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A man's reach shoul d exceed his grasp
O what's a heaven for?
ROBERT BROMN NG (1855)

As Peter Reidinger was teleporting in gestalt with the huge Jerhattan Power
Station to bring the kinetics down from Padrugoi Space Station to Dhaka, an
exhausted group of nmen and wonmen were trying to reach the shelter of the
nearest shomti. Wth the bundl es they had snatched fromtheir honmes before
escapi ng the breached | evees, they staggered to higher ground al ong the nuddy
banks of the Jamuna River. They had to scranble to bridge the gaps in the

| evee nmounds that, in places, were sliding into the Jamuna's torrent. Despite
Hercul ean efforts by the government and the | ocal adnministrators in the

Raj shahi Division, the | evees had not supplied the | onged-for protection to
those living along its banks.

Anger at the "authorities" consuned Zahid Idris Mah and sustained himas he
sl ogged at the head of the group fromhis bari, flashing the long-life Iight
ahead of him In the gloomof this nonsoon, the tool at |east kept them from
slithering into places where the Januna had chewed ravines into the | evee bank
inits rush to the sea. He devoutly rmunbl ed prayers to Iswah that this too
was truly a "long-life" torch. He half expected it to fade out now, when it
was nost needed, |ike so many other itenms that cane to his small bari south of
Sirajganj as Rajshahi Division tried to-what was the ingraji word?-"upgrade"
himand the other jute farnmers.

They shoul d have kept a close watch on the levees in this storm They should
have worked nmore diligently to reinforce the collecting | akes al ong the Januna
Ri ver. They had pronised to do so, to keep nore of Bangl adesh from sliding
beneat h the Bay. He vaguely knew that a great new engi neering process that had
kept sone city in Italia fromdrowni ng had been adapted to keep the Bay of
Bengal frominundating the coastal regions near the mouth of the Padma. Mich

| and had been | ost along the seacoast in spite of the efforts of many, very

gi fted engi neers. The once inland city of Khul na was now protected by the
great Di ke, which had been erected three decades ago. Barisal City was al so
ringed south and east by the Ccean Dikes, invented by yet other westerners who
had been determined to keep their |and from drowni ng. Those islands that had
once dotted the Bay of Bengal: Bhola, Hatiya, and, Sondw p-where the Meghna
River flowed into the Bay-had been inundated and the people saved only by the
massi ve efforts of the Wrld Relief Organization

He had heard that the islands of Kutubdia and Maheskhali, near Cox's Bazar
were al so gone, and the tip of Chittagong. As Zahid had never been farther
fromhis bari than Sirajganj, these places mght as well have been in G eat
India or Meriki. What had happened to those who had hel ped before? Had they,
like so many others, deserted the Bangla in their hours of need? He w ped the
sudden spurt of winddriven rain fromhis face. Were they tired of rescuing
poor Bangl adeshi ? He wasn't surprised; who cared, but |swah, what happened to
t he poor? The wi nd snmacked at his | ean, work-honed frame again and he slid on
the nmud, the light briefly aimed to his right.



Was that debris now bobbing along on the swift flowing current the plants he
had struggled so to keep watered during the dry season? There was al ways too
much of everything-1swah be prai sed, he added quickly-when it wasn't needed.
The Januna had irrigated his fields but this was overdoing it.

"Where be those who ai d? Curses be on their nanmes and every generation of
them " Zahid roared above the wi nd, waving about both hands, making the
torchlight stab about the darkness.

Behind him Janila wailed, berating her husband. "Do not wave our |ight about
so! How am | seeing where to put ny feet? If it falls fromyour hand, how w I
we be seeing where dry land is?" She had hi ked up her sari, its sodden, muddy
hem bangi ng agai nst her thin calves. He had already reprimanded her severa
times for her inmodesty.

"Hush, woman. Rafiq and Rahi m have torches. Watch your sari that you do not
tempt Ayud Bondha. " To enphasi ze his displeasure in her demeanor, he

| engt hened his stride, sweeping the ray of light in front of himto see where
he was going. This disgruntled himmore, for it night appear to her that he
was heedi ng her conpl aint.

"How far to go now, Zahid?" Sal ma, Ayud Bondha's young wife, cried in ragged
gasps. She had to shout above the wi nd noi se. She was many nont hs pregnant
with her firstborn, and clunsy. Ayud was half carrying her, both of them
slipping about in the thick nud.

Zahid didn't like Salma. As a young girl, she had been chosen from her village
to go to the school to learn to read and wite and do sunms. Because of that,
she did not efface herself, as a proper woman shoul d, speaking out often in
the shomti with unseemy disregard of custom Ayud Bondha al ways i ndul ged
her, smiling and doing nothing to discipline her, as a husband shoul d.

"W will be seeing shomiti lights soon Zahid said and sent his beam ahead of
them squinting to see any glinmrer fromtheir destination. Shomti were stil
built on heavy concrete pillars, thanks be to Iswah, so their shelter renained
above the flooded | ands. There would be light cylinders-also of the long-life
variety-hung on the coners of the covered veranda to show refugees their way
t hrough the day's darkness, wi nd, and rain.

"Ai yeee!" screaned his wife, sliding her length in the nud, face down. The
fall both amused and irritated Zahid. Sputtering curses, he caught hold of her
armwith his free hand, the arc of the light he held going every whi ch way
agai n. Ayud Bondha grasped her other flailing armand, between them they
managed to lift her out of the nmud. Solicitously, Salnma used the |Iong end of
her al ready sodden sari to clear Jamla's nud-sneared face whil e she gasped
for breath and spat out the grit in her nouth.

"Aiyeee!" Jam |l a screamed again, wildly pointing at the rushing water.
"Something in the river!" She grabbed her husband's hand with her nuddi ed ones
and steadi ed the broad beam of the flashlight on what she had glinpsed when
his beamwas erratically flashing about.

"Nothing alive," Zahid retorted, trying to west control of the torch from
her .

"I see sonething, too," Salma said, and Zahid snarled under his breath. That
was all he needed. Her to side with the thin stick who was his wife.

"There is sonething," Ayud agreed, and by then the rest of their group had
caught up to them

Rafi g and Rahi m added their lights to his reluctant one and even he had to
admt that there was sonething, a small child perhaps, clinging to the fork of
two branches. Zahid was stunned. A tree of such size had to have fl oated down
all the way fromthe Terai region. Even as he watched, he saw novenent, a

wi de-open mouth in a white face, probably calling for help. Suddenly, the
current of the Januna whinsically pushed the tree closer to the |evee.
"Joldi!" cried Sal ma, pushing at Zahid. "Sahajyo! Quick! Help!"

"Ki kore? How?" Zahid demanded, one hand gesturing his hel pl essness whil e,
with the other, he stubbornly followed the slowly spinning nmass with his
light.

"Dig your feet in!" Rahimcried, |eaping forward. "W make a chain. Gab ny



hand, Rafiq. You, too, Jabbar, Khaliqg. Make a chain. Zahid, light us."
Rahi m barely got a firmgrip on Rafiq' s hand before Zahid pushed Jabbar and
Khaliq into place, naking hinmself the end of the human rescue line. He was as
heavy as Rahim and coul d be the anchor despite the slippery nmud. Hs wife
wai | ed and noaned that surely they would not be in time, that they would al
fall in the water and drown, and then what would become of then? Then Sal ma
grabbed the light from Zahid's hand as he was pulled forward, closer to the
edge of the levee. Frantically he dug his heels into the slippery soil

determ ned to stop his forward novenment. Khaliqg also dug his feet in. Then
Rahim living up to his name of "mighty soldier," caught hold of the nearest
branch of the tree fork and hauled it closer. He stretched the human chain to
its full length as he made his first grab at the child. It let out a shriek
that could be heard above the wind's screech and lay |inp across the bole.
Rahi m made a second grab and got a firmgrip on one |eg.

"Tana!" cried Rahim struggling to shift his bal ance back to the |evee.

Pull the others did, Jabbar going down on his knees in the nud to keep from
sliding further. As Rahimteetered backward, Khaliq dropped Jabbar's hand and
rushed to grab Rahim s shirt to draw himand his burden to the relative safety
of the higher bank. Salna focused the light on the tree that, its passenger
now safely ashore, was caught by an eddy and swirled away.

"Light, woman!" Zahid shouted, angrily snatching it back and shining it on the
chi | d.

Rai n sl anted down on the unconsci ous face and the open mouth. Suddenly Rahi m
jerked the tattered shirt down, glancing warily at Jam |l a who had bent to

exam ne the human fl ot sam

"Agirl child," she said. Then she saw and touched the linp left armthat
dangl ed at an unnatural angle. "Broken."

"G ve |Iswah thanks for preserving the child," murnured Zahid

"Did | do that?" asked Rahim panting fromhis exertions and reaching out to
the injured linb.

"I swah knows," Jamila said with pious absolution. "Young bones heal easily."
"You were holding the other arm RahimAi," Salina said, flinging a sodden
brai d over her shoul der.

"How coul d you see?" Zahid denanded.

"I was holding the light," she replied, but now Ayud Bondha tapped her
shoulder in tacit reprimand. | did see,"” she said defensively. Then she
fumbled in the bundl e she had over her shoul der and brought out a snoot hed
stick, wood oiled by long usage in cooking. "Janmila, this for a splint. Tie
with this." Dragging the end of a piece of fabric out, she gnawed a cut in the
hem and then, with a strong gesture, tore off the end. She handed the strip
and the utensil to Jamla.

Wth the experienced deftness of those accustomed to dealing with ninor
injuries, Jamla and Rahi m strai ghtened the thin arm agai nst the snooth wooden
stirrer and deftly wound the makeshift bandage around it. The fabric was

al ready sodden fromthe persistent rain but it would hold the tiny linb to the
splint.

"Jolki! Joldi! Be quick," Zahid said, irritated by the hol dup. He flashed his
light toward the Jamuna and everyone could see that the water had risen
against the levee in the short tinme since the child had been rescued.

Jamila cradled the child in one armand, with a toss of her head at the
scowl i ng Zahid, started off again. Zahid, inperiously waving his light, took a
few running steps to take up his forward position.

"Ami neta," he said in a fierce tone. "I amleading."

They had gone no nore than fifteen paces when he saw the bobbing of |ights
conming toward them

"Are you all right?" soneone shout ed.

"HAl'" Zahid yell ed back, cupping his free hand to his nouth.

"W were seeing you stop," the soneone said as half a dozen nen cane into the
beam of his torch.

"We are all right but our wonen are tired," Zahid called back. He did not w sh



to explain that, at great peril to their lives, they had rescued only a girl
child. The saving of a boy woul d have been worth braggi ng about.

"We have saved an injured child," Salina shouted.

Then the contingent fromthe shomti converged on them and assisted the weary
travelers the rest of the way up the slight but rmuddy incline to the wel cone
shelter of the conmunity center. The greedy waters of the Januna were stil
bel ow the | evee on this stretch, not yet washing at the sturdy columms t hat
hel d up the buil ding.

Sal ma had gone to school in this shomti so she called out to one of the
Teachers in the | argest room where a huge pot was sinmering on a brazier
"Rupoti Apa," she cried, and the worman | ooked up fromstirring the rice

m xture. "We found a child."

"Agirl child," Zahid said.

"We are all precious to Iswah," the Shikkhika said, giving Zahid a mildly
reprovi ng gl ance as she rose and cane forward to see the linp figure Janila
hel d out.

"Wth a broken arm 1s the daktar here?" Janila asked.

Shaki ng her head, Rupoti Apa peered at the linp body, noting the splinted arm
the many scratches and bruises, and a skin winkled fromlong i nmersion. "He
is not here. The child is not too badly hurt. Bring her and yourself, Sal mg,
to the fire and be warm Janila, take bows. W have rice and fish to eat. Hot
and good." She waved toward the stack of rough pottery bow s on the far side
of the brazier.

When Sal ma had eased herself to a sitting position by the fire, Janmla
transferred the child to her and set about serving the piled bows to those
from her bari.

Sal ma was gl ad of the excuse of the child and a position by the fire. Wen
Rupoti Apa handed her a bow of the rice, she nade a cradle of her danp sari
and put the child in it while she fingered the rice into her nouth. It was hot
and burned a little as it went down but the heat was wel come. So were the

pi eces of nmach she was delighted to find liberally sprinkled in the rice. She
tried not to eat too quickly but hunger was on her. Qut of the corner of her
eye, she saw Ayud, Rafiq, and Jabbar in the corridor, eating as quickly as
she. It was a generous portion and filled the enpty places in her

She was dozing, chin on her chest, when the child-ol der than a babe or it
woul d not have survived in the flood-finally roused. Its thin pained squal
roused others in the room Before Salnma could orient herself and renmenber why
she had a child in her lap, Rupoti Apa lifted the little girl out of her

i mprovi sed cradle.

"Daktar Mohamred is here and will tend her. Do you know whose child she is?"
Sal ma shook her head and went back to sleep, not willing to relinquish her

pl ace near the fire, now enbers of red charcoal. She never saw the child

agai n.

When the tel ekinetics that Peter Reidinger had carefully 'ported to Zia
Airport got to work, they managed to stem and control the flood crest before
the Buriganga River could inundate the sprawing city of Dhaka.

They could not repair all the | evees that had coll apsed al ong the four main
rivers, which shifted their beds as often as they changed their nanes,

Ganges/ Padma and Brahmaputra/Januna, along with the tributaries they acquired
on their journey down to the Bay of Bengal. Those who lived in Dhaka call ed
what fl owed past themthe Buriganga River. Fromthe east cane the |ess

feroci ous Meghna and Sital akhya rivers. It was feat enough at first to
reinforce the |l evees protecting a city of twelve mllion souls, spread out in
the apex of the river already enlarged by its tributaries. Lance Baden set up
hi s headquarters in a quickly evacuated building in Mtijheel, the financial
district of the city. There he directed the operations, quickly organizing and
sorting out the problens of the nost affected divisions: Rajshahi, Dhaka
itself, Barisal, and finally Chittagong, which had its own special problens



stemm ng from Kaptai Lake. \Whenever district engineers could make contact wth
Lance's personnel, he directed his telekinetics to send stopgap materiel to be
rammed into place.

He brought Bangl adeshi workers in fromthe drier divisions, Sylhet, the upper
Raj shahi, and Khulna. His kinetics nmanaged to seal the worst |evee coll apses
until reinforcing materials could be set into place along the Buriganga. A
speci al teamwas naking certain that the ragi ng Jamuna woul d not underm ne the
Great Jamuna Bridge. That renowned structure was a source of great pride to
al | Bangl adeshi, built as it was by their |abor and their hard-earned takas.
Four days later, when the weather satellites reported the abatenent of the
nmonsoon, additional relief personnel and supplies were airlifted in and the
wor k of noppi ng up began. Despite urgent entreaties fromtheir section bosses
on the Padrugoi Station, and outright threats and rantings from Conmm ssi oner
Ludnmi | | a Barchenka, the teamdid not rush back

The injured were cared for, the homel ess were sheltered, the hungry fed, and

t he bedraggl ed cl othed. The npbst needy towns were supplied with food, fresh
water, and seed. Fortunately, the extrenely fertile soil of Bangl adesh could
produce two crops a year-with any luck-so there night still be a harvest later
in the year. Wile the weather had certainly been unlucky around the world, it
was | ate October and perhaps the nobnsoons were over

Among t he honel ess, the orphans were assigned to the various facilities,

exam ned, registered, and, depending on their ages and abilities, given such
conmmunity tasks in the center as their age suggested. The child who had been
rescued fromthe Janmuna, was sent to an orphanage just south of Bogra. The

| ocal industry of hat-maki ng nade use of the ninble fingers of the ol der
children and their enployment was carefully nonitored by a tel epath, Bahadur
Ali Shan. He cane as often as he could, when the press of duties permtted,
but, as he had never seen any abuse or a shadow of it in the mnds of the

i ndustrious and generally happy children, he did not worry too rmuch when the
fl oods enl arged the orphanage conpl enent consi derably

The orphan girl froma small shomiti outside of Siradjganj was judged to be
four or five years of age. The broken armthat was nmentioned on the tag
carefully witten by Shikkhi ka Rupoti at the shomti did not appear on the X
ray taken at the Bogra medical center during the routine exam nation. A
greenstick fracture of the ulna was visible but the injury was so well heal ed
that the splint and bandage were superfluous. If anyone noticed that the
little girl kept stroking her left armover the site of the old break, they
did not mention it. The tag stated that the child was unknown to anyone in the
shomi ti. The exam ni ng physician found her uncommonly well grown and well

nouri shed, but noted that she did not speak

Possibly this is due to the trauma of her recent experience in the
flood-waters. But attenpts should be nmade to encourage her to speak. She
hasn't got a cleft palate, she's not speech-inpaired, and there is no
physi ol ogi cal reason why she is incapable of speech, read the medical report.
The nuns at the orphanage gently tried to wheedl e her name out of her but she
only regarded themwi th wi de eyes. A child of four or five should renmenber its
own nane.

"They're a deep blue, you know," Sister Epiphania said. "Not brown."

"Ch dear," said Sister Kathleen. A child of mxed races by no nmeans shocked
her for all they had both thought her Bangl adeshi. She peered at the delicate
features-so many Bangl adeshi children were beautiful. Some subtlety of feature
and physi que made her feel that, whatever she was, the child was not

hal f-caste. "Well, she's a child of God. W'd better give her a nane."

Si ster 'Phania considered this, laying a callused forefinger athwart her lips
in thought. "Zada? That neans |ucky."

"You' re assum ng she is Bengali ?"

"Well, yes. The report says that the bandage around her arm had been torn from
a sari. And | ook at her black hair!"

Sister Kathleen held a strand out, before tucking it back over the child's
shoul der. "What about Jarmuna as a nane? She was plucked fromit, after all."



"Not at all," 'Phania said, pressing her |ips together

"Kal i nda? Because she cane fromthe river?"

"Hhm " That didn't seem appropriate to 'Phania either

"If we go to a floral name, remenber we already have two Lilas. You woul dn't

li ke Kusa for grass? After all,"” and Kathleen pointed to the little patch of
ground, neatly fenced off with tw gs, which had absorbed the little girl once
she had finished hel ping to weed the kitchen garden, "she's clearly interested
in growi ng things. Maybe a farner's chil d?"

"Ruchi ?" ' Phani a suggested, "since that neans taste?"

"Hmm " Kat hl een deli berated a nonent, then shook her head.

"Rudra? That, | think, is for the rudrakha plant."

"I want sonmething that's her," and Kathl een snmoothed the girl's hair back and
smled with success. "Shaila," she said enphatically. "It means snall
nount ai n. "

Kat hl een squatted down beside the newWy nanmed child. "Say Shaila, dear. That's

your nane." The deep blue eyes regarded her calmy. "Let ne hear you say
Shail a, dear?"
"Shy ... la." The light voice stunbled.

"Shail a," Kathleen repeated the syllables. "You need a nane. You are Shaila."
"Di da?" the child asked, snmiling at the nun

"I do believe that's the first time she's snmiled," 'Phania said, pleased.
"No," Kathleen said to the little girl. "Shai ... la," and Kathleen repeated
it, accenting no syllable and poking the child lightly in the chest. "You are

Shaila. | am Sister Kathleen." She pointed to herself. "Sister Kathleen."
"Sss ... er," was the response. "Kaaa.
"She's ol d enough," 'Phania said with marked patience. "She should be able to

handl e three syllables.™

"The report says there's no physiol ogical reason for her not to speak."
Kat hl een sounded dubi ous even to herself. She hadn't heard a single word from
the child, even to one of the other babbling children. Bangl adeshi |oved to
talk and children chattered all the tine anmong thensel ves. Except this one.
"The trauma of nearly drowning," 'Phania stated.

"Shail a!" Kathleen repeated, deternmined to succeed in getting the child to
speak her new name if she did nothing el se that day. They had neglected this
little waif | ong enough, getting the others settled in. She put a finger on
the smal |l chest, repeating the name once again.

The child shook her head sol etmly and poking her chest with a nuddy thunb said
di stinctly, "AmaREEyah!"

" Amar eeyah?" The two nuns were fl abbergasted and | ooked at each other. Sister
Kat hl een | ooked back at the girl. "Amareeyah is your nane?"

"Amar eeyah!" Then the child turned back to her endl ess gardening, crooning
softly at her seedlings.

Si ster Epiphania sniled. "Amareeyah is a lovely nane." She did not add,
"better than Shaila" because that would have been unki nd.

"I don't recognize that as a Bengali nane," Kathl een nurnmnured.

"It could be," 'Phania said. "But she's definite that it's her nane."

When Father Salih arrived, he was sonewhat doubtful about the propriety of
bapti zi ng an orphan who night yet be claimed by a Muslimfanmly. He did wite
"Amar eeyah" down in his diary. Uncles or grandfathers had now taken away al

of the ol der boys who had been | odged at the Holy Innocents O phanage after
the flood. Even though the traditional H ndi thinking was giving way to nodem
pressures, girls were not so quickly claimed. Still, he sided with Sister
Kat hl een that Amareeyah had a nore European cast of countenance and physi que.
"She m ght even be younger than the doctor thought. She's well grown, which
m ght be nore her ethnic background than her chronol ogi cal age. Look at her
bone structure and conpare it with the nore fragile-looking Muslimgirls."
The three of them did, watching Amareeyah, her hair neatly brai ded down her
back, as she squatted by her "garden," carefully hoeing the ground with her
fingers. As usual she was crooning to her sprouting vegetabl es.

"What is she singing?" Father Salih asked the two European nuns.



Si ster Kathleen, who had a strong alto voice, shrugged. "Nothing | ever heard.
Surely nothing renotely Bangla. But she's no trouble. And she's very good
about weeding her rows. |If she's younger, are we asking too nuch of her?" she
finished with a worried frown.

"If she is doing it, let her," was Father Salih's advice.

"Wuld you also tell themin the diocese office that we may have a European
cygnet among our Bangl adeshi chi cks?" ' Phani a asked.

"I will be doing that," the priest replied but he didn't make a note of it
when he shoul d have. Later, he could not renenber exactly what it was he
shoul d have entered into his report of the visit to that area.

I n Dhaka, Lance Baden had continued to hoist in supplies. The heavy concrete
curves that could be sunk in the torrents to prevent nore | evee breaches were
vitally needed if they were to keep any nore of Bangl adesh fromflooding into
the Bay of Bengal. The Australian kinetic and his teans worked round the

cl ock. He never thought he would yearn for the six-hour shifts of Padrugo
Space Station. But he wasn't working under the tactless, stifling personality
of Barchenka and that made a difference. Kayankira, the head of the Delh

Par apsychi ¢ Center, had nmanaged to get through by fourwheel-drive truck and
now handl ed the emergency telepathic traffic.

The third day after they had controlled the worst of the flooding, |oca
non- Tal ented relief personnel approached himto |ocate some of those listed as
m ssing. That |ist was by no neans conplete. The drowned or fatally injured
bodi es-qui ckly buried or cremated-were slowy being registered. Anong the

m ssing were a civil engineer, Tony Bantam his wi fe, Nadezhda, and their
five-year-ol d daughter. They had not reached their destination, Nawabganj,
wher e Bant am had been assigned to survey the Taj hat Pal ace for possible
restoration before the beautiful palace disintegrated. Nadezhda was a
qualified architect and teammate. Their |ast known stop was Sirajganj, |ocated
at the confluence of the Tista and the Januna rivers. They had purchased fue
at the station there; Bantam had signed a Division chit the evening before the
nmonsoon hit. He had probably heard the weather report, since he was prudent
enough to fill his tank and several reserve containers, but what had happened
t he next day was anyone's guess. Bantam had a sturdy four-wheel drive vehicle
with flotation capabilities, in case he had to ford rivers, so they should
have been safe enough even in nmonsoon conditions. Tony was known to be a
conpetent driver. Hs wife was equally able for npbst contingencies. There was
no sign of the vehicle anywhere along the |ogical route they should have taken
to reach Nawabganj, nor was the chassis nunber reported when the fl oodi ng
receded enough to discl ose abandoned cars and trucks.

"Look, if you have anything of theirs to give ny 'finder,' Bahadur Rafi . . ."
Kayanki ra asked hopefully of Bantam s Bangl adeshi supervisor. The man had cone
to the inmprovised office to find out if the nmissing fam |y had been found.
Kayan's | arge eyes and expressive nmouth conveyed the urgency of her request.
Lance had only one nman in his group, Fred Kiersey, who had sonme "findi ng"
ability in his mainly kinetic Talent. Kayankira, unfortunately, had no one
stronger at her Center. Fred was already working | onger than normal hours,
shifting materiel kinetically to where it was urgently needed. In his "spare”
time, he tried, with possessions of the mssing, to find them He was

i nordinately pleased with his success rate even if he was only finding those
still alive.

"I'n Engi neer Bantam s office will be itenms he has been handling,"” replied the
man who had aut horized Tony Bantam s expedition. The Bahadur bowed hunbly,
hand to his forehead, and with great sadness in his large brown eyes. "I wll

be sending themto you as soon as may be."

"More chance of finding a trace if we al so have sonething of the wife and
child," Lance added, raising hopeful eyebrows.

"Their house was one of the many drowning," and Rafi Siti sadly gestured to
t he northwest where the Jamuna had swanped | owIlying | ands.



"Ch," Lance said, grimacing. Waterlogged itens would not emanate sufficient
traces of their owners to be useful to a linmted finder |ike Fred.

"It will take a few days to-" Rafi Siti broke off when Lance raised his hand
di scouragi ngly. "Accha! That may be too many days?"

"No, the water. We have no strong finder available,"” Kayankira said

apol ogetically. "W were |ucky enough to nuster the kinetics," and she
gestured at Lance Baden, who had never expl ai ned exactly how he and his nen
had managed to | and safely at monsoon-swept Zia Airport. She felt the
Bahadur's intense sorrow at his inpotence and i nwardly grimaced because she
could offer no real assistance. The nonsoon had cl ai ned so many |ives.

Lance was equal ly distressed. Had Barchenka not been so unreasonable in her
demands on the Tal ents, the necessary teams woul d have been in place |ong
before the flooding got out of hand. Lance clenched his fists. Wll, he had to
consol e hinself that the tel ekinetics had gotten to Bangl adesh at all-thanks
to young Peter Reidinger, the "skel eteant that Rhyssa Omen was training at the
Center for Parapsychics in Jerhattan. "Bring anything Bantam had handl ed a
lot. We'll do what we can."

The Bahadur brought his pal ns together and bowed his gratitude, slipping out
of the Talents' tenporary office with sorrow and dignity.

"W will do what we may," Kayankira said. "But first we need sonething to
trace with." She jotted a note down on her screen, adding to a list that was
al ready many pages | ong.

"I'f we get hold of something traceable, Kayan," Baden said, firmly resolving
that he woul d do what he personally could, "we can send it to Carnen Stein in
Jerhattan. She's the best finder I know of. O we could ask Rhyssa if we can
borrow her."

Kayankira gave a self-effacing grin. | have already asked, for | know her
reputati on. Rhyssa said she is desperately needed on some Linear problem
Maybe | ater."

They both turned to nore i mredi ate problens and all but forgot their resolve
in the press of other emnergencies.

The Bahadur had evidently delivered Tony Bantam s journal at a tinme when both
Lance and Kayankira were out of the office. Lance found it six days later
when he could no | onger delay the return of all his kinetics to Padrugo
Station. Cursing under his breath at failing to find the m ssing couple, Lance
was about to stuff the |eather-bound book in his |uggage when a picture fel
out, one of the old flat type that had been largely replaced with tri-d's. Al
t hree Bantans had posed for this, their daughter sitting between her parents,
| ooki ng straight at the canera, her expression solem, her hands crossed in
her lap. Tony Bantam Lance vaguely renenbered seeing himat sonme of the

Sout heast Asi a conferences-and his exotic-l1ooking wife were both | ooking down
at their child, with such proud and doting expressions that Lance felt a
sudden stab of anguish. Surely they hadn't perished. They deserved to live

| ong and happily together. He carefully slipped the photograph back into the
journal, making sure it was secure before he cl osed the book, and wapped it
in a clean hand towel so that the "traces" of Tony Bantam woul d not be marred.
He'd send the journal to Carmen Stein. She was good at finding |ost people,
especially famlies.

He nust remenmber to mention getting the journal to Kayankira, who had al ready
returned to Del hi where she was facing crises of her own. Meanwhile he had a
shuttle to catch and the newy pronoted General John Greene night be casua
about many things, but not about being on tine for a launch. As Lance took his
seat in the rattletrap ground vehicle that would take himto Zia, he thought
that the heat in Bangl adesh had one great advantage: Bantam s sweaty hands
woul d have left very traceable marks on the | eather cover of his journal
Carnen Stein would find the Bantanms. He was sure of it.

Weeks |l ater, a report was forwarded fromthe Bahadur that the bodies of two
Eur opeans, identified by their DNA as Tony and Nadezhda Bantam had been



found. They had been trapped by debris in one of the little inlets along the
Jamuna, several kiloneters south of Sirajganj. Their four-wheel-drive vehicle
was di scovered not far fromtheir bodies. No trace of their daughter had been
found. The theory was that such a small body had been flung free of the
vehicle and the child had probably drowned.

That was when Lance Baden, so constantly plagued by Barchenka's demands,
recal l ed that he had not sent the |l eather journal to Carnen. He found it,
still wapped inits clean towel, at the very back of his personal storage
space.

He found the photo, and now he knew why he had felt unaccountabl e angui sh at
seeing it. The Bantans were already dead. He touched each face with a |ight
finger of benediction for their deaths. Maybe . . . just maybe, the child had
somehow survived. After all, her body had not been found.

He hesitated before rewapping the journal; a clean towel was a treasure not
lightly to be given away. Up on Padrugoi, clean clothes were a |luxury, so he'd
had all his clothes washed prior to |leaving. Wth qui ck novements, he wote a
covering note to Carnen Stein, slipped it and the photograph back in the
journal, relinquished the towel as a cover to protect whatever trace the

| eat her might bear, put it all in one of the special Talent-|ocked envel opes,
and sent it off with the next Talent shipnment to go downside.

In her office in Beechwoods, the old Henner estate overl ooking the Hudson

Ri ver, Rhyssa Omen Lehardt had just got through her nmorning's nmail when three
square white envel opes floated into the space she had just cleared.

Neat |y done, Johnny, she said, able to identify a well-known mnd behind the
ki nesis. She heard a soft, smug chuckle. She opened the one addressed to her
noti ng that her husband, David, and Peter Reidinger were to be the recipients
of the other two.

Vel | um envel ope, no |l ess, she said appreciatively to her unseen listener as
she pulled out the formal, engraved invitation card.

The Secretary of Space cordially invites you to the
I naugur ati on of the Space Station on ..

Real |y, Johnny, isn't he running a bit late with his invitations? | nean, the
cerenony is January first-tonorrow

Don't tell ne you haven't a thing to wear? teased Johnny G eene, fornmer etop
pilot and currently the kinetic in charge of transport to the officially
rechri stened Padrugoi Space Station. My dear wife got a couturier special but
Senator Sally Greene was not anong the Capital Hi |l desirables so she has no
place to wear it. | had to slot ny guests into space avail able, considering
anyone who could wangle an invitation has done so. Sheeesh, you woul dn't
bel i eve the scheduling required!

Even Rhyssa's nind boggled at the thought of transporting, or teleporting, the
hundreds of very inportant personages to the Space Station

Ah, a nere snap but it is time consunming and left me very little time to
arrange our trip, Johnny continued. Peter's got to be there even nore than
you.

Rhyssa sat back in her chair, catching an undertone.

Johnny? She paused. Are you expecting trouble?

No, not exactly, canme the reluctant reply because tel epaths did not, could
not lie to each other. But |'ve a reason, sort of a hunch. Mllie doesn't
confirmit so nothing may happen. Still, | don't trust Barchenka. She's been
far too anenabl e.



The conpl eti on bonus? Rhyssa suggested. They bot h knew how singl e- ni nded and
arbitrary Space Station Construction Manager Ludmi |l a Barchenka had been in
suborning all the materiel that would bring the project in on-line by its due
date, including the forced enploynent of many Tal ents.

Ha! She'd her sights set on the early conpletion bonus. There was an even nore
sati sfied edge to Johnny's voi ce because he had been instrunmental in making
sure that Barchenka had not finished before the contractual date.

So what's bot hering you?

She's giving in too easily. She's been sooo cooperative, so helpful to Admira
Coetzer that | smell a very large rat.

What does Madl yn say?

She' s suspicious, too. So, | mght add, are the grunts. They don't believe
that they'll all be allowed to go downside. Though we've been transporting
them down, as nmany as will fit in enpty shuttles on their return leg. Wiich is

another thing that worries me: she's letting them go.

She pronmised that, Rhyssa renmarked, though a little frisson of tension
shivered down her back. Wth only repair teans needed now, it isn't econom ca
to keep all those grunts on, using up air, food, and space.

Next thing you know, she'll be sending down the offies and LEO will have to
find another 'secure' facility to stash themin during their sentences.

I ndeed. Rhyssa was not pleased to think that certain offenders m ght be
returned to Earth. But surely Padrugoi would need janitorial services, unless
Admi ral Coetzer was agai nst such penal servitude. Their quarters could be used
for nore storage space. Rhyssa wondered why she was suddenly arguing on the
side of Barchenka. And Mallie says nothing?

Not hi ng she can articulate, and his mental voice was definitely troubled.
You'll all come, won't you? Peter can 'port the three of you to Gate 134 at
the Jerhattan Space Port at GMI 0900 tomorrow. |'l1l be there. Then his nental
t ouch di sappear ed.

Rhyssa sat back in her chair, propping her el bow on the arnrest and her chin
on her hand. Peter had to be there, nore than she? Hmm Well, Peter was the
strongest kinetic. Even stronger than Johnny had become, once the former etop
pil ot got the hang of how Peter used generator gestalt to assist a |aunch
Peter would be thrilled to pieces to be at the Inauguration. In fact, Rhyssa
had had to talk sternly to herself when VIPs all over the world had received
their invitations and the Eastern Parapsychics hadn't received any. They were
not, as a group or singly-despite the enornous help they had been to the

di fficult Barchenka-anywhere on her list of preferred guests.

Rhyssa examined the invitation, running the tip of her finger over the raised
engraving, and felt the "tingle" of an encoded line. Well, obviously one did
not get into the I nauguration w thout presenting this card.

"Hrmm Taki ng no chances, huh, are you, Ludmilla?" So there was a top-I|evel
security effort? As well there should be, she thought. And yet, Rhyssa
frowned, why? Few could, or would, sabotage Padrugoi now it was built. The
cost-in human lives as well as effort-had been staggering, including the
on-conpl eti on bonus for Barchenka. The project had had the enthusiastic
support of every nation; it neant a way off overcrowded Earth, to the

habi tabl e pl anets already identified in this sector of the galaxy. The first
generation ship had been built in space over twenty years ago and | aunched to
Procyon, eleven |ight-years away, fromthe ol d, now defunct Space Station.
Since then, in speedier spaceships, other journeys had been initiated.

Wl |, Rhyssa wanted badly to go to the Inauguration. Now she would, and so
woul d Peter. And Dave would, too, for their sakes. As she called up her
nonpsychi ¢ husband's office nunmber, she heard a scratch at her door. Had she
been "broadcasting" the news that |oudly?

"Cone on in, Peter," she called.

The door opened and Peter's invitation di sappeared from her desktop and
reappeared in his hand.

"I don't believe it, Rhyssa, | don't believe it," he chortled, clutching it to
his chest. "What took 'em so | ong? And who else is comng with us?"



"Dave's comng."

On cue, Dave answered her call. "Yes, Rhyssa?"

"Take the day off tonorrow. We're going to the Inauguration. 1've got the
invitations."

e

"You, Peter, and |I," she said, controlling the inpatience she sonmetines felt
when he didn't pick up on what was so vivid in her own mnd

"Left it a bit late, haven't they?" Dave said in a dry tone of voice.

"Johnny Greene said it was the difficulty in arrangi ng passenger space when so
many have to get there on time," Rhyssa replied, though that really didn't
wash as a valid excuse

"Cee, Rhyssa," and Peter's facial expression was m xed confusion, annoyance
and surprise. "I could get us there."

"Yes, | know, dear," Rhyssa said. "However, we do have the formal invitations,
conplete with the integral security code."

Peter's eyes w dened.

"That's good. |'d hate to be spaced because | had a bogus invite," Dave said.
"See you tonight."

"Security codes?" Peter tore open the envelope and put the invitation agai nst
his cheek to feel the enbedded security. "Wow"

"Doubl e wow! Not even ny skel eteam " and Rhyssa rose from her desk and cane
around to ruffle Peter's hair, "would be able to enter Barchenka's lair

wi t hout the proper code ."

"Ch," and Peter lifted his eyebrows, running his finger over the code. H's
expression altered to "naughty boy." "I could!"

"We'| | be legal tonorrow," Rhyssa said, mldly chiding.

"Ch," and Peter's face changed-the naughty boy rem nded of previous m schief.
He | ooked down and subtly grounded his feet, which had been a centineter above
t he carpet.

He had been paral yzed since the day a wall had fallen on himand irreparably
damaged his spine. A body brace that was supposed to give himsone nmobility
had mal functioned and he had [ ost use of his arnms as well, until he had

di scovered an alternative nethod of noving hinself-using kinesis. Mnd, in
this case, was very definitely over the mere matter of body. He had al so

| earned how to initate proper movenent, using his remarkable gestalt with any
avai |l abl e source of electric power. Gven sufficiently powerful generators,
young Peter Reidinger had perforned feats of telekinesis far beyond
expectation, such as nmoving supply shuttles fromFlorida to Padrugoi Station
H s yout hful ness-Peter was just fifteen-had precluded his regul ar enpl oyment
by the Eastern Parapsychic Center; only his age had prevented himfrom bei ng
drafted onto the Space Station by Barchenka. Unknown to many, Rhyssa had had
to make use of his particular abilities in several energency situations, but
she had been determned not to strain his blossonmng Tal ent. |ndeed, neither
Lance Baden, the strongest of the other kinetic Talents, nor Sascha Rozni ne,
who was the head of the Eastern Center's training program had yet been able
to assess Peter's full potential. O course, now that Lance's conscription on
Padrugoi was virtually over, he would be able to train and eval uate Peter

Rei di nger .

" Speaki ng of new cl othes, though, Peter," and Rhyssa eyed his casual attire,

| oose-fitting trousers, well worn, and halfway up his calf. He was getting

taller by the mnute. "You can't go like that. Gve Tirla a shout. She'll grab
any excuse to go shopping." Rhyssa paused. "She has excellent taste."
Peter was quite willing to contact the former waif of Linear G who was now

living on Long Island with her foster parents, Lessud and Shria. Tirla waited,
i mpatiently, until she reached her sixteenth birthday and was legally old
enough to marry Sascha Roznine. She'd tagged himas "hers" when he rescued her
from subsi stence level living in the Linear

The next norning, clad in an elegantly fashionable new tunic suit, Peter



linked in with the Center's generators and tel eported Rhyssa and Dave Lehardt
to the tel epad that General John G eene had given as their destination

"Neat placenment, Pete " he said, pushing hinmself upright fromthe vehicle he
had been | eaning agai nst. He unfol ded arns that had been crossed over the
front of his dress uniformand the prestigi ous nedals properly displayed. H's
face broke into a grin as he noticed Peter trying hard not to be
self-conscious in the outfit that Tirla had bullied himinto buying. Then
Johnny whistled at an el egantly garbed Rhyssa, dressed in a trouser suit of
her favorite dark green. He nodded approval at Dave's dress tunic, trimred in
the sanme shade

"Where're the generators?" Peter asked, noticing how far they were fromthe
mai n bui |l di ngs of the Jerhattan Space Port.

"There!" and Johnny pointed to a seem ngly innocent pile of vehicle shipping
crates bunched toget her

"Ch!" They could all hear his tentative "lean" into the units as he tested
their capacity. "They'll do," Peter said, and then glided to the vehicle, the
smal | torpedo-shaped, w ndow ess drone that Johnny had been | eani ng agai nst.
Its surface, while dull, was bare of the usual remants of plastic shipping
waybi |l I's that festooned such shippers.

"Tell us why we're here," Dave asked, |ooking about at the drab edge of the
huge | anding field.

"Does this rendezvous have anything to do with the fact that each invitation
was issued by a different VIP office?" Rhyssa put in. "Are they really valid
enough to get us adnitted?"

"Ch, yes," Johnny said, now urgently gesturing for themto enter the ship.
They all had to crouch to do so. "I nade damed sure of that!"

Did you have to steal then? Rhyssa asked.

Not exactly steal. Johnny chided her for her suspicions. Maybe purloin is the
appropriate word because the | ast people Ludmlla wants on that Station today
are Talents. And that's exactly why we have to be there. He ducked to take his
pl ace where a jury-rigged control board had been sited. He gestured for Peter
to take the seat beside him

There were al so just four places, seats obviously taken fromAirForce units to
judge by the style of the safety harness.

"I assune you have a very good reason for smuggling us in, Johnny," Dave said.
"Ch, | do, but I don't know what it is, yet," Johnny said. "Not that |I'm
unnecessarily risking you three in a wild caper. O nmy own neck. Madlyn's
trying to get sonme information . . . she's still up there only because
Ludmilla hasn't figured out yet that our Voice is Madlyn. And Maddi e, bl ess
her heart, volunteered to stay on during the switchover to Adm ral Coetzer as
the duty kinetic. Madlyn does a good 'scared-silly, nealy-nouthed act around
Ludm Il a."”

The young tel epath, Madlyn Luvaro, was gifted with a tel epathic voice that
literally could be, and had been, heard from Padrugoi to Earth. Her kinetic
ability, while mnor conpared to her tel epathy, had been the ostensible reason
she had been acceptable to Barchenka in the Talent Draft six nmonths earlier
Sub rosa, she had done extraordinary service by keeping track of the hundreds
of "casual" workers, the grunts, who were unlucky enough to become di sengaged
fromtheir safety tethers and drifted out into space.

One of the conditions that Rhyssa as head of the Eastern Parapsychic Center
had made to make the Talent Draft palatable to kinetics was that al
extravehi cul ar workers, grunts as well as specialists, would have safety
tethers. Barchenka hadn't cared how many grunts she lost to such accidents.
She woul dn't spare the work-hours or vehicles to rescue them Not only had she
refused to allow teans to stand by to catch drifters, she had also linmted the
oxygen supplied to grunts so that, if they lost their grip, their oxygen
supply lasted their shift, with little left over. Barchenka's indifference had
been one of the many reasons why Talents had refused to work on the Station
Then Barchenka had i nvoked an archai c pre-glasnost statute, a Russian one that
shoul d have | ong ago been repealed, stating that it was illegal to be



unenpl oyed and the state was the only enployer, not the enpl oyer of |ast
resort. This gave Barchenka the right, under Padrugoi's international charter
to draft any technicians, professionals, or workers required for the
construction of the Space Station. The parapsychics had accepted that with as
good a grace as possible. But they had also, in the line of duty, done what
they could to help their fell ow workers.

Though Barchenka had cal l ously used the Tal ents she conscripted, she had never
bothered to |l earn exactly what their Talents were, above and beyond the
speci ali sts she needed to finish the Space Station on tinme. So she had no idea
that kinetics, Iike Madlyn, were al so tel epaths.

"Not that | don't want to be on the Space Station for the cel ebration of such
a splendid human achi evenent, " Dave said, "but last night we all watched the
tri-d of her showi ng Admral Coetzer around as the new conmander."

"What ? That tri-d fooled a hardened PR nan |i ke you? She had to do that,"

Johnny said deprecatingly. "I was there . "

"As General G eene?" asked Dave.

"Well, not so she'd ve noticed," Johnny replied. "But there's something about

her geniality," and he grinned back at Rhyssa and Dave, "that's very fal se. As
well as totally out of character. Pete, don't help this "lift." I'lIl be using

t he push-pull nethod. I'd rather save you for later, if we should just happen

to need our 'skeleteam' He took a deep breath, closing his eyes.

There was no sense of novement, although lights ran berserk patterns around
Johnny's control panel. A netallic clank and a slight jar told the passengers
that the drone had | anded. Johnny swi vel ed, a finger across his lips for
silence, sudden tension in every line of his body. A conplicated rapping on
the drone's hull made himrel ax.

"Ckay, kids, invitations front and center. 'Cuse ne," he added as he squeezed
around Rhyssa to get to the hatch to unlock it. The panel swung open to a very
narrow ai sl e between towering storage vats and crates.

"Sir? The way's clear. The teans're in place and you' ve got ten mnutes," said
an anonymous voi ce as Johnny stepped out. He had to sidestep to let the others
di senbark in the cranped space. He held out his hand to Rhyssa. Slim as she
was, she had to tuck in her tummy, grateful that her pregnancy wasn't far
enough al ong to inpede her

"Let's go then," Johnny said.

What teans, Johnny?

Ssshhh.

The general led thema circuitous way through the high-piled stores to a lift
door. Where a sinple pass card would ordinarily be inserted, a nuch bul ki er
unit was wel ded in place.

"Taki ng no chances," Dave murnured.

"None," Johnny said definitively and carefully inserted his invitation card.
"Accepted," said a mechanical voice, and the checkpoint spewed the card back
out. "There are four persons to be carded.”

"It can count, too?" Rhyssa said, stepping up and inserting hers.

"Made it easier to keep track of bodies in and out," Johnny said cryptically.
Only when all four invitations had been verified did the doors of the lift
slide apart.

"Don't put 'em away," Johnny advi sed as he punched the uppernost button
"We've got to go through three nore security checks before we get where we
want to go."

Johnny? The voice was a | oud whisper that both Peter and Rhyssa recogni zed as
Madl yn Luvaro's. Is that you?

Who el se were you expecti ng?

| don't want to answer that. Madlyn's nental tone held a definite nervous
edge.

Peter and Rhyssa, and Dave, are with nme. Johnny grimced at the way he'd

i nadvertantly added Dave as a seeming afterthought. Wo else did we manage to
keep on board?

Everyone you asked, Madlyn replied, the relief obvious in her voice.



Any ideas as to what's going down?

None, and her nental tone was as frantic as it was apol ogeti c.

Don't worry. W're here, Johnny reassured her

The Iift stopped and its door opened. Johnny gestured for the others to get
out as fast as possible. At that it nearly caught Dave's left foot, it snapped
shut so fast. Johnny gestured a turn down the next T-junction, urging speed.
Rhyssa tried to estimate how long the lift ride had been but couldn't. Wat
seened nost inportant was that the bleak halls were vacant of traffic. They
were not however wi thout a certain pervasive odor of air recycled with the
unm st akabl e taints of overcrowded and under-washed humanity. She'd heard that
ei ght men or wonen shared each inadequate cubicle. Rhyssa eyed the halls and
functional doors that |ooked as if they led into dormtories.

"And none of the masses are pernmitted to join the festivities?" Rhyssa asked,
as they reached the next lift col um.

"You got it in one," Johnny said, slipping his card in the slot and notioning
the others to be quick. "OF course, nost of those are enpty since Barchenka
started shipping the grunts downsi de once she had no further use for their
bods. The offies are on the |l owest |evels and kept there with double

wri stbands that allow no access el sewhere unl ess they' re working under guard.
None of them || be seen today."

Again the lift doors didn't open until all four cards had been cl eared. John
Greene checked his wistwatch, humm ng under his breath as he nodded his head
to count the seconds.
"Time's going to be tight,"'
left.

Thi s upper hall was w der, and the doors farther apart, indicating possibly
better accommodati ons.

"Not really so," Johnny remarked, picking up on Rhyssa's public thoughts.
"This is the level we noved the Talents out of." He gestured upward with his
thunb. "At |east they have the privacy shielding, and space, which Barchenka
begrudged us." He turned a corner abruptly, pointed to the Iift at the end,
and started to jog. "Third checkpoint."

Peter glided past them and was already slotting in his card when they reached
hi m

"Air's better up here," Dave renmarked as they were taken upward again.

he said as he barreled out of the lift, turning

"Better be," Johnny said, and the |ift opened into another hall, painted an
AirForce blue. Only one door sported the security unit. Johnny held up his
hand. "We' ||l be emerging in the rest-roomarea. Pretend you've just been and

go if you need to."

While his card was being processed, he straightened his tunic, brushed

i mgi nary fluff fromone sleeve, angled his soft hat nore confortably on his
head, and then strode out into the corridor, |ooking neither right nor left.
Their destination lay in the |arge chanber where people were standing in
groups, chatting brightly to each other as people do when passing tinme. No
eyes seemed turned in their direction as they discreetly filed in. Rhyssa nade
a show of snoothing Peter's new tunic at the back and then turned to put her
arm t hrough Dave's before they sauntered in.

"Il go hobnob with the service contingent, Rhyssa, Johnny told her. Your
seats are row H, 98, 99, 100. The hospitality suite is not far fromthem Your
seats shoul d have reserved signs on them Barchenka's nore nearsighted than
she'll adnmit so | doubt she'll recognize you fromthe stage. Catchya |later And
Johnny Greene noved obliquely left, slipping in anong the unifornmns.

Their timng had been excellent. Rhyssa barely had time to | ook around the
foyer, which featured wall photorurals of various stages of Padrugoi's
construction taken from space, when she becane aware of activity in the
corridor they had just vacated. A squad of Station police in white dress
tunics filed out of the rear door and began noving the invited guests toward
the far end. There the huge fol ding doors were sliding open. Atiny audible
click heral ded an i nmm nent broadcast, delivered in a slightly accented
contralto voice



"Di stingui shed guests, |adies and gentlenmen, please display your invitations
for inspection and proceed into the auditorium?"”

A security check here, too, huh? Johnny said fromwherever he was. And it

| ooks like the official Lighting-up will be exactly on the contractual hour

he added with a snide chuckle.

Slowy, the crowd entered what was designated on the Space Station plans as a
mal |l for tourists and residents. Along the outer skin of the Station
transparent panels of one of the special alloys that had been devel oped for

t he purpose allowed a stunning view of the stars. Dark bul ks were di scerni bl e,
some of themin orbit around the Station. Peter's eyes w dened, then he
visibly relaxed as his other senses identified the dark objects to him

Why can't we see then? he asked.

Barchenka has to officially turn on the lights. That's part of the cerenony,
Rhyssa sai d.

They noved steadily forward to the wi der space at the back of the arranged
seating, where people were beginning to angle toward side aisles and their
reserved places. There was no niddl e aisle.

Peter was | ooking all about him gasping a little as he recogni zed the faces
of well-known world | eaders, all splendidly dressed for the occasion. Wile
outwardly he was the epitone of patience, he kept up a running tel epathic
conmentary on the notabl es.

| never thought I'd be so close to her. D ya see all those jewels, Rhyssa? And
there's the triple world nedalist in track. He did the 5, 000 neter, the

10, 000, and the 10,000 relay. Peter especially envied runners.

They di splayed their tickets to a hard-faced, white-coated usher who was
diligently checking every card. She directed themto the right-hand aisle. And
down to row H. The first three seats bore "reserved" cards. A large nale usher
hurried forward fromthe front to validate the tickets again, nodded, and
directed themto take their seats. In the next few mnutes they had to get up
several times to allow others to pass.

Careful, Pete. You're floating, Rhyssa said, and casually pressed his armto
settle himnmore firmy in the seat.

Al this up-ing and down-ing, Peter muttered, disgruntled, because those
maki ng their way to seats beyond hi m obscured his view out the w ndows. |
can't wait until the lights come on and | can really see.

At least we're far enough to one side so that the stage doesn't obscure your
vi ew, Rhyssa said in an encouragi hg voi ce.

Peter sat very straight, though she could hear the runble of his discontent,
for what seened like an intolerably long wait. Actually, the audience was in a
hurry to be seated and very shortly she felt the air of intense anticipation
in the boy.

"Those ushers are nmilitary," Dave nmurmured in her ear, smling at her as if he
had sai d sonet hi ng i nnocuous.

Rhyssa gave a |l ook at the ones in front, facing the audi ence. The stance was
unm st akabl e as a "parade rest"-hands cl asped behind their backs, |egs
slightly apart.

Johnny, where did she conscript her ushers? Rhyssa asked in a diffident tone.
Where d'you think? Mbscow. She's got many connections downsi de and all over
that part of old Russia. But | knew about them Sent many of 'emup nyself so
we had a chance to check 'emout unofficially, Johnny replied. They're not the
ones we worry about. They're visible. Anyhow, all of ny guests have got in
safely. Lance Baden and CGordon Havers are anong 'em though |I thought someone
m ght spot Lance and chall enge him And, Rhyssa could hear his snug

sati sfaction, the others are properly dispersed.

She was about to quiz himon "what others?" when a wi de door opened beyond
her. She caught a glinpse of another |arge chanber, tables set along the

out side and covered with trays of food. There seemed to be rather a | ot of
very big men and wonen, dressed in white waiters' jackets.

Are they indeed, said Johnny, catching her startled reaction. Good to know.
Knew | was wi se to bring your sharp eyes along, Rhyssa. Ch, and incidentally,



Pete, there's power on tap all over this |evel

Peter turned to | ook at Rhyssa, eyes puzzl ed.

What ' s goi ng on, Johnny? Rhyssa asked crisply.

| honestly don't have a clue, yet.

"Hey, they're starting' " Dave said, pointing to other panels sliding open
where the wide steps to the stage were situated.

Space Station Construction Manager Ludmilla Barchenka |ed the procession
wearing a severe uniformof space-blue with a chestful of decorations from her
grateful notherland, soft spacer's beret cranmed on her |arge head. For once
her expression was not sour: she had an air of triunph about her. Sone facet
of that enotion alerted Rhyssa.

|'ve never seen her this pleased before, Johnny. She is up to sonething.

Can you tell what?

Not as long as she wears that netal skullcap

Yeah, and Johnny sounded di sgust ed.

Admi ral Coetzer, in the black uniformof his new responsibility, foll owed her
| eadi ng others of his staff, each paired with one of Ludmlla's outgoing
executives.

At least they're wearing different uniforns, Johnny added.

Can't they get on with it! Peter said inpatiently as the seating on the stage
filled with the honored guests.

As the stage access door closed and the | ast person sat down, Peter emitted
anot her gusty sigh.

Ludnmi | | a Barchenka rose, nodded abruptly to Adniral Coetzer, and they both
went to the table placed to one side of the lectern. An aide rushed to pul

of f the velvet covering and exposed the gleamng netallic switch, atop a
pedest al .

The admiral sniled. Barchenka didn't.

"This is what you are here to see," she said in her accented and guttura

Voi ce.

She grasped the control, held it up for all to see, and then plunged the

ol d-fashioned switch to the far side. Inmediately, lights so brilliant that
they nmomentarily dazzled the viewers came up outside and Peter wasn't the only
one to gasp in amazenent. The great upper wheel of the Station, a connected
pol ygon where noorings and airl ocks were | ocated, was agleamwi th |ights.
Massive arrays illum nated the hull of the spaceship that would be the first
of many scheduled to | eave the Station on col onial mssions. The size of it
dwarfed even the great wheel.

Pet er Rei di nger seened to back away fromthe vision. Rhyssa saw tears in his
eyes and the w shful expression on his nobile face. Wen his chest did not
rise, she el bowed himand he took a deep breath.

Easy, |ove, she added, her nental touch gentling his enotional response to the
sight. You got here, to the Space Station, didn't you? You' ve come such a |ong
way in a short period of tine.

Startled, Peter glanced quickly at her. You don't nean | could go on her, do
you? He raised his hand in the direction of the spaceship.

Equal |y surprised, Rhyssa exchanged eye contact and drew her lips down in a
regretful noue. She'll be |eaving on her first voyage this year You won't be
ol d enough, dear, even if a kinetic would be a wise addition to her crew It's
not as if you could push her to her destination, is it? W do have to know
where we're 'porting sonething.

W' ve got pretty good resolutions of the planetary systens they' re going to
Peter couldn't actually wiggle his body but that was the inpression
Rhyssa had of what he would have liked to do just then. Tinme-resolved inmages,

they call 'em he said, remenbering sone of his astronony.

"Not clear enough to 'port to, Peter. Not yet she said sadly. Dave gave a

si deways gl ance at the pair. "Though God knows that would reduce the voyage
consi derably."

"You aimng to start shifting spaceshi ps now, Peter?" Dave asked, referring to
Peter's feat of the shuttle [ anding in Dhaka.



"Archinmedes said, 'Gve ne where to stand and | can shift the Earth,'" Peter
replied, grimacing up at Rhyssa.

"I'f you figure out where that is, Peter, you'll be assured of a place in
history," Dave said with a droll grin

"I"mworking on it," the boy replied.

On the podium now, the Wbrld President Martin Cinprich had replaced Admira
Coetzer. Wth many flowi ng and apparently sincere phrases, the President

t hanked Manager Barchenka for succeeding "where so many others had been
defeated by such a nonunental task" in conpleting the Space Station on tine.
He added renmarks about her devotion to the project, about her imense persona
achi evenent, and how vital the Space Station would be to the peoples of Earth
in their search for new worlds to inhabit. Barchenka, still standing, shifted
fromone foot to another, show ng her usual inpatience with speeches. As if

Ci nprich was aware of her restiveness, he cleared his throat and then, smiling
at her, gestured for an aide to approach

"It is ny infinite and distinct pleasure, Manager Barchenka, to present you
with this." A splendid scul pture, a rectangle of glittering plastic show ng
Padrugoi Space Station hangi ng above the Russian quadrant of Earth, passed
fromthe aide's hands to his. Wth a very courtly bow, C nprich presented it

t o Bar chenka.

Wth a very brief smle and an ungraci ous snatch, she took possession of the
scul pture. Then, with a flick of her fingers, she disnissed President G nprich
to his seat. She turned to the lectern and settled the heavy scul pture on its
top with a thud that echoed through the audio system

"Why do they have to nmess this all up with speeches?" Peter demanded, and once
again began to levitate until Rhyssa put a warning hand on his el bow. WIIl we
be able to get on board the spaceship while we're up here?

| doubt it, Peter, so |ook your eyes full of her. We'll see about an official
visit later. Admiral Coetzer knows of your part in the Bangl adesh energency.
"There is no way to keep the politicians and the orators away fromsuch a fine
opportunity to exercise their own voices," Dave said quietly, in answer to
Peter's spoken question. "Especially during an el ection year."

"Don't remind nme," Rhyssa said with a nmock groan

Wth no thanks to the President for his presentation, Barchenka began to
enunerate the problens that she had had to overcome from day one of her

assi gnnent as Manager .

"She had to overcone?" Peter whispered, disgusted.

"Well, she did," Rhyssa said, adding sourly, "even us."

Bar chenka appeared determined to recite every one of the obstacles in the path
of the successful conpletion of the first Wrld Space Station. She phrased her
words as an indictrment of those who did not spring willingly to her aid when
first approached.

"' Accosted' is nore like it,
not help a wy grin.

She says not hi ng about our help, Peter 'pathed sullenly to Rhyssa.

D d you expect her to? General John G eene asked fromhis seat anong the
mlitary, on the far side of the auditorium

If it weren't for us, Peter said angrily, she wouldn't have finished on tineg,
or ever.

But she did, Johnny renminded him And |I'mnot sorry | hel ped.

Dave said softly behind his hand. Rhyssa coul d

She still should give us credit.
Peter, Rhyssa replied firmy, never will she give us any credit No one does,
and frankly, I'mall for anonymty. About ninety-nine percent of the

i ndi genous popul ation of Earth is afraid of psionic abilities.

Why? Peter frowned at his friend and nentor

Because, | ad, the parapsychic are different, said the distinctive voice of
Australian Lance Baden, and you, in particular, are much safer being
anonynous.

| don't want credit, Peter protested, turning his head to the left, in Lance's
direction. But you and the other Talents who got stuck up here deserve it.



W don't expect it, Johnny said in a blithe tone. Nor do we want it fromthat
source. Qoops, well, she's taking credit for reducing loss of life on the
Station, too. Nowto that I'll take exception

Peter was probably the only one who was aware that it was the General who
"reached out." Even Peter didn't at first realize what John G eene had done
with that slight kinetic pulse. Suddenly Barchenka was scow i ng down at the
prompter screen from which she had been readi ng her speech. She paused,

scow ed, lifted her hand to adjust dials, at first calmy, but when nothing
seened to i nprove, she thunped the screen in several places. Then, her
expression registering fury, she slewed partway around and inperiously
beckoned to someone standing at the back, bel ow the stage.

"Wait," she said bluntly to the audi ence, clearing her throat and stepping
aside as the technician hurried to assist her.

Peter hid the irreverent grin behind his hand. WIIl she get it back?

How woul d | know? Laughter rippled in Johnny's mental voice.

Peter watched as the technician made several adjustnents, turning at last with
a nervous snile for Barchenka and indicating he had fixed the problem When
she agai n took her place and | ooked down at the screen, she called himback
What did you do, Pete? Rhyssa asked without |ooking at her prize student.

Me? Peter's expression was so surprised that Rhyssa had to believe himas he
lifted his hand toward his chest in an attitude of offended innocence.

The audi ence began to get restless, shifting feet, clearing throats, and

| ooki ng anywhere but at the gl owering Barchenka. She was having words with the
technician and he was still trying to adjust the screen to solve the problem
What ever it was.

A woman, dressed in the Space Station's new black uniform rushed out carrying
a replacenent unit. Misic flowed out of the audio system to bridge the pause
in the program The defective unit was renoved quickly and with no funbling
and the replacenent installed. Barchenka's speech di sk was inserted and the
two technicians stepped back, out of her way. The nusic faded.

"Boje moi! " were her first words. "The di sk has been corrupted."” She gl ared
around at the technicians as if they were responsi ble. The woman, after a
brief hesitation, stepped forward and murrmured to the Manager. Barchenka

fl apped her hand about in an angry rejection. She turned back to the lectern
| ong enough to eject her disk, and with a furious glare at the assenbl ed,
stornmed off the platformand out of the auditorium Sonehow she left the

i npression that, if the door had not been automatic, it would have sl anmed
shut .

The master of cerenonies |aunched hinself at the lectern, tapping the tiny

nm crophone to be sure he was audi bl e.

"Sorry about that but let's give Manager Barchenka the ovation she deserves."
That she might not be able to hear through the thick panel did not register
with him H s script required himto ask for an ovation. He did so. Very few
dutifully stood and the enthusiasm of a genuine ovati on was noticeably

| acki ng, The guests on the platform as if they wi shed to provoke a nore
lively participation fromthe audi ence, were the last to cease bringing their
hands toget her.

The master of cerenonies cocked his head, obviously listening to an engineer's
report. He smiled and leaning tentatively over the lectern, said: "I've been
assured that we're back on-1line, distinguished guests. |'msure we're al
sorry that some green gremlin,” and he paused to see if everyone responded to
his little joke, "has denied us the rest of Manager Barchenka's stirring
speech but, as she so often did after the, ah, mnor setbacks, let us
proceed." He turned slightly and spread his hand invitingly to Admral Coetzer
who woul d now address the audience in his capacity as the newy appointed
Stati on Manager.

Rhyssa was suddenly aware that what the assenbl ed had heard of Barchenka's
speech had not actually confirmed that transition of authority.

If the admiral seemed to hesitate briefly as he inserted his speech disk into
the prompter, his face mrrored a little pleased snmle when the process



appeared to be successful. He began to speak in a crisp voice. He i mediately
nmentioned the many, many agenci es whose workers had generously given their
tinme, skill, and thousands of work-hours to see this worldw de dream cone
true. He nade special note of those whose work had been conscripted fromthe

i nternational Linear Labor Pool and happily announced that 32 percent of the
"casual workers" had elected to stay on the Station as nai ntenance crew.

No ot her speaker experienced any difficulty with the pronpting screen and they
kept their remarks | audably brief. The special music conmposed by a Russian for
this occasion nmarked the end of the formal part of the programand finally the
master of cerenonies invited the audience to adjourn to the reception area.
Just what did you do, Pete? Johnny asked in a tight 'path as he honmed in on
Rhyssa, David, and Peter, energing fromthe crowd making for the refreshnents.
From anot her direction, Supreme Court Justice Gordon Havers joined his fellow
psychi cs.

Peter eyed the general speculatively. Banging her fist on the pronpter wasn't
a good idea. Possibly even scranbled her text.

CGood t hi nki ng.

Peter did grin at the wordplay.

"Greene!" and the harsh voice stopped both the general and Peter in their
tracks. Barchenka, her face set with anger, pulled Johnny G eene around by the
arm Al arnmed, Peter stepped backward, trying to di sappear into the throng. But
others were as quick to | eave the Manager's presence and Peter was halted,
unable to nove or willing to teleport. "How did you get up here? How did you
scranbl e ny screen?" she shouted, thrusting her fist up under the general's
nose. She was so intent in confronting himthat she failed to notice Rhyssa
fade behind Dave's tall figure, pulling Peter with her

"I, Madame Barchenka? | did no such thing," Johnny replied honestly, pushing
her fist down and away, an action she tried unsuccessfully to resist.

"You have the capability," she continued, saliva spattering Johnny's face.
Then she inperiously clicked her fingers over her shoulder. "Scan him
Grushkov," she ordered her tel enpath, hovering indecisively behind her. "Is he
telling the truth? Let's hear you deny it now, G eene!" She folded her arns
across her chest and glared up at the kinetic general, her conpl exion scarl et
under her spacer's beret. "Then you will tell me how you got invitations and
who gave themto you."

Peter wondered if he could unobtrusively tel eport hinself anywhere but where
he was, half hi dden behind Dave Lehardt's broad frame. How Rhyssa had
prevail ed agai nst the Manager as |ong as she had showed the depth of Rhyssa's
cour age.

"I nmost certainly did not scranble the Manager's screen,"” General John G eene
said, looking steadily at Grushkov. "My invitation came fromthe Secretary of
Space hinmself in appreciation of nmy assistance in getting nuch-needed supplies
to the Station, and on time."

Grushkov was i medi ately disconcerted. "Madanme Barchenka, he is telling the
truth. Furthernore, his public nmind is conpletely open.”

If John Greene and Peter saw the tel enpath blink and give John a cl oser | ook
Barchenka did not notice the exchange, her bul ging eyes fixed on Johnny's
face.

"Awr gh," she exclaimed hoarsely, clenching her fists and waving them about in
frustration. Then she barrel ed forward, shoving into Dave's shoul der and
pushi ng Peter aside with a bruising sweep of her arm Johnny exerted a kinetic
prop as the boy was nmonmentarily off bal ance. Barchenka stonped onward,

swi nging her arms fromleft to right to clear her way to the | ong bar set up
on one side of the reception room

Grushkov nmuttered apol ogies to everyone so rudely handl ed as he and

Bar chenka' s other white-coat aides followed in her wake.

I"'msorry now | hel ped her in any way, Peter said as Rhyssa, Dave, and Johnny
ri nged hi magai nst any other contact.

She didn't bruise you, did she? Rhyssa asked, concerned. Peter was much
sturdi er now than he had been when he had joi ned the Parapsychics, but he was



still susceptible to contusions. Especially when he was not, as now, using any
shields to prevent physical contact. Uncouth wonan!

