card back and �ipped an easy salute. “You’ll
soon know.”

�e scooter slid into the Oc tagon’s hall traffi c and pro ceeded
up one cor ri dor, down an other, twice tak ing to as cend ing
ramps. Ronny had read some where the to tal miles of cor ri dors
in the Oc tagon. He hadn’t be lieved the �g ures at the time.
Now he be lieved them. He must have tra versed sev eral miles
be fore they got to the De part ment of Jus tice alone. It was an‐ 
other quar ter mile to the Bu reau of In ves ti ga tion.

�e scooter even tu ally came to a halt, waited long enough
for Ronny to dis mount and then hur ried back into the traffi c.

He en tered the offi ce. A neatly uni formed re cep tion girl
with a ha rassed and cyn i cal eye looked up from her desk.
“Ronald Bron ston?” she said.

“�at’s right.”
“Where’ve you been?” She had a snappy cute ness. “�e

com mis sioner has been await ing you. Go through that door
and to your left.”

Ronny went through that door and to the left. �ere was
an other door, in con spic u ously let tered Ross Metaxa, Com mis‐ 
sioner, Sec tion G. Ronny knocked and the door opened.

Ross Metaxa was go ing through a wad of pa pers. He looked
up; a man in the mid dle years, sour of ex pres sion, moist of eye
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as though he ei ther drank too much or slept too lit tle.
“Sit down,” he said. “You’re Ronald Bron ston, eh? What do

they call you, Ronny? It says here you’ve got a sense of hu mor.
�at’s one of the �rst re quire ments in this lu natic de part ment.”

Ronny sat down and tried to form some opin ions of the
other by his ap pear ance. He was re minded of noth ing so much
as the stereo type city ed i tor you saw in the his tor i cal ro mance
Tri-Ds. All that was needed was for Metaxa to start bang ing
on but tons and yelling some thing about tear ing down the front
page, what ever that meant.

Metaxa said, “It also says you have some queer hob bies.
Judo, small weapons tar get shoot ing, moun tain climb ing—”
He looked up from the re ports. “Why does any body climb
moun tains?”

Ronny said, “No body’s ever �g ured out.” �at didn’t seem to
be enough, es pe cially since Ross Metaxa was star ing at him, so
he added, “Pos si bly we devo tees keep do ing it in hopes that
some day some body’ll �nd out.”

Ross Metaxa said sourly, “Not too much hu mor, please. You
don’t act as though get ting this po si tion means much to you.”

Ronny said slowly, “I �g ured out some time ago that ev ery
young man on Earth yearns for a job that will send him shut‐ 
tling from one planet to an other. To achieve it they study, they
sweat, they make all out eff orts to meet and suck up to any body
they think might help. Fi nally, when and if they get an in ter‐ 
view for one of the few open ings, they spruce up in their best
clothes, put on their best party man ners, present them selves as
the sin cere, high I.Q., am bi tious young men that they are—and
then �unk their chance. I de cided I might as well be what I
am.”

Ross Metaxa looked at him.
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“Okay,” he said � nally. “We’ll give you a try.”
Ronny said blankly, “You mean I’ve got the job?”
“�at’s right.”
“I’ll be damned.”
“Prob a bly,” Metaxa said. He yawned. “Do you know what

Sec tion G han dles?”
“Well no, but as for me, just so I get off Earth and see some

of the gal axy.”

* * * *

Metaxa had been sit ting with his heels on his desk. Now he
put them down and reached a hand into a drawer to emerge
with a brown bot tle and two glasses. “Do you drink?” he said.

“Of course.”
“Even dur ing work ing hours?” Metaxa scowled.
“When oc ca sion calls.”
“Good,” Metaxa said. He poured two drinks. “You’ll get

your �ll of see ing the gal axy,” he said. “Not that there’s much to
see. Man can set tle only Earth-type plan ets and af ter you’ve
seen a cou ple of hun dred you’ve seen them all.”

Ronny sipped at his drink, then blinked re proach fully down
into the glass.

Metaxa said, “Good, eh? A kind of tequila they make on
Deneb Eight. Bunch of Mex i cans set tled there.”

“What,” said Ronny hoarsely, “do they make it out of ?”
“Lord only knows,” Metaxa said. “To get back to Sec tion G.

We’re In ter plan e tary Se cu rity. In short, De part ment Cloak and
Dag ger. Would you be will ing to die for the United Plan ets,
Bron ston?”

�at curve had come too fast. Ronny blinked again. “Only
in emer gency,” he said. “Who’d want to kill me?”
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Metaxa poured an other drink. “Many of the peo ple you’ll be
work ing with,” he said.

“Well, why? What will I be do ing?”
“You’ll be rep re sent ing United Plan ets,” Metaxa ex plained.

“Rep re sent ing United Plan ets in cases where the lo cal sit u a tion
is such that the folks you’re work ing among will be teed off at
the or ga ni za tion.”

“Well, why are they mem bers if they don’t like the UP?”
“�at’s a good ques tion,” Metaxa said. He yawned. “I guess

I’ll have to go into my speech.” He �n ished his drink. “Now,
shut up till I give you some back ground. You’re prob a bly full of
a lot of non sense you picked up in school.”

Ronny shut up. He’d ex pected more of an air of ded i ca tion
in the Oc tagon and in such ethe real de part ments as that of In‐ 
ter plan e tary Jus tice, how ever, he was in now and not ad verse to
pick ing up some so phis ti ca tion be yond the ken of the Earth-
bound em ploy ees of UP.

�e other’s voice took on a far away, al beit bored tone. “It
seems that most of the times man gets a re ally big idea, he goes
off half cocked. Just one ex am ple. Re mem ber when the an cient
Hel lenes ex ploded into the Mediter ranean? A score of diff er ent
City-States be gan send ing out colonies, which in turn sprouted
colonies of their own. Take Syra cuse, on Sicily. Hardly was she
es tab lished than, bingo, she sent off colonists to South ern Italy,
and they in turn to South ern France, Cor sica, the Balearics.
Greeks were ex plod ing all over the place, largely with out ad e‐ 
quate plans, with out rhyme or rea son. Take Alexan der.
Roamed off all the way to In dia, found ing cities and colonies of
Greeks all along the way.”

�e older man shifted in his chair. “You won der what I’m
get ting at, eh? Well, much the same thing is hap pen ing in
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man’s ex plo sion into space, now that he has the abil ity to leave
the so lar sys tem be hind. Dash ing off half cocked, in all di rec‐ 
tions, he’s �ow ing out over this sec tion of the gal axy with out
plan, with out rhyme or rea son. I take that last back, he has rea‐ 
sons all right—some of the screwiest. Re li gious rea sons, racial
rea sons, ide al is tic rea sons, po lit i cal rea sons, al tru is tic rea sons
and mer ce nary rea sons.

“In ad e quate ships, manned by small num bers of in ad e quate
peo ple, set ting out to �nd their own plan ets, to es tab lish them‐ 
selves on one of the num ber less un in hab ited worlds that off er
them selves to col o niza tion and ex ploita tion.”

Ronny cleared his throat. “Well, isn’t that a good thing, sir?”
Ross Metaxa looked at him and grunted. “What diff er ence

does it make if it’s good or not? It’s hap pen ing. We’re spread ing
our race out over tens of hun dreds of new worlds in the most
hap haz ard fash ion. As a re sult, we of United Plan ets now have
a chaotic mish mash on our hands. How we man age to keep as
many plan ets in the or ga ni za tion as we do, some times baffl es
me. I sup pose most of them are afraid to drop out, con scious of
the pro tec tion UP gives against each other.”

He picked up a re port. “Here’s Monet, orig i nally col o nized
by a bunch of painters, writ ers, mu si cians and such. �ey had
dreams of start ing a new race”—Metaxa snorted—“with ev ery‐ 
body artists. �ey were all so im prac ti cal that they even man‐ 
aged to crash their ship on land ing. For three hun dred years
they were un con tacted. What did they have in the way of gov‐ 
ern ment by that time? A mil i tary theoc racy, some thing like the
Aztecs of Pre-Con quest Mex ico. A ma tri archy, at that. And
what’s their re li gion based on? �at of an cient Phoeni cia in‐ 
clud ing plenty of hu man sac ri �ce to good old Moloch. What
can United Plan ets do about it, now that they’ve be come a
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mem ber? Work away very del i cately, try ing to get them to at
least elim i nate the child sac ri �ce phase of their cul ture. Will
they do it? Hell no, not if they can help it. �e Head Priest ess
and her clique are afraid that if they don’t have the threat of
sac ri �ce to hold over the peo ple, they’ll be over thrown.”

Ronny was sur prised. “I’d never heard of a mem ber planet
like that. Monet?”

Metaxa sighed. “No, of course not. You’ve got a lot to learn,
Ronny, my lad. First of all, what’re Ar ti cles One and Two of
the United Plan ets Char ter?”

�at was easy. Ronny re cited. “Ar ti cle One: �e United Plan‐ 
ets or ga ni za tion shall take no steps to in ter fere with the in ter nal po‐ 
lit i cal, so cio-eco nomic, or re li gious in sti tu tions of its mem ber plan‐ 
ets. Ar ti cle Two: No mem ber plan ets of United Plan ets shall in ter‐ 
fere with the in ter nal po lit i cal, so cioe co nomic or re li gious in sti tu‐ 
tions of any other mem ber planet.” He looked at the de part ment
head. “But what’s that got to do with the fact that I was un fa‐ 
mil iar with even the ex is tence of Monet?”

“Sup pose one of the ad vanced plan ets, or even Earth it self,”
Metaxa growled, “openly dis cussed in mag a zines, on news casts,
or wher ever, the re li gious sys tem of Monet. A howl would go
up among the lib er als, the pro gres sives, the do-good ers. And
the howl would be heard on the other ad vanced plan ets. Even‐ 
tu ally, the cit i zen in the street on Monet would hear about it
and be aff ected. And be fore you knew it, a howl would go up
from Monet’s gov ern ment. Why? Be cause the other plan ets
would be in ter fer ing with her in ter nal aff airs, sim ply by dis‐ 
cussing them.”

“So what you mean is,” Ronny said, “part of our job is to
keep in for ma tion about Monet’s gov ern ment and re li gion from
be ing dis cussed at all on other mem ber plan ets.”
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“�at’s right,” Metaxa nod ded. “And that’s just one of our
dirty lit tle jobs. One of many. Sec tion G, be lieve me, gets them
all. Which brings us to your �rst as sign ment.”

Ronny inched for ward in his chair. “It takes me into space?”
“It takes you into space all right,” Metaxa snorted. “At least

it will af ter a few months of in doc tri na tion. I’m send ing you
out af ter a leg end, Ronny. You’re fresh, pos si bly you’ll get some
ideas older men in the game haven’t thought of.”

“A leg end?”
“I’m send ing you to look for Tommy Paine. Some mem bers

of the de part ment don’t think he ex ists. I do.”
“Tommy Paine?”
“A pseu do nym that some body hung on him way back be fore

even my mem ory in this Sec tion. Did you ever hear of �omas
Paine in Amer i can his tory?”

“He wrote a pam phlet dur ing the Rev o lu tion ary War, didn’t
he?”

“‘Com mon Sense,’” Metaxa nod ded. “But he was more than
that. He was born in Eng land but went to Amer ica as a young
man and his writ ings prob a bly did as much as any thing to put
over the re volt against the British. But that wasn’t enough.
When that rev o lu tion was suc cess ful he went back to Eng land
and tried to start one there. �e gov ern ment al most caught
him, but he es caped and got to France where he par tic i pated in
the French Rev o lu tion.”

“He seemed to get around,” Ronny Bron ston said.
“And so does this name sake of his. We’ve been try ing to

catch up with him for some twenty years. How long be fore that
he was ac tive, we have no way of know ing. It was some time
be fore we be came aware of the fact that half the re volts, re bel‐ 
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lions, rev o lu tions and such that oc cur in the United Plan ets
have his dirty �n ger stir ring around in them.”

“But you said some de part ment mem bers don’t be lieve in his
ex is tence.”

Metaxa grunted. “�ey’re work ing on the the ory that no one
man could do all that Tommy Paine has laid to him. Pos si bly
it’s true that he some times gets the blame for ac com plish ments
not his. Or, for that mat ter, pos si bly he’s more than one per son.
I don’t know.”

“Well,” Ronny said hes i tantly, “what’s an ex am ple of his ac‐ 
tiv ity?”

Metaxa picked up an other re port from the con fu sion of his
desk. “Here’s one only a month old. Dic ta tor on the planet
Megas. Kid napped and forced to re sign. �ere’s still con fu sion
but it looks as though a new type of gov ern ment will be formed
now.”

“But how do they know it wasn’t just some dis sat is �ed cit i‐ 
zens of Megas?”

“It seems as though the kid nap ve hi cle was an old fash ioned
Earth-type he li copter. �ere were no such on Megas. So Sec‐ 
tion G sus pects it’s a pos si ble Tommy Paine case. We could be
wrong, of course. �at’s why I say the man’s in the way of be ing
a leg end. Per haps the oth ers are right and he doesn’t even ex ist.
I think he does, and if so, it’s our job to get him and put him
out of cir cu la tion.”

Ronny said slowly, “But why would that come un der our ju‐ 
ris dic tion? It seems to me that it would be up to the po lice of
what ever planet he was on.”

Ross Metaxa looked thought fully at his brown bot tle, shook
his head and re turned it to its drawer. He looked at a desk
watch. “Don’t read into the United Plan ets or ga ni za tion more
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than there is. It’s a frag ile in sti tu tion with prac ti cally no in de‐ 
pen dent pow ers to wield. Ev ery mem ber planet is jeal ous of its
pre rog a tives, which is un der stand able. It’s no mis take that Ar‐ 
ti cles One and Two are the ba sic foun da tion of the Char ter. No
mem ber planet wants to be in ter fered with by any other or by
United Plan ets as an or ga ni za tion. �ey want to be left alone.

“Within our ranks we have plan ets with ev ery re li gion
known to man through out the ages. Ev ery thing rang ing from
prim i tive an i mism to the most ad vanced philo sophic ethic. We
have ev ery po lit i cal sys tem ever dreamed of, and ev ery so cio-
eco nomic sys tem. It can all be blamed on the crack-pot man ner
in which we’re col o niz ing. Any mi nor ity, no mat ter how small
—re li gious, po lit i cal, racial, or what ever—if it can col lect the
funds to buy or rent a space craft, can dash off on its own, �nd a
new Earth-type planet and set up in busi ness.

“Fine. One of the prime jobs of Sec tion G is to carry out, to
en force, Ar ti cles One and Two of the Char ter. A planet with
Bud dhism as its state re li gion, doesn’t want some die-hard
Bap tist mis sion ary stir ring up con tro versy. A planet with a feu‐ 
dal is tic so cio-eco nomic sys tems doesn’t want some hot-shot in‐ 
ter plan e tary busi ness man com ing in with some big deal that
would even tu ally cause the feu dal is tic no bil ity to be tossed onto
the ash heap. A planet with a dic ta tor ship doesn’t want sub ver‐ 
sives from some democ racy try ing to un der mine their in sti tu‐ 
tions—and vice versa.”

“And its our job to en force all this, eh?” Ronny said.
“�at’s right,” Metaxa told him sourly. “It’s not al ways the

nicest job in the sys tem. How ever, if you be lieve in United
Plan ets, an or ga ni za tion at tempt ing to co-or di nate in such
man ner as it can, the eff orts of its mem ber plan ets, for the bet‐ 
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ter ment of all, then you must ac cept Sec tion G and In ter plan e‐ 
tary Se cu rity.”

Ronny Bron ston thought about it.
Metaxa added, “�at’s why one of the re quire ments of this

job is that you your self be a cit i zen of United Plan ets, rather
than of any in di vid ual planet, have no re li gious affi l i a tions, no
po lit i cal be liefs, and no racial prej u dices. You’ve got to be able
to stand aloof.”

“Yeah,” Ronny said thought fully.
Ross Metaxa looked at his watch again and sighed wearily.

“I’ll turn you over to one of my as sis tants,” he said. “I’ll see you
again, though, be fore you leave.”

“Be fore I leave?” Ronny said, com ing to his feet. “But where
do I start look ing for this Tommy Paine?”

“How the hell would I know?” Ross Metaxa growled.

* * * *

In the outer offi ce, Ronny said to the re cep tion ist, “Com‐ 
mis sioner Metaxa said for me to get in touch with Sid Jakes.”

She said, “I’m Irene Kasan sky. Are you with us?”
Ronny said, “I beg your par don?”
She said im pa tiently, “Are you go ing to be with the Sec tion?

If you are, I’ve got to clear you with your old job. You were in
sta tis tics over in New Copen hagen, weren’t you?”

Some how it seemed far away now, the job he’d held for
more than �ve years. “Oh, yes,” he said. “Yes, Com mis sioner
Metaxa has given me an ap point ment.”

She looked up at him. “Prob a bly to look for Tommy Paine.”
He was taken aback. “�at’s right. How did you know?”
“�ere was talk. �is Sec tion is pretty well in te grated.” She

gri maced, but on her it looked good. “One big happy fam ily.
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High in ter de part men tal morale. �at sort of jet sam.” She
�icked some switches. “You’ll �nd Su per vi sor Jakes through
that door, one to your left, two to your right.”

He could have asked one what to his left and two what to
his right, but ev i dently Irene Kasan sky thought he had enough
in for ma tion to get him to his des ti na tion. She’d gone back to
her work.

* * * *

It was one turn to his left and two turns to his right. �e
door was let tered sim ply Sid ney Jakes. He knocked and a voice
shouted hap pily, “It’s open. It’s al ways open.”

Su per vi sor Jakes was as in for mal as his su pe rior. His at tire
was on the happy-go-lucky side, more suited for sports wear
than a fairly high rank ing job in the ul tra-staid Oc tagon.

He couldn’t have been much older than Ronny Bron ston but
he had a ner vous vi tal ity about him that would have worn out
the other in a few hours. He jumped up and shook hands. “You
must be Bron ston. Call me Sid.” He waved a hand at a typed
re port he’d been read ing. “Now I’ve seen them all. �ey’ve just
ap plied for en try to United Plan ets. Re pub lic. What a name,
eh?”

“What?” Ronny said.
“Sit down, sit down.” He rushed Ronny to a chair, saw him

seated, re turned to the desk and �icked an or der box switch.
“Irene,” he said, “do up a badge for Ronny, will you? You’ve got
his code, haven’t you? Good. Send it over. Bronze, of course.”

Sid Jakes turned back to Ronny and grinned at him. He
mo tioned to the re port again. “What a name for a planet. Re‐ 
pub lic. Bunch of screw-balls, again. Out in the vicin ity of Sir‐ 
ius. Based their sys tem on Plato’s Re pub lic. Have to go the
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whole way. Don’t even speak Ba sic. Cer tainly not. �ey speak
An cient Greek. �at’s go ing to be a neat trick, �nd ing in ter‐ 
preters. How’d you like the Old Man?”

Ronny said, dazed at the con ver sa tional bar rage, “Old Man?
Oh, you mean Com mis sioner Metaxa.”

“Sure, sure,” Sid grinned, perch ing him self on the edge of
the desk. “Did he give you that drink of tequila dur ing work ing
hours rou tine? He’d like to poi son ev ery new agent we get.
What a char ac ter.”

�e grin was in fec tious. Ronny said care fully, “Well, I did
think his method of hir ing a new man was a lit tle—cav a lier.”

“Cav a lier, yet,” Sid Jakes chor tled. “Look, don’t get the Old
Man wrong. He knows what he’s do ing. He al ways knows
what he’s do ing.”

“But he took me on af ter only two or three min utes con ver‐ 
sa tion.”

Jakes cocked his head to one side. “Oh? You think so?
When did you �rst ap ply for in ter plan e tary as sign ment,
Ronny?”

“I don’t know, about three years ago.”
Jakes nod ded. “Well, de pend on it, you’ve been un der ob ser‐ 

va tion for that length of time. At any one pe riod, Sec tion G is
in ves ti gat ing pos si bly a thou sand po ten tial agents. We need
men but qual i � ca tions are high.”

He hopped down from his po si tion, sped around to the
other side of the desk and low ered him self into his chair.
“Don’t get the wrong idea, though. You’re not in. You’re on
pro ba tion. What ever the as sign ment the Old Man gave you,
you’ve got to carry it out suc cess fully be fore you’re full �edged.”
He �icked the or der-box switch and said, “Irene, where the
devil’s Ronny’s badge?”
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Ronny Bron ston heard the offi ce girl’s voice an swer snap‐ 
pishly.

“All right, all right,” Jakes said. “I love you, too. Send it in
when it comes.” He turned to Ronny. “What is your as sign‐ 
ment?”

“He wants me to go look ing for some �re brand nick named
Tommy Paine. I’m sup posed to ar rest him. �e com mis sioner
said you’d give me de tails.”

Sid Jakes’ face went se ri ous. He puck ered up his lips. “Wow,
that’ll be a neat trick to pull off,” he said. He �icked the or der-
box switch again. Irene’s voice snapped some thing be fore he
could say any thing and Sid Jakes grinned and said, “Okay,
okay, dar ling, but if this is the way you’re go ing to be I won’t
marry you. �en what will the chil dren say? Be sides, that’s not
what I called about. Have bal lis tics do up a model H gun for
Ronny, will you? Be sure it’s ad justed to his code.”

He �icked off the or der box and turned back to Ronny. “I
un der stand you’re fa mil iar with hand guns. It’s in this re port on
you.”

Ronny nod ded. He was just be gin ning to ad just to this free-
wheel ing char ac ter. “What will I need a gun for?”

Jakes laughed. “Heav ens to Betsy, you babe in the woods.
Do you re al ize this Tommy Paine char ac ter has sup pos edly
stirred up a cou ple of score wars, rev o lu tions and re volts? Not
to speak of hav ing laid in his lap two or three dozen as sas si na‐ 
tions. He’s a quick lad with a gun. A reg u lar Ni hilist.”

“Ni hilist?”
Jakes chuck led. “When you’ve been in this Sec tion for a

while, you’ll be fa mil iar with ev ery screw ball out �t man has
ever dreamed up. �e Ni hilists were a Eu ro pean group, mostly
Rus sian, back in the Nine teenth Cen tury. �ey be lieved that by
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bump ing off a few Grand Dukes and a Czar or so they could
force the rul ing class to grant re forms. Some times they were
pretty in ge nious. Blew up trains, that sort of thing.”

“Look here,” Ronny said, “what mo ti vates this Paine fel low?
What’s he get out of all this trou ble he stirs up?”

“Search me. No body seems to know. Some think he’s a
men tal case. For one thing, he’s not con sis tent.”

“How do you mean?”
“Well, he’ll go to one planet and break his back try ing to

over throw, say, feu dal ism. �en, pos si bly af ter be ing suc cess ful,
he goes to an other planet and de votes his en er gies to es tab lish‐ 
ing the same so cio-eco nomic sys tem.”

Ronny as sim i lated that. “You’re one of those who be lieves he
ex ists?”

“Oh, he ex ists all right, all right,” Sid Jakes said hap pily.
“Mat ter of fact, I al most ran into him a few years ago.”

Ronny leaned for ward. “I guess I ought to know about it.
�e more in for ma tion I have, the bet ter.”

“Sure, sure,” Jakes said. “�is deal of mine was on one of the
Alde baran plan ets. A bunch of na ture boys had set tled there.”

“Na ture boys?”
“Um-m-m. Back to na ture. �e trou ble with the hu man

race is that it’s got too far away from na ture. So a whole �ock
of them landed on this planet. �ey call it Mother, of all
things. �ey landed and set up a prim i tive so ci ety. Ab so lute
stone age. No met als. Lived by the chase and by pick ing
berries, wild fruit, that sort of thing. Not even any agri cul ture.
Wore skins. Bows and ar rows were the near est thing they al‐ 
lowed them selves in the way of me chan i cal de vices.”

“Good grief,” Ronny said.
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“It was a laugh,” Jakes told him. “I was as signed there as
Sec tion G rep re sen ta tive with the UP or ga ni za tion. Pic ture it.
We had to wear skins for clothes. We had to con �ne our selves
to two or three long houses. Some thing like the Amer i can Iro‐ 
quois lived in be fore Colum bus. �eir so ci ety on Mother was
based on prim i tive com mu nism. �e clan, the phra try, the
tribe. �eir re li gion was mostly a mat ter of knock ing into ev‐ 
ery body’s head that any progress was taboo. Oh, it was great.”

“Well, were they happy?”
“What’s hap pi ness? I sup pose they were as happy as any‐ 

body ever av er ages. Frankly, I didn’t mind the as sign ment. Lots
of �sh ing, lots of hunt ing.”

Ronny said, “Well, where does Tommy Paine come in?”
“He snuck up on us. Started way back in the boon docks

away from any of the larger prim i tive set tle ments. Went around
putting him self over as a holy man. Cured peo ple of var i ous
things from gan grene to eye dis eases. Given an tibi otics and
such, you can imag ine how suc cess ful he was.”

“Well, what harm did he do?”
“I didn’t say he did any harm. But in that man ner he made

him self aw fully pop u lar. �en he’d pull some trick like show ing
them how to smelt iron, and dis trib ute some corn and wheat
seed around and plant the idea of agri cul ture. �e lo cal witch
doc tors would try to give him a hard time, but the peo ple �g‐ 
ured he was a holy man.”

“Well, what hap pened � nally?” Ronny wasn’t fol low ing too
well.

“Com mu ni ca tions be ing what they were, be fore he’d been
dis cov ered by the cen tral or ga ni za tion—they had a kind of
Coun cil of Tribes which met once a year—he’d planted so
many ideas that they couldn’t be stopped. �e young peo ple’d
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never go back to �int knives, once in tro duced to iron. We went
look ing for friend Tommy Paine, but he got wind of it and
took off. We even found where he’d hid den his lit tle space
cruiser. Oh, it was Paine, all right, all right.”

“But what harm did he do? I don’t un der stand,” Ronny
scowled.

“He threw the whole she bang on its ear. Last I heard, the
planet had bro ken up into three main camps. �ey were whal‐ 
ing away at each other like the As syr i ans and Egyp tians. Iron
weapons, char i ots, do mes ti cated horses. Agri cul ture was
sweep ing the planet. Pop u la tion was ex plod ing. Men were
mak ing slaves out of each other, to put them to work. Oh, it
was a mess from the view point of the orig i nal na ture boys.”

A red light �ick ered on his desk and Sid Jakes opened a de‐ 
liv ery drawer and dipped his hand into it. It emerged with a
�at wal let. He tossed it to Ronny Bron ston.

“Here you are. Your badge.”
Ronny opened the wal let and ex am ined it. He’d never seen

one be fore, but for that mat ter he’d never heard of Sec tion G
be fore that morn ing. It was a sim ple enough bronze badge. It
said on it, merely, Ronald Bron ston, Sec tion G, Bu reau of In ves ti‐ 
ga tion, United Plan ets.

Sid Jakes ex plained. “You’ll get co-op er a tion with that
through the Jus tice De part ment any where you go. We’ll brief
you fur ther on pro ce dure dur ing in doc tri na tion. You in turn, of
course, are to co-op er ate with any other agent of Sec tion G.
You’re un der or ders of any one with”—his hand snaked into a
pocket and emerged with a wal let sim i lar to Ronny’s—“a sil ver
badge, car ried by a First Grade Agent, or a gold one of Su per‐ 
vi sor rank.”
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Ronny noted that his badge wasn’t re ally bronze. It had a
cer tain sheen, a bright ness.

Jakes said, “Here, look at this.” He tossed his own badge to
the new man. Ronny looked down at it in sur prise. �e gold
had gone dull.

Jakes laughed. “Now give me yours.”
Ronny got up and walked over to him and handed it over.

As soon as the other man’s hand touched it, the bronze lost its
sheen.

Jakes handed it back. “See, it’s tuned to you alone,” he said.
“And mine is tuned to my code. No body can swipe a Sec tion G
badge and im per son ate an agent. If any body ever shows you a
badge that doesn’t have its sheen, you know he’s a fake. Neat
trick, eh?”

“Very neat,” Ronny ad mit ted. He re turned the other’s gold
badge. “Look, to get back to this Tommy Paine.”

But the red light �ick ered again and Jakes brought forth
from the de liv ery drawer a hand gun com plete with shoul der
har ness. “Nasty weapon,” he said. “But we’d bet ter go on down
to the ar mory and show you its work ings.”

He stood up. “Oh, yes, don’t let me for get to give you a
com mu ni ca tor. A real gizmo. About as big as a woman’s van ity
case. Puts you in im me di ate con tact with the near est Sec tion G
offi ce, no mat ter how near or far away it is. Or, if you wish, in
con tact with our offi ces here in the Oc tagon. Very neat trick.”

He led Ronny from his offi ce and down the cor ri dors be‐ 
yond to an el e va tor. He said hap pily, “�is is a crazy out �t, this
Sec tion G. You’ll prob a bly love it. Ev ery body does.”

* * * *

Ronny learned to love Sec tion G—in mod er a tion.
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He was ini tially taken aback by the ex is tence of the or ga ni‐ 
za tion at all. He’d known, of course, of the De part ment of Jus‐ 
tice and even of the Bu reau of In ves ti ga tion, but Sec tion G was
hush-hush and not even United Plan ets pub li ca tions ever men‐ 
tioned it.

�e prob lems in volved in re main ing hush-hush weren’t as
great as all that. �e very mag ni tude of the UP which in volved
more than two thou sand mem ber plan ets, al lowed of de part‐ 
ments and bu reaus hid den away in the end less stretches of red
tape.

In fact, al though Ronny Bron ston had spent the bet ter part
of his life, thus far, in study ing for a place in the or ga ni za tion,
and then work ing in the Pop u la tion Sta tis tics De part ment for
some years, he was only now be gin ning to get the over-all pic‐ 
ture of the work ings of the mush room ing, chaotic United
Plan ets or ga ni za tion.

It was Earth’s largest in dus try by far. In fact, for all prac ti cal
pur poses it was her only ma jor in dus try. Tourism, yes, but even
that, in a way, was re lated to the United Plan ets or ga ni za tion.
Mil lions of vis i tors whose an ces tors had once em i grated from
the mother planet, streamed back in racial nos tal gia. Streamed
back to see the con ti nents and oceans, the Arc tic and the
Antarc tic, the Ama zon River and Mount Ever est, the Sa hara
and New York City, the ru ins of Rome and Athens, the Vat i‐ 
can, the Lou vre and the Her mitage.

But the pop u lace of Earth, in its hun dreds of mil lions were
largely cit i zens of United Plan ets and worked in the or ga ni za‐ 
tion and with its aux il iaries such as the Space Forces.

Sec tion G? To his sur prise, Ronny found that Ross Metaxa’s
small sec tion of the Bu reau of In ves ti ga tion seemed al most as
great a se cret within the Bu reau as it was to the man in the
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street. At one pe riod, Ronny won dered if it were pos si ble that
this was a de part ment which had been lost in the wilder ness of
boon dog gling that goes on in any great bu reau cracy. Had Sec‐ 
tion G been set up a cen tury or so ago and then for got ten by
those who had orig i nally thought there was a need for it? In
the same way that it is usu ally more diffi  cult to get a statute off
the law books than it was orig i nally to pass it, in the same man‐ 
ner elim i nat ing an offi ce, with its em ploy ees can prove more
diffi  cult than orig i nally es tab lish ing it.

But that wasn’t it. In spite of the in for mal ity, the un con ven‐ 
tional brash ness of its per son nel on all lev els, and the seem ing
chaos in which its tasks were done, Sec tion G was no make-
work project set up to pro vide juicy jobs for the rel a tives of
high rank ing offi  cials. To the con trary, it didn’t take long in the
Sec tion be fore any body with open eyes could see that Ross
Metaxa was privy to the de ci sions made by the up per ech e lons
of UP.

Ronny Bron ston came to the con clu sion that the ap point‐ 
ment he’d re ceived was putting him in a higher bracket of the
UP hi er ar chy than he’d at �rst imag ined.

His in doc tri na tion course was a strain such as he’d never
known in school years. Ross Metaxa was ev i dently of the opin‐ 
ion that a man could as sim i late con cen trated in for ma tion at a
rate sev eral times faster than any pro fes sional ed u ca tor ever
dreamed pos si ble. No threats were made, but Ronny re al ized
that he could be dropped even more quickly than he’d seemed
to have been taken on. �ere were no classes, to ei ther push or
re tard the rate of study. He worked with a se ries of tu tors, and
pushed him self. �e tu tors were al most in vari ably Sec tion G
agents, tem po rar ily in Greater Wash ing ton be tween as sign‐ 
ments, or for brie� ng on this phase or that of their work.
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Even as he stud ied, Ronny Bron ston kept the even tual as‐ 
sign ment, at which he was to prove him self, in mind. He made
a point of in quir ing of each agent he met, about Tommy Paine.

�e name was known to all, but no two re acted in the same
man ner. Sev eral of them even brushed the whole mat ter aside
as pure leg end. No body could ac com plish all the trou ble that
Tommy Paine had sup pos edly stirred up.

To one of these, Ronny said plain tively, “See here, the Old
Man be lieves in him, Sid Jakes be lieves in him. My � nal ap‐ 
point ment de pends on ar rest ing him. How can I ever se cure
this job, if I’m chas ing a myth?”

�e other shrugged. “Don’t ask me. I’ve got my own prob‐ 
lems. Okay, now, let’s run over this ques tion of Napoleonic law.
�ere are at least two hun dred plan ets that base their le gal sys‐ 
tem on it.”

But the ma jor ity of his fel low em ploy ees in Sec tion G had
strong enough opin ions on the in ter plan e tary �re brand. �ree
or four even claimed to have seen him �eet ingly, al though no
two de scrip tions jibed. �at, of course, could be ex plained. �e
man could re sort to plas tic surgery and other dis guise.

�e o ries there were in plenty, some of them go ing back long
years, and some of them pure fa ble.

* * * *

“Look,” Ronny said in dis gust one day af ter a par tic u larly
un be liev able siege with two agents re cently re turned from a
trou ble spot in a plan e tary sys tem that in volved three ag gres sive
worlds which re volved about the same sun. “Look, it’s im pos si‐ 
ble for one man to ac com plish all this. He’s blamed for half the
coups d’états, re volts and up heavals that have taken place for the
past quar ter cen tury. It’s ob vi ous non sense. Why, a rev o lu tion‐ 



52

ist usu ally spends the greater part of his life top pling a gov ern‐ 
ment. �en, once it’s top pled, he spends the rest of his life try‐ 
ing to set up a new gov ern ment—and he’s usu ally un suc cess‐ 
ful.”

One of the oth ers was shak ing his head neg a tively. “You
don’t un der stand this Tommy Paine’s sys tem, Bron ston.”

“You sure don’t,” the other agent, a Nige rian, grinned
widely. “I’ve been on plan ets where he’d op er ated.”

Ronny leaned for ward. �e three of them were hav ing a
beer in a part of the city once called Bal ti more. “You have?” he
said. “Tell me about it, eh? �e more back ground I get on this
guy, the bet ter.”

“Sure. And this’ll give you an idea of how he op er ates, how
he can get so much trou ble done. Well, I was on this planet
Goshen, un der stand? It had kind of a strange his tory. A bunch
of colonists went out there, oh, four or �ve cen turies ago.
Pretty healthy ex pe di tion, as such out �ts go. Bright young peo‐ 
ple, lots of equip ment, lots of know-how and books. Well,
through sheer bad luck ev ery thing went wrong from the be gin‐ 
ning. Ev ery thing. Be fore they got set up at all they had an ex‐ 
plo sion that killed off all their com mu ni ca tions tech ni cians.
�ey lost con tact with the out side. Okay. Within a cou ple of
cen turies they’d got ten into a state of chat tel slav ery. Pretty well
or ga nized, but static. Kind of an Athe nian Democ racy on top,
a hi er ar chy, but nine teen peo ple out of twenty were slaves, and
I mean real slaves, like an i mals. �ey were at this stage when a
scout ship from the UP Space Forces dis cov ered them and, of
course, they joined up.”

“Where does Tommy Paine come in?” Ronny said. He sig‐ 
naled to a waiter for more beer.
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“He comes in a few years later. I was the Sec tion G agent on
Goshen, un der stand? No planet was keener about Ar ti cles One
and Two of the UP Char ter. �e hi er ar chy un der stood well
enough that if their peo ple ever came to know about more ad‐ 
vanced so cio-eco nomic sys tems it’d be the end of Goshen’s
Golden Age. So they al lowed prac ti cally no in ter course. No
con tact what so ever be tween UP per son nel and any one out side
the up per class, un der stand? All right. �at’s where Tommy
Paine came in. It couldn’t have taken him more than a cou ple
of months at most.”

Ronny Bron ston was fas ci nated. “What’d he do?”
“He in tro duced the steam en gine, and then left.”
Ronny was look ing at him blankly. “Steam en gine?”
“�at and the �y shut tle and the spin ning jenny,” the Nige‐ 

rian said. “�at Goshen hi er ar chy never knew what hit them.”
Ronny was still blank. �e waiter came up with the steins of

beer, and Ronny took one and drained half of it with out tak ing
his eyes from the sto ry teller.

�e other agent took it up. “Don’t you see? �eir sys tem was
based on chat tel slav ery, hand la bor. Given ma chin ery and it
col lapses. Chat tel slav ery isn’t prac ti cal in a mech a nized so ci ety.
Too ex pen sive a la bor force, for one thing. Be sides, you need an
ed u cated man and one with some ini tia tive—qual i ties that few
slaves pos sess—to run an in dus trial so ci ety.”

Ronny �n ished his beer. “Smart cooky, isn’t he?”
“He’s smart all right. But I’ve got a still bet ter ex am ple of

his foul ing up a whole plan e tary so cio-eco nomic sys tem in a
mat ter of weeks. A friend of mine was work ing on a planet
with a highly-de vel oped feu dal ism. Barons, lords, dukes,
counts and no-ac counts, all stashed safely away in cas tles and
fortresses up on the top of hills. �e serfs down be low did all
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the work in the �elds, pro vided ser vants, ar ti sans and foot sol‐ 
diers for the con tin ual �ght ing that the aris toc racy car ried on.
Very sim i lar to Eu rope back in the Dark Ages.”

“So?” Ronny said. “I’d think that’d be a deal that would take
cen turies to change.”

�e Sec tion G agent laughed. “Tommy Paine stayed just
long enough to in tro duce gun pow der. �at was the end of
those im preg nable cas tles up on the hills.”

“What gets me,” Ronny said slowly, “is his mo ti va tion.”
�e other two both grunted agree ment to that.