I"ve half a mind to spike her drink, Johnny murnmnured, glancing across the
catering unit.

Wth an enetic? CGordon Havers suggested.

Peter woul d have | aughed if he hadn't been nulling over sonmething in
Barchenka's mind that upset hi mwhen her arm had nade contact with his chest.
Her speech was very inportant, he gasped. She wanted to inpress the Wrld
Leaders so nuch that they would relent and nake her Station Manager in spite
of appointing the admral. She's furious she couldn't finish it because

Peter faltered, ducking his head, frowning, his expression puzzled.

"What ?" Rhyssa said al oud, shocked by the very notion of Barchenka in contro
of the Space Station.

"Admiral Coetzer's already on his way up to the hub,"” Johnny G eene said by
way of reassurance.

You coul d read her? Rhyssa excl ai ned. How coul d you? She's wearing a netal
skul | cap.

"If sheis, it isn't very good," Peter said in a | ow voice, glancing nervously
in the direction Barchenka had gone. She's going to take over the Station
again. She's the only one she will allow to manage it. She's going to nmake us
pay! Peter added. You nost of all, Johnny.

"What isn't very good?" asked Dave, noting the tension in Peter's slender

body.

Rhyssa quietly explained the gist of the exchanges. Dave's eyes wi dened in

al arm and he, too, |ooked around the crowd to spot Barchenka's current

posi tion.

"How coul d she do that?" Dave asked Johnny.

"She hasn't got enough clout left with those necessary to confirm such an
assignment, even if the Space Authority was insane enough to let her," Havers
sai d, troubl ed.

What el se did you sense, Peter? Johnny G eene asked, rocking back and forth on
his heels, his jaw nuscles tightening in dismy.

No one el se has ever read her, Rhyssa repeated.

I think it was her whacking me like that. Peter lifted one armto his ribs. He
hadn't felt the blow, only reacted to the nmonmentum of her thrust. The physica
connection and she's so angry, she isn't holding anything back. | think she's
after Admiral Coetzer, too. That's what she's gone to do now. He turned his
upper body around, |ooking in the direction Barchenka had gone.

Ch, there you are! Al three tel epaths wi nced as Madl yn Luvaro's powerful

voi ce assaulted their m nds. Qoops. Sorry.

The tel epaths gl anced around, not imediately spotting Madlyn. Then the
pretty, dark brunette in an elegant red dress suit stepped out of the throng.
She was smiling, nodding politely to those she passed but there was a
definite, noticeable tension to her body and a tightness to her smle

"Hell o, there, Rhyssa, Peter, GCeneral Johnny. How great to see you here," she
said aloud. There's one goddawful runor just starting the rounds in the

wor kers' level: that Barchenka's going to be nade Manager again. As she bowed
politely to everyone in the cluster, she continued. The runor is that she'd
end up her speech by telling you all that she's taking over the Station. Her
smle was fixed. She had nodul ated her extrenely strong tel epathic voice to a
nmere whi sper, a scared nental whisper. Now her eyes begged Rhyssa to reassure
her. How can she? Wen she cane storming in here fromthe cerenmony, and Madl yn
gestured around the refreshnment area, she was jerking her hands around at her
white-coats and telling themthat the plan would proceed. They noved out on
the double. Wth that skullcap of hers, | couldn't read anything from her and
those nuscle men can't think with the front of their brains so she has been

pl anni ng something all along. "Can | buma ride back down with you, Ceneral ?"
she said aloud, tilting her head coquettishly at Johnny, but her eyes were

cl ouded with anxiety.

Rhyssa said in a conversational tone, "Are you all packed, Mdlyn?"



"Yessum " and the tel epath nodded, nore |like a teenager than the confi dent
executive she had become during her stint on the Station

"I think "Il just see how Grushkov is doing," Johnny Greene said with a

wi ckedly rai sed eyebrow. Stay here.

He wended his way into the crowd.

You don't think there's any chance she could get her way? Madlyn asked warily,
pretending to adnire Peter's smartly tailored outfit. "I alnost didn't
recogni ze you, you're so smart."

"Tirla took me shopping."

"She's got excellent taste." How does she think she can oust Admral Coetzer?
The Worl d Council officially appointed him He's such a nice guy. So calm He
i npressed ne when he toured the grunt levels and talked to all of them Even
descended to the offie levels. Never even winkled his nose at the pong down
there, Madlyn said. Neither did Igor Koryakin, who's the new M ntenance
Supervi sor. How can they possibly turn the Station back over to her?

It just has to be wi shful thinking on Barchenka's part, Rhyssa said.

Peter was very uncertain now Could he have imagined the vivid sequences he'd
seen in Barchenka's mind . . . like very fast-forward scenes . . . alnost as
if she were going over the plans in her m nd? They coul dn't have been precogs
because Barchenka hadn't a vestige of psychic ability! He | ooked around
warily. There weren't that nmany of her white-coated muscles in this area. He
reviewed the brief glinpse of the very satisfied expression on her face,
echoing her nental attitude. Then there was a sudden stir as the rank of doors

beyond the refreshnent area burst open, |ike one of the glinpses he'd had, and
pl at oons of white-coated nmen and wonen strode purposefully in, spreading out.
Peter carefully levitated hinmself enough to see over nearby heads. | don't

like the feel of this.

At the exact sanme nonment, Johnny G eene broadcast, The admiral's run into a
bad snag. H s telepathic aide, Shandin Ross, is with him They can't get the
lift to work to the Control Intelligence Center |evel

Ground yoursel f, Peter, Rhyssa said, pulling himback down to the fl oor.
She's | ocked Coetzer out! Johnny said angrily. Coetzer's supposed to have the
command codes. She's | ocked hi mout.

Johnny, can't we do sonething? Peter replied anxiously.

"What ?" Madl yn Luvaro demanded, and put her hand to her Iips.

The lifts aren't responding, even to his enmergency codes, Johnny said, his
nmental tone both angry and anxious. |'mreading Admiral Coetzer's mind. He's
so furious right now he's dead easy to read. He's com ng back here.

|'"ve got to get closer to Barchenka, Peter announced.

Bef ore Rhyssa could protest or caution him Peter was gone from her side.

"No one will notice," Dave said, |eaning down to whisper in her ear

"You did."

"I was watching him Everyone else is watching Barchenka's guards," Dave said.
"Can't we do sonething? Anything? Are there enough strong Talents to just

i nactivate her?"

"Not with her nmetal skullcap,” Johnny Greene replied telepathically as well as
out |oud. Although, Peter? Peter, where's he got to? he added, his tone
agitated. Madlyn, have you any idea how many goons she has? \Where has she
positioned then? Ch! Johnny's voice was silent for three beats. Really? Pete,
how d you do that?

Johnny' s astoni shnent was so intense that all the 'paths caught it.

My God, he's great, Madlyn Luvaro's voice was so strong, Rhyssa thought she
had spoken out | oud.

Yes, that's what | saw in her mnd, Peter answered, and shot Johnny, as well
as the other psychics, the visuals he had seen passing through her public

m nd. Her strategy.

That' Il certainly help, Havers remarked, his |anky body rel axi ng. What now,
Johnny?

Just be ready to take control when we can, Johnny replied. She's been too busy
wi th her planning to watch her back. And there was a note of distinct



satisfaction in his tone.

Those nysterious teans of yours? Rhyssa asked.

What teanms? Both Madlyn and Gordon Havers wanted to know.

"How coul d she lock the admiral out of the command zone?" Dave nurnured, not
being privy to the lightning tel epathed exchanges. "She formally handed over
t he passwords and encryption codes when the watch changed at dawn. Coetzer's
staff has been installed since six a.m Station time. Wy don't . . ." he
continued, breaking off when there was a sudden rearrangenment of the crowd as
someone barged forward: Barchenka. She had a voice wand in her hand.

"HEAR THI S!'" The vol unme on her wand was deafening, instantly producing the
sil ence she wanted fromthe now agitated audi ence. "I AM RESUM NG THE
MANAGEMENT OF THI S STATION. THERE IS AN | NSURRECTI ON ON THE LOWER LEVELS. "
That's a fat lie! Madlyn said.

"BE CALM | WLL SAVE YOU. THE ADM RAL YOU APPO NTED IS USELESS IN TH' S
EVMERCENCY HE DOESN T KNOW THE STATION AS | DO "

"Because, Madam " and the adm ral appeared on cue in one open door, his aides
spreadi ng out on either side of him hands on the holsters of their dart guns.
He had an on-deck voice that could be heard w thout anplification. "You have
tanmpered with the main control systens. | amthe officially appointed Station
Manager . "

"I SHOULD BE. | WLL BE." Barchenka's wild gestures had opened a path between
her and the adnmiral. He advanced to confront her. "NO ONE KNOAS TH S STATI ON
AS DO, WHO HAS PUT EVERY RIVET AND G RDER IN I T. YOU SHALL NEVER RUN I T

W THOUT ME. | WAS GO NG TO EXPLAI N HOW MUCH YOU NEEDED ME BUT SOVEONE
CORRUPTED MY SPEECH DI SK. " Her eyes were bul ging, her face suffused with

bl ood, the cords in her neck visible with her tension.

The admiral cane to an abrupt halt, shaking his head in outrage at her ranting
as Rhyssa, desperate to offer such hel p as her people had avail abl e, reached
into his opened nind. She was startled to hear Peter's voice already there.
Menti on password, Admiral. Ask her about the password.

The adm ral gave his head one nore shake, eyes sliding quickly to Johnny
Greene, whom he knew to be a Talent. He took another step forward, just as a
thin armin blue reached out of those near Barchenka and touched her shoul der.
"You' ve changed the password, have you, Barchenka?" The adnmiral said and, with
an effort the Tal ents caught, gave her an anused snile. "That's why the
systens won't respond. You've over ridden the codes you only just gave ne."
"l HAVE CHANGED ALL. SPECI AL PROGRAM ONLY | CAN OPERATE, " she cried
dramatically, thunping her chest with her free hand. "NO ONE ELSE WLL EVER
RUN PADRUGO SPACE STATI ON BUT ME!"

Shel koonchi k? What does that nmean? Peter asked. Sounds Russian w th that
"chik' at the end of it. Madlyn, are there any Russian speakers on the
Station?

Hundreds down in the grunt and offie |evels.

No, no, soneone in a conmand position.

Johnny Greene's anused voice answered. Yes, the Maintenance Supervisor,
Koryakin. He's still trying to get the Iift to work.

Koryakin! Al three 'pathed the name at once. Their effort was nmet with

si | ence.

He only receives, guys, Mdlyn added in a droll tone.

Koryaki n, the password has been changed to shel koonchi k, Peter said, his
mental tone so intense that even Madl yn wi nced.

Did he hear that? Rhyssa asked.

Every receiving telepath on the Station heard that, Johnny G eene said,

i magi ng hinself tenderly touching his ear hole.

The admiral had cone within inches of Barchenka now, alnpbst a stroll of an
approach. Certainly he did not act either cowed or subservient as he stopped
just short of the semicircle of her white-coated guards.

"As the duly appointed Manager of Padrugoi, | must informyou that your
deliberate attenpt to undermine my authority can be considered an act of
mutiny. "



"MJTI NY?" She threw back her head and how ed with | aughter. "Wen you can
control nothing of this Station and all these-" She swung her armto indicate
the prestigious and inportant governnent officials in the stunned assenbly.
"Are hostages. Cuests," she anended, "ny guests until MY appointnent is
irrevocably confirmed."

That provoked angry deni als and restlessness from an audi ence that included
every world | eader who had wi shed to attend the I nauguration of the Space
Station, which their own security guards had cleared as "absolutely safe."
From several directions, angry men and wonen charged her position. And aborted
their charge when her white-coats produced illegal heat-guns and |et off
bursts of energy, searing the attackers. Their cries of dismay ended abruptly
as Barchenka's forces swung their weapons fromone side of the crowd to the

ot her. The wounded were eased back, out of sight.

I s anyone badly hurt? Rhyssa asked on a broad band that woul d reach anyone in
the crowd with m ninal Tal ent.

No, ma'am The ones | can see just got a warning crease. But that neans those
whi t e-coats know how to shoot. Rhyssa couldn't recogni ze the speaker's nental
tone: whoever he was, he was "shouting"” to be heard at all. Anger had probably
gi ven him nore range than nornal.

"You want to get back to Earth?" Barchenka was saying now, her snile
mal i ci ous. "Cbey nme. Any further display of insurrection,"” and her broad smle

dared a response as her eyes swept the subdued crowd, "and ny troops will see
how fire-resistant your fancy outfits really are. I'll space ANYone who defies
me. |, Ludm |l a Barchenka, who MADE this Station, I amin conplete control."

In the stunned silence that now held the assenbled, the little bleep was al
the nore audible.

"Are you?" asked the admral gently, his manner rel axed.

"What was that?" Ludm |lla [aunched herself angrily at him and gestured for two
of her guards to cover him The adnmiral didn't resist when she wenched off
his wistcomand, dropping it to the floor, stanped on it, kicking it away
from her when she couldn't break the inpact-resistant case.

"You will be first to breathe space, Coetzer," she said, shaking her fist at
him Then she spoke into her owmn wist unit. "Yellow Team to the reception
area. You'll see, Coetzer. You'll be admiral," and she snarled the rank in a

she waved her armto include
' Then she stopped, peering

cont enpt uous voi ce, "of deep space. And that,
t he audi ence, "will be the fate of all who defy ne.’
into the crowd, searching avidly.

Who' s she | ooking for? Madlyn said, trying to shelter herself behind Dave's

| arge frane.

Me, said Johnny Geene blithely, but she won't find nme. Watch out, Havers. She
knows you by sight, too. Are you far enough back in the crowd, Rhyssa ? She'l
al so cone after you.

"Yel |l ow Team what's keepi ng you?" she demanded angrily into her wist unit.
That's nmore than enough of this sort of entertainnent, Johnny said

cryptically. Ready, set, GO

NOW The clear nmental command was not in General Greene's voice. Suddenly the
grilles on apertures halfway up the inner walls crashed down to the floor and
those white-coats nearest reacted, blasting at the netal plates. To be shot
down by the nmany standard tranquilizer rifles that appeared in the openings.
"What the-" Ludmilla began

As she raised her hand to redirect her troops' weapons, a dart smacked into
her throat. Even as she coll apsed, tranquilizer darts rained down on her
cohorts. A few, who had dropped to their knees and turned their weapons

upward, were not hit. Abruptly every one of those threw their weapons away as
if too hot to handle. On the hands held up in surrender, Rhyssa saw the
unmi st akabl e red burn welts.

Whi ch they are, Peter said snugly. Tit for her tat!

The adm ral stepped forward and renmoved the wistcomfrom Barchenka's linp arm
and the weapon from her hand.

"Now hear this! Adnmiral Coetzer speaking. Ludnilla Barchenka has been taken



prisoner. Surrender without further violence, and | guarantee safe return to
the planetary surface. This nutiny is now over. Surrender to Station personne
i Mmediately and in an orderly fashion. | repeat, Ludmlla Barchenka is under
guard and her illegal force is disarnmed. This is Admral Coetzer speaking.
This Station is now back under ny comrand.

"Di stingui shed guests, |adies and gentlenmen, please be calm" and now he held
his hands up, circling to be sure that he could be seen. "Are there any

nmedi cal personnel who can attend our wounded?"

Johnny Greene suddenly levitated in front of the admiral, appearing to
hesitate midair, reaching out with his right hand to deflect or catch

sormet hi ng.
CGot it! Johnny cried, dropping to his feet again as he showed the knife that
had been thrown at the admiral. In the same second, one of Barchenka's thugs

who was kneeling on the floor, doubled up, screamng in pain.

"l suggest that no one else attenpt a simlar breach of conmon sense," Johnny
said, slowy rotating on his heel to survey Barchenka's mutineers. Pete, can
you do a shield around the admiral ? W're not hone clear yet.

Sure! Peter Reidinger, looking frailer than ever against the tall

wel | -fl eshed admiral, stepped to his side and projected an invisible barrier.
"Secure that man," the admiral said, gesturing for two of his aides to dea
with the withing woul d-be assassin. Then he noticed Peter. "Ah!"

"You need Pete fight now, Admiral," Johnny said quickly in an undertone. "He's
that skel eteam |'m sure you' ve been briefed on."

The admiral raised his eyebrows in surprise, gave Peter an abrupt nod, and
then continued to issue crisp orders.

"I'f some of ny fellow guests would be so good as to collect the arns." Both
mal e and femal e guests | eaped forward i medi ately. Sonme of them cautiously
nudged t he weapons out of reach or gingerly touched the handl es in case of

resi dual heat. The arns were dunped in a pile that Johnny G eene then "lifted"
out of the reception area.

Rhyssa crouched down by Ludm |l a Barchenka's linp body and pushed her beret
back, exposing the shiny skullcap that had prevented any tel epath from reading
her mi nd.

"Ch, my word!" Rhyssa. exclainmed. Wen she lifted the closefitting netal plate
of f, a round patch of bare skin, rem niscent of an ancient monk's tonsure, was
reveal ed; bare skin further increased the protection offered by the cap

"No wonder she felt dense," Gordon Havers renarked

"It figures," Johnny G eene agreed after a quick glance. Then he grinned at
Rhyssa. Not that 1'd like to peek into her twi sted m nd but soneone may have
to, to make sure we've arrested everyone involved in this little, ah, nutiny.
Rhyssa gave a little shudder of revul sion and stood up, hands cl asped together
under her chin in distress. Dave put a conforting arm about her shoul ders.
"Ceneral G eene?" Admiral Coetzer asked, beckoning for Johnny to cone closer.
He | ooked neaningfully at Peter, who was in earshot in his protective

posi tion.

"I'"1l vouch for Pete, Admiral," Johnny remarked in a | ow voi ce. Then he cocked
his head, indicating he was all attention

"How much of a force do you have, G eene? Enough to deal with this . . ." the

admiral hesitated over a choice of words.

"Mutiny, Coetzer?" And Johnny's ineffable hunor provoked a slight twitch of
the admral's lips. "I don't have a 'force,' just sone volunteers in strategic
pl aces.” He pointed up to the open grilles. "Another group reports that they
tranked her Yellow Teamin the hall so you don't need to worry about her being
rei nforced." Johnny ducked his head, scratching the nape of his neck and
grimacing in enbarrassnment. "Your own personnel should be yours to conmand
again . . . once we find your wistcom Ah, thanks, Pete," he said as a wi st
unit was tel eported against his nedals. He grabbed it.

"Thank you, Pete," Admiral Coetzer echoed, turning to the thin youth at his

si de before repossessing his comruni cator. His regard of his youthful guard
was nmore interested than patronizing.



The military and naval guests had taken it upon thenselves to secure

Bar chenka' s whil om guards, conscious or tranquilized, assisted by Johnny's
irregul ar troops. Leaving some on guard in the apertures, trank rifles trained
bel ow, others dropped fromthe hatches to secure the insurrectionists. Mnents
later, Admiral Coetzer's Station personnel arrived to take official charge of
t he capti ves.

Barchenka's |inp body was soon draped over several chairs, strands of sweaty
bl ond hair Iying across the shaved pate. Though the drug in the dart would
keep her unconscious for several hours, her hands and feet had been yoked as a
precauti on.

Meanwhi | e, recovering fromthe confrontation, other dignitaries had deci ded
that now was the appropriate time to circulate refreshnents. Since the waiters
and waitresses were unavail abl e, guests performed such duties, pouring glasses
of the inaugural chanpagne, w nes, sodas, juices, and liquors set out on the
tabl es. Some were passing trays of canapes and other finger foods, setting
aside their official positions to help restore some senbl ance of "occasion" in
the reception area. Those who had been unduly distressed by the shocks of the
| ast hour were being conforted. Noi se soon reached a nornmal |evel for such a
gat heri ng.

"Greene," the admiral said, after answering another bleep on his wistcom
"ClC reports shuttles leaving that were not cleared. Possibly some mnmutineers
are trying to escape. |I'd prefer not to christen the Station's defense system
today, but the crews are not responding to orders to stop."

"An exodus like that can best be handled from Station control, don't you
agree?" Johnny said, gently guiding the adniral toward the nearest exit.

"We' || need the services of our Voice," he added, beckoning Madlyn to cone
forward. W night need everyone in CIC "l believe you' ve already net M.
Luvaro, Coetzer," and when the admral acknow edged that with a little bowto
her, Johnny went on. "She's been our Station-to-Earth contact and she'll be
very useful right now. | don't believe you ve net Rhyssa and Dave Lehardt.
Rhyssa's . "

"By reputation certainly I know Ms. Lehardt and her husband," the admral said
graciously, gesturing for the small knot of psychics to acconmpany him "And
Justice Havers. Though | haven't formally met M. Baden," he said, turning to
Lance with an extended hand. "Your superb management of the Bangl adesh

Emer gency was a fascinating adverti sement for Kkinetics."

"Not as much as today was," Lance replied drolly.

On their way to the lift, they passed knots of white-coated men and wonmen now
guarded by personnel of Coetzer's comand.

"Admiral, sir," Madlyn began tentatively, "you gotta reassure the grunts."

"I beg your pardon?' The admiral |eaned slightly toward the Voice who was
trotting to keep up with his long stride.

"The workers, down below, they're terrified of Barchenka and they think she's

still in control. If you don't tell 'emyou are, they mght do just about
anyt hi ng. "
"That will be our second task, Ms. Luvaro. You can't, by any chance, reassure

t hem your sel f ?"

"Me? They wouldn't hear me, sir. None of '"emare receivers. It's your voice
they need to hear on the audio. They liked you, you know. You didn't sniff or
cover your nose when you visited their quarters.

Coetzer's lips twitched in an effort not to snile as he adapted his stride to
her shorter one, taking her by the armand guiding her into the lift.

"I"ll see if we can't inprove those conditions, Ms. Luvaro."

"They' Il work their butts off for you if you do, Admiral," Mdlyn said
feelingly. "Oh, you know they will, Johnny," she added forcefully as she
caught the general's anused reaction to her candor. "Only | still don't
under st and why Barchenka pi cked such a crazy password. She hated nusic and
woul dn't | et anyone even whistle in her presence.”

The Adm ral chuckled. "What better one to choose than something totally
unsuspect ed. Since shel koonchi k neans nutcracker, and one figures in the



Tchai kovsky ballet, it was relatively obscure, given her habits. Koryakin told
me the conposer was a fanmpbus Russian." He turned toward the psychics for their
opi ni on.

"He is indeed," said Gordon Havers. \Well done, Pete! Neat way to disarm
opponents, too. You nust tell me how you heated up their weapons.

It seened a good idea, Peter Reidinger replied nodestly, but his visible snle
was broad enough for two faces.

You did real good, Peter. Real good. Madlyn | ooked up at him so adoringly that
Peter edged closer to Rhyssa as the lift doors parted on the Command | evel.
"Admiral on the bridge," said the sentinel at the Iift as Admiral Coetzer

wal ked into the Control Intelligence Center, the CIC of Padrugoi Space

Stati on.

3

Once in command, Adnmiral Coetzer contacted the conmmandant of the Internationa
AirForce to dispatch Earth-to-Padrugoi (etop) fighters to prevent the three
shuttl es-which did i ndeed contai n Barchenka' s associ at es-from nmaki ng good
their escape. Scenes of an unconscious Ludmlla, white-coats packed into the
Station's brig, others surrendering, patched through to the shuttles' screens,
were sufficient proof of the mutiny's total failure. Coetzer repeated his
guarantee of safety. Two vessels inmediately hove to, awaiting an AirForce
escort. The third changed trajectory and, throttles on full, tried to | ose
pursuers. Coetzer did not hesitate and authorized the etop pilots to use the
mssiles with which their fighters were arned. The resultant expl osi on was
vivid enough to be visible fromboth the Station and the American East Coast,
whi ch was at that nmoment passing underneath the Station. A brief newscast
reassured the public, promising a full report later that day. David Lehardt,
in his role as the Eastern Parapsychic Center PR chief, helped the admiral's
public relations staff to put together what the public needed to know. A ful

i nvestigation of the circunstances was to be carried out and the results nade
public at a later date.

In his initial report, General John G eene, on detached service to the
Padrugoi Shuttle Squadron, crisply explained that he had possessed
insufficient creditable data to present to his superiors: certainly nothing to
suggest that a mutiny was being planned by Ludm |l a Barchenka. He pointed out
that the npst sensitive of precognitive Talents, Amal da Vaden, had "seen"
not hi ng. He himself had no vestige of the precognitive aspect of psionic
Talent. On recent trips to and from Padrugoi, his interest had been caught by
nebul ous runmors fromthe grunts being returned to the surface. Nothing
concrete, nerely the vague and sonmewhat inarticulate nmental anxiety of his
passengers and the relief they felt when they had reached Earth again, as if
they hadn't expected to survive. Enough, however, for himto becone alert and
to take such precautions as he could with a Iimted nunber of dedicated
Talents. Hi s personal doubts had been partially confirned when Barchenka was
so eager to clear the Station of all telekinetics and when she had "negl ect ed”
to send invitations to prom nent personages |ike Justice Gordon Havers and
Rhyssa Owen Lehardt. He was, however, aware of the grievances Barchenka

har bor ed agai nst those people that could certainly be the reason they had been
excluded fromthe invitation Iist. Wen she began inporting "additiona
catering staff," one of the Talents (Madlyn Luvaro) asked himto find out how
large a catering staff for the Inauguration should be. He had privately
instigated a check on the extra personnel that Barchenka was hiring to serve
at the Inauguration cerenmony. Except that few of them had had any previous
catering experience and they all came from Slavic nations, he couldn't contest
their employnment. Their numbers, however, were far in excess of what a
reputable catering firmwould enploy for a simlar occasion

Though Amal da, the Washi ngton precog, could not give any substance to Johnny's



"hunch," he decided to take certain precautions. If he was wong, he could
deal with that. Being right was unacceptabl e unl ess he prepared for that
possibility. Wth the I owest grunt-level living quarters being cl osed down, it
was relatively easy for Johnny to hide those who volunteered to remain on the
Stationjust in case. Nor was it difficult for these men and wonen to
infiltrate the larger air-conditioning conduits and stand a discreet vigi
during the cerenony.

When, after the fact of the Mutiny, he taxed Mallie Vaden about her | ack of
"foresight," she replied in her own defense, "If the circunstances hadn't been
altered by you, the Mutiny woul d have succeeded and | would have 'seen' it.
Only you intervened so it didn't happen for ne to 'see.' Sinplel™

Barchenka's Mutiny had been stealthily plotted. For instance, her personnel
manager, Per Duonml, had known nothi ng about it.

"As much because he was an honorable man-in his own way-and too upright to
have condoned a takeover," Rhyssa remarked.

"Not that so much," Johnny Greene added in private to the other Talents after
they had given their testinonies to the investigating commttee, "as the fact
that he had finally beconme disenchanted with our dear Ludmlla and, in the

| ast nonth or so, had begun to distance hinmself."

"Did he do so because he suspected her nutiny?" Justice Havers asked. He woul d
have | oved to have sat on the tribunal appointed to hear Barchenka's case, but
havi ng been on the Station, he was considered prejudi ced. Another prom nent
American jurist had been chosen for the panel of five.

"Coul dn't say, Gordie," Johnny replied with one of his shrugs. "Duom turned
his office over to Coetzer's personnel manager the day before and was out of
there like he couldn't wait to get downside." Johnny paused. "OF course, you
m ght concl ude that he knew somet hi ng was up but he sure didn't want to be

i nvol ved. "

Fortunately, the subsequent mental probe of Duom by Jerhattan LEO
Conmi ssi oner Boris Roznine, who had been assigned to the unsavory duty by the
i nternational investigators, exonerated the man of any conplicity.

"Withing with distaste and consi derable aninosity toward Barchenka," Boris
later told his twin brother, Sascha, "but wi thout personal involvenent.

t hi nk, though he hid it well, he had his suspicions. There're enough invol ved
as it is. Including, and you'll love this, old Flinflam Ponsit Prosit."
"Who?" Sascha gaped at Boris in astoni shment. Sascha had deliberately put the
scam artist out of his mnd once the man had been assigned to Padrugoi as a
janitor in the grunt |evel

"Yup. Dirt loves dirt and he'd ve loved doing the dirty on any Talent."

"Just don't," and Sascha paused significantly, "even think of that scuzbal
near Tirla."

Boris gave his brother a do-you-think-1'"mcrazy look. "Nor in the vicinity of

Rhyssa and Peter. They've all put that kidnapping behind themand it'll stay
there."”

"And Flinflan?" Sascha's voice and manner had hardened.

"Well," and Boris shrugged, "I don't think Barchenka trusted himany nore than
we do. He was supposed to do one of his brainwashing Religious Interpretation
gigs on offenders, to get themto support her. |I get the inpression he isn't
the least bit rehabilitated. Bets a lot, but there's no | aw agai nst that up
there. He can work all the scans he wants on offies and grunts. | warned

Commander Ottey in Padrugoi security to watch out for any further problemfrom
hi m and, wel | " Boris left the rest of his sentence in the air. Sascha
under st ood what wasn't said.

"And his Royal Hi ghness Prince Phanibal Shimaz is safely on First Base?"
Sascha asked.

"The penal unit there is isolated fromthe main blocks," Boris replied.

"Col onel Watari's tough. Goes by the book. Shimaz is out of the way for good.
That child-farmof his was too much even for his famly." Then Boris sighed



deeply. "And speaking of debasenent, | hope I'mnot required to probe Ludnilla
again." Despite his long service with Law Enforcement and Order, Boris gave a
shudder of revul sion

Sascha spared his brother a synpathetic | ook. "Her trial's nearly over. |
doubt you'll have to."

"Appal ling woman. Hates us." And Boris meant Tal ents.

"She has reason,"” Sascha remarked candidly. "OF course, if, | were truly
honest, 1'd admt that | reciprocate her aninosity with interest."

"I won't tell."

"You're all heart, bro," replied Sascha.

"So, give ne sone good news to go on with? I've five nore of Ludmlla's
white-coats to scan for the hearings tonorrow," Boris said with a heavy sigh
"I's Lance going to start training your young geni us?"

"He had to settle affairs in Adel ai de but Rhyssa and Peter are expecting him
any day now. "

The tribunal hearing the case of Padrugoi Space Station versus Ludnilla
Barchenka for nutiny proceeded inexorably but with inpeccable inpartiality to
a conclusion. The attenpted hostage-taking, grievous bodily harm done severa
di stingui shed guests, and her threats against their lives were sufficient to
have heavy penalties inposed on her. She was found guilty of high treason by

t he unani nous agreenent of the tribunal that had included a Wkrainian judge
and was duly sentenced to permanent house arrest in a snmall house outside

Ki ev. She wore the special doubl e-banded wist ID of a convicted crimnal that
restricted her to those prem ses. As an added precaution, she was surgically
body-tagged with a detector that could not be renpbved, short of her dem se.
The conpl etion bonus for the Padrugoi Space Station was sequestered and pl aced
in a special account that would defray her costs and was budgeted to | ast a
reasonabl e projection of her |ife expectancy. Visitors to her quarters were
severely limted and those few who requested visits were scanned before and
after. The pul verized remains of the plastic scul pture, which President
Cinprich had presented to her, were found in the first week's refuse.

The trial of itself formed a judicial precedent, being the first action of the
i ndependent entity, the Padrugoi Space Station, against an individual. Thus
the entire world becane aware of the |egal independence of that entity.

"Her biggest single mstake was in refusing to let us attend,"” Johnny said to
Rhyssa and Peter two weeks later, after Barchenka started serving her lifelong
sentence. They were seated in Rhyssa's second-fl oor office in the Henner

mansi on.

Johnny took a sip fromhis second cup of coffee and continued. "Wen | found
out that CGordie's nane had been struck off the invite list, and bearing in
mnd ny other information, | decided Lance and | needed to neet. In his
shi el ded quarters on the Station, of course. He actually organized," and he
grinned wi ckedly, "our volunteers. Wen the ever-lovin' Ludmlla formally
ended his conscription-she kept calling it a "work contract'-she watched while
he cleared his office and his conputer system not that he had | eft anything
up on that. Then she had her white-coats personally conduct himto the
shuttle.” Johnny chuckl ed. "He wal ked on and then wal ked of f through the
service hatch. Hs was the bright idea of utilizing the ventilation ducts. Had
to pick people who could fit in them too. In fact, he' d been eavesdroppi ng on
whi t e-coat barrack conversations, trying to figure out what was going to
happen. 1'll give her this-she picked the nost closenouthed bastards she could
find as platoon | eaders. And | suspect they didn't know the whol e ni ne yards
bef or ehand. "

Rhyssa sl ow y shook her head over Barchenka's tactics and how very cl ose they
had come to success.

Peter cleared his throat. "You don't know when Adnmiral Coetzer will let ne see



t he spaceship, do you?"

"I't"ll be alot nmore interesting when it's nearer conpletion, Pete," Johnny
replied. "Never fear, skeleteam Dirk Coetzer is not one to forget his debts."
A polite knock sounded on Rhyssa's door.

"Come in, Sascha, Lance," she replied, adding a nmental invitation, and the
door opened for the visitors.

Sascha had a nowis-the-tinme smile on his face that he directed at Peter as he
stepped forward to allow the |anky Lance Baden to enter behind him The

Australian Center chief gave a cheerful wave including all in the room but he,
too, was eyeing his new student.

Not that | don't think I'Il be learning nore fromyou, Pete, than you wll
from ne.

Peter had risen to his feet, a courtesy that Lance appreciated though he was
in no way a formal person

No need to be nervous, pal, Sascha said on a tight 'path to the boy.

Don't tease, Rhyssa added, imaging her face with a severe frown. "Come in, sit
down, and let's talk, shall we?" she said aloud, setting the tone for the

di scussion of howto train a boy who was probably the nmpost powerf ul

tel ekinetic to be discovered anywhere on the planet.

Lance settled hinself in one of the confortable | ounge chairs, crossing one
long | eg over the other and linking his fingers together, totally rel axed.
Sascha took the other |ounger and waved at Peter to seat hinself.

"Now, |'ve a full nonth off fromthe Adel ai de Center," Lance began, "so what
I'd like to do, Pete, is walk you through exactly what you do and see if we
can devel op any theories on gestalt so that others can boldly go." He gl anced
over at John G eene, who shrugged from where he was stretched out in the

| eat her chair.

"I won't be too much help, Lance," the general said. "I just learned to go
with the flowand | can't tell you how | managed to enul ate Pete here, except
that somehow, | had to keep Dave from cracking his skull open on the edge of

t hat swi mm ng pool . "

"Using the electricity fromthe sun beds for the gestalt?" Lance asked.
Johnny nodded. "I wanted himto nove over a neter away. He did."

"And after that you were floating drones and space shuttles to Padrugoi I|ike
so many pebbl es skipping across the pond," Lance remarked dryly.

Agai n Johnny shrugged. "That's all | thought | was doing."

Lance | ooked questioningly at Peter.

"Sir, it is sort of like skipping pebbles across the water," Peter said.
"Then how do you estimate just how nmuch of a skip you have to take in gestalt
fromthe generators?"

Pet er opened both hands in a hel pl ess gesture. He was trying to shrug his
shoul ders as John Greene did but only his right shoul der twitched in response
to his wish. "Some things | touch with my mind just feel heavier than others.

Li ke orange juice or plasteel. Just |ooking at sone stuff even | can tell it
must wei gh tons."

"At the base in Florida ," Rhyssa put in, "the technician always had the gross
wei ght figures of what Peter was to lift."

"That still requires sone sort of calculation, doesn't it?" Lance added when

Peter opened his hands in a gesture of continued di smay.

"Pete started off using the 4.5 kWgenerator we installed for him at
Dorotea's," Rhyssa said. "And half the tinme now, he doesn't even need to
access that."

"Very interesting," Lance said, nodding with the expression of someone who
hasn't heard anything significant. "Did you use any auxiliary power during the
Mutiny? For instance, when you heated up the butts of the white-coats'
weapons?"

Pet er shook his head, |ooking nore and nore concerned. Then suddenly his face
brightened. "I did I ean on the generators when | put a shield around the
admral. | didn't want anything to get through."

John Greene and Lance Baden nade eye contact.



"I didn't feel any pulse,” Johnny said.

"I felt yours, Pete, when you shorted out that woman's pronpt screen," Lance
sai d, grinning.

"He didn't, | did," Johnny G eene said.

"That was you, Johnny?" Rhyssa was surprised

The general raised one | anguid hand. "Guilty. She was taking far too much
credit.”

"And all along, | thought it was you, Pete."

Now a very smug smile tugged at the boy's nouth and was echoed in his eyes.
"No, | corrupted her disk."

"Ah, so that's why G ushkov thought you were totally innocent," Lance said,
pretendi ng nmuch relief at getting the culpability straight.

Johnny nodded. "I wonder what woul d have happened if we had allowed her to
finish that speech."”

"I"'mas glad we didn't, frankly," Lance said. "So, Pete-you don't nind being
Pete, do you?"

"No, sir."

"When you were shielding the admral, how did you nake the weapons too hot to
hand| e?"

"I just 'thought' themhot. But | didn't nove them anywhere."

"Ch, | see. So it wasn't telekinesis," Lance renarked, one hand covering his
nouth for a nonent.

"Not really." Peter paused

Rhyssa cl eared her throat, Sascha ducked his head, and Johnny's eyes were
brilliant with anmusenent.

"That's as well. Can you explain it to ne?" asked Lance, |eaning forward in
his chair and resting his el bows on his knees, clasping his hands lightly

t oget her.

"Can you suggest sonething that doesn't have any mass, sir?"

"Pete," and Lance waved his hands, "enough of this "sir' stuff. | know Dorotea
is very keen on social graces, but |I'mjust another Talent, |ike Johnny here."
"Not at all like nme, you wonbat," Johnny said with considerable force in his
voi ce despite his relaxed position

"For which | amindeed grateful,"” Lance shot in an aside to himbefore he
turned back to a startled Peter Reidinger. "You and ne," and he waggled his
finger back and forth between them "are going to be working as cl ose as
mates, and you're to call me Lance? Ri ght?"

"Ri ght, ssss-Lance." Peter swall owed.

"Right! Now, |I'mto suggest something that doesn't have-mass. Well, everything
has mass, including orange juice. Do you enploy gestalt to transfer grans?"
Pet er shook his head. "Kil ograns?" and Peter began to nod, "and definitely
dead tons? Ri ght?"

"Ri ght."

"Do you instinctively measure the vol ume of what you 'port?"

Peter considered this. "Well, | did |ook at the mass of drones and shuttles
when | was doing them | know that something' s dense by the feel of it."

"What has mass in this roomthat you' d need gestalt to nove?"

Peter eyed the objects in Rhyssa's office and then, with a m schi evous glint
in his eye, pointed to Johnny Greene and pronptly, those in the office heard a
di stant generator hum and the general, chair and all, was lifted off the

fl oor.

"Hey, just wait an effing minute,” Johnny said, his eyes round with surprise.
He didn't nove but his body tensed a noment before he obviously forced hinself
to relax. "Not even for you, Pete Reidinger," and he shook his index finger at
the grinning boy, "will | be a display piece."

He and his chair were put back in place with not so much as a jar to Johnny's
extended | egs: the heels of his shoes fitting exactly back into the marks on
Rhyssa's thick carpet.

Sascha, Rhyssa, and Lance were grinning at his indignant reaction

"One of these days, ny young friend," and the threat went unspecified. "Wy



didn't you pick on hin?" Johnny continued, sitfing upright and pointing to
Baden. "He outwei ghs ne."

"He's ny trainer," Peter replied with an inpudent grin.

"That'll teach you, Johnny," Rhyssa said, having thoroughly enjoyed his

di sconfiture.

"I don't know about that," Johnny replied, losing all trace of petul ance
before indolently shooting the cuffs of his tunic and resettling hinmself in
the [ ounge chair. Then he favored Peter with a genuine smle. "Just caught ne
unawares. |'Il be very careful not to underestimate you again, young

skel eteam "

"Which rem nds ne, Lance," Rhyssa said, putting her arnms on her desk and

| eaning forward toward the Australian, "to tell you that Peter was fifteen
just six weeks ago."

"I take due note, Rhyssa, that he is not a working Talent yet," Lance replied.
"And with all kinetics and 'paths back on their jobs, | presune that you don't
intend to use the skel eteam™

"Enphatically not. Now don't argue, Peter," she said to the boy, who was
levitating out of his chair in protest. "Neither Sascha nor | would have
condoned the use of your exceptional abilities under normal conditions. Now
that we are definitely back on-line, we are norally obligated not to abuse
your good nature and Talent in any way."

"But you're letting Tirla work," Peter began

"Tirla is in residence," Sascha broke in, scowing fiercely at the boy, who
recoiled fromhis expression, "with Lessud, Shria, and their famly in a Long
I sl and Residential Linear that is not renotely like Linear Gin Jerhattan. She
is definitely not working," and Sascha strung out the last three syllables to
enphasi ze the point.

"She took you and ne shopping," Peter murmnured.

"Tirla has never considered shopping to be work," Rhyssa said, pathing tightly
to Sascha, Stay out of this.

Sascha grinned broadly as if in response to her conment. "She's putting in
every other mnute she's awake studying."

"I'"d say she'll need to do nore shopping for you, skeleteam" Johnny renarked,
eyeing the bare leg of Peter's now too-short everyday trousers.

"I could do with sonme duds nyself," Lance said. "You bl okes ought to get your
thernostats fixed. This city's bl oody cold."

"It's spring," Rhyssa said in surprise.

"Not to my goosebunps it ain't. C nobn, sprout,” Lance said, rising and noddi ng
to Peter. "Now we got the ground rules |aid out, we can have a good chi nwag on
the way to getting ne some warner stuff. O should we call on this Tirla you
nment i oned?"

"She's studying hard," Sascha said firmy.

"Wth your perm ssion, Rhyssa?"

"By all means, Lance. Begin as you nmean to go on." Rhyssa waved her hand
toward the door.

Lance indicated that Peter should precede himto the door

"Sascha and | have some schedul es we must go over," Rhyssa said, pulling sone
pencil files toward her. "Johnny, don't you have soneplace you have to be
now?"

"Well, if you put it that way, and clipping his hand toward his right eye in
an airy salute, General John G eene disappeared, the generators hunm ng
slightly to indicate how he had effected his w thdrawal .

Peter gave a little sniff of disdain as he exited. Behind him Lance cocked an
eyebrow at Rhyssa and Sascha and left.

"My private opinion," Sascha remarked to his chief, "is that Pete could
probably 'port hinmself anywhere w thout gestalt.”

"You're probably right," Rhyssa said with a sigh, and inserted the first file.

Hal fway through the second week of his training time with Peter, Lance was



interrupted by a tel epathic touch

Lance Baden? Carnmen Stein. | have found her

Found who? Lance was so intent on observing Peter doing a lift of a half ton
of scrap netal froma yard to a steel foundry that he couldn't for the noment
recall what "her" Carnen Stein mght have found.

The Bantam chi |l d.

I"mnot usually this slow, Lance said, not willing to direct any attention
away fromthe screen that was graphing Peter's use of power in gestalt. Wo?
The daughter of Tony and Nadezhda Bantam You sent ne a | eather-bound journal
with a photograph of the three of them The parents are dead. | have | ocated
t he daughter.

My God, you haven't! Are you sure?

There was a brief pause. | amas sure as | can be.

Waer e?

She's very far away. Still in Bangladesh. | can pinpoint her nore accurately
once | amthere. | apologize for not getting back to this sooner but | have

been busy with LEQO

O course you have, Carnen. W have both been occupied in other matters. If
she is alive

She is very much alive

"Dam, " Lance said aloud, for the good news had cut his concentration on
Peter's kinetic sw tch.

"Did I do sonething wong?" Peter asked, picking up the nonitor to find the
m st ake.

"No, boy, you didn't. But | just heard some very good news that put me off
what we're doing here. Sorry about that. Excuse ne a sec." Carnen, are you
free to travel right now?

Yes, since you could not find the child on your own, and Lance caught
anusement in her voice. That picture is at |least three years old. You m ght
not recogni ze her Carnen subtly suggested that a male woul d not be able to
make the leap of the child' s alteration. | definitely will.

Lance was suddenly so full of what he needed to do now that he failed to
recogni ze the note in her voice.

D you know Kayankira of the Del hi Center? he asked Carnen. She'd arrange for
| ocal guides, unless you're fluent in Bangla, which | am not.

Tirla is.

Ah, yes, the shopping Tirla. Good idea, and Lance grinned at the thought of
finally meeting this young Tal ent whom Sascha was eager to protect and Rhyssa
and Peter thought highly of. Peter usually saw his friend when he had an
afternoon of f while Lance attended to Adel aide Center business. |'Il ask
Rhyssa if we can take Tirla with us.

Better you shoul d ask Sascha, Carnen said.

Whoever! Lance brushed that renmark aside. Fleetingly he remenbered that Tirl a,

who had a phenonenal Talent in |anguages, was, |like Peter, too young to be
officially enployed by the Center. Wy should Sascha be asked? Ah, he was head
of training. Well, Lance would have to clear all travel plans for Peter, as

well as Tirla, with Rhyssa as Center head. The trip to a totally different
culture could be educational for both youngsters.

Speak to Rhyssa, Carnen said. My tinme is clear for the next few days.

Lance expl ai ned the circunstances to Rhyssa and her synpathy for an orphaned
child was i medi ate. She granted perm ssion for an expedition involving Peter
Tirla, and Carnmen Stein.

I don't think Sascha will object, if Carmen is al ong.

Lance shook his head. Why woul d Rozni ne object? |I understand she's not in
active training yet.

Ah! Sascha has a special interest in Tirla. He rescued her fromLinear G and a
ki dnapping attenpt. 1'Il tell you the full story another tine. Al though don't
be surprised at anything Tirla says or does.

I won't then, Lance prom sed without at all know ng what that mght entail
W1l Peter be doing the kinetics?



Johnny's been wanting a | ong-distance test of that new carrier he's had
designed. Lightweight, just a shell really, but suitable for |onger-distance
teleporting. I'd like to see Peter using it. Kayankira is meeting us in Dhaka.
That's right. You' re good friends. Have a nice trip, and Rhyssa's nental tone
briefly bubbled with suppressed | aughter

"How woul d you like to take a short break from our studies?" Lance asked
Peter, grinning. Wiile he regretted an interruption to this session, he
realized that, since he'd been rel eased from Padrugoi for weeks now, he hadn't
even thought to inquire of Carmen about her search for the Bantans' child.

"To do what ?" Peter asked, surprised.

Lance was a single-mnded instructor, a nuch stronger tel ekinetic than his
first teacher, Rick Hobson, had been. Peter felt he already had far nore
control over his energy than ever before. He certainly didn't want to

i nterrupt these | essons.

"Remenber when you dropped nme and the shuttle full of kinetics in Dhaka?"
Pet er nodded.

"Well, | have some unfinished business over there. W can try Johnny's carrier
and some of your push-pull techniques, which we really haven't been able to do
here," and Lance gestured around the ol d warehouse they were using as a
school r oom

"I wouldn't mnd," Peter admitted. "Though it's nore Johnny's technique than
m ne. "

"Probably because Greene still doesn't have the power you've got in your big
toe."

Peter didn't |ike anyone criticizing his friend and averted his face from
Lance. He knew he had a |l ong way to go before he could control his expression
"Not that |I'mcriticizing the general in any way, Pete. It's just wise to
recognize limtations, that's all. W're to be there at sunrise their tine."
"WIl we be using the new carrier he sent us? That's awesone," the boy said,
his eyes gl eanm ng. He and Lance had 'ported about Jerhattan but a |long 'port
woul d be a treat. "Back to Dhaka, huh? Zia Airport again?" Peter asked. He

swi vel ed around to the monitor, asking it for the gl obal coordinates and
sighing with inpatience at the tine it took to access. He had a nmenory that
was al nost eidetic so he hadn't had to call up a general map first. He'd

practiced nenory techniques while still in the hospital, inert on an A-frane
bed with little else to occupy a busy mnd. "It'd be nice to be there," he
remarked, placing his finger on the site.

"Call it education. You haven't been many places yet on this ol' Earth and

it's about tine you did sone traveling; to see how the other half lives."
"Can we go to Australia, too, while we're nearly there? You promsed ne 1'd
get to see kangaroos and wal | abi es and wonbats," Peter said eagerly. "And
Ayers Rock and Alice Springs."

"We can't just take off and go sightseeing whenever we want to."

" But - "

"I"ve got an errand in Bangl adesh."

They spent some time |ooking at the towns and cities of Bangl adesh. Peter was
fascinated by the flat |andscape with not a single residential Linear or
ziggurat on the flat, deltoid plains. Even Dhaka's architecture was mainly in
the traditional Bengali patterns.

The next day at the very early hour of four on a bright, crisp fall nmorning in
early Novenber, Lance and Peter waited by the new passenger carrier shell that
CGeneral John Greene had had constructed for the purpose of kinetic
transportation. It had, w ndows, which Lance thought a definite inprovenent.
Carmen arrived with a slight, coffee-skinned, black-haired youngster, dressed
nodestly but with great style.

"Hi, Tirla, whatcha need that for?" Peter asked, lifting his armto indicate
her backpack. "We'll only be gone a few hours."

"Stuff and junk," the girl responded in a clear, faintly accented voice.



"You're the Lance that nakes Peter work so hard," she added, tilting her head
and giving the tall Australian a searching | ook

"Perhaps not as hard as he works nme, Tirla." Then Lance handed a towel -w apped
parcel to her. "Keep that safe for ne, please?"

She considered his answer for a nmonent before giving a sharp nod of her head.
"Sure." She took the parcel and stowed it carefully in her backpack with a
see-why-1l-need-it glare at Peter. Then she pointed to the carrier. "W go in
this? And Peter flies it?"

"I "port it, Tir," Peter corrected her. "Let's go." He glided forward.

The girl snorted and crossed his glide pattern so he'd have to halt. "Ladies
first!" She gestured for Carnen to precede her

Carmen shot an Are you ready for this, Lance? before she ducked her head and
took the right-hand rear seat. Tirla insinuated her slender body into the
starboard-side front row.

"Hey," Peter protested. "Lance should be there."

"Why?" Tirla said, regarding himfor a | ong noment of condescensi on and Lance
ended a possible argunent by taking the vacant place beside Carnen.

"I can watch from back here just as well," he said.

"Ch, all right." Peter was too eager to |l eave to delay over a minor detail. He
pl aced an ol d-fashi oned paper-filled notebook on the flat surface in front of
hi m and opened it to the page he had drawn up the day before under Lance's
supervi sion. Peter had been studying air routes and coordinates of airports
and, since he'd be traveling through sone sort of space-just as he had
kinetically flung shuttles to Padrugoi-he felt, and Lance agreed, that
ordinary flight patterns could serve the purpose of orientation

Tirla sat straight up, craning her neck to peruse his notations.

"Looks |i ke gibberish to ne."

"You' ve never seen any flight plans so you woul dn't know. "

Lance | eaned forward. "Commrercial airlines do not allow passengers to talk to
the pilot in takeoff or |anding nodes."

"I didn't think Peter was comercial yet," Tirla replied, swiveling around to
stare at Lance with confident and very beautiful pansybrown eyes.

"We're working on it," Lance replied.

Tirla continued to hold eye contact.

Be careful with this one, Carmen said w thout |ooking at Lance.

She's not tel epathic?

She can hear when she wants to. But so far, only wants to hear Dorotea and
Peter And Sascha, of course.

| see.
| doubt it, Carmen replied.
"Peter, let's launch this. |'ve pronmised Geene a full report onits

performance and confort in |Iong-di stance hauling."

"Peter's not supposed to work," Tirla protested, casually giving Lance Baden
anot her of her scrutinies.

"For Peter this is play, fun, and creamtea with scones,"
gesturing to Peter to proceed.

Abruptly they were not in the warehouse anynore but in very bright sun,

pl anted on one leg of the telepad H Safely outside the circunference of the
painted circle around the tel epad, Kayankira was seated at the wheel of a
battered four-wheel -drive ground vehicle.

She di snounted i medi ately, a slender woman, a thick braid of black hair down
her back, dressed in traditional Bengali garb. She ran toward them her face
beam ng wi th delight.

You have arrived. Scarcely have | stopped the engi ne and you are here. How
many m nutes, seconds does such a journey take? Then the Del hi Center chief
was shaki ng hands as the passengers energed into dry and dehydrating heat.
know you, Carnen Stein. Your mind is unmstakable. Lance, it is good to see
your face, no longer contorted with the anxieties with which that appalling
Bar chenka burdened you. And has she not had her just deserts! And who is this?
She took a short step backward, throwi ng her arns wide in a surprise welcone,

Lance said,



as Tirla energed, |ooking about her in total amazenent at the sun-washed plain
of Zia Airport.

She's frightened, Carmen said, and smled reassuringly, holding out her hand
to Tirla. She's never been anyplace this open or uninhabited.

Qoh, but she | ooks like one of us. Kayankira touched her chest with both
hands. She brought themtogether in the formal salute of her part of the
worl d. Al nmost dazed, Tirla hesitated. In another second, she evidently
recovered fromculture shock. She folded her hands in front of her chest.
"Namaskar ji," she said in flaw ess Hindi

Kayankira's expressive face registered total anmazenent.

Did you tell her everything about ne?

W told her nothing, Kayan, Lance replied with a broad grin.

She gets your |anguage right fromyour head, ma'am Peter explained quickly so
that the Del hi Center chief would not think badly of his good friend. She
doesn't know she does it but it's what she does best.

Ah, the little one | have heard about.

"Namaskar, kya hal he?" Kayankira replied.

"Stick to English, please, Tirla," Lance said. "W all understand that."
Tirla cocked an eyebrow in his direction. "I amfine, thank you," she said to
Kayankira very, very politely.

Ah, when she is old enough to be enployed, |I have first dibs.

Get in line, Carmen said. "Lord but it's roasting out here." She fanned
herself with her hand. "I need some shade where | can concentrate on | ocating.
Wiat is the child s nanme?"

"To the vehicle," Kayankira said, pointing to it and gathering her passengers
inthe circle of her free armto herd themtoward it. Peter and Lance began
shucking their jackets and rolling up their sleeves. Though Tirla was dressed
for Jerhattan, too, she strode as if mere climte was not affecting her

She was gl ad enough to reach the shade, drink thick sweet coffee, and munch
her way through European-style breakfast breads in the Zi a passenger term nal
She had eyes only for the fascinating pronenade of passersby and their
somet i nmes exotic-1ooking burdens. Peter was trying to emulate Tirla's conposed
manner but then she was nore accustomed to Neesters from her years in Linear
G

"So, what is the child' s nanme, Lance?" Carnen repeated when she had had a
restorative sip of the coffee.

"I don't know. Wasn't it mentioned in the journal ?"

"I didn't read it. Wien | realized that the father was dead, | used the

phot ograph of the child as a focus."

Tirla paused | ong enough in her surveillance of the ternminal to extract
Lance's rectangle from her pack and hand it to the finder. Carnen passed it
over to Lance who quickly riffled through pages, trying to find persona

ref erences.

"Ah, Amariyah?" He stunbl ed over his pronunciation of the witten word,
putting the accent on the second syll able.

"AmaREEyah, | would say," Kayankira replied. "Though it is not a common I ndian
name, neither Muslimor H ndu."

"Nor does it sound Russian, which was the nother's nationality," Lance said.
Pet er groaned. Not another shel koonchi k?

"A nutcracker?" Tirla asked, frowning at Peter

Kayankira's eyes threatened to pop out of their sockets. Russian, too?

Carmmen gave a shrug. She can do it with any |anguage.

How does she do it? the Del hi Center chief asked.

As well ask how Peter heaves space shuttles about, Lance said with an equally
bernused lift of his shoul ders.

"What has a nutcracker to do with Amariyah?" and the nane flowed prettily from
Tirla' s |ips.

"Not hing, | believe. But Amariyah is the child we have cone to find. Nowif
you will all be quiet." Carnen put a finger on the face of the child sitting
so sol emly between her parents and cl osed her eyes.



Tirla cl osed her eyes, too, so she wouldn't inadvertently distract the finder

That was one parapsychic courtesy that she al ways observed. She was al so fond

of Carmen, now that she saw the great benefits that had cone of Carnen finding
her in the first place.

"She's quite a ways fromhere,’

Carmen finally said.

"I cannot understand what you coul d have been thinking!" Sister Kathleen was
sayi ng, shaking with frustrati on and anger. She was hol ding a dusty Amariyah
away fromher and the girl, usually so self-effacing and gentle, was trying to
twist free, flailing her arms. To go right back to tearing nore hair off the
scal p of the hysterically weeping Lila, curled up in the weckage of what
everyone in the orphanage knew was Amariyah's garden. Al the other girls were
ringed about the little tableau, well out of range of either Amariyah's or
Sister Kathleen's retribution, staring in round-eyed, opennouthed fascination
"I was thinking she has killed ny garden,” Amariyah cried. "She is stil
rolling init. You are surely seeing that nuch!" Too tightly held in Sister
Kat hl een's capable firmgrip to pull nmore of Lila' s luxuriant tresses from her
head, the furious little girl now kicked dust at her victimw th her bare
feet.

From the coner of the main building, Sister Epiphania came rushing to di scover
the cause of Lila's continuous shrieks. Epiphania paused a nmoment, taking in
the incredible scene of the prostrate Lila and her coll eague hol ding the
struggl i ng Amari yah.

"Ch, dear Lord, oh dear Lord, save us," Sister Epiphania chanted as she rushed
forward to succor Lila, who screaned in terror when 'Phania touched her. She
had her eyes tightly closed, as nuch against the dust Amariyah was kicking at
her, as because she knew she had been caught doi ng sonething w cked. "Lila,
dear Lila, it is I."

The voice reassuring her, Lila opened her eyes enough to see that she was
safe. She clung to Sister Epiphania, shrieking out that she woul d never be
married now, with all the hair pulled from her head.

"Nonsense," Sister Kathleen said, coping with Amariyah's flailing. "Do take
that . . ." Kathleen firmy closed her lips on the adjective she was going to
apply to the malicious Lila, paused, and rephrased her sentence, "that child
and bat he her scalp. She's by no means badly hurt. Certainly not enough to
keep caterwauling."” Although, she thought candidly to herself, who would marry
such a nmean-spirited creature was noot.

Soot hi ngly, Sister Epiphania managed to get Lila to her feet and | ed her away
t hrough the circle of watching children

"Now, Amariyah, let us deal with you," Sister Kathleen said in her firmest

no- nonsense voi ce. "l cannot believe that you, of all the children here, would
di splay a vicious streak!"

"She ruined ny garden!" Amariyah suddenly collapsed, sinking into a pathetic
bundl e, tears stream ng down her dusty face as she picked up first this clunp
of greenery and then that. She held themto her nmouth, in the age-old gesture
of grief, conpletely bereft. She did not scream she did not sob, but the
tears kept pouring out of her sorrowful blue eyes in a manner that totally
unnerved Sister Kathl een.

"Ch, my dear child, do not take on so." The nun pulled the little girl up
broken plants and all, stroking the tangled hair, rocking the slender body in
her arms. "You can replant the garden,"” she said encouragingly.

"It is the dry season,” Amariyah wail ed, though she surrendered to the notion
of Sister Kathleen's body. "Nothing will bud or bloomin the dry season

Surely you are knowi ng this."

"Go about your tasks," Sister Kathleen said, realizing that the entire

or phanage was avid witness to the scene. She raised one armto scatter the
audi ence. "Tul a, Rabi ah, take the washing down before the sun bl eaches all the
color away. Somm, Lota, take the little ones to the banyan tree and finish
telling themtheir story. Sakti, Reva, you were supposed to be draw ng water.



Be sure to put the jars in the shade to cool for our supper. Habi bah, Risha,
Um . . . all of you big girls, you have not finished hoeing the potatoes."
She shooed them all about their sundry tasks, rocking Amariyah in tine to her
orders.

"Now, little one, what shall | do with you?" She held the child away from her
and was unutterably affected by the tears still rolling down the woebegone
little face. "Never in all the time you have been with us, have you

m sbehaved! "

"My flowers (sob), ny vege(sob)tables (sob) are all dead," and the mnurnured
words were bitter. "Nothing | can do will bring themback to life." She opened
her hands and di splayed the linp and wilted remains of her once thriving
plants. "Wiy? Wiy did Lila kill then? They had done her no harm She is an
assassin!"

Si ster Kathleen pressed her |ips together, wondering why she wanted to cry,
too. Crying was not an effective answer to any problemthat she knew of. She
was flumoxed by the fact that this was the first time Amariyah had wept. She
was such a self-contained little body, diligent with her assigned tasks,
willing to do anything required of her. She had been so good with the little
ones when the fever struck, even deserting her garden during the energency.
What ever had possessed Lila? O course, the girl was older, starting her
nmenses when, as every wonman knew, fermales were nore likely to be perverse.
Especially the Bengali girls, who matured far too young, Sister Kathleen

t hought. Lila would soon be thirteen and all her thoughts were on marri age.
The girl refused to even consider the alternatives now available to the young

worren of Bangl adesh. Wl |, Kathl een thought phil osophically, you can |lead a
horse to water but you can't make it drink
"Now, child, we will wash your face and hands and dry your tears." She rose,

trying to lift Amariyah to her feet, but the girl withed out of her grasp.
Amari yah hunkered down and began tenderly gathering up the dead stal ks and
stens. "You nust be going into the conpost. You will be going with nmy | ove
because you were rewarding me with your beauty and your strength. After death
there can be life in another form It is witten."

Sister Kathleen stared in surprise and watched as Amariyah finished collecting
the remai ns and wal ked toward the efficient conposting tank, the very wel cone
gift of some Ladies Goup in England. Kathleen did not remenber where, but the
gi ft was much appreci at ed.

"When you are done, Amariyah, | wll wash your face and hands."

She heard a nurnured response and rather thought it had to do with being able
to wash her own self wi thout help.

Si ster Kat hl een shook her head, wondering if, perhaps, she should have

rem nded the child of her nmanners. A reprimand right now was inappropriate.
And, besides, Amariyah was one of the few girls who could be counted on for
scrupul ous courtesy. Father Salih and the Bahadur had both commented on her
deportment. She watched a nonent |onger as Amariyah returned for another | oad
of damaged pl ants, her expression still woeful, but the amazing tears had
stopped. Sister Kathleen turned toward the infirmary where little shrieks
suggested that Sister Epiphania was anointing Lila' s torn scalp. Sister
Kat hl een caught herself smiling. Lila deserved, at least in this small
nmeasure, physical and nmental disconfort for such a random act of sensel ess
destructi on.

As the cool of evening settled in, Sister Kathleen had occasion to pass the
spot where Amariyah's garden had flourished. She halted, staring at the place
t hat had been raked cl ean of pebbles: not even so nmuch as one of the tw gs
that had provided a little fence remained.

"Ch, dear," and Kathleen was truly and devastatingly appalled at the sight.
"Ch, poor dear Amariyah!" She | ooked about the little clunps of girls playing
ganes. She couldn't spot Amariyah. O course, Anmariyah was al ways gardeni ng at
this hour. She | ooked again toward the w de-spreading |inmbs of the banyan tree
where the girls were gathered. That is when she saw the dust cloud rising in

t he di stance. She thought little of it, since this was the hour when people



di d undertake journeys, when the fierce sun was setting.

She was astoni shed when twenty minutes |ater the sturdy ground vehicle came to
a discreet halt at the orphanage gate. The driver descended and cane to the
gate, a H ndu to judge by her clothes and indubitably high-caste. She scol ded
herself briefly for adding that to her first inpression. The visitor saw her
and fol ded her hands politely, smling such a warm greeting that Kathleen
sm | ed back.

"I's this the O phanage of the Holy I nnocents?" the visitor asked.

"Yes, it is." Kathleen paused for the visitor to identify herself.

"I am known as Kayankira, and | am Chief of the Del hi Bureau."

Kat hl een noticed that she did not explain which bureau, but the stranger's
manners and deference to her were so charming that she could not feel any harm
in her.

"I am Sister Kathleen Rose. | amin charge here. My colleague is Sister

Epi phani a G bson. "

"Ah, Sister Kathleen," the Bureau Chief said with another polite bow, "allow
me to present my conpani ons?" She turned to a wonan of at |east forty years,
with the nmost serene face the Sister had ever seen on a layperson. "This is
Carmen Stein, an old friend of mine. Here is also her young friend, Tirla
Tunnell e, who is traveling just now in Bangl adesh. Al so Peter Reidinger. And
| ast but never least is ny old friend, Lance Baden."

Si ster Kathl een acknow edged the introductions in a sort of daze. Then Sister
Epi phani a came rushing out to stand beside her and the introductions were
repeated. Sister Kathleen was aware that Carnmen Stein was | ooki ng about from
one knot to another of giggling girls, who had now realized the orphanage had
received visitors of sone inportance. She did notice the tension in both M.
Stein and in Tirla.

Suddenly, interrupting Lance Baden just as he was about to explain their
presence here, Tirla went rigid and pointed.

"She's there."

"Yes, she is,"” Carnmen replied, a rush of relief and inexplicable joy flow ng
across her face. Lord, but she's broadcasting enough frustrati on and outrage
for even Tirla to hear it. "My we?"

"I don't understand," Sister Kathleen began, automatically taking a step to

i npede any invasion of the orphanage space.

"It is all right," Lance Baden said, stepping forward and taking her hands in

hi s.
And suddenly Sister Kathleen knew it was, though she didn't know why or how.
These peopl e, even the gawky boy, radiated goodwi || and confidence in the

rightness of their presence here, this evening in the little orphanage outside
Bogra. Kathl een Rose stepped back, wondering how they had di sarnmed her so
conpl etely.

"Ch, I'mso happy for her," Sister Epiphania said in a trenul ous voi ce.
"Happy for who?" Kathl een asked, staring in amazenment at her fell ow nun

"You know?" Lance Baden asked Epi phania who sniled beatifically at him

"For Amariyah, of course,” ' Phania said as if that were obvious.

"I don't understand " Kathl een said, shaking her head.

The dark girl, who | ooked part-Asian, was hurrying through the yard, past
Amariyah's former garden, the boy following in a nost unusual gliding step
Ms. Stein followed nore slowy, as if savoring the nmoment.

"Yes, we are cone for Amariyah Bantam " Kayankira said. "It has taken a |ong
while to go through all the records after the flood, Sister Kathleen." She
hel d out a sweat-stained journal and opened to the page containing a

phot ograph. Kathleen was arrested by the picture of a much younger Amariyah,
sitting straight and proud between two | ovely peopl e who obviously adored
their child.

"Ch!" The odd distanci ng Kathl een experienced was obliterated by a sense of
trenmendous | oss, the loss of Amariyah. "Ch, dear Lord, | don't think the child
ever did wash her hands and face, or conb her hair. It's all full of dead

| eaves. "



"Ah," and Kayankira sm|ed understandingly, as if she knew all about the
garden and Amariyah's nost uncharacteristic attack on Lila. "It is as nothing,
for the essence of the child is known."