* * * *

To ward the end of his in doc tri na tion stud ies, Ronny ap‐ 
peared one morn ing at the Oc tagon Sec tion G offi ces and be‐ 
fore Irene Kasan sky. Watch ing her �n gers �y, lis ten ing to her
voice rap ping and snap ping, okay-ing and re ject ing, he came to
the con clu sion that au to ma tion could go just so far in offi ce
work and then you were thrown back on the hands of the effi ‐ 
cient sec re tary. Irene was a one-woman offi ce staff.

She looked up at him. “Hello, Ronny. �ought you’d be off
on your as sign ment by now. Got any clues on Tommy Paine?”

“No,” he said. “�at’s why I’m here. I wanted to see the
com mis sioner.”

“About what?” She �icked a switch. When a light �ick ered
on one of her or der boxes, she said into it, “No,” em phat i cally,
and turned back to him.

“He said he wanted to see me again be fore I took off.”
She �d dled some more, � nally said, “All right, Ronny. Tell

him he’s got time for �ve min utes with you.”
“Five min utes!”
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“�en he’s got an ap point ment with the Com mis sioner of
In ter plan e tary Cul ture,” she said. “You’d bet ter hurry along.”

Ronny Bron ston re traced the route of his �rst visit here.
How long ago? It al ready seemed ages since his pro ba tion ary
ap point ment. Your life changed fast when you were in Sec tion
G.

Ross Metaxa’s brown bot tle, or its twin, was sit ting on his
desk and he was star ing at it glumly. He looked up and
scowled.

“Ronald Bron ston,” Ronny said. “Irene Kasan sky told me to
say I could have �ve min utes with you, then you have an ap‐ 
point ment with the Com mis sioner of In ter plan e tary Cul ture.”

“I re mem ber you,” Metaxa said. “Have a drink. In ter plan e‐ 
tary Cul ture, ha! �e Xanadu Folk Dance Troupe. �ey dance
nude. �ey’ve been tour ing the whole UP. Roar ing suc cess ev‐ 
ery where, ob vi ously. Now they’re as signed to Virtue, a planet
set tled by a bunch of Fun da men tal ists. �ey want the troupe to
wear Mother Hub bards. �e Xanadu out �t is in a tizzy.
�ey’ve been in sulted. �ey claim they’re the most mod est
mem bers of UP, that nu dity has noth ing to do with mod esty.
�e gov ern ment of Virtue said that’s �ne but they wear
Mother Hub bards or they don’t dance. Xanadu says it’ll with‐ 
draw from United Plan ets.”

Ronny Bron ston said painfully, “Why not let them?”
Ross Metaxa poured him self a Denebian tequila, off ered his

sub or di nate a drink again with a mo tion of the bot tle. Ronny
shook his head.

Metaxa said, “If we didn’t take steps to soothe these things
over, there wouldn’t be any United Plan ets. In any given cen‐ 
tury ev ery mem ber in the or ga ni za tion threat ens to re sign at
least once. Even Earth. And then what’d hap pen? You’d have
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in ter plan e tary war be fore you knew it. What’d you want,
Ronny?”

“I’m about set to take up my search for this Tommy Paine.”
“Ah, yes, Tommy Paine. If you catch him, there are a dozen

plan ets where he’d be el i gi ble for the death sen tence.”
Ronny cleared his throat. “�ere must be. What I wanted

was the �le on him, sir.”
“File?”
“Yes, sir. I’ve got to the point where I want to cram up on

ev ery thing we have on him. So far, all I’ve got is ver bal in for‐ 
ma tion from in di vid ual agents and from Su per vi sor Jakes.”

“Don’t be silly, Ronny. �ere isn’t any �le on Tommy Paine.”
Ronny just looked at the other.
Ross Metaxa said im pa tiently, “�e very knowl edge of the

ex is tence of the man is top se cret. Isn’t that ob vi ous? Sup pose
some re porter got the story and printed it. If our mem ber plan‐ 
ets knew there was such a man and that we haven’t been able to
scotch him, why they’d drop out of UP so fast the com put ers
couldn’t keep up with it. �ere’s not one planet in ten that feels
se cure enough to lay it self open to sub ver sion. Why some of
our plan ets are so far down the lad der of so cial evo lu tion they
live un der prim i tive tribal so ci ety; their lead ers, their wise men
and witch-doc tors, what ever you call them, are scared some one
will come along and es tab lish chat tel slav ery. �ose plan ets that
have a sys tem based on slav ery are scared to death of de vel op‐ 
ing feu dal ism, and those that have feu dal ism are afraid of creep‐ 
ing cap i tal ism. �ose with an an ar chis tic ba sis—and we have
sev eral—are afraid of be ing sub verted to statism, and those
who have a highly de vel oped gov ern ment are afraid of an ar‐ 
chism. �e so cio-eco nomic sys tems based on pri vate own er ship
of prop erty hate the very idea of so cial ism or com mu nism, and
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vice versa, and those plan ets with state cap i tal ism hate them
both.”

* * * *

He glared at Ronny. “What do you think the pur pose of this
Sec tion is, Bron ston? Our job is to keep our mem ber plan ets
from be ing afraid of each other. If they found that Tommy
Paine and his group, if he’s got a group, were buzzing through
the sys tem sub vert ing ev ery thing they can foul up, they’d drop
out of UP and set up quar an tines that a space mite couldn’t get
through. No sir, there is no �le on Tommy Paine and there
never will be. And if any news of him spreads to the out side,
this Sec tion will em phat i cally deny he ex ists. I hope that’s
clear.”

“Well, yes sir,” Ronny said. �e com mis sioner had been all
but roar ing to ward the end.

�e or der box clicked on Ross Metaxa’s desk and he said
loudly, “What?”

“Don’t yell at me,” Irene snapped back. “Ronny’s �ve min‐ 
utes are up. You’ve got an ap point ment. I’m get ting tired of this
job. It’s a mad-house. I’m go ing to quit and get a job with In‐ 
ter plan e tary Fi nance.”

“Oh, yeah.” Ross snarled back. “�at’s what you think. I’ve
taken mea sures. Top se cu rity. I’ve warned off ev ery Com mis‐ 
sioner in UP. You can’t get away from me un til you reach re tire‐ 
ment age. Al though I don’t know why I care. I hate nasty tem‐ 
pered women.”

“Huh!” she snorted and clicked off.
“�ere’s a woman for you,” Ross Metaxa growled at Ronny.

“It’s too bad she’s in dis pens able. I’d love to �re her. Look, you
go in and see Sid Jakes. Seems to me he said some thing about
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Tommy Paine this morn ing. Maybe it’s a lead.” He came to his
feet. “So long and good luck, Ronny. I feel op ti mistic about
you. I think you’ll get this Paine trou ble maker.”

Which was more than Ronny Bron ston thought.
Sid Jakes al ready had a vis i tor in his offi ce, which didn’t pre‐ 

vent him from yelling, “It’s open,” when Ronny Bron ston
knocked.

He bounced from his chair, came around the desk and
shook hands en thu si as ti cally. “Ronny!” he said, his tone im ply‐ 
ing they were fa vorite broth ers for long years parted. “You’re
just in time.”

Ronny took in the offi ce’s other oc cu pant ap pre cia tively. She
was a small girl, al most tiny. He es ti mated her to be at least
half Chi nese, or maybe Indo-Chi nese, the rest prob a bly Eu ro‐ 
pean or North Amer i can.

She ev i dently fa vored her Asi atic blood, her dress was tra di‐ 
tional Chi nese, slit al most to the thigh Shang hai style.

Sid Jakes said, “Tog Lee Chang Chu—Ronny Bron ston.
You’ll be work ing to gether. Blood hound ing old Tommy Paine.
A neat trick if you can pull it off. Well, are you all set to go?”

Ronny mum bled some thing to the girl in the way of
amenity, then looked back at the su per vi sor. “Work ing to‐ 
gether?” he said.

“�at’s right. Lucky you, eh?”
Tog Lee Chang Chu said de murely, “Pos si bly Mr. Bron ston

ob jects to hav ing a fe male as sis tant.”
Sid Jakes snorted, and hur ried around his desk to re sume his

seat. “Does he look crazy? Who’d ob ject to hav ing a cutey like
you around day in and day out? Call him Ronny. Might as well
get used to it. Two of you’ll be closer than man and wife.”
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“As sis tant?” Ronny said, be wil dered. “What do I need an
as sis tant for?” He turned his eyes to the girl. “No re �ec tion on
you, Miss…ah, Tog.”

Sid Jakes laughed eas ily. “Sec tion G op er a tives al ways work
in pairs, Ronny. Es pe cially new agents. �e ad van tages will
come home to you as you go along. Look on Tog Lee Chang
Chu as a sec re tary, a man Fri day. �is isn’t her �rst as sign ment,
of course. You’ll �nd her in valu able.”

�e su per vi sor plucked a card from an or der box. “Now
here’s the dope. Can you leave within four hours? �ere’s a UP
Space Forces cruiser go ing to Mer lini, they can drop you off at
New De los. Fastest way you could pos si bly get there. �e
cruiser takes off from Neuve Al bu querque in, let’s see, three
hours and forty-�ve min utes.”

“New De los?” Ronny said, tak ing his eyes from the girl and
try ing to catch up with the grasshop per-like con ver sa tion of his
su pe rior.

“New De los it is,” Jakes said hap pily. “With luck, you might
catch him be fore he can get off the planet.” He chuck led at the
other’s ex pres sion. “Look alive, Ronny! �e quarry is �ushed
and on the run. Tommy Paine’s just as sas si nated the Im mor tal
God-King of New De los. A neat trick, eh?”

* * * *

�e fol low ing hours were chaotic. �ere was no in di ca tion
of how long a pe riod he’d be gone. For all he knew, it might be
years. For that mat ter, he might never re turn to Earth. �is
Ronny Bron ston had re al ized be fore he ever ap plied for an in‐ 
ter plan e tary ap point ment. Mankind was ex plod ing through
this spi ral arm of the gal axy. �ere was a racial en thu si asm
about it all. Man’s des tiny lay out in the stars, only a lag gard
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stayed home of his own ac cord. It was the am bi tion of ev ery
youth to join the snow balling avalanche of man into the neigh‐ 
bor ing stars.

It took ab so lute sever ity by Earth au thor i ties to pre vent the
de pop u la tion of the planet. But some one had to stay to ad min‐ 
is ter the ever more com pli cated racial des tiny. Earth be came a
clear ing house for a thou sand cul tures, at tempt ing, with only
mod er ate suc cess, to co-or di nate her widely spread ing chil dren.
She couldn’t aff ord to let her best seed de part. Few there were,
any more, al lowed to em i grate from Earth. New colonies drew
their im mi grants from older ones.

Lucky was the Earth ling able to �nd ser vice in in ter plan e‐ 
tary aff airs, in any of the thou sands of tasks that in volved jour‐ 
ney be tween mem ber plan ets of UP. Pos si bly one hun dredth of
the pop u la tion at one time or an other, and for vary ing lengths
of time, man aged it.

Ronny Bron ston was lucky and knew it. �e thing now was
to pull off this as sign ment and cinch the ap point ment for good.

He packed in a swirl of con fu sion. He phoned a rel a tive
who lived in the part of town once known as Rich mond, ex‐ 
plained the sit u a tion and asked that the other store his things
and dis pose of the apart ment he’d been oc cu py ing.

Luck ily, the roof of his apart ment build ing was a copter-cab
pickup point and he was able to hus tle over to the shut tle port
in a mat ter of a few min utes.

He banged into the reser va tions offi ce, hur ried up to one of
the win dows and said into the screen, “I’ve got to get to Neuve
Al bu querque im me di ately.”

�e ex pres sion less voice said, “�e next rocket leaves at six‐ 
teen hours.”

“Six teen hours! I’ve got to be at the space port by that time!”
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�e voice said dis pas sion ately, “We are sorry.”
�e bot tom fell out of ev ery thing. Ronny said, des per ately,

“Look, if I miss my ship in Neuve Al bu querque, what is the
next space liner leav ing from there for New De los?”

“A mo ment, cit i zen.” �ere was an ag o nized wait, and then
the voice said, “�ere is a liner leav ing for New De los on the
14th of next month. It ar rives in New De los on the 31st, Ba sic
Earth cal en dar.”

�e 31st! Tommy Paine could be half way across the gal axy
by that time.

A gen tle voice next to him said, “Could I help, Ronny?”
He looked around at her. “Ev i dently, no body can,” he said

dis gust edly. “�ere’s no way of get ting to Neuve Al bu querque
in time to get that cruiser to New De los.”

Tog Lee Chang Chu �shed in her bag and came up with a
wal let sim i lar to the one in which Ronny car ried his Sec tion G
badge. She held it up to the screen. “Bu reau of In ves ti ga tion,
Sec tion G,” she said calmly. “It will be nec es sary that Agent
Bron ston and my self be in Neuve Al bu querque within the
hour.”

�e metal lic voice said, “Of course. Pro ceed to your right
and through Cor ri dor K to Exit Four. Your rocket will be there.
Iden tify your self to Lieu tenant Economou who will be at the
desk at Exit Four.”

Tog turned to Ronny Bron ston. “Shall we go?” she said de‐ 
murely.

He cleared his throat, feel ing fool ish. “�anks, Tog,” he
said.

“Not at all, Ronny. Why, this is my job.”
Was there the faintest of sar casm in her voice? It hadn’t been

more than a cou ple of hours ago that he had been hint ing
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rather heav ily to Sid Jakes that he needed no as sis tance.
She even knew the lay out of the West Greater Wash ing ton

shut tle port. Her small body swiveled through the hur ry ing pas‐ 
sen gers, her small feet a-twin kle, as she led him to and down
Cor ri dor K and then to the desk at Exit Four.

Ronny an tic i pated her here. He �ashed his own badge at the
chair-borne Space Forces lieu tenant there.

“Lieu tenant Economou?” he said. “Ronald Bron ston, of the
Bu reau of In ves ti ga tion, Sec tion G. We’ve got to get to Neuve
Al bu querque soon est.”

�e lieu tenant, only mildly im pressed, said, “We can have
you in the air in ten min utes, cit i zen. Just a mo ment and I’ll
guide you my self.”

* * * *

In the rocket, Ronny had time to ap praise her at greater
length. She was a del i cately pretty thing, al though her ex pres‐ 
sion was in clined to the over-se ri ous. �ere was only a touch of
the Mon go lian fold at the cor ner of her eyes. On her it looked
un usu ally good. Her com plex ion was that which only the blend
of Chi nese and Cau casian can give. Her �g ure, thanks to her
Eu ro pean blood, was fuller than East ern Asia usu ally boasts;
tiny, but full.

Let’s ad mit it, he de cided. My as sis tant is the cutest trick
this side of a Tri-Di movie queen, and we’re go ing to be
thrown in the clos est of jux ta po si tion for an in de�  nite time.
�is comes un der the head of work?

He said, “Look here, Tog, you were with Sid Jakes longer
than I was. What’s the full story?”

She folded her slim hands in her lap, look ing like a school‐ 
girl about to re cite. “Do you know any thing about the so cio-
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eco nomic sys tem on New De los?”
“Well, no,” he ad mit ted.
She said se verely, “I’d think that they would have given you

more back ground be fore an as sign ment of this type.”
Ronny said im pa tiently, “In the past three months I’ve been

�lled in on the eco nomic sys tems, the re li gious be liefs, the po‐ 
lit i cal forms, of a thou sand plan ets. I just hap pened to miss
New De los.”

Her mouth ex pressed dis ap proval by ruck ing down on the
sides, which was all very at trac tive but also ir ri tat ing. She said,
“�ere are two thou sand, four hun dred and thirty-six mem ber
plan ets in the UP, I’d think an agent of Sec tion G would be up
on the ba sic sit u a tion on each.”

He had her there. He said snidely, “Hate to con tra dict you,
Tog, but the num ber is two thou sand, four hun dred and thirty-
four.”

“�en,” she nod ded agree ably, “mem ber ship has changed
since this morn ing when Menalaus and Alde baran �ree were
ad mit ted. Have two plan ets dropped out?”

“Look,” he said, “let’s stop bick er ing. What’s the word on
New De los?”

“Did you ever read Frazer’s Golden Bough?” she said.
“No.”
“You should. At any rate, New De los is a theoc racy. A

priest hood elite rules it. A God-King, who is im mor tal, holds
ab so lute au thor ity. �e strong est of su per sti tion plus an effi ‐ 
cient in qui si tion, keeps the peo ple un der con trol.”

“Sounds ter ri ble,” Ronny growled.
“Why? Pos si bly the gov ern ment is ex tremely effi  cient and

un der it the planet pro gress ing at a rate in ad vance of UP av er‐ 
ages.”
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He stared at her in sur prise.
She said, “Would you rather be ruled by the per sonal, ar bi‐ 

trary whims of supremely wise men, or by laws for mu lated by a
mob?”

It stopped him mo men tar ily. In all his adult years, he
couldn’t re mem ber ever meet ing an in tel li gent, ed u cated per son
who had been op posed to the demo cratic the ory.

“Wait a minute, now,” he said. “Who de cides that they’re
supremely wise men who are do ing this ar bi trary rul ing? Let
any group come to power, by what ever means, and they’ll soon
tell you they’re an elite. But let’s get back to New De los, from
what you’ve said so far, the peo ple are held in a con di tion of
slav ery.”

“What’s wrong with slav ery?” Tog said mildly.
He all but glared at her. “Are you kid ding?”
“I sel dom jest,” Tog said primly. “Un der the proper con di‐ 

tions, slav ery can be the most suit able sys tem for a peo ple.”
“Un der what con di tions!”
“Have you for got ten your Earth his tory to the point where

Egypt, Greece and Rome mean noth ing to you? Man made
some of his out stand ing progress un der slav ery. And do you
con tend that man’s lot is nec es sar ily mis er able given slav ery? As
far back as Ae sop we know of slaves who have reached the
heights in their so ci ety. Slaves some times could and did be‐ 
come the vir tual rulers in an cient coun tries.” She shrugged
pret tily. “�e prej u dices which you hold to day, on Earth, do
not nec es sar ily ap ply to all time, nor to all places.”

He said, im pa tiently, “Look, Tog, we can go into this fur‐ 
ther, later. Let’s get back to New De los. What hap pened?”

Tog said, “�e very foun da tion of their theoc racy is the be‐ 
lief on the part of the pop u lace that the God-King is im mor tal.
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No man con spires against his De ity. Su per vi sor Jakes in formed
me that it is un der stood by UP In tel li gence, that about once
ev ery twenty years the priest hood se cretly puts in a new God-
King. Plas tic surgery would guar an tee fa cial re sem blance, and,
of course, the rank and �le cit i zen would prob a bly never be al‐ 
lowed close enough to dis cover that their God-King seemed
diff er ent ev ery cou ple of decades. At any rate, it’s been work ing
for some time.”

“And there’s been no re volt against this re li gious aris toc‐ 
racy?”

She shook her head. “Ev i dently not. It takes a brave man to
re volt against both his king and his God at the same time.”

“But what hap pened now?” Ronny pur sued.
“Ev i dently, right in the midst of a par tic u larly im por tant re‐ 

li gious cer e mony, with prac ti cally the whole planet watch ing on
TV, the God-King was killed with a bomb. No doubt about it,
de�  nitely killed. �ere are go ing to be a lot of peo ple on New
De los won der ing how it can be that an im mor tal God-King
can die.”