The two Sisters now hurriedly foll owed the others toward the tree. How had
this Tirla seen Amariyah? She was on the far side of the thick tree trunk, not
at all visible fromthe gate. Yet, as the visitors, the nuns in their wake,
skirted the girls, Tirla had reached Amariyah. She hunkered down and began
tal ki ng earnestly-in Bangla-to the bl ue-eyed orphan. The tall boy hovered
behind Tirla as Ms. Stein joined them the npost beautiful smle on her face as
she | eaned down, touching Amariyah gently on the forehead.

"W have cone for you, Amariyah Bantam You will have a garden all to yourself
and no one will defile it."

Those remarks stopped Sister Kathleen in her tracks, blinking in astoni shnent.
Then it suddenly dawned on her that these people were psychics. They coul d
read m nds-and feelings. She hugged herself, even though she knew that the
Church was tol erant of such phenonena, and worried about what her nind m ght
have reveal ed to them

Just then the squeal of brakes and the snell of petrol in the heavy air

di stracted her. Father Salih, too? Well, they had had the courtesy to inform
him That was correct. As if the photograph were not confirmation of her
unusual waif's identity. But she rmust know nore before she rel eased the child
to their care. Ms. Stein was not a relative; although she was dark, she bore
no resenbl ance to Amariyah. The birth nother had the sane bl ack hair as her
daughter, with glints of red. Both parents had intelligent blue eyes.

"I have cone as fast as it is possible to travel,"” Father Salih was expl ai ni ng
as he joined those now observing Amariyah, Tirla, and Carnmen Stein. The boy,
Peter, still hovered, not intruding but very interested. Lance Baden and the
Bureau Chi ef had stopped a distance fromthe trio, and now turned to shake
hands with Father Salih. "Sister Kathleen, Sister Epiphania, it is al
according to protocol. The bishop of Dhaka hinmself is reassuring me. He is
calling me on the system"” In excitenent Father Salih often reverted to a
purely Bangla cadence. "He is giving his approval for these good people to
take our Amariyah with them They are being nost respectable folk, to guard,
gui de, and educate her. | amgiving you reassurances on that head."

Father Salih tended to be overly courteous but Sister Kathleen thought he
woul d bow hinself off his hips any nonent if he weren't careful. H's eyes kept
flicking to Amariyah, seated under the tree. She had ignored the approach of
Tirla and Ms. Stein but when the woman had so gently touched her, she had
begun to shake off her apathy, regarding themw th gradually w dening,
surprised eyes.

"Ch, dear Lord," 'Phania nmurnured distractedly in Kathleen's ear, "just | ook
at the state of her. Her hair," alittle noan, "and she didn't really wash her
face before supper.™

"No one has noticed, nor is it inmportant," Kathleen replied, sighing for the
hol e she knew woul d be Amariyah's absence fromher life. But at |east the
nmystery of the orphan from Sirajganj was solved. Her parents had been married;
she had been | oved and cared for as a child.

Lance Baden, whose accent she had now recogni zed as Australian, was addressing
her. He was hol ding out official-Iooking docunents, handing her his persona
card. Blinking at it, she saw that he was fromthe Adel ai de Center, not
bureau, of the Parapsychic.

"Kayanki ra has been assisting us in finding young Amariyah. | knew her
parents, Tony and Nadezhda Bantam W net at area conferences, Sister
Kat hl een, so when he and his wife were listed as nissing, |
tried-unsuccessfully, I"'msorry to say-to | ocate them W had assuned t hat
Amariyah, here, had al so perished. Carnen Stein," and he gestured to the wonman
who was now kneeling in front of Amariyah and gently hol ding her by the hand,
"l ocated her this norning."

"You are psychics, aren't you?" Sister Kathleen heard herself asking.

Lance gave her an understanding, kind smle. "W are."



"She | oves things that grow," Kathleen said, and then pointed to the raked
space by the outside fence. "Her garden! She could make anything grow, even in
the dry season." Kathleen blinked, wondering why she should think that would
interest this man. Absently she handed the docunments to Father Salih, who had
politely stretched out his hand for them

"Real | y?" and the single word was i nbued with keen interest, not bored
inquiry. "W shall encourage it."

"She'll settle in better with you if she has a garden." Then Kathl een gave
herself a stem shake. "Where are you taking her? Does she have fam|y?"

"Yes. She will have famly now "

"Bl ood kin?" Kathleen didn't know why she insisted.

"No, closer."

Then Father Salih intruded on this quiet exchange, tapping the docunents he
was still holding. "Ah yes, now we know her surname. You must sign here,

Si ster Kathleen," he said, handing her the papers and his pen. Then he turned
around so she could use his back as a witing surface and she signed in her
distinctive scram. Father Salih filled the space for witness with his precise
tight handwriting.

"I think she's glad to be going,
soundi ng upset .

Si ster Epi phania murnured to Kathl een

"If she goes to where she will have a garden that will not be uprooted,"”
Kat hl een began, "she will not fret." She paused, controlling her private
regret at losing the girl. "She is sure to be happy anong those who are now

her guardi ans.
psychi c?"
"Possibly. That is why Carnen was able to |ocate her. She is young yet. Wo
knows where her Talent will |ie?"

"I'n gardeni ng, of course," Sister 'Phania said, as close to being indignant as
her gentle soul could get.

"Yes, gardening," Lance replied. "Exactly so."

The other girls had turned silent, their w de brown eyes watching. Lila had
thrown the end of her sari over her face and she was visibly funmng that so
much attenti on was being paid Amariyah. She glowered as Tirla, holding

Amari yah's hand, wal ked with the boy Peter and Ms. Stein to where the other
visitors were standi ng.

"She wants to come with us," Tirla announced to all as if there had been any
doubt. "She's to have a garden." Tirla stopped and uncannily turned to stare
at Lila, who gave another shriek and buried her face in her hands. "W will
see that no one disturbs it."

Wth that, Tirla | ed Amariyah, who did not so nuch as look in Lila's
direction, toward the gate. As if in a daze, Amariyah turned back and, folding
her hands in front of her chest, gave the two Sisters a deep bow.

Kat hl een turned back again to Lance, touched his arm "Is she

"I thank you for your help and ki ndness," she said in a formal tone. "I |eave
in sadness."
Only Carmen and Tirla knew that there was no sadness at all in her mind as she

proceeded to the ground vehicle.

"Go with God, child," Kathleen said, making a quick sign of the cross at the
departing orphan

"Ch, dear, dear, dear," Sister Epiphania said, winging her hands unti
Kat hl een patted them reassuringly.

"You will forgive our haste, Sister Kathleen, Sister Epiphania," Kayankira was
saying with nmuch saluting and bow ng. "W have cone far today, we nust return
W will send you a picture of Amariyah in her new hone. She will be encouraged
to wite you. You will be happy for her. W are happy to have found her."
Father Salih was again folding hinself near in half, agreeing with everything
the Del hi Bureau Chief was saying, which Lance Baden reaffirned as they
reached the ground vehicle and began clinbing into it, Tirla ushering Amariyah
in front of her, then sitting protectively beside her. The boy seened to slide
upward and took the junp seat while Lance settled in the driver's seat with
Kayanki ra beside him Sisters Kathleen and Epi phani a waved, Father Salih kept



bowi ng, and then all the remaining girls-except Lila-rushed to the fence to
wave and shriek farewell, good luck, and be healthy. The nuns nade the sign of
the cross and bowed their heads in prayer.

It took all Sister Kathleen's store of reserve to continue with the evening.
First she had to reassure Father Salih, who was having second thoughts-even

t hough the bishop had authorized the transfer-about the sudden departure of
the little one. Then she had to confort Sister Epiphania and see the girls
into their dormtories and settled for the night. Lila had been reduced to
total silence by the inequity of Amariyah's |eaving when she was still in the
or phanage and unnarri ed.

Her duties ended, Sister Kathleen clinmbed into the scant privacy offered by
nmosquito netting in the tiny roomshe shared with Epi phania. As she said her
rosary, cal mess seeped through her, and her aching, enpty heart. She fel

asl eep and dreaned of Amariyah in a garden of unusual bloons and plants, al
thriving because of Amariyah's |oving care.

Amariyah herself was asleep at this point, held on Carnen Stein's |lap as Peter
Rei di nger took them back to Jerhattan, their m ssion acconpli shed.

"She's got a psionic nmental signature," Dorotea told Rhyssa when they had put
the sleeping child to bed in the roomTirla had once occupied in Dorotea's
neat little house on the Henner estate. Despite her eighty-odd years, Dorotea
sat bolt upright on the edge of her chair. Perhaps the glass of brandy was out
of character for what she called her "sweet harm ess old | ady" | ook, but she
needed the drink. The pregnant Rhyssa was sipping cranberry juice.

"You can't guess what? Tel epath, telekinetic, tel enpathy?" Rhyssa asked.
Dorotea was their preeninent assessor of psychic abilities.

Dor ot ea shook her head, sighed in a heavy gust, and took another sip of her
drink.

"Much too young to assess but it is there. She had quite a traumatic day."
Dorotea held up her hand as Rhyssa started to protest. No, not the kinetic
junp. She was fast asleep in Carnen's | ap. Lance Baden knew better than to
give her nore to deal with. "No, | got the awful distress of that little witch
uprooting her plants just to be malicious. That garden meant nore to Amariyah
than anything el se. Food or drink or shelter. She doesn't |ike water." Dorotea
grinned. A bath had definitely been in order for the dusty, disheveled child
before settling her between clean sheets. Tirla had solved the little
contretenps over getting into a bathtub by flinging off her own clothes and
climbing in first. "Except to use on plants, of course."

"It'd be normal for her to have a trauma about water, nearly drowning in the
flood," Rhyssa said.

"Hrmm yes," Dorotea murmured through the glass at her lips. She took a good
swi g. "However, she's unlikely to have that particular problemhere in
Jerhattan unless she falls in the fish pond. Since she also has no living

rel atives, and she does exhibit Talent, we'll just have her made a ward of the
Center. W' ve done that before to rescue children fromfar worse

ci rcumst ances. Besides which, | can use help in the garden nowit's
springtime. O supposed to be.™

"Are you willing to m nd her?" Rhyssa was surprised. She had half planned to

take the child into her home. Install her with two parental figures. That is,
until Dorotea caught sight of the little waif.

"Well, you've noved Tirla out on ne," and Dorotea gave a di sapproving sniff,

"though she enjoys the life with Lessud and Shria in their Linear." Dorotea



gave another sniff, for she certainly wouldn't have fancied such a lifestyle.
"You have enough on your plate with the Center and being pregnant. And you
certainly don't need another child in the house when your son arrives."

Involuntarily Rhyssa's hand went to her abdomen. "Well, | have no objections
to acconmodating her."
"I do," said Dorotea. "I think I"'mthe right person for her. W can review

this in a few weeks' tinme." She shook a finger at Rhyssa. "No one wants you
over burdened, ny dear. There! That's settled. You'd better get back to your

house. Dave'll be in soon and he'll want to hear all about this."

He will? Rhyssa said with great anusenent.

"I think he will," Dorotea said firmy, and finished off her drink. "Now " and
she settled in her chair, the control panel of her household unit appearing in
front of her, "I'll just order in sone necessities."

"What ? And usurp Tirla's prerogative?" Rhyssa said with a | augh as she rose
fromthe chair. "I wouldn't dare.”

"Tirla said she'd cone back in the norning to assist nme. Meanwhile the child
must have something clean to wear tonorrow norning." Dorotea gestured to the
unit. "As she's cone fromthe sunbaked plains of Bangl adesh, |'d say that
shopping in a Mall tonorrow nmight cause severe culture shock. W'Ill introduce
her gradually to such pleasures."

"Does Tirla have it all planned?”

Dor ot ea chuckl ed, gl ancing up at Rhyssa. "You know, | think she m ght and her
instincts are invariably correct. She needs a break fromwall-to-wall
Teacheri ng. Shopping for soneone else will provide it. Amariyah! Such a lovely
nane! Tirla took instantly to the child and you know how unusual that is. |
think we'd be wong to interfere with that budding friendship."

Reflecting briefly on Tirla's conplex personality, Rhyssa agreed. It was a
wonder the way the girl had shaken off the trauma of the ki dnapping and the
physi cal abuse by that wetched Flinflam Her feet showed no scars fromthe
basti nado whi pping that he had inflicted on her

Tirla's a survivor, dear, Dorotea said reassuringly. Then she shooed Rhyssa

away. "You've still got all those files to deal with. | can still handle
something sinple like this. Peter'll be back fromthat warehouse of Lance's
soon and I'Il need to fix hima snack."

Wth Dorotea headed for the kitchen, Rhyssa knewit was time to | eave. The
wal k across the lawn to the main house, and the wi ng she and Dave lived in,
gave her a chance to organi ze her thoughts for the work that did indeed lie in
wai t on her desk.

The next norning Tirla was back at Dorotea's al nbst before the wonan had
ari sen fromher own bed. Certainly well before Peter was up

She's still asleep, Dorotea said, finger on her lips, as she met Tirla in the
hal | way.
"I thought she'd be up by now It's well into day where she conmes from" Tirla

said in a quiet voice. She could "hear" Dorotea, as well as Peter, but she had
never quite got in the habit of responding nentally. In her estinmation

tel epathy was something to be used in an enmergency. "Did you get her sonething
to wear?"

The previous evening Tirla had been indignant over the little sleevel ess dress
that Amariyah had arrived in.

"I did indeed. In the living room" and she stepped aside to let Tirla
through. I'mgetting breakfast. Did you wi sh sonet hi ng?

"What are you havi ng?"

["I'l just see what falls out of the fridge.

Tirla smelled the frying eggs and the toast as she finished inspecting the
essential wardrobe that Dorotea had procured.

"I couldn't have done better," Tirla said, beginning to set the round kitchen
table for three, then adding a fourth setting.

"I's she awake?" Dorotea asked, one hand hovering over the egg bow .



"Coming to." Tirla slipped out of the kitchen

"I"ll let you handle it," Dorotea said to the enpty air, and wondered if eggs
were part of a Bengali breakfast. Eggs were produced by hens no matter what
country they inhabited.

She heard the murnur of girlish voices, one a little high-pitched at first
that settled into a |l ess agitated tone hal fway through the first sentence. She
heard water in the hall bathroomand then the two girls entered the kitchen
Amari yah stopped in the doorway, all eyes but not alarned as she surveyed the
room

"Good norning, "’
up to her chest.

"You don't need to do that anynore,"” Tirla said. "It is not the custom here."
"Sister Kathleen is saying that there is no country that is not having good
manners," she said mldly. Tirla stared at her in surprise. "This one says |
amto call you Dorotea. You are not a Sister?" The cadence in which she spoke
was Bangl a, her vocabul ary unusual

Dor ot ea t hought her manners quaint and nost acceptable, a change fromTirla's
bl unt, al nost inpudent ways.

"I amnot a religious Sister," Dorotea said.

"You may call her 'dida,' " Tirla suggested. That neans 'grandnother,' Tirla
expl ai ned, 'pathing on this occasion. It is very courteous for a rmuch ol der
worran.

Thank You for that translation, Tirla, Dorotea replied at her drollest. Tirla
had the grace to flush

olivious to the rapid flash of thoughts, Amariyah nodded. "Thank you, dida.
Thank you very nuch for the clothing, too."

"You may sit, Amariyah. | will help the dida," Tirla said.

Fromher | will accept the appellation, Tirla, but you will call ne Dorotea or
I will not serve you this good breakfast.

"I will help Dorotea," Tirla repeated circunmspectly. She put the plate of eggs
and toast in front of Amariyah. "Isn't Peter conming to breakfast? Peter!" she
shouted down the hall without waiting for an answer.

"I"'mhere, I'mhere. Ch, good norning, Amariyah," Peter said, surprised. He
had obviously teleported hinmself into the kitchen although the child had not
seen himmaterialize. Now he "wal ked" to the table. "Ah, did you sleep okay?"
"I slept very soundly, thank you, Peter."

The girl waited until the others were served, bow ng her head over hands

cl asped on the table edge. Dorotea hastily thought of a quick grace.

"Let us be thankful for the food we are about to enjoy," she said. She cane to
us froma Catholic orphanage. Alittle grace never hurt anyone, she added to a
surprised Peter.

If Amariyah hesitated another second, it was to observe how the others
addressed their food. Tirla ate with gusto, thickly buttering and spreading
jamon the toast, cutting up her egg into nmanageabl e portions, drinking mlk
al nrost noisily, and chasing egg pieces around on her plate with her toast.
Amariyah did not | ook up fromher plate until nothing was left, then fol ded
her hands in her I|ap.

"You woul dn't happen to have another egg, would you, Dorotea? O nore toast?"
Peter asked plaintively. "D you want anything nore, Amariyah?"

She gul ped and shook her head. "Oh, no thank you very much, Peter."

| gather that seconds were never offered at the orphanage, Dorotea remarked
repressively, resum ng her position at the range.

Li ke diver Twi st? asked Peter with a grin as he physically took his plate to
her rather than 'porting it.

Amari yah wat ched as Peter consumed two nore eggs and three slices of

wel | -buttered and janmed toast.

"I"'ma growing boy," Peter said in an al nost apol ogetic tone to her

She qui ckly ducked her head away, flushing with enbarrassnment to be caught
staring at anyone.

"Dida, what are my duties now? Tirla has served the meal. | amcareful with

Amari yah said, giving a polite Bengali bow, folding her hands



di shes. Where does one wash t hem here?"

"I'n the di shwasher," Tirla said, pointing. "W have better things to do with
our time than wash dishes."

Amariyah's eyes went round in surprise.

"That is so, dear," Dorotea said gently as she rose. "Come, we nust sel ect
nmore clothing for you."

"You have already given me these." Amariyah touched the blue coverall.
"Jerhattan is rmuch col der than Bogra," Dorotea said, holding out her hand.
"Peter, you may fill the dishwasher."

"Sure." He paused, a devilish glint in his eye, and then nmeekly added,
"Dor ot ea. "
You' d better, young man. | want no didas out of you either

Just thought 1'd nake Amariyah feel at hone!

"You'd freeze outside, wearing just that," Tirla said, also holding out a hand
to the child. "Cone. W will see what's to be had," and the |ight of

acqui sition enlivened her face.

Ch, Lord, let's hope the treasury can stand it, Peter said. Tirla pretended
she didn't hear that.

For Amariyah the norning was sheer nagic. Either Tirla or the dida kept her
hand in theirs as they watched the selections slide across the screen. They
encour aged her to choose the colors she liked, the styles that she seenmed to
prefer. The ordering seened to be done by speaking into the big screen. A
smal I wi ndow at one side then confirned the purchase. It took Amariyah a
little time to realize that there was no bargaining with the vendor. She found
that odd though the other two did not. Dida Dorotea was so kind, so generous,
and Tirla was so nuch nicer than any of the other older girls at the orphanage
that Amariyah couldn't believe her change in circunstances. She had even been
able, for a few nmonents in the rapture of owning nore than one dress, to
forget her dead garden.

"Now, we do have sone tasks," Dorotea said briskly. "Of," she added and the
screen went dark. "If you will put this on, Amariyah," holding out a warm
fleece-lined jacket, "we will go outside. Tirla will cone, too."

"I will?" Tirla was taken aback. "But | thought | would access Teacher from
here.”

"The fresh air will do you good, too. Dida commands, Tirla," Dorotea said at
her sweetest. She shrugged on an old jacket, shoved worn gl oves in one pocket,
a neasuring tape in another. "l believe you |like gardens, Amariyah." She was

amazed by the vivacity flooding the child' s solermm little face.

"Ch, | do, dida."

Dor ot ea took her hand. "Right now, of course, only the spring flowers are

com ng up but there's a |lot of naintenance to be done. This house faces

sout heast so we have good sun on nost of the beds all day. Things do not grow
with quite the profusion that they do in Bangl adesh, but | have reason to be
proud of my green thunb."

That unfamiliar idiomnade Amariyah regard Dorotea's slender hands with
surprise

"It's an expression, ny dear, neaning that one is good at gardening."

"I have a black thunb," Tirla muttered, closing the front door behind them
"Ch! Look at the tools, Amariyah! Just your size."

Dor ot ea beaned with satisfaction as Amariyah gazed with rapture at the

chi | d-si zed wheel barrow, equipped with rake, fork, spade, trowel, and watering
can. She had to be encouraged to exam ne the tools and reassured that, yes,
these were for her to use. Surely there'd been sone toys in that orphanage. O
had her garden been her only toy?

"Try them Amariyah,"” Tirla said, pushing the child toward the barrow "See,
just the right size for your hands!" She had to close Amariyah's fingers about
the rake handle. "See? They were made for you!"

"Ch! Onh! Oh!" exclained Amariyah, hands clasping the rake in a grip that made



her knuckles turn white, tears flowi ng down her cheeks.

"Now, now, it's no big thing, dear. | do need help, you see, and Tirla's best
at shopping." Dorotea reached into her coat pocket to find a tissue. "Tirla,
go get ny trug and ny stool fromthe shed. W'll need to rake some of | ast
year's | eaves away, Anmariyah. Let's make a start, shall we? Just wheel your
barrow over here, will you?" Dorotea gently ushered the dazed little girl
toward the garden where the green spires of daffodils poked through the mulch
Tirla, returning with Dorotea's equi prent, regarded Amariyah with
consternation. She's still crying.

"Don't cry, Amariyah," she said aloud, folding a synmpathetic arm about the
girl's slender shoul ders. She's not sobbing. She's just letting tears run down

her face. How does she do that? "I told you you' d have a garden.”
"It's the dida's garden,"” Amariyah murnmured. Rake in hand, she took the fina
steps. "But | will rmake it neater.”

"That's the girl. This dida needs help with her garden,"” and Dorotea
artistically groaned as she bent down. Amariyah was quick to help her to her
knees. "I can trust Tirla to find shopping bargains but | wouldn't trust her
to weed." Dorotea could not resist flashing a sour look at Tirla.

"Why are you trusting ne?" Amariyah asked.

"Because," Dorotea said slowy for enphasis, "I knowthat | can. Here, let's
just clear the |leaves fromthis patch. Do you have daffodils in Bangl adesh?"
Setting the little rake carefully to the ground, Amariyah dropped to her knees
besi de Dorotea, oh so patiently coaxing the dead stuff away fromthe green
shoot s.

"l have never seen these before."

For a nonent, Tirla thought that Amariyah was sniffing the | eaves, she had her
face so close to them

"Tirla, why don't you go get ny gardeni ng book?"

"Why don't we access the screen?”

"That woul d nean we'd have to go inside," Dorotea said, well aware of the
ploys Tirla could come up with in order to get back to a screen. "I think one
of those printed books you find so obsolete will do nicely."

"Which one?" Tirla asked in a put-upon tone.

"CGet the Encycl opedia of North American Flora first," Dorotea said firmy.
"The title is printed on the spine, you know. " She turned back to her eager
student. "Now, there are five varieties of daffodils around the house, and

ei ght of narcissi. They'll be coming up next."

Tirla brought the book and, while Dorotea was turning the pages to the section
on bul bs, she sneaked back to the house, to turn on Teacher. The avid
gardeners stayed out for the entire norning. Tirla had a peek fromthe front
wi ndow fromtinme to tine, seeing two rear ends waggli ng above the flower beds.
Amariyah was evidently oblivious to everything but her hands in dirt and nuck
and nmaking certain that she'd cleared the last little bit of debris fromthe
enmer gi ng pl ants.

Wien that bed had been cl eared, Dorotea ushered her back into the house. "Now
wash your hands well, and be sure to brush your fingernails clean," she said,
noddi ng significantly to Tirla to oversee the process.

Di da Dorotea served warm ng soup because the child was quite pale fromcold
under the tan the sun in Bangl adesh had given her. By then the new cl ot hing
had arrived and Tirla insisted on a fashion show, making certain that
everything fitted correctly, giving a long |l ecture on how Amariyah could m x
and match the various items, and hel ping her put themaway in the drawers.
Dor ot ea had had the notion of |ogging Amariyah on to Teacher in the afternoon
so that they could see just where the child stood acadenically. That coul d
wait until tonorrow Today she woul d consolidate her position with the child
by taking her on an afternoon stroll of the grounds so she could orient
herself. Dorotea al so hauled a protesting Tirla away fromthe nmonitor for nore
fresh air. The |l awns were just beginning to green up but the trees and shrubs
wer e bare.

"There is a great deal of gardening to be done here, dida," Amariyah said



sol emml y.

"This time of year is not the busiest for gardening here in North America
Dor ot ea remarked. Because it was so obvious from Amariyah's manner that she
| ooked forward to the chall enge, she did not say that there were nmen who did
not hi ng but take care of the gardens here on the old Henner estate.

"Where is the kitchen garden?" Amariyah asked.

Tirla managed to turn a laugh into a gurgle.

"I will show you where the vegetables are grown another day. You're cold. W
shall go hone and have a nice cup of tea." Dorotea tightened her grip on the
smal | hand.

"We forgot to buy gloves," Tirla said. "I'll get gardening gloves, too, if
they make themin Maree's size."

"I"'msure we'll find sonme," Dorotea said.

How i s our wai f? Rhyssa asked as they nade their way back to the house.

I f Teacher was the key to our Tirla, a garden is Amariyah's. What worries ne
is that she hasn't smiled once and | wonder if she knows how to | augh

That's your departnent, dida.

Dor ot ea i magi ned herself as a giant cat, tracking down a nouse of a Rhyssa
with nalice intended.

| couldn't resist, dear Then Rhyssa's nental tone altered. W have got hold of
Amariyah's birth certificate. She was born five years ago in Djakarta, August
17. Tony and Nadezhda were worki ng on sone ruins upcountry. Just nmade it to
the hospital, or so Kayankira discovered in her research. There are, as
Kayankira said, no living relatives. Both parents were single children. Each
had put the other down as 'next of kin.' W also accessed Tony's enpl oynment
application and security search lists no living relatives of any degree of

ki nshi p.

So she's ours?

"Il file a formal request with the Children's Protection League and have her

| egal |y made our ward. Pause. Kayan's very interested in our Tirla.

Ha! was Dorotea's response to that.

And inordinately inpressed by Peter.

As well she might be. Dorotea had a very soft spot for Peter Reidinger

Are you confortable with Amariyah?

"Il be nore so when | can get her to laugh and snile

So how does your garden grow? | saw you two out there. Did Tirla sneak in to
Teacher ?

Dorotea indulged in a nental snort of disdain. As soon as she could. Wll, she
was Linear-bred. | can't expect her to be horticulturally mnded. Amariyah, on
the other hand, is to the manner born

Those tool s were sheer inspiration

| thought so, too. But we rmust find her sone patch somewhere on the estate,

all hers. Mne is the dida's garden. She'd take on the entire grounds if we
et her.

Maybe old Ted Coner will take her on as an apprentice.

H n? Dorotea and Ted were nore frequently at odds over mnor details of
gardening than in charity with each other. | have to get her on the Teacher
programfirst. W'Ill see just how good her orphanage tuition was.

Wth Tirla assisting the next norning, Amariyah Bantam was found to understand
the basics that any five-year-old should know. Her spelling was the

Engl i sh-English variety, her vocabulary and arithnetic adequate, her
handwiting the cranped little script that "saves paper," as Dorotea remarked.
She was al so fluent in Bangla. She knew not hi ng about technical Teacher aids,
such as a conputer, or even howto find her way around the tri-d. She inforned
them al nost regally that only the older girls were given technica

i nstruction. The orphanage had a communi cati ons system and a satellite
connection, donated by the Presbyterian Wnen's Associ ati on. QOccasionally they
were all allowed to watch instructional prograns and nature fil ns.



Unexpectedly, her IQtesting ranged toward the genius |evel but her schooling
so far had not been in the least bit challenging. Concurring with Carnen
Stein's assessment, Dorotea could also feel the spark that so often bl ossoned
into Tal ent.

It was Tirla, to whomsuch an item meant so nuch, who rem nded Dorotea that
Amari yah had no identification band.

"She'll hardly need it," Dorotea began. "She's not likely to go anywhere yet
without an adult."”

"You haven't even stranded her!" Tirla cocked her arns at her wai st and gl ared
accusingly at Dorotea. "W don't want another incident, do we?" she added,
tilting her head, her eyes wi se beyond her years as she obliquely referred for
the first tine to being ki dnapped.

"Yes, you're quite right." Dorotea was pronpt to admit m stakes. Even those
she made. "If you'd just go up to the main house and get Sascha to give you
some strands, you can weave theminto her hair yourself."

"Yes, Sascha woul d have strands, wouldn't he?" Tirla said and, flipping her
own |long black hair with its security strand over her shoul der, briskly strode
out of the house on her errand. "And 1'll nmake himget an ID bracelet for
Maree. Li ke an hour ago!"

"She's nute right now as far as telepathy is concerned,"” Dorotea told Rhyssa
when she dropped by after Amariyah had gone to bed, exhausted by an exciting
day. Dorotea pursed her |lips. "W have, however, come to a conprom se about
how she will address ne. Dida Tea is formal enough for her convent-trained
sensibilities and it at |east sounds like my nane." Then Dorotea went on nore
t houghtfully. "She m ght have some kinetic ability although she didn't display
any while we were weedi ng. She'd never seen daffodils. She's been poring over
garden encycl opedias like the print would fade." She beamed over having

anot her ardent plant |over as a conpanion. "Never thought those old printed
books would be nore than a curiosity. | noticed today that sone of the print
is fading. O at |least some of the color 'graphs in them ['ve tried to
explain to Amariyah about common and Latin designations of flowers. My Latin's
rusty but Tirla and | did show her how to access Dictionary. She's been

| ooking up all the big words as if her life depended on it. | think we'll plan
alittle trip to the Botanical Gardens once she's nore acclimted to this part
of the world."

"D you think she's honesick for Bangl adesh or the Sisters?"

Dor ot ea shook her head. "She may be | ater on when the novelty wears off. She
asked to wite to the Sisters. | nmust get the address fromyou. GCh, and she
did smle at Peter tonight. Just a little smle but enough to reassure ne that
she knows how. "

"Don't fret that, Dorotea. She nust be a little overwhel med by her change in
ci rcunmst ance. Have you told her about her . . . lack of blood kin?"

"No, | didn't. She's far too involved with differentiating asphodilus, which
is Latin, fromnarkissos, which is Geek, in case you didn't know. "

"I didn't," Rhyssa said, rising and beating a strategic retreat.

When, four nonths later, the earth warned in spring sunlight, Dorotea and her
new ward had becone fast friends, despite the age difference. Ted Conmer was
al so taken with the solemm little girl and was cajoled into giving her a
garden plot all her own. He'd planned to put it into zinnias, which were not
Dorotea's favorite flower, but Amariyah had endeared herself to himby naning
every single shrub, tree, and greening plant by their Latin names.

"I couldn't stop her learning. She's inhaling gardening terns," Dorotea said
in an aside to the surprised groundsnan.

"I'"ve some seeds | can give her."

"Any veget abl es?" Dorotea asked, eyeing him "She seens to feel that we are

| acking in kitchen garden space."



Ted | ooked st unned.
"I do plan to take her to the greenhouses," Dorotea went on. "She wasn't that
i mpressed with flowers and trees and shrubs being stuck indoors in the
conservatory but she took the point that some of themwouldn't flourish in the
open. "

Ted nodded with the vigor of someone who doesn't quite understand what he has
just been told.

"W can let her have both, can't we? Vegetables and fl owers?"

"If it nmakes the little girl happy, | ain't aginit," Ted replied.

Only after she had planted it to her satisfaction did Amariyah show Tirla her
garden. Tirla pretended a keen interest that took Dorotea by surprise.

"When did you start | earning anything about gardeni ng?" she asked Tirla when
she had a chance.

The Linear-bred girl shrugged. "I gotta keep in touch."

Peter also feigned interest. He was able to make an escape fromhis
horticulturally deterni ned housemate because Rhyssa all owed himto acconpany
Lance Baden back to Adel aide, to continue their experinents in assessing his
limts.

"I'f he has any," Lance amended when he di scussed the resettl enent wi th Rhyssa
and Sascha.

"Traveling is a good idea," Sascha said, "especially since we've got to keep
hi m busy until he's old enough to be put on the roster."

"I must get ahold of Dirk Coetzer," Lance said. "Peter keeps harping on that
prom se to tour the spaceship.”

"I"ll check with Dirk," Rhyssa said

"And nudge Johnny Greene about it, too," Sascha suggest ed.

"That's not a problem" Rhyssa said. "The outfitting of the Andre Norton is
still on schedule.”

"So Barchenka's not the only one to nmake good," Lance said slyly.

"And 1'll make sure Peter's on the first tour available. There are prom ses

t hat nust be kept."

"And mles to go before | sleep,"’

Lance quoted, surprising them all

The Space Station Conmander Admiral Dirk Coetzer did not forget his promse to
young Peter Reidinger. Wthout any rem nder from General John G eene, just
before Peter's sixteenth birthday in Septenber, the admral extended a speci al
invitation to the young kinetic and to anyone el se fromthe Eastern

Par apsychi ¢ Center who wi shed to cone. Rhyssa was coping with her colicky son,
Eoin, but insisted that Dave go along with Peter, Sascha, Lance, and Boris
Roznine. It turned out to be the first tour of the nearly conpl eted spaceship
and the Talents were the only guests. Johnny G eene was present, too; he knew
the great ship alnpst as well as her designers.

" "Every rivet and girder init.’' Johnny's grin was malicious as he quoted
Ludmi | I a Bar chenka.

"That's enough of that," Dirk Coetzer said and the others guessed that Johnny
Greene was not above trying the adnmiral's patience with occasional references.
The former etop pilot remained the only other Talent who had sussed out and
could effect Peter Reidinger's gestalt in telekinesis.

The col ony spaceship was still moored in the construction quadrant, wth
access tunnel s to the various hatches, and was surrounded by small rigs, with
nets of supplies attached by tethers. For this visit, all but the engine and
fuel storage segnments had been aired up and the artificial gravity turned on
so the guests could nove about nore freely. The tour started in one of the

I evel s in which cryogenically suspended astronauts woul d be stored in racks of
speci al ly engi neered "cradl es."

"We prefer 'cradle' to 'coffin' or 'tank,
nearest enpty contai ner

Peter eyed it specul atively. "Like a single-passenger carrier,” he said to
Johnny Greene. Carefully, with well-rehearsed control, he was able to lay his

the admral said, patting the



hand, but not his fingers, flat against the container. John and Lance, know ng
how difficult it was for Peter to nake small notor gestures, exchanged gl ances
over that little triunph.

"There are nine levels so we can acconmodate a suitable col onial gene pool,"
Coet zer went on.

He showed them one of the storage holds, already half full of supplies, and
denonstrated how the | ocks would operate to prevent oxygen | eakage from any
hul I penetration

"No Titanic disaster in space," Coetzer said with satisfaction. "The Andre
Norton has been built to survive. The ship is separated into units, each one
self-sufficient. Fromthe bridge, the captain can renotely initiate the
revival of passengers should that be necessary."

"Let's hope it isn't," nurnured Dave.

The admi ral took his guests further forward, into the living | evel s where the
skel eton crew Coetzer grinned at Peter-would be running the i mense col ony
ship. Each crew nmenber was to serve two years' duty on rotation for as long as
the journey would | ast.

"Not that the Andre Norton will get to Altair any faster but certainly
eventually." O that the admiral was certain.

"Some degree of privacy is essential to crew well-being," he said, show ng

t hem one of the cabins, where he denonstrated how cl everly furnishings had
been built into the wall spaces. "They also afford shielding," and he nodded
to Lance and Johnny. "We |earned that |esson even if we aren't likely to ship
any psychics in the crew "

"Why not ?" Peter asked, jerking his head around to the admiral

"None have vol unteered, Pete."

"I would," Peter said firmy, alnpbst belligerently.

"I know, son, | know, " the admiral said, a reassuring hand on the boy's

shoul der. Coetzer thought he'd fleshed up a bit, had | ost the bony | ook he'd
had at the Inauguration. He was taller as well and had an unm st akabl e but
nodest confi dence about hi m now. Nothing succeeds |ike success, Coetzer

t hought, renmenbering the coments on young Reidinger's progress that Johnny
Greene was al ways dropping. VWich was why Coetzer had never forgotten his
prom se to the boy. "But your future is linked with this planet. God knows 1'd
give anything to sail this ship out of our system on her way to Altair."
"Why can't you?" Peter asked. Surely admirals could do what they wanted. Cut
orders or sonet hing.

Coet zer chuckled. "Doesn't work |like that, Pete. Now, come with nme and ||
show you the nerve center of this ship.”

"Admiral on the bridge," was the ringing cry, causing officers and ratings to
shap to attention

"As you were. If you'll-" Coetzer began, and stopped as he saw the awed
expression on Peter's face. He'd never quite got over the wonder of the scene
that was visible in the forward screen of the Andre Norton so he stood in
respectful silence as Peter absorbed the panorama. The ship's prow, although
parallel to the great wheel of Padrugoi, faced outer space. Sonetinmes the
prospect terrified those with any degree of agoraphobia. Mstly the view
reduced people to stark amazenent and wonder, as it did Peter

The hunger, the yearning for the unknown and the unreachabl e was visible on
the boy's face. For a long nmoment, the boy was stockstill until Lance |eaned
forward and lightly touched his arm Peter exhal ed.

"Say again, Pete?" the admiral asked, sure that he had heard words on that
breat h.

"I only need to know where to stand,"” Peter nurnured, eyes focused beyond the
pl asgl ass to the bl ack space, pinpointed with stars.

"When you find out," Johnny said gently, "do let nme know. "

Peter gave his head a shake, grinned with sheepi sh apology to the admral
"Well, then, let me show you how the Andre Norton operates."

Peter was attentive, asked intelligent questions, but his eyes were constantly
seeki ng the scene outside.



"He's mesnerized," Lance remarked quietly to Johnny.

"Has that effect, all right , " Johnny replied, giving a short sharp sigh
"Can't blanme him | ogle it every chance | get."

Once the bridge tour was done, the admral offered his guests lunch in his
quarters. It was obvious to the others that Peter would have gladly taken a
sandwi ch to the bridge and stared at space until it was tinme to | eave. But he
had | earned manners from Dorotea and, though he kept |ooking at space unti
the Iift door closed it fromsight, he recovered his poise on the way back to
Padrugoi . He kept thanking the admiral throughout the excellent |unch, asking
now and then about details he wished to make clear in his own mind

"Wuld it be against security if | asked if | could have sonme, well, sort of
details, |like how she masses? And you know, sone idea of her interior and her
decks?" Peter asked while the adults were having coffee. He didn't |ike any
stimulants. He hadn't needed any nedication since he'd left the hospital

O her than his paralysis, he enjoyed very good health.

"We do have just the sort of documentation you'd like, Pete," the adnmira
said. "Oh, nothing that breaches security or shows nore than the genera
outlines but the specs do include the dinmensions as well as the mass, though
that's estimted rather than actual. W know how nmuch the conponents weigh in
gravity. O course, it isn't as if the Andre Norton were a seagoi ng ship and
we' d know how nuch water she displaces."” The admiral grinned. "But yes, you
may have what we've prepared as a press handout at her Launch." He | eaned
across the table to Peter, who was on his right. "You will, of course, be on
hand?"

"I'"d be delighted, sir," Peter replied, beaming with gratitude.

"Good, that's settled. You are high on the invitation list,"” and the admra
wi nked.

"Any tine | can be of service, sir, you have only to think it."

"Real | y?" and Dirk Coetzer rolled his eyes.

"Ch, not 'pathing you, sir, never," Peter assured himhurriedly.

The adm ral grinned. "Just teasing. |I'mwell aware of the high ethics of
Talent."

"Anyway, " and now Peter paused to smile inmpudently, "you've got a natural
shield that only lifts when you get very angry."

"Ch? | do?" Coetzer was pl eased.

Now you' ve done it, Johnny said with feigned disgust.

Done what ?

I'"ve had the adnmiral believing | could read his mnd so he'd tell nme what |
needed to know before | went in and found it.

Peter | ooked from Johnny to the admral who was still grinning with great

sati sfaction. Coetzer raised an eyebrow significantly at Johnny and sat back
in his chair.

Looki ng wi thout permission isn't ethical, Peter said, distressed that the man
he adm red nost would do such a thing.

Who said | | ooked? Johnny replied. He just thinks-thought, thanks to you-I
could read him

Tsck, tsck Lance Baden said w thout glancing at their end of the table. He was
chatting with unusual animation with the attractive engineering officer

Li eut enant Commander Pota Chat ham

A copy of the coveted plans, secured in a big envelope with | SS ANDRE NORTON
bl azoned on the front, was shortly delivered to the admral, who handed it
over to Peter. Then the Talents rose fromthe table, thanked the admral and
his officers for the tour and the lunch, and took the Iift to the boat deck
and the recently installed tel epad. As they swng out of the lift, they nearly
collided with a cleaning crew. Johnny felt a surge of menace and | ooked around
at the janitors running vacuum tubes over the deck and walls. The flicker of
what - ever-it-was was gone. Probably one of the grunts, annoyed by their
appear ance.

"Admiral Coetzer did say we were the first, didn't he?" Peter asked as he
ducked into the personnel carrier, the envel ope hugged to his chest. Lance was



not the only one to notice that his fingers actually curled possessively on
its edges.

"Yup," Johnny said, clinbing into the forward |l eft-hand seat. "Care to 'port
us honme, Peter?"

Peter hesitated and then, with careful hands and fingers, put the envel ope on
the forward shelf. He even managed an extra pat, as if telling the envel ope to
stay put.

"Sure," he said

Dave Lehardt was relatively accustoned now to tel ekinesis but he was not
accustoned to seeing it happen: the view of the boat deck of Padrugoi was
suddenly the sunny |ate afternoon of the Henner grounds, and not a hint of
noverent -j ust the abrupt alteration of physical position. Dave swall owed in
awe at the ease with which Peter displayed his ability. The kid hadn't even
taken a deep breath: just teleported them Snap! Like that! Amazing!

He was hol ding the envel ope, Rhys," he told his wife, imtating Peter's
gestures."” He cocked his fingers around the edges and he was holding it to his
chest-1like his npbst precious possession-with both hands flat and definitely
hugging it to him He may not know he was doing it but Johnny, Lance, and

saw him"

Rhyssa smled at her husband over the head of their son. "He's been close to
such small notor novenents for sone tine now, but only when he isn't really
trying to use them Lance hasn't nentioned it to him though he's told ne.
That's good news. Peter still has no feeling bel ow the neck. Maybe he'll just
forget trying and let his Talent take over. Wen he's not conscious of the
need for novenent, sonetinmes he just noves |ike an ordinary sixteen-year-old.
He doesn't even hover just above the floor as nuch anynore.”

Dave chuckl ed softly, sitting down to watch his wife feed Eoin. "He woul d have
liked to hover outside the Andre Norton. Seens to ne that a kinetic would nake
a very good space traveler. He, or she, would function well in no gravity."
"For goodness' sake, don't nmention that to Peter. O he'll be after perm ssion
to do spacewal ki ng next."

"Why not ? Johnny does. And Coetzer dropped a hint that they would like to
contract Pete for assenbly jobs."

"I know that," she said in a glumvoice.

"You're going to have to let him you know. You' d be wong to fight it."
Rhyssa gave hima long, hard stare that he returned, a little snmile tugging at
his 1ips.

"It's good public relations to plan ahead for every likely contingency,

mlove. And look at it fromPete's perspective. Do you know anyone el se who's
so totally accustoned to no-gravity?"

She gave a little laugh. "I hadn't thought of his kinesis as no-gravity."
"It mght be alittle different, learning to cope wearing a space suit. He
does, after all, still have to breathe air. O does he?" He gave Rhyssa a

qui rky gl ance.

"OfF course he does," she said. "Only why was it so inportant for himto get
t he pl ans?"

"Souvenir, of course. W were the first two civilians to see the finished
product . "

"Yes, that makes sense." Rhyssa paused, stroking her son's thin but waving
hair. "Does he know Coetzer wants to enploy hi mwhen he's of age?"

"Not hi ng was specifically said in Peter's hearing. But the boy's not dunb.
He'll figure it out. He'd have Johnny on his side."

"That is, of course, a great consolation to ne." Rhyssa lifted her son to her
shoul der to burp him

"It is to nme," Dave said, l|eaning back in the chair and stretching his | egs
out .



"Maree?" Peter called fromhis room "Can you give me a hand here?"

Amari yah appeared at the doorway, very much aware that her friend nmeant that
literally. She knew that he did not use his body the way she could. She had
even mentioned once, very tactfully, that he should remenber to touch his hee
to the floor first, then his toe. That's how people naturally wal ked. But she
was quick to respond to any need he voi ced.

"How?" she asked.

"I want to put this,” his index finger linply pointed to the unfol ded sheet on
his worktop. It depicted the Andre Norton, the sections col or-coded for the
different functions: red for engineering, green for living, blue for life
support, orange for conmmand, yellow for cryogenic, and brown for storage. "On
the wall." He swiveled his body, his finger now pointing to the display space.
"There."

"You have the tacks?" she asked, coming forward. She was, as usual, dressed in
gardeni ng cl othes, well washed and well used. Dorotea had put extra pads on

t he knees.

Amari yah pushed a chair against the wall while the top drawer of his desk
opened far enough to allow the box of pins to exit and float toward her. She
got up on the chair.

"Here?" She tapped the wall, |ooking over her shoul der at him

"That's right." The thunbtack box hovered by her right hand. Then the sheet
made a stately way across the roomand fl attened agai nst the wall.

Amariyah straightened it slightly, took out the necessary tacks and neatly
secured the corners, while Peter inhaled anxiously, w ncing as each tack

pi erced the paper. She took the box out of the air, shut it, and, descending
fromthe chair, replaced it and closed the drawer. Then she regarded the

neat |y hung draw ng.

"That's what you saw today?"

"Yesss," and the awed tone Peter used made her regard himwth polite
surprise

"You had a good | ook at it then?" she asked, know ng how excited Peter had
been to be invited for a tour of the spaceship.

"But you shoul d have seen outside!"

She blinked. "I thought it was inside that you wanted to see. What was outside
that was worth seeing? You are telling nme that space is all black."

"Yes," and Peter slowy shook his head fromside to side, his eyes gl ow ng,
"it is. But then there're stars and space." The |l ast word was reverently
spoken.

"You and your space," she nurnmured affectionately. She was well aware of
Peter's intense interests. He had got in the habit of confiding in her. She
listened intently and unlike Tirla, his other confidante, she never
interrupted or argued with him Usually, of course, she was busy weedi ng. That
gave them added privacy. Often he did what he could to hel p her because
sonmetines she tried to nmove things too heavy for her strength, |ike peat npss
and fertilizer sacks or heavy pots and tubs. He'd even thrust his insensitive
fingers into the nud because it was her notion that sonehow nessing in nmud and
dirt would be good for him He knew Dorotea found gardeni ng therapeutic, but
not quite the same way that Amariyah did. She had an al nost religious fervor
for her garden. He understood it better now, with the diagram of the Andre
Norton on his wall

"Thanks, Amariyah," he said.

"You're hovering," she replied, gently pressing on his shoulder until he was
gr ounded.

"Thanks," he said absently, his eyes going fromstern to prow, up and down the
decks, nenori zi ng.

"Print won't fade, you know," she said kindly, quoting Dorotea's oft-repeated
maxi m

"It better not," Peter said, but he smiled in her direction. "She's beautiful
Amariyah. Just beautiful. Everything | inagined she'd be. Inside and out."

"Do you want to go with her when she flies?"



Peter heaved a sigh, Amariyah slyly noting that his chest had actually lifted.
When she had been in the Center |ong enough to be able to ask persona
guestions, she had broached the subject of Peter to Dorotea while they were
conpani onably weedi ng the side bed. Wiy did he nove so oddly? Had he been born
like that? Dorotea had expl ai ned about the wall falling on him his paralysis,
and then his unusual ability to use a "connection," Dorotea had called it
(though Amariyah learned later fromTirla that it was called a gestalt), to
use the power of his nmind to nove his damaged body. While she was on that

subj ect, she said that Peter could also not use the toilet as others did, and
wore a bag for waste disposal. Amariyah calmy accepted this explanation wth
a nod of her head.

Peter, Dorotea went on, couldn't feel anything so they all had to watch out
that he didn't inadvertently burn or injure hinself. He was assiduous in doing
the daily Reeve exercises to keep muscle tone, and in getting massage. Dorotea
assured Amariyah that it was polite to remind Peter to keep his feet on the
ground. Wen he got excited, he started to hover. Amariyah was to ignhore any
ot her unusual notions. Peter was still trying to control, by his mnd, the
smal | er movenents of hands and feet that everyone el se took for granted.

"Are you going to nove the spaceship when she's ready to go?" Anmariyah asked.
Several tinmes now she had been in the personnel carrier, taken with Peter and
Tirla on special educational trips.

"I wish." Peter shook his head, altering the nbod. He grinned down at

Amariyah. "The Andre Norton has to get where she's goi ng under her own power."
"But you know where she's going. Way can't you just send her there? Is she too
big for you?"

Amari yah was as aware as everyone at the Center that Peter Reidinger had the
nost astounding telekinetic ability.
"I"ve got to know where to stand first,’
di stant goal .

She waited in case he had nore to say. The shine in his eyes warned her that
his thinking had turned very private. He'd said all he intended to right now
She slipped away, leaving himto thoughts that nade his face both sad and

gl ad. She was pleased that this admiral person had kept his prom se to Peter
It was good that inportant people kept promi ses. She was pl eased, too, that
Peter had confided in her as nuch as he did. She |oved Peter.

She left his room tiptoed to the door, which she closed quietly so as not to
interrupt all his happy-sad thinking. She really did have to check on the
seedlings. Ted was very pleased with the way hers cane on. He said she had
magi ¢ fingers, not just green ones, because her garden produced the nost
beautiful flowers and the tastiest vegetables. He had stopped trying to
persuade her to concentrate on flowers; even stopped conpl aining that she
bordered her garden with marigolds. She |liked Ted: he was always smling and
cheerful. Just seeing his thin, weathered face nade the day better. Dorotea
liked him too.

"Never a harsh word for anyone, bar insects and those dratted noles," Dorotea
said. "A good man, our Ted. Knows his flora, too."

"He m spronounces the Latin nanes."

"But," and Dorotea held up one hand in mld rebuke, "he knows them™

Amari yah was suitably chastened.

"Now, now, child. Renenber, too, that he understands gardening in this
climate. Which is quite different from Bangl adesh.”

Peter said, his eyes focusing on a

As Amariyah wal ked over to her garden, the other children in the Center were
al so released fromtheir Teaching sessions. There were fifteen, six boys and
nine girls, ranging fromfour to twelve. The Center also had daycare and early
training for infants, but she didn't see nuch of them Dorotea |iked her to
play with the ol der ones, and Amariyah endured activities |like hide and
seek-as long as no one tried to injure the bushes they hid behind or stepped
on her garden-and junping rope. She had quick, clever feet and knew about rope



dancing fromthe orphanage. She | earned the songs in English and added a few
in Bangl a. She did not, however, see any point in the endless tossing of the
big ball up into the net circle. The ball was too heavy for her and the iron
rimtoo high. Mdstly the ol der boys and girls nonopolized that outdoor
activity. None of themwas at all interested in gardening but she was as gl ad
of that. They had no delicacy of touch and mi ght damage young pl ants. She
never forgot the death of her garden in the orphanage, nor Lila. It was
therefore odd that she had felt fromthe very monment of their meeting that
Tirla was different, safe, and trustworthy, even if Tirla did, sonewhat,
resenble Lila in physical type. Tirla was as special to Amariyah as Peter was.
Tirla was sister to her, though sometinmes the girl could be nore notherly and
demandi ng than Dorotea. Tirla considered Amariyah ineluctably hers. Tirla was
al so very smart about things in Jerhattan and the Linears. Wen Tirla took her
out and about, Dorotea always rem nded Amariyah to listen to Tirla and do
exactly as she said.

Amari yah reached her garden and stood where she could survey the bed. It had
started out as a small rectangle, al nobst begrudged by Ted as a speci al
concession to Dorotea. He had now enlarged it three tinmes; one end had parti al
shade during the hottest part of the day, so she could grow those special
flowers that did not do well with full sun. She was, as Dorotea called it
counti ng heads when the ball bounced once, slamm ng into the display of
nar ci ssus, breaking heads off; bounced a second tine and broke branches off

t he orange-col ored Azal ea indica.

Amariyah let out a shriek that was heard throughout the grounds, both orally
and telepathically. The ball rolled fromthe Azal ea indica down the slight

sl ope and mashed down her marigold seedlings. Amariyah was not a violent child
but she kicked that ball so hard that she sent it high into one of the trees,
where it stuck in a bole.

Peter got to her first because he could 'port hinself. Dorotea was not far
behind him Ted as well as two other groundsnmen, Sascha and Sirikit fromthe
control room and Rhyssa fromher office, while apartment wi ndows were flung
open as people reacted to the | oud scream

Amariyah was on the ground in front of her flattened marigolds, keening and
rocki ng back and forth, tears streanm ng down her cheeks. She ignored Peter

t hough he tried to put a consoling arm around her shoul ders. She ignored
Dor ot ea, and Sascha and Rhyssa and even Sirikit whom she usually Iiked. Ted
reached out to assess the damage and an invisible barrier blocked his hand.
Startled, he | ooked to Dorotea who shook her head and he drew back, cl ucking
his tongue at the damage.

"It isn't that nuch,” he nuttered to Dor ot ea.

"Any danage is too rmuch," Dorotea said. "Find out who was shooting baskets and
shoot them"

"They woul dn't have done it on purpose,” Ted said. "Wwyn't we just |eave the
ball up there?"

Dorotea foll owed the direction he pointed and gave a sour grin.

"I could put anchor fencing around the court, help keep the ball inside," he
suggested. "Like |I have around the tennis courts.

"Do so, Ted," Rhyssa said, having heard their discussion. "And no nore

basket bal | shooting until the fence is up." Did you get the same blast of fury
and vengeance as | did? she asked.

Is there anyone on the estate who didn't hear it? Dorotea countered wyly.
It's gone now, Sascha said, meking eye contact with Rhyssa fromthe other end
of Amariyah's garden bed. Not a trace of telepathy fromher now He ran a
frustrated hand through his thick hair.

Did you have a chance to assess it, Dorotea ? Rhyssa asked.

Dor ot ea shook her head. M ght only occur for protection

Peter said, She sure tore hair out of a bigger and older girl's scalp at the
or phanage. The nuns were amazed at her reaction. Is there anything we can do
about the bush and the bul bs? He reached out to pick up a narcissus bud and
couldn't. He shoved his fingertips against the barrier and it dissolved. She's



got a barrier around it. So protective yes, but | don't feel any 'pathing. And
the barrier just went away.

She trusts you, Peter, Dorotea said. And | get no hint of Talent right now.
She is a bit young. She started to get down on her knees by the child.
"Don't," Amariyah said sharply, but her voice was low and dispirited. "I'lI
fixit."

"Can you?" Peter asked, putting a world of synpathy and encouragenent in his
voi ce.

"I can, you can't. Go away!" Then Amariyah seenmed to realize that she was
speaking to the nost inportant adults of the Center. "Please!"

"I'f you need any help, Maree," Ted said, "lemre know. |I'Il go put up a fence
so it can't happen again."

"We'll find out who was playing," Rhyssa began

"No!" There was no "please" to that sharp reply. "Go away while there is stil
tinme."

Time for what? Sascha asked.

Go away, she said, Peter added and, with an apol ogy, 'ported everyone out of
the i medi ate area, including hinself.

Peter! Rhyssa, Dorotea, and Sascha said in surprise, finding thenselves back
where they had been only a few m nutes before.

He's right, Dorotea said to forestall rebuke. As well she was back in her

ki tchen. She rescued the cookies she'd been baking before they were crisped.

When Anmariyah came in for her supper, she was unusually silent. To be expected
under the circunstances, Dorotea thought, and didn't remark on it. Peter kept
wat ching the child across the kitchen table. Her eyes were swollen fromcrying
despite the fact that she had washed her face. She hadn't quite got all the
dirt fromunder her nails.

She' s not unhappy, Peter remarked, but she sure is tired.

Amariyah finished her dinner, thanked Dorotea, rinsed her plate and utensils
and put themin the di shwasher. Then she went to her room She was in bed,

fast asleep, ten mnutes |ater when Dorotea surreptitiously checked.

It was Ted who came knocking on Dorotea's door early the next norning, before
anyone el se was awake.

"You better see this, Mz Horvath," he said, his eyes wide in their sockets
and hi s whol e body tense.

Dorotea flung a jacket over her dressing gown and followed himacross the | awn
and to Amariyah's garden

"\What ?" Dorotea stared, as anazed as Ted. The marigold seedlings that she had
seen smashed were upright and whole. The Azal ea indica had not a trace of

br oken boughs. The narci ssus sported intact buds.

"She coul d have replaced the marigolds,"” Dorotea told herself and Ted. "She
m ght have al so changed bushes, though | can't inmagi ne where she got anot her
orange azal ea on short notice."

"It's the sane one, missus. She didn't change it," Ted said, slowy shaking
his head fromside to side. "And bul bs don't transplant well when they're
ready to bloom They'd wilt."

"You're right about that."

Wthout a thought for grass or dirt stains on her elegant burgundy vel vet
housecoat, Dorotea knelt down and peered at the resurrected plants.

"And | sensed nothing at all. But then she rmurrmured, fingers on her lips, "I
was busy with the cookies and then supper." Peter? Wake up. Do you renenber
the state of Amariyah's garden in the orphanage when you saw it?

HUM What ?

Dor ot ea repeated her question

| didn't see it. O rather, | saw where it had been; all neatly raked as if
not hi ng had ever grown there.



Oh. That's a pity.

Why ?

Wl |, and Dorotea accepted Ted's hand to help her to her feet, I'll see if |
can winkle it out of Amariyah

Why? Peter's tone was stronger, w der awake.

I think she resurrected her garden

So that's why she wanted everyone to go away. Before it was too late. But |
didn't feel anything. Did you?

No. Did you know that's what she was going to do?

No, but it's what she did, isn't it? Plants would wilt real fast in Bangla
weat her. Here there'd be nore of a lag. Wuldn't there?

Did you hel p her? Dorotea asked, trying to solve the puzzling resuscitation
| ogically.

Me? No. I'"'mno help in a garden. Except for 'porting things. There was
anusenment in his voice. Did she fix everything?

As near as nmakes no never mnd. "Thank you, Ted she said out |oud, patting
t he benused man's arm pl acatingly. "Just one nore psychic nystery. Let's make
no more of it, shall we?" She smiled brightly at the head gardener. "And do
put up that fence." O maybe, she added to herself in her innernost mnd

al nost ashanmed of such a thought, that's what we shouldn't do so we'll find
out what Amariyah does when her precious garden is threatened. Strange, |
didn't feel' any output. | must be getting old or sonething.

Dorotea told Rhyssa as soon as she sensed that her chief was in the office.
Well, | had one ear open for her, so to speak, Rhyssa said. | perceived
not hi ng. Though, come to think of it, later she was very tired but not at al
as mserable as she had been when she gave that shriek. And that was very
definitely telepathed. In extrenmni s!

Then there's ny nother, Dorotea said, her eyes thoughtful

Your not her?

Yes, Ruth Horvath was a micro-Talent, you know, and never did know what she
was doi ng because she did it on a subconscious |evel. Wen she tried to
mani pul ate on the mcrocellular level, she couldn't. It was spontaneous or it
wasn't.

What coul d Amariyah have done? To restore plants to life?

Probably just as elemental. Ah, well, | don't think we should interfere.

| agree conpletely, Rhyssa said firmy.

Ted's putting up the fencing today, Dorotea said.

Under the circunmstances, is that right?

Morally right, Dorotea replied irritably. I'mnot sure | could live through
anot her such incident. That'd be carrying research a shade too far

Right. How are we going to explain it, though?

You nean the garden? |I'mnot going to try, Dorotea said.

Good idea! Especially since we can't. Have a good day! Rhyssa advised in a
bright, overly cheerful nental tone.

When the boys canme to apol ogi ze, and they were sincere to their toenails,

Amari yah was just finishing her breakfast. Dorotea "heard" the boys
approachi ng: two were prom sing enpaths and Scott a possible kinetic since he
al ways nade nmany nore baskets than his peers. They had reached their decision
to come i ndependently. Drew Norton was the spokesperson, his eyes angui shed as
he led the trio into Dorotea's kitchen when she opened the door for them
"Amariyah," Drew began, swallow ng hard and gul ping, "we're the ones you
shoul d beat up for smashing your garden."

"Ch?" Her reply was noncomittal as she turned in her chair to face them

Scott Gates and Mboddy Henphill shot quick glances at her and then ducked their
heads.

"W were nessing with the basketball,"

Drew went on in a rush.



"And | kicked it, hard. | didn't aimat your garden, Amariyah. | really
didn't," Scott said.

She gave Scott a long look. "I know you didn't. But nmy garden got nessed up
anyhow. "

"Can you ever forgive us?" Drew asked, his face contorted.

"You didn't nean it," Amariyah said, accepting the apol ogy and di snissing them
with a nod of her head before she turned back to her hot toast.

Dor ot ea caught her thoughts; the flash of watching Lila deliberately uprooting
her plants, stanping on them kicking them nmaking sure even the little fence
was destroyed. Then the arrogant girl's attenpt to keep Amariyah from reachi ng
her garden, fromtrying to save at |east some of it. A very fleeting glinpse
of Amariyah, head down, butting Lila to the ground, sitting on her chest and
grabbi ng hands full of hair to yank fromthe scalp. If Amariyah had any
regrets, it was that taking vengeance on Lila del ayed any possi bl e chance of
savi ng her plantings. But she'd been so enraged, she hadn't thought beyond
giving Lila what punishnent she could inflict, subconsciously know ng that the
nuns mght ignore the matter since "only plants" had been invol ved.

There was a | ong pause while the boys tried to figure out if she had, or had
not, forgiven themtheir trespass. Dorotea cleared her throat.

"You are supposed to throw that ball, not kick it," Amariyah said, realizing

t hat some response from her was required

"Ted's going to put up a fence to prevent, ah, any nore wild shots," Dorotea
sai d.

Scott shot her a quick |ook. "We're not to shoot baskets for a week."

Amari yah considered that, too. "Just don't kick it anynore," she said, giving
Scott a long hard [ ook. "You don't know your own strength.”

He hung his head. "CGuess so."

"Thank you, boys, for coming forward. That takes a | ot of noral courage,"
Dorotea said, herding themto the door

"Not when your parents're psychic, it doesn't," Drew nuttered.

"They're not here facing Amariyah," Dorotea said. "You appreciate that, don't
you, Anmariyah."

"I am doing that,"
her mout h.

"I think that's all, boys. | thank you for coning," Dorotea said.

"Only," and now Scott, reprieved, touched Amariyah on the shoul der, "how did
you get the ball so far up the beech tree? Are you a kinetic?"

She shook her head, since she was chew ng.

"She's far too young to know what sort of psychic ability she has," Dorotea
sai d, chuckling.

Qooh, that's a whopper of a lie, Peter told his mentor. He was hovering in the
hall, waiting until the interview was over

Not at all. W don't know what sort of Talent she has.

Yet, was Peter's capper.

She was busy herding the boys to the kitchen door. Thanks for not appeari ng.
It was hard enough for themto cone apol ogize no matter what parental pressure
was put on them

Psychi cs must assune responsibility for the application of their Talent,

ei ther conscious or inadvertent, Peter remarked loftily. Hey, don't |let Maree
have all the toast.

Dor ot ea popped four nore slices in the appliance. Come and get it!

Did she repair the garden?

Wre you eavesdroppi hg? Dorotea denanded sternly.

No. | | ooked when the boys came in. Wat happens if they see that there's no
danmage now?

They went the other way round the house, Dorotea said with a mental chuckle.
So as not to view the scene of their crine.

"Good norning," Peter said cheerfully as he anbul ated into the kitchen.

"M stress Maree, how doth your garden grow this norning?"

Amariyah blinked and | ooked up at Peter's bland face.

the girl replied, and popped the last bite of toast into



PETER! Dorotea expressed indignation at such a gaffe.

"Quite well, thank you," Amariyah said, speaking through her nouthful of
toast, crumbs enmerging in a spatter when she cane to the "th.'

"Real |y, Amariyah, how nany times do | have to tell you not to speak with your
mout h full?" Dorotea asked, pretending di smay.

"He asked. It's not polite to ignore a 'good norning.'
"CGotcha," said Peter, managing to cock his index finger at Dorotea and

wi nki ng.

"Polite response or not, do not speak with your nmouth full, Amariyah, and use
t he napkin, please.™

The psychics who had responded to Amariyah's shriek foll owed the exanpl e of
Rhyssa and Dorotea: they ignored it. Ted built the twelve-foot anchor nesh
fence around the back of the basketball standard. Amariyah's garden prospered.
If, in the next few years, she grew things that ought not to survive winters
in Jerhattan, no one remarked on that. They enjoyed unseasonal bloons, fruits,
and vegetables. Even Tirla, who had no interest in gardeni ng whatever, was
conpl i ment ary.

Over the next two years, Amariyah studied the Basic Tuition courses and

recei ved high scores. On her own initiative, she studied el emrentary botany,

bi ol ogy, and horticulture. She conplained to Dorotea that the curricul um was
much too basic and asked for a nore advanced course. She was al so very good
about keeping in touch with Sister Kathleen and Sister Epi phania on a regul ar
basi s and received short notes in return. To prove that she had grown and was
flourishing, she sent thema gl ossy of herself and Dida Tea in front of her
flower garden. But she didn't say that it was her very own garden

Peter, too, studied hard and by the tinme he was ei ghteen, he had conpl eted
degree courses in engineering with an enphasis on astronautics, physics, and
astronony. He read everything he could access on spaceship design, |unar

habi tats and ecol ogy, and the constant flow of Martian reports, and he

nmenori zed the classified data that Johnny G eene slipped himfromtinme to tine
about Mars's first manned station. Learning all he could hel ped Peter
Rei di nger pass the time until he was officially allowed to work for the

Par apsychi ¢ Centers.

When Tirla married Sascha on her sixteenth birthday, her weddi ng bouquet
cont ai ned stephanotis floribunda, blossom ng vigorously out of season
Amariyah, as an ecstatic bridesmaid for her dearest friend, wore a circlet
made of the flower that was reputed to encourage happy marriages. Sascha was
equi pped with a sprig on his formal jacket and so was his best man, his twn
brother, Boris. Rhyssa also carried a generous matron of honor's spray of
stephanotis. Dorotea and Shria, acting as "nothers of the bride," wore
corsages of traditional Geek wedding flowers. They sat proudly in the front
row of the inmposing | ounge of the Henner mansion as Lessud escorted his foster
daughter to Teresa Aiello who, in her capacity as mayor of Jerhattan
performed the marri age cerenony. The bride had said she would "honor" her
spouse but enphatically refused to have the word "obey" in the vows she took
Mama Bobchi k was the only representative of Linear G and that was solely
because she had been present at Tirla's illegal birth. And renenbered the
date. She was so awed by the conpany that she was rendered al nost speechl ess,
al t hough the occasion did not inhibit her appetite. Nor did anyone "notice"
how much of the food di sappeared fromthe buffet tables that Mama Bobchi k
continually browsed. Peter, serving as an usher at the intimte weddi ng, kept
a check on her acquisitiveness in case small itenms of value in the reception
roonms went astray. In this, Mama Bobchi k was somewhat maligned, for she
limted herself to foodstuffs.

Kayanki ra had appeared, still hopeful that she could contract for Tirla's
services as soon as she turned ei ghteen, despite Rhyssa's constant assurances



that the polylinguist would definitely be stationed in Jerhattan to be near
her husband. Carnen Stein was a guest, as were Cass Cutler and Suzanne Nbenbi,
the first psychics with whom Tirla had worked. Sirikit and Budworth in his
mobility chair came down fromthe Incident control room

After the traditional wedding cake was cut and distributed, the speeches
spoken and toasts given, Peter 'ported the bride and groomto their secret
honeynoon desti nati on.

Dorotea and Shria wept and so did Mama Bobchi k. Boris heaved a sigh of relief
that his brother was finally safely married to his nost unusual bride. If
anyone remarked on the disparity of ages between bride and groom everyone who
knew Tirla at all well recognized that she was sixteen going on sixty, in

real -life terns. She was nore than a match for Sascha. It was devoutly hoped
that he was a match for her

Starting the day after his eighteenth birthday, Peter Reidinger spent tinme in
all the other Parapsychic Centers on Earth, getting to know the other

regi stered kinetics, hoping that he could find one nore who could enploy the
gestalt that had added such scope to his, and Johnny Greene's, abilities. He
had al ready met other Center chiefs when their travels brought themto Eastern
on business with Rhyssa, but not all the other kinetics. Despite the ingenious
tests that Lance Baden had set during his training period, Peter Reidinger had
yet to learn the linmts of his kinetic thrust. Even w thout using generator
power to augment kinesis, he could Iift several tons. Not very far, of course,
but without visible strain. In gestalt, he apparently had no limt.

Lance reported to Rhyssa that he hesitated to try to explore the potential for
fear of inadvertently pushing Peter too far; if there was a "too far" for
Peter's gestalt.

Rhyssa showed Lance's report to Johnny on his next visit to her office. It had
become a frequent stop in his weekly schedul e now that Jerhattan had
officially opened a tel epad and supplied generators capable of thrusting
supply drones to Padrugoi. He let the hardcopy drift down to her desk.

"Well, I"'msatisfied with punping stuff up to Padrugoi. That's pretty good for
a banged-up m ddl e-aged ex-etop pilot:' Johnny said with a grin. "Trouble is,
it's not quite good enough anynore."

"What are you | eading up to?" Rhyssa asked, cocking her head at him
"Basically, how soon | can start using Pete."

"What do you nean?"

"You know what | nean. Now that Padrugoi's | ooking ever outward, |'museless."
"Ch, go on!" Rhyssa said derisively.

"I"mserious. There's First Base expandi ng habitabl e bl ocks on the Moon .
"Lance is up there, handling construction tasks very well," she said, trying
to conpose herself for what was really on J. Greene's mnd

"On the Moon, yes, but not in space. Not when the Space Authority is | ooking
to set up a permanent south polar base on Mars." He | eaned sideways, his
green-fl ecked anber eyes gleam ng. "W need Pete in space, Rhyssa, not stuck

downsi de. " When she started to protest, he rapidly continued. "Yeah, | know.
He's trying to find you another gestalter."” Johnny's opinion of the prospect
was low. "If you haven't up '"til now, you're not likely to. Furthernore, Pete
will feel that he's failed you if he doesn't."

"Ch, cone now, Johnny, that's a bit strong," she replied, irritated.

"You know it isn't. The boy adores you. He's deternined to make you proud of
him"

"I already am" Rhyssa protested.

"Then |l et him performwhere he's best suited. In space."



"There are far too many things that can go wong in space," she said firmy.
"Li ke ki dnappers?"

"Low bl ow, John Greene," she snapped back. "He's unique!"

"And we can't lose him" he finished for her. "But you will!" Johnny cocked
his finger at her, his expression solem, "If you keep himdown on Earth doing
piddling little pushes when what he really wants is space. He has since the
nmonent he pushed that supply rocket up from Florida. Were you were quite
happy to take himso you could show off his unique abilities!" He bracketed
the last two words and gave her a challenging stare. "Look, at least let him
train on Padrugoi. Maybe you're right," and Johnny took to pacing, throw ng
his hands in the air. "Maybe he can't cut the mustard in space. Maybe he's
agor aphobi ¢ and the sight of so much 'nothing' all around will freak himout."
Johnny paused and gave Rhyssa a big grin. "I sorta doubt it. He's been hangi ng
in space, of a sort, since the first time he went out-of-body to find you. He
needs to find out what his linmtations are because we sure as hell don't know
them™

"Did he put you up to this, Johnny?" Rhyssa nanaged to keep her voice |evel.
Her thoughts were chaotic; she had sensed Peter's disappointnment with his
assignment to find nore gestalting kinetics, though he had kept a tight shield
on his thoughts, snmiled, and told her he'd do his best.

"Me? No." He opened his mind so she'd know he was telling the truth. "That's
why |I'm here now, making sure you make the right decision before he wonders
where on earth you're going to stash himto 'keep himsafe.' For Pete's sake,"
and he gave her a droll grin for his use of the well-known exclamation, "give
hi mt he perm ssion before he asks you. You'll strengthen your position with
him"

She knew that was true.

"Contract himto Padrugoi,"” Johnny went on. "Dirk |ikes the boy. He needs him
badly to finish off the Arrakis. They're behind schedule. He'll also nake sure
that he's thoroughly trained. If I'mwong and Pete can't hack spacework,

it'll be Dirk who tells him Not you."

Rhyssa dropped her eyes, sighing as she recognized the nmerits of that

argunent. Fromthe nonment Peter Reidinger had touched her sleeping mnd, they
had had a bond that she had done everything she could to strengthen. She al so
recal | ed Dave's warni ng about Peter's yearning to be involved with the
spaceshi ps, and space itself.

"And another thing, he can't really teach anyone what he does," Johnny went

on, pressing his advantage as he saw her waver. "I'mas much a fluke as he is.
| had advantages, true, being an etop pilot with an understandi ng of mechanics
and flight. The only reason | lived through ny crash is because | think | did

somet hing along the Iines of a gestalt to keep from smashi ng nysel f
irrevocably on the ground.” Johnny gave a sel f-deprecating chuckl e.
"Wyul d Padrugoi be enough for Peter?" she asked in a soft voice.

"Enough? | guarantee he'll be kept actively enployed and well appreciated.”
The mi schief never far from Johnny G eene erupted. "Think of the fee you can
extract fromthe Space Authority for his services! The Centers will be rolling
incredit.”

"Credit has never been a consideration," Rhyssa said, pretending to be

of fended by nonetary considerations.

"Ha! Who's ki ddi ng who? Sascha and Tirla could initiate that scanning program
of theirs and you could fund that guy, Professor Gadriel, and his CERN project
and the Ferm Lab physicists.” He started to tick off on his fingers the
various projects that the Centers had in mnd when the cash flow i nproved
"The gene I D program has only been held up since your grandfather's time. So
has the research into therapeutic touch that Sister Justa Snmith, dive
Bakster, and Dol ores Krieger pioneered in the nineteen sixties."

Rhyssa | ooked away from Johnny's uncharacteristically earnest expression, out
the window, to the green lawns and flowering trees. And inagined the bl ackness
of space fromthe gigantic spinning wheel of Padrugoi Station. She renmenbered
Peter Reidinger's face when he had first | ooked out on the vastness and the



far glow of stars. She should stop being afraid for him that was repressive.
She knew he wanted to get out into space, sonehow, in some capacity. Dave had
rem nded her of that. She would be wise to subnmit gracefully to the inevitable
and |l et Peter go. Her grandfather had often said that, when you | et someone
go, they were nore likely to return. Admiral Dirk Coetzer was not a Barchenka,

trying to suborn unwilling workers. In this case the worker was only too
willing. And able.

"You'll be sure that he'll be drilled exhaustively?"

Johnny smiled, his mnd exuding his relief at her surrender and his unreserved
approval. "I'll be as close to himas the skin of his extra-vehicular nobility
unit. We'll have Madlyn on his case throughout and you know she'll tell you
allt

Rhyssa gave a nervous little laugh. "Even when | don't ask."

"Know what you nean," Johnny said, exuberant. "Look, there's sone groundwork I
want to lay before you tell Pete. Sirikit says he's manning Lance's position
as Adel aide Center's kinetic right now 1'll just drop in."

Rhyssa eyed the general suspiciously. "Wat do you have in m nd?"

"Not hi ng that puts our gol den goose at risk. Just a sort " and he
grinned, "a caper, if you will. | also have to give Dirk the good news."

"He's the one who put you up to this?"

"OfF course. Ever since Pete screwed Barchenka's password out of her mind, he's
had Septenber eighth red-circled on his notepad."”

"Real ly? | know Peter was very pleased to get a card fromthe admral."
"He'd've had a contract if we'd thought you'd be the least bit willing. So,

get it done now O course,” and Johnny scratched his head, "we still have to
convi nce Space Authority to let an eighteen-year-old play with their precious
cargoes. "

"Johnny Greene!" Rhyssa exploded with indignation at that adm ssion. The man's
gal | was inexhaustible.

"Well, | didn't want to get their hopes up."

She swooped up a fistful of pencil files, threatening to shower himw th them
but he 'ported hinself neatly out of her office, his |aughter echoing in her
m nd.

On sober reflection and w thout his insidious presence, Rhyssa admitted to
herself that, presum ng the boy didn't have an unsuspected agoraphobia, his
destiny-such a ponpous word-was in space.

However, Rhyssa did check with Amal da Vaden to see if there was any hint of a
di saster affecting Peter.

"Nope. Can't find one," Mallie reported. "You expecting any?"

"Just checking," Rhyssa replied. "But keep your precognitive eye on him over

t he next few weeks, will you?"

"Sure," and there was a smle in her voice. "Pete's a good kid. He'll do well
on Padrugoi . "

"How di d you know what he's going to do?"

"I"'mthe precog, you know," was Mallie's parting shot.

Johnny Greene had set up his "test" with Lance before the kinetic had gone on
his latest construction contract with First Base. Johnny's tel epathic range
fell well short of Oceanus Procellarumso the two men made advance pl ans

in case. They were both certain of two things: first, they needed

i ncontrovertible proof for the Space Authority and second, Peter needed a rea
chal | enge. So Johnny "flew' hinself to Adelaide at the time Peter would be
finishing his breakfast and before the rest of the Talents would arrive for
wor k. Peter was surprised and very pleased to see himstroll into the guest
quarters of the Adel ai de Parapsychic Center just as Peter was 'porting his
breakfast dishes into the kitchenette sink

Not hing's wong, is there? Peter asked, gliding swiftly to the general's side
as he stood | ooki ng about the foyer

Johnny shook his head, shielding any wi sp of thought the young man mi ght



catch. The general was still elated by his nost satisfactory interviewwth
Rhyssa.

"No one's here yet?" Johnny asked with innocent surprise as he wal ked on into
the Main Incident room Peter followed him Since Peter was in residence, and
certainly able to handl e any parapsychi c energenci es, the other telepaths and
ki netics went hone after their duty hours.

"Not yet. Harry's usually first in. He bikes here, to keep fit," and Peter
sounded a bit wistful. He might be able to 'port himself anywhere on Earth but
a sinple pastinme like riding a bicycle was not an option. "He swears he'l
teach ne how "

"Harry might at that," Johnny agreed affably as he swung the small bag he
carried up onto the worktop. "Start up the generators, will you, Pete? CGot a
small job for you. Lance needs this."

"Lance? But he's on First Base," Peter replied, startled.

"This isn't heavy," Johnny said blithely, denonstrating by 'porting the bag
fromthe surface without a gestalt and suspending it for a few nmonents. "Three
kilos."

"But the Mbon?" Peter repeated, stunned.

"Look, Pete, you've nmanaged to push forty tons four hundred and forty klicks
wi t hout breaking into a sweat. Pushing three kil os four hundred thousand is
not that rmuch nore effort, nowis it?" Johnny gave a dism ssive wave of his
hand. "I'Il be ready to boost though, frankly, | think you can do it on your
own. Either way, Lance says the engineers need these sensors |ike yesterday.
Everything's held up waiting for them | don't see why we can't try it. Wndow
to the Moon is open,"” and he pointed out the east-facing wi ndow where the

| unar ghost was visible in the nmorning sky, "and it's at perigee. Tinmng' s
right. If we're going to give it a go." Johnny's tone was subtly chall engi ng.
"Don't think it'll strain you, skeleteam" A nice touch, that, rem nding Pete
of other triunmphs. "Lance woul dn't suggest it if he thought you and | couldn't
cut the nustard."

"Well . . ." Peter |ooked around the enpty office. "But 1'd need to 'see
where I . . . we were sending it."
"Sure." Johnny whi pped sone gl ossies fromthe outside pocket of the small bag.

He dropped the first one on the desk: the lunar coordi nates of First Base,
conveniently close to the equator in Oceanus Procellarum "Sort of in the
backyard of First Base, you see," and he pointed to the shining done in the
background, moving his finger to a red and white striped bollard that was the
sel ected target.

"What's that for?" Peter asked.

"Actual ly," and Johnny frowned down at the bollard as if trying to renmenber,
"I believe it's a marker for the lunar vehicle parking area. See that shadow?"
This was barely visible but Peter nodded as one will when one wi shes to show
t hat one has been cl osely observing details. "It's one of the four-man
articulated craw ers."” He deposited a second i mage fromthose in his hand and
chuckl ed as he displayed it to the kinetic. "Even got a lunar license plate:
FB 3, no less. Detailed enough for you?"

Peter gave a dubious sniff, screwing his face up into a grimace.

"Ah, let's give it a try," Johnny said nonchalantly. He had been intently
listening for the generators to reach full power. Now he shot as strong a
ment al reassurance to his young col |l eague as he dared. He couldn't be too
obvi ous about such a 'pathing but he counted on having confused Peter wth
fast talk. "Sit!" He pointed inperiously to the chair that was used for

tel ekinetic sessions. "I'll hook you up," he said, putting a hand on Peter's
chest to push him back into the padded seat. "Have official readings on your
per f or mance. "

"Only three kilos?" Peter asked, eyeing the bag dubiously as Johnny bent to
fit the sensitive pads of the recorder to his body.

"That's all, bag included. Ready?" Johnny didn't want to give Pete any time to
t hi nk beyond the essential errand. He opened his mind, letting Peter feel his
readi ness. "Set? GO "



The generators whined at such a high pitch that, for a nanosecond, Johnny
Greene wondered if the powerful drain mght not overload them

"Hey, | don't think you needed that nuch noxie on the 'port," he exclained in
feigned surprise. "Ease up, will ya? It's not |like you were trying for the
nmoons of Jupiter.”

"Well, | wanted to be sure to reach the bollard."” Then Peter began to realize
what he'd just done. "I felt it connect. | have to have got it there. Don't

| ?"

"We' || know soon enough," Johnny said easily.

"Say, you can't 'path as far as the Mbon. How d you know about Lance needi ng
t he chi ps?"

"Madl yn," Johnny replied enigmatically as he watched the printout on the
recorder.

"Ch." Pete frowned. "Wait a mnute. She can't 'path as far as the Mon either
O at |east she's never nentioned she could."

"Sheeesh," Johnny said, flicking his fingers dismssively. "Comcontact, man.
Whi ch | esser nortals w thout your advantage regularly use to conmuni cate.

Coet zer had Madlyn 'path me when the urgent request canme through. | had to
pull rank to get all the chips needed. Sonme were highly classified, you know "
He had gl anced over the sensor report. "Hope you didn't plow that bag. Be hard
to replace those itens." He clicked his tongue in mld reproach as he showed
Peter the readings. "Bit of overkill on the power you used. You'll need to
refine the long thrust, | think."

Peter | ooked startled by Johnny's matter-of-fact appraisal and Johnny grinned
wyly as Peter gave a worried gulp.

"When will we know if | didit right? If | did. And you weren't in on the
thrust either."” Peter glared accusingly at Johnny.

"I wasn't needed," Johnny replied with injured innocence. "Two of us mght've
bl own the generators and really nessed up that shipnent."

"So, when will we know?"

"Didn't think you could do it, did you?" Johnny said, grinning. He made a fi st
and gave Peter a nock blow to the jaw.

"But we don't know if | did."

Johnny chuckl ed confidently. "Lance should call through on the Center's conm™

and Johnny tilted his head at the conunit. "Lemme know when he does. |'m not
worried. And |'ve got the figures to prove you did it, too." He jerked his
thunb at the readout. "Well, 1'd better get back and reassure the wife. |
forgot to tell Senator Sally |I'd be nissing early this nmorning. |'m sure

she' d' ve sent you her love if she'd known | was going to see you." He put a
conradel y arm about Peter's shoul ders and gui ded himthrough the foyer to the

door. " 'Portation sure hel ps not having to deal with diurnal displacenments.
Gve nme a push, will ya?"
"Wher e?"

"Back home," Johnny said, "now |'ve ny own telepad. Then |'ve got shuttles to
waft up to Dirk. Who sends you his regards."” He had | anded his persona

carrier neatly on the packed red dirt in front of the Center. He had left the
hatch up-for a quick getaway-and now slid back into the seat. "Say 'hi' to the
gang here. Sorry to miss them" Then he closed the hatch. Ready when you are,
Pete. He raised his hand in a farewell salute and touched the kinetic's nind
Pet er Rei di nger accepted the contact and, still confused by Johnny's whirlw nd
visit, 'ported the carrier back to the Jerhattan tel epad.

"G day, Pete," and Harry arrived on his pushbi ke. The mul gah trees that
obscured the Center fromthe roadway half a mle away had al so hi dden Johnny's
carrier. "Up early, ain'tcha?"

"Ni ce day," Peter said noncommttally.

Later that norning, Lance contacted Adel ai de, spoke at length to the duty

of ficer, and then asked to speak to Peter.

"Thanks for that package, Pete."

"You got it? | didn't damage anything, did I?"

"Nope," and Lance chuckled. "Plowed up a ridge of nobon dust against the



bol Il ard though. Sone thrust!" H's voice went off-line for a noment. "Hold it,
guys, be right with you. W got those chips you' ve been | ooking for. Thanks
again, Pete. See ya."

A weary general was adnitted to Admiral Dirk Coetzer's office on Padrugo

Stati on.

"Johnny, what brings you up here today?" The admral waved himinto the
nearest chair and gestured to the coffeepot on its warm ng plate that was a
feature of nobst naval offices.

Greene shook his head as he sat heavily down.

"I didit," he said.

"I don't think you nmean the drones that arrived this afternoon.”

"Not them" Johnny flapped his fingers in disnissal. "I got Rhyssa Lehardt to
see to the wisdomof letting Peter Reidinger get into space, instead of
farting around pushing junk fromone continent to another."

"How d you do that?" That was the best news Coetzer had had all norning, what
with the runor that fuel prices were going up and a very expensive conmponent
that had to be rescued fromtunbling out of sight in space. "I didn't think
she'd put himat risk. 1'd prefer that he had the gunption to speak up for

hi msel f."

Johnny let go a sigh. "I would, too, Dirk, but he's still in grateful node for
her rescuing himfromthe A frame, hospital, and all that shit. | rem nded her
that he's less at risk up here than downside. Ri sk of boredom He'd have rea
work to challenge him" was Johnny Geene's reply. He cocked an eyebrow. "O
course, you'll have to pronise to give himthe proper EVA training."

"She'd pernmit himto work outside the Station? In space? That's where we coul d
really use a powerful kinetic right now "

"Sure. Way not? | rem nded her, as | do you, that young man's been maneuvering
hinsel f in space ever since he |learned howto gestalt. And he's nuch better at
that than I am"

"Coul d he manage a space suit to do the EVAs?"

"That's what you're to find out."

"Ahhhh," the admiral draw ed, comprehending. "So if he isn't capable, it's ne
that gives himthe no-go, not her? Ri ght?"

Johnny chuckl ed. "Well, he'd accept it fromyou. He wouldn't from Rhys. He'd
al ways wonder if she prevented himfromgetting up here.”

"l noticed that he and Ms. Lehardt have an unusual bond."

"They do. She got himout of Jerhattan General Hospital and the prospect of a
usel ess exi stence."

"He's what-just eighteen?" Coetzer asked.

"By a couple of months. Kids join the navy at that age all the tine."

"A point."
"Hell, Dirk, he's much nore powerful a kinetic than | am You need himup
here.”

"You don't have to convince ne of that. But |I'd hate to have to put an end to
his aspirations if he can't nmake the grade in EVA."

"If the grunts fromthe Linears can, he can."

"If he doesn't freak out first tinme he goes extravehicul ar.
mrrored a legitimte skepticism

"Well, we'll just have to find out. And if, mnd you, and it's a big if,"
Johnny said, pointing his finger at the admral, "he proves agoraphobic and
usel ess in a space suit, he could probably do nore kinesis frominside the
Station than Baden did. He can also haul a lot nore weight than | can."

Dirk gave hima | ong sideways glance. "Like all the way to First Base?"
Johnny's reaction was not what Coetzer expected. He gave a diffident shrug.
"He mght at that. At least he can stand on this Station to do his pushing.
You' ve got all those powerful generators.” His smle was sly. "Pete | oves
generators. The bigger the better."

Dirk gave his head a twist, trying to conceal his elation at the prospect of

Dirk's expression



havi ng Rei di nger on contract to him "Padrugoi is 440 klicks fromEarth. The
Moon's between 400, 000 and 450, 000."

"I know. W can start when the Moon's at perigee and work up to apogee," was
the blithe reply. "Wirking himinto the distance gradually, Dirk. Wio knows
what he'll be able to do when his Tal ent matures.”

Again the admiral favored the general with a long and specul ati ve | ook
"You're up to sonething, Geene."

"Yeah, up on Padrugoi, and | want the guy who taught ne all | know up here,
too. | owe Pete big."

The adm ral couldn't suppress his suspicion that G eene had sone hi dden
ulterior nmotive. Wich, doubtless, would be confided in himat a time G eene
t hought appropriate. The forner etop pilot and bodyguard of the Secretary of
Space was Peter Reidinger's staunchest supporter. If he couched his admiration
and respect for the young man in a slightly cynical manner, that was
preferable to patronization or fawning. And Coetzer had plenty of proof that
G eene was al so his dedicated adherent in all matters that forwarded

humani ty' s progress starward.

"AI'l right, I'lIl make a formal application to the Eastern Parapsychic Center
for the services of the kinetic, Peter Reidinger. How nuch is she going to
soak us for hin®"

Johnny shrugged. "That's between accountants. | just recruit."”

"Why doesn't Peter?" Coetzer asked sharply. "Train nore kinetics, | nean. God
knows we can use every one the Centers find."

"There just ain't anyone else with his little knack. That's why. Not that
Rhyssa and Baden haven't been | ooki ng under every psychic rock to find a
likely student for him | can do gestalt, but | don't know how | do it.
Neither, in the final analysis, does Pete." He rose stiffly. "I"'mfor sone
sack time, Dirk. Catchya later." Wth a casual salute, he left the office.

Dirk Coetzer inmmediately put in a call to his Contracts Manager. He npst
certainly would grab the opportunity to enploy Reidinger. He only hoped that
Rhyssa Lehardt woul d not renege, beset by second thoughts. G eene had nade
Coet zer patently aware of how unusual and val uabl e Rei di nger was consi dered by
t he Parapsychics: a Talent that they would not risk. How had Johnny Greene

tal ked her into it against her better judgment? Coetzer dism ssed the notion
that he'd have trouble now that Johnny had told himthe |ad was avail abl e.
Rhyssa was known for her integrity and would honor her word to the general

Nor woul d he have m sl ed Coetzer. The nan was cl ever, an opportunist, devious,
but he wouldn't nisrepresent a matter as inportant as this. O course, Geene
knew how very much Coetzer wanted Reidinger's abilities up here on the
Station. And, if the boy-young man-coul dn't hack space after all, his kinetic
talents used fromthe safety of the Station would still constitute an asset.
Coet zer liked Peter Reidinger, admred a | ad who had overcome such a massive
physi cal di sadvantage. The prospect that Peter might mature into an even
greater range and depth was even nore tantalizing. Wiat would the mature scope
be? He gave a soft whistle.

Peter's juvenile uses of kinesis had been spectacul ar. Johnny had seen to it
that Coetzer received a file of Baden's training reports on Reidinger. \Wether
or not he was able to advance beyond his initial performnces was noot. The
prospect of teleporting freighters to First Base or-Coetzer inhaled sharply at
the nere thought-or Mars filled the admral with a sudden gl orious anbition.
Padrugoi had been humanity's first step on the path out of its star system
The installation at First Base was another. A permanent Mars col ony repl acing
the present tenporary exploration habitat would prove that humanity could
adapt to an alien ecology. Earthlike worlds-M5s-had been identified around
many primaries in this galaxy. That new hush-hush tel escope was able to find
free oxygen in the ozone | ayers of several planets, neaning they could
probably be inhabited without protective coverings or breathing apparatus. To
make the nost of such opportunities, humanity had better |learn the | essons



Earth's other satellites had to offer. First Base had al ready taught val uable
techni ques, a good preparation for the challenge of inhabiting Mars. In
Coetzer's lifetime, Padrugoi had been conceived and constructed. The Mon was
i nhabited. That he might live to see the day Mars woul d be, too; that he m ght
al so be part of that triunph. Wat a prospect!

" 'O what's a heaven for? Coet zer quoted to hinself. He allowed hinself a
| ong nonent to savor his new aspiration. His intercombuzzed and he dealt with
the practical problens of contracting the nmeans to the new goal he

cont enpl at ed.

Assimlating Peter Reidinger into the transport command of General Johnny
Greene was the first step in his Padrugoi contract. He was hired as a
"civilian consultant” in Supply and Transport, nom nally working under G eene.
At the general's insistence, he was given the highest security cl earance.
"He's going to handle sensitive stuff fromthe gitgo, " Johnny said when the
Space Authority resisted. "He wasn't a security risk when he started | obbing
shuttles into space for you and he hasn't devel oped any questionable habits
since then. He al so doesn't need some near-sighted spook snooping around him™"
In the first week of Peter's enploynent at Jerhattan Space Port, he lifted
nore tonnage than Johnny did in a nonth, a fact the general made sure that
everyone in the Space Authority knew. The only aspect of the job that Peter
had objections to was the requirenment to wear recordi ng pads during gestalt.
"Look, Pete, it's necessary," Johnny said, cutting through his dermurral. "You
don't feel 'em anyhow so what's your beef."

"I have nore than enough appliances glued to ne," Peter replied sourly.

Johnny gave hima quick look but did not give in. "They're a record, just |ike

Incident reporting in the Center, that we need. | wear 'em too. Ckay? Now
let's just shift this last nonster and call it a day."

"I"'mnot tired, Johnny."

"You aren't, but I am I'mthirty years your senior, nboy, and when | say

it's quitting time, it's quitting tinme. Dorotea's got dinner waiting."

After they had sent the freighter to Padrugoi on the first leg of its long
journey to Qceanus Procellarum and First Base, Johnny gratefully shucked off
hi s pads.

"C nmon, Pete. |'ve seen enough of these four walls today."

When all parties involved signed the contract with Padrugoi, Rhyssa suggested
to Peter that perhaps he would prefer to have his own apartrment in the Center
for those intervals when he was downsi de. The Space Authority had not queried
the clause that required Peter to have one week in every four back on Earth.
Despite his euphoria when Rhyssa expl ained the conditions of his contract,
Peter "knew' that she didn't want himliving on his own. Nor did he. He liked
Dor ot ea, and Amariyah made a much nicer sister than Katya ever had.

"I'd rather stay at Dorotea's," Peter said quickly, and knew by the way Rhyssa
rel axed that she'd hoped for this response. "Dorotea says she doesn't mnd ne

staying on. She's still trying to fatten ne up, you know, even if | don't |ike
to eat too often.” That was one of the few tinmes Rhyssa heard himrefer, even
obliquely, to the appliance that collected his body wastes. "It isn't as if

the food isn't great on Padrugoi." He lifted his shoulders in a good imtation
of Johnny Greene's characteristic gesture. He saw her lips twitch in
recognition.

"I't's your choice, Peter," Rhyssa said, and tried not to broadcast her relief.
"Besi des, Amariyah would miss nme," Peter added with an affectionate snile
"That's true," Rhyssa agreed. "So would Eoin and Chester, young as he is."
Peter grinned back. "And inpressionable. | don't want your kids to forget ne."
"I doubt they would," she replied sincerely. Her son, Eoin, now just three and
a quarter years old, already, showed an unusual enpathy for a child, and she
hoped it would mature into a useful ability. Chester, at fifteen nonths,



responded to her telepathic cues, turning fromtears into sniles when she
soothed him Ri ght now, they could be keenly aware of "atnobsphere" and respond
to it, naughtily enough, at tines, to severely try her patience. They seened
to sense that Peter was different and curbed their horseplay. They never hung
on to his hands the way they would their father's or Johnny Geene's. It was
as if they knew they should respect his personal space.

Since Peter had been under the Center's aegis, he had had | ess and | ess
contact with his natural famly. Until her death, his nother had religiously
visited her son every nonth but she had never been confortable in his presence
once he was nobile. He supported his father and his sharp-tongued jeal ous
sister, Katya. They woul d have extorted nore financial assistance froma
guiltily generous Peter if their sporadic attenpts to see himhad got past
Rhyssa's staff. After Peter was installed at the Center, Katya appeared
periodi cally at Beechwoods, demandi ng that she be allowed to see her brother
Sirikit or Budworth would dutifully show her a duty roster and point out where
in the world he was currently training with Lance Baden. Then she'd be
escorted back to the transport tube. Shortly before his eighteenth birthday,
she gave up. Half the time he had been at Dorotea's, a short walk fromthe
Henner mansi on

So Dorotea, Amariyah, and Rhyssa's children becane "famly" for him

Peter was assigned quarters in officer territory on the Station and ate in the
of ficers' mess. As pleasant as everyone was to him he couldn't join in many
of the off-duty activities and he felt subtly out of place in the nixed
service-civilian environment. Even the ensigns were several years ol der than
he was and, while he was too well nannered to read m nds w thout express

perm ssion to do so, he was often aware of the strong emanations of
uncertainty about himin the ness. COccasionally one of the ol der officers was
patroni zi ng but he could ignore that. The only one of the Station's permanent
staff he felt confortable with was Madl yn Luvaro. She had such a crush on a
certain Lieutenant Senior Grade Dash Sakai that generally her conversation
orbited around the subject of the conmmunications officer. The guy wasn't the

| east bit psychic so he was blithely unaware of Madlyn's crush. Everyone el se
on the CIC recognized it. It wasn't as if Madlyn wasn't pretty, feninine, and
good conpany; it was just that Dash Sakai was career-notivated. Peter wondered
if there was any way he coul d unobtrusively informthe comm of ficer that
havi ng a psychic as a wife would enhance any officer's career

In any case, he was glad to step back into the confortable anbi ence of
Dorotea's home every nonth. Amariyah got a trifle bored and short-tenpered

i ke any younger sibling dom nating a conversation, when he rattled on about
space and the Station. Until the day that he just happened to nention the
Station's extensive hydroponics systemthat supplied both food and oxygen
purification. Instantly her attitude altered and she had to know all about the
gar dens.

"Then | shall be a space gardener," she said in her resol ute nmanner

"First you have to | earn hydroponi cs engineering," Peter said repressively.
That woul d be all he needed-a kid sister on Padrugoi.

"I shall learn all | need to know from Teacher. You just see if | don't," she
added in such a quarrel sone nood that both Peter and Dorotea regarded her in
surprise. "Dida Tea, you will tell me what courses you took."

Dorotea regarded her mldly. "If you ask politely."

Instantly, Amariyah | ooked penitent, her blue eyes filling with tears of shane
for her outburst. "Please, Dida Tea, will you help nme?"

"It'1l be hard work," Peter warned.

"I already know a great deal about flowers and vegetables," Amariyah reni nded
him once again the argunentative sibling.

"You'll need to know a |l ot nore," Peter began

"And so she shall," Dorotea said, casting a warning | ook at Peter to subside.
"Come, Maree," she said, holding out her hand to the girl, "we'll just see



what courses Teacher has on-line."
"Yes, Dida Tea," Amariyah said neekly. Just at the doorway, she flashed a
gl ance back at Peter and stuck her tongue out.

While Peter's nmain task was 'porting supplies and personnel to the Station, he
was al so required to help 'port materials into the second col ony ship, the
Arrakis, being constructed at Padrugoi. He wanted very much to visit the hul
and watch the various stages of its construction. But that would require a
space suit. Peter wondered how he could broach the subject of getting trained.
If Linear grunts could be taught to manage construction suits, he was sure he
coul d.

He sensed tentative attitudes toward him from Madl yn's adored conm of fi cer
Dash Sakai, and Lieutenant Commander Pota Chatham the chief engineering

of ficer on whose watches he generally worked. He'd hinted as often as he could
that he didn't need to be in the Station CIC to use the marvel ously powerful
generators. He could gestalt with them from anywhere within several mles and
certainly fromthe Arrakis, which was noored in the main construction and
repair yard. Wen his allusions were ignored, he thought maybe he'd been
premature. First the CIC officers would need to learn to trust himas nuch as
Johnny Greene and, he was sure, Admiral Coetzer, did. They'd have to get
accustoned to his work habits. He was always on tine for his scheduled 'ports,
he never took a break until Johnny called one, he maintained a strictly
professional attitude at all times, and he never left his post until the watch
officer officially told himto "stand down." Not that he woul d have presuned
in any respect. He was not fragile. In fact, he was probably the safest,
strongest person on the Station, especially since the first thing he'd been
drilled in was emergency procedures in the event of a Station alert. He knew
where all the escape pods were and had anused hinself in between 'ports by
figuring out who he should rescue in order of inportance. Adnmiral Coetzer was
first, of course; Johnny Greene if he was onstation at the time, then the
executive officer, Linke Bevan. After them his priorities altered but he

rat her thought Madlyn, because she was the strongest 'path in all the Centers,
and then Dash Sakai - because Madl yn woul d be inconsolable if Dash got wasted.
He spent other idle nmonents figuring out how many he could 'port to safety in
the first sixty seconds. He even tried putting air envel opes around groups, to
gi ve them oxygen and protection agai nst bursting in vacuum

Anot her favorite topic for specul ati on was how Rhyssa had been persuaded to

I et himtake the Padrugoi contract in the first place. He knew how badly she
wanted himto find and train kinetics in the gestalt. Considering how nuch he
owed her, and the Parapsychic Centers, he was willing to spend his whole life
trying. But so far there'd been no kinetic for himto train . . . if he could.
He suspected Johnny had had nore of a hand in getting himon Padrugoi than the
general was about to admit. Certainly Admiral Coetzer had given hima

whol ehearted wel cone aboard the Station. He was a frequent guest at the
admral's tabl e when he was on board. (Maybe that's why sone peopl e avoi ded
him) Coetzer kept a paternal eye on himat |least that's what Peter heard
Conmmander Tenuri Bergkanp say when the engineering officer didn't realize
Peter was in earshot. Peter did not "listen" or "peek" but sometinmes people
had | oud minds and he couldn't help but overhear, despite keeping up a light
shield nost of the tine.

That was how he happened to learn that he could be a lot nore use to the
admral if he could "hack the black," as the grunts phrased it.

"I got book on him" one of themsaid as he and his mate swng into a service
corridor ahead of Peter. As he didn't nmake any noi se wal ki ng, they were
unawar e of his presence

"For or agin?"

"Agin, a'course. Kid that young'll panic first tinme he has to hack the bl ack
Ya know whaddi nean. Shit hinself all over!" The first one gave a nalicious
chuckl e of anticipation



"l doan think he will,"'
it."

"Then why' nt he being trai ned? Been here how nany weeks now?"

"I dunno. Hear tell they doan wanna rush him 'cos he's sorta fragile' n stuff.
Sure is skinny."

"Ha! W& wasn't given no tine. W hadda go out an'that was that!"

"That's what we wiz hired for, dink. He's not just a grunt, ya know. Notice
how he wal ks? Just like he was in a suit. Sort of smooth |ike." The man nade a
gliding gesture.

"Put cher nmoney where yer mouth is."

"Sure! An' we book the bet with Kibon. You ain't goin" slip ne on this."
"You're on. Slip ne into a good downsi de binge, you will." And the first man
hel d out a hand to his buddy. Peter inserted hinmself in a doorway in case they
caught a glinpse of him They turned a corner at the next junction

Peter digested that conversation and perked up considerably. Bets on him were
there? That he'd shit hinsel f? Peter chuckled bitterly. They didn't know nmuch
about him did they? He al nbst wi shed he could pee. Even if he couldn't hack
the bl ack, there wouldn't be that sort of evidence for anyone to see. But he
knew he woul d hack it. He wanted to be out in space so badly. He wanted to
prove to Johnny and the admiral that he was nore than just a transport
mechani c. He could match construction units so snoothly no one woul d ever have
to worry about themtunbling out of control fromreaction. He knew his
physics: any action in no-gravity conditions caused a reaction. He had nore
control than any other kinetic, even Lance Baden. Wy, he could speed up the
construction of the Arrakis by nonths if they'd only et himhelp. He'd

al ready 'ported many of its conmponents into space. Placing theminside the
hul | would be child's play. He'd studied the Andre Notion's designs-it was the
sister ship of the Arrakis-so throughly he could close his eyes and still put
anything in place. He'd wanted to be personally involved ever since his first
glinpse of the Andre Notion at the |Inauguration cerenony. Wen the adniral had
invited himup to view the conpl eted col ony ship, he hoped he'd have a chance
of working on the next one. Al right, he couldn't be a colonist. He'd
accepted that. But that didn't nean he couldn't have an integral part in the
construction of the other two "A-type" colony ships. He'd take a vital step
toward that dreamif he could just talk theminto letting himin space

He'd do it now He'd ask now After all, the worst that could happen was to be
told "no."

the other said defensively. "CGeneral thinks he'd nake

When Peter Reidi nger suddenly appeared in the admiral's outer office, Yeoman
Ni col a Ni zukami was surprised. He'd never before just appeared out of thin
air, though she knew he could do such things. She didn't need to be psychic to
see that the kinetic was nervous. He was very pale and his Adaml s apple kept
junping up and down in his throat. She wondered if he could sweat |ike other
mal es.

"Are you all right, M. Reidinger?" she asked, wondering what to do if he
fainted or something. She knew sone of his history as did everyone on the
Station but, in this encounter, she seened not to have all the information she
shoul d. She knew the adnmiral didn't expect him

"If the adnmiral's available. | nean, | don't want to interrupt or anything,"
he managed to say.

She gave him an encouraging snmle. He was nuch too skinny, she thought. Wy
doesn't soneone put some wei ght on his bones!

He blinked and she caught her breath, hoping he hadn't read what she'd been

t hi nki ng. She'd been briefed as everyone had on the Station, that he would be
too well nmannered to do that. The psychics considered uninvited nental

i ntrusi on agai nst professional scruples.

"I"ll just see if he's free," she said hastily, lifting her wistcomto her
lips. "Admiral Coetzer, M. Reidinger would like a nonent of your tine."
"Send himin," was the i medi ate response.



She turned to operate the door control and she thought again that the kid
woul d faint he had turned so white.

"He won't bite you, M. Reidinger," she whispered, and stood aside, giving him
an encour agi ng wave.

Slowy he glided forward, |ike an ensign knowi ng he was in for a
tongue-1 ashi ng, she thought. Not that Admiral Coetzer was a martinet. And M.
Rei di nger was definitely in the admiral's good book. The door slid shut.
Yeorman Ni zukam resuned processing the nmany end-of-nmonth reports to the Space
Aut hority Headquarters downsi de.

She was interrupted by an incredible wave of exultation and | ooked around her
trying to figure out the source and reason. She was al one. The door to the
admral's office slid open and Peter Reidinger soared out. She blinked because
he was a good foot off the floor

"Ahem Pete," said the admiral, who had followed himto the threshold. "You're
levitating. Nicola won't mind but you mght turn a few heads in the corridor."
There was a big snmile on Coetzer's broad pl easant face and an expression of
paternal affection for his visitor

"Ch! Thanks, sir," and M. Reidinger descended. He beamed at N col a, shaking
his head ever so slightly as the outer door opened and he glided out into the
corridor, feet on the ground and knees lifting in his usual approximation of
an ordinary gait.

Ni col a was used to all kinds of people conming and going fromthe admiral's

of fice and just about every sort of response to interviews but to see someone
sai ling past her was nobst unusual

"Sir?" she said, in the hopes of an expl anation

Dirk Coetzer |aughed, rubbing his hands together with i mense satisfaction
"Just made that young man very happy by giving himperm ssion to do exactly
what | want himto do."

"Sir?" N cola was no w ser

"Cet me CPO Ryk Silversmith on the coom" and the admiral turned back into his
of fice, chuckling and continuing to scrub his hands.

Whose exultation, then, had she thought she felt? She had a useful anount of
enpat hy that made her a good secretary. As she obediently got Chief Petty
Oficer Silversmith on the comm she realized that he was in charge of
trai ni ng personnel in EVA

So Pete couldn't wait any | onger, huh?" Johnny said when Coetzer contacted him
about the interview

"He was the shade of a sheet,"” Dirk said, delighted to be able to discuss this
remar kabl e devel opnent with the man who'd nost appreciate it. He chuckl ed.
"He' d' ve been shaking like a leaf, if he could. Took all my self-control not
to whoop out I|oud."

"So he got up the gunption to ask." Johnny grinned smugly. "I wonder what
prompted him Not that I'mnot delighted. |I've seen himstaring at every team
of grunts, broadcasting envy. But | |ike himnmaking his own nmove. Ch, well,
EVAs not my favorite pastime but 1'll get nmy suit checked out."

"You're not involved," Dirk Coetzer said.

"I"mnot?" The general sounded indignant. "l prom sed Rhyssa | wouldn't-"
"Silversmith'll train him Same way he trained you, | understand."

"Silversmth?" There was a brief pause on the other end of the comink. That
was the second time in a day the adnmiral had troubl e suppressing | aughter
"None better."

"Thought you'd see it like that. You and |, however, can discreetly follow his
progress. You can acconpany himon his first official EVA 1'll grant you that
nmuch. "

"You mean you won't go along, too, Dirk?" Johnny's tone was sly.

"I get a few perks, you know." He allowed hinself to chuckle then. "That is,
of course, if he can hack the black."

"Care to make a bet?"



"No, | don't think | do," the admral said in a slow draw . "But you'll get

pretty good odds if you check with Kibon, the Station bookie."

"They' re maki ng book on it?"

Dirk Coetzer gave a deprecating snort. "Scuttlebutt about Reidinger has been .
quite informative."

"I'I'l check out the odds first."

"Don't tell me you're skeptical ?"

"Dirk, I want to be sure whose noney |'d be taking on a sure thing. | don't

want one of those offies you have up there | ooking to waste ne."

CPO Ryk Silversmith was a conpact man, one of the few who took advantage of
the naval tradition of wearing a beard, grizzled and neatly trimred agai nst
his jawmine. Scuttlebutt suggested he waxed it at night. He had not previously
encountered his latest student but he was well aware of the bets laid for and
against Reidinger's ability to hack the black. He'd heard that one of the
offies, a janitor, had placed an enormous sum agai nst the lad. H's reputation
as a trainer did not permit himto bet on a student. So far there'd been no
casual ties anong his graduates. He did wonder when he saw the skinny kid
sitting as bolt upright as a cadet, if maybe this one would ruin his record.
He'd al so been adroitly informed that this Reidinger was special so he'd
better pass.

A half hour into the first session of classroombasics, and Silversmth was of
two minds whether or not to |ike the kid. Reidinger knew his physics better
than any newl y conmi ssi oned ensign. The naval manual on EMJ nai nt enance and
repair was up on his notepad. Though he listened intently to Silversnmith's
spi el on space suits, it was as if the kid was checking a nmental list to be
sure the chief didn't miss a point. Kid didn't act knowit-all either; wasn't
the least bit smart-ass, respectful but not an ass-licker. Whatever.
Silversnmith proceeded inexorably with the standard introductory session. \Wen
as was his habit, he required Reidinger to repeat fromtinme to tinme what he
had just said, the answer was spot-on. At the end of the hour, he haul ed out
t he denonstrati on nodel

"This," he said, flipping the sleeves, tapping the helmet and the belt, "is an
extravehicular nobility suit. Also known as a space suit, M. Reidinger. You
will refer toit fromnow on as an EMJ. Do you read ne?"

H s student was staring at the EMJ with such shining eyes and eagerness t hat
Silversmth had to clanp down hard on the usual sarcastic retorts he had

coi ned over the years, to depress the stupid ideas sonme di nks-and he i ncl uded
Rei di nger in that nunber-had about extravehicular activities and/or space
suits.

"You will need one. You will never exit this Station w thout the one that has
been assi gned you and w t hout checki ng your EMJ before and after every use. Do
you read ne?"

"Yes, sir."

"Rei di nger?" the chief barked.

“Sir?"

"I"'mnot a 'sir." I'"'mChief. Chief Silversnith to be explicit. Get nme?"

"Yes! Chief Silversmith."

"Strip off that coverall,” and the chief, not to spare Reidinger's feelings
but because he didn't care to waste any unnecessary time on nodesty, turned
slightly to one side, |ooking at his clipboard.

To his surprise, the kid i medi ately peeled off his one-piece coverall and
stood in his briefs. Looking at the long, skinny franme, with very little
muscle on it, Silversnmith knew there woul dn't have been anything on board the
Padrugoi that could be nmade to fit. Seemed a shanme to waste nbney on a custom
j ob when who knew if the kid could cut the nustard. Bets were heavy agai nst
him The Chief had seen worse physical specinmens make out but he had his
doubt s about Reidinger. Orders were orders and Silversnmith deftly took the
necessary neasurenents, slightly puzzled by the odd bul ge down the kid' s left



side. Funny place to wear a security pouch. He gestured for Reidinger to
dress.

"Take a while to make your suit up, Reidinger," and he tapped the clipboard
with his Iightpen. "Next |esson's 0900 tonorrow. "

"Yes, Chief. Thank you, Chief Silversmth." And the kid sort of flowed out of
the room

Silversmth was surprised when Reidinger's EMJ came up from down-side two days
later. He inspected it, to be certain the dinmensions matched his exact
nmeasurenents. The helnet was fitted out with unusual toggles and pressure

swi tches and the two halves of the EMJ had far nore sensor pads than
regul ati on ones. Even those for officers. He called downside for an

expl anation, ready to chew out the manufacturer if needed.

"Additional specs cane in with your figures, Chief. Tonguesw tches and speci al
pressure points so the wearer can use the jetpack. Sensor pads to register
heartbeat, respiration, bp, that sort of medical stuff. Everything' s according
to the special instructions | got fromthe admral's office. Initialed by him
too. Know his fist."

Chi ef kept his opinion of special instructions he didn't know about to

hi nsel f, though he exami ned the additions carefully. There were sonme odd

t hi ngs about that kid. Was it wishful thinking on the admiral's part that
Rei di nger woul d pass without a hitch? O did the adnmiral know sonethi ng about
the kid that he didn't already know from scuttlebutt?

Instruction nearly came to a halt on the day when the chi ef considered
Rei di nger was ready to put on his space suit for the first time. He had
already drilled the kid on the special tongue-switches and pressure points in
t he headpi ece. "M nute your helnet's |ocked in place, you gotta have air and
it's smart to have your conunit operating, too. You got that?"

"I got it, Chief."

"Now, Reidinger, you start with the pants of a space suit, like this," and
Silversmth stepped into his pants, one leg at a time, and denonstrated the
private connections. The kid | ooked squeani sh. Well, if he wanted to get into

space, he'd better get used to it. Wien Silversmth had the pants on, he sat
down. Activating the automatics, he held his arns above his head as the upper
part of his suit lowered slowy, enclosed his arns, and envel oped his torso

until it settled on his shoulders, leaving his head free. There had been many
changes in space suit manufacture since the Russian Yuri Gagarin was | aunched
above the Earth. If they were now | ess cunbersone they were still awkward to

put on. Even if a man could get suited up by hinmself these days.

Rei di nger gave the nost inperceptible shake of his head.

"What's the matter, Reidinger? It's sinple enough. Step in, plug yourself up
to the sanitary stuff, sit, then activate this button,” and the chief touched
t he control again.

"I can't do it that way, Chief."

"Whaddya nmean, you can't do it this way? Only way you can . . ." The chief
stared, shook his head, because the kid was sonehow in the pants with the top
com ng down over him and the chief knew no one could get into a space suit
that fast.

"You gotta attach the evacuation tubes,’
"I did." The kid's face fired up.

"I didn't see you," the chief said bluntly.

"I did. I just have to do it differently."

"I'"1l just check you out on that," the chief said, separating his words
angrily. Gving a practiced heave to his feet, he strode over to Reidinger who
got to his feet, oddly nore graceful than nost their first time in a suit. The
chief lifted the kid's right armto see the readout on the belt. "How d you do
t hat ?"

"But | did, didn't I?"

"How d you do that?" the chief repeated

"I"'ma kinetic." Reidinger offered that as a conplete explanation. That did
nothing to mollify the chief's growi ng annoyance. "I don't nobve the way you

he sai d.



do."™ Wth that, the helnet lifted fromits rack and settled over the kid's
head. Wthout assistance, it locked into place. "Like this." H's voice was
muf f | ed

The chief stared at his suited pupil. Automatically he grabbed the kid's

shoul der and twi sted himto inspect the suit lights. If the kid suffocated

hi nsel f, who'd they blame? Air was flowing and the conmunit |ight was green

The chi ef snapped his nouth shut on a desire to snarl at the kid. He got
control of his tenper.

"Al'l right then, let's run through the purpose of all those fancy switches so
| know you know why you're pressing what."

The chief's tone bordered on the sarcastic. He swall owed his di sappoi nt ment
when Rei di nger ran through the additions, nam ng each one correctly. O

course, neither wore jetpacks for this session. If, and the chief paused
lovingly after the conjunction, if the kid got any further in his EVA training
and ever needed to use a suit's jetpack.

"Al'l right, Mster Reidinger!" The chief placed his helnet on his head and
locked it into the safety position with a jerk that al most put him off

bal ance. He backed up to Reidinger. "You check my EMJ Iights now. "

"Al'l green, Chief."

"Right, Reidinger." The chief nmoved with accustonmed ease fromthe ready room
to the airlock. He al nost wi shed that the safety net was not in place outside.
That the kid would freak out when he saw not hi ng between hi m and anyt hing el se
beyond the airl ock. He hadn't placed a bet since that went against his

scrupl es. Now he wi shed he'd had Chief Turnbull place an anonynmous one with

Ki bon. Wnning would do nuch to absorb his growing irritation. Then there was
his suspicion that the kid had sonmehow faked the sanitary connections. It'd be
his own fault if he messed hinself.

The chi ef punched his glove at the wide pad that closed the inner hatch. He

waited until it had cycled fromgreen to red. He wal ked to the outer one, and
hi s peevi shness increased when he saw how snmoot hly Rei di nger noved in the EMJ
like he was still gliding. Chief tried to danp down his reaction but this

skinny kid in a custom made suit that nust have cost the Station critica
credits was getting on his w ck.

"Right! 1'mgoing to open the airlock," and he slanmed his fist on the

red-col ored pad. The green light went off and the warning blink of "airlock
activated" came up. The "open door" hooter began. The hatch nmoved slowy into
the hull. "Reidinger, what's the first thing you do now?"

"Cip on ny safety tether," Reidinger said.

"Do so!"

Wth a grand gesture, the chief waved himforward, keenly anticipating that
the kid would draw back in horror as he caught sight of w de-open, black
space. O course the net was there and the area floodlighted so the ful

i mpact was reduced. But he'd seen so nmany freak out. Mst needed a little push
and he was lifting his armto give one. Before he could make contact with the
kid's back, he'd stepped off the edge like a willing sacrifice to this
chal | enge of his courage.

Silversmth |listened hard to hear panic breathing, a cry, anything. \What he
heard was one quick inhalation of breath, and a small, soft sigh. No freaking
out, no screamof terror. Reidinger floated gently outward, wi thout flailing
his arms or legs, his initial step into space taking himslowy to the end of
his tether. Then he made an expert turn and faced up, | ooking out beyond the
lights of the Station Weel to bl ack space.

The chief gave a surprised grunt and, clipping his tether onto the bar over

t he hatch, he pushed off to the upwardly dangling Reidinger. The kid was
unawar e of his approach and, before Silversnmth reached him he began hauling
hi nsel f down the net, turning his head in every direction as if he couldn't
get enough.

From the monent the Chief gestured himout of the airlock, Peter was oblivious
to anything el se. He paused only a nonment and let hinself fall into space. Oh,
he was peripherally aware that there was a space net but it did not obscure



his view of the black. And he could hack it! Gatefully! Yes, he thought to
hi nsel f, remenbering to breathe after what was an al nost overwhel m ng
spiritual awakening, yes, | amin space. | can hack the black! | |ove the

bl ack!

Then he let hinself float outward, conpletely in control of his body. He had
t aken good heed of the maxim"action causes reaction in space." He had never
felt such utter freedom even the nmonent he had | earned to nove his body
kinetically. That was a poor second to his elation now He felt the little tug
of his space tether and, nmaking exactly the appropriate nmove, turned to face
up, the lights of the Station Weel glittering in his face plate, a
benedi cti on from Padrugoi herself. Smling to hinself, Peter began to explore
the imts of the net, |ooking constantly around him taking it all in! At

| ast! This was where he bel onged. |In space!

"So young Reidi nger can hack the black. Well done, Chief," said the adnmiral's
voice on Silversmth's helmet conm startling himinto a violent action of

di smay. "Well done, Chief."

Catching hinself with a deft twitch of his safety line, the chief closed his
eyes and nentally reviewed the last half hour. How long had the adniral been
wat chi ng? Li stening? Had he said anything to the kid that he'd be called on to
expl ai n? Who' d patched his conmunit to the admiral's private channel ?

"Ceneral Geene said he'd be a natural. He was right," the adniral added to
the chief's utter chagrin.
"Aye, sir, he certainly is,’
space all his life."

Silversmth hastily agreed. "Like he'd been in

"Well, certainly the past four years or so," the admiral remarked
enigmatically. "Tonorrow you can belay that net and use a longer tether. Drill
hi m on maneuvering. | want you to put himthrough every emergency routine

we' ve got in the manual ."

"Aye, sir. O course, sir." Wth a sense of reprieve, Silversnith heard the
faint click that neant the admral was off-line. "Al right, now, Reidinger
See if you can get your ass back to the airlock."

I ncreasing the chief's vexation, Reidinger gave just enough of a twitch to the
safety tether to drift slowy back to the I ock

"Now," the chief said in a steely voice, "see if you can make a snooth passage
to the downside of the net."

If the admiral wanted this kid to be conpetent in space, there was no tine

like the present to begin the drill. Silversmith kept himat it until he heard
the click again.
"Are you still out there with him Chief?" asked the admiral

"Aye, sir. He's a natural, sir."

"That's enough for his first space walk, Chief."

"Aye, aye, sir."

Silversmth had to haul on Reidinger's tether to get himback to the airlock
When the chief renoved the kid' s helnmet in the ready room there was a rapt

| ook on his face that worried Silversmth nore than any other reaction coul d.
Rei di nger was space-mad. He was going to have to watch this one

Silversmth was al so present in the ness when he heard that the heavy offie
bettor had to pay up, dammed near roughi ng Kibon up. The winners in the CPO s
mess were loud with cel ebrations of an easy win. Silversnmith nade a note of
the man's nane-Bert Ponce-so he could check the records on what the guy had
done to get himsent up to the Station. The chief was a little surprised not
to be able to access those records but he did find out that Ponce was stuck up
here as a nmenial worker until his natural death. \Whatever he'd done, it had to
have been worse than awful. One thing sure, after losing every credit in his
account (and Silversmith did discover that Ponce had a lot of credits), the
guy wanted the kid' s guts. The Chief hated a sore |oser



So, for two good reasons, Silversmith never took his eyes off the kid as he
put himthrough every space acrobatic he knew of, ready to lasso the kid in if
he started drifting to outer space. Grudgingly, the chief had to adnit that
the kid never disobeyed him never lost control, never resorted to any of the
antics sone space- happy yeonen did. But he was always alert. You never knew
with that type. The chief made sure Reidinger could cope with a damaged oxygen
connection, with drifting, with tunbling, with suit pressure dropping (and a
"technical" leak in his EMJ). Since the adniral said the kid' s nmain job would
be mat ching construction units wi thout causing any action that would, in turn,
cause displacenent, Silversmith made him"join" enpty tanks over and over.
Rei di nger acted as if this was the greatest treat in occupied space.
Silversmth got nore and nore nervous. Sonething woul d happen. He was sure of
it. The training could not go on without sonme sort of glitch. Sonehow that
sonovabi tch Ponce woul d take revenge on the kid for [osing himso much credit.
The situation wasn't nornal.

After Silversmith had to agree that Reidinger could hack the black, he

wel coned the addition of General Greene to the teamworking on the Arrakis's
hull. Not that that put a stop to Reidinger's fascination with space. The
general, Silversmith noticed, was keeping as close an eye on the kid as he
was. As if the brass didn't think the chief was naking a thorough job of
training the kid.

Admi ral Coetzer nmade matters worse by joining the three of themto watch

Rei di nger's first assignnent-taking a heavy drive conmponent fromthe net and
mani pul ating it across the fifty yards of space to the hole in the hull left
open for convenient insertion

"Ni ce work, Reidinger," the admiral said with, to Silversmth's mnd, just the
right degree of approval. "I think we would certify him as space-safe now,
woul dn't you, Chief?"

Silversmth hoped that Admiral Coetzer, or the general who was hovering even
closer to the chief, did not accurately interpret his gargle of surprise.
"Aye, sir, | do believe you could, sir," he responded hastily and with
appropriate sincerity.

"Good. Continue, Reidinger. W've got a deadline to neet and you're going to
make all the difference. Carry on, Chief," Coetzer added to Silversnith. Then
with due care, the admiral activated his jetpack and returned to the Station.
Silversmth was acutely aware that the general remained for the duration of
the EVA, observing Reidinger and limting his remarks. He kept hinself
tethered to the net rim which suggested to the chief that the general was not
as happy in space as the kid was. He wondered if he should nmention Bert Ponce
to the general. O course, he had nothing but a gut feeling that the offie
wanted to get back at the kid. And how could he get to Reidinger when he was
wearing an offie's double wistband?

Silversmth had to spend a full six days space-doggi ng Rei di nger as he worked
in and outside the Arrakis hull. On the second day of this purgatory,
Silversmth noticed that the construction crews nust have been detailed to
keep their eyes open, too. There were always at |east five nearby, just in
case the kid tunbled hinself or sone of the expensive units he was handl i ng.
It aggravated the chief no end that the kid noved expertly anmpong the
conponents noored by tethers around the hull. It was |ike watching a
guarterhorse-the chief had spent the first eighteen years of his life on a
cattle ranch outside Austin-work a calf out of the herd. Reidinger would homne
inonthe required item give it just the right spin or push to send it out of
the net and to the exact place it would spend the rest of its working life in
the hull.

Rei di nger seened to know an awful |ot about the internal design features of
the Arrakis, too. He didn't argue, but at tines, even the on-site naval
architect and the construction boss, even the general, deferred to him That
galled Silversmth even nore. To cap it all, the admiral gave Silversnith a
conmendation for his "expert training and gui dance of one Peter Reidinger to
the | evel of space-safe required by the Authority."” Silversmith was torn



bet ween hopi ng the kid never did tunble off into space, thus keeping the
chief's record untarni shed, and hoping the kid di sappeared w thout trace, a
victimof the black. Perversely, the chief put one of his own secret security
| ocks on the rack where the kid's suit hung. No grunt, blackmailed by that
Ponce scuz, was going to sabotage it. The chief had a reputation to maintain.
When Silversnith was gi ven anot her assignnent, he renoved his security lock
never realizing that several attenpts had been made to open that rack; none,
of course, successful

Then he heard that Reidinger had conned one of the Linmp pilots into training
himon the Station's sinmulators. He supposed that the admiral would check the
kid out on them too, and decided that the navy had gone to hell in a
handbasket if it would certify the spacenad on a self-destruction course.

On the few subsequent times when the chief happened to pass Reidinger in the
corridors, he didn't ook quite so much Iike a kid anynore.

Rhyssa invited Peter, Dorotea, and Amariyah to dinner with her family on his
second ni ght downsi de. Dorotea discreetly infornmed her that the first thing
Peter had done was to ask Amariyah to help himpin up a digital print of the
Arrakis over his treasured di agram of the Andre Norton. The second thing was
to take a stroll though the grounds with Amariyah hanging on to his hand, so
that she could show hi m what she'd been doing while he'd been away and
guestion hi mabout anything new in the Station hydroponics unit.

When he wal ked i nto Rhyssa's house the next night, she was instantly conscious
of his air of conpetence and assurance. She enbraced himgladly, allow ng him
to feel her delight in seeing himand her pride in his |atest acconplishnment.
I"'mnot at risk in space anynore, Rhys.

As Johnny woul d have it, you've been 'in space' since | sprang you fromt hat
awful hospital bed, she responded. "Oops, the thundering herd knows you're
back!"

She stepped aside as her three-year-old son Eoin stanpeded into the living
room yelling "Petey, Petey, Petey." Instantly Peter folded hinmself down to
the child s level, smling warmy, hol ding out one hand.

"Hey, there, Eoin, how s the man?"

In his brother's wake, Chester toddl ed as fast as he could punp his legs to
clasp the other hand, squealing wth delight.

They ignored Dorotea and Amariyah, dancing about until their mother settled
their good friend on the couch where they could clinmb up on him

"I guess | know who counts,"” Dorotea said with a disdainful sniff. "Evening
Dave , " she added when Lehardt arrived with a tray of drinks and handed her
the dry sherry she preferred.

"They don't see Peter every day |like they do us," Amariyah renmarked

i nperturbably, sitting on the velvet footstool beside Dorotea's chair and
snoot hing the dress she and Tirla had bought for the occasion. It was the one
Peter had |iked best when they were shopping that afternoon. Going

shoppi ng-and to the A d-Fashi oned Parl or of Gastrononical Delights-was al npst
aritual for the three of them "Thank you, Dave," she said, accepting the
fruit juice Dave served her.

"Didn't know what you'd be drinking now that you're a certified space-wal ker
Pete. "

"Same thing | drank when I wasn't," Peter replied, draping his arms about each
of the two linpetlike boys as they snuggled into him

Rhyssa sat cl ose enough to renmove either or both of her sons if they squirned
too much. Peter did slip free of one clinging paw so he could "hol d" the gl ass
of ice water Dave offered. The boys, who were close to their bedtine, were



bei ng very good so they could stay up | onger. Rhyssa was grateful that Peter
hadn't lost his calmng effect on them Rachelle would shortly conme to take
themfor their bath.

"How d' you get on in space, Pete?" Dave asked as he gave his wi fe her cocktai
and settled hinmself with his drink in the |eather confornmable chair.

"Well, book was made on whether or not | could hack the black."

"No kidding. They had a wager goi ng?" Dave was amused. Rhyssa was not.
"Standard operating procedures, Rhys"' Peter said, sensing her annoyance.
"They're always betting up there. On anything, like who' Il be the next one to
take a tunble or how big the fine' Il be for |osing work-hours."

"And 1'Il bet," Dorotea said proudly, "you were far too deft to incur a fine.'
"I had to prove to Chief Silversmith that | wouldn't, you know "

"Ch?" asked Rhyssa, catching a flash of suppressed hubris. "The chief didn't

i ke you?"

"Well," and Peter denurred, "I think I irritated him. . ." he shot a quick

| ook at Rhyssa over Chester's head. Honest, | didn't peek. The guy radi ated

such waves of hostility I'd have to have been deaf not to be aware. Al oud he
said, "l don't quite know why | ticked himoff. | did everything he told ne

to."

Dorotea gave a polite chortle, tapping her lips with her knuckles, her eyes

danci ng.

"That m ght have had sonething to do with it,
"Probably he's never nmet anyone quite |ike you before,
Voi ce.

"There isn't anyone else like Peter," Amariyah said primy, eyeing Dave in
dignified reproof.

Dave was accustoned to her blunt remarks and grinned. "You're quite right, of
course, Amariyah, but petty officers in the navy are often a law to

t hensel ves. "

"Chief Silversmith had to keep his reputation as an instructor,” Peter told
Amariyah. "l certainly didn't want himto fail with nme." He nmade eye cont act
with Rhyssa. "He didn't have a bet on ne, either way. | had the sense he
didn't know whi ch he wanted nost-for ne to fail or succeed.”

"You had a choi ce?" Dave asked lightly.

"What do you think, Dave?" Rhyssa replied, wishing not for the first tine that
her husband had sone enpathy. He w nked at her and she knew she'd taken his
bait. She nade a face at him "O course you had to succeed. Johnny was sure
you woul d. "

"I's that why he personally bird-dogged ne and had extra grunts assigned to
wherever | was working? | know for a fact he's not keen on EVA. And don't
think I didn't feel Madlyn's touch every mnute | was outside."

Rhyssa had the grace to | ook abashed. You know I had to.

"How do you know Johnny doesn't |ike working in space?" Dave asked, surprised.
"I just do," Peter said, and he lifted his shoulders in the general's
characteristic shrug. "You get to know who |ikes EVA and who's the | east bit
nervous." A genuine case of mind over matter, Rhyssa.

"Why do they work in space then, if they're nervous?" Amariyah wanted to know.
"It's a good job and pays well," Peter said.

"And saf e enough once Barchenka was no | onger in charge," Dave remnarked.

"Why? Wasn't it always safe?" Amariyah tilted her head inquiringly at Peter
want i ng his opinion.

"No, it wasn't, Maree, but no one needs to worry about getting lost in space
anynore."

"Why? Do you rescue then?" she asked, although she indicated there could be
but one answer.

Peter dropped his eyes to his drink.

"Well, do you?" she insisted, |leaning toward him "You can do anythi ng you
want . "

"I suspect that if Peter needed to rescue anyone, they wouldn't be aware of
it. Wuld they, Peter?" Rhyssa asked.

Rhyssa remar ked.
" Dave said in a dry



He grinned at her. "More or less. Didn't happen often anyway. All they needed
was a bit of a halt to stop their spin.”

"Did you have eyes in the back of your hel net?" asked Dave, anused.

"No, | had Madl yn | ooking out for ne and she knew the signs. "So," and his

grin was self-deprecating, "it was nore her than me, Maree, preventing the
need for rescue.”
"When |'ve | earned hydroponics and work on the Space Station, will | get to go

out into space? WIIl you rescue me if | need it, Peter?" Amariyah asked.