“And Sid thinks it’s Tommy Paine’s work?”
She shifted dainty shoul ders in a shrug. “It’s the sort of

thing he does. I sup pose we’ll learn when we get there.”

* * * *

Even on the fast Space Forces cruiser, the trip was go ing to
take a week, and there was pre cious lit tle Ronny Bron ston
could do un til ar rival. He spent most of his time read ing up on
New De los and the sev eral other plan ets in the UP or ga ni za‐ 
tion which had fairly sim i lar regimes. More than a few theoc‐ 
ra cies had come and gone dur ing the his tory of man’s de vel op‐ 
ment into the stars.
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He also spent con sid er able time play ing Bat tle Chess or
talk ing with Tog and with the ship’s offi  cers.

�ese lat ter were a ded i cated group, high in morale, en thu‐ 
si as tic about their work which ev i dently in volved the com bined
du ties of a Navy, a Coast Guard, and a Coast and Ge o detic
Sur vey sys tem, if we use the ocean go ing ser vices of an ear lier
age for anal ogy.

�ey all had the dream. �e en thu si asm of men par tic i pat‐ 
ing in a race’s ex pan sion to glory. �ere was the feel ing, even
stronger here in space than back on Earth, of man’s des tiny be‐ 
ing ful �lled, that hu man ity had � nally emerged from its in‐ 
fancy, that the �edg ling had � nally found its wings and got off
the ground.

Af ter one of his study ing binges, Ronny Bron ston had spent
an hour or so once with the cap tain of the craft, while that offi ‐ 
cer stood an easy watch on the ship’s bridge. �ere was lit tle
enough to do in space, prac ti cally noth ing, but there was al ways
an offi  cer on watch.

�ey leaned back in the ac cel er a tion chairs be fore the ship’s
con trols and Ronny lis tened to the other’s space lore. Sto ries of
far plan ets, as yet un touched. Sto ries of plan ets that had seem‐ 
ingly been suit able for col o niza tion, but had proved dis as trous
for man, for this rea son or that.

Ronny said, “And never in all this time have we run into a
life form that has proved in tel li gent?”

Cap tain Woiski said, “No. Not that I know of. �ere was an
an i mal on Shangri-La of about the men tal level of the chim‐ 
panzee. So far as I know, that’s the near est to it.”

“Shangri-La?” Ronny said. “�at’s a new one.”
�ere was an aff ec tion ate gleam in the cap tain’s eye. “Yes,”

he said. “If and when I re tire, I think that’d be the planet of my
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choice, if I could get per mis sion to leave Earth, of course.”
Ronny scowled in at tempted mem ory. “Now that you men‐ 

tion it, I think I did see it listed the other day among plan ets
with a theo cratic gov ern ment.”

�e cap tain grunted protest. “If you’re com par ing it to this
New De los you’re go ing to, you’re wrong. �ere can be theoc‐ 
racy and theoc racy, I sup pose. Ac tu ally, I imag ine Shangri-La
has the most, well gen tle gov ern ment in the sys tem.”

Ronny was in ter ested. His re cent stud ies hadn’t led him to
much re spect for a priest hood in po lit i cal power. “What’s the
par tic u lar fea ture that’s seemed to have gained your re gard?”

“Mod er a tion,” Woiski chuck led. “�ey carry it al most to the
point of im mod er a tion. But not quite. Brie�y, it works some‐ 
thing like this. �ey have a lim ited num ber of monks—I sup‐ 
pose you’d call them—who spend their time at what ever moves
them. At the arts, at sci en ti�c re search, at re li gious con tem pla‐ 
tion—any re li gion will do—as stu dents of any thing and ev ery‐ 
thing, and at the gov ern ing of Shangri-La. �ey make a point
of en joy ing the lux u ries in mod er a tion and aren’t a se vere drain
on the rank and �le cit i zens of the planet.”

Ronny said, “I have a grow ing dis trust of hi er ar chies. Who
de cides who is to be come a monk and who re main a mem ber
of the rank and �le?”

�e cap tain said, “A se ries of the best tests they can de vise
to de ter mine a per son’s in tel li gence and ap ti tudes. From ear li est
youth, the whole pop u lace is checked and rechecked. At the
age of thirty, when it is con sid ered that a per son has be come
adult and has �n ished his ba sic ed u ca tion, a lim ited num ber are
off ered monk hood. Not all want it.”

Ronny thought about it. “Why not? What are the short‐ 
com ings?”
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�e cap tain shrugged. “Re spon si bil ity, I sup pose.”
“�e monks aren’t al lowed sex, booze, that sort of thing, I

imag ine.”
“Good heav ens, why not? In mod er a tion, of course.”
“And they live on a higher scale?”
“No, no, not at all. Don’t mis un der stand. �e planet is a

pros per ous one. Ex ceed ingly pros per ous. �ere is ev ery thing
needed for com fort able ex is tence for ev ery one. Shangri-La is
one planet where the pur suit of hap pi ness is pur suable by all.”
Cap tain Woiski chuck led again.

Ronny said, “It sounds good enough, al though I’m leery of
benev o lent dic ta tor ships. �e trou ble with them is that it’s up
to the dic ta tors to de cide what’s benev o lent. And al most al‐ 
ways, nepo tism rears its head, fa voritism of one sort or an other.
How long will it be be fore one of your mod er ate monks de‐ 
cides he’ll mod er ately tin ker with the tests, or what ever, just to
be sure his fa vorite nephew makes the grade? A high I.Q. is no
guar an tee of in tegrity.”

�e cap tain didn’t dis agree. “�at’s al ways pos si ble, I sup‐ 
pose. One guard against it, in this case, is the mat ter of mo tive.
�e priv i lege of be ing a monk isn’t as great as all that. Ma te ri‐ 
ally, you aren’t par tic u larly bet ter off than any one else. You
have more leisure, that’s true, but ac tu ally most of them are so
caught up in their stud ies or re search that they put in more
hours of en deavor than does the farmer or in dus trial worker on
Shangri-La.”

“Well,” Ronny said, “let’s just hope that Tommy Paine never
hears of this place.”

“Who?” the cap tain said.
Ronny Bron ston re versed his en gines. “Oh, no body im por‐ 

tant. A guy I know of.”
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Cap tain Woiski scowled. “Seems to me I’ve heard the
name.”

At �rst Ronny leaned for ward with quick in ter est. Per haps
the cruiser’s skip per had a lead. But, no, he sank back into his
chair. �at name was strictly a Sec tion G pseu do nym. No one
used it out side the de part ment, and he’d al ready said too much
by us ing the term at all.

Ronny said idly, “Prob a bly two diff er ent peo ple. I think I’ll
go on back and see how Tog is do ing.”

* * * *

Tog was at her com mu ni ca tor when he en tered the tiny
ship’s lounge. Ronny could see in the bril liant lit tle screen of
the com pact de vice, the grin ning face of Sid Jakes. Tog looked
up at Ronny and smiled, then clicked the de vice off.

“What’s new?” Ronny said.
She moved grace ful shoul ders. “I just called Su per vi sor

Jakes. Ev i dently there’s com plete con fu sion on New De los.
Mobs are storm ing the tem ples. In the cap i tal the priests tried
to present a new God-King and he was laughed out of town.”

Ronny snorted cyn i cally. “Sounds good to me. �e more I
read about New De los and its God-King and his priest hood,
the more I think the best thing that ever hap pened to the
planet was this show ing them up.”

Tog looked at him, the sides of her mouth tuck ing down as
usual when she was go ing to con tra dict some thing he said. “It
sounds bad to me,” she said. “Tommy Paine’s work is done.
He’ll be off to some other place and we won’t get there in time
to snare him.”

Ronny con sid ered that. It was prob a bly true. “I won der,” he
said slowly, “if it’s pos si ble for us to get a list of all ships that



70

have blasted off since the as sas si na tion, all ships and their des‐ 
ti na tion from New De los.”

�e idea grew in him. “Look! It’s pos si ble that a dic ta to rial
gov ern ment such as theirs would im me di ately quar an tine ev ery
space port on the planet.”

Tog said, “�ere’s only one space port on New De los. �e
priest hood didn’t en cour age trade or even com mu ni ca tion with
the out side. Didn’t want its peo ple con tam i nated.”

“Holy smokes!” Ronny blurted. “It’s pos si ble that Tommy
Paine’s on that planet and can’t get off. Look, Tog, see if you
can raise the Sec tion G rep re sen ta tive on New De los and—”

Tog said de murely, “I al ready have taken that step, Ronny,
know ing that you’d want me to. Agent Mouley Has san has
promised to get the name and des ti na tion of ev ery pas sen ger
that leaves New De los.”

Ronny sat down at a ta ble and di aled him self a mug of
stout. “Drink?” he said to Tog. “Pos si bly we’ve got some thing
to cel e brate.”

She shook her head dis ap prov ingly. “I don’t use de pres‐ 
sants.”

�ere was noth ing more to be dis cussed about New De los,
they sim ply would have to wait un til their ar rival. Ronny
switched sub jects. “Ever hear of the planet Shangri-La?” he
asked her. He took a sip of his brew.

“Of course,” she said. “A rather small planet, Earth type
within four de grees. Noted for its near per fect cli mate and its
scenic beauty.”

“Cap tain was talk ing about it,” Ronny said. “Sounds like a
reg u lar par adise.”

Tog made a neg a tive sound.
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“Well, what’s wrong with Shangri-La?” Ronny said im pa‐ 
tiently.

“Static,” she said brie�y.
He looked at her. “It sounds to me as though it’s de vel oped

a near per fect so cio-eco nomic sys tem. What do you mean,
static?”

“No push, no drive,” Tog said de�  nitely. “Ev ery one—what
is the old term?—ev ery one has it made. �e place is stag nat ing.
I wouldn’t be sur prised to see Tommy Paine show up there
sooner or later.”

Ronny said, “Look, since we’ve known each other, have I
ever said any thing you agree with?”

Tog raised her del i cate eye brows. “Why, Ronny. You know
per fectly well we both agreed that the eggs for break fast were
quite ined i ble.”

Ronny came to his feet again. Con sid er ing her size, she cer‐ 
tainly was an ir ri tat ing bag gage. “I think I’ll go to my room and
see if I can get any in spi ra tions on track ing down our quarry.”

“Good night, Ronny,” she said de murely.

* * * *

�ey ran into a mi nor diffi  culty upon ar rival at New De los.
�e cap tain called both Ronny Bron ston and Tog Lee Chang
Chu to the bridge.

He nod ded in the di rec tion of the com mu ni ca tions screen.
A bald headed, robed char ac ter—ob vi ously a priest—scowled
at them.

Cap tain Woiski said, “�e Sub-Bishop in forms me that the
pro vi sional gov ern ment has ruled that any space craft land ing
on New De los can not take off again with out per mis sion and
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that ev ery in di vid ual who lands, even United Plan ets per son‐ 
nel, will need an exit visa be fore be ing al lowed to de part.”

Ronny said, “�en you can’t land?”
�e cap tain said rea son ably, “My des ti na tion is Mer lini. I’ve

gone out of my way slightly to drop you off here. But I can’t af‐ 
ford to take the chance of hav ing my ship tied up for what
might be an in de�  nite pe riod. Ev i dently, there’s con sid er ably
civil dis or der down there.”

From the screen the priest snapped, “�at is an in ac cu rate
man ner of de scrib ing the sit u a tion.”

“Sorry,” the cap tain said dryly.
Ronny Bron ston said des per ately, “But, cap tain, Miss Tog

and I sim ply have to land.” He reached for his badge. “High
pri or ity, Bu reau of In ves ti ga tion.”

�e cap tain shrugged his hefty shoul ders. “Sorry, I have no
in struc tions that al low me to risk ty ing up my ship. Here’s a
pos si bil ity. Can you pi lot a land ing craft? I could spare you one,
then you and your as sis tant would be the only ones in volved.
You could turn it over to what ever Space Forces base we have
here.”

Ronny said mis er ably, “No. I’m not a space pi lot.”
“I am,” Tog said softly. “�e idea sounds ex cel lent.”
“We shall ex pect you,” the Sub-Bishop said. �e screen

went blank.
Tog Lee Chang Chu pi loted a land ing craft with the same

verve that she seemed to be able to han dle any other re spon si‐ 
bil ity. As he sat in the seat next to her, Ronny Bron ston took in
her prac ticed �ick ing of the con trols from the side of his eyes.
He won dered vaguely at the effi  ciency of such Sec tion G offi ‐ 
cials as Metaxa and Jakes that they would as sign an un known
qual ity such as him self to a task as im por tant as run ning down
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Tommy Paine, and then as an as sis tant pro vide him with an ex‐ 
pe ri enced op er a tive such as Tog. �e bu reau cratic mind can be
a dilly, he de cided. Was the fact that she was a rather del i cately
con structed girl a fac tor? He felt the weight of the Model-H
gun nes tled un der his left armpit. Per haps in the clutch Sec tion
G pre ferred men as agents.

�ey swooped into a land ing that brought them as close to
the con trol tower as was prac ti cal. In a mat ter of mo ments
there was a guard of twenty or more slop pily uni formed men
about their small craft.

Tog made a move. “Wel com ing com mit tee,” she said.

* * * *

�ey climbed out the cir cu lar port, and �ashed their United
Plan ets Bu reau of In ves ti ga tion badges to the youngish look ing
sol dier who seemed in com mand. He was in de ci sive.

“United Plan ets?” he said. “All I know is I’m sup posed to ar‐ 
rest any body land ing.”

Ronny snapped, “We’re to be taken im me di ately to United
Plan ets head quar ters.”

“Well, I don’t know about that. I don’t take or ders from for‐ 
eign ers.”

One of his men was ner vously �n ger ing the trig ger of his
sub ma chine gun.

Ronny’s mouth went dry. He had the feel ing of be ing high,
high on a rock face, in ad e quately be layed from above.

Tog said smoothly, “But, ma jor, I’m sure who ever is sued
your or ders had no ex pec ta tion of a spe cial del e ga tion from the
United Plan ets com ing to con grat u late your new au thor i ties on
their suc cess. Of course, it’s un known to ar rest a del e ga tion
from United Plan ets.”
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“It is?” he frowned at her. “I mean, you are?”
“Yes,” Tog said sweetly.
Ronny took the hint. “Where can we �nd a ve hi cle, ma jor,

to get us to the cap i tal and to United Plan ets head quar ters?
Ev i dently we ar rived be fore we were ex pected. �ere should
have been a big wel com ing com mit tee here.”

“Oh,” the ob vi ously re cently pro moted lad said hes i tantly.
“Well, I sup pose we can make ar range ments. �is way please.”
He grinned at Tog as they walked to ward the ad min is tra tion
build ing. “Do all girls dress like you on Earth?”

“Well, no,” she said de murely.
“�at’s too bad,” he said gal lantly.
“Why, ma jor!” Tog said, keep ing her eyes on the tar mac.
At the ad min is tra tion build ing there was lit tle of or der, but

even tu ally they man aged to ar range for their trans porta tion.
Luck ily, they were sup plied with a chauff eur driven he lio-car.

Luck ily, be cause with out the chauff eur to help them run the
gaunt let they would have been held up by pa rades, demon stra‐ 
tions and mon strous street meet ings a dozen times be fore they
ever reached their des ti na tion. Twice, Ronny stopped short of
draw ing his gun only by a frac tion when half drunken demon‐ 
stra tors stopped them.

�e driver, a wispy, sad look ing type, shook his head.
“�ere’s no go ing back now,” he told them over his shoul der.
“No go ing back. Last week I was all with the rest, I never did
be lieve David the One was re ally Im mor tal. But you was just
used to the idea, see? It’d al ways been that way, with the priests
run ning ev ery thing and we was used to it. Now I wish we was
still that way. At least you knew how you stood, see? Now,
what’s go ing to hap pen?”

“�at’s an in ter est ing ques tion,” Tog said po litely.
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Ronny said, “Pos si bly you’ll have the chance to build a bet‐ 
ter world, now.”

�e driver shot a con temp tu ous look over his shoul der.
“Bet ter world? What do I want with a bet ter world? I just don’t
want to be both ered. I’ve been get ting my three squares a day,
got a nice lit tle �at for my fam ily. How do I know it’s not go‐ 
ing to be a worse world?”

“�at’s al ways a pos si bil ity,” Tog told him. “Do most peo ple
seem to feel the same?”

“Prac ti cally ev ery body I know does,” he said glumly. “But
the fat’s in the �re now. �e priests are try ing to hold on but
their gov ern ment is fall ing apart all over the place.”

“Well,” Ronny said, “at least you can �g ure just about any‐ 
thing in the way of a new gov ern ment will be bet ter than one
based on su per sti tion and in qui si tion. It couldn’t get worse.”

“�ings can al ways get worse,” the other con tra dicted him
sadly.

* * * *

�ey left the cab be fore an im pres sively tall, many win‐ 
dowed build ing in city cen ter. As they mounted the steps,
Ronny frowned at her. “You seemed to be en cour ag ing that
man in his pes simism. So far as I can see, the best thing that
ever hap pened to this planet was top pling that phony priest‐ 
hood.”

“Per haps,” she said agree ably. “How ever, the man’s mind was
an os si �ed one. A sur pris ingly large per cent age of peo ple have
them, es pe cially when it comes to in sti tu tions such as re li gion
and gov ern ment. We weren’t go ing to be able to teach him
any thing, but it was pos si ble to learn from him.”
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Ronny grunted his dis gust. “What could we pos si bly learn
from him?”

Tog said mildly, “We could learn what peo ple of the street
were think ing. It might give us some ideas about what di rec‐ 
tion the new gov ern ment will take.”

�ey ap proached the por tals of the build ing and were halted
by an armed Space Forces guard of half a dozen men. �eir
sergeant saluted, tak ing in their ob vi ous other-planet cloth ing.

“Iden ti � ca tions, please,” he said briskly.
�ey showed their badges and were passed on through.

Ronny said to him, “Much trou ble, sergeant?”
�e other shrugged. “No. Just pre cau tions, sir. We’ve been

here only three or four weeks. Civil dis tur bance. We’re used to
it. Were over on Mon tezuma two ba sic months ago. Now there
was real trou ble. Had to shoot our way out.”

Tog called, “Com ing Ronny? I have this el e va tor wait ing.”
He fol lowed her, scowl ing. An idea was try ing to work its

way through. Some how he missed get ting it.
Head quar ters of the De part ment of Jus tice were on the

eighth �oor. A re cep tion ist clerk led them through three or
four doors to the sin gle offi ce which housed Sec tion G.

A red eyed, ex hausted agent looked up from the sole desk
and snarled a ques tion at them. Ronny didn’t get it, but Tog
said mildly, “Pro ba tion ary Agent Ronald Bron ston and Tog
Lee Chang Chu. On spe cial as sign ment.” She �icked open her
badge so that the other could see it.

His man ner changed. “Sorry,” he said, get ting up to shake
hands. “I’m Mouley Has san, in charge of Sec tion G on New
De los. We’ve just had a cri sis here, as you can imag ine. �e
worst of it’s now over.” He added sourly, “I hope. All my as sis‐ 
tants have al ready taken off for Avalon.” He was a short
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statured, dark com plected man, his fea tures be tray ing his
Semitic back ground.

Ronny shook hands with him and said, “Sorry to bother you
at a time like this.”

�ey found chairs and Mouley Has san �icked a key on his
or der box and said to them, “How about a drink? �ey make a
won der ful sparkling wine on this planet. Trust any theoc racy to
have top pota bles.”

Ronny ac cepted the off er, Tog re fused it po litely. She sat de‐ 
murely, her hands in her lap.

Mouley Has san ran a weary hand through al ready mussed
hair. “What’s this spe cial as sign ment you’re on?”

Ronny said, “Com mis sioner Metaxa has sent me look ing for
Tommy Paine.”

“Tommy Paine!” the other blurted. “At a time like this,
when I haven’t had three nights’ sleep in the last three ba sic
weeks, you come around look ing for Tommy Paine?”

Ronny was taken aback. “Sid Jakes seemed to think this
might be one of Paine’s jobs.”

Tog said mildly, “What bet ter place to look for Tommy
Paine, than in a sit u a tion like this, Agent Has san?” Her eye‐ 
brows went up. “Or don’t you think the quest for Paine is an
im por tant one?”

�e other sub sided some what. “I sup pose you’re right,” he
said. “I’m deathly tired. Do what ever you want. But don’t ex‐ 
pect much from me.”

Tog said, just a tri �e tartly, Ronny thought, “We’ll have to
call on you, as usual, Agent Has san. �ere’s prob a bly no sin gle
job in Sec tion G more im por tant than the pur suit of Tommy
Paine.”
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“All right, all right,” Mouley Has san ad mit ted. “I’ll co-op er‐ 
ate. How long have you been away from Earth?” he said to
Ronny.

“About one ba sic week.”
“Oh,” he grunted. “�is is your �rst stop, eh? Well, I don’t

envy you your job.” He brought a cool bot tle from a de liv ery
drawer in the desk along with two glasses. “Here’s the wine.”

Ronny leaned for ward to ac cept the glass. “�is sit u a tion
here,” he said, “do you think it can be laid to Paine?”

Mouley Has san shrugged wearily. “I don’t know.”
Ronny sipped the drink, look ing at the tired agent over the

glass rim. “From what we un der stand, check has been kept on
all per sons leav ing the planet since the bomb ing.”

“Check is right. �ere’s only one ship that took off and it
car ried no body ex cept my as sis tants. If you ask me, I still
needed them, but some brass hat back on Earth de cided they
were more nec es sary over on Avalon.” He was dis gusted.

Ronny put the glass down. “You mean only one ship’s left
this planet since the God-King was killed?”

“�at’s right. It was like pulling teeth to get the visas.”
“How many men aboard?”
Mouley Has san looked at him spec u la tively. “Four-man

crew and six Sec tion G op er a tives.”
Tog said brightly, “Why, that means, then, that ei ther

Tommy Paine is still on this planet, or he’s one of the pas sen‐ 
gers or crew mem bers of that ship.” She added, “�at is, of
course, un less he had a pri vate craft, hid den away some where.”

Ronny slumped back into his chair as some of the ram i � ca‐ 
tions came home to him. “If it was Tommy Paine at all,” he
said.
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Mouley Has san nod ded. “�at’s al ways a point.” He �n‐ 
ished his glass and looked plead ingly at Tog. “Look, I have
work. If I can �n ish some of it, I might have time for some
sleep. Couldn’t we post pone the search for Tommy Paine.”

Tog said noth ing to him.
Ronny came to his feet. “We’ll get along. A cou ple of ideas

oc cur to me. I’ll check with you later.”
“Fine,” the agent said. He shook hands with them again. He

said, some how more to Tog than to Ronny, “I know how im‐ 
por tant your job is. It’s just that I’ve been pushed to the point
where I can’t op er ate effi  ciently.”

She smiled her un der stand ing, gave him her small, del i cate
hand.

In the el e va tor, Ronny said to her, “Why should this sort of
thing par tic u larly aff ect Sec tion G?”

Tog said, “It’s times like this that plan ets drop out of the
UP. Or, pos si bly, get into the hands of some jin go is tic mil i tary
group and start off half cocked to pro voke a war with some
other planet, or to mis sion ar ize or pro pa gan dize it.” She
thought about it a mo ment. “A new rev o lu tion, in gov ern ment
or re li gion, seems al most in vari ably to want to spread the light.
An ab so lute com pul sion to bring to oth ers the new truths that
they’ve found.” She added, her voice hold ing a trace of mock‐ 
ery, “Usu ally the new truths are rather hoary ones, and there
are few in ter ested in hear ing them.”

* * * *

�ey spent their �rst day in get ting ac com mo da tions in a
cen trally lo cated ho tel, in mak ing ar range ments, through the
De part ment of Jus tice, for the lo cal means of ex change—it
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turned out to be coinage, based on gold—and get ting the feel
of their sur round ings.

Ev i dently De los, the cap i tal city of the planet New De los,
was but slowly emerg ing from the chaos that had taken over on
the as sas si na tion. A pro vi sional gov ern ment, com posed of rep‐ 
re sen ta tives of half a dozen diff er ent or ga ni za tions which had
sprung up like mush rooms fol low ing the col lapse of the regime,
had as sumed power. Elec tions had been promised and were to
be brought off when ar range ments could be made.

Mean while, the ac tual gov ern ment was still largely in the
hands of the lower ech e lons of the priest hood. A ner vous
priest hood it was, seem ingly de sirous of get ting out from un der
while the go ing was good, afraid of be ing held re spon si ble for
for mer ex cesses.

Ronny Bron ston, high hopes still in his head, looked up the
Sub-Bishop who had given them land ing or ders while they
were still aboard the Space Forces cruiser. Tog was off mak ing
ar range ments for var i ous de tails in volved in their be ing in De‐ 
los in its time of cri sis.

A dozen times, on his way over to keep his ap point ment
with the offi  cial, Ronny had to step into door ways, or in other
wise make him self in con spic u ous. Gangs of demon stra tors
roamed the street, some of them drunken, look ing for trou ble,
and scorn ful of po lice or the mil i tary. Twice, when it looked as
though he might be roughed up, Ronny drew his gun and held
it in open sight, ready for use, but not threat en ingly. �e
demon stra tors made off.

His throat was dry by the time he reached his des ti na tion.
�e life of a Sec tion G agent, on in ter plan e tary as sign ment,
had its draw backs.
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�e Sub-Bishop had for merly been in charge of In ter plan e‐ 
tary Com mu ni ca tions which in volved com merce as well as in‐ 
ter course with United Plan ets. It must have been an ul tra-re‐ 
spon si ble po si tion only a month ago. Now his offi ces were all
but de serted.

He looked at Ronny’s badge, only vaguely in ter ested. “Sec‐ 
tion G of the Bu reau of In ves ti ga tion,” he said. “I don’t be lieve
I am aware of your re spon si bil i ties. How ever,” he nod ded with
sour cour tesy, “please be seated. You must for give my lack of
abil ity to off er re fresh ment. Isn’t there an old tra di tion about
rats de sert ing a sink ing ship? I am afraid my for mer as sis tants
had ro dent like in stincts.”

Ronny said, “Sec tion G deals with In ter plan e tary Se cu rity,
sir—”

“I am ad dressed as Ho li ness,” the other said.
Ronny looked at him. “Sorry,” he said. “I am a cit i zen of the

United Plan ets, not any one planet, even Earth. UP cit i zens
have com plete re li gious free dom. In my case I am un affi l i ated
with any church.”

�e Sub-Bishop let it pass. He said sourly, “I am afraid that
even here on New De los, I am sel dom hon oured by my ti tle
any more. Go on, you say you deal with In ter plan e tary Se cu‐ 
rity.”

“�at’s cor rect. In cases like this we’re in ter ested in check ing
to see if there is any pos si bil ity that cit i zens of plan ets other
than New De los are in volved in your in ter nal aff airs.”

�e other’s eyes were sud denly slits. He said, heav ily, “You
sus pect that David the One was as sas si nated by an alien?”

Ronny had to tread care fully here. “I make no such sug ges‐ 
tion. I am merely here to check on the pos si bil ity. If such was
the case, my duty would be to ar rest the man, or men.”
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“If we got hold of him, you’d have small chance of as sert ing
your au thor ity,” the priest growled. “What did you want to
know?”

“I un der stand that no in ter plan e tary craft have left New De‐ 
los since the as sas si na tion.”

“None ex cept a United Plan ets ship which was care fully in‐ 
spected.”

Ronny said tightly, “But what fa cil i ties do you have to check
on se cret space ports, pos si bly lo cated in some re mote desert or
moun tain area?”

�e New Delian laughed sourly. “�ere is no other planet in
all the United Plan ets with our de gree of se cu rity. We even im‐ 
ported the most re cent de vel op ments in ar ti � cial satel lites
equipped with the most del i cate of de tec tion de vices. I as sure
you, it is ut terly im pos si ble for a space craft to land or take off
from New De los with out our knowl edge.”

Ronny Bron ston’s eyes lit with ex cite ment. “�ese se cu rity
mea sures of yours. To what ex tent do you keep un der ob ser va‐ 
tion all aliens on the planet?”

�e priest’s chuckle had a nasty qual ity. “You are quite ig no‐ 
rant of our in sti tu tions, ev i dently. Ev ery per son on New De los,
in ev ery way of life, was un der con stant sur vey from the cra dle
to the grave. Aliens were highly dis cour aged. When they ap‐ 
peared on New De los at all, they were re stricted in their move‐ 
ments to this, our cap i tal city.”

Ronny let air whis tle from his lungs. “�en,” he said tri‐ 
umphantly, “if any alien had any thing to do with this, he is still
on the planet. Can you get me a list of all aliens?”

�e other laughed again, still sourly. “But there are none.
None ex cept you em ploy ees of United Plan ets. I’m afraid you’re
on a wild-goose chase.”
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Ronny stared at him blankly. “But com mer cial rep re sen ta‐ 
tives, cul tural ex change—”

�e priest said �atly, “No. None at all. All com merce was
han dled through UP. We en cour aged no cul tural ex changes.
We wished to keep our peo ple un cor rupted. United Plan ets
alone had the right to land on our one space port.”

�e Sec tion G agent came to his feet. �is was much sim‐ 
pler than he could ever have hoped for. He thanked the other,
but avoided the ne ces sity of shak ing hands, and left.

* * * *

He found a he lio-cab and di aled it to the UP build ing, �nd‐ 
ing strange the ne ces sity of slip ping coins into the ve hi cle’s
slots un til the cor rect amount for his des ti na tion had been de‐ 
posited. Coinage was no longer in use on Earth.

At the UP build ing he re traced his steps of the day be fore to
the sin gle offi ce of Sec tion G.

To his sur prise, not only Mouley Has san was there, but Tog
as well. Has san had ev i dently had at least a few hours of sleep.
He was in bet ter shape.

�ey ex changed the usual ameni ties and took their chairs
again.

Has san said, “We were just gos sip ing. It’s been years since
I’ve been in Greater Wash ing ton. Lee Chang tells me that Sid
Jakes is now a Su per vi sor. I worked with him for a while, when
I �rst joined Sec tion G. How about a glass of wine?”

Ronny said, “Look. If Tommy Paine was con nected with
this, and it’s al most pos i tive he was, we’ve got him.”

�e oth ers looked at him.
“You’ve ev i dently been busy,” Tog said mildly.
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He turned to her. “He’s trapped, Tog! He can’t get off the
planet.”

Mouley Has san rubbed a hand through his hair. “It’d be
hard, all right. �ey’ve got the peo ple un der rein here such as
you’ve never seen be fore. Or they did un til this blew up.”

Ronny sketched the sit u a tion to Tog, wind ing up with, “�e
only thing that makes sense is that it’s a Tommy Paine job. �e
lo cal cit i zens would never have been able to get their hands on
such a bomb, or been able to have made the ar range ments for
its de liv ery. �ey’re un der too much sur veil lance.”

Tog said thought fully, “but how did he es cape all this sur‐ 
veil lance?”

“Don’t you un der stand? He’s work ing here, in this build ing,
as an em ployee of UP. �ere is no other al ter na tive.”

�ey stared at him.
“I think per haps you’re right,” Tog said � nally.
Ronny turned to Mouley Has san. “Can you get a list of all

UP em ploy ees?”
“Of course.” He �icked his or der box, barked a com mand

into it.
Ronny said, “It’s go ing to be a mat ter of elim i nat ing the im‐ 

pos si ble. For in stance, what is the ear li est known case of
Tommy Paine’s ac tiv ity?”

Tog thought back. “So far as we know de�  nitely, about
twenty-two years ago.”

“Fine,” Ronny said, in creas ingly ex cited. “�at will elim i‐ 
nate all per sons less than, say, forty years of age. We can as‐ 
sume he was at least twenty when he be gan.”

Has san said, “Can we elim i nate all women em ploy ees?”
Ronny said, “I’d think so. �e few times he’s been seen, all

re ports are of a man. And that case on the planet Mother
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where he put him self over as a Holy Man. He could hardly
have been a woman in dis guise in a Stone Age cul ture such as
that.”

Has san said, “And this Tommy Paine has been �it ting
around this part of the gal axy for years, so any one who has
been here steadily for a pe riod of even a cou ple of years or so,
can’t be sus pect.”

Mouley Has san thrust his hand into a de liv ery drawer and
brought forth a hand ful of punched cards, pos si bly �fty in all.

“Surely there’s more peo ple than that work ing in this build‐ 
ing,” Ronny protested.

Mouley Has san said, “No. I’ve elim i nated al ready ev ery one
who is a cit i zen of New De los. Ob vi ously, Tommy Paine is an
alien. We have only forty-eight Earth lings and other United
Plan ets cit i zens work ing here.”

He car ried the cards to a small col la tor and worked for a
mo ment on its con trols, as Tog and Ronny watched him with
mount ing ten sion. “Let’s see,” he mut tered. “We elim i nate all
women, all those less than forty, all who haven’t done a great
deal of travel, those who have been here for sev eral years.”

�e end of it was that they elim i nated ev ery one em ployed in
the UP build ing.

�e cards were stacked back on Mouley Has san’s desk again,
and the three of them sat around and looked glumly at them.

Ronny said, “He’s tin kered with the �les. He coun ter feited
fake pa pers for him self, or some thing. Pos si bly he’s pulled his
own card and it isn’t in this stack you have.”

Mouley Has san said, “We’ll dou ble-check all those pos si bil‐ 
i ties, but you’re wrong. Pos si bly a few hun dred years ago, but
not to day. Forgery and coun ter feit ing are things of the past.
And, be lieve me, the Bu reau of In ves ti ga tion and es pe cially
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Sec tion G, may look on the slip shod side, but they aren’t. We’re
not go ing to �nd any thing wrong with those cards. Tommy
Paine sim ply is not work ing for UP on New De los.”

“�en,” Ronny said, “there’s only one al ter na tive. He’s on
this UP ship go ing to, what was the name of its des ti na tion?”

“Avalon,” Mouley Has san said, his face thought ful.
Tog said, “Do you have any ideas on the men aboard?”
Mouley Has san said, “�ere were four crew men, and six of

our agents.”
Tog said, “Un less one of them has faked pa pers, the six

agents are elim i nated. �at leaves the crew mem bers. Do you
know any thing about them?”

Has san shook his head.
Ronny said, “Let’s com mu ni cate with Avalon. Tell our rep‐ 

re sen ta tives there to be sure that none of the oc cu pants of that
ship leaves Avalon un til we get there.”

Mouley Has san said, “Good idea.” He turned to his screen
and said into it, “Sec tion G, Bu reau of In ves ti ga tion, on the
Planet Avalon.”

In mo ment the screen lit up. An el derly agent, as Sec tion G
agents seemed to go, looked up at them.

Mouley Has san held his sil ver badge so the other could see
it and on the Avalon agent’s nod said, “I’m Has san from New
De los. We’ve just had a cri sis here and there seems to be a
chance that it’s a Tommy Paine job. Agent Bron ston here is on
an as sign ment track ing him down. I’ll turn it over to Bron‐ 
ston.”

�e Avalon agent nod ded again, and looked at Ronny.
Ronny said ur gently, “We haven’t the time to give you de‐ 

tails, but ev ery in di ca tion is that Paine is on a UP space craft
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with Avalon as its des ti na tion. �ere are only ten men aboard,
and six of them are Sec tion G op er a tives.”

�e other pursed his lips. “I see. You think you have the old
fox cor nered, eh?”

“Pos si bly,” Ronny said. “�ere are var i ous ifs. Miss Tog and
I can dou ble check here. �en as soon as we can clear exit visas,
we’ll make im me di ate way for Avalon.”

�e Avalon Sec tion G agent said, “I haven’t the au thor ity to
con trol the move ments of other agents, they have as high rank
as I have,” he added, ex pres sion lessly, “and prob a bly higher
than yours.”

Ronny said, “But the four-man crew?”
�e other said, “�ese men are com ing to Avalon to work

on a job that will take at least six months. We’ll make a rou tine
check, and I’ll try and make sure the whole ten will still be on
Avalon when and if you ar rive.”

�ey had to be sat is �ed with that. �ey checked all ways
from the mid dle, nor did it take long. �ere was no doubt. If
this was a Tommy Paine job, and it al most surely was, then
there was only one way in which he could have es caped from
the planet and that was by the sin gle space craft that had left,
des ti na tion Avalon. He was not on the planet, that was de�  nite
Ronny felt. A stranger on New De los was as con spic u ous as a
wal rus in a gold �sh bowl. �ere sim ply were no such.

�ey spent most of their time check ing and recheck ing
United Plan ets per son nel, but there was no ques tion there ei‐ 
ther.

Mouley Has san and oth ers of UP per son nel helped cut the
red tape in volved in get ting exit visas from New De los. It
wasn’t as com pli cated as it might have been a week or two be‐ 
fore. No one seemed to be so con � dent of his au thor ity in the
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new pro vi sional gov ern ment that he dared veto a United Plan‐ 
ets re quest.

Mouley Has san was able to ar range for a small space yacht,
slower than a mil i tary craft, but ca pa ble of get ting them to
Avalon in a few days time. A one-man crew was suffi  cient,
Ronny, and es pe cially Tog, could spell him on the watches.

Time aboard was spent largely in study ing up on Avalon,
go ing over and over again any thing known about the elu sive
Tommy Paine, and play ing Bat tle Chess and bick er ing with
Tog Lee Chang Chu.

If it hadn’t been for this abil ity to ar gue against just about
any thing Ronny man aged to say, he could have been at tracted
to her to the detri ment of the job. She was a good trav eler, few
peo ple are; she was an ul tra-effi  cient as sis tant; she was a joy to
look at; and she never in truded. But, Great Guns, the woman
could bicker.

�e two of them were study ing in the ship’s lux u ri ous
lounge when Ronny looked up and said, “Do you have any idea
why those six agents were sent to Avalon?”

“No,” she said.
He in di cated the book let he was read ing. “From what I can

see here, it sounds like one of the most ad vanced plan ets in the
UP. �ey’ve made some of the most use ful ad vances in in dus‐ 
trial tech niques of the past cen tury.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Tog mused. “I haven’t much re gard for
In dus trial Feu dal ism my self. It starts off with a bang, but tends
to go ster ile.”

“In dus trial feu dal ism,” he said in dig nantly. “What do you
mean? �e gov ern ment is a con sti tu tional monar chy with the
king merely a pow er less sym bol. �e stan dard of liv ing is high.
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Elec tions are hon est and demo cratic. �ey’ve got a three-party
sys tem.…”

“Which is largely phony,” Tog in ter rupted. “You’ve got to
do some read ing be tween the lines, es pe cially when the books
you’re read ing are turned out by the in dus trial feu dal is tic pub‐ 
lish ing com pa nies in Avalon.”