"OfF course | will," he said stoutly.

Rachel | e appeared in the doorway. Eoin and Chester saw her and clung to
Peter's armns.

"You've had an extra fifteen m nutes, boys," their father said, gesturing for
themto go to Rachelle. They grunbl ed and shifted about, hoping for a
reprieve.

"C nmon, boys. The bubbles are all ready for your swm" Rachelle said, holding
out both hands.

"Whi ch bubbl es?" Eoin wanted to know, reluctant to | eave Peter

"I"l1l be back tonorrow norning, Eoin. You can tell me which ones then," Peter
said, and gave the little boy a subtle push off the couch. Rachelle saw the
obstinate | ook on Chester's round face and went to scoop himoff the couch
"I"ll see you tomorrow norning, too, Chester. It's great to be back!"

"I think dinner's ready," Rhyssa said, rising to her feet and indicating to
Dave that he should escort Dorotea to the dining room

During dinner, Rhyssa brought Peter up to date on all Center news. Lance Baden
was back in Adelaide, flown directly into the Whonera Space Station, his
contract for the Mbon expansi on conpl eted. He woul d probably sign up for

anot her. Dorotea had Peter repeat sone of the tales he had recounted the
previ ous evening of his experiences on Padrugoi. Rhyssa was not unaware of
some of the pressures he had experienced. That was why the subtle Dorotea had
prompted himto repeat them Rhyssa had plenty of food for thought while
Peter, with great relish, ate the nmeal she had prepared for him

"Not that | can't get anything | want up at Padrugoi," he hastily amended.
"Food eaten in the conmpany of good friends al ways has nore savor," Dorotea
said pontifically.

"Why? W're eating the same things you cooked last night," Amariyah said.
Dorotea cleared her throat and rolled her eyes heavenward at such

tactl essness. Dave guffawed.

A bit like Tirla, isn't she? Peter said, reassuring Rhyssa with a wide grin.
"I"d i ke seconds of the garlic potatoes, please. That's one thing they don't
use on the Station."

"Why not? Garlic has many heal thful properties,” Amariyah said.

"It al so has one effect that may not be appreciated in a recycled air
environnent," Dave sai d.

"What ?" Amariyah asked.

"Bad breath,"” Dave replied, ignoring flatul ence.

"El ephant garlic has no odor," the girl said.

"W take the point, Maree," Peter said, grinning with m schief.

"He's growi ng up," Rhyssa said wistfully to her husband when they were getting
ready for bed that night.

" "Bout time. And he's enjoying life. Al of it, |I hope." Dave rolled his
eyes.

"David!" she said in protest, because his expression was slightly sal aci ous.
"He's only eighteen!™

"Honey, 1'd had my first sex by the time | was sixteen."

"You di d?"

"W won't go into that. It was yout hful exuberance, |ove!"

"Peter's not sterile," she added. "The nedics say that parapl egics can, you
know. "



"I know. | asked," Dave said.

"Then kindly don't encourage him™"

"It's not for a guy to encourage him" Dave said with a second suggestive

| eer.

"Davi d! "

"And he's closer to nineteen, you know." He tried to change the subject. "So
he has a week hone, and then another three being a stevedore?”

" St evedor e?" Rhyssa gave hi m another hard | ook for his word choice.

"Al'l right, transport and construction kinetic!"

"That's better. | wonder who el se we could send up to Padrugoi fromthe
Cent er ?"
"I thought you didn't want himto experience 'life' yet?" Dave asked, stacking

the pill ows behind himso he could watch Rhyssa at her nightly beauty ritual
Privately he didn't think she needed to fuss with creans and | otions, but he

I i ked wat chi ng her.

"Another male his age. He's very lonely. | caught that."

"He is? | thought he was having the time of his |life, doing what he's wanted
nmost! Building a colony ship."

Rhyssa swung round from her dressing table mirror. "I couldn't let himgo on a
col ony ship."

"Did | say he wanted to go on one? But sonetines, ny telepathic darling, you
don't notice the obvious."

Rhyssa bl i nked her eyes, then had to blot the cream out of them

"He feels out of place," Dave explained. "He hasn't forned any friendships
with the Station personnel."

"Even now he's doi ng EVA?"

"Dorotea noticed it. Amariyah didn't."

"How woul d you know t hat?" she asked.

"She'd' ve been on it like a shark. She doesn't m ss much about Pete, you
know. "

"Ch, dear." Rhyssa paused in w ping off her cleansing cream "W don't have
another Tirla-Sascha item do we?"

Dave shrugged. "That wouldn't be all bad, would it? What does Dorotea say?"
"It's true that Maree adores him Al nost-" Rhyssa paused to chuckle. "-as nuch
as she does gardening."

"There're gardens on Padrugoi and at First Base. And | suspect they'll be even
nore inmportant on that proposed Mars Base."

"If," and again Rhyssa paused a beat, "the Space Authority ever makes its nind
up on the project.”

"They have Pete now. "

Rhyssa finished renoving the cleanser. "Yes, they do, but do they know what

t hey have in hinP"

"I doubt it. Hey, conme to bed, |love."

On his nineteenth birthday, Peter opted to take his special friends to dinner
in a well-recommended uptown ziggurat restaurant. Rhyssa, Dave, Johnny G eene,
Lance Baden, Tirla, Sascha, Dorotea, and Amariyah were his guests. It was
Amariyah's first adult outing and Tirla had taken her shopping. Anmariyah
Bant am had inherited her parents' estate, including their insurances, and they
had been prudent managers, so she had i ndependent means. Although the interest
fromthe total -which was carefully invested by the Center's Financi al

O fice-was nore often spent in acquiring horticultural rarities, she could
afford to dress herself stylishly. Peter had reserved a first bal cony table,
whi ch had not only the hangi ng baskets of exotic flowers that fascinated
Amariyah but an inpressive, downtown view of Jerhattan. Theirs was a nore
sedate party than the one on the bal cony above, which got |ouder and | ouder as
t he eveni ng progressed.

Rhyssa, watch out! Amal da Vaden's tel epathed warning distracted her from
accepting her slice of birthday cake. It took Rhyssa a noment to wonder what



Mal I i e was warni ng her against and then it was alnpst too late. She had little
time to react because events had al ready been set in motion. The party above
them had erupted into angry shouts and curses. She had tine to try to get a
shield out over Peter's guests. The next noment two bodies hurtled over the
bal cony railing and dropped, striking Peter flat against the table, knocking
both Rhyssa and Amariyah, seated next to him off their chairs.

Johnny and Lance "lifted" the pair off, dunping them uncerenoniously to the
floor to continue flailing at each other. Dave hel ped Rhyssa to her feet,
Sascha went to Amariyah, who had been dazed by a blow to her head. Dorotea was
bendi ng over the unconscious Peter, feeling for a neck pul se. Amariyah surged
to her feet, covered with cake, and lunged for Peter with an inarticulate cry.
Tirla, being nearest, caught her. The child struggl ed, npbaning with angui sh.
He didn't have his shields up! Dorotea cried in consternation

Way woul d he? At his birthday party and in a respectable restaurant, Rhyssa
replied, caustic with fear and anger as Dave steadied her. | tried to help. Is
Peter all right? She pulled Dave with her as she joi ned Dorotea exam ning him
How i s Amariyah?

She's got cake all over her, Tirla said in disgust, and reached for napkins
and a water gl ass.

Secure those two, Rhyssa said needl essly because Johnny and Lance had al ready
exerted force on the drunken pair and they were | ocked notionless, face to
face on the floor, arnms outstretched as each was aimng blows at the other
Gargling sounds cane fromtheir throats but they couldn't nove. | want a

nmedi cal team here instantly, Sirikit, she 'pathed to the Duty Ofice at the
Center. Johnny and Lance can 'port them Just tell me who!

Al'l conversation had ceased in the restaurant at the sound of the crash. Now
curious guests were trying to see what had happened. Those on the upper fl oor
were | eaning over, their queries slurred by the drink they had taken. Two
waiters came forward, one of them beckoning urgently to the maitre d' who
hurried up the short flight of steps, undoubtedly form ng apol ogi es and
stoppi ng short as he took in the damage, and the inert body.

The lights of the restaurant di mred as Johnny and Lance used that source of
power to effect the arrival of the medicopter. Instantly the emergency trio
hormed in on Peter.

He's got broken bones, Dorotea said, anxiously winging her hands. Peter had
not yet devel oped osteoporosis but brittle bones were associated with

| ong-term paralysis. H's exercises on the Reeve Board and frequent nassage
wer e supposed to slow the onset.

Dave had an arm about Rhyssa's shoul ders, trying to console her. Sascha gave
them a short nod, indicating that he had reported the incident to LEO
headquarters.

Boris is com ng. Johnny, Lance, bring himin, Sascha added and suddenly there
was a LEO copter hovering sideways outside the wi ndows. Boris Rozni ne peered
into the restaurant and then gave crisp orders. The copter swept away to the
hel i pad on the next level. In monents, uniforned officers were roundi ng up
those in the disruptive party. Boris arrived on the first balcony with two
nore officers. He halted when he saw Peter

Is he all right? he asked Sascha.

W' re checki ng. Those are the ones responsible. Bury themdeep in the LEO
cells, will you, bro?

As deep as the law allows me, was Boris's response and he signal ed for
assi st ance.

"Fractures to the right arm leg, and rib cage,"” the emergency nmedi c was
reporting to Rhyssa. "I don't think his neck, or his back, are injured. H's
pel vis m ght be. A portable scanner's on its way in."

Rhyssa came as near to fainting as she ever had, |eaning into Dave's
supporting body. Dorotea started to weep. Lance, who was nearest, assisted her
to a chair and ordered a brandy. Cursing and uttering dire threats in a
variety of |anguages, Tirla was attenpting to clean cake off Amariyah's pretty
dress. Amariyah, tears stream ng down her face, kept her eyes on Peter. Then



Tirla grabbed the arm of one of the nedics, and pointed to Anmariyah.

"She's in shock," she said, and the worman swung round to check the dazed
child.

I"mterribly, terribly sorry, Rhyssa, Mallie said. It all blew up so suddenly.
One norment it was all right and then | felt the precog. How badly is Peter
hurt?

W don't know yet. | saw the falling bodies and tried to shield him The
portabl e scanner just got here. He's alive. Tell me something good will cone
of this, Mallie. There's got to be sonething good out of it.

A long pause. He isn't going to die. He can't hurt, you know He'll heal. |
see not hing el se.

Thanks.

Wsh |I'd been just that little bit faster, Mallie's repentant voice dw ndl ed
into silence.

"He will be all right, Rhyssa," Dave said. "He survived the wall. He'll
survive this. He is a survivor!"

The portable MR scanner was in place, clicking as it was slowy passed over

t he unconscious victim Rhyssa | eaned cl ose enough to see the nonitor that Bob
Cerace, the enmergency nmedic, was intently watching.

"Yup, buckle fracture of the hunerus, three, no four, broken ribs, a hairline
fracture of the right pelvic bone, a break in the fenur, fortunately just past
the joint so he'll," CGerace hesitated on "wal k agai n* and then conti nued
briskly, "well, nothing that won't nmend. No internal injuries that are visible
on the portable. It could have been worse, Rhyssa."

"It's quite bad enough as it is, Bob," she said tartly, and felt Dave's hands
on her elbows, calnmng her. "No further danage to his spine?" she asked
because she had to know

"He had enough to begin with, Rhyssa," Gerace said with a grimace. "It was
obviously a glancing blow, all the injuries are on the right side. kay,
people, let's immobilize him" He visibly winced at his choice of words,
apol ogi zing for his gaffe even as he placed a protective shell over Peter's
upper arm

Wth skill and speed, the breaks were given first aid. Johnny and Lance
kinetically turned himover and laid himvery, very carefully on the litter.
"D you know Henry Hudson Hospital ?" Gerace asked of no one in particular

"It's nearest."

"I do," Rhyssa said, turning to Johnny and Lance. Take the placenment from ny
m nd. She let them see the accident and emergency facility at the uptown
hospi t al

Again the lights dimred as the 'port was nade.

On the | evel above, indignant guests were conpl ai ni ng about being detained by
LEO of ficers. Conversations were nuted in the main dining roomand nost of the
curious diners had gone back to their tables.

"Cnon," Boris said, with a jerk of his head in the direction of the stairs.
"Il fly the rest of you there."

"I think, if you don't mind, 1'd like to take Amariyah home," Dorotea said.
"We' |l conme with you," Tirla said, gesturing for Sascha to acconpany them
"I"ll get transport," Boris said, giving a crisp order on his wistcom

The maitre d° was hovering on the fringe. "Ah, there's the matter of the bil

. he began, and then backed off, scissoring his hands to indicate he
hadn't nmeant that at all as Boris and Sascha both glared fiercely at him
Boris notioned for the others to follow himto the helipad. They reached the
accident ward just as Peter was being taken to surgery. He had not regai ned
consci ousness but Bob CGerace and the resident orthopedic man had conferred
over the results of the MR and deci ded how to proceed. Gerace was trying to
argue the doctor out of anesthesia since Peter had no feeling in his body.
"What if he wakes up in the mddle of the procedure?" the nan demanded.

"I am Rhyssa Ownen Lehardt," she said, marching up to him "I will be present.
Just in case he decides to 'port hinself out of reach. Wich is, | assure you,
the nore |likely danger than that he woul d have any sensation. He al so reacts



badly to anesthesia."
"Ch." The doctor acquiesced without a single word about hospital protocol
"We' || be right outside,” Johnny said in his best mlitary voice.

Peter did not regain consciousness until he was in the bed of a private suite
of roonms in the Henry Hudson Hospital

You're all right, Peter, Rhyssa said in the softest possible 'path when his
eyes slowy opened. |I'mright here.

He blinked, swallowi ng. He didn't feel a thing but he could snmell "hospital"
around him He turned his head toward her

"What happened? One minute |'mcutting the cake
She expl ai ned tersely.

"I can't feel a thing, you know "

"Fortunately," she replied in a light tone. "They' ve glued you back toget her
You're in one piece again."

"That's good," he said, matching her levity. "Maybe | should have taken you
all up to Padrugoi. The viewthere is terrific, too, you know. "

"You' d've at |east had your shield protecting you up there," she retorted,
letting some of her anxiety show

He nade a face. "I should've kept a shield up. I'msorry, Rhyssa, but | didn't
think 1'd need it at ny birthday party. And in such a respectable restaurant."
Scaring her, he shot upright in the bed. "Did anyone renenber to pay the
bill?"

Rhyssa was on her feet beside him trying to get himto lie back as the

nmoni tor caught the rise in his vital signs and set off the alarm Nurses and a
doctor rushed in, gawked to see the multiple-fracture patient able to sit
upright in the bed.

"He's all right. He's a kinetic. He can do this," Rhyssa expl ai ned.

"I don't care what he is, nadam" the doctor said, attenpting to push Peter
down to the mattress. "He's on conplete bed rest.”

"Peter!" Rhyssa said, urging himw th voice and gesture to a supi ne position
"How d he do that?" asked the nurse who was exam ning the nonitor screen
"Trade secret," Peter said, suddenly hoarse. "lI'mthirsty and hungry and

m ssed ny birthday cake."

The intern was not anused but, after he had assured hinself that the antics
had not interfered with the newly set bones, he left.

Rhyssa didn't know whether to cry with relief or give Peter a piece of her

m nd.

No need to do either, Peter said. "But | amhungry and I amthirsty and

don't know where the kitchens are in this place.”

"W have one handy," Rhyssa said, and went to the serving facility of the
suite to see what was on hand. "Just about anything you want. A piece of
birthday cake will take a little |onger."

"1l make one i mediately, Dorotea said in her mnd, inmeasurably relieved.
How | ong have you been listening? Rhyssa wanted to know.

| didn't stop listening, Dorotea replied in a tart nental tone. What kind of
cake do you want?

I'"d Ilike double chocolate with boiled icing, Peter pronptly replied.

["I'l just turn the oven on and get Amariyah to help me. And, if she isn't
allowed to see Peter at the first available noment, | won't be responsible for
her nental state.

Coul d she hear ne, Dorotea? Peter asked, his expression anxious.

Try. She might just be receptive. She's been so worried about you! Good Lord.
I think she did hear you. She's just stopped that silent weeping of hers.
She's got the funniest expression on her face. Yes, Amariyah, Rhyssa's with
himand we're to bake a chocol ate cake with boiled icing to make up for the
one he didn't get to eat. Al right, now just get out the big bow s.

"I's Dorotea 'pathing to her?" Peter asked, astonished.

"No, she's vocalizing to Amariyah. Juice? There's anything you can nane."



"Apple if there is sone."

"Apple it is," and Rhyssa returned quickly with a large glass. "Don't you dare
sit up again, Peter Reidinger. You're to use a straw or that nonitor will have
themall in here again."

While he dutifully sipped, she sent word to those waiting anxiously to hear
fromher. Dave, Lance, and Johnny were in the cafeteria, drinking coffee. They
cane up to reassure thenselves with the vision of Peter, 'porting the gl ass
and dutifully sipping froma straw. Then Dave insisted on taking Rhyssa hone.
Johnny said he'd take the first shift and Lance nmade hinself confortable in
the small guest room of the suite.

"Can't | have pretty nurses?" Peter asked w th nock petul ance.

"I know it's breakfast time," Dorotea said when she and an anxi ous Amariyah
arrived in Peter's roomthe next norning, bearing a covered cake dish and a
bouquet of choice bloons fromtheir gardens.

Amariyah instantly put the flowers down and | aid her hands delicately on
Peter's right arm

"Do you hurt?" she asked, gently touching each of the break sites as if to
reassure herself.

"I can't hurt, honey. My body has no feeling, you know. "

"That doesn't mean you can't hurt," she replied, her fingers lingering. Then
she reached into her pocket and pulled out a carefully fol ded square. "Were
shall I put it?" she asked, unfolding the paper

Peter identified the drawing as a copy of his talisnman, the diagram of the
Andre Norton

"Good thinking, Maree. Over there, right across fromthe bed. Stick it over
that stupid print. Did you bring tape?"

She nodded, bringing the roll out of the other pocket. "I knew you'd need this
to help you get well," she told Peter

Alerted by their voices, Lance entered the patient's room and hel ped her stick
it up.

"You're here early, Dorotea," he said, finishing that task.

"You didn't think I had rmuch choice, did you?" Dorotea said dryly, indicating
Amari yah.

The girl settled herself on the chair at the foot of Peter's bed and said not
anot her word, except "thank you" when she was offered her slice of cake.

The staff of Henry Hudson Hospital began to notice the various notabl e people
who cane to visit the young multiple-fracture case on the thirty-sixth floor
of the nedical ziggurat. Rhyssa, who cane daily, was identified by one of the
enpaths in the hospital as the head of the Eastern Parapsychic Center. The
fact that there were LEO guards posted in the waiting roomon Peter's hall was
soon comon gossip. The floor nurses nmentioned that he was a nice young man,
not at all demanding, unfailingly polite, cute in a "young" way, and very
personabl e. One oddity, though, was that he had not been prescribed pain

nmedi cati on, despite having six fractures and severe contusions. Everyone |oved
a nystery, which spiced up dull and repetitive duties no end. And he had such
visitors! LEO Conmi ssioner Boris Roznine was recognized. He arrived with his
twin brother, Sascha, and Sascha's exotic-looking young wife, Tirla. She and
her husband were in every day. Jerhattan Mayor Teresa Aiello paid severa

short visits. But when General John G eene, on whom one of the radiol ogists
had had a crush since he had survived his crash as a fanmous etop pilot,
arrived with his wife, the Senator, in the conpany of Admiral Dirk Coetzer

Pet er Rei di nger was established as a celebrity. Their colleagues tried to find
out why a ni neteen-year-old boy attracted such distingui shed guests and

qui zzed the fl oor nurses. Naturally, every anbul atory patient who could, found
some business on the thirty-sixth floor, welcom ng the diversion

A spry ol der silver-haired woman and a pretty black-haired girl visited every



day with flowers and honemade cakes and cookies but they weren't relatives nor
were they recogni zabl e personages. H s grandnot her and perhaps his sister,

t hough the patient bore no resenbl ance to either

O course the circunstances of the disgraceful accident were public know edge.
An entire chapter of a fraternal organization was charged with drunk and

di sorderly conduct as well as causing grievous bodily harmduring a fracas in
one of the uptown restaurants. The LEO guard made certain that no known menber
of the nedia dallied on the floor to pester the victim Neverthel ess, Peter's
am ability was sorely stretched by casual visits fromfellow patients and
staff.

"I don't mnd, really," Peter told Rhyssa on the norning of his sixth day in
hospital, "but I can't even change nmy dammed bag unless | |ock the door. And
then they pound on it, asking if I"'mall right."

"At least | was able to get the vid-camturned off so you can be private.
She pointed to the wall brackets where a security camera had been | ocat ed.
"Look, Rhys, can't you get it through their heads that |I'm okay? That | can
| eave here?"

"Not until those breaks begin to nmend, Peter,'’
argunent .

"Do | have to stay in this dammed bed all the tine?"

"It really is wiser, Peter. You may not feel anything, but the least little
jar mght displace those bones. You've seen the scan report. You know how many
fractures you have. Gve thema chance. |I'll spring you fromhere," and she
smled winningly, "as soon as possible. There's no reason you can't work from
Dorotea's, you know "

"So this is ny vacation for the year?" He
all, gesturing around the room

"Don't do that to nme, Peter," Rhyssa said, hand on her chest in alarmat his
nmoverrent. "And no, this is sick leave. Which I don't think you've clainmed ever
since you cane to the Center. \Were would you like to go to conval esce? Down
to Florida . . . lie in the sun, swmin the sea?"

"I just want to get out of here," he repeated, as near to sulky as Peter ever
got, shaking his head fromside to side on the pillows. "And |1'd rather be on
Padrugoi than Florida," he added.

Rhyssa said firmy to end that

ported his right armup, cast and

Johnny! Johnny! Pl ease wake up, Johnny. Peter's urgent voice roused the
gener al

"Huh? What ?"

Johnny, it's Peter \Wake up

Johnny tried to focus his eyes on the digital clock on the bedside table. For
Cod' s sake, d'you know the tine?

She's giving ne a bath!

Who' s giving you a bath? Johnny gave the clock a second | ook. Yes, it was
three-thirty in the norning.

The nurse.

Whi ch one? Johnny said, suddenly quite alert and grinning.

Does it matter which one? Peter's voice sounded desperate. | had a bath this
nor ni ng!

If you don't want a bath, or anything else, dunp her in the corridor, with the
bat hwat er, [ ock the door, and let me get back to sleep

He settled the covers over his shoul ders and snuggled up to his wife's warm
body. He wondered if it was the redheaded nurse who had tried to seduce the

ki d.

As far as Johnny knew, Peter followed his advice; neither made nention of that
three-thirty A°M call. During his nmorning visit the next day, he avoi ded eye
contact. He did notice that Peter's face was flushed when he entered. So
Johnny becane all business. He'd brought with himsone of the el enents that



were waiting to be transported, one way or another, to the Mon Base.

"I know this accident has put us all off schedule, Pete,"” Johnny said, pulling
a chair closer to the bed. "And it's going to affect their perception of you."
"Why? | didn't have an accident, it happened to ne."

"I know, | know, Pete. But you're going to have to conval esce and pass their
physi cal before you'll be allowed back up to the Station."

At the flow of indignant curses Peter let out, Johnny realized that one facet
of his education had been renarkably enhanced during his Station enpl oynent.
"Where'd you learn all that?" asked the general

"Ch, the grunts are colorful."

"Just don't |et Rhyssa or Dorotea hear that kind of |anguage, or ny nane'll be
mud. "

"I"'mnot stupid," Peter said sharply.

"Never thought you were, Pete. Wll, to the matter at hand. Dirk's on our
side," Johnny said, passing sheets over that Peter "held" in front of him
"Especially after I showed himthe Bollard Thrust. |'ve been saving that one

for a propitious nonent. But we've now got to overcone the reaction to your

br oken bones."

"I't's not ny bones that teleport,” Peter said in an angry sullen tone. He

hat ed hospitals. He hated nurses-especially after last night's incident. He
had dunmped the bathwater on her after he had kinetically ejected her fromhis
room Bet she hadn't known he could do that! But the incident had upset hima
great deal. She'd thought he was hel pl ess. Everyone thought he was hel pl ess:
built |ike one of those beanpoles in Amariyah's vegetabl e garden. No one knew
what he could really do if he set his nmind to it. Even hinself! Then he caught
Johnny's blink of surprise and he tried to suppress his anger and deep
frustration.

Johnny had never heard that tone fromhim Peter was invariably good-hunored
and willing. He wondered if he should have responded differently to that early
norni ng conversation. He shot a sideways glance at his profile. Pete wasn't
bad | ooking, in a young sort of way. He had the sort of features that would

age well. And right now, he'd have an especial appeal that could easily rouse
femnine lust. O was it the nothering instinct that Pete awakened?

"We always bill you as the mind-over-matter kid, skeleteam" Johnny said in a
careless drawl. "So let's use that strength to our advantage. Now t he design

of these babies,” and he indicated the gl ossies of the grossly clunsy
freighters that Peter was examning. "Originally, we were shoving projectiles,
especially devised to break free of gravity and penetrate an atnosphere.
These," and he flicked one with his finger that was a collection of diversely
shaped objects secured to a framework, "wouldn't last in gravity but should be
easy to maneuver in space."

Peter noved that one out of the hovering pack and examined it closely. He gave
alittle snort and gl anced down at the nmanifest, noting its dinmensions and
nass.

"We shifted heavier stuff than this fromEarth to Padrugoi," Peter responded,
slightly indignant. "If nothing's fallen off it before now, it won't in a
'portation.”

"I figured that out nyself," Johnny said caustically. "I know, you know, Lance
knows, Dirk knows. No one-except Rhyssa-thought you could land a shuttle in a
nmonsoon at Dhaka. You did. Only a few fol ks thought you could shift heavy
drones fromsurface to Station, too. We'll just have to shift something |like

t hese, the pickup sticks" and he added the picture of a massive bundl e of

pl asteel girders to those orbiting Peter's face, "to convince their plodding
eart hbound mi nds."

Peter nmade a face. "They're not that massive."

"Neither were the chips you sent to Lance," Johnny said.

Peter shot hima glance. "These are not that light," and quickly he broke eye
contact, flushing again.

"It's still a matter of mathematics, Pete,"” Johnny rem nded him "And you
don't have to cope with gravity. Just a slow easy thrust . . . sending the



load on its way."

Peter's expression altered fromoutright denial to thoughtful consideration.
"Look, Pete, you keep telling me that all you need is a place to stand.

Ri ght ?" And when Peter hesitated, Johnny went on. "So you stand on Padrugo
and 'port to First Base. You'd have all that power available and that's
megawatts nore than you had for the nonsoon caper. Even nore than in Florida,
until | made them upgrade the power system™ Johnny's |lips twtched,
remenbering just how quickly he'd been able to get funding for additiona
power once Barchenka started seeing the supply shuttles homing in. The bitch
had been good for somet hing.

"But that's still a lot of mass to shift!"

"Ckay, so we shift mass!"

"We?" Peter caught himup on the use of that pronoun with an ironic grin.
"Yeah, yeah, this tine I'd be in the "port, |I promse you " and Johnny
crossed his heart. "But | proved to you that you could shift sonething all the
way to the Moon, didn't I? So, we build on that. W use w ndows when the
Moon's at perigee in respect to the Station.”

"That only cuts it down about fifty thousand klicks,"
skepti cal

"Every bit helps,"” Johnny blithely reminded him "O," and he pretended to
submit a second option, "we could send |ighter conponents. Reassenbly's an
option, you know. First Base has the technicians."

"I's Lance back up there?"

"No, but he could be," Johnny reassured him "W could push and Lance coul d
catch. No matter how little or how much we send on its way, First Base is that
much further ahead. Look, it's put-up or shut-up tinme, Pete. Fuel's just gone
up in cost and you know how rmuch those guzzling freighters take to break | oose
fromthe Padrugoi orbit. Dirk's counting on you, too. If we don't show the
Space Authority a cheaper way to continue with our expansion into this
system " and Johnny paused a beat to enphasize his next words, "they m ght
abandon it entirely."

"No!" Peter jerked upright at that, staring in alarmat the general, his face
paling at the thought.

"Well, | wouldn't like that any nmore than you woul d, Pete. We'd both be out of
the jobs we love. So, look this stuff over. Get famliar with the shape and
mass of them Think hard about just easing them" and Johnny |inked his hands,
emul ating wings gliding through the air, "where they need to go." He dunped
the pile of pictures onto Peter's lap. "Hell, for that matter,"” and this was
an honest inspiration, "we could get themto set up a mdway station. Al I'm
asking you to do now is think about it."

Peter | ooked over at the door and Johnny heard the click as he locked it.
"People barge in here all the time." He activated the electrical unit that
altered the bed into a sitting position. He rearranged the pictures into a
semcircle in the air around him

"What ever suits you, Pete." Johnny settled back down on the chair by the bed
and, crossing his legs, idly swng one foot as his partner |ooked keenly at
each picture

There was a tentative knock on the door. "W is it?" Johnny call ed.

"Nurse Roche," was the reply.

Peter's eyes rounded and he shook his head vigorously. Don't let her in!

"Come back in a few m nutes, Nurse," Johnny called, without interrupting the
nmoti on of his swinging foot. He kept his expression bland. "D you think those
girders will give us a probl enP"

"Uh? Oh, no, | don't think so." Peter glanced back at the specs, glad to
concentrate on them "Those pl asgl ass panels nmight. Odd shapes.”

He hadn't | ooked at nore than three sheets before there was another knock on
t he door.

"Who is it?" Johnny call ed.

"Dorotea and Amariyah," was the muffl ed response.

"Ch, in that case, advance and be recogni zed," Johnny qui pped, unlocking the

Peter was still



door and standing up. He swept a low bow to the visitors, laden with flowers
and Peter's favorite cookies.

Johnny didn't stay long after that but took the sheets with him "Top secret,
you know. 'Bye, now," and he waggled his fingers at Dorotea and Amariyah.
Peter was safe enough with them However, the nurse he passed on his way down
the hall was a very attractive redhead. She had a deternined | ook on her face
as she stopped outside the roomhe had just left. He wondered if she were

Nur se Roche.

Peter was rel eased fromhospital three days later, the orthopedic speciali st
astounded by the rapidity with which the fractures had knitted. The ribs and
the hunerus fracture were al nost heal ed.

"Mpst unusual, nobst unusual,"” he said, frowning at the evidence on the scan
monitor. "Especially with the presence of sonme osteopenia and muscl e atrophy.”
"He's good about his Board exercises, swins alnost daily, and has been

consci entious in taking supplements. He's never been sick," Rhyssa said.
"Since he joined the Center, that is," she added hastily when the doctor's
eyebrows rose in surprise. She was equally surprised but wondered if such
rapi d recovery was sone facet of Peter's maturing Talent. He was bound and
determ ned to | eave the hospital at the earliest opportunity. Not that she

bl amed him knowi ng his antipathy to a hospital environment. Wth all the
visitors, he wasn't getting enough rest either but she couldn't exactly hint
to the admiral or the mayor to suspend their kindly neant visits. "Since there

is knitting, can he leave now? W' || take very good care of him | assure you.
We're just as anxious that he heals conpletely as you are. He spent so long in
the hospital after the other accident, | know he'll progress nmuch nore rapidly
at hone."

"Highly irregular, M. Lehardt. Odinarily | would insist that he went to a
conval escent hone where proper nursing care is avail able twenty-four hours."
"He isn't ordinary, Doctor," Rhyssa said gently, and the doctor flushed.

"He'll do much better with Ms. Horvath, | assure you. She's an excellent nurse
and very strict. She won't let himlift a finger." She sniled at her nost

radi ant and charnmingly insistent, and with firm nental assurances.

"Medically I have no reason to keep himhere," he said, tapping the scan's
evidence. "It isn't as if he's on a course of medication."

Rhyssa was able to sense the reason the doctor wanted himto remain: he'd
never had a chance to examine a parapsychic before. There had to be sonet hi ng
that woul d show up on a Somat osensory Evoke Potential. But he doubted he could
get permission to do one. This kid was too well connected to be used as a

gui nea pig. Reluctantly he agreed and signed the rel ease.

Peter was nearly bouncing off the firmhospital mattress before the doctor was
out the door.

"Hang on, will you, Peter? |'ve the Center ground vehicle in the parking |ot.
The hospital'Il insist you go down on a grav-pad but don't . . . for Pete's
sake," and she grinned at him "fall out of your multiple-fracture role?
Ckay?"

He 'ported the cl othes she had brought and she discreetly retired to the guest
room whil e he put themon. Then she called for the transport and waited, Peter
al nrost vibrating with anticipation. It seened to take a long tine. Then both
of them becane aware of voices in the hall, grow ng |ouder and |ouder. She
opened the door to see four nurses arguing, with some heat, as to who was to
escort M. Reidinger. If Peter pulled his head back in dismay, he al so cane as
close to levitating his body onto the grav-pad as nade no difference. The
other nurses followed themto the el evator, pleasantly chatting about how gl ad
they were he was well enough to go honme, that he was to take it easy and not
overdo, and they were glad to have been of assistance to him

Only when the ground vehicle swng away fromthe exit did he seemto rel ax
into his seat with an exaggerated sigh of relief. "That glad to go hone,
Pet er ?" Rhyssa asked.



"You' ve no ideal" he said fervently.

Rhyssa was especially grateful that he would be at Dorotea's during his

conval escence. If Dorotea didn't have an eye on him Amariyah woul d. Neither
woul d I et himdo anything that m ght jeopardize the knitting of his broken
bones.

Bot h Rhyssa and Dorotea thought that Admiral Coetzer's brief visit, three days
| ater, pronpted Peter's denmand that he be allowed to work a |ight schedul e.

"I listened," Dorotea said belligerently. She had been conspicuously in the
garden when the Admiral arrived. "He has Peter's best interests at heart and
it's obvious Dirk Coetzer msses the boy." Peter would al ways be a boy to

Dor ot ea.
"What did he say?" Rhyssa asked anxiously. It was cold standing out in an
unseasonably brisk Septenber wind. "lIt's Space Authority who want nedica

updates on Peter, not the admiral."

Dorotea gave a dismissive sniff, settling back to her gardening stool while
they were chatting. "Them Coetzer didn't even nention work to Peter or ask
for a time when he'd be able to work again. He renmarked on seeing the old
Andre Norton diagrans superseded by the Arrakis, recommended some books. Said
that his downsi de | eave was over. Never a mention that he applied for it the
nmonent he heard from Madlyn that Peter'd been injured. O course, | suppose he
can admini ster the Station fromwherever he is and possibly had nmeetings with
Space Authority down here. | got the feeling," Dorotea remarked thoughtfully,
"that he's having trouble with them"

"Bureaucracy in its usual obstructive role," Rhyssa said drolly. "Anything

el se?"

"Dirk Coetzer admires our Peter very much indeed. He was very nice to
Amariyah, too."

"I"d expect that. Was she on her best behavi or?"

Dor ot ea chuckl ed. "She qui zzed the admiral rather closely about station

hydr oponi cs. He was startled but he recovered well and answered her quite
fully.”

"Did she nmention her current amnbition?"

"OfF course, and Coetzer recomrended the Controlled Environnent Life Support
System course at Colunbia. There's one in Al aska, too."

Rhyssa grinned. "No matter what her rating is from Teacher, she still has to
wait until she's eighteen.”

"Then the admral took a polite | eave and departed to that fancy ground
machi ne with the Space Authority enblem plastered all over it. The sort that
glows in the dark." She paused. "WII| you allow Peter some 'ports? He isn't
sufficiently occupied right now despite everything Maree and | can invent.
Even Tirla's running out of anusing incidents of trouble those yearling tw ns
of hers get into."

"I know," Rhyssa said in a dire tone since Mscha and Mriam had been in her
house with Rachelle while Tirla visited Peter. They made Eoi n and Chester | ook
like saints in conparison

"I"1l bet you do." Dorotea plunged her trowel back into the dirt, digging a

smal |l cavity for the hardy pansies she was planting. "I'd let Peter do
somet hi ng, Rhyssa."
"I will. Maybe he won't ask right away."

Peter did the sanme afternoon.

"I don't do anything with ny body." Peter argued with Rhyssa to give himsone
sort of work, no matter how limted. "I lie totally still when | 'port. You
know | do. I'msick and tired of being a conval escent."' He enphasized the



word with contenpt. "I'mbored with reading and watchi ng the news. The current
daytime prograns are abysmal and |'ve nmenorized npost of those old filns and
repl ays of the good classics."

"You shoul d keep in touch with what el se goes on in the world, Peter," Rhyssa
said. She ignored the pile of visuals that he seened to spend a lot of tine

revi ewi ng.
"I watch the newscasts. But | need to work!" He put a lot of feeling in that
statenment. "I was safer on Padrugoi!" he added sullenly.

She accepted that remark with equanimty and yiel ded to the inevitable,
getting R ck Hobson to replace the old generator outside Peter's roomwth a
much heavi er new one. Though Peter hadn't said it, she knew he was keen to get
back to Padrugoi and further EVAs, or whatever that pile of visuals he kept
exam ning represented. If doing sone work delayed his return until his bones
were fully heal ed, she nmust be grateful

When the nenbers of the fraternity that had disrupted his birthday cel ebration
were brought to trial, his nanme-and that of the Eastern Parapsychic Center-was
not mentioned. Space Authority's bureaucracy had so decreed. The restaurant
actually filed the conplaint and appeared as plaintiff. The severe fine,
awarded to the restaurant, depleted the group's treasury and effectively

di sbanded them Those whom LEO had charged with drunk and di sorderly conduct
were sentenced to three nonths' comunity service. Not all at the dinner had
overindul ged, though; as the judge remarked in delivering his verdict, they
shoul d have restrai ned their offending coll eagues. The two who had crashed
into Peter had heavier fines and were given a six nmonths' sentence for the
grievous bodily harmof an unidentified diner. One of them a man in his

m ddl e years who had held the position of deputy chief in the fraternity, made
certain allegations about what he'd do when he was free again. His threats,

for that's what the listeners took themas, were duly noted down by Cass
Cutler, who had attended the court hearings in her capacity as crowd-contro
enpat h.

In his third visit to Peter at Dorotea's, Johnny G eene brought Admira
Coetzer's representations to Rhyssa that Peter could actually return to
Padrugoi: his welfare would be their constant concern.

"I know |I'm being protective," Rhyssa told Johnny G eene and, seeing his
expression, added, "possibly overprotective but the nedical opinion is that
we' d be smarter to let himheal both fromthe breaks and the trauma of the
affair.”

"Trauma?" Johnny asked, eyebrows rising on his forehead. Then his expression
of surprised dismay altered. "Well, | suppose it was. | certainly 'felt' how
he hates hospitals. It's just that Coetzer needs himbadly." He cane to an
abrupt halt.

Rhyssa caught sonething in his voice that sounded fal se. Wat are you up to
now, G eene?

He gave her a wi de-eyed innocent stare.

And don't try that on ne. Let ne guess. You and Coetzer need all that stuff
Pet er keeps | ooking at on the Mon, don't you? Rhyssa said.
"Yeah, to be honest."

Rhyssa gave hima long hard | ook. "And you want that boy .
"He's not a kid any |onger, Rhyssa," Johnny interrupted. "And we both know I
don't have Peter's heft."

"You think he could 'port as far as the Mon?" Privately Rhyssa thought Peter
was capabl e of such a feat but that was |oyalty speaking, unsupported by
proof. They still hadn't reached the limt of his thrust.

"Lance thinks so," Johnny replied. "I do, too." It was not yet the tine to
tell her about Peter's Bollard Bag special |unar delivery.

"He isn't well enough," Rhyssa said al nost too quickly. And flushed as Johnny



cocked an eyebrow at her for her vehenence.

"We'| | be glad to have hi mback when and as soon as he's well enough. CGot any
guesstimate | can placate Dirk with?"

"He's only been hone two weeks. G ve himanother nmonth. At |east."

Johnny snorted in disgust, caught her determination not to let Peter be
rushed, and nodded. "Three weeks maybe?" Hi s expressi on beseeched her

"Only if the scan shows those bones are conpletely knit."

"I thought they were!l Okay, I'Il just pop in and see how he's doing."

Peter was doing fine. When Johnny arrived, Amariyah was giving himhis daily
massage. Since Peter wasn't yet allowed to continue his daily Reeve Board
exerci ses, massage with healing oils was at |east an alternative passive
muscl e toning. Amariyah had watched the therapist until she knew each of the
nmoverents and then insisted that she be allowed to hel p. The therapist had
remar ked on how strong her hands were.

"Al'l that gardening," Peter said teasingly.

Despite his |lack of physical sensations, Peter always felt better after a
massage. (Oddly enough, Dorotea noticed that he wasn't as nervous with Amariyah
as he was with the therapist, an attractive girl as well as an enpath. Dorotea
was al so keen to have Amariyah take on a change of duty from Teacher and her
garden. |If she tended toward caring, that would be a good career for her and
m ght nouri sh whatever Talent Amariyah had. Gardening was, in its own way, a
formof nurturing.

"Well, hi there, skeleteam" Johnny said, peering into Peter's room

"Heard you coming," Peter said, prone on the nmassage plinth, not bothering to
turn his head toward the visitor. "Any luck on getting ne back up to

Padr ugoi ?"

"Nope." Johnny sat hinself down in the specially built chair in front of
Peter's worktop. Idly he swng it about on its ginbals. "She's giving you
anot her three weeks | oungi ng around down here. Can't say as | blane her." He
eyed Pete's |long, bony franme, shiny fromthe oils used, a towel draped over
his hips. "If you were up there, you' d be working your butt off. Sorry,
Amariyah."

The girl had given hima sharp frown.

Pet er chuckl ed. "She doesn't want to | ose her patient. Nags me all the tine,
she does."

"I don't," said Amariyah, her dark blue eyes protesting. "Dorotea' s the one
who nags at you. 'Eat this, have nore of that. You're too skinny.' " Her
mmcry of Dorotea's tone was perfect. Then she denonstrated the point, trying
to pinch Peter's thin waist above the towel to show how little flesh there
was. She then soothed the reddened spot.

"Are those ribs heal ed, Maree?" Johnny asked, noticing where she'd nipped him
"OfF course," she said. Then she stroked the other fractured places with
conforting pats of her hand. "He was scanned two days ago. He is showi ng
progress."” Wth a deft flick of her arms, she flipped a | ong towel over
Peter's prone body. "There. That is enough for today. You have Johnny to talk
to. Wuld you care for sone refreshments?" she asked, turning solicitously to
t he general .

"As long as it's hone-baked," and Johnny licked his lips in anticipation
"Don't get much of that up on Padrugoi."

"That is not what Peter tells us," she said as she left.

What is the situation on Padrugoi, Johnny?

The general grimaced with dissatisfaction. |'ve gone as far as | can go, Pete.
The cargo corrals are bursting the edges of their nets. For the next exciting
installment, we need you. In the new contract with SpaceShifters

I nternational, shipping costs went up eight percent. Not only do freighters
require full crews, talk about feather-bedding-the thrust to get them under
way guzzles fuel. Once a freighter's up to speed, it can drift down to the
Moon, make a braking orbit, and use a brief burn to assune orbit. Mre to
start back to Padrugoi. Hell, we could send down twi ce as much payload if we
didn't have to use up so much cargo space for fuel and all that extra crew.



An expense that you hope I'll be able to reduce?

You got it in one, Pete. That was when Johnny noticed that Peter's treasured
picture of the Andre Norton was partially obscured by the Arrakis and

hi gh-resol ution shots of First Base and the noonscape surrounding it.
Simulating Limo flights, huh? He swung the chair about and ran a finger down
one of the glide-pattern lines, ending at the First Base field and three

| onely cargo containers, their hatches open to their enptiness.

Vll, it beats watching the tri-d.

Johnny grinned at Peter's sudden flush and decided that the kid was
enbarrassed to be caught at it. No harmreally, in his studying shuttle
piloting when he had little else to do while healing.

You know, Johnny added casual |y, addi ng another bone for Peter to worry while
he was conval escing, |'ve been doing sone use-energy study on myself, |ike how
many calories | burn when I"'mlifting. Rather interesting. He took a penci
file fromhis bl ouse pocket and set it on the worktop. Here are Lance's study
records of you, lifting this, that, and everything, here, there, and
everywhere. | think you'll notice that you' re much nore econoni cal

cal orically speaking.

Havi ng spoken his piece, he was properly appreciative of the tea, sandw ches,
and little pastries that Dorotea and Amariyah brought in. They had an

enj oyabl e conversation. Wen Johnny took his | eave, he paused briefly.

"Ch, Station scuttlebutt has Madlyn dating Dash Sakai."
"She is?" Peter grinned with delight. "He noticed?"

"You mght say her interest was brought to his attention.’
themall a farewell salute

Johnny Greene gave

Three weeks later, the Center's chief nedical consultant, Martin MNulty, and
Dr. Coul son, an orthopedic specialist sent in by the Space Authority for an

i mpartial opinion, pronounced Peter medically fit.

"In fact, if we didn't have the accident scans to conpare with," the
orthopedic man said, "lI'd wonder if they ever had been broken. There is, as
I"msure you're aware, McNulty, some osteopenia."

"Peter takes dietary supplenments against | oss of bone mneralization."

"Not as much mnuscle atrophy as |I'd expect."”

Peter did not |ike the way Coul son regarded him as an object rather than a
person. He hated being discussed as if he weren't there, as if he were nothing
nore than a pronoun

"OfF course, Peter regularly uses his Reeve Board in exercising, has frequent
deep tissue nassage, swi nms, and he doesn't put any strain on his skeleton,"”
the Center's medic remarked, eyeing his patient. Martin MNulty was enpathic
with some contact telepathy to augnment that ability. "Being kinetic has sone
advant ages, doesn't it, Pete?"

Pet er nodded, his eyes darting to Coul son's incredul ous expression as he

| ooked fromthe accident MR image to the one on the nonitor. Hi s professiona
manner did not conceal doubt fromhis very perceptive patient.

"OfF course, there'd be |l ess weight on those bones in space,” Martin went on
"Padrugoi Station has gravity!"

"Yes, but still only 0.75 of Earth normal now that the Station is in ful
operation. Visitors find that nore confortable, you know," Martin replied.
"\Whi chever," and Coul son flicked his fingers in dismssal of the difference,
"I have to concede that those bones are clinically whole." He touched Peter on
t he shoul der, unaware that Talents, especially Peter, disliked casual physica
contact. "You can go back to work as soon as they'll have you," he said, with
a patronizing smle.

Pete, Martin said warningly when the patient shifted his body away fromthe
ort hopedi c man's touch. He doesn't know better

"Thank you, Dr. Coul son," Peter said, gliding away fromtactile range

Martin deftly maneuvered the specialist out of the treatment room "If you'l
just sign the certificate that Pete'll have to produce to his enpl oyers,



Sidney," he said, a subtle enpathy reinforcing his suggestion, "we won't need
to take nmore of your time." He closed the door behind him which was as well
because Peter 'ported hinself back to his roomwhere he I et out his burst of
exul tation.

You' ve been cl eared? Dorotea asked from the kitchen

Now don't worry, Tea. Doctor Coul son doubted |I'd ever broken anything, despite
all the scans.

Real | y? You've heal ed that well?

Peter was far too elated to hear the odd tone of her voice. He only knew that
he coul d go back up to Padrugoi as soon as he could organize his departure.

Do wait until after dinner, dear, Dorotea said placidly. 1've got your
favorite casserole in the oven and Amariyah's done you an apricot pie for
dessert. Besides which, you'd better speak to Rhyssa.

Rhyssa al ready knows, Rhyssa and Peter replied in unison. Peter's triunphant

| augh echoed down the hall to the kitchen and telepathically up to Rhyssa in
her office.

Rhyssa? Peter added. Can you tell Johnny G eene? Madlyn should be on watch and
can pass the good news al ong.

O course, Rhyssa replied with no hint of her mixed feelings. She was, of
course, delighted that Peter had passed the physical but she was al so
depressed that he was so eager to return to Padrugoi

You can understand his urgency, though, can't you? Dorotea said on a tight
nessage

Yes, | can.

Don't sound so defeated and why don't you and Dave come down for pie.
Amariyah's crust is always flakier than mne. Wen are you going to be able to
ship up that enpath and the hydroponics specialist? Peter needs some enpathic
conpany up there.

I've held Ceara Scott back to go up with himand Ping Yung is already
onstation.

Then you' |l have done your best for himonce again.

Ch, | do hope so.

O course you have, and Dorotea's tone was testily reassuring. Though, perhaps
he shoul d be doing nore for hinself.

| beg your pardon?

Now don't get huffy with nme, Rhyssa Onen Lehardt! Dorotea replied tartly. One
of these days he's going to get into a situation he'll have to get hinself out
of , you know

Yes, and Rhyssa's nental tone was abruptly contrite.

You can't be worried anynore about those stupid threats Cass overheard in
court? Dorotea went on. As if that drunk would ever be hired onto the Station
in any capacity. He wouldn't pass the age linmt nuch | ess the physical. Peter
is safer on Padrugoi, doing what he's good at and | oves.

Ceara Scott was a space-nedi ci ne physician, joining Padrugoi Station for
several jobs: one was to do her grant experinentation on the effect of

wei ghtl essness on the bone nass of the casual workers-the polite termfor
grunts. Another was to nonitor Peter's physical condition and the third was to
di scern any antagonismtoward him either personally or in his capacity as a
tel eport/tel epath.

When Rhyssa announced that she had to be ready to take up her assignnent on
Padrugoi by ten P.M that day, she was instantly flustered.

"I haven't got anything packed, Ms. Lehardt. | nean, | knew I'd be going soon,
but that's awful soon."

"Ten o' cl ock tonorrow norni ng?"

"Ch, no, | mean, yes | could probably make that but " The young woman was
clearly rattl ed.
"Just pack what you'd need for the first few days, Ceara, and we'll see that

the rest follows. Wuld that hel p?"



"Noon?" was the tremul ous option suggested.

"That will be fine. Shall | send Sirikit over to give you a hand?"
"Ch, would you? Please. |I'msorry to be a nuisance.™
"Not at all, Ceara. The delay suits ne fine," Rhyssa said, and with a cheerful

sml e, broke the conm connection

"Putting off the inevitable?"

"You heard Ceara," Rhyssa said, trying not to sound defensive. "She's the

del ay. "

Dave grinned at her. "Wen are we invited for apricot pie?"

"About seven-thirty."

"Just us?"

"l suspect so."

"Then why are you wringing your hands, Rhys?" Dave asked, cocking his right
eyebrow at her.

"I an?" Rhyssa hastily rubbed her hands on her pants |egs. She stood up. "I
think I will actually be relieved to have hi m back on Padrugoi."

"Look, Rhys," and he put his arns about her waist, drawing her into him "the
drunk and di sorderly guys haven't finished their termof community service
and, doubl e-banded as they are by LEOQ, there's no way they could get into the
Center here. And there's even | ess chance of one getting on Padrugoi."

"You saw the latest of their on-line threats."

"And, " he said, hugging her, "I saw Boris's report of how quickly the pair
were arrested. The Faithful Brotherhood of the whatever they called their
little coven are now all tagged and their associations identified as well. You
know t hat."

She sighed. "I know it. Do they?"

"Pete'll be safe for the next four weeks. You can al ways suggest he take his

free week at Johnny's." When he felt her stiffen slightly, "Ckay, so that's

t he npbst obvious alternative. At Lance's then, or Kayankira's, or at your
parents' place in Mntana."

"Dorotea and Amariyah woul d never forgive ne."

"At Tirla's then. No one could ask for better security than that. It woul dn't
arouse Peter's suspicions, unless you broadcast them Dorotea and Amariyah can
go there. You know Maree is great with Tirla's Hyper Twins."

Rhyssa gave her husband a reproachful | ook
"Well, they're a handful ," Dave said.

"Qur kids aren't?"

"W had themone at a time and got used to 'em
"Which reminds ne, | pronmised to read Eoin a story. Did | tell you |l actually
got reproductions of the Dr. Seuss books?"

"Several times." He kissed her and let her go. He didn't have an ounce of
psychic ability but he'd been reading her body | anguage with great

appreci ation-for six years. He m ght not know exactly what was worrying his
wi fe but he knew when she was upset and could confort her.

Pet er Rei di nger had been all set to dislike Dr. Ceara Scott on sight when he
found out from Rhyssa that the space-nedicine specialist had been unable to
| eave the nonment he had cl earance. She arrived at the Jerhattan telepad in a
ground vehicle filled with fam |y and three carrying cases. She'd taken

anot her twelve hours to pack that little?

Sone peopl e organi ze their packing, Rhyssa renmi nded him She had said her
good- bye the previous evening, Dorotea affectionately but not fussily ten

m nutes ago. It had been Amariyah who had clung to him her fingers patting
each one of the old fractures as if reassuring herself of his health. Peter
hated it when Amariyah cried, the silent tears stream ng down her face.

"No, dear," Dorotea had said firmy. "G ve Peter a happy face."

An obedient grimace sent the tears to one side of the nine-year-old face.
"See? |'msnmiling," Amariyah said, spoiling it with a gul ping sob

"I prom se, Maree," Peter said, |eaning down to rest his cheek against her wet



face, "I'll see if you can conme up on a visitor's pass. You and Dorotea."
"Don't include ne," Dorotea said, urgently waving away the offer

"Well, you and Ted, too, so you can both see the hydroponic gardens."

"The gardens? | could see then?" The child brightened

"Didn't | prom se?"

Go now, Peter, Dorotea said, lightly putting her hands on Amariyah's shoul ders
and drawi ng her away from Peter.

Peter 'ported hinself to the Jerhattan tel epad and waited. He hoped that

Amari yah woul d stop crying.

She's accessed this norning's Teacher, Peter Don't worry about her, Dorotea
sai d.

"' mnot worrying about her

Hmm Yes, of course not. 'Bye.

Peter settled his one duffel bag behind the passenger seats and waited. He
checked the personnel carrier. He glided over to the generators and inspected
them He waited. Shading his eyes, he saw a ground car on the perineter road.
He flicked out his mind. He had had no contact with this Ceara Scott so he
doubted that he could 'path to see if she was init. He did, to his surprise,
feel anxiety, nervousness, fear, and keen anticipation. He waited nore
patiently.

When he identified her as the second person to emerge fromthe crowded
vehicl e, he was agreeably surprised. She had the nmpst glorious red hair,
curling vigorously around her head. She had the al nbst translucent skin that
often went with such coloring and her eyes, anxiously seeking his, were an
amazi ng shade of blue. He stared.

Manners, Peter, manners! Dorotea rebuked him

"Dr. Scott?" He noved toward her, making sure he |ooked as if he were wal ki ng,
a skill he had worked on inproving during his conval escence. Sonetines he
could al nost feel the surface beneath his feet. "Tell me what you're bringing
with you, and 1I'll store it for you," he said, extending his hand. He even
managed to curl his fingers about her knuckles. He savored her essence though
the contact was very short, since she was full of repentant haste.

"M. Reidinger, thanks, but Stu will put nmy packs in," she said, indicating
the young man, also a redhead, but bearing no facial resenblance to her

The dark-haired woman who had energed first was now directing Stu, with a
maternal air, to hurry and be sure to get themall in.

"My nother," Ceara said. "I was told this wasn't a secured base so they

i nsisted on coming. My father, ny sister Terry, ny sister Fiona, and her
husband, Dr. Richard Jude,"” she went on, introducing all the passengers.

"No, it's not exactly a secured base," Peter said. No other hands were offered
him so Ceara nust have warned them

Her brother stowed the three bags, of which only one was very |arge. Ceara
stood | ooki ng around.

"Isn't the pilot here?" she asked.

"I"'mthe pilot," Peter said, lifting one hand to his chest and smiling
confidently.

"Ch, howsilly of me," Ceara said, flushing. "M. Reidinger's the telekinetic
| was telling you about, Dad."

The el der Scott nodded. "Then kiss ne a hug, girl, and let's not delay himany
| onger. "

Ki ssi ng and huggi ng i ncluded every one of her party but as soon as the
farewel | s were done, she wal ked briskly to the carrier. Peter waved her over
to a front seat and she settled herself.

"I'f you'll all stand back," and Peter pointed to the side of the tel epad that
was farthest fromthe generators. "Nice to neet you," he added as he wat ched
them scatter hurriedly out of the way.

"I didn't delay you too much, did I, M. Reidinger?"

"It's just gone noon," Peter said, "and I'm Peter, not M ster anything,
Ceara."

"Thank you," she said. "How |l ong does it take to get to Padrugoi ?"



Peter lightly leaned into the generators. "Not very long," he replied, unable
to resist grinning. The field vanished and they were on the telepad in
Padrugoi's transit bay, a cleaning gang just beyond the telepad circle,
goggling at the suddenly materializing personnel shell.

"Chhhhh," her gasp was a startled indrawn breath. For a | ong nonent, eyes

wi de, nmouth slightly ajar, she stared out the forward wi ndow at the abruptly
altered view. "GChhhh," she said again. dosing her nmouth, her very blue eyes
still wi de, she turned to him " 'Not very long,' huh? Mre |like

i nst ant aneous, wasn't it, Peter?"

"That's kinetics for you," he said, opening the hatch and lifting hinself out.
He hadn't quite got the hang of doing that as a normal person woul d. She
didn't seemto notice as she emerged.

"Ch!" she said, imediately aware of the |lower Station gravity.

"You'll get used to it quickly," Peter said.

Just then the Station alarmwent off.

Pet e? said Johnny, his tone urgent. Get up here! Fast! Some goddamm di nk of a
freighter captain just sliced through a very full cargo net and containers are
poppi ng out of it like pus out of a wound. Sone are headed toward the Weel

W need your ass up here.

The ensign who had been awaiting Peter and Dr. Scott didn't know what to do
with the alarmwailing.

"Escort Dr. Scott to the sick bay, M. ahh-" Peter picked the man's nane out
of his head, "-Patterson and then proceed to your duty station. Nothing to be
al arnmed about, Ceara. Safety drill sort of thing," he added nmendaci ously.
"Excuse ne."

And he 'ported hinmself to the Cl C where everyone was scranbling to their
stations. The main screen had been divided into rmultiple w ndows: the
freighter with its enpty cargo rack tangled with the cargo net; the stream of
containers let loose fromthe corral; the gigs and tugs speeding to head off
those in a trajectory toward the Weel of the Station; and the space-suited
workers jetting to converge on the | oose objects.

"Neatly tinmed, Pete," Admiral Coetzer said, arriving fromhis ready room

"Li nke, have we identified the freighter? Wo's the captain? And | want himin
here as soon as he gets his damed vessel out of the net and noored property!
Find out who his enployer is and about getting his contract and his |license
revoked. Portnaster Honeybald is apoplectic. Wo's EV watch officer? Wio do we
have out there that can assume command and bring order to that chaos? Pete,"
and Coetzer notioned to the upper |eft-hand screen, "can you stop that one
fromtunmbling? It | ooks to be on a collision course.”

"Yes, sir," Peter said. He immedi ately repositioned hinself at the engineer's
station manned by Lieutenant Junior G ade Spencer C . Peter hadn't worked wth
hi m before. Not that he needed gestalt to tip the upper facet of the cube the
admral had pointed to. He pressed against it, perceptibly slowing its
end-over-end nmotion and bringing it to a halt in space, relative to the Weel
Good catch, Johnny Greene said, striding into the CIC. "Were do you want ne,
Admi ral ?"

"Screen three, Johnny. See what you can do with that ness." The Station
generators picked up revol utions as the general tapped their power.

"Sir, Bergkanp here, 1've got a full unit suited up and cycling through the

| ock."

"Good, proceed to the Wheel and deflect any incom ng. Peter, do us a nean
favor and detach that fragging freighter fromthe net and put it where it

bel ongs. The dolt who's driving it doesn't know his ass fromhis el bow" Wile
the admral's suggestion was facetiously delivered, it was no less the
appropriate neasure to take. To judge by the erratic use of his maneuvering
thrusters, the captain was only making matters worse by pushing the rest of
the net's captives hard against the far side of the net that bul ged om nously.
Wt hout conscious thought, Peter |eaned into the Station's power and turned
of f the vessel's thruster rockets, picked it out of the net, and deposited it
at the nearest enpty gate in the commercial nooring section. Pieces of the



cables it had severed or tangled with floated in reaction in space. The CPOin
charge of the nearest crew sent men to secure those before they constituted an
addi ti onal hazard. Al npst as an afterthought, Peter secured the freighter to
the wharf and connected the accordion airlock to its main hatch

VWl | done, Pete! Johnny excl ai ned.

"Thank you very much, M. Reidinger," the admral said with great aplonb,
slapping his arnrest in one-handed appl ause. Cheers fromthe other officers
echoed Coetzer's sentinment. "Now, let's round up those strays, patch that

net."

Lift that barge, tote that bale, the irrepressible General G eene sang

i naccurately.

"And restore chaos to confusion.” Oblivious to the 'path, the admral finished
his command. Peter choked on suppressed | aughter

Don't do that to ne, Johnny, he said.

Relief, lad, sheer relief, Geene replied. Now help nme get that inward bound
quartet of dome arcs. Their shape nakes their trajectory erratic.

Where shall we put thenf?

Just stop 'em Here cones the cavalry, and Johnny pointed to the | ower

| eft-hand screen where EMJ-clad figures were jetting into view

"Bergkanp, get your nen on those donme arcs. Ceneral, are you avail abl e?"

"On the mark, Admiral," Johnny replied.

"M. Sakai, | want a secure link to M. Honeybald at the Portmaster's office,"
the adm ral went on, handling other aspects of the energency.
Peter, and the unm stakabl e voice of Madlyn Luvaro nearly deafened him | have

t hree tunbl ers outward-bound fromthe net, sou' -sou' -east at five thousand kps
relative to the Station.

"Il get "em Were do you want then?

The 822 | ooks to be the nearest gig. It's not all that far fromwhere they
spun of f. They're pani cking. Maybe Dash hasn't heard themw th so nuch
confusi on on the bands.

Peter found the grunts easily enough by opening his mnd, augmenting his
telepathic range with gestalt fromthe generators, just as the conmunications
of ficer reported their predicanent.

"l have them Lieutenant Sakai," Peter said into the conunit.

"You do?" Dash Sakai swung his chair round toward the engineering station in
surprise

"Madl yn," Peter said in explanation.

"Ch. Very good. Thank you, Reidinger. They didn't think we'd see themw th so
much el se going on."

A sinmple case of 'quis custodiet,' Mudlyn said smugly.

Pet er thought her quote inappropriate but her watchful ness was not.

The pilot of the gig to which Peter shifted the three grunts acknow edged
their proximty and gave thema tow back to the Station

"Admiral Coetzer, | have the captain of the CeeCeeD on-line, demanding to know
who turned off his nmaneuvering engi nes and who-" and Sakai paused.

"Let me have it, Lieutenant," the admiral said with a malicious snile

"The hell endangered his creww th that-1'd rather not repeat that,

si r-precipitous nooring?"

"Informthe captain of the CeeCeeD that he is to be in ny office with his log
file at 1600 hours. Inform M. Honeybald that the crewis not allowed shore

| eave and that the captain is not to be admtted back on board w thout direct
orders fromnme."

The energency | asted two hours, of which only the first threequarters were
critical; the rest was spent nending the broken net cables and herding the
captured cargo back into confinenent.

Peter did not admit to anyone how tired he was fromthat spate of concentrated
activity. He was unexpectedly relieved when the adniral stood the watch down
fromthe scranble. Coetzer gave a "well-done" and a special nod of thanks to



Pet er and Johnny before he left the CIC for his office. Peter was surprised to
see others reacting to the all clear. Termuri Bergkanp sat back fromthe

engi neeri ng panels, dramatically nopping his sweaty forehead.

"Never appreciated what you guys can really do," he said. "I know you shift
cargo up here, but bouncing a freighter with its thrusters on is sonething

el se again."

"I turned the thrusters off first and |I thought the admiral meant what he
said," Peter replied

"He did," Tenuri replied feelingly. "I just don't think he thought you could
do it that fast."

"No problemw th the generators the Station has,'
flush at the praise

"Pete | oves generators, Bergkanp," Johnny said with a wide smle. "The bigger
the better. He can do anything with the right anount of power . . . and a

pl ace to stand."

There are nmonents, Ceneral, when you're a pain in the ass, Peter remarked.

I f anything, the general's snile got w der

Sorry, Pete. Let's blowthis joint.

"Thanks for your help, Bergkamp. C non, Pete, | know you didn't get a chance
to settle in." And | won't mention the beautiful redhead you brought up with

Peter said, feeling his face

you.
You just did.
Rank has sone privileges. |'m grabbing sone [ unch. What about you?

| need to unpack

Catchya later. Johnny Greene turned in the other direction and Peter
gratefully went to his quarters. He'd left his bag in the personnel carrier
and now 'ported it up to his cabin. He would have to apol ogize to Dr. Scott
for leaving her in the abrupt way he had. Maybe they woul d have expl ained it
all to her when she reached the sick bay. Thinking of apol ogies reninded him
that his remarks to the general had been uncalled for, even if Johnny had not
apparently taken offense. But Peter was annoyed with hinself for snapping |ike
t hat .

Pet er changed his waste-bag and showered, closing his eyes as he |evered
shanpoo to his head. He stood under the fine air-driven hard spray until he no
| onger felt the sting of soap on his sweated face. The warmair circul ated

t hrough the shower encl osure and died away as the cubicle's sensors ceased
regi stering noisture to be recycl ed.

Peter lay down on the bunk, lifting the light cover over his bare body.

"Il just close ny eyes," he murnmured. He did, and was startled by the
strident buzz of the intercom

"The admiral's conpliments, M. Reidinger," said a voice he recogni zed as
Yeorman Ni cola N zukam , "and would you kindly join himfor dinner at 2130

hour s?"

Peter saw that he had an hour to get dressed.

"Yes, certainly, M. N zukanm . Delighted."

He nust have slept nearly three hours. He'd have to get fit. There was a Reeve
Board up here for himto use and he could rig the hydrotherapy bath for

swi mmi ng against a current. He'd start tonorrow norning. That is, if his
schedul e al | owed.

"Asked their perm ssion?" Incredulity and outrage col ored Johnny G eene's
voi ce as Peter Reidinger arrived at the admiral's |ounge, pronptly at 2130



hours. "Asked their perm ssion to nove the freighter?"

"Or so the company spokesman inforned nme," the admiral said, his tone anused.
"Then that captain should have asked our perm ssion for tangling in our net ,
" Johnny sai d.

"The net was not where it was supposed to be," Dirk replied in the manner of
someone reporting conversation. "Good evening, Pete. Barney, see what M.
Rei di nger wants to drink."

"Lit up like a Christmas tree," Johnny went on, "dense enough to be clearly
visible on the antiquated screens those tubs use, and three klicks fromwhere
he shoul d have been to reach the nooring Honeybal d assi gned him That captain
is suffering froma serious visual malfunction.” Then as an afterthought, "O
he wasn't even on the bridge."