“What’s this in dus trial feu dal ism, you keep talk ing about?
Avalon has a sys tem of free en ter prise.”

“A gob bledy gook term,” Tog said, ir ri tat ingly. “In dus trial
feu dal ism is a so cio-eco nomic sys tem that de vel ops when in‐ 
dus trial wealth is con cen trated into the hands of a com par a‐ 
tively few fam i lies. It � nally gets to the point of a closed cir cle
all but im pos si ble to break into. �ese in dus trial feu dal is tic
fam i lies be come so pow er ful that only in rare in stances can
any one lift him self into their so ci ety. �ey dom i nate ev ery
�eld, in clud ing the so-called la bor unions, which amount to
one of the big gest busi nesses of all. With their un lim ited re‐ 
sources they even own ev ery means of dis pens ing in for ma tion.”

“You mean,” Ronny ar gued, “that on Avalon you can’t start
up a news pa per of your own and say what ever you wish?”

“Cer tainly you can, the o ret i cally. If you have the re sources.
Un for tu nately, such en ter prises be come in creas ingly ex pen sive
to start. Or you could start a ra dio, TV or Tri-Di sta tion—if
you had the re sources. How ever, even if you over came all your
hand i caps and your news pa per or broad cast ing sta tion be came
a suc cess, the in dus trial feu dal is tic fam i lies in con trol of
Avalon’s pub lish ing and broad cast ing �elds have the end less re‐ 
sources to buy you out, or squeeze you out, by one nasty means
or an other.”

Ronny snorted. “Well, the peo ple must be sat is �ed or they’d
vote some fun da men tal changes.”
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Tog nod ded. “�ey’re sat is �ed, and no won der. Since child‐ 
hood ev ery means of form ing their opin ions have been in the
hands of in dus trial feu dal is tic fam i lies—in clud ing the schools.”

“You mean the schools are pri vate?”
“No, they don’t have to be. �e gov ern ment is com pletely

dom i nated by the �fty or so fam i lies which for all prac ti cal pur‐ 
poses own Avalon. �at in cludes the schools. Some of the
higher in sti tu tions of learn ing are pri vate, but they, too, are
largely de pen dent upon grants from the fam i lies.”

* * * *

Ronny was ir ri tated by her know-all air. He tapped the book
he’d been read ing with a �n ger. “�ey don’t con trol the gov ern‐ 
ment. Avalon’s got a three-party sys tem. Any time the peo ple
don’t like the gov ern ment, they can vote in an al ter na tive.”

“�at’s an op ti cal il lu sion. �ere are three par ties, but each
is dom i nated by the �fty fam i lies, and elec tion laws are such
that for all prac ti cal pur poses it’s im pos si ble to start an other
party. �e o ret i cally it’s pos si ble, ac tu ally it isn’t. �e vot ers can
vary back and forth be tween the three po lit i cal par ties but it
doesn’t make any diff er ence which one they elect. �ey all
stand for the same thing—a con tin u a tion of the sta tus quo.”

“�en you claim it isn’t democ racy at all?”
Tog sighed. “�at’s a much abused word. Ac tu ally, pure

democ racy is sel dom seen. �ey pretty well had it in prim i tive
so ci ety where gov ern ment was based on the fam ily. You voted
for one of your rel a tives in your clan to rep re sent you in the
tribal coun cils. Ev ery one in the tribe was equal so far as ap por‐ 
tion ments of the ne ces si ties of life were con cerned. No one,
even the tribal chiefs, ate bet ter than any one else, no one had a
bet ter home.”
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Ronny said, snap pishly, “And if man had re mained at that
level, we’d never have got ten any where.”

“�at’s right,” she said. “For progress, man needed a leisure
class. Some body with the time to study, to ex per i ment, to work
things out.”

He said, “We’re get ting away from the point. You said in
spite of ap pear ances they don’t have democ racy on Avalon.”

“�ey have a pre tense of it. But only free men can prac tice
democ racy. So long as your food, cloth ing and shel ter are con‐ 
trolled by some one else, you aren’t free. Wait un til I think of an
ex am ple.” She put her right fore �n ger to her chin, thought‐ 
fully.

Holy smokes, she was a cute trick. If only she wasn’t so con‐ 
founded ir ri tat ing.

Tog said, “Do you re mem ber the State of Cal i for nia in
Earth his tory?”

“I think so. On the west coast of North Amer ica.”
“�at’s right. Well, back in the Twen ti eth Cen tury, Chris‐ 

tian cal en dar, they had an eco nomic de pres sion. Dur ing it a
crack pot or ga ni za tion called �irty Dol lars Ev ery �urs day
man aged to get it self on the bal lot. Times were bad enough but
had this par tic u lar bunch got into power it would have be come
chaotic. At �rst no think ing per son took them se ri ously, how‐ 
ever a ma jor ity of peo ple in Cal i for nia at that time had lit tle to
lose and in the � nal week or so of the elec tion cam paign the
polls showed that �irty Dol lars Ev ery �urs day was go ing to
win. So, a few days be fore vot ing many of the larger in dus tries
and busi nesses in the State ran full page ads in the news pa pers.
�ey said sub stan tially the same thing. If �irty Dol lars Ev ery
�urs day wins this elec tion, our con cern will close its doors. Do not
bother to come back to work Mon day.”
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Ronny was scowl ing at her. “What’s your point?”
She shrugged del i cate shoul ders. “�e crack pots were de‐ 

feated, of course, which was ac tu ally good for Cal i for nia. But
my point is that the vot ers of Cal i for nia were not ac tu ally free
since their liveli hoods were con trolled by oth ers. �is is an ex‐ 
treme case, of course, but the fact al ways ap plies.”

A thought sud denly hit Ronny Bron ston. “Look,” he said.
“Tommy Paine. Do you think he’s merely es cap ing from New
De los, or is it pos si ble that Avalon is his next des ti na tion? Is he
go ing to try and over throw the gov ern ment there?”

She was shak ing her head, but frown ing. “I don’t think so.
�ings are quite sta ble on Avalon.”

“Sta ble?” he scowled at her. “From what you’ve been say ing,
they’re pretty bad.”

She con tin ued to shake her head. “Don’t mis un der stand,
Ronny. On an as sign ment like this, it’s easy to get the im pres‐ 
sion that all the United Plan ets are in a state of so cio-po lit i cal
con fu sion, but it isn’t so. A small mi nor ity of plan ets are ripe
for the sort of trou ble Tommy Paine stirs up. Most are work ing
away, de vel op ing, mak ing progress, slowly evolv ing. Avalon is
one of these. �e way things are there, Tommy Paine couldn’t
make a dent on chang ing things, even if he wanted to, and
there’s no par tic u lar rea son to be lieve he does.”

Ronny growled. “From what I can learn of the guy he’s anx‐ 
ious to stir up trou ble wher ever he goes.”

“I don’t know. If there’s any pat tern at all in his ac tiv i ties, it
seems to be that he picks spots where things are ripe to boil
over on their own. He acts as a cat a lyst. In a place like Avalon
he wouldn’t get to �rst base. Pos si bly �fty years from now,
things will have de vel oped on Avalon to the point where there
is dis sat is fac tion. By that time,” she said dryly, “we’ll as sume
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Tommy Paine will no longer be a prob lem to the Com mis sariat
of In ter plan e tary Aff airs for one rea son or the other.”

Ronny took up his book again. He growled, “I can’t �g ure
out his mo ti va tion. If I could just put my �n ger on that.”

For once she agreed with him. “I’ve got an idea, Ronny, that
once you have that, you’ll have Tommy Paine.”

* * * *

�ey drew blank on Avalon.
Or, at least, it was drawn for them be fore they ever ar rived.
�e Sec tion G agent per ma nently as signed to that planet

had al ready checked and dou ble checked the pos si bil i ties. None
of the four-man crew of the UP space craft had been on New
De los at the time of the as sas si na tion of the God-King. �ey,
and their craft, had been light-years away on an other job.

Ronny Bron ston couldn’t be lieve it. He sim ply couldn’t be‐ 
lieve it.

�e older agent, his name was Jheru Bulc hand, was de�  nite.
He went over it with Ronny and Tog in a bar ad join ing UP
head quar ters. He had dossiers on each of the ten men, de tailed
dossiers. On the face of it, none of them could be Paine.

“But one of them has to be,” Ronny pleaded. He ex plained
their method of elim i nat ing the forty-eight em ploy ees of UP
on New De los.

Bulc hand shrugged. “You’ve got holes in that method of
elim i na tion. You’re as sum ing Tommy Paine is an in di vid ual,
and you have no rea son to. My own the ory is that it’s an or ga‐ 
ni za tion.”

Ronny said un hap pily, “�en you’re of the opin ion that
there is a Tommy Paine?”
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�e older agent was puffi ng com fort ably on an old style
briar pipe. He nod ded de�  nitely. “I be lieve Tommy Paine ex ists
as an or ga ni za tion. Pos si bly once, orig i nally, it was a sin gle per‐ 
son, but now it’s a group. How large, I wouldn’t know. Prob a‐ 
bly not too large or by this time some body would have be trayed
it, or some body would have cracked and we would have caught
them. Catch one and you’ve got the whole or ga ni za tion what
with our mod ern means of in ter ro ga tion.”

Tog said, “I’ve heard the opin ion be fore.”
Jheru Bulc hand pointed at Ronny with his pipe stem. “If its

an or ga ni za tion, then none of that elim i nat ing you did is valid.
Your as sas sin could have been one of the women. He could
have been one of the men you elim i nated as too young—some‐ 
one re cently ad mit ted to the Tommy Paine or ga ni za tion.”

Ronny checked the last of his the o ries. “Why did Sec tion G
send six of its agents here?”

“Noth ing to do with Tommy Paine,” Bulc hand said. “It’s a
diff er ent sort of cri sis.”

“Just for my own sat is fac tion, what kind of cri sis?”
Bulc hand sketched it quickly. “�ere are two Earth type

plan ets in this so lar sys tem. Avalon was the �rst to be col o‐ 
nized and de vel oped rapidly. Af ter a cou ple of cen turies, Aval‐ 
o ni ans went over and set tled on Catalina. �ey even tu ally set
up a gov ern ment of their own. Now Avalon has a sur plus of in‐ 
dus trial prod ucts. Her eco nomic sys tem is such that she pro‐ 
duces more than she can sell back to her own peo ple. �ere’s a
glut.”

Tog said de murely, “So, of course, they want to dump it in
Catalina.”

Bulc hand nod ded. “In fact, they’re will ing to give it away.
�ey’ve off ered to build rail roads, turn over ships and air craft,
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do nate whole fac to ries to Catalina’s slowly de vel op ing econ‐ 
omy.”

Ronny said, “Well, how does that call for Sec tion G
agents?”

“Catalina has evoked Ar ti cle Two of the UP Char ter. No
mem ber planet of UP is to in ter fere with the in ter nal po lit i cal,
so cio-eco nomic or re li gious aff airs of an other mem ber planet.
Avalon claims the Char ter doesn’t ap ply since Catalina be longs
to the same so lar sys tem and since she’s a for mer colony. We’re
try ing to smooth the whole thing over, be fore Avalon dreams
up some ex cuse for mil i tary ac tion.”

Ronny stared at him. “I get the feel ing ev ery other sen tence
is be ing left out of your ex pla na tion. It just doesn’t make sense.
In the �rst place, why is Avalon as anx ious as all that to give
away what sounds like a fan tas tic amount of goods?”

“I told you, they have a glut. �ey’ve over pro duced and, as a
re sult, they’ve got a king-size de pres sion on their hands, or will
have un less they �nd mar kets.”

“Well, why not trade with some of the plan ets that want her
prod ucts?”

Tog said as though rea son ing with a young ster, “Plan ets
out side her own so lar sys tem are too far away for it to be prac‐ 
ti cal even if she had com modi ties they didn’t. She needs a
nearby planet more back ward than her self, a planet like
Catalina.”

“Well, that brings us to the more fan tas tic ques tion. Why in
the world doesn’t Catalina ac cept? It sounds to me like pure
phi lan thropy on the part of Avalon.”

Bulc hand was wag ging his pipe stem in a neg a tive ges ture.
“Bron ston, gov ern ments are never mo ti vated by ide al is tic rea‐ 
sons. In di vid u als might be, and even small groups, but gov ern‐ 
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ments never. Gov ern ments, in clud ing that of Avalon, ex ist for
the ben e �t of the class or classes that con trol them. �e only
things that mo ti vate them are the in ter ests of that class.”

“Well, this sounds like an ex cep tion,” Ronny said ar gu men‐ 
ta tively. “How can Catalina lose if the Aval o ni ans grant them
rail roads, fac to ries and all the rest of it?”

Tog said, “Don’t you see, Ronny? It gives Avalon a foothold
in the Catalina econ omy. When the lo co mo tives wear out on
the rail road, new en gines, new parts, must be pur chased. �ey
won’t be avail able on Catalina be cause there will be no rail road
in dus try be cause none will have ever grown up. Catalina man u‐ 
fac tur ers couldn’t com pete with that ini tial free gift. �ey’ll be
de pen dent on Avalon for fu ture equip ment. In the fac to ries,
when ma chines wear out, they will be re place able only with the
prod ucts of Avalon’s in dus try.”

Bulc hand said, “�ere’s an anal ogy in the early his tory of
the United States. When its �edg ling steel in dus try be gan,
they set up a high tar iff to pro tect it against British com pe ti‐ 
tion. �e British were amazed and in dig nant, point ing out that
they could sell Amer i can steel prod ucts at one third the lo cal
prices, if only al lowed to do so. �e United States said no
thanks, it didn’t want to be tied, in dus tri ally, to Great Britain’s
apron strings. And in a cou ple of decades Amer i can steel pro‐ 
duc tion passed Eng land’s. In a cou ple of more decades Amer i‐ 
can steel pro duc tion was many times that of Eng land’s and she
was tak ing British mar kets away from her all over the globe.”

“At any rate,” Ronny said, “it’s not a Tommy Paine mat ter.”
Just for luck, though, Ronny and Tog dou ble checked all

over again on Bulc hand’s eff orts. �ey in ter viewed all six of the
Sec tion G agents. Each of them car ried a sil ver badge that
gleamed only for the in di vid ual who pos sessed it. All of which
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elim i nated the pos si bil ity that Paine had as sumed the iden tity
of a Sec tion G op er a tive. So that was out.

�ey checked the four crew mem bers, but there was no
doubt there, ei ther. �e craft had been far away at the time of
the as sas si na tion on New De los.

On the third day, Ronny Bron ston, dis gusted, knocked on
the door of Tog’s ho tel room. �e door screen lit up and Tog,
look ing out at him said, “Oh, come on in, Ronny, I was just
talk ing to Earth.”

He en tered.
Tog had set up her Sec tion G com mu ni ca tor on a desk top

and Sid Jakes’ grin ning face was in the tiny, bril liant screen.
Ronny ap proached close enough for the other to take him in.

Jakes said hap pily, “Hi, Ronny, no luck, eh?”
Ronny shook his head, try ing not to let his face por tray his

feel ings of de feat. �is af ter all was a pro ba tion ary as sign ment,
and the su per vi sor had the power to send Ronny Bron ston back
to the drudgery of his offi ce job at Pop u la tion Sta tis tics.

“Still work ing on it. I sup pose it’s a mat ter of re turn ing to
New De los and grind ing away at the forty-eight em ploy ees of
the UP there.”

Sid Jakes pursed his lips. “I don’t know. Pos si bly this whole
thing was a false alarm. At any rate, there seems to be a hot ter
case on the �re. If our lo cal agents have it straight, Paine is
about to pull one of his coups on Kropotkin. �is is a top-top-
se cret, of course, one of the few times we’ve ever de tected him
be fore the act.”

Ronny was sud denly alert, his fa tigue of dis gust of but a
mo ment ago, com pletely for got ten. “Where?” he said.

“Kropotkin,” Jakes said. “One of the most back ward plan ets
in UP and seem ingly a setup for Paine’s sort of trou ble mak ing.
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�e au thor i ties, if you can use the term ap plied to Kropotkin,
are al ready com plain ing, threat en ing to in voke Ar ti cle One of
the Char ter, or to re sign from UP.” Jake looked at Tog again.
“Do you know Kropotkin, Lee Chang?”

She shook her head. “I’ve heard of it, rather vaguely. Named
af ter some old an ar chist, I be lieve.”

“�at’s the place. One of the few an ar chist so ci eties in UP.
You don’t hear much from them.” He turned to Ronny again.
“I think that’s your bet. Hop to it, boy. We’re go ing to catch
this Tommy Paine guy, or or ga ni za tion, or what ever, soon or
United Plan ets is go ing to know it. We can’t keep the lid on in‐ 
de�  nitely. If word gets around of his ac tiv i ties, then we’ll lose
mem ber plan ets like Christ mas trees shed ding nee dles af ter
New Year’s.” He grinned widely. “�at’s sounds like a neat
trick, eh?”

* * * *

Ronny Bron ston had got to the point where he avoided con‐ 
tro ver sial sub jects with Tog even when pro voked and she had a
sneaky lit tle way of pro vok ing ar gu ments. �ey had only one
re ally knock down and drag-out ver bal bat tle on the way to
Kropotkin.

It had started in no cently enough af ter din ner on the space
liner on which they had taken pas sage for the �rst part of the
trip. To kill time they were play ing Bat tle Chess with its larger
board and added con tin gents of pawns and cas tles.

Ronny said idly, “You know, in spite of the fact that I’m a
third gen er a tion United Plan ets cit i zen and em ployee, I’m just
be gin ning to re al ize how far out some of our mem ber plan ets
are. I had no idea be fore.”
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She frowned in con cen tra tion, be fore mov ing. She was ad‐ 
vanc ing her men in ech e lon at tack, tak ing losses in ex change
for ter ri tory and try ing to pen him up in such small space that
he couldn’t ma neu ver.

She said, “How do you mean?”
Ronny lifted and dropped a shoul der. “Well, New De los and

its theoc racy, for in stance, and Shangri-La and Mother and
some of the other plan ets with ex tremes in gov ern ment of so‐ 
cio-eco nomic sys tem. I hadn’t the vaguest idea about such
places.”

She made a dep re cat ing sound. “You should see Ama zo nia,
or, for that mat ter, the Or wellian State.”

“Ama zo nia,” he said, “does that mean what it sounds like it
does?”

She made her move and set tled back in sat is fac tion. Her
pawns were in such po si tion that his bish ops were both un us‐ 
able. He’d tried to play a pha lanx game in the early stages of
her at tack, but she’d bro ken through, rolling up his left �ank
af ter sac ri �c ing a cas tle and a knight.

“Cer tainly does,” she said. “A fairly re cently col o nized
planet. A few thou sand fem i nists no men at all—moved onto it
a few cen turies ago. And it’s still an out and out ma tri archy.”

Ronny cleared his throat del i cately. “With out men…ah,
how did they con tinue sev eral cen turies?”

Tog sup pressed her amuse ment. “Ar ti � cial in sem i na tion, at
�rst, so I un der stand. �ey brought their, ah, sup ply with
them. But then there were boys among the �rst gen er a tion on
the new planet and even the Ama zo ni ans weren’t up to cold
blood edly butcher ing their chil dren. So they merely en slaved
them. Nice girls.”
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Ronny stared at her. “You mean all men are au to mat i cally
slaves on this planet?”

“�at’s right.”
Ronny made an im prop erly thought out move, try ing to

bring up a cas tle to re in force his col laps ing �ank. He said, “UP
al lows any body to join ev i dently,” and there was dis gust in his
voice.