"How di d you know?" Dirk said, grinning. "And he's captain no |onger."

"Good!" Johnny took a swig of his drink like a toast to that dismssal. "W've
got enough problens up here wi thout sonmeone inventing nore. Freighting's a
boring job. | wouldn't want it. But that," and he pointed his finger at the
admiral, "doesn't nmean | would be a dammed fool ."

"Ah, Dr. Scott," the admiral said, |eaving Johnny to greet another guest.
"Hope that little flap on your arrival didn't give you a fal se inpression of
our hospitality.”

"OfF course not. | was inpressed by the way you all handl ed the emergency. Good
eveni ng, Peter," she added, nodding to him

Ceara Scott was certainly not flustered this evening. She wore a burgundy silk
suit that was a stunning contrast to her upswept red hair and fitted her
extremely well. She certainly didn't |ook |ike any medi cal person he'd ever
encount er ed.

"Admiral ?" Johnny's tone chided Coetzer to introduce himand, grinning, Drk
did so.

"A pleasure to neet you, Dr. Scott," the general said, with a wide grin and
appreci ative gl ances.

"So you are the fambus John G eene," she said. "I was warned about you."

"You were?" Johnny pretended surprised dismay. "Wio woul d cast aspersions on
ny i nnocent head?"

"My uncle, Jerry Scott, was in your etop squadron.”

"Rosie Scott?" Johnny's surprise was no | onger pretend. "You' re Rosie's

ni ece?"

She nodded and sighed. "Rosie!" She added, with a grinace, "He hated that

ni cknane. "

"Then he shoul dn't have been saddled with that shade of red hair,"’
replied. "Damed good etop, though,"” he said in an aside to D rk.
Dash Sakai and Madl yn Luvaro, who | ooked elegant in a rich emerald green, Pota
Chat ham and Shandin Ross arrived in a group and that conmpleted the adnmiral's
tabl e.

Peter sat across from Ceara Scott and tried not to stare at her or worry if
she was noticing him He felt unaccountably awkward wi th knife and fork. He
also felt awkward in answering her questions, especially when the admiral
Johnny, Madl yn, and Dash inforned her of his particular part in coping with

t he emergency. She had watched the space drama fromthe sick bay.

"Didn't put you off a space walk, did it?" Shandin Ross asked.

Johnny

"I'f anything, | was reassured," she replied, her glance flicking fromPeter to
Johnny.

"Just let us kinetics know when you're ready to try and we'll stand by,"
Johnny sai d.

"A space walk is not obligatory, you know, " Madlyn said. "I'm one of those who

can't 'hack the black,' as they say up here." She gave a little shudder

"I"d like to try, but only after I've got ny experinments started," Ceara Scott
replied.

Johnny asked her what area of space nedicine.

"It's esoteric and |'d bore you all stiff with the process but |I'd be happy to
show you ny lab work, if you're interested.” She smled at Johnny's startled



reaction to her invitation and turned to the admiral. "You nmust be very proud
of the facilities you have up here. So nuch has al ready been done. Even under
Ludnmi | I a Bar chenka. "

"Yes, so | understand," the admiral replied at his blandest.

Ceara bl ushed.

Pet er caught her enbarrassed thought that possibly the nane of the previous
Stati on conmander revived unpl easant nenories.

Madl yn Luvaro reassured her and then the entree was served and everyone's
attention turned to the excellent roast. It was all told a very pl easant
evening and, toward the end of it, Peter relaxed sufficiently to enjoy it as
much as the others did.

Three days later, he awke to see a nessage flashing on the nonitor. It was
fromthe admral's office and indicated that a personnel carrier had to be
"ported to Padrugoi at 0845. He must have been sl eeping very soundly to mss
t he bl eep of incomng mail

Johnny?

Join me for breakfast. His mental tone indicated he did not wish to engage in
further discussion at the nmonent. Like many people, he was nore sociable after
several cups of coffee. W got tine.

Not much, Peter thought, seeing the screen clock registered 0815.

Way didn't you wake ne?

| had enough trouble waking me. |I'd' ve thought the bl eep woul d have

ri se-and-shi ned you

When Peter reached the officers' ness, Johnny was already seated at a corner
table in an al nost enpty room The steward bustled over to settle the new
arrival, pronptly serving the herbal tea that Peter preferred. The genera
went on getting coffee inside himand nodded a wel cone.

| needed that, Johnny said, with a sigh of repletion as he finished the cup
and beckoned the steward for a refill.

Wiat's the matter? Peter asked.

You' re not prescient.

You' re procrastinating.

Vll, I'lIl give you tine to have sonme of that swill of yours before |I totally
ruin your breakfast, Johnny replied with a wy grin.

It's that bad?

Ah. Depends on how you |l ook at it, Johnny said with the sort of shrug that
Peter had | earned to associate with bad news.

Who's after our hides for saving the Station three days ago?

Johnny rolled his eyes and, thanking the attentive steward with a wave, bl ew
on the surface of the hot beverage.

Space Authority is alarned by the rate at which we acquit our duties.

They' re the ones com ng up? Wiy? Monday was no fault of the Station's.

Johnny | eaned back, crooking one armover the back of the chair. In an odd
way, it is. We're too dammed quick and efficient. There are al so too many

' dangerously' full cargo nets, what they hold not yet delivered to their
ultimate destination. Al so the Mercantile Union demands a full investigation
of ex-captain Maggert's unfortunate encounter with the net. Johnny pl anted one
thunmb on his chest and reversed it toward Peter. And/or us.

Was soneone on the CeeCeeD hurt after all?

Brui ses. They shoul d have been strapped in anyhow since they were technically
still in flight.

But it was Maggert's fault. The |log proves it.

O course it does, Johnny said with a snort. The Union's just posturing
because the freight captains want a raise in fees. Union clains that Padrugo
does not enpl oy enough of their menbers because the surface-to-station run is
unavai | abl e.

It hasn't been available for five years.

True, and the Union was nore than happy to stop having to deal w th Barchenka.



Admiral Coetzer is a different kettle offish. On the other hand, Space
Authority says the Station is not making an expeditious use of available
shipping to supply First Base and its construction tinetable.

But SA is the one conpl ai ni ng about fuel costs. The turnover would be faster
if the freighters could use |onger burns. Peter stopped because they both knew
the answer to that. Longer burns took nore fuel

Johnny nodded, his eyes twinkling. "You got it, Pete. W' re caught either side
of that barrel. Unless, of course . "

You want us to heave stuff to First Base.

Now did |I say that? Johnny demanded, sipping his coffee and raising his curved
eyebrows up his forehead.

No, but it's the only way to clear that nuch of a backlog and you know it.
Peter tried not to sound either alarmed, which he was, or angry, which was
anot her way of being alarmed. He shoul d have known where all this was |eading.
He shoul d have known not to fall into Johnny's little trap in Adelaide with

t he chips Lance "had so urgently needed." He'd wondered when Johnny was goi ng
to bring the Bollard Bag special delivery 'port out in the open

The Union will be seriously annoyed, Peter said with a sigh

There will still be plenty of things for SpaceShifters; junk | sure as hel
don't want to bust nmy gut sending, with or wthout your help. W gotta |ay
some rules, you know, Johnny said.

"You ever tell anyone about Adel ai de?" he asked softly aloud. Not even Dirk
Coet zer ?

"No, kid, | haven't. Wasn't the right tine."

"It is now "

Johnny had the grace to nod, grimacing at the necessity.

VWll, Dirk may suspect sonething. Qur pet adnmiral has anbitions. W're both
essential to them Then Johnny | eaned forward across the table, speaking
softly, although there was no one else in the ness, bar the steward who was
working in the serving al cove. "Anyway, it's much too soon after those
fractures for you to be shoving stuff, Pete, but if we could just get one
l[ight unit to First Base, it would solve a |ot of problens.”

"I like the "we.' "

"Now, kid, at Adelaide, | wanted nost to prove your range to you,'
cocking his finger at Peter

Peter caught the note in the general's voice. "And now to them Right?"

"You got it in one."

Wil e Peter doubted hinself, it irked himimmensely that the Space Authority,
whi ch already owed a great deal to his and Johnny's telekinetic abilities, had
hesi tati ons.

"Have they asked if |-we-coul d?"

"That's one of the reasons they're here today, unless | mss ny guess." He
paused. "But | know that crowd. What with fuel prices going sky-high," and he
made a face at using that phrase, "the SAis not at all pleased at the hike in
expenses. You and | are their best bet for conpleting the additions at First
Base. And quite likely the Mars project."

"The Moon today and Mars tonorrow?" Peter gawked. "They don't want much, do

t hey?"

"You mght get a reprieve on Mars until after First Base is fully
operational ."

Peter stared at Johnny because the general's tone suggested that this was
within the real mof possibility.

"You' re not Kkidding, are you?"

he said,

Johnny shook his head solemly and then started to grin. "Pete, | have every
confidence in you."

“"What if . . ."

"What if be dammed, Reidinger. You'll never know until you reach the Iimts of

your envel ope," Johnny said in a flat and serious tone. "They once said that
we' d never break the sound barrier, that we'd never |and on the Mon, that
we' d never find other habitable worlds in this galaxy. For that matter, the



abilities we have were discredited and scorned until Henry Darrow presented
"scientific proof.' ™"

"Now, wait a mnute, General Geene." Peter lifted his hand, holding out his
fingers in an urgent "stop" notion

"Jesus, look at the time. " Gulping down the |ast of his coffee, Johnny rose
to his feet. "We'd better get to CIC and 'port "emup or they'll be late for
this nmeeting they want. Let's 'port to the corridor outside. W haven't the
excuse of an energency today to plonk right onto the bridge."

Johnny gl anced over his shoulder to check if the steward was still out of

si ght and then nodded "go."

They went and then strode purposefully into the CIC facility. The XO gave them
a cheerful greeting. "Admiral's got a side party waiting to wel come our
guests, gentlenen."

"Who all's due up?" Johnny asked, pausing by Linke Bevan.

"Secretary of Space Abubakar hinself, his Chief Financial Oficer, Aicia
Taddesse, Mai Leitao."
"Ch, the bottomliners,"’
"Bean counters."

"A senior officer, Georg Fraga. That's all."

"That's enough. C non, Pete. Let's haul their arses up here."

Are those people difficult?

| forget that you haven't had to deal with the Space Authority Adnministration
before. "Pota Chatham s scheduled, isn't she?"

"As you requested, GCeneral."

"Morni ng, Bergkamp," the general said aloud as they reached the engineering
station. "Are the generators on-line for our use?"

"Aye, sir, they are," Temuri Bergkanp replied formally, and gestured for the
two kinetics to help themsel ves.

"Ceneral G eene," said Dash Sakai from his conm workstation, "I have a request
fromJerhattan to lift the personnel carrier whenever you're ready."

Johnny shot a glance at the tine icon that read 0843 and slipped into 0844 as
t hey wat ched. Johnny nodded his head and Peter joined himto make the lift.
Eyes twi nkling, Johnny nmade a gesture at Dash Sakai, asking himto open the
nmoni tor at the |anding bay. As the scene lit up, they all heard the bosun's
whi stl e announcing the arrival on board of distinguished guests.

"Thanks, Bergkanp. C non, Pete. | need nore coffee,” Johnny said,

acknow edgi ng the others on the watch as the two kinetics nade their way out
of CC

"Cof f ee, pul ease, Barney," Johnny said as he opened the door into the
conference room where the neeting woul d take pl ace.

"Aye, sir. M. Reidinger, tea for you?"

"Pl ease. "

Johnny paused by the conference table, |ooking around it. "W got stalls

Johnny said with a displeased twitch of his |ips.

today." He pointed to the naneplates distributed in a semicircle facing the

wi de rectangul ar programmuabl e screen taking up the far wall. "Ah, and whaddaya
wanna bet we'll be in direct contact with Col onel Hiroga Watari at First

Base. "

"You didn't nention him" Peter said. He had already been introduced to the
Ai r Force conmander of the Mbon Base on one of his infrequent downside trips.
The col onel had given Peter a searching scrutiny and di smssed him Though
Pet er was somewhat accustonmed to such a reaction to his skinny,

unpr epossessi ng teenage appearance, the colonel's scathing regard had rankl ed,
the encounter |eaving behind it an offensive taint. Wether the col onel was
aware of it or not, he exuded negative enmpathy. O maybe it was just to
nonentities |ike Peter Reidinger

Yeorman Ni cola Ni zukam stepped forward fromthe other end of the room

"Col onel Watari is on the schedule, Ceneral."

Peter was surprised at her tone; maybe she didn't like the colonel either. O
course, he had cone to realize that she adored the admral and guarded his
privacy, and reputation, with the tenacity of a pit bull. Barney cane forward



and offered themtheir beverages.

"Aha, Hiroga's struck again, has he?" Johnny said, teasing her. He took a
quick sip of his coffee as she flushed, needl essly straightening the hard copy
at the first two places. He liked to have hard copy for inportant neetings. He
could doodle on it.

Peter regarded her intently and then realized with di smay that he had cone

cl ose to scanni ng her.

"You're his superior in rank, Ceneral,'
non sequitur.

"That | am" Johnny said cheerfully.
"Your seat's there, M. Reidinger is on the admiral's left." Again she col ored
unaccountably. "Secretary Abubakar on the right."

Johnny | eaned around to see who bracketed himat the table. "I certainly don't
m nd Commander Chatham but do | have to have the CFO on the other side?"
"You've net Ms. Taddesse?"

"I"ve heard about her." Johnny gri maced.

"Come now, Ceneral, a woman you can't get on the good side of ?" N cola said,
teasing in her own turn

"There are sone it isn't worth trying."

"Even for the good of the Station?" N cola tilted her head inquiringly.

They heard voices in the corridor and Nicola stepped back to the chair by the
wor kst at i on.

A yeoman opened the door and then stood back to allow the guests to enter. The
first woman who entered, her hair skinned back fromher strong-featured face,
was Alicia Taddesse, according to the large print of her Station visitor's
badge. She gl anced at N cola, who politely indicated her nanetag on the table.
Ms. Taddesse shot the general a sharp | ook, swi nging her hard-sided briefcase
onto the table. The second woman, with a slightly Asian cast to her features,
very dark eyes, and well-cut short black hair, entered nervously. She was so

| oudly broadcasting her dislike of the node of transportation she had just had
to endure that nmentally, Peter reared back. The yeoman indicated her position
at the table and she i mediately sat down, as if a chair provided security.
Then came Secretary of Space Abubakar, a scrawny-looking nman with heavy jow s,
a small but noticeabl e paunch under the | oose black tunic he wore, and a

[ uxuriant head of white hair, brushed back froma high forehead. He sniled,
his eyes noving from Johnny Greene to Peter, Nicola, and Barney, attentively
standing in the serving al cove. Behind him as physically opposite to the
Secretary as possible, slouched a tall nman who unconsciously ducked his head
to enter the roomthough the portal was certainly high enough to allow
clearance to the tallest man on the Station. Georg Fraga nodded pleasantly to
Johnny Greene, gave Peter a searching | ook, and then stood by his chair.

Li eut enant Commander Pota Chat ham preceded Admiral Dirk Coetzer

"Pota, when will First Base be on-line?" he asked as he entered.

"They should be on," said Commander Chatham | ooking at her comunit, "on ny
mark in five mnutes, sir. Mark!"

"Thank you. Secretary Abubakar, |adies, General, Peter, if you'll all take
your seats?" the admiral said. "If you'll be good enough to give Barney here
your choi ce of beverage, we can get that detail attended to before we start
the hard work."

The newconers, with the exception of Mai Leitao who asked for water, preferred
cof fee. Peter used that brief diversion to seat hinmself next to Mai Leitao,
who made herself very busy, precisely setting out her notepad and |ightpen
fussing with the hard copy in front of her.

"Good navy coffee," the Secretary said with a pleasant smle at Barney. H s
glance fell briefly on Peter

"Mght as well |eave a carafe on the table for us before you | eave, Barney,"
the admral said. "Secretary, have you been officially introduced to Peter
Rei di nger, the general's coll eague in Supply and Transport ?"

Peter heard Mai Leitao's surprised intake of breath. He didn't need to | ook
around to know that she immedi ately | eaned as far away from himas her

she remarked in what might be a total



arnchair permtted.

Bitch! Johnny Greene said. Ignore her, Pete. She's along for the prestige.
And didn't like the ride, Peter said.

Don't take that to heart. She feels agoraphobic to ne.

"Ms. Leitao," Ceorg Fraga said, rising to his feet. "You're going to need nore
space. Why don't you change with ne? If the admiral doesn't m nd?" He | ooked
inquiringly to Coetzer in the center of the table.

As Coet zer spread his hands to indicate perm ssion, he pointedly did not |ook
at either the wonan or Peter.

Peter, with as nmuch nonchal ance as he could muster, took a sip of his herbal
tea and gl anced down the table while the exchange was made. Comander
Chathamis rigid attention stance rel axed as her conunit chinmed.

"Contact, Adnmiral Coetzer, " she said in her cool alto voice.

The nonitor that had been positioned to face the crescent of viewers now
flickered as the contact was established. Three nen stood, two at attention
in front of a table in the conference roomat First Base.

"Admiral Coetzer," said the swarthy-conpl exioned man in the mddle with a bow
of his head that Peter decided m ght have acconpani ed an unseen click of his
heels. "H roga Watari here."

Lance Baden grinned and said an Australian "g day," nodding to all.

"Sirs," and the third man did salute, "ladies." He was as tall as the |anky
Baden, but broader in the shoulders, He had curly blond hair and eyes that
were vividly blue in a wide face. "Mjor Cyberal at your command.”

"Thank you, gentlenen. Please be seated," said the adniral, and when they
were, he banged his fist on the table. "This nmeeting is called to order
Yeoman, prepare to record.”

"Aye, sir," said Nicola's voice fromPeter's left.

"Cet it off your chest, Secretary," the admiral advised.

"My office is adamant that we achieve a flow of materiel to First Base with no
further del ays," Abubakar said with no preanble, rising to the challenge.
"Wthout, of course, increasing costs," said Johnny G eene.

"Ceneral, you're out of order," Alicia Taddesse said, giving hima stem ook.
"Well, that's the size of it, isn't it?" Johnny said blandly, and took a sip
of his coffee.

"The budget will not allowit," Mii Leitao said, shaking her head as she
passed her |ightpen over the pad and brought up figures. "There is no room for
addi ti onal expenditure."

"Qur operation is daily dropping behind schedule due to | ack of essenti al
supplies," Colonel Watari said, scowing, an expression that intensified his
Japanese features. "W have i medi ate needs that have not been net despite
frequent urgent requests.”

"The price of fuel is rising," Leitao said.

Peter wi nced. Her voice had a whining edge to it, like a nobsquito.
"We nust reduce, not increase, the nunber of flights, Colonel," she added.
"Then how, might | inquire," and the colonel's scowl deepened, "are we to keep

our schedul e?"

"Cut back on the devel opment, of course,” Alicia Taddesse said sharply.
Instantly the Secretary raised his hand in denial of that renark.

"Use the Discretionary Fund to neet fuel costs,"” Johnny suggested, | ooking up
fromthe doodl es he was maki ng on the hard copy. Mai Leitao stared at him her
nmout h droppi ng. Georg Fraga had a funny expression on his face. "O, better
still, use the kitty from Wapons Research and Devel oprment, which is obsol ete
anyway, except for appearing on the International Budget."

"Now, now, Ceneral," the Secretary said soothingly, his eyes on Johnny.

"Well, if you're using that for sonething else, Secretary, why not the . . ."
Abubakar cut into his sentence with a set smle. "And you think we haven't
cull ed those sources already, General ?"

Alicia Taddesse glared at G eene.

"I was trying to be helpful. How s that 'alternative fuel source' research

goi ng? Haven't heard a peep fromthat bunch in nonths. They sounded as if they



were onto sonmething with the reconbi nant.”

Adm ral Coetzer cleared his throat.

"Ch, yeah. |I'mnot supposed to know about that, am1?" Johnny asked
rhetorically.

"I woul d ask how you do, Ceneral," Georg Fraga remarked mldly, his hands
clasped idly on the table in front of him "except | know your security

cl earance pernits you to keep abreast of all new devel opnents.™

"A reconbi nant ?" Col onel Watari asked, his eyes widening with interest.
"Need to know, Colonel," Johnny said with a wave of his hand and a slight
enphasi s on the rank

"Yes, sir." Watari's scow returned.

"\Whereas," and now the Secretary turned back to Johnny G eene, "you are
supposed to be sitting on the answer to our prayers?" He | ooked pointedly at
Pet er.

"The kid?" Watari said disnmissively, glaring at him "I don't understand,
Admiral, why a civilian," and the sneer was thinly veiled, "is in on a

hi gh-1 evel , high-security conference."

"Are you referring to M. Reidinger?" the admral asked in a very gentle

voi ce. "Ceneral Geene's coll eague?”

"My instructor," Lance put in, his tone unusually harsh. "Sane sort of
‘civilian' | am Col onel."

The col onel |eaned back in his chair, |ooking away fromthe screen, attenpting
to nodify his thoughts appropriately to the clues given by his superior

of ficers.

"Tell me, M. Secretary, is the Space Authority in any way obligated to the
fuel suppliers?" Johnny asked.

"What do you mean by that?" asked Georg Fraga, washing his hands in what

| ooked like an idle gesture.

Pet er wondered, and di scovered that Georg Fraga had a tight mental shield.
Alicia Taddesse did not and her tension was visible to himdespite her
control |l ed expression of polite surprise. Her public mind was swirling with
frank replies and how she was to phrase them nore discreetly. Mai Leitao's
eyes were getting wider and she was broadcasting a tight swirl of anxiety.
"No, we are not," the Secretary said. "W advertise publicly for tenders to
supply l'iquid hydrogen and oxygen from suppliers.”

"Who use recycl ed tanks?" Johnny asked.

"Yes, of course,"” Abubakar said in a doesn't-everyone-know tone.

"\What agency checks those tanks to be sure they haven't sprung | eaks?"
"Leaks?" Ceorg Fraga gave a laugh. "Is your point that SA night be paying for
nore fuel than the freighters get to use?"

"CGot it in one," Johnny said with a curt nod of his head.

"Have you any proof ?"

"I ndeed | have. Yeoman, be good enough to screen the file nmarked CeeCeeD
Nurmber One-fuel consunption. It's the one | just put on your desk."

Admi ral Coetzer nodded for Nicola to do so. Peter sensed that this was no
surprise to Dirk. Colonel Watari was clearing his throat and beetling his
eyebrows. Peter got the distinct inpression that this was not how the Base
conmander had thought this neeting would proceed. As the file was being beaned
to First Base at the same tine, all saw the report simultaneously. Col one
Watari's frown deepened, Mjor Cyberal |ooked shocked, and Lance gave a | ong
sigh, shifting position so he could rest his chin on his raised hand.
"According to all specifications for a freighter of the CeeCeeD s size and
bul k cargo capability,"” Johnny said, "she should have had enough fuel left on
her return to Padrugoi to navigate w thout problemto her assigned nooring."
Fi gures scrolled down the screen. "Because she was |lighter on fuel than the
captain realized when he made his first burn, he couldn't nmake a | ong enough
one to put her on her assigned trajectory. She was off course coming into
Padrugoi. What little fuel was left in the thrusters was not enough for her to
correct her entry. That was not the first tinme this has happened to a
freighter. Yet the tanks were supposed to be full when the CeeCeeD | eft



Padrugoi outward bound. Captain Maggert knew and did not report the

di screpancy. His first mate did. Is that correct, Comuander Chat hanf"

"It is, sir," Pota Chatham said, standing up and angling her wistcomso she
could read fromher notes. "The Station has noted simlar late arrivals over
the past few nonths. In fact, it's beconing the norminstead of unusual. W
have had complaints fromthe portmaster, too." She turned to the adnmiral. "You
may remenber Commander Bernabe's report three nmonths ago on | eakage traces

di scovered during fuel |oading. O course, those tanks were returned as
faulty. W've had no report fromthe suppliers about how such | eakages
occurred. Nor what is being done to ensure that Padrugoi receives certified
full tanks."

"You may recall, Admiral," Johnny said, "that | have nentioned the mass
differentiation."

"Mass differentiation?" Georg Fraga asked, surprised.

"Yes, didn't you know? A telekinetic is very much aware of how nuch nmass he or
she shifts."

"How?" Fraga asked.

On the First Base screen, Lance sat up again, grinning.

"W keep records of how much thrust is needed for each item|ogged in for
transport,” Johnny said with a casual wave of his hand. "And how nmany cal ories
the telekinetic burns in each lift. That's how we figure cost, you know. "

"No, | didn't," said Alicia Taddesse, her expression grim

Johnny gave a negligent shrug of his shoulder. "I'd be happy to show you our
costing equation.”

Taddesse | ooked from Johnny to Fraga and her eyes slid over Peter

Are they cheating the Station, Johnny? Peter asked.

Soneone is. O at least trying to charge Padrugoi full dollar for sixty cents'
worth of fuel. W don't know who. Sometines only fifty cents gets to us.

Wl come to big business and politics, Pete. Easy, lad, don't let them know how
this upsets you, and Johnny sent soothing thoughts. This has to be sorted out,
now. Especially since we can prove our allegations. lIgnore the negative vibes.
"I"d be very interested in how you arrive at your figures, General."

Johnny extracted a pencil file fromhis breast pocket and kinetically wafted
it tothe table in front of Taddesse. "No charge for special delivery."
Show of f, Peter said, inmaging hinmself grinning, though he was careful not to
let the snmle show on his face.

Coet zer and Abubakar had no such reservations.

Just then, a wave of increased nental stress reached Peter. One of the nost
constant fears of the nonpsychic was that telepaths could read their ninds al
the tine. Wiy a telepath would want to was rarely considered. Mai Leitao was
broadcasting her fear that the general and that awful boy knew "all" about
her. Peter pronmptly turned her off in his head.

Taddesse inserted the file in her notepad and studied it.

"Even after,"” and the Secretary enphasized the word, "we have put a stop to
such shortages, there will not be a significant savings in fuel costs. MWy
office is conmtted to enlarging First Base as the junmp point for the Mrs
project. W can't have one without the other." Abubakar |eaned back in his
chair, politely inclining his head to the admiral

"Padrugoi Station is also commtted to both projects. That's why CGenera
Greene and M. Reidinger are here."

"Ceneral Greene is known for his assistance," Abubakar said, and lifted his
eyebrows inquiringly.

"M. Reidinger taught nme all | know, " Johnny said.

"The-'Kid" " was what Alicia Taddesse did not say out loud but it hung in the
pause that followed. "I find that hard to believe, General."

"Don't," said the admral. "W have never made public the role Peter Reidinger

played in foiling Ludnilla Barchenka's White-Coat Mitiny. Wthout his tinely
assi stance, you might have had to deal with her on this subject."

Abubakar cleared his throat noisily. "I didn't know. "

Alicia Taddesse was surprised, Georg Fraga was dunbfounded, Col onel Watari



i ncredul ous, Cyberal curious, and Lance Baden's snile was broad. Peter did not
ook in Mai Leitao's direction. Sonme part of himwas very pleased with the
reactions. But that was not professional and he was going to need all his

prof essionalismto cope with whatever cane next.

You're right there, |lad, Johnny said.

But he's a kid! Alicia' s public mnd shouted in denial

"M. Secretary, the security was 'need-to-know.' You need to know that Peter
Rei di nger was the nost inportant factor in quelling the Mitiny. He was not of
an age to be added to the roster of the Parapsychic Center then, but he has
been with us now for several years."

"He's the one who, ah,'' and Georg Fraga paused.

"The one who untangled the freighter and put it where it bel onged, yes," the
admral said. He gave Peter a grateful nod.

"The general and | worked together," Peter said firmy, deepening his voice to
sound ol der. He noticed that Johnny rai sed one eyebrow as everyone regarded
hi m

"Actually, to be truthful, Peter shifted the freighter. I was too busy
roundi ng up contai ners before they got too far away."

Why did you say that? Peter denanded, trying to keep his face fromregistering
his di smay.

You'll see.
That's what |'mafraid of.
You'll let these rmundanes m sjudge you?

"He's the strongest telekinetic on Earth," Johnny went on, oblivious to
Peter's serious attenpt to shut himup. "Right, Lance?"

"Ri ght, General."

"And he's your solution to the fuel cost rise?" Alicia Taddesse denanded

simul taneously with the Secretary's excited "He can kinetically reach the Mon
f rom Padr ugoi ?"

"He already has," Lance put in. "If the colonel wll oblige?"

"Cblige? Oblige in what way?" and Watari was suspi ci ous.

"You will renenmber that we were in urgent need of certain chips, Colonel, on
the tenth of May | ast year?"

"Yes, | do. How did you manage-?" The col onel broke off, goggling first at

Lance and then in Peter's direction.

"Whul d you access that proof of delivery, Cyberal ?" Lance asked the major, who
bent to an unseen not epad.

"Yes," and the blond officer frowed as the record came up. "Sergeant Gendro
collected a bag fromthe vehicle parking field."

"The third bollard fromthe right?" asked Johnny.

Peter seethed, felt Johnny raise his shield against himfor the first time in
their |ong association

"Yes, you're correct. How did you know that detail, General ?" Cyberal asked.
"That's where | told Peter Reidinger to put it." Johnny waited a nonment to
allow that information to be absorbed. "You have a tine registered for the
del i very?"

Cyberal nodded, spoke a few comands, and a wi ndow opened up on the conference
screen and showed a replica of the May 10 date and early norning hour

"Very interesting," and Secretary Abubakar gave Peter an approving smle

That the admiral had not known was obvious to Peter but Coetzer conceal ed that
behind his broad smle.

"The bag only wei ghed three kil os,"
be inevitable.

"Well," Alicia said with a condescending little smle and tw st of her

el egantly clad shoulders, "three kilos is scarcely sonething to brag about."
Peter felt a surge of anger for such belittling.

Hol d that thought, Pete, Johnny said so sharply that Peter blinked. Wile the
general 's public manner was rel axed and slightly anused, Peter sensed Johnny
Greene felt the sane way about Taddesse's disnmissal as he did.

"Three kil os?" Colonel Watari asked eagerly.

Peter said, hoping to forestall what nust



"I'n point of fact," Lance said in a languid drawi, "we very badly need that
shi pnment from Chi psink." He consulted his wist pad. "Waybill number 51161708
that cleared Jerhattan terminal at 0845 today. Brought up to Padrugoi with the
Secretary's party, | believe."

Conmander Chat ham was al ready tapping in the designation. "Yes, we have it on
board. "

"I't weighs five kilos, Peter."

Every eye was on him and he felt trapped.

Not trapped, Pete. It's just show tinme for the doubters.

Five kilos today, five hundred tomorrow, five thousand the next day. Peter
felt perversely rebellious as well as anxious. He sternly rem nded hinself
that this was what he had dreaned of doing when he was lying in hospital, what
he and Johnny had tal ked about doing. He thought of how he'd just junped into
the accident with the CeeCeeD and did what had to be done, including shifting
the freighter out of the way. Everyone was turned toward him faces friendly
and faces decidedly skeptical. He caught the ironic gleamin Johnny's eyes,
subtly rem nding himof that early norning in Adel ai de Center. Dann Genera
Greene for springing it on himw thout warning. Then he saw Alicia Taddesse's
haughty and dubi ous expression, the stunned incredulity on Georg Fraga's face,
the bland query on the Secretary's, and the hint of anxiety in Admral

Coet zer's eyes. (kay, Peter, he said to hinself. It is showtinme. Five kil os!
Only a question of mathematics.

"May | see the shipnment?" Hi s voi ce sounded unusually cal mfor someone about
to make history-officially-with the | ongest distance tel eport.

"Certainly, sir," said Chatham and a w ndow opened to the transit bay,
showi ng an i nnocuous white plastic shipping carton, #51161708 clearly
stenciled in black on the side.

What he could see he could 'port. He "felt" it to heft its mass. He tapped
into the ship's generators. Had Johnny warned Engi neering to be ready? He
didn't nuch care. He wanted to alter the expressions on the faces of Alicia
Taddesse and CGeorg Fraga. Scare the living daylights, for once and all, out of
the stupid, intolerant Mai Leitao, and prove hinself to the admral. And
especially to Johnny G eene, who was waiting, all but breathless, to see what
Peter woul d deci de.

Peter leaned lightly into the generators; no sense plow ng the package into
the surface of the Moon. It was only five kilos. He "saw' the bollard as he
had "seen" it that nmorning in Adelaide; he didn't need the shadow of the noon
craw er. Been there before. Can do it again. He 'ported the carton

The tension in the roomwas pal pable. Peter let it sit there for a |long
nmonent. First Johnny, then Lance began to snile

"Lance," Peter said, "since Sergeant Gendro's already coll ected one delivery
at that bollard, perhaps you could rely on himagain."

Johnny |l et out a cowboy roar, clapping his hands over his head and sw ngi ng
hinsel f around in his chair in an excess of jubilation. The admiral grinned
broadly and settled back relieved. Commander Chat ham and, in the corner

Ni col a Ni zukami were also smling. The Secretary al one appeared to keep his
cool but the expression on Alicia Taddesse's face was one of shocked and

di smayed surpri se.

So she'd thought he couldn't do it? Peter thought, not letting any sign of
triunph leak into his expression. He'd shown her! And hinsel f!

At the end of the table, Georg Fraga | ooked unexpectedly worried and Ma
Leitao col |l apsed across the table, knocking over her glass of water.

"Medi c on the double, admiral's conference room" Conmander Chatham said into
her wistcom "Yeoman, bring ne nore water."

Peter rescued Leitao's notepad and |ightpen and "lifted" Barney's serving
towel to soak up the spill.

"What did you do to her?" Alicia Taddesse demanded of Peter, glaring at him
She had junped to her feet but nade no nove to assist her coll eague.

"Peter did nothing to Mai Leitao,"” Johnny replied sharply to the CFO "She did
it to herself."



"How coul d she-?" Taddesse began and, seeing the fury on the general's face,
br oke off.

How coul d she think 1'd do anything to another human bei ng? Peter said, close
to panic.

Stupidity, Pete. Pure stupidity. Cal mdown. You have done absol utely nothing
wrong today. Not hing!

"Mss Leitao seenmed a little unnerved by," the Secretary began, paused, and
started again, "by reaching the Station so quickly."

Fraga had his fingers around her linp wist. "She's got a pulse,” he said
reassuringly. Commrander Chat ham touched Leitao's throat and confirned that
with a brief nod. Helpfully, N cola held out a glass of water

A discreet tap on the door heralded the arrival of the medical team Peter was
overwhel mingly relieved to see Ceara Scott |eading them She gave himthe

bri efest but npbst enphatic encouragi ng nod as she made a qui ck exam nation of
Mai  Leit ao.

"She fainted?" she asked in a nonjudgnental tone, |ooking around the table.
"I't would appear so, Dr. Scott," the admral said. "W have no idea why."
"Il want to know exactly what caused a perfectly healthy woman to coll apse,
Doctor," Taddesse said in a gritty voi ce.

"OfF course," Ceara said with a nod of her head, and gestured for the gurney
teamto approach. Deftly she and ratings transferred the slight linp body to
the litter, blanketed it, and |l eft the conference room Peter didn't know why
but Ceara's presence had unaccountably relieved him "We'll do a full scan as
soon as we get the patient to sick bay."

"Thank you," Alicia Taddesse said. She sat down again and noved her notepad
into precise alignnent with the edge of the table. "Col onel Watari, have you
recovered the five kil os?"

"Not yet." The col onel was startl ed.

"It takes tine to suit up, Ms. Taddesse," Lance said. "So where were we?"

"W are nowhere, M. Baden, until that sergeant returns wth proof of
delivery," Taddesse said, closing her lips in a firmline.

"I don't see how you can entertain doubts, Ms. Taddesse," Lance said. "Peter
sent it. Ask the Cl C engi neer what readings he had on the generators."

"What good does that do?" she denanded of Lance.

"I think you failed to assinmilate the significance of General Geene's file,
Ms. Taddesse," said the admiral in the gentlest of tones, which should have
war ned the CFO

"The significance is, if | may, Admiral," the Secretary interrupted, also in a
mld tone, "that every telekinetic thrust can be recorded."
"And is, especially here on Padrugoi," Johnny said, a malicious smle on his

lips, "so there is scientific proof that kinetic energy has been expended in a
gestalt with the Station generators.” He waved his hand toward Ni col a, back at
her workstation. "Please ask Lieutenant Bergkanp to forward the |ast five

m nutes of generator usage to our screen."”

"Aye, sir," she said with alacrity.

Wth equal speed, another small w ndow opened on the bottom of the nmonitor. It
di spl ayed readings in three categories, which were described as el apsed tine,
generators at rest, and usage. The slight surge as Peter made the brief
gestalt was duly recorded

"I don't believe those figures," Taddesse said belligerently.

"And tell me why we should wish to deceive you, Ms. Taddesse?" the admira
asked.

She pointed her finger at Peter, her eyes flashing with anger, incredulity,
and fear.

"I cannot, absolutely cannot, believe a boy that young could send even three
granms all the way to the Moon. It's over 400,000 kil onmeters from here!"

"Mat hematics, Ms. Taddesse,"” Johnny said, "which you as a CFO should certainly
appreci ate. Ten tons of equi pnment 440 kilos fromEarth's surface to Padrugo

or five kilos 400,000 to the Moon. Peter has the range."

"Does boggle the mnd," the Secretary remarked tactfully. "But then, the mnd



ah, mnds," and he nodded apol ogetically to Johnny G eene, "that could
transport sone five hundred kil os of personnel carrier fromthe Earth's
surface to Padrugoi this norning do not have to prove thenselves to ne. It is
greatly to the benefit of our entire program CFQO that the ability is at this
monent in time available to us. Oherwi se"-his voice softened-"we m ght have
to l ook for new jobs."

Unconvi nced, Alicia Taddesse folded her arms in front of her, her eyes
flashing and darting about the conference room her lips thin with denial

A comunit blip startled everyone.

"Admiral ? Commander de Aruya. Dr. Scott said you wished to be told as soon as
we had examined Ms. Leitao. She is conscious and |I'mtreating her for shock
The MRI scan shows no cerebral danage or cardiac failure. Ms. Leitao is
anemc, requires other essential mnerals as dietary suppl ements, and stands
in need of a holiday. | would hazard the guess that she's been working much
too hard or has been under severe pressure |lately. She should be well enough-I
beg your pardon." Those listening heard a thin background noi se and the doctor
had evidently turned away fromthe conunit, his voice fading. "Wen you have a
private nonent, Admral, 1'd like a few words with you."

"Thank you, Commander de Aruya."

"No doubt Ms. Leitao would prefer a different node of return," said Johnny,
his eyes glinting maliciously as he | ooked up from his doodling.

"Hmm You may be right, CGeneral,"” the admiral agreed.

Secretary Abubakar clicked his tongue in annoyance; Taddesse tightened her
crossed arns.

"Al'l this excitement," Georg Fraga began. "Leitao's rarely out of the office,
you know. She may not even be aware of-" Wth a hel pl ess gesture of one hand,
he broke off in chagrin.

"The strides made in the parapsychic sciences?" asked the general

"How | ong does it take a man to suit up and retrieve a parcel ?" asked Taddesse
irritably, drumm ng her fingers on her upper arm "That is, of course, if
there is one.™

"Actually, Pete holds the record for getting into his EMJ," Johnny said in a
pl easant, conversational voice. "I find it takes me five mnutes to be
properly suited up and go through the checks. And |I'm supposed to be fast."
Johnny, are you doing us any good by needling her so? Peter asked, getting
nore and nore peeved.

She may be the CFO but plain mathematics will require her to enpl oy your
kinetic ability as opposed to the fuel bill they'd have to pay if they don't.
She' || have no possible argunent now t hat Abubakar is on our side.

I's he?

Yes.

What have we proved today? That | can fling five kilos to the Mon?

Yes, but also that you did it, Peter And with no strain at all.

How can you determ ne that? Peter demanded, since he wasn't hooked up to the
usual sensors.

W know exactly what use you made of the generator gestalt, Pete, that's how.
Peter had no further argument. So Johnny had trapped himinto this display, at
this time, and before such skeptics. The admiral could have, but Peter didn't
think he had. Certainly the people fromthe Space Authority hadn't been party
to this, not with the way that CFO felt about him Fraga | ooked sick with
worry. For Ms. Leitao? What had nade her faint |like that? He'd been carefu
not to so nmuch as think in her direction

"Admiral Coetzer?" Colonel Watari's deep voice roused Peter from his unhappy
del i beration. "Sergeant Gendro has found a package at the bollard. The waybi l
reads nunmber 51161708 from Chi psink, shipping date's today and tinme of

shi pnment is marked as 0845. Show 'emthe tag, Sergeant.”

The First Base window altered to display the details.

"I think that proves delivery," Lance said, |ooking slightly smug.

"Bring the package in on the double, Sergeant," the colonel said in sharp
conmmand.



"We can sure use those chips right away," Mjor Cyberal said, very pleased.
"Chips are the | east of our worries," Watari nuttered.

The Secretary turned to Peter, approval and relief apparent in his expression
"The question now is, how nuch nass can you send at a tinme, M. Reidinger?"

"I don't know, M. Secretary," Peter said honestly, and heard the derisive
noi se that cane fromthe direction of Alicia Taddesse. "1'd be willing to try
to increase mass."

"Increasing slowy over a period,” Johnny put in, "with me assisting."
"Frankly, we have never been able to ascertain what Pete's linit is, M.
Secretary," Lance added, sitting forward.

"You said it was all mathematical," Taddesse said, alnmpst snarling at Johnny.
"So it is," Johnny replied, unruffled. "And, with Pete's permssion, we'll
keep pushing. By the same token, it's inadvisable to overl oad or overuse his
tel ekinetic ability."

You said you'd be hel pi ng ne.

Sol will, but we both know that | have a limt. It's you we're selling to
save the projects.
"Until, or if, we discover a finite linmt," Johnny continued, "we should be

able to cone to a useful working schedule. W already have sone guidelines,"
and Peter knew that Johnny was attenpting to convince himnore than anyone

else in the room "in terms of generator power used and cal ories burned."
"The general and | have finite limts to the mass we can tel eport and how
far," Lance put in. "I, too, advise that we proceed slowy. John gets as nuch

as one thousand tons fromsurface to Station at a go. What're you up to,
Johnny? Ei ght | oads a day?"

"One an hour," Johnny said. "OF course, we can do two or nore snall to nedium
lots within the half hour but | watch my calorie burn carefully and don't
exceed what | know nmy daily limt is.”

"I can 'port small masses-100-pound limt-but not as far as the general can,"”
Lance went on. "Anything under ten kilos, or 100 k tel ekinetic pressure, say,
as | had to during Bangl adesh flood conditions. | can handle that sort of work
for upward of several hours. But then | have to rest for a simlar period."
"And M. Reidinger?" asked the Secretary, clearly inpressed by the details
fromthe two ol der nen.

Ginning, Lance spread his hands wi de, a gesture that Johnny G eene repeated.
"We found out something new today, |adies and gentlenen," Johnny said. "Let's
proceed cautiously with this valuable natural resource."

"Using what as the primary guideline, the use of the generators or the caloric
expendi ture?" asked the Secretary.

"Cal ories nean energy expended. That's the npbst inportant criterion.”

"What are your favorite foods, M. Reidinger?" the Secretary asked with a

m schi evous smil e.

As Peter blinked in surprise at such an unexpected question, Johnny roared
with | aughter, Lance guffawed, and the adnmiral grinned broadly, |eaning back
in his chair inrelief. Fraga's smle was polite but Alicia Taddesse did not
seemto appreciate the levity at all

"Once we establish a safe caloric expenditure for you, M. Reidinger," Georg
Fraga said, taking out his notepad, "can we present you with a delivery
schedul e for material nobst urgently needed at First Base?"

I think you should handle this, Pete, Johnny said, stretching his |egs out
under the table.

Peter hid his annoyance at Johnny G eene's nanipul ation of this nmeeting, even
if it was to his advantage and that of parapsychics in general. He did fee
great satisfaction at proving his ability to doubters like Alicia Taddesse.
The Secretary appeared to be openm nded. Wat position did Georg Fraga hold in
t he Space Authority? Senior what?

Pete turned his mind fromthat to howto set fair paraneters. Johnny had nade
himtest his owm abilities. And, to be truthful, it had been relatively easy.
Especi ally knowi ng that he had al ready managed to reach First Base from
Adel ai de. How nuch nass could he shift if he really tried? Cbviously, he



shoul d set parameters now. What sort? Johnny was always trying to get himto
reach out a little farther. How far woul d pl ease hi n? Peter wondered. For that
matter, how far woul d pl ease Peter Reidinger? Today had opened up
possibilities he had only tentatively dreaned about. And possibilities that he
oughtn't to dream about-yet. The qualifier startled him

He brought his attention back to the matter under discussion

"I need to have conparison figures on what-" Alicia Taddesse began, glaring
briefly at Fraga, as she pulled her notepad toward her "-M. Reidinger's
services will cost SA as opposed to traditional fuel."

"Ms. Taddesse, | am already under contract to SA, " Peter replied gently.
Ha, she forgot that, Johnny said.

"My salary on a per diembasis is a quarter of the cost of a pair of ful
and Peter could not resist lightly enphasizing that adjective, "fuel tanks and
nost freighters require ten for a round-trip."

She spoke figures into her notepad. A hint of a smile played on her lips.
"Less urgent supplies would still have to be freighted," Peter said, steepling
his fingers; in an attitude he thought woul d nake hi m appear nore assured than
he was.

You're doing fine, Pete, Johnny said, a grin in his voice though he kept his
expression politely attentive.

"I would like to physically visit the Mon, if that's all right with you,

Col onel Watari," Peter said, and sniled at Lance Baden. "I would need good

tel epad sites."

"Tel epad?" the col onel repeated.

"Like the X in a circle that designates a helicopter landing site. | doubt you
want nme to place shipnments at the third bollard fromthe right in the parking
lot."

"I see no problemw th establishing fornmal delivery |ocations,'

the Secretary

said, smling as he | ooked over at Johnny G eene. "If you'd care to accompany
M. Reidinger, CGeneral? | know you haven't nade it to First Base yet." Wen
Johnny nodded, Abubakar went on. "I think we can provide you both with a

personal inspection of the facilities, don't you, Colonel?"

"Yes, yes, of course, Secretary," Watari replied. "W've a Rest and
Reenlistnent flight going out tonorrow, in fact. It's returning with sone
urgently needed personnel but there's certainly roomfor M. Reidinger and
General G eene.”

"I appreciate that, Secretary."

"That woul d take over a week," Alicia Taddesse said, not quite protesting,
"even if they only stayed a day to site these, ah, tel epads."”

"A necessary condition," Peter said. "I must also rem nd you that ny current
contractual schedule is three weeks onstation, one week on the surface.”
Taddesse shot upright in her chair, startled. "But-!"

Pet er managed an indol ent G eenesque shrug. "That schedule is in ny current
contract," Peter said in a tone that brooked no argument. She stared at him
all hint of the smle w ped fromher expression. "The Eastern Parapsychic
Center would strenuously resist any anendnent at this point in tinme."

"I find that unacceptable," she began

"I do not," said the admiral firmy. "W are lucky to have M. Reidinger at
any time, Ms. Taddesse. Hi s presence on the Station was the reason Mnday's
fiasco did not turn into a nmajor disaster.”

"My contract does include emergency assistance, Ms. Taddesse," Peter added
politely.

Taddesse turned to the adnmiral. "Aren't there emergency crews on standby at
all tinmes?"

"OfF course there are, Ms. Taddesse,"” the admiral replied. "Rescue gigs are on
patrol in every quadrant and they quickly noved into position, as you can see
on the visuals when you review the tapes. M. Reidinger and CGeneral G eene
expedi ted rescue and contai nnent, reducing damage to personnel, freighter, and
cargo."

"Excuse me, sir," Colonel Watari said. "Engineering would be very grateful if



M. Reidinger could send us Vaybill nunber AF22BH47503."

"What's the nass?" Peter asked, wanting to show Taddesse that he was
cooperative.

Watari | ooked offscreen. "One hundred and five kilos."

Ask if that figure includes its packagi ng, Pete. Johnny said.

"That includes packagi ng, Pete," Lance said fromFirst Base.

Great mnds, Johnny said with a chuckl e.

"How much of that mass is packagi ng?" asked Peter al oud.

"You' d need the packaging," Watari protested.

"Packaging's forty kilos," Lance said, and Watari gave hima sharp | ook for
his response. "The volume is 100 by 40 by 60. Centineters."

"Those sel enosei sm ¢ sensors can't be bounced about," the col onel objected.
"They won't be," Lance said, with a sideways, al nost condescendi ng gl ance at
t he base commander. "I can receive, Pete, if you think |I'm needed."

He doesn't think he is, Johnny said so enphatically that Peter ignored the
growi ng doubt in Taddesse's attitude. He trusted Lance inmplicitly. He trusted
Johnny, too, but not the general's propensity to get himinto situations
before he realized he was invol ved.

"We'| | have to locate the itemfirst," Peter said, trying to sound very
busi nessl i ke.
"OfF course," the admiral said, and turned to give orders to his yeoman and

Conmmander Chat ham who had anticipated the request and were busy at their
not epads.

"I"mnot so sure about renoving the packaging,’
wi th narrowed eyes.

"I don't drop things," Peter said, irritated by her continued skepticism "If
| amto be effective as a courier, the | ess unessential mass | have to
teleport, the better, and the nore | can shift per working hour."

That's right, Pete, don't let her bully you. She needs you far nore than we
need her Johnny inmagi ned hinself a rooster, crowing on a rooftop at sunrise.

Taddesse said, regardi ng Peter

"A good point," the Secretary said, tactfully overriding that concern
"I"ve located the shiprment, sir," Commander Chatham said.
"I'f you'll put up the coordi nates, Comrander," Johnny said, |osing his pose of

i ndol ence. "Naturally it's the one in that tenporary net." He gave a

| ong-suffering sigh. "But at least it's in the priority section.”

"That poses a problem General ?" Taddesse said, and it was obvious that she
hoped t here was one.

"Do you want it in here?" Johnny asked.
"You wouldn't want it in here, Ceneral,’
t hat packing."

"Ch, | stripped off unessentials,” Johnny said, and | eaned back in his chair.
O all in the roomonly Peter was aware that the general had enpl oyed a Iight
gestalt. He couldn't resist grinning.

The three sensors, in |lightweight, transparent bubble pack, appeared on the
end of the conference table where Mai Leitao had been seated. Taddesse gasped,
one hand going to her throat. Col onel Watari jerked out of his chair on First
Base.

"Careful with those!" Colonel Watari cried, one hand extended in an
unconsci ous war di ng.

"I didn't hear so nuch as a bunp, Colonel," Secretary Abubakar said
soot hi ngly.

"More like a swoosh as it slid into place," Fraga added encouragi ngly.

"Do you enjoy playing hopscotch, Ceneral ?" Taddesse said in an acid tone of
Voi ce.

"Only with those who can't see the nunbers on the paving, M. Taddesse,"
Johnny said, showi ng her his teeth.

What ever the CFO mi ght have said, and her anger was pal pable in her flushed
cheeks and rapid breath, the Secretary held up his hand to forestall it. Wth
a visible shake of her head, she subsided, staring at the nontage of Padrugo
on the opposite wall

Commander Chatham said. "Not with al



During that brief exchange, Peter had "felt" the substance of the sensors,
mental |y exam ning the volune, as sonmeone woul d take a cautious taste of

unfam liar food. Mst tinmes he didn't need to do any psychic handling since
the mani fests always told hi mwhat he was about to 'port.

"I think it would be wisest for me to deliver themdirectly to your office,

Col onel ," Peter said. "Lance, may | have the exact coordi nates?"

"OfF course, Pete," and yet another w ndow opened at the base of the conference
roomscreen with the lunar location. First Base in Oceanus Procel |l arum was
situated near the Moon's equator at 3#11'40'' south latitude and 23#23' 8"

| ongi t ude.

Take your tinme, Pete, Johnny said. Al oud he added, "Commander Chatham you

m ght have one of the standby gigs collect the packagi ng before soneone in the
mar shal i ng yard sounds an alarm It's in, the priority section of the corral."
"Very good, sir."

You can get a direct contact w th Bergkanp, Pete.

"Admiral, may | have a direct contact with Engineering," Peter said, hoping he
sounded calm WAs it his imagination or did his voice shake a little?

No! was Johnny Greene's firmreassurance.

"OfF course," said Dirk Coetzer, his blue eyes decidedly tw nkling, "and

think so that we can watch you in action, let's have the engineering station
board up on our screen, Pota."

"Very good, sir."

Anot her wi ndow crowded agai nst the others on the bottom of the screen.
"I"'mready," Peter said, wondering if all those on his side were in | eague to
give himnore time. "Lance? I'I|l put the sensors on the worktop behind you."
Peter leaned into the gestalt. The surge on the generators' gauges flickered
at the highest point and fell back as he eased off to what he now sensed was
just the right amount of power required. He tried very hard not to think of
the i mense di stance involved. Only that these sensors, their specific vol une,
had to be pl aced el sewhere, on the worktop behind Lance. For a nanosecond he
felt Lance's nmind, reacting in exultation over this second display of pure,
boundl ess tel eki netic power.

"Wait!" That was all the tinme Colonel Watari had to utter a protest before the
tel eportati on was conpl et ed.

"Neatly done," Lance said, grinning fromear to ear as he swng around in his
chair to face the delivered package.

Wth a cry of alarm Colonel Watari | eaped across the room anxious hands
examning it, gesturing for Cyberal to help himrenove the one outer plastic
sheet of packing so he could assure hinself that the sensors had not taken any
harm during their unique journey through space.

"I heard only a slither," Lance was saying, and turned back to the screen to
those in the Station conference room "Excellent, Pete."

"Wl d you be in need of a midnorning snack, M. Reidinger?" Secretary
Abubakar asked with attentive courtesy. "To replace the calories you just

bur ned up?"

"That's very kind of you, sir," Peter replied, inclining his head graciously
to the Secretary. "Yes, thank you."

"I think we are all in need of sustenance,’
voi ce. "Barney?"

Ckay there, Pete? Johnny asked. "A marvel ous idea!" he added al oud.

"Could we have a reading on the-" Fraga began, |ooking at Peter beside him
his fingers still steepled together. Alicia Taddesse was apparently deprived
of speech; she sat staring at the space where the three sensors had been. "The
gestalt. Is that what you call it, M. Reidinger?"

"I use a gestalt, M. Fraga," Peter said. "Wat the Engineering records tel

us i s how nuch generator power was involved in the teleport.™

"I see.”

I wonder if he really does appreciate the distinction, Johnny remarked. You're
tired, Pete. No nore showi ng off today. Got ne?

Showi ng of f? Me? Peter imaged hinmself with a huge nouth, lower |ip drooping to

the admral said, and raised his



the floor. Johnny gave a smug nmental chuckl e.

Admi ral Coetzer suggested that perhaps they should end the conference on this
good note. Peter could see that the colonel was tight strung with the desire
to get the sensors into place. Lunar quakes were a constant hazard to new
construction. Watari was certainly nore than polite when he efficiently went
off-line. The admiral and the Secretary exchanged grins.

Tel eportati ons or schedul es were not even di scussed during the break. Before

t he proceedi ngs at Padrugoi ended, the Secretary had dropped the fornmal M.
Rei di nger and was calling himPeter. CGeorg Fraga seened anxi ous. One of those,
Peter thought, who did not realize that parapsychics were still people, with
m nds that worked differently. Alicia Taddesse confined her remarks to
agreeing with her superior or the admral. She did request a report on Mai
Leitao. The senior nedical officer responded that Ms. Leitao was in a deep and
restful sleep.

"I can 'port her," Johnny offered, "to whatever destination you suggest? The
infirmary at your headquarters, perhaps."”

Taddesse reared back in her chair, scowing. "Not when we know that she's
terrified of teleportation.™

"She needn't know," replied the general with a shrug. "You can tell her she
was brought down fromthe Station on a regular transport. Wiich is nolie
since | regularly '"port personnel downside."

"Commander de Aruya recommended that she have inmediate treatnment for her, ah,
mal nutrition," the Secretary said, "and a holiday."

"There's not another regular, self-powered shuttle going down for a week," the
admral put in, his expression solicitous. "She need never know. "

"I think that's wisest, Alicia," Fraga said earnestly.

"We can ask the medic at Headquarters Infirmary to keep her sedated overnight.
She obvi ously needs the rest. | hadn't realized | was working her so hard,"
Abubakar said, his expression anxious.

"She's neticulous in the performance of her duties,

Taddesse said in a | ow

voi ce.

"I"'msure," the Secretary nurmured. He rose, offering his hand to the admral
who got to his feet. Then he approached Peter

"M. Reidinger," and he grinned over the formal title, "Peter, | am deeply
grateful for your willingness to extend yourself. You rust tell me quite
frankly if we overwork you at any point."

"I will, sir."

If you don't, | will, Pete, Johnny said, also rising. There is no way |I'm

going to allow anyone to risk skel et eam

Except you! Peter tried to keep his tone jesting.

Johnny gave hima very |l ong thoughtful |ook. Especially me. Then he broke
mental contact to stride around the table, hel ping Fraga collect Leitao's
possessi ons.

When Peter got to the officers' mess, he wasn't sure that he was hungry. He
wasn't sure what he felt. By rights, he should have been el ated at having
"ported two packages all the way to the Moon. He kept seeing the expression on
Mai Leitao's face, her scranbling nove away fromhim As if he were uncl ean or
his Talent was a disease that could infect her. She rem nded him of his nother
and her altered perception of him He also realized that he had been shi el ded
from such nmundane attitudes and reactions. Carefully shiel ded. Maybe he shoul d
opt for his own apartnment, and not in the Talents' special enclave where he



woul d gain no realistic know edge of how his sort were perceived by the other
99. 97 percent of Earth's inhabitants.

"Peter?" said a cheerful voice behind him He spun about. "It's just Ceara
Scott," she added, reassuring him before he had conpleted the turn to face the
redhead. "I didn't nmean to startle you. | just saw you there and," she

gestured to the enpty mess, "thought it would be nice to have someone to eat
with. If you're eating? I'mtaking a break before this place gets too crowded
and all the best entrees are gone. There's fried chicken today." She sniffed
deeply. "Doesn't it snell divine?"

Despite her red hair, she wasn't at all |ike Nurse Roche. Color was different,
too; not the sanme shade of red, Peter thought.

Her smile began to waver.

"I didn't nmean to intrude."”

"No, no, not at all, Ceara. I'd |like conpany, too. The fried chicken does
snell good." He raised his armto gesture for her to |l ead the way. She chose a
tabl e at one side of the mess.

They were served deftly by the rating who suggested the corn bread and okra as
sui tabl e conmpani ons to the chicken

"Good eatin', ma'am suh," he said, grinning broadly. "Smart of you to get in
here 'fore the rush starts.”
"And keep away fromit, too,’
with their order.

"Are you settling in here all right, Ceara?" Peter asked, thinking he heard an
uncertain note in her voice.

"Ch, yes," she said quickly. "They're all very helpful. It's so different from
university | abs where the conpetition can be fierce." She paused, searching
his face. Peter saw anxiety. "Sonetinmes it's difficult being an enpath. You
can't avoid sensing what other people are thinking."

"You're an enpat h?"

"Yes." She seenmed surprised. "Didn't you know? A latent, | adnit," and she
smled shyly. "I just didn't know how I knew sonme of the things | did-like how
other students felt about nme. It was alnost a relief to knowit was a
perfectly normal enpathetic response.”

"I see.”

"Do you?" She gave hima sad little smle. "They said at the Center that I'm
not obliged to informpeople |I'man enpath, since I"'mnot all that strong and
I"'mnot really working as one. | thought 1'd better tell you." She nade eye
contact as she lightly touched his right hand where he had placed it on the
tabl e.

The physical contact was neant to allow himto "feel" that she was telling the
truth. Hadn't anyone nentioned he didn't |like to be touched? Well, no, why
shoul d they? Enpaths and tel epaths preferred to nmake tactile contact; that was
how they were able to reach a mind the next time. She must have been briefed
about him that a wall had paralyzed his |l egs and then the damed body brace
had shorted the nerves in his arns. That is, if she hadn't guessed by the odd
way he noved about. Her public mnd was earnest, anxious, and orderly. He
woul d have expected that in soneone trained in nmedicine. She was certainly
speaking the truth, though he al so perceived that she was anxi ous about his
accept ance of her.

Ceara said in a | ow voice as he had gone off

"Thank you, Ceara," Peter said. "It's sort of a relief,” and he gave her a
reassuring grin, "to have another Center person up here."

"Yeah," she said with a little smle. "I'"'mglad you're here, too. |I don't know
many ot her psychics. It's all newto ne. Just like this grant." She still had

her hand on his and he could feel her sparkling with excitement, pride, and
anti ci pation.

"How cone you were sent up to the conference roon?" he heard hinsel f asking.
She shrugged both shoul ders. "Coincidence. | ama |icensed nedica

practitioner as well as a nedical researcher. | want to keep ny hand in and so
| said 'yes' when they asked me would | assist in nmedical energencies. They
put me up on the duty roster so fast | couldn't renege. So | was next up when



the call canme in. | don't think | ever want to be that dedicated to ny work."
She wrinkl ed her nose in distaste. "Agoraphobic as well as psychophobic. What
a conbi nati on! Ah, here comes lunch."

The neal did | ook especially appetizing and Peter felt his nmouth watering. He
never felt his stomach runble, of course. He was grateful that he could snell
and taste what he ate. The officers' mess on Padrugoi served excellent food,
not that Dorotea wasn't the best cook in the world, but it was nice to taste
other cuisines. There was quite a selection of international dishes avail able
her e.

"Your famly sure didn't want you to | eave," he said. "Neither did my sister
Dorotea wouldn't let her come to the tel epad.™

" Dor ot ea?"

Peter coul d sense her curiosity even though she maintained a polite

expr essi on.

"Dorotea's ny adopted grandnother. |'ve been staying with her at the Henner
estate, you see, since | energed as a kinetic. A ward of the Parapsychic
Center."

"The scuttlebutt is that you' re stronger than General G eene."

"Well," Peter dermurred, "that's still debatable. But |1've been living at the
Center and so has Amariyah. She's an orphan. Her parents died in the floods in
Bangl adesh, oh, five or so years ago now. W're sort of brother and sister.
She's crazy about flowers. We'd have plants all over the house if Dorotea |et
her. Maree wants to be a hydroponi c specialist when she grows up. She's not
quite ten now. Sorry. |'m babbling," Peter said.
"That's all right. I'mthe one who usually does that,
until her eyes crinkl ed.

The steward cane by their table, offering seconds before the chicken was
wol f ed down or dessert. Ceara ordered pecan pie, and tal ked Peter into it, and
an herbal tea

"I prefer them" she admitted shyly. "Too nuch caffeine and ny eyesight blurs
when |' m doing slides."

"Funny, | can drink tea with no bad effect but coffee's no good for ne.
Johnny- General Greene, that is-can't function w thout constant cups of
coffee.”

"Probably because he's been a pilot so long," she said with a disarm ng
crinkle of her nose.

The topic of likes and dislikes was being di scussed when the steward returned
with their orders. It wasn't until Ceara's wistcom bl eeped a rem nder that
they parted, with sone reluctance on Peter's part. He briefly wondered if he
had felt so confortable with her because she was enpathic. But he didn't care.
He had felt confortable with her and had unconsciously relaxed fromthe stress
of the norning.

Ceara said, smling

Peter went back to his quarters. He planned to go to the gym and work out on
the Reeve Board; he fancied he felt tingling in his chest and upper arms. O
was it a reaction to the pleasant time he'd had with Ceara? Wen he got in,
the nessage light on his cormunit was blinking.

"Pete? Greene here. W got transport at 0300 tonorrow, Lino-34. First Base's
in conjunction for another five days so we'd better get cracking if you want
to do a wal kabout at Cceanus Procellarum Not that there's nuch to see, since
they planted the base on the npost uninteresting real estate the Apollos could
find. Please check in with nme."

The formal request, not the usual flip "catch ne, will ya?" that was Johnny
Greene's usual style was, as troubling as it was, in another fashion,

sati sfying. The general was worried that he had overstepped the paraneters of
their long association in this morning's neeting. Ordinarily, Johnny just made
a tel epathic contact when they were both onstation. And they were going in a
Li mo, huh? Peter grinned. Maybe he was just in the way of giving General J.
Greene a surprise on this Lunar Insertion Moon Orbit shuttle.



When he did make nental contact, Johnny sounded a bit tentative.

Just sent the SA party down. Leitao was totally out of it. Fraga was closer to
her than a blister. Wonder if there's sonething between then? |I'm checki ng out
the crate 1'll be flying.

| thought the admiral said there wouldn't be transport until l|ate tonorrow?

' mspeeding things up. Silversmith is checking out our EMJs. | used rank to
get the galley stuffed with decent chow i nstead of standard grub. | bunped one
ot her passenger so we could stow as nuch of Watari's wish list as the
shuttle' Il take. Since he now knows who to ask, he sent us another |ist of
urgent itens. We take "emwi th us, he's got no gripe that you're joyriding to
the Moon. On a totally different tack, the general added: Did you have that
fried chicken they were serving in the officers' ness?

Peter hesitated briefly. Had some of Leitao's paranoia rubbed off on himthat
nmor ni ng? WAs Johnny serving notice that Peter had been seen with Ceara Scott?
O just being friendly?

Yeah, with the corn bread and pecan pie.

I mssed a good neal and everyone informed ne that | had, and there was
genuine regret in his voice.

Does Rhyssa know we're going to First Base?

Yeah. | had Madlyn tell her that.

And about the neeting? Peter really didn't want Rhyssa to be upset about the
responsibilities he had just undertaken

Noooo, not exactly, Johnny said, hedging, sounding nore like hinmself. Mdlyn
didn't know either so scuttlebutt's been contained. For a while, he added
cynically. We'll make our getaway before that goes public. See ya down at boat
bay twenty-nine, kit and caboodl e, no later than 0230. Get an early night.
Ckay?

Ckay!
Curious about which pilot would be flying the Linpb-34 with them Peter put in
a call to Nicola N zukanm, who was certainly quite willing to tell himthat

Li eutenant Xiang Liu would copilot the flight with General G eene. Peter

t hanked her, smiling to hinmself. Couldn't be better. A Lino, had a crew of
four and accommodat ed a dozen passengers, including service personnel who
could be counted on to stand a watch. He began to pack, knowi ng he was limted
to one kilo since a Linp's facilities were spartan. First in was his EMJ skin.
So he was really going to get to the Mon. Al npost absently, he slipped in the
papers he'd need.

That done, he decided that he'd better put sonme time in now on the Reeve
Board. He needed a workout if only to get rid of the tissue salts built up by
the norning's tensions. Maybe it would take care of the tingling sensation
he'd been getting in his chest. He didn't have tinme to be sick or anything.
Not when he could get to First Base.

Johnny made his way to the Linmp's cockpit as the rest of the passengers and
crew settled thenmsel ves and strapped in. He noted the three seisn c engi neers
fromthe Japanese arny, three servicemen in First Base slate-gray fatigues on
their way back after R and R, the two repl acement cooks, both wonen, and the
four men who nust be the sol ar heating engi neers. Johnny nodded a greeting to
the young lieutenant in the copilot's seat.

"Well, M. Liu, | can see that the adnmiral is sparing none but the best for
our jaunt , " Johnny said with a grin. He | ooked around, noticed that Peter
had taken the engineer's chair and absently waved himout of it. "Peter
that's the chair for the third officer. W stand three watches on a Lino." He
turned back to Xiang Liu. "Who have we got for third watch-Carnegi e?"

Li eutenant Liu glanced at Peter before replying blandly, "Sir, we're at ful
conpl ement now. "

"What ?" Johnny groaned. "W're going to fly this tub watch and ward?"

Peter cleared his throat. "The adnmiral thought | could stand in."

"You?" Johnny's green-flecked anber eyes wi dened. "Peter, flying a Linpb is



serious work, it's-"

"Ni nety-ei ght percent boredom and two percent sheer terror," Peter said,
finishing Johnny's fanous quote. He pulled sonme flimsies fromhis pocket.
"Here's my flight certificate, simulator |og book, and rating."

Behi nd him Liu nodded and snil ed encouragi ngly.

Johnny spluttered. "But those ratings have to be signed-"

"By Admiral Coetzer hinmself, sir,” the lieutenant said. "He's taken a great
interest in M. Reidinger's progress."”

Johnny narrowed his eyes at the young lieutenant. "And what do you have to do
with this?"

"Xiang was one of ny three flight instructors,” Peter replied. "Don't you
renmenber encouraging ne to learn nore while | was busy healing?"

"Coming up on our launch windowin tw mnutes, sir," Lieutenant Liu reported
in a circunspect tone of voice, forcing the general to make a deci sion

Johnny frowned. Peter, you don't have to do this, you know.

But | do!

CGeneral John Greene pursed his lips tightly. After sone nonents he nodded
abruptly. "Very well, M. Reidinger, is the ship secure?"

Pet er suppressed an exhilarated grin, forcing hinself to check the engineering
gauges. "Cargo | ocks secured, port side passenger |ock closing-now" he said,
adding formally, "Sir, the ship is secure.”

"CICs hailing us, sir," Lieutenant Liu said, tapping his headset.

Johnny tensed to respond and then sat back, waiting. Peter didn't need the
hint to know that as junior he was responsible for all radio traffic. He

adj usted his headset and responded, "CIC, this is Linp-34."

Admiral Coetzer hinself responded. "Roger, Lino-34, what's your status?"

Peter turned to Johnny. "Cl C asks what's our status, sir."

"And what is our status, M. Reidinger?" Johnny replied, continuing his own
test of Peter's know edge.

Peter gl anced over the control panels. Environnental: green, Electrical

green, Nav. and Conm: green, RCS: green, Miin engines: green, Conputer-

"Sir, there's a fault on main processing unit two," Peter said.

Li eutenant Liu glanced up fromhis preflight check, toggled a switch, and went
back to work.

"Taking MPU Two of f-line," Liu announced. He muttered, "We' ve got five nore.”
"Sir, our status is green," Peter said. "WII| you check ne?"

Johnny smiled. "Yes, M. Reidinger, | check you. Qur status is green."

"ClC, Linmp-34 reports status green.”

"Roger, 34, you are cleared for departure. Once clear, contact Padrugo
Departure on 120.41" the admiral replied.

"Li nmo- 34 on 120.4," Peter repeated, punching in Padrugoi Departure's frequency
on the second radio. To Johnny he said, "Clear for departure, sir."

"Roger," Johnny said. To Liu, "Unlock clanps two forward, three aft, four aft,
and one forward."

Liu ran quick fingers over the control panels. "Al'l clanmps unl ocked."

Johnny pursed his lips for a nonent, then said, "M. Reidinger, take us out."
Again Peter had to suppress a surge of excitenent as he punched in the codes
to power his thruster control panel. "M. Liu, are we scheduled for a standard
departure?”

"Yes," was the pronmpt reply.

Pet er nodded, put in the standard codes he had menorized under Xiang Liu's

gui dance, and radioed CIC. "Linmp-34 is free and thrusting negative-y at five
poi nt zero meters per second on standard departure vector."

Peter hal f expected Johnny to quiz himfor saying "negative-y" instead of
"down"-a question he'd been asked many tines in training and he had his answer
ready. "Down" is too vague in space; saying that you're thrusting on the
negative-y axis states exactly what you're doing relative to Padrugoi--which
is the largest craft.

And all spacecraft naneuvers use the largest craft's frame of reference-a very
good expl anation! Johnny agreed with a chuckle.



Peter was chagrined to discover that his subvocalization had been so | oud that
Johnny had heard it.

"Roger, 34," a new voice, not the admral's, responded. "Radar has a clean
separation. You are go for de-rendezvous nmaneuvers."

Peter knew fromhis long hours in the sinulators that the notions of the two
spacecraft in close orbit were not at all intuitive. In fact, in order to slip
behi nd Padrugoi, Linmp-34 would have to speed up-and it would take a wild ride
around the front of Padrugoi before the shuttle got behind the space station
But first the Linmo would have to cram to a safe distance fromthe Station
before it could fire its thrusters. Mving at a neter a second, it would take
over three m nutes-Peter checked the countdown cl ock-before the shuttle could
begi n the de-rendezvous naneuver that woul d put Padrugoi safely out of harms
way.

There was an age-old tradition in mlitary and param litary services of hazing
any new trainee or officer. Because of his duties and peculiar condition

Peter had escaped that. John Greene felt that nost of the hazing he had ever
seen had been cruel and a waste of effort all around. Wth one exception

"M. Reidinger, outline our flight profile," Johnny ordered.

"Yes, sir," Peter replied. "Qur de-rendezvous maneuver will nove us froma
circular orbit identical to Padrugoi's to an elliptical orbit with an apogee
5,000 kil oneters above Padrugoi's orbit-and change the time it takes to orbit
the Earth from eighty-eight nmnutes to one hundred and forty-two m nutes.”
Johnny notioned for Peter to continue.

"That burn is designated OAM 1," Peter continued. "The next burn occurs at the
top of that orbit, seventy-one minutes later. The purpose of the burnis to
change the inclination of our orbit from Padrugoi's 28.5-degree inclination to
the Earth to the Moon's fivedegree inclination-so that we are in line with the
Moon.

"That burn is designated O M2, orbital inclination maneuver two," Peter went
on. He could feel Xiang's approval. He didn't dare reach for Johnny's yet.

"Seventy-one mnutes after that we will be back at our closest point to the
Earth-"

"Where wi || Padrugoi be then?" Johnny asked quickly.

Peter had his answer ready. He'd done his homework. "Padrugoi will be at the

same altitude but two hundred and twenty degrees away fromus."

"\Why 2"

"Because our elliptical orbit takes longer to conplete than Padrugoi's
circular orbit. Padrugoi will have made a full orbit and nearly two-thirds of
its next one before we're back down to the sane altitude," Peter answered
snoothly. He took a deep breath and continued. "At that point-if all systens
are go-we will initiate our translunar orbit insertion and head out to the
Moon. That burn will be TLI-3. Just short of five days fromnow by 36.5
mnutes-we will be on the far side of the Mbon and initiate our lunar |anding
i nsertion burn, designated LLI-4. At that point, barring sone short
maneuvering burns to handle the effects of |unar mass concentrations, we'll be
locked in for a landing at First Base fifty-nine mnutes later."

"And how much fuel wll be required?" Johnny asked, continuing the

i nterrogation.

Peter refused to be rattled. The admiral had | ectured himon fuel requirenents
of ten enough

"Qur propellant to payload ratio is 2.00," Peter said, "but because we al so
want to take the Linb with us, we have to provide fuel for it, too. So the
total propellant ratiois 2.21."

"And how nuch fuel should we have on board?"

Peter sensed a trick question. "Qur fuel is liquid hydrogen, which we burn
with liquid oxygen. We burn twi ce the volume of hydrogen as we do oxygen.
Limp-34 in its current configuration masses 2,203.5 kilograns, and our payl oad
i ncludi ng crew and passengers masses 11,004 kil ogranms. Total final mass at
First Base will be 13,207.5 kilograns. O 13.2 netric tonnes. That will
require 3,246 kilograns of |iquid hydrogen and 25,968 kilograns of |iquid



oxygen. "

He gl anced at his display "But we are carrying a ten percent fuel reserve that
changes the fuel loading to 50.1 nmetric tonnes."

"What's Linmpo stand for?"

Peter grinned. "Lunar insertion, Mon orbit, sir."

Johnny all owed the silence that followed to stretch out unconfortably but
Peter knew he'd answered correctly and fully. "Sir, we are in position for
OAM 1. "

"Roger," Johnny said, "initiate CAM1."

"Aye, sir," Peter said, aware that he had passed the test. "Departure, this is
Li mo- 34, we are go for OAM1."

"Li nmo- 34, OAM1 at your discretion," Padrugoi Departure responded

Peter let Linmp-34"s remaining five conputers start QAM 1

When the shuttle's three main rocket engines fired off with a gentle kick,
Peter added, "OCAM1 ."

"Roger, OAM 1 for Linp-34," Padrugoi Departure confirned

As soon as the engines shut down, Departure radi oed back. "Qur conputers have
you in the green on that burn, Linp-34."

Peter checked the shuttle's conputers. He frowned, ran di agnostics on MPU
Five, and said, "Conputer five is voting against the solution, sir."

Johnny had followed Peter's diagnostics on his control panels. "I see."

Xiang Liu snorted. "That's why we carry six conputers on board. They're al ways
goi ng down. "

"Sir," Peter said, remenbering his drills, "flight rules state that we report
when we fall below five voting conputers.”

"I'f we tell them Peter, we won't be going anywhere," Johnny replied at his
drol | est.

"Let me see if | can jog it back on-line," Lieutenant Liu offered. "And |"'I

| ook at MPU Two while I'"mat it." He got out of his seat, graceful in free
fall as he pulled hinmself over to the MPU control rack and started pulling off
access panel s.

"Good idea, M. Liu," Johnny agreed.

Peter was still unconfortable. "Sir, | was told that there were no old, bold
pilots."

Johnny snorted at Peter's re-rendering of the old saw. There are old pilots
and there are bold pilots but there are no old bold pilots.

"M. Reidinger," Johnny said, "we have seventy-one minutes until AM2. If we
can't get one of the conputers back by then, we'll abort the mission. In the
meantime, | want you to stand watch while M. Liu and | troubl eshoot these
wonders of el ectronics provided to the space station by the | owest bidder."
"Probably Russia," the copilot nurnured, but only Peter heard him

Xiang Liu managed to get MPU Five back on-line after jiggering with it for
sone mi nutes.

"Ckay, now we'll be go for AOM2," Johnny told Peter. "I'mgoing to head aft
and suss out the rest of the crew and the passengers.”

Bef ore he gave permission to unclip safety harnesses, Johnny gave the usual
rem nders about the hazards of free fall, the procedures to take in the event
of nausea, and the action-reaction phenonmenon. He advised the newbies to keep
one hand on sonething. Anything a |um nous pale blue was safe to grab. Peter
qui ckly recogni zed who had travel ed in space before. The noncons fl oated
gracefully up and away fromthe safety seats; two of the Japanese arny

of ficers noved with equal facility and were encouraging their tentative and
nervous conrade. The sol ar heating engineers, all civilians, were very
cautious about noving at all: obviously the matter of action-reaction had been
enphasized in their briefing for this journey.

Johnny checked readouts with the copilot and then assigned watches. Sergeant
Bat Si ngh and Corporal CGopal Ahn were getting crew pay on this leg of the
journey and Peter was to get experience. Then Johnny called a coffee break
"This your first time in space, Reidinger?" one of the noncons asked, watching
Peter glide easily toward the galley while evading the clunsier nmovenents of



t he engi neers.

"I'"ve done some EVA," Peter replied nodestly, grinning. "Geat feeling, being
wei ghtl ess. "

"Not that you carry nuch,"” the sergeant remarked, eyeing Peter's light frane.
Bat Si ngh had massive shoul ders, a heavy torso, and arns di sproportionately
long for his height.

"Westler?" Peter asked.

Bat Si ngh shrugged and nodded, pleased by the guess.

Just then one of the engineers vomted. Liu hurriedly slapped the access pane
back over the control rack to prevent any further accidents occurring with the
ship's conputers

"There's always one," Singh remarked in an undertone that only Peter was near
enough to hear as the sergeant pushed off the side of the cabin to get a

spew bag.

The sicker was strapped into his bunk in the sleeping area where he was
assured he woul d recover

"What if | don't?" he asked anxiously as he was assisted aft.

"I haven't heard of anyone who hasn't," Bat Singh replied genially. "Not if
you passed phobics."

Peter was relieved of his watch by Xiang Liu who told himwith a certain
amount of disgust, "Those conputers are always goi ng down and |I'm sick of
babying 'em Wy don't you take a break? You did real good, M ster Reidinger."

He grinned as he gave the thumbsup of approval. "You can cone back up for
am2."
"Yes, sir," Peter said, happily floating toward the rear of the cabin.

The passengers were all grouped around the ports, |ooking at Earth. Peter
found hinmself following the Earth's geography and referencing the Iist of
gestal t-capabl e generators at the sane tinme. Let's see, he said to hinself.
Dhaka had the Ehrain Station, then Hong Kong, Brisbane, Melbourne, Auckland,

M dway, Honolulu, Seattle, Portland, San Francisco, Los Angeles, and San D ego
all at once, followed by Denver, Dallas, Jerhattan, Mam , and Buenos Aires.
Then there were no big stations until Europe. Peter hadn't worked with nmany
but he'd seen pictures of the huge installation built by the CERN people in
Geneva.

He did know that the nice people at the Conseil Europeen pour |a Recherche
Nucl eai re had been the first to put together gestalt circuitry. They were
trying to understand how psychic powers worked in the physical world, so the
gestalt was nore of a scientific curiosity than a practicality for them Peter
renenber ed heari ng Rhyssa coment once about how the CERN and Ferm Lab
physicists were vying for the very small anount of research time the Eastern
Par apsychic Center allotted for telekinetics. If Professor Gadriel had not had
some mnor telekinetic ability, that vital research night never have been as
ent husi astically pursued. And Gadriel was always trying to get conplete
use-energy readings for his investigations-like those that Peter and Johnny
had been generating for their Padrugoi contract. Peter made a note to contact
t he professor and see about giving himcopies of the data.

It seened like five minutes, not the sixty-five that had really passed, when
Johnny hail ed Peter back to the cockpit.

"I think you' ve had enough excitenent for your first flight," Johnny said. "I
just want you to observe the next couple of burns."

Peter grinned. "That's fine with me, sir." He strapped hinself back into the
engi neer's seat and wal ked through the O M2 preburn checklist.

In his mnd, Peter called up the carefully nenorized schematics of the Linmp's
construction. Lino-34, part of the three-oh series, was the fourth of its
class conpletely assenbl ed at Padrugoi. The Lino one-oh series had been nostly
assenbl ed on Earth, with only bolt-together occurring in orbit. The Lino
two-oh series crafts were about 70 percent conpl ete when brought up from

Eart h.



Because they had never had to be lifted fromEarth as nearly conmpleted craft,
the Lino three-ohs |ooked the least |ike a traditional spacecraft than
anyt hi ng since the Lunar Mdul e of ancient Apollo days. For all of that, Linp
three-oh still bore a striking resenblance of plan to the US Space Shuttl e-but
stret ched.

The | ong cargo conpartnent was al nost exactly twice the length of the old
Space Shuttle's cargo conmpartnment because it was constructed fromthe origina
Space Shuttle tool-and-die set. There were no wi ngs because they were not
needed; Lino was never intended to reenter the Earth's atnosphere. At the rear
of the | engthened cargo bays, where the w ngs m ght have been nmounted, there
were instead the spacecraft's fuel tanks. Stubby |anding pads were | ocated
under the fuel tanks-with the forward pair sticking out fromthe front of the
crew conpartnent. Instead of the black heat tiles and white heatresistant felt
covering, the Linmo gleaned all over with protective gold Mylar covering. The
forward compartment was a nodified version of the Space Shuttle shirtsleeve
crew section-nearly half again the length-and there were three EVA airl ocks.
The Linp didn't require the three huge Space Shuttle Main Engines and that,
right there, saved a lot of mass. For its engines, Linp-34 had two OVS
kits-Orbital Maneuvering Systems-at the rear and a series of maneuvering
thrusters on the ship's nose. The OV5 kits were another Space Shuttle
hand- ne- down and i ncluded both the Iarge 26.7-kilo Newton thrusters and a
series of smaller maneuvering ones. And the Linp did not need a tail. Instead,
t he desi gners had nounted an antenna array in the sane spot. As a safety
precaution, the Lino designers had nmade the entire rear section of the

Li mo-tanks, antennae, OMS5, and all-to be ejectable.

"OfF course," as Lieutenant Liu had remarked to Peter when he had expl ai ned
this feature nonths ago during his training, "all you'd have left then is
enough life support to keep you alive until you could get to the life pods and
enough maneuvering thrusters to stop the ship fromtunbling. If you were

[ ucky."

Peter didn't need Xiang Liu to tell himthat any crew that had to jettison
their propul sion systemwas quite obviously not |ucky.

VWhile the first burn, OAM 1, had required only 76 percent of full power for
just alittle over a second-and a thrust of a bit nore than a tenth of
standard gravity, OM2 would require the Linbo's two main engines to use 95
percent of full power for nearly two seconds-but again at the sanme thrust.

The burn went perfectly. Except that MPU Five and One both went out.

"What is it with these things?" Liu nuttered angrily under his breath, as he
pulled the two failed units off-line and opened the access panel to them It
took himthe better part of half an hour before he got MPU One back on-Iine.
He spent the next thirty mnutes working with Bat Singh as they tried to
troubl eshoot MPU Fi ve.

"Conputers report high oxygen readings,"” Peter told Johnny.

"Accept their change," Johnny said. "They reported the same probl em about half
an hour ago and | took their advice. W're feeling no pain, are we?"

Peter had to agree. He yawned. Maybe the stress of the m ssion was beginning
to get to him

"Liu, Singh, cover up that access panel and get into position. W're com ng up
on TLI-3," Johnny ordered. "After that we'll coast on up to good ol' Luna for
five days and drop ourselves in on Col onel Watari." He switched on the Linmp's
intercomand called the passengers. "Everyone strapped in back there?"

When he got no response, Johnny sent Sergeant Singh back to check up. The
sergeant cane back in a fewnmnutes with a big grin on his face. He yawned
hugely for a nonent, then excused hinmself. "Sorry, sir. Everyone back there is
all netted into their bunks and asl eep."

"Can't blame them" Johnny said. "Passengers usually crash about now alt hough
they tend to gawk down at Earth until TLI."

"Three mnutes until TLI-3," Lieutenant Liu reported.

Pet er checked his engi neering panel again. "Conputers are reporting that the
oxygen | evel s have crept back up."



Johnny yawned and nodded. "Il see it. |I'mcorrecting it."

Oxygen | evels were very special in space. The Linmp's environnental contro
system regul ated oxygen by partial pressure. On Earth, while total air
pressure was one standard atnmosphere, oxygen nade up only 21 percent of the
air and so the partial pressure was 21 percent of one standard atnosphere. In
space, rather than building spacecraft capable of handling Earth's standard

at nosphere, a lower pressure was used with a correspondi ngly hi gher percentage
of oxygen so that astronauts coul d have the same anobunt of oxygen

Fi res consuned oxygen when they burned and a fire in pure oxygen could burn
much hotter and faster than the sane fire in a standard atnosphere. Until the
Apoll o 1 di saster-when one such di sastrous pure-oxygen fire in the Apollo
capsul e had claimed the lives of three astronauts-the United States had used a
pur e- oxygen system Afterward, to avoid such disasters, the US switched to a
m x of oxygen with just enough nitrogen to prevent explosive fires.

If the oxygen pressure got too high, it could cause euphoria and | oss of
concentration as well as damage to nerves, especially eyes. If the oxygen
pressure got too |low, the astronauts coul d be asphyxi at ed.

Spaceflight was still a tricky and expensive proposition. Because of that, any
spacecraft on any flight was subject to intense scrutiny. Since the days of
the US Space Shuttle, there had been ways to keep in contact wth ground
stations regardl ess of the shuttle's position above Earth, and in nodern

ti mes, those methods had been considerably inproved. Tracking Data Rel ay
Satellites, or TDRSs, ringed Earth and provided conti nuous telenetry and
conmuni cati on between spacecraft, Padrugoi, and Earth.

Li mo- 34, by virtue of its crew and m ssion, was subject to even nore scrutiny
t han nost.

Conmander Sakai had nmade special arrangenments to get a data feed to his
consol e and had nmonitored all the problens the Lino had experienced.

While he had followed many Linos in their flights to the Moon, there was
somet hi ng about this one that bothered him He couldn't put his finger on it,
at least not enough to call it to General Greene's attention or suggest to
Admi ral Coetzer that the mssion be scrubbed, but there was sonething. He
scratched his head, trying to make sense of it.

"You know, we're being watched," Johnny said with a | augh

"Watched |ike a hawk."

Li eutenant Liu nodded. "All the time. Corning up on TLI in thirty seconds."
"Comm tting TLI paraneters to the conputer,” Johnny said. "Now all we have to
do is sit back and relax." He turned to Peter. "Pretty soon you'll be able to
wal k around the old Apollo 12 site. It's just a hop, skip, and a junp from
First Base, you know. "

Peter spent a nonent recalling pictures of the Apollo 12 Menorial Park. He had
enl argenents up on the board in his room He'd watched the tour videos, too.
He felt a thrill as he inmagined being there hinself: the kid who'd never once
t hought he'd get out of the dammed hospital bed. You never knew, did you?
"You know," Bat Singh said to no one in particular, startling Peter with

al nrost his exact thoughts. "Either | could use sonme sleep nyself or | could
use a beer.”

RHYSSA! Amal da Vaden's sharp cry jolted Rhyssa out of a deep sleep

Sonething's wong. Wth Peter

In the Eastern Parapsychic Center alarns blared suddenly, alerting everyone on
duty.

What is it? Rhyssa demanded of both Mallie Vaden and Budworth, the watch

of ficer.

The precogs! They've got something, Budworth replied. |'ve got five



corroborations, all strong.

What ? Rhyssa shot back, willing Mallie, the strongest precog that she had set
on watch for anything involving Peter, to answer.

Fire in the sky. They all see a huge fire in the sky, said Budworth.

So did I, and there was a profound sorrowin Mallie's nmental tone.

Fire in the sky? Peter? Ch ny God! Peter! Fire in the sky!

Conf ounded by Lino-34's telenetry, Commander Sakai |eaned back in his chair,
stretched, and indulged in a good yawn. He forced his nouth shut hal fway

t hrough and arched out of the chair, punching up Lino-34"s frequency.

"Li no- 34, Lino-34, declare an energency," he yelled into his headset.

"Oxygen | evel s are going back up again." Johnny swore as he did a final scan
of the control panels just before the computers conmenced the TLI-3 bum "That
can't be right."

"Well, the computers all agree
l ow. "

"They don't feel low " Johnny said, narrowi ng his eyes in suspicion
Pet er yawned again, his cheeks tingling.
"Li mo- 34, Lino-34, declare an energency,
over their headsets.

Oh ny God! Peter! Rhyssa's voice shrieked in Peter's head. Fire in the sky!
"The conputers have initiated TLI-3," Lieutenant Liu reported.

The conputers! Peter shouted to Johnny. Johnny responded with a nonment of
sheer terror that he rapidly brought under control but it was too much for
Pet er.

the copilot replied, "the levels are too

the voi ce of Commander Sakai bl ared

Later, no one could quite remenber what happened. Rhyssa felt a sudden w ench
in her contact with Peter and col |l apsed agai nst Dave. In Geneva, at the site
of the newly conmi ssioned CERN gestalt generators, Professor Gadriel swore as
his latest set of circuits burned out, while in the background the generators
keened i n agony.

Conmander Sakai dropped back to his seat in horror as the TDRs rel ayed the

growing fireball in the sky when Lino-34'"s fuel tanks expl oded.

Wth the image still burning in his nind, Conmander Sakai punched up the
admiral's office

"Sir, this is Commander Sakai," he said, trying to keep his voice even.

"There's been a terrible accident."”

10

Lance was updating the flight manifests when Col onel Watari found him The
col onel | ooked nore sol enm than usual

"What's up?" Lance asked with no preanble.

The col onel's eyes sparked with anger for a nonent and then faded. "Wrd just
in from Padrugoi. Linmo-34"s fuel tanks expl oded when they started TLI-3. No
survivors. They didn't even have tinme to nake it to escape pods."

Lance opened his mouth, tried to speak, and shook his head wordl essly, denying
what he had just been told.

"Not that it helps,"” Colonel Watari offered, "but it was probably

i nst ant aneous. They never felt a thing."

From behind hima voice drawled, "Ch, | wouldn't quite say that. |'ve one
hel | uva hangover."



"Johnny?" Lance shouted, instantly on his feet, his face lit with a huge grin

at the wel cone sight of a runpled general, |ooking very much alive if slightly
gray in the face. He started to rush toward the general but stopped hinmself,
addi ng phl egmatically, "I shoul da known they couldn't kill you."

"They nearly did," Johnny replied with a sour grin, rubbing the back of his
neck. "And the way this headache feels . "

It had been Rhyssa's terrified shout that had warned them And Peter's frantic
reaction that had saved them In the instant Peter and Johnny had realized
that the conputers had been sabotaged, Peter recognized that his fatigue and
tingling cheeks were signs of oxygen starvation. He had sl apped the energency
shutdown on the ship's conputers, jettisoned the engines and fuel tanks,

and- Johnny still didn't quite know how'ported Linp-34 to the safest place he
could visualize in that horrible noment: 200 nmeters away from Apollo 12. And
400 million nmeters fromthe fireball.

Then Peter had col |l apsed, |eaving Johnny to power up MPU Two-the one conputer
that hadn't been sabotaged and so had been consistently overridden by the
faulty ones-and to teleport hinself into First Base.

Johnny shook off the pain of his oxygen-starved headache and pointed to
Watari. "You' ve got to get rescue vehicles over to the Apollo 12 site, |ike
ten m nutes ago."

"What ?" Col onel Watari recovered fromhis shock but his dislike for anyone
ordering himabout in his own office showed in the frowm on his face. "What's
there? How d you get here? Wat's goi ng on?"

"I'n the order of your questions, Colonel, the Linb-34 or what's left of it,

M nus the aft end. | 'ported nme here. W were sabotaged."

"How? Who? What ?" Lance babbled with del ayed relief.

Johnny waved himoff. "Later. There's not much oxygen left and what's there is
nostly stale. If you please, Colonel Watari?" He flicked his hand at the
control panels.

Even at the breakneck speed with which the First Base commandant organi zed the
rescue party, it was still over twenty mnutes before the cunbersone airlock
bus was on its way and those in the cab on the | ower deck of the facility
could see the weck. On the ground belowit, a figure in an EMJ waved urgently
for nore speed.

Is that Peter? Lance asked Johnny, who was cl enching and uncl enchi ng his hands
on the oh-ny-god bar in the bus. This part of Cceanus Procel |l arum was
relatively smooth as nares went, so Johnny's grasp was nore nerves than need.
They were all in EMJs, for Johnny wanted to investigate the Lino al nost as
much as Watari did.

Shoul d be, Johnny replied. Peter had his EMJ with him checked and seal ed by
Silversmth. | didn't say he could go for a moonwal k but I won't fault him
The anbi ence in the crew conpartnment would be pretty dense for his innate
sensitivity. Thank God for it. The EMJ has its own oxygen and God knows one

| ess inside |l eaves nore for the others to breathe. Can't this thing go faster?
My GOD!I' And you | anded t hat!

They were cl ose enough to see details now as the disturbed noon dust was
finally settling to the surface around the crash site. Watari and the driver
in the cab of the airlock bus echoed Lance's exclamation of disbelief. The
nose of the broken shuttle perched drunkenly on its forward | anding skid, the
rear cargo section resting on the lunar soil. The gold Mylar skin had peel ed
back for several neters, lifted fromthe nmetal hull by the heat of the

expl odi ng fuel tanks.

"A good landing is one you wal k away from believe me," Johnny said
sardonically. "Peter's being outside suggests that there weren't any nore
booby traps. You see, soneone had epoxi ed the escape pod cl anps so even if
there'd been tinme to get to them we wouldn't've escaped."” Hi s expression
turned gri nmer.

"My God! Who'd perpetrate such a crine?" Watari asked. To him space travel
and everything associated with it were sacrosanct. "Admiral Coetzer will be
overjoyed to learn that you' re safe. | should have reported i nmedi ately."



"No, you shouldn't,"” Johnny said with such vigor that Watari stared at him
"Because we're not going to tell himjust yet."

"Not even how you m racul ously got here?"

That really puzzled Watari but Johnny wasn't about to enlighten him He shook
hi s head agai n.

Watari spluttered in outrage. "For CGod's sake, why not?"

"Because, as | said, Colonel, someone tried to sabotage us," Johnny replied.
"And the sooner they find out they've failed, the sooner they'll try again."
" Sabot age?"

"Yes, Col onel, sabotage.'
verdi ct.

The bus was alnost to the airlock, Peter noving out of its way cautiously in
the Moon's gravity.

He could be the one, Peter said, alarmed by Johnny's candor

Naw. Lives by the book, this one, Johnny replied.

Too right, Lance said supportively.

Wat chi ng anxiously as the bus airlock closed very gently on the Linmp's single
undamaged hatch, Peter could hear the amusenment in the Australian's tone. He
had previously nmentioned to Peter that Watari's persnickety notions were
irritating but he ran a tight Base.

Watari's narrowed eyes were exani ning the crunpled Linmo, noticing the
heat - peel ed Myl ar skin at the end of the cargo compartnent and the buckl ed
condition of the other portside airlock

"Sabot age. No doubt about it. Very well. Irregularities,"” and now he w nced at
the proximty of the Linb to the hall owed ground of the Apollo 12 site on one
side, and the Surveyor |anding nonument on the other. "lIrregularities to save
lives are another matter entirely. | will expect a full report when we return
to First Base." He tapped his headset. "First Base, | want a security squad
out here on the double."”

"On the double, Colonel,"” was the instant reply. Peter recognized Mj or
Cyberal's baritone voice.

Watari was conpleting the checks on his EMJ suit so that he could exit the cab
and exam ne the weck firsthand. He gave crisp comuands to Cyberal

"Limo' s passengers and crew are to be accorded all privileges but to be housed
separately until this investigation is concluded. No contact with any Base

per sonnel . "

"Quarters are available in D Maggio Block, sir. Security as ordered, sir.
"Oversee the transfer fromthe bus at that entry yourself, Major."

"Yes, sir, over and out."

"\What about the personnel driving the airlock bus, Colonel?" Johnny asked.

The col onel turned hinself so his helnmeted face was visible to the general
Lance could see Watari's profile, his lips parted to show his teeth,
denonstrating dislike of the general's inplied criticism

"The airlock is, of necessity, separated fromthe transport vehicle, General,"
Watari said, his body stiff with resentnent.

"Just making sure there is no contact," Johnny replied blandly.

"Lieutenant Marr is in charge of the operation and has been party to al

orders. Have you not, Lieutenant?"

"Yes, sir, | have, sir," was the crisp reply in a fenmale voice. "The airl ock
is now positioned and cycling through to the Lino, sir. W will have secure
transport in forty seconds!"

"Li eutenant Liu," Johnny said, |eaning over the bus's comunit. He paused unti

Johnny's tone was al nost kindly as he repeated his

Xiang came on-line. "Informthe passengers that they can now debark into the
airlock. They are to bring all personal effects with them You will secure the
ship and await the arrival of a security team"

"Yes, sir."

"Do you require an EMJ, Lieutenant?" Col onel Watari asked.

"No, sir. I"'mcurrently wearing nine."

"Peter, did you hear all that?" Johnny asked, turning his attention to the
EMJ-suited figure standing to the port of the bus.



"Loud and clear," Peter said, watching with interest as he saw the slight
noverrent of the bus airlock connection, indicating that people were

di senbarki ng the weck. From where he stood on the ground, he could see heads
on the upper level of the bus and guessed the relief of those breathing
fresher air.

Xiang Liu had nore or less ordered himto get into his EMJ, saying that it
woul d save air for soneone else. Wth Sergeant Bat Singh and Corporal Ahn,

t hey had exanined the one remaining airlock with great attention to the
possibility of additional sabotage. But they'd found none, so Peter, al nost
overwhel med by the thick enptions of those so recently delivered from deat h,
had gratefully di senbarked

Hs first steps on the Mon were therefore not as ecstatic as he had
anticipated. Sheer relief domnated his mnd. And fatigue. He had kept |inked
to Johnny and had been amused by Watari's reactions. The colonel's efficient
organi zati on of rescue had given Peter a boost but it seemed to himas if the
| unbering airlock bus had taken forever to bring fresh air and rescue to the
Limo. Briefly, he wondered if he shouldn't really have stayed behind with the
others. He'd caught no resentment in anyone's mind but then no one had wasted
any effort not involved in breathing. A wisp of relief did reach him that
there'd be one less in the cabin using what oxygen was left. In fact, they
were relieved that he'd been able to get out of the airlock. Then, too, no one
el se could fit into his EMJso it was silly of himnot to use it.

Wat ching the airbus | oading up, Peter now roused hinmself to wonder where he
shoul d 'port his baggage, still onboard the Lino. Maybe to that table in the
colonel's office so his things could be inspected, too, he thought wyly. He
felt very queer all over. Probably the bad air or just plain funk with relief
in arriving safely-or at all

"Ready to di sengage, Lieutenant." Peter heard a crisp female voice on his
hel met comm "Colonel, all passengers aboard or accounted for."

"Very well. Proceed to the Base and di senbark the passengers at D Maggi o

Bl ock. No communi cations with anyone at this point in tinme," Watari ordered.
"Yes, sir."

D you want to go in the bus, Pete? Johnny asked.

And be inconmuni cado i n Di Maggi 0? Peter was anmused that baseball idols were
being imortalized on First Base. But then, the Moon facility had been built
by joint Anerican and Japanese engi neers, both countries being basebal

ent husi ast s.

You' re the engi neer Johnny was teasing, Peter knew, to keep his flagging

ener gy goi ng.

Hang on a no, Pete, Lance added. I'min ny EMJ. | can take you back. You're
quartered in Cenmens Block next to me anyhow. |'Il just requisition one of
those lunar rovers coming in. | doubt Watari'll want me to help investigate
that w eck.

Too right, mate, Johnny said, imtating Lance. Certainly Watari likes to run
his own | ook-sees. | think you should get a nessage back to Padrugoi. Very
di screet.

Watari has all messages recorded, Lance said. At |least the official ones.
Peter listened, wondering if this was the time to suggest that maybe they
woul dn't need official channels back to Padrugoi. Only how, exactly, were they
to expl ain what had happened? Wen Peter hinmself wasn't sure. And they were
days earlier than the normal five days to First Base. But, getting a quiet
word back to Madl yn who could then privately reassure Rhyssa, was an option
He hated to think of Rhyssa, Dorotea, and Amariyah thinking himburnt to a
crisp. If only he could get Madlyn's attention. Mdst of the brunette's nental
rum nations dwelt on Commander Dash Sakai. He could visualize Madlyn, chin on
her hand, a dreany smile on her face. Was visualization the key to sendi ng or
was it touch?

Not now, he told hinself wearily. | can barely 'port to Lance and Johnny. |'m



tired, he adnmtted, recognizing the difference between the adrenaline high of
bei ng safely on the Mbon as opposed to being strong with physical vigor. He

m ght not have limts to his telepathy and tel eportation but he did have a
finite measure of energy. Al the odd sensations that he was experiencing were
fatigue, that's all.

Suddenly a space-suited figure bounced up to him "I've borrowed that rover,"
Lance said, and pointed in the appropriate direction

That was when Peter noticed that the airlock bus was backing away fromthe
Limo and that there were nmen-the security squad probably-swarm ng about the
wreck. The hatch opened again and Lieutenant Liu stood there, saluting to the
two nmen waiting to get aboard.

"This way, Pete," Lance said, touching his arm Wth relief, Peter drifted
besi de Lance and didn't object when Lance gave hima little kinetic push on
the way. So what did you tap into to get here so precipitously? Watari's dyi ng
to know.

So am|, Peter said ruefully.

Did you really "port all the way from your TLI-3 burn? Lance was i npressed.
Peter nodded his helnmet. Wth the boost we got from sonewhere. He wasn't sure
if he should confide in Lance, though it went against his grain to prevaricate
to sonmeone he knew so well. But he was so security conscious right now, after
such a near thing. Lance would surely understand the reticence when the tine
cane that Peter could nmention the CERN assi stance.

Peter stunbled, aware that there was little to stunble over on this snmooth
mare. Lance put his hand under Peter's arm reducing the effort Peter had to
make.

I think ny last neal just ran out, Peter said.

W're nearly there, Lance encouraged himand half shoved himinto the |unar
rover. Once Peter was strapped in, he let fatigue wash over him

Thing is, you made it. Well done. Now to find out who.

And why, Peter added.
"Hold on now, Reidinger,"
nmoni toring them

Peter let himself relax, safe and secure in Lance's conpany. He barely took in
Lance's expl anati on of the geography of First Base as he was driven to the
nearest airlock. Then they were being cycled through it, Lance hel ping him
fromthe rover, encountering the three-quarters Earth gravity that First Base
mai ntai ned within the done; unsuiting in the ready-room Lance getting the
sergeant to take charge of their EMJs; getting Peter's Base ID, room
assignment, and ration-card-all the necessary bureaucratic details required by

Lance said out |oud, aware that there'd be soneone

security.

Not much | onger, Pete, Lance said. "If you' re hungry, Reidinger, | can show
you where the ness is."

"If it's all the same, Lance, |'d rather get to ny quarters."

"Right ch'ar," Lance replied am ably, and indicated they should hang a ri ght
as they cane to a five-way junction of corridors, the w dest one being the
main route to the Control Intelligence Center offices in Akahiro Bl ock. Babe
Ruth Bl ock was in that direction as well. Despite his fatigue, Peter noticed
the steel doors that woul d seal off sections in each corridor. He saw the

al coves contai ning gl assed cabi nets of emergency oxygen masks. He thought in
passing that this was just the place for soneone to follow the book

They turned up one of the narrower hallways down to a Y junction where Lance
took the right again.

"d enens Bl ock-where us transient specialists are housed. But the tucker's
good. Did you bring in the new cooks?"

"W did."

"Good! One needs a change in the hand that stirs the chowder."

The hallway was lined with doors and Lance stopped at the fourth one on the
left.

"W got you a single, Pete. I"'mnext door. Call addie is 5775." O you can
call ne.



Politely, Lance took the plastic roomcard fromPeter's linp grasp and slid it
into the slot; a soft snick and the door opened. He gave Peter a gentle shove
inside and then led himto the bunk, w der by a good neter than the Linmp's
acconmodat i on.

Lie down. I'I1l get your boots off and tuck you in, mfriend. You re one weary
chook.
Peter made no conplaint and willingly laid his body down, faintly aware of the

bl anket covering him He was asl eep before Lance dropped the first boot to the
fl oor.

Pete? Pete? Pe-ter! The voice was soft but insistent. Peter woke. Pete? You're
awake? Ah, yes, you are. Rhyssa's having knicker fits until she has an eyes-on
report from Madl yn that you are here.

Johnny?

That's who. C non, get up. I'Il give you time to shower and cl ot he the bod.
Did you find out anything?

About the sabotage? Not nuch, except we're not dealing with stupids. Someone
rigged the MPUs rawther, and Johnny drawl ed the words, deftly. And it had to
be soneone on Padrugoi. No tine to inport anything, or anyone, 'cos | was the
chief inporter | sent folks downside. | didn't bring anything upstation that
hadn't gone through security. On Earth or again on Padrugoi

' m awake, Peter reassured the general, aware that he had to drain his

wast e-bag like right now He levitated up, found the toilet, and enptied the
appl i ance as Johnny continued his instructions.

"Il send a guide. You'll need one.

A gui de? O a bodyguard?

Alittle of both. And check it out. | can 'feel' a nenacing presence fromtine
to time, Johnny added grimy. Lance warned nme. |'m warning you.

Peter exhaled at that intelligence. He | ooked around, realizing that he hadn't
even noticed his accommopdati on when Lance had brought him here. Was it | ast
night? Well, whenever it was. H s small bag was on the desk and he "pull ed"
out a fresh coverall and shorts. He returned to the bathroom A notice on the
shower encl osure warned himthat water usage was limted: he was advised to
soap before turning the taps on

He did and felt refreshed despite the brevity of the wash. He was closing his
coverall when he heard a brief tap on his door

"Corporal Hinojosa, sir," a fermal e voice announced.

"Be right with you, Corporal," he said, and slid his fleece-lined shoes over
his feet.

"Good norning, M. Reidinger," she said when he opened the door. She must be
just within the height linmt for the service and he felt he towered above her
She had a lot of black curls, dark eyes, and a ready smile. "This way, sir."
She gestured gracefully toward the intersection. "You' re expected in Akahiro
Bl ock-that's the original facility, if you haven't had tine to study a map of
First Base."

He deliberately matched his steps to hers; she had a long stride for a person
her size. First Base's slate-gray uniform| ooked fashi onable on her

"I know who Babe Ruth and D Maggi o were, but who was Akahiro?"

She flashed hima snmle. "He was the nost outstanding first baseman of the

i nternational Japanese N ppon N cks baseball teamin this century, sir. Popped
nore honme runs than the | egendary Mark McGnaire. The North Americans didn't
happen to have a baseball celebrity whose nane began with an A so the
Japanese got first crack. They didn't have a C either, so C enmens got his

i nnings, as it were."

Peter responded to her wit with a genuine |laugh. He enjoyed the wal k-at | east
until they went through the major |ock to Babe Ruth Bl ock. There he caught

mal evol ence so pal pabl e that he staggered. Johnny had done well to warn him
But where did it cone fron? Men and wonen, clad in the slate-gray uniforns,
seened to be noving briskly on errands. A group of four wearing gymsuits was



anbling nore casually along the main corridor. Then the hate di sappeared as if
an inpenetrabl e door had closed it off. Peter |ooked quickly up and down the

l ong mai n access corridor and then the corporal was gesturing for himto enter
t he Akahiro Bl ock

| felt it in the Babe Ruth Bl ock, Johnny.

Sane here. And that'd take a ot of sifting since that block holds the main
living quarters, nmess halls, and leisure anenities for both service personne
and consultants, and ends up at the prison wing that has its own airl ock

Hurry along there, will ya?

I"'mfollowing ny | eader, Peter said, not at all averse to doing so.

"W're nearly there, M. Reidinger," the corporal said, pausing at an el evator
shaft and slipping an IDinto the slot at one side. The | eaves parted and they
ent er ed.

Peter felt the upward notion through his feet and then they reached their
destination: the CIC of First Base. As he stepped out, a staggering panorana
of nmoonscape was spread out, hazed slightly by the material of the enclosing
done, but nonet hel ess magnificent. So was the landing field the Lino should
have used. The pathetic | ooking weck was on the |left-hand side, near smaller
separate dones that nust be repair and maintenance facilities. A gantry
surrounded the Linp and technicians were busy. Three ot her spaceships, a
l[ittle four-man courier rocket, and two Linos, both smaller than the 34, were
parked to the right near the |landing terninal that was the official
debarkati on area. Beyond them on the w dest part of the term nal apron, two
freight lighters were parked, waiting to bring down cargo fromthe next
orbiting freighter. So, in spite of all the problens, freighters were stil
transporting supplies to First Base.

"Col onel Watari's office is just here, M. Reidinger," Corporal H nojosa said,
havi ng given hima few nonents to appreciate the view before she stepped to

t he door and pressed the "open" plate.

"Thank you, Corporal."

"My pleasure, M. Reidinger."

"Pete!" Johnny waved expansively for himto hurry in. The general | ooked
remarkably refreshed in a dark blue coverall that was a contrast to the
slate-gray fatigues of Colonel Watari and Major Cyberal. Lance Baden in his
preferred sand-col ored shorts, shirt, and boots grinned a wel come. "Cone in,
cone in. Watari, we can place that call now Pete, sit here." He slapped the
back of a chair he'd pulled out fromthe conference table where the First Base
officers were sitting.

As Peter moved to obey, he caught a glinpse on his left of the worktop where
he'd put the precious seismc sensors only days before. Watari scow ed but the
maj or nodded a nore am abl e greeting.

"Have you got the admral yet?" Watari asked, |eaning toward the comunit set
into the panel of the table.

"On-screen, sir. Now"

There was the adnmiral, seated in the center of his conference table. On one
side of him Madl yn wiggled her fingers as the image cl eared, Comrander Chat ham
beyond her. On the other side of Coetzer was Dr. Scott, who seened
unbel i evably glad to set eyes on those at the Base, and two security officers
that Peter recognized fromseeing themin the ness.

"Pete, you're a vision for sore eyes," the admral said. "Madlyn's relaying to
Rhyssa that she's eyeballing you. | don't think she'd take ny word
unconfirmed," and Coetzer's one-sided grin suggested to Peter that Rhyssa had
been difficult. "Bindra and Otey here are going over the security tapes of
the boat bay, all recent visitors, and we hope to figure out who tanpered wth
the Lino."

"Madl yn," Johnny said, with a polite nod to the adnmiral for interrupting, "you
need enmpaths up there. |I've got nore than the usual enanations of dislike for
psychics recently. And Lance, Pete, and | sensed a virulent presence here."
"On First Base?" Watari exclainmed, as if denying the possibility.

"You do have quite a few lifetine prisoners on First Base, Watari," Johnny



said, his face inscrutable.

"We've offenders here, too," the admiral said, shaking his head slowy. "The
doubl e wri stbands are supposed to prevent themfromentering any sensitive
area. Bindra, check the entire roster of offies. Could you 'hear' anything
fromthem Madlyn?"

"Sir, I'mnot an enpath," she replied, alnost apologetically. "But you can
have the best at your disposal the nonent you ask."

"Pl ease be so good as to nmake that request right now, Madlyn," Dirk said, and
t hen spoke over his shoulder to his yeoman. "Send an official signal to M.
Lehardt at the Eastern Center, Yeoman Ni zukam , asking for enpathic assistance
as soon as possible.” Then Coetzer |ooked back to the screen

"You may be sure we'll check our resident offenders,” Watari said stiffly.
"You may be sure I'Il help him" Johnny G eene added.

"I can't see how anyone here coul d have had any part in the sabotage of the
Limo, " Watari said

"Possibly not," Johnny agreed ami ably. "But right now I'd rather not have an
unknown quantity that can project such malice in nmy vicinity. Mich | ess
Pete's."

"His security is in our hands," Watari said. Wen Johnny rai sed his eyebrows
in query, he added, "Corporal H nojosa is a martial arts specialist and far
nor e dangerous than she appears.”

"Real | y?"

"Real ly!" Watari said in flat voice

"I"d like additional surveillance for Pete. I'll take Sergeant Singh for

m ne." Johnny glared at Watari. "Lance?"

The Australian shrugged. "l don't work outside alone, Johnny. I'min full view

of the construction team 1've never felt any threat in C enmens Bl ock."
"CGentlenen," and the adnmiral entered firmy into the conversation, "we shal
continue our investigations with vigor. As soon as M. Reidinger has seen al
that he requires of First Base and you can assure us that Linp-34 is
operational and secure, please contact us again. | wll, of course, let you
know of any devel opments at Padrugoi. Pete, Baden, General, Col onel, Mjor,
good evening."

The screen went bl ank. Johnny heaved hinself to his feet. "Pete, you need to
eat breakfast. So do |I. Lance, are you joining us?"

"I'f there is nothing pending, Colonel?" and Lance rose, |ooking politely to
Watari for his answer.

"You are schedul ed to acconpany M. Reidinger to be sure he and General G eene
see all that they need to." Alnpbst as if he resented the courtesy it
represented, Watari rose to his feet and gave a stiff bowin Peter's
direction. "I hope you will not hesitate to ask for anything you need."

"Did we bring you the nost urgent itens, Colonel?" Peter asked politely.
"Yes. Thank you," Watari hesitated then went on quickly, "but they would not
have been worth your life, M. Reidinger."

Well, get that! Johnny said, turning toward the door

He neant it, too, Lance added, gesturing for Peter to precede himout the
door. The corporal snapped to attention as she saw them enmergi ng. Peter |ocked
his eyes on the fabul ous western aspect of First Base of COceanus Procell arum
one of the few mares that was not bounded by nountains or fault scarps.

"The nearest mess hall, please, Corporal,"” Johnny said, strolling toward the
[ift. "I"mhungry enough to eat a horse and Pete here's been burning far too
many cal ories.”

Peter did wonder what was "burning" in himright now but dismssed it. It was
time to be hungry.

"Sir?" the corporal asked, concern in her voice.

"Don't mind him Nina," Lance said with easy cordiality. "He'd never harma
horse. "

Rhyssa was overwhelningly relieved to receive Madlyn's shout from Padrugoi



I'm 1 ooking at himright now, Rhyssa, and he seenms a bit sleepy, his hair is
still wet froma shower, but otherwi se he's fine. Ch, and the adnmiral's about
to request enpaths fromyou. They think one of the offenders up here m ght be
responsi bl e for the sabot age.

An offie? Rhyssa was aghast. What station-held of fender could possibly be able
to sabotage anything? I'll check with Boris i mediately and see who's been
sentenced upstation recently. Someone with technical skills. Thanks, Maddie.
"1l reassure Dorotea.

She did that-news that was received with fervent thanks from Dorotea-before
she put in a call to Boris Roznine for himto contact her telepathically as
soon as possible. She barely had time to dissem nate the good news about Peter
t hrough the main office before she felt Boris's unm stakabl e touch
Technically trained offies, Rhyssa? he repeated. Far too nany, was the LEO
Conmi ssioner's imedi ate response. |1'll send you a full roster but . . . He
broke off. 1'll check.

VWHO, Boris? | caught that! On!

Yes, oh. 'Fraid you m ght, Rhyssa. Justice sentenced Al bert Ponce, aka
Flinflam aka Ponsit Prosit, over five years ago to life incarceration on
Padrugoi Station. He's still there. He was al so peripherally involved in the
White-Coat Mutiny. He lost all the benefits he'd earned by previous good
behavi or, supporting her. Not that he was perceived to have taken a maj or
role in the Mutiny. Even Barchenka didn't trust him But he has nore than
anpl e reason to hate Peter, though | don't believe the two ever nmet. Did they?
Not really. Peter was unconscious while Flinflamwas beating Tirla. She had
been his primary target at the time. Peter was caught up in the grab for her
Parol e officer notes Flinflamdoes a |lot of betting but that's not a crine
upst ati on.

Does he w n?

Boris's nental tone turned wy. | can find out. I'd hate to owe Flinflam

| do. And I'mgoing to pay that debt, Rhyssa said with such vehenence that
Bori s protested.

As LEO Commi ssioner, Rhyssa, | can't turn a blind eye to everything the Center
does.

Rhyssa, said another nmental voice on a very tight focus, you won't need to if
that man has harned Peter

Dor ot ea! Rhyssa excl ai ned, as shocked by the inplacable tone in the ol der
worman' s voi ce as Boris had probably been by hers.

| think it's about tinme LEO paid an unofficial but imrediate visit to Padrugo
Station, Boris said. |I'msure Secretary Abubakar will authorize such an

i nspection. It is to the Station's benefit.

You, too? To see | play fair, Boris ?

Let's say to ascertain if offenders resident on the Station have set up an
illegal network. And discern if there is any real antipathy to psychics there.
Oh. Rhyssa had to admit those excuses were legitimte. She paused. Only we'l
have to make our own way upstation. Qur kinetics are all on the Mon

Leave that detail to me, Rhyssa, Boris replied. Only don't tell Madlyn we're
com ng.

She's not indiscreet, Boris, Rhyssa rem nded him Especially about parapsychic
busi ness.

She's in love, was Boris's unequivocal reply.

Cl earance to Padrugoi Station was not a problemw th the docunentati on Rhyssa,
Dor ot ea, and Amariyah were able to produce, especially with Adniral Coetzer's
of ficial sanction. They went as a fam |y group, grandnother, nother, and
daughter. Amariyah was bubbling with excitenment at going to see the Padrugo
hydroponic facilities. Rhyssa arranged for Ping Yung, the enpathic specialist
al ready on Padrugoi, to show her the extensive gardens. The girl chattered
away on the trip up with Rhyssa and Dorotea. Dorotea held Rhyssa's hand,
physically and mentally, during the rocket flight.



| never thought I'd be doing this, Dorotea said, several tines. |'mtoo old to
travel perpendicular to the Earth. I'"'mtoo old to go this fast anywhere.

| feel much the sanme way, Rhyssa agreed, though she rather enjoyed the
tremendous power in the shuttle's rockets as they took off. Boris Roznine,
seated three rows down and frowning at whatever files he was reading, had paid
themno attention. Neither did Cass Cutler, traveling as his aide, nor

Li eutenant Ranjit Youssef, who successfully |ooked his role as a nenial

wor ker, bound for six nonths' work upstation. He was at the very back of the
thirty-passenger vehicle. Both Cutler and Youssef had encountered Al bert Ponce
aka Flinflam before, although he was unlikely to recognize them

Dorotea nmanaged a little smle when she felt both Cutler and Youssef trying to
soot he her fears and apprehensions.

I"mnot afraid, people, nor am| apprehensive. | just don't like this node of
travel. | like solid earth beneath ny feet, she told them | amalso not a
crowd person.

She felt Cass's anusenent while Ranjit discreetly w thdrew his encouragi ng

t houghts. Cass's uni que parapsychic ability was crowmd control, generally used
to prevent a large mass of people fromturning into a riot by subtly
broadcasting neutralizing reassurances. Cass was subtle enough so that even
Dorotea could not tell if she had stopped emanati ng.

The initial ten mnutes of the flight featured a tri-d about Padrugoi Station
i ncluding the history of the internationally sponsored construction. (The

Whi te- Coat Mutiny was not part of the spiel.) Mre inportant, the program
expl ai ned what visitors could and could not do, should and should not expect,
and how to react to an enmergency. By then, Padrugoi was visible on the forward
screens and grew rapidly to dom nate the view as the shuttle seened to inch

cl oser.

Since her trip to Padrugoi for the |Inauguration had been by Johnny's tel eport,
Rhyssa hadn't seen Padrugoi in all its conplexity. She was as astounded by the
view as those seeing it for the first tine. She tried to take it all in,
especially the cargo nets, flashing with buoy |ights where Peter and Johnny
had reduced disaster to calamty, the corner she could glinpse at this angle
of the construction yard, and the dry dock surrounding the Arrakis. Amariyah
wanted to know what all the little lights were.

"Peopl e working in space suits. The lights are their jetpacks, noving them
about in weightless space," Rhyssa told her

"Li ke Peter does."

"Li ke Peter does." Did the girl really understand what Peter did?

"WIl | be able to go out in a space suit with a jetpack when | cone up to
Padrugoi to work?" Amariyah asked.

"You won't need to go out into space. The hydroponic gardens are inside the
Station," Dorotea replied with a sigh of relief.

"When will | get to see then? Are we nearly there?"

"Alnost," Rhyssa said placidly. She'd forgotten how convenient it was to have
tel ekinetic transportation. Instantaneously. Going by shuttle, she was able to
appreci ate the di stance separating Earth and Padrugoi .

Amari yah had to have everything explained to her: the nets, the gigs tow ng
construction units or cargo containers, where the larger freighters were

unl oadi ng cargo. Rhyssa wondered if the Station was ever quiet. "Day" had no
nmeani ng on Padrugoi and it probably took all twenty-four hours and its vast
crew to keep it, running.
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Finally they were docked and permitted to di senbark. The security officer
didn't seemto take any notice once their retinal check matched their trip



| Ds.

Rhyssa? And she felt the touch of Shandin Ross, Coetzer's aide and tel epath.
I"'mofficially here as escort for Comm ssioner Roznine but the adnmiral would
very much like you to have lunch with him Yeoman N zukami will collect you
after your tour of the hydroponics. It's nice to see you again, Dorotea. Ping
Yung is | ooking forward eagerly to showi ng off his gardens.

The ai de stepped aside; making roomin the cranped entryway for the short,
conpact Ping Yung who eagerly surveyed the crowd until his eyes rested on her
"It is an honor to have you here, Ms. Horvath, Ms. Lehardt, and M ss Bantam

If you would be so good as to follow ne . " He bowed to each in turn in the
fashion of his culture.

"You are of Chinese origin?" Amariyah asked very politely.

"Yes, Mss Bantam from Hong Kong." He bowed to indicate that bei ng Hong Kong
Chi nese was special. "I have | ooked forward to this hour when | have the

pl easure of showi ng you how we garden in space. This way, please.”" He led them
of f.

Rhyssa, telepathically aware of the LEO Comm ssioner, heard Shandin's greeting
as Boris and Cass now di senbarked. She was al so aware that Ranjit was being
hurried off in another direction by his contact. He, too, would i mediately
start work, investigating Flinflam s activities onstation. As it happened,
only Cass Cutler of the parapsychics had had any sustained nmental contact with
t he suspect, during Flinflam s appearance in Linear G as head of a Religious
Interpretation Group. Ranjit could do the background investigating, hopefully
di scovering as nuch as he could about Flinflam and possible confederates,
before an active nove was attenpted. One man, no matter how technically adept,
could not have undertaken the sabotage of the Linmb in the time avail abl e.
Boris was required to deal with provable facts rather than the intuitive or
psychic realities.

According to the work roster, Albert Ponce, aka Flinflam was supposed to be
on a rest shift in the quarters he shared with seven other crimnals detained
on Padrugoi. He was not in his quarters and when Ranjit subtly pressed the

m nds of the four present in the room his whereabouts were unknown. This was
generally the case. Bert, as his cellmates called him only slept there. They
had |1 ong since | earned not to "know' how he spent his waking hours.

Oficially, so long as he reported for his work shift, his off-duty activities
were not monitored. The double wistband woul d not permit a detainee access to
sensitive areas on Padrugoi. Ranjit then found out where he could find the
main Station bookie, also an of fender

Ki bon had established an "office" in a supplies closet, cleared of its

aut hori zed equi prent. The furnishings, such as they were, provided the bookie
with a desk that was nore like a nineteenth-century clerk's stand (to fit in

t he cramped space), a stool, and pencil files neatly arranged in cubbyhol es on
the walls. Wth the use of a |longarmed gripper tool, Kibon could reach any
file without noving fromhis stool. An old-style thin screen was nounted on
the wall and there was an equal ly obsol ete pressure keyplate on the desk.

"\Who, what, date, and wager," Kibon said in a flat, rasping tone wthout

| ooki ng up when Ranjit entered. He was a squat man of indeterm nate age, his
round face scarred with acne. Hs hands, the first joint on both little
fingers mssing, were poised over the keys to make the entry. He wore a
janitor's tabs on a well-worn, dingy red onepi ece coverall that had been

Bar chenkan i ssue, patched and frayed at cuffs and collar and al nost threadbare
at the cl osings.

Ranjit had had dealings with illegal bookmaki ng operators before and was

pri nmed.

"The kid," he said, using the onstation title awarded Peter Reidinger

"return, within two weeks, ten credits, what're the odds?"

Ki bon gl anced up only Iong enough to read Ranjit's I D nunber. He grunted. "New
here, arncha? Ten to one against."



"1l take it."

Ranjit al so "took" Kibon's public thoughts about the kid and the wager as the
di sgui sed LEO lieutenant carefully counted the credits, in small

denom nations, into the nmeaty, thick-fingered hand Ki bon held out. Kibon had
no opi ni ons one way or another about the kid. He was aware that Peter was one
of them psi-kicks. He'd made nmoney on the wager that the kid woul dn't hack the
bl ack. He was willing to enjoy profit on this bet, too.

"Bert said it's a winner," the lieutenant said, inmbuing his tone with a

wi stful hope. Kibon grunted; his thoughts about Bert were unconplinmentary and
very wary. Especially since Bert had suddenly taken out of Kibon's keeping a
great deal of credit. Certain other persons-Ranjit caught flashes of their
faces-al so frequent custoners, had suddenly been flush enough to put
substantial bets against the kid naking it to First Base. Kibon was glad to
see the credits returned so quickly to his keeping.

Scrupul ously counting the quarters and hal ves pi ece by piece, Kibon slipped
Ranjit's credits into a slot to one side of the keypad. Ranjit could hear them
hitting others and realized that the entire body of the desk was Kibon's safe
deposit box. The bookie, also listening intently to the sound, thought that
he'd better enpty it tonight and deposit it. He also inadvertently thought
where the deposit was made. Ranjit filed away that information for future
reference

Ki bon gave Ranjit a cold stare. "That all?"

Ranjit nodded, bowed hunbly, and retreated quickly fromthe office, bunping
into the skinny man who was waiting to enter. Again quick with apol ogies,
Ranjit bowed hinsel f away, down the narrow hall and into a broader corridor

He went into the first toilet area, which reeked mainly of antiseptic, and
into a stall where he could make his report unobserved. |swah granted to every
man some small space of privacy at |east once a day.

Conmi ssi oner ?

Yes, Ranjit?

And the |ieutenant flashed Boris Roznine the faces he had caught from Ki bon's
m nd and reported that Bert, although off duty, was not in his quarters nor
did his cell mtes know where he was. Boris thanked himand rel ayed that report
to Otey and Bindra, the Padrugoi security officers in the office with him

Go on a wal kabout, Ranjit, just in case you m ght cone across Flinflam

Very good, sir.

"Do you want me to do some lurking, too, Comm ssioner?" Cass asked, since she,
too, could identify Bert.

"That m ght not be a bad idea, Cass."

"An offender can't get above Ten Deck, or in the Malls wi thout guards," Otey
sai d.

Cass smiled and slipped out of the office.

"Coul d he?" Bindra asked Otey.

"He's not supposed to have access,"” Otey replied, scowing.

"Wth someone like Flinflam one can never be sure " Boris said nildly, and
then asked to view the ID imges of all offenders currently on the station
"The janitor staff as well. Flinflamcan work a crowd a treat."

"This," and Ping Yung proudly pressed the entrance plate to his plant kingdom
"is the major Controlled Environment Life Support System CELSS on Padr ugoi
There are other, smaller units el sewhere throughout the Station."

H s guests followed himonto the bal cony that overl ooked the many-1|evel ed
hydroponic unit that was a deep well in the main stemof the Station. Amariyah
gasped, hands crossed over her chest, blue eyes enormus as she saw, to her, a
horticulturist's heaven. The air was slightly hunid and redolent with hints of
fertilizing substances. Dorotea was inpressed by its conpactness and the
amazing variety of recognizable plants in the tanks on the |evels bel ow. She
had not given much thought to how air was purified on Padrugoi, nor how it
managed to feed its population on a daily basis. She'd heard enough about the



probl em of fuel and supply, but not rmuch about feeding fol ks, though Peter had
told her the food "wasn't that bad."

Rhyssa wat ched the reacti ons of her two gardening enthusiasts and smled. It
was worth the trip just to see their faces.

They were not the only ones in the unit. Figures noved about this and the

| ower |evels, checking the flow of nutrients into the hundreds, perhaps

t housands of tanks. Rhyssa knew enough about grow ng things to recognize
certain foliage and identify the edibles produced. Carrots and radi shes were
very obvious but their inclusion surprised her and she was about to conment
when Amariyah pointed to the tank beside her

"You're growi ng Lycopersicum escul entumin space?"

"Yes, indeed," Ping said, beam ng at her. "Tomatoes are, of course, very
nutritious, containing Vitamin C and being the basis for many reci pes. How do
you know the Latin nanme for then®"

"It is inmportant to know such things if | wish to become a hydroponi c gardener
and work on the Station, too," Amariyah replied with as serious an expression
as her tone of voice. "Wat varietals do you have? Wiat does best on the
Station in the tanks? Bush or cordon?"

Rhyssa had no trouble in "hearing" Ping Yung's amazenent at such questions
froma youngster but he was al so delighted to have soneone so know edgeable to
speak to, whatever her age. A nice man, in many ways as eagerly innocent as
her war d.

"Amariyah is intensely interested in gardening," she said.

"That is easy to see, " Ping replied with a little bow and held out his hand
to Amariyah. "W have both bush and cordon. For the nobst part, we cultivate
Plumito and Tigarella in the bush; Mrabelle and Donbito in the cordon. But we
vary themw th cultigens.”

"Appl es?" Rhyssa asked, spotting that unm stakable fruit, trained to grow

agai nst the curving wall.

"Yes, indeed, apples contain essential potassium"” Ping replied. "W'd prefer
bananas but we don't have the space for such trees as they grow to a height we
can't acconmodate. Admittedly plantains would suit nmore of the resident
personnel and we're trying to develop a true dwarf but wi thout success yet.
Most of what we grow here serves a dual purpose, you see: oxygen purification
as well as fresh produce for mnimumdietary requirenents. W nust have
cultivars in all the ranges that do not generally exceed forty centineters. W
even have wheat, a cultigen that's only twenty to twenty-four centineters.”
"\Wheat ?" Dor ot ea excl ai ned as Ping gui ded them around the bal cony to the
spiral stairs to the Iower |evels

"Yes, wheat," he said alnost fondly. "It's a great oxygen generator. Ten
square meters grows enough for one person's oxygen-for two at full growt h-and,
harvested, it's nade into flour, of course.”

"That's | ponoea batatas,” Amariyah said as she stepped onto the | ower |evel
and pointed to the tanks of thriving club-shaped | eaves.

"I ndeed they are sweet potatoes,"” Ping said, grinning. "W eat the tubers and
use the foliage the same way we do spinach.”

"Whi ch type? Ceylon Basella al ba or Spinacia ol eracea?" asked Anariyah.

Rhyssa and Dorotea were hangi ng behind the two and exchanged under st andi ng
grins.

Your student is showi ng off, Rhyssa said.

So long as he doesn't require me to have the sane encycl opedic nenory. |'ve
forgotten nmost of my Latin, Dorotea replied with a wistful sigh.

"We plant both types of spinach in cut-and-cut-again tanks,"” Ping replied.

"I wouldn't have expected the Station to have Brassica ol eracea," Dorotea
commented in a casual tone, as they nmade their way down the steps to the next
level. It's one of the few nanes | renenber.

CGood on youl

"Ch, we couldn't get along without them W' ve the G eensleeves, |oose | eaves
that don't grow too tall. Spivoy and Spitfire are within the outer height
l[imt, but it's mainly the | oose |eaves," Ping went on



"Is this unit limted to Tenperate Zone planting?" Amariyah asked.