“Why not?” she said mildly.
“Well, there should be some stan dards.”
Tog moved quickly, dom i nat ing with a knight sev eral

squares he couldn’t aff ord to lose. She looked up at him, her
dark eyes spark ing. “�e point of UP is to in clude all the plan‐ 
ets. �at way at least con �ict can be avoided and some ex‐ 
change of sci ence, in dus trial tech niques and cul tural gains take
place. And you must re mem ber that while in power prac ti cally
no so cio-eco nomic sys tem will ad mit to the fact that it could
pos si bly change for the bet ter. But ac tu ally there is noth ing less
sta ble. So cio-eco nomic sys tems are al most al ways in a con di‐ 
tion of �ux. Plan ets such as Ama zo nia might for a time seem
so bru tal in their meth ods as to ex clude their right to civ i lized
in ter course with the rest. How ever, one of these days there’ll be
a change—or one of these cen turies. �ey all change, sooner or
later.” She added softly, “Even Han.”

“Han?” Ronny said.
Her voice was quiet. “Where I was born, Ronny. Col o nized

from China in the very early days. In fact, I spent my child‐ 
hood in a com mune.” She said mus ingly, “�e party bu reau‐ 
crats thought their sys tem an im preg nable, un change able one.
Your move.”

Ronny was fas ci nated. “And what hap pened?” He was in full
re treat now, and with nowhere to go, his pieces pinned up for
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the slaugh ter. He moved a pawn to try and open up his queen.
“Why don’t you con cede?” she said. “Tommy Paine hap‐ 

pened.”
“Paine!”
“Uh-huh. It’s a long story. I’ll tell you about it some time.”

She pressed closer with her own queen.
He stared dis gust edly at the board. “Well, that’s what I

mean,” he mut tered. “I had no idea there were so many va ri‐ 
eties of crack pot politico-eco nomic sys tems among the UP
mem ber ship.”

“�ey’re not nec es sar ily crack pot,” she protested mildly.
“Just at diff er ent stages of de vel op ment.”

“Not crack pot!” he said. “Here we are head ing for a planet
named Kropotkin which ev i dently prac tices an ar chy.”

“Your move,” she said. “What’s wrong with an ar chism?”
He glow ered at her, in out raged dis gust. Was it ab so lutely

im pos si ble for him to say any thing with out her dis agree ment?
Tog said mildly, “�e an ar chis tic ethic is one of the high est

man has ever de vel oped.” She added, af ter a mo ment of pretty
con sid er a tion. “Un for tu nately, ad mit tedly, it hasn’t been prac ti‐ 
cal to put to prac tice. It will be in ter est ing to see how they have
done on Kropotkin.”

“An ar chist ethic, yes,” Ronny snapped. “I’m no stu dent of
the move ment but the way I un der stand it, there isn’t any.”

Tog smiled sweetly. “�e be lief upon which they base their
teach ings is that no man is ca pa ble of judg ing an other.”

Ronny cast his eyes ceil ing ward. “Okay, I give up!”
She be gan rapidly re set ting the pieces. “An other game?” she

said brightly.
“Hey! I didn’t mean the game! I was just about to coun ter at‐ 

tack.”
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“Ha!” she said.

* * * *

�e Sec tion G agent on Kropotkin was named Hideka Ya‐ 
mamoto, but he was on a �eld tour and wouldn’t be back for
sev eral days. How ever, there wasn’t es pe cially any great hurry
so far as Ronny Bron ston and Tog Lee Chang Chu knew. �ey
got them selves or ga nized in the rather rus tic equiv a lent of a
ho tel, which was lo cated fairly near UP head quar ters, and took
up the usual prob lems of ar rang ing for lo cal ex change, meals,
means of trans porta tion and such ne ces si ties.

It was a greater prob lem than usual. In fact, hadn’t it been
for the pres ence of the UP or ga ni za tion, which had al ready
gone through all this the hard way, some of the diffi  cul ties
would have been all but in sur mount able.

For in stance, there was no lo cal ex change. �ere was no
medium of ex change at all. Ev i dently sim ple barter was the
rule.

In the ho tel—if it could be called a ho tel—lobby, Ronny
Bron ston looked at Tog. “An ar chism!” he said. “Oh, great. �e
high est ethic of all. And what’s the means of trans porta tion on
this won der ful planet? �e horse. And how are we go ing to get
a cou ple of horses with no means of ex change?”

She tin kled laugh ter.
“All right,” he said. “You’re the Man Fri day. You �nd out the

de tails and han dle them. I’m go ing out to take a look around
the town—if you can call this a town.”

“It’s the cap i tal of Kropotkin,” Tog said pla cat ingly, though
with a mock ing back ground in her tone. “Name of Bakunin.
And very pleas ant, too, from what lit tle I’ve seen. Not a bit of
smog, in dus trial fumes, street dirt, street noises—”
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“How could there be?” he in jected dis gust edly. “�ere isn’t
any in dus try, there aren’t any cars, and for all prac ti cal pur‐ 
poses, no streets. �e houses are a quar ter of a mile or so
apart.”

She laughed at him again. “City boy,” she said. “Go on out
there and en joy na ture a lit tle. It’ll do you good. Any body who
has cooped him self up in that one big city, Earth, all his life
ought to en joy see ing what the great out doors looks like.”

He looked at her and grinned. She was cute as a pixie, and
there were no two ways about that. He won dered for a mo ment
what kind of a wife she’d make. And then shud dered in wardly.
Life would be one big con tra dic tion of any thing he’d man aged
to get out of his trap.

He strolled idly along what was lit tle more than a coun try
path and it came to him that there were prob a bly few worlds in
the whole UP where he’d have been prone to do this within the
�rst few hours he’d been on the planet. He would have been
afraid, else where, of any thing from foot pads to po lice, from
un known ve hi cles to un known traffi c laws. �ere was some‐ 
thing be wil der ing about be ing an Earth ling and be ing set down
sud denly in New De los or on Avalon.

Here, some how, he al ready had a feel ing of peace.
Ev i dently, al though Bakunin was sup pos edly a city, its pop‐ 

u lace tilled their �elds and pro vided them selves with their own
food. He could see no signs of stores or ware houses. And the
UP build ing, which was no great ed i �ce it self, was the only
thing in town which looked even re motely like a gov ern men tal
build ing.

Bakunin was neat. Clean as a pin, as the ex pres sion went.
Ronny was vaguely re minded of a his tor i cal Tri-Di ro mance
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he’d once seen. It had been laid in an cient times in a com mu‐ 
nity of the Amish in old Penn syl va nia.

He ap proached one of the wooden houses. �e things would
have been price less on Earth as an an tique to be erected as a
mu seum in some crowded park. For that mat ter it would have
been price less for the wood it con tained. Ev i dently, the planet
Kropotkin still had con sid er able vir gin for est.

An old-timer smok ing a pipe, sat on the cot tage’s front step.
He nod ded po litely.

Ronny stopped. He might as well try to get a lit tle of the
feel of the place. He said cour te ously, “A pleas ant evening.”

�e old-timer nod ded. “As evenings should be af ter a fruit‐ 
ful day’s toil. Sit down, com rade. You must be from the United
Plan ets. Have you ever seen Earth?”

Ronny ac cepted the in vi ta tion and felt a sooth ing calm de‐ 
scend upon him al most im me di ately. An al most dis turbingly
pleas ant calm. He said, “I was born on Earth.”

“Ai?” the old man said. “Tell me. �e books say that
Kropotkin is an Earth type planet within what they call a few
de grees. But is it? Is Kropotkin truly like the mother planet?”

Ronny looked about him. He’d seen some of this world as
the shut tle rocket had brought them down from the pass ing
liner. �e forests, the lakes, the rivers, and the great sec tions
un touched by man’s hands. Now he saw the ar eas be tween
homes, the neat �elds, the signs of hu man toil—the toil of
hands, not ma chines.

“No,” he said, shak ing his head. “I’m afraid not. �is is how
Earth must once have been. But no longer.”

�e other nod ded. “Our to tal pop u la tion is but a few mil‐ 
lion,” he said. �en, “I would like to see the mother planet, but
I sup pose I never shall.”
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Ronny said diplo mat i cally, “I have seen lit tle of Kropotkin
thus far but I am not so sure but that I might not be happy to
stay here, rather than ever re turn to Earth.”

�e old man knocked the ashes from his pipe by strik ing it
against the heel of a work-gnarled hand. He looked about him
thought fully and said, “Yes, per haps you’re right. I am an old
man and life has been good. I sup pose I should be glad that I’ll
un likely live to see Kropotkin change.”

“Change? You plan changes?”
�e old man looked at him and there seemed to be a very

faint bit ter ness, po litely sup pressed. “I wouldn’t say we planned
them, com rade. Cer tainly not we of the older gen er a tion. But
the trend to ward change is al ready to be seen by any one who
wishes to look, and our in sti tu tions won’t long be able to stand.
But, of course, if you’re from United Plan ets you would know
more of this than I.”

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what you’re talk ing about.”
“You are new in deed on Kropotkin,” the old man said. “Just

a mo ment.” He went into his house and emerged with a small
power pack. He in di cated it to Ronny Bron ston. “�is is our
de struc tion,” he said.

�e Sec tion G agent shook his head, be wil dered.
�e old-timer sat down again. “My son,” he said, “runs the

farm now. Six months ago, he traded one of our colts for a
small pump, pow ered by one of these. It was lit tle use on my
part to ar gue against the step. �e pump elim i nates con sid er‐ 
able work at the well and in ir ri ga tion.”

Ronny still didn’t un der stand.
“�e power pack is dead now,” the old man said, “and my

son needs a new one.”
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“�ey’re ex tremely cheap,” Ronny said. “An in dus tri al ized
planet turns them out in multi-mil lion amounts at prac ti cally
no cost.”

“We have lit tle with which to trade. A few hand i crafts, at
most.”

Ronny said, “But, good heav ens, man, build your selves a
plant to man u fac ture power packs. With a pop u la tion this
small, a fac tory em ploy ing no more than half a dozen men
could turn out all you need.”

�e old man was shak ing his head. He held up the bat tery.
“�is comes from the planet Archimedes,” he said, “one of the
most highly in dus tri al ized in the UP, so I un der stand. On
Archimedes do you know how many per sons it takes to man u‐ 
fac ture this power pack?”

* * * *

“A hand ful to op er ate the whole fac tory, Archimedes is fully
au to mated.”

�e old man was still mov ing his head neg a tively. “No. It
takes the to tal work ing pop u la tion of the planet. How many
diff er ent met als do you think are con tained in it, in all? I can
im me di ately see what must be lead and cop per.”

Ronny said un com fort ably, “Prob a bly at least a dozen, some
in mi cro scopic amounts.”

“�at’s right. So we need a highly de vel oped met al lur gi cal
in dus try be fore we can even be gin. �en a de vel oped trans‐ 
porta tion in dus try to take met als to the fac tory. We need power
to run the fac tory, hy dro-elec tric, so lar, or pos si bly atomic
power. We need a tool-mak ing in dus try to equip the fac tory,
the trans port in dus try and the power in dus try. And while the
men are em ployed in these, we need farm ers to pro duce food



107

for them, ed u ca tors to teach them the sci ences and tech niques
in volved, and an en ter tain ment in dus try to amuse them in their
hours of rest. As their lives be come more com pli cated with all
this, we need a de vel oped med i cal in dus try to keep them in
health.”

�e old man hes i tated for a mo ment, then said, “And, above
all, we need a highly com pli cated gov ern ment to keep all this
ac cu mu la tion of wealth in check and bal ance. No. You see, my
friend, it takes so cial la bor to pro duce prod ucts such as this, and
thus far we have avoided that on Kropotkin. In fact, it was for
such avoid ance that my an ces tors orig i nally came to this
planet.”

Ronny said, scowl ing, “�is gets ridicu lous. You show me
this ba si cally sim ple power pack and say it will ruin your so cio-
eco nomic sys tem. On the face of it, it’s ridicu lous.”

�e old man sighed and looked out over the vil lage un see‐ 
ingly. “It’s not just that sin gle item, of course. �e other day
one of my neigh bors turned up with a light bulb with built-in
power for a year’s time. It is the envy of the un think ing per sons
of the neigh bor hood most of whom would give a great deal for
such a source of light. A nephew of mine has some how even
ac quired a pow ered bi cy cle, I think you call them, from some‐ 
where or other. One by one, item by item, these prod ucts of
ad vanced tech nol ogy turn up—from whence, we don’t seem to
be able to �nd out.”

Un der his breath, Ronny mut tered, “Paine!”
“I beg your par don,” the old man said.
“Noth ing,” the Sec tion G agent said. He leaned for ward

and, a wor ried frown work ing its way over his face, be gan to
ques tion the other more closely.
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Af ter wards, Ronny Bron ston strode slowly to ward the UP
head quar ters. �ere was only a small con tin gent of United
Plan ets per son nel on this lit tle pop u lated mem ber planet but,
as al ways, there seemed to be an offi ce for Sec tion G.

Ronny stood out side it for a mo ment. �ere were voices
from within, but he didn’t knock.

In fact, he cast his eyes up and down the short cor ri dor. At
the far end was a desk with a girl in the In ter plan e tary Cul tural
Ex change De part ment work ing away in con cen tra tion. She
wasn’t look ing in his di rec tion.

Ronny Bron ston put his ear to the door. �e build ing was
prim i tive enough, rus tic enough in its con struc tion, to per mit
his hear ing.

Tog Lee Chang Chu was say ing se ri ously, “Oh, it was
chaotic all right, but no, I don’t re ally be lieve it could have been
a Tommy Paine case. Ac tu ally I’d sug gest to you that you run
over to Catalina. When I was on Avalon I heard ru mors that
Tommy Paine’s �n ger seemed to be stir ring around in the mess
there. Yes, I’d rec om mend that you take off for Catalina im me‐ 
di ately. If Paine is any where in this vicin ity at all, it would be
Catalina.”

For a mo ment, Ronny Bron ston froze. �en in au to matic
re �ex his hand went in side his jacket to rest over the butt of the
Model H au to matic there.

No, that wasn’t the an swer. His hand dropped away from
the gun.

He lis tened, fur ther.
An other voice was say ing, “We thought we were on the trail

for a while on Hec tor, but it turned out it wasn’t Paine. Just a
group of lo cal ag i ta tors fed up with the com mu nist regime
there. �ere’s go ing to be a blood bath on Hec tor, be fore
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they’re through, but it doesn’t seem to be Paine’s work this
time.”

Tog’s voice was mus ing. “Well, you never know, it sounds
like the sort of muck he likes to play in.”

�e strange voice said ar gu men ta tively, “Well, Hec tor needs
a few fun da men tal changes.”

“It could be,” Tog said, “but that’s their in ter nal aff airs, of
course. Our job in Sec tion G is to pre vent trou bles be tween the
diff er ing so cio-eco nomic and re li gious fea tures of mem ber
plan ets. What ever we think of some of the things Paine does,
our task is to get him.”

* * * *

Ronny Bron ston pushed the door open and went through.
Tog Lee Chang Chu was sit ting at a desk, non cha lant and pe‐ 
titely beau ti ful as usual, com fort ably seated in easy-chairs were
two young men by their at tire prob a bly cit i zens of United
Plan ets and pos si bly even Earth lings.

“Hello, Ronny,” Tog said softly. “Meet Fred eric Lipp man
and Pe dro Nazaré, both Sec tion G op er a tives. �is is my col‐ 
league, Ronald Bron ston, gen tle men. Fredric and Pe dro were
just leav ing, Ronny.”

�e two agents got up to shake hands.
Ronny said, “You can’t be in that much of a hurry. What’s

your as sign ment, boys?”
Lipp man, an earnest type, and by his ap pear ance not more

than twenty-�ve or so years of age, be gan to an swer, but
Nazaré said hur riedly, “Ac tu ally, it’s a con � den tial as sign ment.
We’re work ing di rectly out of the Oc tagon.”

Lipp man said, frown ing, “It’s not that con � den tial, Tog.
Bron ston’s an agent, too. What’s your as sign ment, Ronny?”
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Ronny said very slowly, “I’m be gin ning to sus pect that it’s
the same as yours and var i ous pieces are be gin ning to fall into
place.”

Lipp man was taken aback. “You mean you’re look ing for
Tommy Paine?” His eyes went to his as so ciate. “How could
that be, Tog? I didn’t know more than one of us were on this
job. Why, that means if Bron ston here �nds him �rst, I won’t
get my per ma nent ap point ment.”

Ronny looked at Tog Lee Chang Chu who was sit ting de‐ 
murely, hands in lap, and a re signed ex pres sion on her face. He
said, “Nor if you �nd him �rst, will I. Look here, Tog, how
many men does Sid Jakes have out on this as sign ment?”

“I wouldn’t know,” she said mildly.
He snapped, “A few dozen or so? Or pos si bly a few hun‐ 

dred?”
“It seems un likely there could be that many,” she said

mildly. She looked at the other two agents. “I think you two
had bet ter run along. Take my sug ges tion I made ear lier.”

“Wait a minute,” Ronny snapped. “You mean that they go
to Catalina? �at’s ridicu lous.”

Tog Lee Chang Chu looked at Pe dro Nazaré and he turned
and started for the door fol lowed by Fredric Lipp man who was
still scowl ing his puz zle ment.

“Wait a minute!” Ronny snapped. “I tell you it’s ridicu lous.
And why fol low her sug ges tions? She’s just my as sis tant.”

Pe dro Nazaré said, “Come on, Fred, let’s get go ing, we’ll
have to pack.” But Lipp man wasn’t hav ing any.

“His as sis tant?” he said to Tog Lee Chang Chu.
Tog Lee Chang Chu’s face changed ex pres sion in sud den

de ci sion. She opened her bag and brought forth a Sec tion G
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iden ti � ca tion wal let and �icked it open. �e badge was gold. “I
sug gest you hurry,” she said to the two agents.

�ey left, and Tog turned back to Ronny, her eye brows
raised ques tion ingly.

Ronny sank down into one of the chairs re cently oc cu pied
by the other two agents and tried to un ravel thoughts. He said
� nally, “I sup pose my ques tion should be, why do Ross Metaxa
and Sid Jakes send an agent of su per vi sor rank to act as as sis‐ 
tant to a pro ba tion ary agent? But that’s not what I’m ask ing
yet. First, Lipp man just called his buddy Tog. How come?”

Tog took her seat again, rue ful res ig na tion on her face. “You
should be �g ur ing it out on your own by this time, Ronny.”

He looked at her bel liger ently. “I’m too stupid, eh?” �e
anger was grow ing within him.

“Tog,” she said. “It’s a nick name, or pos si bly you might call
it a ti tle. Tog. T-O-G. �e Other Guy. My name is Lee
Chang Chu, and I’m of su per vi sor grade presently work ing at
de vel op ing new Sec tion G op er a tives. Con sid er ing the con tin‐ 
u ing rapid growth of UP, and the con tin u ing crises that come
up in UP ac tiv i ties, de vel op ing new op er a tives is one of the de‐ 
part ment’s most press ing jobs. Each new agent, on his �rst as‐ 
sign ment, is al ways paired with an ex pe ri enced old-timer.”

“I see,” he said �atly. “Your prin ci pal job be ing to nee dle the
�edg ing, eh?”

She low ered her eyes. “I wouldn’t ex actly word it that way,”
she said. She was ob vi ously un re pen tant.

He said, “You must get a lot of laughs out of it. If I say, it
seems to me democ racy is a good thing, you give me an ar gu‐ 
ment about the su pe ri or ity of rule by an elite. If I say an ar‐ 
chism is ridicu lous, you dredge up an opin ion that it’s man’s
high est ethic. You must laugh your self to sleep at nights. You
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and Metaxa and Jakes and ev ery other agent in Sec tion G. Ev‐ 
ery body is in on the Tog gag but the sucker.”

“Some times there are amus ing el e ments to the work,” Lee
Chang con ceded, de murely.

“Just one more thing I’d like to ask,” Ronny rapped. “�is
�rst as sign ment, agents are given. Is it al ways to look for
Tommy Paine?”

She looked up at him, said noth ing, but her eyes were ques‐ 
tion ing.

“Don’t worry,” he snapped. “I’ve al ready found out who
Paine is.”

“Ah?” She was sud denly in ter ested. “�en I’m glad I or dered
that other pro ba tion ary agent to leave. Ev i dently, he hasn’t.
Ob vi ously, I didn’t want the two of you com par ing notes.”

“No, that would never do,” he said bit terly. “Well, this is the
end of the as sign ment so far as you and I are con cerned. I’m
head ing back for Earth.”

“Of course,” she said.

* * * *

He had time on the way to think it all over, and over and
over again, and a great deal of it sim ply didn’t make sense. He
had enough in for ma tion to be dis il lu sioned, sick at heart. To
have crum bled an ide al is tic ed i �ce that had taken a life time to
build. A life time? At least three. His fa ther and his grand fa ther
be fore him had had the dream. He’d been weaned on the ide al‐ 
is tic pur poses of the United Plan ets and man’s fated growth
into the stars.

He was a third-gen er a tion dreamer of par tic i pat ing in the
glory. His grand fa ther had been a cit i zen of Earth and gave up
a com mer cial po si tion to take a job that amounted to lit tle
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more than a jan i tor in an ob scure de part ment of In ter plan e tary
Fi nan cial Clear ing. He wanted to get into the big job, into
space, but never made it. Ronny’s fa ther man aged to work up
to the point where he was a su per vi sor in In ter plan e tary Med i‐ 
cal Ex change, in the tab u lat ing de part ment. He, too, had
wanted into space, and never made it. Ronny had loved them
both. In a way ful �ll ing his own dreams had been a debt he
owed them, be cause at the same time he was ful �ll ing theirs.

And now this. All that had been gold, was sud denly gilted
lead. �e dream had be come con temp tu ous night mare.

Fi nally back in Greater Wash ing ton, he went im me di ately
from the shut tle port to the Oc tagon. His Bu reau of In ves ti ga‐ 
tion badge was enough to see him through the guide-guards
and all the way through to the offi ce of Irene Kasan sky.

She looked up at him quickly. “Hi,” she said. “Ronny Bron‐ 
ston, isn’t it?”

“�at’s right. I want to see Com mis sioner Metaxa.”
She scowled. “I can’t work you in now. How about Sid

Jakes?”
He said, “Jakes is in charge of the Tommy Paine rou tine,

isn’t he?”
She shot a sharper look up at him. “�at’s right,” she said

war ily.
“All right,” Ronny said. “I’ll see Jakes.”
Her deft right hand slipped open a drawer in her desk.

“You’d bet ter leave your gun here,” she said. “I’ve known pro ba‐ 
tion ary agents to get ex cited, in my time.”

He looked at her.
And she looked back, her gaze level.
Ronny Bron ston shrugged, slipped the Model H from un‐ 

der his armpit and tossed it into the drawer.
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Irene Kasan sky went back to her work. “You know the way,”
she said.

�is time Ronny Bron ston pushed open the door to Sid
Jakes’ offi ce with out knock ing. �e Sec tion G su per vi sor was
por ing over re ports on his desk. He looked up and grinned his
Sid Jakes’ grin.

“Ronny!” he said. “Wel come back. You know, you’re one of
the quick est men ever to re turn from a Tommy Paine as sign‐ 
ment. I was talk ing to Lee Chang only a day or so ago. She
said you were on your way.”

Ronny grunted, his anger grow ing within him. He low ered
him self into one of the room’s heavy chairs, and glared at the
other.

Sid Jakes chuck led and leaned back in his chair. “Be fore we
go any fur ther, just to check, who is Tommy Paine?”

Ronny snapped, “You are.”
�e su per vi sor’s eye brows went up.
Ronny said, “You and Ross Metaxa and Lee Chang Chu—

and all the rest of Sec tion G. Sec tion G is Tommy Paine.”
“Good man!” Sid Jakes chor tled. He �icked a switch on his

or der box. “Irene,” he said, “how about clear ing me through to
the com mis sioner? I want to take Ronny in for his � nals.”

Irene snapped back some thing and Sid Jakes switched off
and turned to Ronny hap pily. “Let’s go,” he said. “Ross is free
for a time.”

Ronny Bron ston said noth ing. He fol lowed the other. �e
rage within him was still mount ing.

In the months that had elapsed since Ronny Bron ston had
seen Ross Metaxa the lat ter had changed not at all. His cloth‐ 
ing was still sloppy, his eyes bleary with lack of sleep or abun‐ 



115

dance of al co hol—or both. His ex pres sion was still sour and
skep ti cal.

He looked up at their en try and scowled, and made no ef‐ 
fort to rise and shake hands. He said to Ronny sourly, “Okay,
sound off and get it over with. I haven’t too much time this af‐ 
ter noon.”

Ronny Bron ston was just be gin ning to feel ten ta cles of cold
doubt, but he sup pressed them. �e boil ing anger was up per‐ 
most. He said �atly, “All my life I’ve been a ded i cated United
Plan ets man. All my life I’ve con sid ered its eff orts the most
praise wor thy and great est en deavor man has ever at tempted.”

“Of course, old chap,” Jakes told him cheer fully. “We know
all that, or you wouldn’t ever have been cho sen as an agent for
Sec tion G.”

Ronny looked at him in dis gust. “I’ve re signed that po si tion,
Jakes.”

Jakes grinned back at him. “To the con trary, you’re now in
the process of re ceiv ing per ma nent ap point ment.”

Ronny snorted his dis gust and turned back to Metaxa. “Sec‐ 
tion G is a se cret de part ment of the Bu reau of In ves ti ga tion
de voted to sub vert ing Ar ti cle One of the United Plan ets Char‐ 
ter.”

Metaxa nod ded.
“You don’t deny it?”
Metaxa shook his head.
“Ar ti cle One,” Ronny snapped, “is the ba sic foun da tion of

the Char ter which ev ery mem ber of UP and par tic u larly ev ery
cit i zen of United Plan ets, such as our selves, has sworn to up‐ 
hold. But the very rea son for the ex is tence of this Sec tion G is
to in ter fere with the in ter nal aff airs of mem ber plan ets, to sub‐ 
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vert their gov ern ments, their eco nomic sys tems, their re li gions,
their ideals, their very way of life.”

Metaxa yawned and reached into a desk drawer for his bot‐ 
tle. “�at’s right,” he said. “Any body like a drink?”

Ronny ig nored him. “I’m sur prised I didn’t catch on even
sooner,” he said. “On New De los Mouley Has san, the lo cal
agent, knew the God-King was go ing to be as sas si nated. He
brought in ex tra agents and even a de tail of Space Forces
guards for the emer gency. He prob a bly en gi neered the as sas si‐ 
na tion him self.”

“Nope,” Jakes said. “We sel dom go that far. Lo cal rebels did
the ac tual work, but, ad mit tedly, we knew what they were plan‐ 
ning. In fact, I’ve got a sneak ing sus pi cion that Mouley Has san
pro vided them with the bomb. �at lad’s a bit too ded i cated.”

“But why,” Ronny blurted. “�at’s de lib er ately in ter fer ing
with in ter nal aff airs. If the word got out, ev ery planet in UP
would re sign.”

“Prob a bly no planet in the sys tem that needed a change so
badly,” Metaxa growled. “If they were ever go ing to swing into
real progress, that hi er ar chy of priests had to go.” He snorted.
“An im mor tal God-King, yet.”

Ronny pressed on. “�at was bad enough, but how about
this planet Mother, where the colonists had at tempted to re‐ 
turn to na ture and live in the man ner man did in ear li est
times.”

“Most back ward planet in the UP,” Metaxa said sourly.
“�ey just had to be roused.”

“And Kropotkin!” Ronny blurted. “Don’t you un der stand,
those peo ple were happy there. �eir lives were sim ple, un com‐ 
pli cated, and they had achieved a hap pi ness that—”
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Metaxa came to his feet. He scowled at Ronny Bron ston
and growled, “Un for tu nately, the hu man race can’t take the
time out for hap pi ness. Come along, I want to show you some‐ 
thing.”

He swung around the cor ner of his desk and made his way
to ward a ceil ing-high book case.

Ronny stared af ter him, taken off guard, but Sid Jakes was
grin ning his amuse ment.

Ross Metaxa pushed a con cealed but ton and the book case
slid away to one side to re veal an el e va tor be yond.

“Come along,” Metaxa re peated over his shoul der. He en‐ 
tered the el e va tor, fol lowed by Jakes.

�ere was noth ing else to do. Ronny Bron ston fol lowed
them, his face still �ushed with the an gered ar gu ment.

�e el e va tor dropped, how far, Ronny had no idea. It
stopped and they emerged into a plain, sparsely fur nished vault.
Against one wall was a box like aff air that re minded Ronny of
noth ing so much as a deep-freeze.

For all prac ti cal pur poses, that’s what it was. Ross Metaxa
led him over and they stared down into its glass-cov ered in te‐ 
rior.

Ronny’s eyes bugged. �e box con tained the partly charred
body of an an i mal ap prox i mately the size of a rab bit. No, not
an an i mal. It had ob vi ously once been clothed, and its limbs
were ob vi ously those of a tool us ing life form.

Metaxa and Jakes were star ing down at it solemnly, for once
no inane grin on the su per vi sor’s face. And that of Ross Metaxa
was more weary than ever.

Ronny said � nally, “What is it?” But he knew.
“You tell us,” Metaxa growled sourly.
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“It’s an in tel li gent life form,” Ronny blurted. “Why has it
been kept se cret?”

“Let’s go on back up stairs,” Metaxa sighed.
Back in his offi ce he said, “Now I go into my speech. Shut

up for a while.” He poured him self a drink, not off er ing one to
the other two. “Ronny,” he said, “man isn’t alone in the gal axy.
�ere’s other in tel li gent life. Dan ger ously in tel li gent.”

In spite of him self Ronny re acted in amuse ment. “�at lit tle
crea ture down there? �e size of a small mon key?” As soon as
he said it, he re al ized the ridicu lous ness of his state ment.

Metaxa grunted. “Ob vi ously, size means noth ing. �at lit tle
fel low down there was picked up by one of our Space Forces
scouts over a cen tury ago. How long he’d been drift ing through
space, we don’t know. Pos si bly only months, but pos si bly hun‐ 
dreds of cen turies. But how ever long he’s proof that man is not
alone in the gal axy. And we have no way of know ing when the
ex pand ing hu man race will come up against this other in tel li‐ 
gence—and who ever it was �ght ing.”

* * * *

“But,” Ronny protested, “you’re as sum ing they’re ag gres sive.
Per haps com ing in con tact with these aliens will be the best
thing that ever hap pened to man. Pos si bly that lit tle fel low
down there is the most benev o lent crea ture ever evolved.”

Metaxa looked at him strangely. “Let’s hope so,” he said.
“How ever, when found he was in what must have been a one-
man scout. He was dead and his craft was blasted and torn—
ob vi ously from some sort of weapons’ �re. His scout was ob vi‐ 
ously a mil i tary craft, highly equipped with what could only be
weapons, most of them so dam aged our en gi neers haven’t been
able to �g ure them out. To the ex tent they have been able to
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re con struct them, they’re scared silly. No, there’s no two ways
about it, our lit tle rab bit sized in tel li gence down in the vault
was killed in an in ter plan e tary con �ict. And sooner or later,
Ronny, man in his ex plo sion into the stars is go ing to run into
ei ther or both of the op po nents in that con �ict.”

Ronny Bron ston slumped back into his chair, his brain run‐ 
ning out a dozen leads at once.

Metaxa and Jakes re mained quiet, look ing at him spec u la‐ 
tively.

Ronny said slowly, “�en the pur pose of Sec tion G is to
push the mem ber plan ets of UP along the fastest path of
progress, to get them ready for the even tual, in evitable meet‐ 
ing.”

“Not just Sec tion G,” Metaxa growled, “but all of the
United Plan ets or ga ni za tion, al though most of the rank and
�le don’t even know our ba sic pur pose. Sec tion G? We do the
dirty work, and are proud to do it, by ev ery method we can de‐ 
vise.”

Ronny leaned for ward. “But look,” he said. “Why not sim‐ 
ply in form all mem ber plan ets of this com mon dan ger? �ey’d
all unite in the eff ort to meet the com mon po ten tial foe. Any‐ 
thing stand ing in the way would be brushed aside.”

Metaxa shook his head wearily. “Would they? Is a com mon
dan ger enough for man to change his in sti tu tions, par tic u larly
those per tain ing to prop erty, power and re li gion? His tory
doesn’t show it. Delve back into early times and you’ll re call,
for an ex am ple, that in man’s early dis cov ery of nu clear
weapons he al most de stroyed him self. �ree or four diff er ent
so cio-eco nomic sys tems co-ex isted at that time and all would
have pre ferred de struc tion rather than changes in their so cial
forms.”
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Jakes said, in an un wonted quiet tone, “No, un til some one
comes up with a bet ter an swer it looks as though Sec tion G is
go ing to have to con tinue the job of ad vanc ing man’s in sti tu‐ 
tions, in spite of him self.”

�e com mis sioner made it clearer. “It’s not as though we
deal with all our mem ber plan ets. It isn’t nec es sary. But you see,
Ronny, the best colonists are usu ally made up of the, well,
crack pot el e ment. �ose who are sat is �ed, stay at home. Amer‐ 
ica, for in stance, was set tled by the ad ven tur ers, the mal con‐ 
tents, the non-con form ists, the re li gious cultists, and even fugi‐ 
tives and crim i nals of Eu rope. So it is in the stars. A group of
colonists go out with their dreams, their schemes, their far-out
ideas. In a few cen turies they’ve pop u lated their new planet,
and of ten do very well in deed. But of ten not and a nudge, a
push, from Sec tion G can start them up an other rung or so of
the lad der of so cial evo lu tion. Most of them don’t want the
push. Few cul tures, if any, re al ize they are mor tal; like Hitler’s
Re ich, they ex pect to last at least a thou sand years. �ey re sist
any change—even change for the bet ter.”

Ronny’s de fenses were crum bling, but he threw one last
punch. “How do you know the changes you make are for the
bet ter?”

Metaxa shrugged heavy shoul ders. “It’s some times diffi  cult
to de cide, but we aim for changes that will mean an in creased
sci en ti�c progress, a more ad vanced in dus trial tech nol ogy,
more and bet ter ed u ca tion, the open ing of op por tu nity for ev‐ 
ery mem ber of the cul ture to ex ert him self to the full of his
abil i ties. �e last is par tic u larly im por tant. Too many cul tures,
even those that think of them selves as par tic u larly ad vanced,
sup press the in di vid ual by one means or an other.”
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Ronny was still men tally reel ing with the mag ni tude of it
all. “But how can you ac count for the fact that these alien in tel‐ 
li gences haven’t al ready come in con tact with us?”

Metaxa shrugged again. “�e So lar Sys tem, our sun, is way
out in a sparsely pop u lated spi ral arm of our gal axy. Un doubt‐ 
edly, these oth ers are fur ther in to ward the cen ter. We have no
way of know ing how far away they are, or how many sun sys‐ 
tems they dom i nate, or even how many other em pires of in tel‐ 
li gent life forms there are. All we know is that there are other
in tel li gences in the gal axy, that they are near enough like us to
live on the same type plan ets. �e more op por tu nity man has
to de velop be fore the ini tial con tact takes place, the stronger
bar gain ing po si tion, or mil i tary po si tion, as the case may be,
he’ll be in.”

Sid Jakes summed up the Tommy Paine busi ness for
Ronny’s sake. “We need ca pa ble agents badly, but we need ded‐ 
i cated and effi  cient ones. We can’t aff ord any thing less. So
when we come upon po ten tial Sec tion G op er a tives we send
them out with a trusted Tog to get a pic ture of these United
Plan ets of ours. It’s the quick est method of in doc tri na tion
we’ve hit upon; the agent lit er ally teaches him self by ob ser va‐ 
tion and par tic i pa tion. Usu ally, it takes four or �ve stops, on
this planet and that, be fore the pro ba tion ary agent be gins sym‐ 
pa thiz ing with the eff orts of this elu sive Tommy Paine. Es pe‐ 
cially since ev ery Sec tion G agent he runs into, in clud ing the
Tog, of course, �lls him full of sto ries of Tommy Paine’s ac tiv i‐ 
ties.

“You were one of the quick est to stum ble on the true na ture
of our Sec tion G. Af ter call ing at only three plan ets you saw
that we our selves are Tommy Paine.”
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“But…but what’s the end?” Ronny said plain tively. “You say
our job is ad vanc ing man, even in spite of him self when it
comes to that. We start at the bot tom of the evo lu tion ary lad‐ 
der in a con di tion of sav agery, clan com mu nism in gov ern ment,
sim ple an i mism in re li gion, and slowly we progress through
bar barism to civ i liza tion, through pa gan ism to the higher eth i‐ 
cal codes, through chat tel slav ery and then feu dal ism and be‐ 
yond. What is the � nal end, the Ul tima �ule?”

Metaxa was shak ing his head again. He poured him self an‐ 
other drink, off ered the bot tle this time to the oth ers. “We
don’t know,” he said wearily, “per haps there is none. Per haps
there is al ways an other rung on this evo lu tion ary lad der.” He
punched at his or der box and said, “Irene, have them do up a
sil ver badge for Ronny.”

Ronny Bron ston took a deep breath and reached for the
brown bot tle. “Well,” he said. “I sup pose I’m ready to ask for
my �rst as sign ment.” He thought for a mo ment. “By the way, if
there’s any way to swing it, I wouldn’t mind work ing with Su‐ 
per vi sor Lee Chang Chu.”



123

GUN FOR HIRE

Joe Pran tera called softly, “Al.” �e plea sur able, com fort able,
warm feel ing be gan spread ing over him, the way it al ways did.

�e older man stopped and squinted, but not sus pi ciously,
even now.

�e evening was dark, it was un likely that the other even
saw the cir cle of steel that was the mouth of the shot gun bar rel,
now rest ing on the car’s win dow ledge.

“Who’s it?” he growled.
Joe Pran tera said softly, “Big Louis sent me, Al.”
And he pressed the trig ger.
And at that mo ment, the uni verse caved in ward upon

Joseph Marie Pran tera.
�ere was nau sea and nau sea upon nau sea.
�ere was a fall ing through all space and through all time.

�ere was dou bling and twist ing and twitch ing of ev ery mus cle
and nerve.

�ere was pain, hor ror and tu mul tuous fear.
And he came out of it as quickly and com pletely as he’d

gone in.
He was in, he thought, a hos pi tal and his �rst re ac tion was

to think, �is here Cal i for nia. Ev ery thing diff er ent. �en his sec‐ 
ond thought was Some thing went wrong. Big Louis, he ain’t go ing
to like this.