Ping gl anced back up at the ol der woren, raising his eyebrows over her
intelligent queries.

"Yes. W also have tropical, twelve-hour-day-length climtes that the Arachis
hypogaea and Cocoyans require."

"Peanuts and taro root?" Amariyah said, with a lift of her own eyebrows.

"We try to produce the varieties that appeal to the various el enents of our
mul tiethnic population. O course, the protein we use can be flavored and
shaped to be indistinguishable fromwhat it imtates. Chicken, beef, seafood,
even the nore exotic venison, ostrich, and kangaroo."

"Ahhhh," and Amariyah dropped his hand to stand in front of the quadrant sown
to one crop, its lush green hiding the tank that had nourished it. "Oyzal"
She coul d not resist touching the long stal ks, carefully since the rice was
cl ose to being harvested.

Pi ng Yung pointed across the atrium "And our special cultigen of Triticum?"
What ' s that ? Rhyssa asked Dor ot ea.

Wheat !

' Above the wheaten plain,' Rhyssa quoted.

Wong! Dorotea replied quickly. It's fruited plain, not wheaten. It should be
the fruited plane above if you're referring to Padrugoi's crop! But 'anber
waves of grain' are mentioned in the song, she conceded.

| yield, Rhyssa countered.

Dorotea roll ed her eyes.

During the rest of the tour, Rhyssa and Dorotea |istened and watched. Both
were delighted by the rapport between Amariyah and the young hydroponic
specialist. Once he realized how nuch the girl already knew, how well read she
was, he was nore than willing to expand and encourage her to access additiona
programs on Teacher that would i nprove her chances of securing a hotly
contested position on the Padrugoi CELSS.

He even showed her the special seedling chanbers, small al coves branching off
the main facility. As was her fashion, she crooned over the young plants,
stroking a tendril here, with delicate fingers righting a drooping sprout
there.

"What is your success rate with seedlings?" Amariyah asked at her nopst

schol arly.

Rhyssa si ghed.

Dor ot ea shot her a look. You don't suppose she'll try to increase his success
factor do you?

If she does, will we know? Rhyssa asked in an equally rhetorical tone. She

m ght at that. Just |look at her! She didn't touch Chester as gently when he
was a baby.

I s she maki ng a benediction or a pass of her as yet undi scovered Tal ent?
don't feel-wait a minute, and Dorotea held up her hand. Then she gave her head
an exasperated shake. Just |ike ny nother

Amariyah is a m cropsychic?

She is if | have any sensitivity at all. Dorotea now gave a snort of disgust.
And if we put an Incident net on her while she gardens, it'd only inhibit her
Your grandfather tried so hard to catch Mother at it

Knowi ng what her grandfather thought Ruth Horvath did in her m cro- Tal ent ed
way, Rhyssa stifled her giggle. Dorotea glared at her and then grinned like a
m schi evous femal e nuch younger than her actual age.

Vel |, your grandfather really had hoped that Mther would be able to devel op
t he therapeutic touch healing, Dorotea added.

Rhyssa was saved from an overdose of Latin, genetic selection, yield

optim zation, and cultivation managenent by the appearance of Yeoman Nicol a

Ni zukanmi, coming to guide themto their |uncheon appointment with the admiral
Amariyah was loath to | eave Ping Yung but he finally term nated the occasion
by rem nding her, ever so gently, that this was his shift and he must get back



to his plants.
"I'"ll tell you how the seedlings do, Amariyah"' he said as a final promise to

her .

No sooner were they in the lift to the Control |evel than Amariyah heaved a
great sigh.

"I will return,” she nurnured.

Threat or prom se? Dorotea asked.

Knowi ng the determ nation of that young | ady, both. Let's do some discreet
listening, shall we?

Since their visit had been so expeditiously arranged, it was unlikely that the
presence of five parapsychics upstation had reached scuttlebutt. Rhyssa was of
two mnds on that discretion: she would have liked to sanple reactions to
their presence and perhaps catch other biases, but now she felt free,
legitimately, to catch the prevailing mental climte of the Station. So she
and Dorotea unshielded their mnds, sanpling the general tone of those passing
themin the corridors

Most |y peopl e were concerned about their present duties or wondering about

rest period entertainnent. Neither tel epath caught anything untoward: and only
one officer was puzzled as to how the Linmo had arrived at First Base well
before its estimated time of arrival. Had it been testing the long awaited
"new drive"?

Who' s thinking that? Dorotea asked.

A senior grade lieutenant. Ch, it's Madlyn's crush-Dash, Rhyssa responded. And
he thinks of hinself as 'Dash,' too. He's a commofficer so he would probably
know about it in the line of his duty.

He didn't hear about it from Maddie, did he? And Dorotea's tone was stem

She doesn't cone into his mnd.

She' d be annoyed about that! Dorotea was nost anused.

"This way, ladies,"” N cola said, palmng open a door and stepping aside for
themto enter.

"Ah, Rhyssa, Dorotea," and the admiral canme toward them arnms w de in wel cone.
Behi nd hi mwas a conference tabl e-Rhyssa wondered if this was where Ms. Leitao
had col | apsed during the history-making session with Space Authority. "Boris
is on his way up but his cohorts are on the prow, or so he advised ne. Cone,

cone. What would you like as an aperitif? Barney there will get it." Dirk
Coet zer waved to the discreet appearance of his steward who sniled at the
ladies. "By the tine Boris arrives and we've had lunch, | think we'll be able

to contact First Base so you can reassure yourselves that Peter Reidinger is
really all right."

"Madl yn did that," Dorotea said, then she asked Barney for Canpari and soda
with lemon if he had it and took the confortable chair the steward hel d out
for her.

"If a contact is convenient," Rhyssa nurnmured with no denur.

"It nost certainly is," Dirk said, seating her hinmself. "What will you have to
dri nk?"

Rhyssa asked for white wine and then turned to Amariyah who had settled into a
chair, smoothing out the aquamarine blue tunic that Tirla insisted she have
for this special trip. It enphasized the col or of her eyes.

"Afruit juice, if you please, Admral, sir."

"Did you like our hangi ng gardens?"

Amariyah blinked. "I didn't see any hangi ng gardens, Admiral, sir."

"Either admiral or sir is correct, Amariyah Bantam And, in point of fact, al
the gardens up here night be called 'hanging,' because we are, as it were,
hangi ng i n space.”

Amari yah accepted the correction of the proper node of address and the
interpretation of "hangi ng gardens” with a slight attentive cock of her head.
"Which do you prefer? Sir or admral ?"

Dirk Coetzer was obviously unaccustomed to precocious and sel f-confident
children, no matter how polite.

"Sir will do for the admiral, Amariyah. Are you an uncle of anyone?" Dorotea



asked while he was digesting her ward's unusual nanner

"Yes, several, in fact.” Dirk cleared his throat and his voice. "This is a new
one on ne."

"We can see that," Dorotea remarked. "Life can be a very serious business,
Dirk, as every adult has | earned. Some of us older and sone of us younger than
ot hers."

"l see.” And the adnmiral did.

Just as the drinks were served to the |adies, Boris arrived with Conmander

Bi ndr a.

"Qttey's got a bee in his bonnet,"” Boris said after civilities had been
exchanged. Amariyah cast hima startled | ook. "How did you like your tour of

t he hydroponi cs, Amariyah?"

"Very interesting, Uncle Boris. There are no bees up here. They have to
pol i nate by hand, as Ping Yung explained to ne."

"Uncl e Boris spoke netaphorically," Dorotea said gently, |eaning toward the
girl.

"Ch!" Amariyah accepted that and took another sip of her drink

"Lunch is served," Barney said in butlerian tones, his glance falling |last on
Amariyah, who loved to eat. "All has been produced here on Padrugoi, M ss
Bantam " he added.

Since they had brought good appetites with them the guests concentrated on
the first course of the neal, a green soup

"WIl | be able to talk to Peter, too?" Amariyah asked after |unch, when the

pl ates had been renoved and Barney had discreetly w thdrawn.

"OfF course, dear," Rhyssa said. She is the soul of discretion, Boris.

"After that, M ss Bantam perhaps you'd like to investigate our Mall. Yeoman

Ni zukami will escort you," Coetzer said. He addressed the girl as if she were

i ndeed nore adult than her ten years.

"Then you can discuss the inmportant matters,"
f ashi on.

"Exactly, Mss Bantam"

A rap on the door was followed by its swift opening and Dash Sakai cane in,
foll owed closely by Nicola N zukam . She stood discreetly to one side.

"Ah, Lieutenant. Dorotea, you may not have had a chance to neet Dash Sakai
one of Padrugoi's comuni cations officers,” the adm ral said.

Dorotea held out her hand, smiling in innocent grandmaternal fashion

"A pl easure, Lieutenant."

He gave her a quizzical stare, bowing slightly as he took her hand, surprised
at the strength of it. "My pleasure, | assure you, Ms. Horvath, since Madlyn
has told me that you were her first contact with the Eastern Parapsychic
Center."

"Has she, now?" Dorotea said, and smiled enignmatically.

"If the ladies will pardon, it's time to initiate the call to First Base
Dash Sakai said, striding to the console.

Dirk gestured for his guests to pull their chairs closer together at the
table, facing the wi de screen. They had barely gotten resettled when the view
cleared to the now fam liar sight of Watari's office, and the usual occupants:
Watari, Cyberal, Lance, Johnny, and Peter

"Ch, Peter," and Amariyah | eaped to her feet, holding out her hands as if she
could bridge the tremendous distance between them

"Hi, Maree, good to see you!" Peter Reidinger's face warnmed with rea
affection. "Didn't expect to. How s the garden?"

"Ch, Peter, have you seen the main hydroponics unit up here?" She had been so
wel | behaved during |luncheon that this sudden burst of enthusiasmtook Dirk
Coet zer by surprise as Amariyah babbl ed on about all she had seen and | earned.
"Al'l you told me about were the decorative plants, not the Triticumand the
Lycoper si cum escul entum and the Brassica ol eracea and two ki nds of spinaches
and-"

"This is not really the tinme to discuss the tour, Amariyah dear," Dorotea
said, gently putting a restraining hand on the girl's wildly gesturing arns.

Amariyah said in her usual bl unt



"Look, Maree, | just saw the ones on First Base; we'll conpare notes when |I'm
downsi de. Okay?" Peter assured her. "But we have other very inportant things
to discuss now, honey."

"Ch!" Amariyah could not miss the scowml on Watari's face and subsi ded
instantly, |ooking al nost-for her-frightened.

Dorotea pinned a far sterner | ook on the colonel and he cleared his face

i nstantly.

"I"'msorry," Amariyah nmurmured to everyone, and noved away fromthe table.
"Hell o, General Greene, M. Baden. | amto go to the Mall with the yeoman
now. "

"Then you will see some of the small garden beds | told you about, Maree,"
Peter said, encouraging her. "Sorry we can't talk now. 1'Il be back hone in
another ten days. It's great to see you." His gaze flicked fromher to Rhyssa,
Dor ot ea, and Bori s.

Amari yah | ooked back over her shoul der even as she held up her hand for Nicol a
to take and | ead her out of the conference room Dirk introduced his guests.
"Col onel ," Boris began with a glance at the admiral, "you have an of fender on
Fi rst Base known as Phani bal Shimaz."

"Shimaz?" Watari stiffened, giving Cyberal a quick, alnost accusatory | ook
The maj or ducked his head, rubbing his forehead. "That nisbegotten son of a-"
Watari gulped to a stop

Peter gasped at both the nmention of that nane and Watari's
uncharacteristically secular |apse. Johnny frowned with sudden under st andi ng.
Boris gestured with one hand, as if he could fill in whatever disparaging

adj ectives the col onel had not spoken out | oud.

"Smal | wonder we've felt a malign presence,” Johnny said, turning to Lance.
"I'd forgotten all about the ki dnapping."

"I hadn't," Peter said softly, his |ips twtching.

"I didn't know you'd net him" Johnny said.

"I didn't. Just been his unwilling guest. In those days | couldn't have read
him" Peter swallowed at the very thought and gave his head several quick
shakes, dism ssing somnethi ng banef ul

"Just as well you haven't ," Boris said.

"You were kidnapped by Shinmaz?" Watari asked Peter, for once shocked out of
his usual scow. "He was sent here for . . . And you were one of then®"

Pet er shook his head again. "No, | escaped."

"And freed a hundred others at the sane tine," Rhyssa said, since Col onel
Watari woul d not have known how bravely Peter had acted. "As well as revealing
t hat despi cabl e conmerce. "

"I had no reason to forewarn you, Peter," Boris said apologetically, "since
was unaware that you were going to First Base. However, as he is the only one
i ncarcerated on the Moon who m ght w sh you harm. "

" 'Harm is alittle mld for what we feel passing his block,"” Johnny

i nterrupted.

"There's absolutely no way Shimaz will encounter M. Reidinger," Watari said
at his nost enmphatic. "Even before | knew of any connection between M.
Rei di nger and that felon, there was no chance of neeting. Shimaz is currently
restricted to his cell. H's wistband prevents himfrom|eaving the prison
facility. | doubt M. Reidinger needs to see it. As a matter of Base security,
M. Reidinger is acconpani ed everywhere by well-trained security personnel."
Boris held up his hand. "That's not at issue, Colonel. What we need to
establish is what records you have of any contact between Shimaz and Earth, or
Shi maz and Padrugoi . "

"He's not allowed any contact, Commi ssioner. Those are special privileges that
he lost early on in his incarceration.”

"Not even mail fromhis relatives?" Boris asked

Watari paused. "W are required to deliver mail frombona fide relations on
the authorized Iist acconpanying the detention order."

"Wl d you kindly copy us that |ist?" Boris asked.

A flick of Watari's fingers sent the major to another consol e where such a



list was generated. A small w ndow appeared on the Padrugoi screen and Dash
Sakai was quick to trigger the copy icon

"I can't believe that we forgot about Shimaz, Peter," Rhyssa said, taking
advantage of the lull to speak. She had been watching himintently, initially
relieved by the glint of exhilaration in his thin face. He had come through a
testing time and stood up well to the chall enge. She was inwardly seething
that that dreadful W©Malaysian prince had resurfaced.

"I"'mnot likely to see him Rhyssa," Peter said with a wy smle. "The prison
wing is not on ny agenda. Anyway |'m keeping ny shields up." He sniled
reassuringly.

Rhyssa. She stared and the little smle on Peter's face turned up in one
coner. Did you hear ne speak your nane? Just nod your head once.

PETER! Rhyssa gripped the arnms of her chair in shocked amazenment. She nmanaged
to nod.

Don't worry, Dorotea was saying, evidently totally unaware that Peter was al so
'pat hi ng Rhyssa. Peter's "voice" was clearer. Shimaz can't get to Peter

No need to shout, Rhyssa. | can hear you perfectly. You know | can use gestalt
wi th any generator, Peter went on.

VHY ARE YOU DO NG I T NOA? She was aware that that was an inane question

First, | wanted to thank you for that shout of yours. It saved our lives, you
know. And second, |'ve just never had the occasion to try to link fromthis

di stance. His nental tone rippled with amusenent and a certain satisfaction
Rhyssa had difficulty coping with what he said. Then she felt Dorotea's hand
cl ose on hers, the concern the ol der wonan was feeling, and was severely

di soriented. She agitatedly waved her hand to still Dorotea's voice in her

m nd so she could concentrate on hearing Peter, not quite digesting the fact
that Peter's nmental tone was much stronger than that of the woman sitting

besi de her.

| can hear you very, very clearly, Rhyssa. Peter nodul ated his voice as if
encour agi ng her not to screamat him Now | know what Madl yn nust have sounded
i ke when she was just | earning.

PE-ter and between one syllable and the next, Rhyssa exercised stemcontro
and | owered her tone. She exhaled deeply. Is it just ne you're talking to?
Yup! And he wi nked. Dorotea knows you're upset. She thinks it's about Shimaz.
You can read her all the way from First Base?

| can see her on the screen. But | shouldn't 'path nore or the engineering
gauges here at First Base may just start spiking with nmy usage. Perhaps we
shoul d both concentrate on this meeting.

Peter, don't |eave ne.

Now we' ve made contact, |'mnever nore than a thought away. And the nental
chuckl e he sent her was m schievously self-satisfied.

Dorotea' s el bow nudged Rhyssa's ribs. Don't worry about that nonster, Rhyssa.
Watari's the last man in the world who would let that scuzball near Peter
Rhyssa shook her head and smiled reassuringly at Dorotea.

"I know Peter's safe,"” Rhyssa whi spered, patting Dorotea's hand. She could
not, however, keep her mnd on the comrents about the condition and readi ness
of Linmp-34 being exhaustively discussed. She took surreptitiously deep breaths
to control her mental fernent. Not only had she been able to reach himin the
Li mo, but also Peter had now been able to make tel epathic contact with her
when she was sone four hundred thousand kil onmeters away from hin? The

rarni fications of such a range boggled her mnd. 'Pathing was not Peter's
strongest parapsychic suit so if he could do this . . . Ch, Lord! she thought,
reeling slightly in the chair. How el se had his range broadened when he'd had
to save the Linp? Was a dire circunmstance the catalyst required to rel ease

Tal ent frominhibition? As Johnny G eene had saved hinmself fromsure death in
that etop crash? Wuld Peter know how he'd done it? asked another part of her
brai n. She shook her head. She'd had no real details about the extent of the
sabot age now bei ng di scussed. She must concentrate on that. She could think of
thi s astoni shing devel opnment | ater

"The rel ease clips of the escape pods had been epoxied shut," Watari was



saying, reading fromhis notepad. "Only one airlock is functional; the tai
assenbly nust be replaced. The old Mylar has to be scraped off before a new
coating can be applied. The sabotaged MPUs will be sent back to you so that
you can conpare our findings with yours."

"So, when," Admiral Coetzer broke in, "will the general and Peter be able to
return here?"

Watari blinked. "W do have two other Linos at First Base," he replied in a
slightly injured tone as if the admral should have known. "As soon as M.
Rei di nger has conpleted his survey," and Watari turned to the young man in
guestion. Rhyssa thought there was a respectful dinension in his manner toward

Peter, "we will have a totally secured shuttle to send himand General G eene
back to Padrugoi."
"The col onel has expedited everything, Admiral," Peter said, and was it only

Rhyssa who noticed the subtly nore mature expression on his face? "Possibly to
get rid of the hotcake I seemto be."

"M. Reidinger," Watari protested.

This has been a |l earning experience for Peter, Dorotea remarked. And little
was on the original agenda of 'surveying.'

"I should be finished 'seeing,' " and Peter inclined his head just perceptibly
in Rhyssa's direction, "everything | mght need by tonorrow. "

I ncredul ous, she sank back in her chair, wonderi ng why she hadn't ever
considered the possibility that Peter, in gestalt with a generator-anywhere in
the solar systemcould '"path to her. Possibly, she told herself wth rueful
honesty, because she'd been able to 'path anyone she'd ever met on Earth and
had never needed to extend her range until that nonent of sheer terror at the
t hought of losing Peter. How |imting!

Why has your nouth dropped open, Rhyssa? It's not appropriate. Pay attention
child! Dorotea's tone reprimanded. Ah. Boris has just received rel evant

i nformati on.

Hastily Rhyssa redirected her attention to the LEO Comm ssioner. He had his
not epad i n hand.

"Two nanes of Shimaz's court-authorized approved relatives match those who
have sent nessages to Al bert Ponce, " the Conmm ssioner was saying. "l think we
need files on those who have daily contact with Shinmaz."

"Only the guards on a daily basis, Roznine," Watari replied. "He's been so
obstreperous, he had to be placed in a separate cell. Even when we make him
wor k, he messes up so he's really not worth the cost of the air he breathes.
No one likes the man."

"Li king and doing his bidding are two entirely different matters, Col onel.

can rule out nothing in this murder attenpt that m ght possibly show us even
the npst renote connections between two convicted felons on wi dely separated
satellites, both of whom have sufficient reason to wish to harm Peter
Rei di nger and/or any other parapsychic."”

"But surely they've known about General Greene, since he teleports supplies to
Padrugoi ?" Watari replied.

"Knowi ng, and having the materials to hand and the opportunity to use them
appropriately, are also factors," Boris said.

"The equi pnent needed, the highly specialized type of epoxy, the MPU circuits
woul d surely be beyond a convict's pittance-" Watari broke off.

Boris's smle stopped him "Not Ponce's. He consistently wins |arge suns of
credit betting. Shimaz may provide for whatever he might |lack-if we do indeed
establish links between the two criminals-via his relatives. There is also the
connection between Shinmaz and Ludnilla Barchenka. He was involved in the
Padrugoi construction, you know. | don't know how friendly they were. Be that
as it may, the connection between Ponce and the prince was firmy established
during their trial."

"But technically-"

"Technically," Boris continued, ignoring Watari's interruption, "Ponce was a
good enough technician to rig his own special effects. He has al so, we noted
fromStation files, been accessing a variety of educational texts." Boris's



grin was ironic. "Fromthe titles, he has been keeping up to date." The LEO
Conmi ssioner held up his hand to forestall any response fromWatari. "It is a
facet of the penal code that a prisoner may have access to uncl assified study
materials to pronote his rehabilitation."

"Shi maz has no such access nor demanded any."

Bori s nodded. "He was accustoned to enploying experts to advise him There is
a very active group on Earth that insists no man, or wonan, is beyond
rehabilitation."”

Watari struggled not to comrent on that point. He had to cope with the prison
facility that sequestered those who were psychol ogically unable, or unlikely
to accept rehabilitation

"Your difficulties are appreciated, Colonel,"” Dirk Coetzer said. "Mjor
Cyberal, as the executive officer of that facility, can you add anything that
mght link the two nen?"

"The guards are, of course, all mlitary. They are rotated frequently to avoid
fraterni zation with the prisoners,"” Cyberal said in a wy tone. "Of course, in
Shimaz's case that is unlikely since he is thoroughly despised and treated
conpletely by the book." This appeared to be an instance when Cyberal agreed
with "the book." "It is, however, quite possible that we have overl ooked the
power Shimaz can exert on his relatives or those who work for them?"

"Really, Major," Watari started to protest.

"I have mentioned it in my reports,” Colonel Cyberal said in an aside. "I have
al so had additional surveillance put on those who night be bribed or coerced.

| have no recent," he stressed the word, "report of any incident."

"I't wouldn't necessarily be 'recent,' " Boris said.

"I"ll send you all relevant files in a secured blip, sir
swung his chair to the second consol e.

"I ncl ude everything since Shimaz was transferred to the First Base High
Security Facility at Oceanus Procellarum” Boris said at his nmost formal and
f or bi ddi ng.

"Yes, sir."

Admi ral Coetzer spoke into the silence. "Then the Limb will begin its return
to Padrugoi by Friday norning?"

"Yes, Admiral," Watari said.

"Wth passengers?"

A flicker of relief crossed Watari's face.

"Who wi Il have been nonitored by ne," Johnny G eene said, straightening from
doodl i ng on the paper in front of him

Watari shot hima | ook

"Ch," and Johnny raised a hand, "discreetly, Colonel. Discreetly. VWile it is

the major said, and

generally known that | teleport, it is not known that | '"path as well." He
shifted in his chair, watching Watari before he added nendaciously, "O
course, | generally need to have established sone sort of tactile contact to

do so. In view of the problemwe experienced on the way out, oblige me in this
and give ne a list of those who are scheduled to be on whichever Lino is used

for the return trip.’

"OfF course," Watari replied with a brisk nod of his head. "If | mght suggest

it, Admiral," and he conti nued when Coetzer gestured for himto continue, "the
tightest security at Padrugoi m ght be advisable."

"Already in effect," Coetzer said blandly.

"I have a legitimte excuse to remain onstation,

Boris said, his eyes

gl ancing from Rhyssa to Dorotea. "I will do so, with your permni ssion
Admiral . "

"Granted. "

"I amreassured," Dorotea said sardonically. She gave a sigh. "It is too bad

that the punishment does not fit the crinme, isn't it, Colonel Watari?"
"Doro-te-a!" Rhyssa excl ai ned, knowi ng exactly what her old friend and nentor
neant .

Wll, it would befitting and relieve the col onel no end.

Boris caught the inference and regarded the silver-haired elderly Talent with



a mldly reproving glance. "The Wrld Governnent does not sanction either

capi tal punishment for offenses or unusual and inhumane restraints, Dorotea
Hor vat h. "

"And that speaks well of the current |evel of humanity," Dorotea agreed

whol eheartedly. "Except," she added in a very low voice, "for one or two |
could nane. "

"Along file is conming through on the secured channel," Dash Sakai said from
his place at the conference room consol e.

"My thanks, Major," Boris said, and rose. "Bindra!" He notioned to the
Padrugoi security officer who had remained silent in the background during the
conference. "If you will take charge of that and initiate a review, | shal
return to your office shortly.” Now he turned to Coetzer. "That satisfies ny

i medi ate requirenments, Admiral."

"M ne, too. Ladies?" and Dirk gestured to Rhyssa and Dor ot ea.

Though there were many questions Rhyssa wi shed to ask Peter about his
phenonenal telepathic range, this was not the tine. The rogue had the audacity
to grin at her as if he conmpletely understood her dilemma. Which, considering
hi s sudden spurt of Talent growth, he probably did.

"I"ll see you when | see you then, Peter. Johnny, Colonel, Mjor." Rhyssa

rose.
Dorotea was on her feet, too. "I'd best rescue that nice yeoman from Anmariyah.
Be sure Peter eats enough up there, John."

"Ch, | will, Dorotea," Johnny said. He and the others had risen as well, out

of polite habit even though the wonen were not in their imediate presence.
Watari | eaned forward, fingers raised, and Cyberal broke the connection

12

In the colonel's office on First Base, Peter sat down again, elbows on the
arnrests and fingers lightly linked. He chuckled to hinmself at the nmenory of
Rhyssa's stunned expression when he'd contacted her telepathically. He hadn't
really been sure that he could 'path that |onely |ong distance to Padrugoi
Though why an epheneral thought woul d be harder to send than a solid mass
escaped him

What's funny, Pete? Johnny asked, and for all the general's ready hunor and
whi nsi cal view of life, his present nobod was quite serious.

Merely Dorotea's remark about punishment fitting the crine.

Oh? That cocoon thing you were stuck in?

Pet er nodded.

"Watari, is that passenger list ready?" Johnny asked, holding his hand out.
"Il tell you one thing: Watari would |ove to have that bundl e of depraved
corruption totally immbilized. It's a wonder he hasn't fallen into a fault or
run out of air.

There aren't faults near First Base on Oceanus Procellarum And according to
what Vin Cyberal has told me, he's not allowed outside, Lance said, though
there are many who woul dn't think tw ce about pushing hi mnaked out of an

ai rl ock.

Lance rose fromhis chair. "Pete, tinme for sonme tucker? | heard what Dorotea
said. I'"'mnot having her fault nme. If you'll excuse us, Watari?"

Peter grinned, sneaking a glance at Vin Cyberal

"Yes, yes, of course,"” and Watari was busy at his console. "You' re dismssed,

Maj or . "
Peter rolled his eyes.
He's really worried, Pete, after Boris's little sernon, Johnny said. |'d be

along as point man if | didn't have to clear up a few things here with Hiroga
It's only another thirty-six hours and then we'll be free as the birdies



agai n.

Qutside the colonel's office, Corporal H nojosa awaited them sniling as they
energed. She was such an anodyne to her col onel

"I gotta get sone food in this bottom ess pit, N na," Lance said, indicating
Pet er.

"I"l1l catch you after lunch, Peter," Cyberal said. "Got sonething to | ook
into." He wal ked swiftly into the main control area.

"I didn't burn that nmany cal ories today, Lance," Peter said in mld objection
Lance gave hima w de-eyed | ook. "You weren't saving any either the way you
wer e boundi ng about the hydroponics unit, the back acres of C enmens, and the
mai n storage depot. That's the best place for one tel epad.”

"Yes, it would be," Peter agreed absently. It had been great to know that
Maree had had a tour of Padrugoi's CELSS. |If they were anything |like the ones
here at First Base, no wonder she had been all keyed up. Poor kid. She'd want
to have a good yak with hi mwhen he got home. "Do | get to the observatory
this afternoon?”

"Yes, sir, you do," the corporal replied as they boarded the el evator
"I"'mlooking forward to that one," Peter said. He would have |liked to have
seen that facility earlier but had acqui esced to the tour that Watari had

pl anned of the inportant sites: the (correct) landing site; the main supply
reception area; the parking fields; the sector where the containers of the
REE, rare earth elenents, that paid sone of the costs of First Base were
assenbl ed; the emergency airlocks; and the secured hol ding area for sensitive
deliveries. The table in Watari's office was al so available for small parcels.
The el evator doors parted and N na gave a quick | ook back and forth before she
stepped out and led Peter left, toward the officers' mess. She al so | ooked

i nside the mess, her eyes darting about the room before she allowed Peter
past her.

It'Il be a bloody relief to get out of all this hypersurveillance, Peter

remar ked though he I et nothing of his disgruntlenent mar the snile he gave

Ni na as he passed her.

As it was well past noon, there were only four in the facility, three female
supply officers at one table and a mal e comruni cati ons |ieutenant at another
The ness sergeant hinself took their orders, recomrendi ng the beef stew. By
now Peter was aware, having seen those facilities, that First Base produced
all its foodstuffs, fresh from hydroponic tanks or the protein vats. So far

t he sergeant's recomendati ons had been spot-on so both he and Lance ordered
it, plus green salads that woul d have been picked that nmorning fromthe tanks.
"Just what did Dorotea nean by 'punishrment fit the crime,' Pete?" Lance asked.
"She had a gleamin her eye that boded no good. Qops, sorry, lad. Caught that
flicker."

"It's all right, Lance. It isn't generally known that Shimaz abducted Tirla
and ne."

Lance's expression echoed the shock in his mnd. The capture and conviction of
a royal Ml aysian Prince for child abuse and organ farm ng had been well
publicized. But not how the criminals had been apprehended.

"W were nabbed just as we cane out of the A d-Fashi oned Pal ace of
Gastronom cal Delights,” and Peter grinned wyly. "Gassed and then

i ncarcerated in foam cocoons so we'd have no tactile contact. Not even with
our own bodies. A lack of sensation didn't affect nme but it sure terrified the
little kids. Tirla got angry enough to 'path-first tine she'd done that-to
Dorotea and she broke herself free."

"The cocoon woul dn't have stopped you long," Lance said |oyally.

"The anesthetic did," Peter said with a grimace. "I have bad reactions to
drugs. It was Tirla who got noving, got me out, and found out where we were so
we could tell the Center. Tirla nanaged to read enough of their aircraft |1Ds
so that Boris could check who they belonged to." Peter paused. "One was
Flinflam s, the other registered to the Ml aysian anbassador." Peter let out a
| ong breath before adding, "It was Tirla they beat up. | passed out."

"All the kids were rel eased?" Lance asked.



Pet er nodded. "And that whole ring was busted w de open."

"Wth Flinflamon Padrugoi and Shinmaz here." Lance shook his head at the
irony. "Crazy universe, isn't it?"

The nmess sergeant arrived with the individual stew pots and the sal ads.
Suddenl y, renenbering what Boris had said about Flinflam cooperating wth
Shimaz's relatives, Peter sniffed cautiously at the savory steamrising from
his meal. Was it just his inmagination or were his guts aching?

Shall | be taster as well, Pete? Lance asked.

CGod! |1'mgetting paranoid.

Alittle of that is usually called 'caution,' Lance replied. Mne tastes fine,
full of capsicums, but that's the way | like it.

Sone stew juice spilled on the table as Lance 'ported it out of Peter's dish.
C unmsy, Peter chided though he was quite happy to allow Lance the honor

Hmm 1've saved nyself from some weird dysenterious episodes with ny taste
buds. Sane as mine and absolutely no aftertaste. Eat! "However," Lance went on

aloud, "it's another area to consider." Poisoning is always possible, but it's
the contract cooks on duty right now and I don't think they're likely
suspects.

Peter ate hungrily and had two big bows of the fruit that was on the dessert
menu. That seemed to quiet the unusual inner restlessness.

Are you com ng back with us, Lance? he asked as he spooned up the last of the
j ui ce.

Naw. Got another month on this contract. Lance preferred shorttermcontracts
and time back at Adel ai de.

Did me being here disrupt your schedul e?

Not at all, Pete. Lance's smle was broad. Gave nme a nice break from sone of
the tedious stuff.

Tell me, can you 'assenble' elenents at a distance?

Lord no, Pete. That's your bailiw ck, Lance said without a trace of

resent ment.

Why? Peter pressed agai nst Lance's touch

Lance shrugged w thout a touch of rancor. Because it just is. | see things
differently, | guess.

Peter accepted that with a little smle. See things differently? Ckay, Lance.
"Well, here's Major Cyberal to take ne wal kabout," Peter added.

Al vin Cyberal had been his guide, with the corporal shadowing them to all the
poi nts he wanted to see. Johnny usually acconpanied them fascinated by the
facilities on First Base, exchanging information with Cyberal on posts where
they had both served or visited. Peter did not reveal, or hint even to Johnny,
what he now realized: that he could have 'ported accurately on the basis of a
clear visual aid. But he'd only known that after he'd | anded, the Lino between
the two historic NASA nmarkers, using a photo as his guide. A high-resolution

i mage that he could see. O course, many of the security points he'd been
taken to on First Base were not rendered in visuals, for security reasons.
Havi ng seen them Peter could now 'port to them Once seen, never forgotten, a
facet of the telekinetic nmnd. Being here, at First Base, visiting sections
that other civilians would have been denied, was a personal triunph for Peter
t hough he was responsi bl e enough to have wi shed the flight had been
troublefree. O course, if that had been the case, he m ght never have had
such a remarkabl e insight.

Peter was delighted to be going to the observatory, especially wth Cyberal
who had nentioned an interest in astronony.

"Installing a tel escope on the nearside wasn't very smart but the early

bur eaucracy made sonme pretty stupid errors here that we're still trying to
correct,” Vin said. "You may have read about the panic early this century
about possibly harnful asteroids, PHAs, and near earth objects, NEGs." Peter
nodded since those had been nmentioned in his astrononmy course. "A prine reason
for a lunar base was to track them Still is. Only now First Base has access



to the Farside Space Tel escopes.

"Dr. Pienarr's anmbition is three Darwi n-type installations on the Mon," Vin
continued as they wal ked down the corridor to the astronony wi ng on the back
of Akahiro Block, "set at three different positions-to have conplete
observation." He made a broad gesture with one arm grinning at Peter for such
anbition. "Actually, the first is started, dug into the top of Munt Hawki ng
in the Poincare Crater range on the farside and accessed by video |inks from
here. Mean while he has a director's use of the Farside scopes, so the old
one-a Schm dt-Cassegrain catadioptric-is used nore for instruction and
tracking the NEGCs and PHAs. However, we're supposed to be | ooking for a place
where you can safely put packages for the doctor."

"So am|l," Peter replied. He was inpressed that he'd be seeing the facility
that had linked with the tel escope that had di scovered the M5 planet in
Altair, over sixteen light-years away, the ultinmate destination of the Andre
Norton. He didn't need to |l ook that far, not even beyond this system to find
where he'd have to stand to use his Talent to get col ony ships quickly and
safely to new worl ds.

He chided hinmself for having such a vaulting anbition. Rather grandi ose of
you, isn't it, Peter? Certainly it's a challenge. But he'd net others, hadn't
he? And succeeded? You only need to stunble once, he rem nded hinself sternly.
But that didn't nmean he shouldn't TRY, did it?

"You've met Captain Opitz and Dr. Pienarr before, haven't you, Peter?" Alvin
Cyberal was sayi ng.

The corporal took her usual stance before the main door to the astronony
office. There was a foyer to the actual workspace and the tel escope that was
housed in a dome beyond, with the control station and an access airlock for
any nore radical adjustnents and repairs required. These would have to be done
in a space suit, so the nore delicate mani pul ations were all handl ed inside.
On the walls of the foyer were prints of views pertinent to First Base,

i ncluding an old nmural of the crew of the Apollo 12 and one of the
Surveyor-type spacecraft. Cyberal pointed to the left of the main entrance, to
the wall covered by a huge aerial shot.

"The Subaru Tel escope, the one Ajmal admires fromthe last century. He wants
to devel op a whol e new generation of tel escopes for use on noons, including
this one," he said in a |l ow voi ce, grinning.

"Wasn't that operational at the beginning of this century?" Peter asked,

| owering his tone.

"It first saw light in January 1999."

Stepping into the main office, Peter saw that the walls were adorned by
programmabl e screens, operated fromthe rectangle of small ergonomc

wor kst ati ons facing them Under the screens were cabinets of a type in which
crystals storing huge quantities of data were carefully filed along with
addi ti onal compact devices that he did not recognize but took for astronomnca
data-recorders. On the far wall, across fromthe entrance was a w de w ndow of
dark gl ass; beneath it was an el aborate control panel with storage cabinets
below. A clearly marked airlock facility undoubtedly gave access to the

tel escope chanber. A locker to the right of that was plainly |abeled "EMJ. "
Only one station was occupied. Captain Opitz and Dr. Pienarr |ooked up when
Peter and the nmj or paused on the threshol d.

"Ah, Major, M. Reidinger," the blond Opitz said, quickly skirting the desk,
whil e the astrononmer nmoved nore slowy to greet his guests. "Let ne give you
the safety spiel all visitors get." Mockingly she changed her voice to a
fruity low contralto. "Emergency nasks are situated at intervals,"” and she
pointed to Peter's right and the one nearest him "and there are two airl ocks,
right and left,"” and she indicated them "Don't try the one on the far wall.
That's the observatory. No air in there." She had very blue eyes, I|ike
Amariyah's, Peter thought, which the slate-gray fatigues seenmed to enphasi ze,
rather than dull. Her uniformfitted her mature formvery well.

On the other hand, Dr. Pienarr |ooked as if he had grabbed the first coveral
to hand that norning, evidently fromunder a pile of heavier objects that had



left creases in it. There were coffee stains down the front and on the right
cuff. He was balding, with wisps of dark hair across his skull and a thicker
mass over each ear in need of trimmng. But his hazel eyes were bright and his
sm | e easy, one hand extended.

"I amso very glad to have you in our facility, M. Reidinger. Qops,

hand- shaki ng' s bad manners with psychics, I'mtold," and he shoved his right
hand into a pocket.

"Not at all, Dr. Pienarr," Peter said, holding his out. He was pleased with
every chance he had to show a new digital dexterity.

"Ch, | say, thanks rmuchly." Pienarr's grip was firmand quick. "Afternoon
Vin. Thought you'd be the guide here. Got those spectroscopy images you
wanted. | think," and he patted the various pockets of his coverall

"Here," Sinmbna Opitz said, handing hima thick white envel ope.

"Ch, yes, thanks, See," and the exchange was made wi th thanks from Cyberal
The captain gave a little smle and executed an about-face, wal king briskly to
an arc of the workstations on the |ower |evel, where she began to slot crysta
data cubes into a reader

"Now, " and Pienarr rubbed his hands together, "what would you like to see? W
have several projects at the nonment. W always do. The SPOT . . ."

"The what ?" Peter asked politely, not recognizing the acronym

"SPOT," Pienarr repeated as if to an inattentive student, "the Sol ar Pol ar
Ozone-finding Tel escope.”

"I didn't realize that it was operational," Peter said, retreating fromthat
gaffe. The major hadn't mentioned that in his rundown of the observatory's
connecti ons.

"Ch, yes, five years now " Pienarr's manner was as if he expected criticism
"Well, with all the zodiacal dust, we had to do sonething to avoid the
extinction that bollixed clear shots of sonme of the nore interesting nebul ae.
Hubbl e did well enough in its day with detail down to | ess than one hundred
mlliarcseconds across. YEAST inmproved on that, of course, but SPOT frees us
fromthe interplanetary dust within our own system But inportantly, it checks
ozone layers of any likely planet for free oxygen in the atnosphere. It's a
wel | -trai ned tel escope.”

Peter struggled to translate the acronyns fromhis earlier Teacher astronony
studies. He saw Cyberal's lips twitch

"SPOT's a Sirius one, you see," Cyberal murmured close to Peter's ear, and
then turned back to Pienarr with a carefully attentive expression

Peter cleared his throat hastily to stifle a groan over the pun.

"Ch, yes," said Pienarr, "we spent over a year investigating the Dog Star."
Peter determ nedly recall ed scanning the technical arguments about where to
pl ace the newest generation of space tel escopes after YEAST-just beyond the
hel i opause or in an orbit around the sun, highly inclined to the plane of the
ecliptic where all the planets lie. The Solar had won since it was easier to
achieve a polar orbit by sending the ferrying spacecraft to Jupiter and using
Jupiter's gravitational pull as a slingshot.

"W have several hours on SPOT today for our latest project,” Dr. Pienarr said
snmugly, and pointed to the workstation to which Sinmona had returned. "Sinona
i s reducing our |ast spectrophotopolarinetric data of a likely star system
within the constellation Aquila." Columms of figures now cane up on the wall
screen facing Sinmona Qpitz. "Likely in that the Gtype primary night have
satellites so we'll also check ozone layers for free oxygen. W need a

conpl etely sampl ed coronographi c i mage of the system Now Farsi de Nunber One
is |looking for space ice," and he gestured to another workstation on the upper
I evel .

" Space ice?"

"Yes, you know, frozen water, even possibly the water that was once used by a
higher life-formthan that which we found on Mars. One would have to purify
such ice but even if it is only good for irrigation, it's a very val uable
commodity." Dr. Pienarr gave Peter a telling glance for his surprise at such
basi ¢ husbandry in space. "Well, that's what Farsi de Number One is doing, you



probably passed it to starboard,” he cocked his head inquiringly.

"We did," Peter adnmitted, and diplonmatically said nothing else.

"Farsi de Nunber Two is doing a survey of the Mtype asteroids of the Patroclus
group,” Al mal said, very pleased. "Space Authority has been naggi ng us for
details so they can begin nmining operations. Certainly would increase
resources. "

"Win't that cause problenms?" Vin Cyberal asked.

"Not unless they had to be noved," A nal said.

Moved, Peter echoed in his thoughts. "You could nove an asteroid?"

"Are you asking if you could, tel ekinetically?" A nmal asked, his eyes

twi nkl i ng.

Peter | aughed not only as an answer to the astronomer, but also to relieve his
startled reaction to the very idea. Not that he thought he was likely to do
so. Could he?

"Technically," Pienarr continued, and Cyberal grinned at Peter, "l suppose
that could be done with the newest rockets SA has devel oped. Attach 'em bl ast
it out of its current orbit. God knows there're enough asteroids.

"That's another problemwe nonitor-generally on FST Nunmber Three" and A mal
waved toward the workstation dianetrically opposite them "Then, on that
scope," and he gestured al nost contenptuously to the rear wall, and the w ndow
t hat | ooked onto the Schm dt-Cassegrain, "we constantly track NEGs and the
PHAs. There were several close ones in the late twentieth century-1989CF,
1997XF 11, and nost particularly 1999 AN 10. Do you know what NEGs are?" Hi s
eyes fixed on Peter as a teacher's will on a student suspected of ignorance.
"Yes, | do," Peter replied easily. "Wasn't it First Base that identified the
very close crossing of the 1998HH 49 in 2028?"

"Yes, it was. The Station was just operational," and a | ook of regret crossed
Ajmal's round nobile face, "but | was not onstation then. Indeed | hadn't even
deci ded on astronony as a career in 'twenty-eight." He sighed. "Well, that PHA
was unusual even for its whinsical type. |I'msure you understand that nany
smal | bodies cross Earth's orbit without incident. W certainly are extrenely
careful not to cry "wolf' to the SpaceForce. Any PHA is well docunented and
epheneral s constantly projected so there's plenty of warning and no

| ast-m nute pani ¢ about Doonmsday or Armageddon or Nenesis." He raised his
eyebrows and wi dened his eyes in despair of such dramatics. "October, it was,
the sixteenth, and although HH49 shoul d have passed wi thin 560,000 mles of
Earth, its orbit was perturbed by the passage of the Comet Enzuka in 2027 so
action had to be taken and the PHA was rather neatly disintegrated. O course,
with a united world government, the suspicions and paranocia of the late
twentieth century sinply can't recur."

Peter sensed that Dr. Pienarr was about to exercise one of his favorite
hobbyhor ses and i nterposed his request.

"If it's possible, | really would like to see what you're |ooking at now in
the Patroclus group,"” Peter said, eagerly.

Aj mal stepped agilely up to the nearest workstation, gesturing for themto
follow him "Wat we've been focusing on isn't as spectacular as . . ."

"Ch, don't change it just for me," Peter exclained, but A nal had al ready
typed in an altering set of commands.

"Nonsense. Even | know you're not the usual visitor. I'll just bring up one of
the nore inpressive ones in the Patroclus group. |'ve saved the coordi nates of
the search pattern so it'll be no trouble at all to track back. Ah, here we

are," and with a grand flourish of one hand, he indicated the nonitor that lit
up with imges.

Peter was awed to have such a sharp focus on the distant object whose orbit
was follow ng Jupiter. Seeing was required for believing, as it hung in space,
nmovi ng just perceptibly against its backdrop of asteroids and stars, Jupiter
not visible in this frane.

"Ti thonus," A mal announced, tucking his hands under his biceps as he viewed

t he spectacle. Unnecessarily, the doctor repeated the information running

al ong the bottom of the screen activated by his workstation. "Number 6998 in



AU, inclination 1.7, eccentricity 0.068, with a 28 kmdianmeter. That'd be a
handy one to nove, at least, if you're really considering that, Vin," and

Aj mal gave Cyberal a sly look. "Just fire the rockets in whichever direction
you want to break it free fromthe L-5 point and inject it into a neworbit."
Peter could even nake out what | ooked like "dust"” on the uneven surface of
Tithonus. In his previous expeditions to observatories, the enmphasis had been
on the main planets of this solar system or observations fromthe faint object
spect rographs of systens that were then the subjects of intense col onial

i nterest.

"You seem fasci nated, Pete," Cyberal said in the sort of voice one used to
break into intense concentration

"Ch, sorry. Yes, | amfascinated. Thank you, Dr. Pienarr."

"Ch, not the title, please." Ajnal gave a testy wave of his hand. "Does get to
you, though." His attention had returned to the inage.

"I wouldn't m nd your going back to the Masteroid. | would rather not
interrupt your work any nore than | have to," Peter began politely. Then he
pointed to the wi ndow and control panels of the tel escope. "May | have a

| ook?"

"But, of course, ny dear boy, of course. Though," and A mal's tone becane

al nrost derogatory, "it's of a much earlier generation than the ones we now
work with." After a pause, he added, "It was built in situ.”

Peter glided over. The wi de partition wi ndow seenmed to be one of those that
woul d turn opaque at a touch. Yes, there was a toggle clearly nmarked "w ndow"
on the control board. Accustonmed to the usual dome protection, he was at first
surprised to see the huge barrel-at |east twelve neters long-just sitting out
in the open. But there were no elenents to guard against, only the full rays
of the sun. Another control was narked "defl ector shield" and he woul d have

| ooked further but suddenly there was noise coning fromthe foyer.

Over Cyberal's shoul der, because the major stepped in front of him Peter saw
Cor poral Hinojosa backing in a step ahead of several white-coated figures.
Peter swall owed, getting a flashback of a scene during Barchenka's Mitiny.
"It's all right,” he told Vin when he felt the public mnds of the newconers
and knew they were harm ess. Hi nojosa's door-keepi ng was hel pful, not
deterrent.

"Just ny staff, Vin," Ajmal was saying, startled by the sudden defense posture
of the major. "Their shift is starting.” He turned to Peter as four men and a
worman filed in. "We keep very odd hours here, you see. Now, since she's making
such a glorious transit, let me show you Callisto. As you may not know, once
Mars Station is up and running, she's being considered for an advance base."
"She is?" Peter echoed, surprised. "Really? Isn't she covered with craters?
Isn't there supposed to be a salty ocean sl oshing beneath all the ice?

Whul dn't that nmake her ineligible for a permanent installation?"

Ajmal Pienarr beamed as if Peter were a precocious student. Vin Cybera
cleared his throat in discreet warning and A mal shook his head.

"I thought this young man had total clearance," he said alnpst testily.

"On First Base, but not necessarily to all of Space Authority's future plans,"
t he maj or said.

Peter forbore to find out nore froma closer 'path at Ajmal's very open m nd
but his interest was certainly piqued.

"The Moon yesterday, Mars tonorrow, and why not the universe next week
Peter said expansively, to show he had taken no of fense.

"Yes, yes, and here's Callisto. Splendid, isn't she?" A mal said, stepping
back a pace and folding his arms on his chest, to better adnmre the sight on
the wal |l screen.

As fascinating as the asteroid had been, Peter was amazed at the size of
Callisto, a brownish orange nmarble in a sky domi nated by Jupiter's form dable
bulk to the left. He knew the nmoon had the ol dest surface of the Jovian
satellites since it hadn't been constantly recycled by volcanic activity, |ike
| o, so the noon hadn't had the chance to cover her crater scars. She had
sustained multitudes of "hits," to judge by the interlocking inpact craters



that riddled the surface she turned resol utely outward.

"Val hal | a?" Peter asked, pointing to the largest of these features.

"Correct,"” was Ajmal's response, nodding once again with pleasure at Peter's
correct identification

"Aj, we need to alter the tracking on Number One now," Sinmona Opitz said from
her station, one of the white-coated nen standing by her. "Or did M.
Rei di nger want to see the space ice?" She turned a very friendly but firm
snmle on Cyberal. "Have you renenbered to ask where you want himto 'port
objects in here yet? After all, that's why you're here. W can't nonopolize
his time, you know. "

Whi ch Peter had no trouble interpreting to mean "nonopolize our tinme." Wll

he coul d appreciate that now he'd seen the staff arrive; they seened to be
waiting for their day's assignnments.

"You were very good to give ne so nuch of your time, Ajnmal," Peter said

af fably, glancing back at the astrononmer who was actually pouting. "Where
would it be safe to '"port in here? | certainly wouldn't want to . "

"Over there." Ajmal gestured negligently toward the wi ndow partition and the
control panel, exasperated by the captain, who nerely smled back. "W don't
use that area as nuch."

Peter took good note of the angle of the partition wi ndow, the edge of the
control panel, the storage cabinet beneath it, |ooking very much like the
coner of many other facilities. Then he saw the discoloration on the wall from
the top of the window to the floor that resenbled the southern tip of South
America and Cape Horn. That and the wi ndowsill would rmake it an easily
identifiable site for himto "see." Since deciding on such a place was the
real reason he'd been brought to the observatory, his business here was over.
Saying all that was polite to Almal and then Sinona, Peter left the
observatory with Cyberal

"Damed managi ng fermal e," Cyberal said w thout rancor when they were in the
corridor and the corporal was once nore their advance scout. The astronony

of fice was on the north end of Akahiro Block. "Ajmal loves to talk, or had you
noti ced?"

Peter nodded with a little chuckle. "But all of that," he began as they
retraced their steps, "the mining and Callisto-they depend on getting the Mars
Base started, don't they?"

"It is started, you know," Vin Cyberal replied in a |low voice. "It's keeping
it going that's the problem It needs nore personnel, supplies, materiel
instrumentation, and air. Water's been found." He shrugged at the inmmensity of
the task involved. "But we don't knowif it's enough. That's why the search
for space ice."

"Well, humans wal ked on the Moon md-twentieth century and they can now |live
confortably and i ndependently on it, why not on Mars before this century is
out ?"

| shoul d have asked to "see" the Mars Base while | had the chance, Peter
railed at hinmself. For that matter, there were plenty of coordi nates he could
use now that Airy was the Greenwich line of Mars and there were sufficient

hi gh-resol ution images to paper the walls of the old Pentagon Buil ding.

Back on Padrugoi, Cass Cutler had disguised herself as yet another innocuous
cl eaner, conplete with a service trundle cart full of janitorial supplies. She
had trudged the corridors of the lower levels, hunting for Flinflam She had
found himlate on the first day, innocently asleep in his proper quarters. The
contact was enough to refresh her sense of him but she didn't |ike what he
was dream ng and bal ked at probing deep enough to wake himup and get him
novi ng about so she could see what he was doi ng and where he went.

The janitorial staff was conposed mainly of offenders sentenced of f-Earth:
offies in the current slang. They wore doubl e wi stbands, which technically
limted themto the |lower |evels of Padrugoi. Janitorial squads were brought
above the permtted | evel by guards, especially when the open public areas had



to be cleaned up after special assenblies or brawl s anmong frei ghter crews.
They were searched before and after the work period. Cass observed to herself
that brawl s could be started. So it wouldn't be hard to | eave somet hi ng behi nd
where only the intended recipient could find it. There mi ght indeed be a
flourishing black market on Padrugoi in spite of all the precautions. No
anomal i es had been brought to official notice since Barchenka' s tine. She
didn't knowif this was a reflection on Adniral Coetzer's nore enlightened
regi me or not.

Until the sabotage of Linp-34. Only that had been arranged to be a space

acci dent and no one, or no evidence, should have remai ned to explain the
destruction. Had Flinflam if indeed he was responsible, slipped out of a work
party on the boat bay and sabot aged the spaceshi p? Not by hinself.

The next shift started in two hours so she cleaned the dormitory hall. Ironic
that the area janitorial staff lived in needed cl eaning. She was accustoned,
fromwork in the Linears, to filth, but those buil dings were much ol der than
Padrugoi. Finally nmen and wormen energed fromtheir sleeping quarters, to eat
before going to work. No one noticed her but then, part of her val ue was that
she could blend nicely into any sort of background. Five nen exited Flinflams
room but he did not. The prospect of cleaning for another eight hours in this
section of Padrugoi had no appeal whatsoever; even if the hallway hadn't been
so clean since oxygen had first filtered into it.

She decided she'd better get sone sleep. If she had to do any chasi ng of
Flinflam she'd need to be rested. Crowd control was easy conpared to
surveillance. She slipped into a nearby al nost enpty femal e accommodati on

i gnoring the pong in the roomand the thinness of the mattress. She tried to
set her mind to wake her up if she felt Flinflam s mnd noving away from her
But she discounted the depth of her fatigue.

She was awakened by anot her cl eaner who indignantly demanded why she thought
she had the right to take soneone el se's bunk. Meekly, Cass left with her
trundl e-cart and cast about her for Flinflams nmental signhature. It was well
into afternoon before she sussed hi msuddenly at a di stance; he m ght have
cone off an elevator. She couldn't 'path too far away w thout a partner but it
was him com ng her way. She whi pped out a danmp rag and began to scrub

She could feel his mnd seething as he neared, so chaotic with doubts that she
automatically tried to broadcast reassurances. And stopped. The day she hel ped
Flinflamwould be a cold one in Hell. Qut of the corner of her eye, she was
surprised to note that he was wearing tailored fatigues and the insignia of a
lieutenant junior grade in Communications. He passed her w thout so nmuch as a
gl ance, fretting over the lack of news. Wat news? she wondered. He was
twitching inside and out, jiggling one hand as he strode, outwardly confident
and wearing the sort of expression that would turn aside any casual inquiries.
He inserted a netal strip into the slot of a door hal fway down the corridor
and went i nside.

"Well, well, well, and well,"” Cass murmnured, |aying her hand on the plastee
wal | . He was doi ng sonething. The nmoment his activities inside stopped, she
bent over, and her hind end was all he'd see of her. She did not nake the

nm st ake of working too industriously since the cleaners she observed never
used nuch energy on the job.

Flinflam his nmind disquiet with a variety of anxieties about the rewards of
failure, which he still vehenently denied as he exam ned accept abl e excuses,
strode past her. He was no longer clad in tailored clothes. Trouser |egs of
regul ar issue flapped about his ankles, showi ng regul ar-issue ship shoes
rather than the polished | eather half boots that an officer usually wore.

Wl |, he always was a quick change artist, she nused. She let himget out of
sight and then, trundling the cart to the door he had used, she got out the
special strip Commander Otey had warily entrusted to her-it allowed entry to
any roomup to ClGand got in with a quiet snick

One | ook inside and she hauled the cart in as well, closing the door behind
her. Staring about her, she whistled in surprise. In her haste to get in, she
hadn't noticed the | abel on the door but whatever that said, it lied. Flinflam



had converted it to his use. Part of it was his changing roomfor a variety of
uni forms and collar tabs, no rank higher than |lieutenant comrander, but every
type of authorized apparel fromfatigues to dress tunic hung froma rail. The
ot her part was supplies. Drawers and shel ves contained sundry itens from

i nstant sustenance packets to gournet freeze-dried foods, bottles of w ne and
hard |iquor, drawers packed with circuit boards and tools, manuals (two narked
TOP SECRET), including one for MPUs, and odd-shaped vacuum packs, identified
only by serial codes. Hanging on a nail were a hal f-dozen wist |IDs. How had
he removed his distinctive double wistband so that he could use these? The
fact that Flinflam possessed spares of anything was di sturbing. She janmred the
bands into her thigh pocket, patting themflat. Having had a good | ook around,
she turned back to the door, |ooking for any surveillance device Flinflam

m ght have planted. There was none, but there was a sketch of sorts on the
back of the door, marked with squares, rectangles, and circles, running
vertically in a weird design. She stared at it, trying to conprehend its

signi ficance

"How dense can you get, Cutler," she said, slapping her forehead as it
suddenly occurred to her that this was a rough diagramof the Station's

| evel s. She found her current |ocation, a square, the shape of this room
Keepi ng the | ayout of Padrugoi in mnd, she worked out two nore square
repositories like this, one in the Mall, another in the nonconm ssioned

of ficers' quarters. She fussed over the circles, which were so oddly pl aced,
gave up on them and tried to suss out the rectangles. The |argest one ought
to be on the boat bay. That nade a |lot of sense. If Flinflamhad been
responsi ble for the sabotage of Linpn-34, and she suspected he had had a lot to
do with it, he'd ve had to have all his supplies for that job in one place, as
wel |l as additional help, to do it in the tine available. Wat were the
circles? Ckay, Cutler, what is circular on a space station? d anci ng about the
room w acking her brains, her eye caught the ventilation grille in the

cei ling.

"Yes, stupid," she murrmured. "Now did General Johnny give himthat idea when
he secreted his troops in the conduits around the Inauguration site before the
Mut i ny?"

There were nine circles on the rough map, rangi ng up and down Padrugoi's |ong
stem In her nmnd s eye, she slid a map of Padrugoi over the sketch and

menori zed the positions. She could hunt for the conduit and ventilation sites
| ater. She should check the boat bay site next. But first for that evidence

t he boss al ways needed. She took out the print-recorder and ran it over every
surface. It would record all fingerprints, including her own, but would
provi de undeni abl e evi dence of who frequented this room Flinflam couldn't
have done the sabotage on his own. He had to have had acconplices. Maybe never
allowed in this roombut surely when he did that rush job on Lino-34?

Boat bay next! She renoved a change of clothing, and rank, from her

trundl e-cart so that she could reach her destination wthout too many
guestions on the way.

Openi ng the door and checking to he sure the hall was vacant, she enmerged as a
CPO from Transport, and pushed the cart out. She closed the door, noting that
it was | abel ed 7299A, and wheel ed the cart alnost to the next intersection
where she left it and wal ked smartly away.

The boat bay was occupi ed when she got there: a maintenance team was wor ki ng
on another Linmo but too busy under the eyes of a CPOto notice her entry.
Moving as if she were on an urgent errand, she strode to her target door and,
slipping in the special key, was relieved when it opened. She entered, letting
t he door close on her as she palmed on lights. She whistled softly. Unlike
7299A, this roomwas a ness and was filled with an acrid snell. The grille had
been renmoved fromthe ceiling ventilator; that was interesting. Inprovised
steps in the formof enpty plastic frames suggested that someone or ones had
left via that route. More inportant to her search, however, were the circuit
boards and crystals. Careful not to snear any fingerprints on what surface
there was, she peered at the yellow printing on the boards.



"Hrmm For MPUs, huh. Like they use in Linmpbs. Very interesting." She ran the
print-recorder across everything.

Tool s were al so scattered about an enpty container, clearly marked EPOXY Type
34-AS-9, fast-acting. A large red | abel under that |egend warned about using
it without safety gl oves and nask. She saw the cuff of one safety gl ove and
several masks discarded in a corner

Let's see now, six, seven days? There nmight still be residual traces on skin
and clothing that a sensor could pick up. Sonme of those grunts don't bother
washi ng, she rem nded hersel f.

She took out the print-recorder and slowy scanned the rest of the printable
surfaces available, of which there were quite a few. She had a stitch in her
back when she finished the circuit. Hopping up the steps, she flicked the
recorder around the aperture. Prints m ght be srmudged but enough could be made
of themto confirmthat this had been used as an egress for those owning the
prints. Then she hoisted herself up into the ventilation shaft, ducking her
head as she perched on the edge. Light fromother openings in both directions
all owed her to see to intersections.

Hm Flinflam d need to pick skinny grunts. He's not, even in tailor mades.
She spread her hand, which she knew neasured twenty centinmeters fromlittle
finger to thunb, a reliable gauge, and deci ded the opening was just w de
enough for a man not too broad in the shoulder. He'd ve had to scrunch in his
shoul ders a bit. Wonder if he'll have old bruises or scrapes on his arms, she
mused. At | east there was reason for the boss to do a thorough exam nation of
him She considered if continuing would be profitable. "Mybe, but 1'd get
dirty and tired and sonmeone el se can do this sort of work," she muttered. "I1'd
better get back to the boss. I've found Flinflamand |I've found evi dence that
should stand up in a trial."

She | owered hersel f back through the opening, holding on to the edge to kick
the crude steps out of the way before she dropped to the floor. Dusting off
her hands and uniform she exited the roomwhistling nerrily and didn't bother
to notice if the maintenance crew had seen her.

On her way back to the comrissioner's tenporary office on the CIC | evel of
Padrugoi, she realized one of the things that m ght be causing Flinflam

anxi ety: Lino-34 had | anded safely at First Base, though the news had not been
bruited about. So all his efforts to sabotage the flight had been in vain.

Coul dn't happen to a nicer sucker! She wondered who woul d be on his back
because he'd failed. That was soneone el se's problem She was here because she
could recognize Flinflamis mnd. The LEO Conmi ssioner was |oaning the admra
appropriate, parapsychic staff in this investigation. Not that she could, or
woul d, probe that scuzball but she certainly could | ocate himand she had. She
found the correct lift, inserted the metal slip of her pass, and continued on
her way. As a crowd-control enpath with a limted 'path range, she'd have to
report in person. Besides, she wanted to see the expression on Boris Roznine's
face. She al so needed to get to a schematic of Padrugoi so she could identify
the locations of Flinflam s other depots. She rapped on the office door

Ah, Cass, said Boris in his unnistakably deep nental voice. Cone in.

She did, pausing in surprise at the disarray in the cabin. Roznine's office in
Jerhattan was always tidy but here he was surrounded by pencil files of al
colors, hard copy, and two nonitors displaying graphs and curves, as well as a
tray with hal f-eaten sandwi ches. Boris |ooked tired; even his fingers wavered
alittle over his notepad.

"I got proof," she said, waggling the print-recorder before she passed it over
to him "And do you have a schematic of the Station? | got some ot her

| ocations | want to get down before | forget 'em
Wth no hesitation, Boris flipped a sheet fromunder other hard copy on his
desk and flipped it to her

"Been here," and she grabbed a nmarker and circled the point. "Seven deck, room
7299A, and it'd be interesting to know what it's officially used for because



Flinflam made it a dressing roomcum food stash, liquor for bribes, tools, and
too many vacuum packed ginmmcks for ne to identify."

Boris | et her make her notations. Wth a final flourish she marked the one at
the boat bay. "You'll want to send a security teamup there nmuy pronto, boss.
Otey's going to love it. Mnd you, the Epoxy 34AS-9 container is enpty but
that was the one bit of alleged sabotage equi pnent | could recognize. Snell of
the stuff might still nake a sensor junp." She pointed to her markings. "These
are places-as near as | can estimate-where he nust have other drops. He put an
ai de-menoire on the back of the door of room 7299A." She grinned sardonically.
Boris | eaned to one side of his worktop, flipped open the comm and gave the
nunber. When he had Otey on-line, he gave crisp requests that were nore
orders than suggestions to search 7299A and the boat bay storage |ocker. He
paused, listening to a question that was probably just as crisp, if Cass knew
Otey, and turned back to her.

"D you know where he is right now?"

She twitched a shoul der as she sprawed into a chair. "He had assuned his
lowy janitorial persona when he exited 7299A. Once | saw what was i nside,
took prints and investigated the one location | was reasonably sure of

findi ng-the boat bay. He's real worried." She paused to grin maliciously and
then sat forward abruptly. "Ch, tell Otey that the ventilator shaft in the
boat bay site was open, steps up to it and all. | took good prints before

had a | ook. Miust have used small guys or ones with narrow shoul ders. Flinflam
isalittle too broad across the chest."

"They're on their way," Boris said, closing the connection

"I felt it was wiser to report back to you once |I'd ascertained the nature of
t he boat bay | ocation,” she went on, receiving a positive nod from her boss,
"rather than try to discover his current whereabouts. | also found these." She
wi thdrew the tangle of ID wistbands and | et themcasually fall from her
fingers to the worktop.

Eyes widening with di smay, Boris grabbed the nearest one and popped it into
the security clearance unit on one side of his desk. "Lieutenant Schafer

Suppl y?" Even as he repeated the name of its wearer, the printout inforned
Boris that Schafer had been transferred three years ago. He picked up anot her
"Commander Uskar, Engi neering?" For the past two years, Uskar had been
teaching at Newport Naval Base.

"I wonder Flinflamever bothered to sleep in that cell of his," Cass observed
wryly. "Though | guess that once in a while he had to be where he was supposed
to be. Those first two I Ds would have given himaccess to wherever he wanted
to be. Fromwhat | saw stashed away, he coul d change service branch and
identity any time he needed to."

Boris did not bother with the rest of the bands. He reopened the conmlink.
"Rozni ne again. Bindra? Otey's already gone, has he? Excellent. Something

el se has conme up, if you'd be so kind as to step down to ny office?"

Cass grinned. Wien the LEO Conmmi ssioner spoke in that tone, "be so kind" meant
like right now Cass wondered just how Flinflam had acquired themin the first
pl ace, since such IDs were worn constantly-by their legiti mate owners-and were
hard to replicate; perhaps not for a scamartist |like Al bert Ponce. O had he
just switched counterfeits for the originals?

"For soneone supposedly linmted to one section of Padrugoi, he certainly had
the freedomof the Station," Boris remarked at his drollest.

"What el se could you expect from someone like Flinflan?" Cass could
objectively admire the nman's ingenuity and resourceful ness.

"I do not care to speculate,” Boris said repressively, but Cass was not
intimdated and grinned back. "What | find sonewhat surprising is that he
didn't try to leave the Station."

"Well paid to stay aboard until it was worth his while to | eave?" Cass asked
wi th an innocent expression on her face. "He's been up here | ong enough to
expl ore the indigenous opportunities to the fullest. And he was involved in
the Wite-Coat Mutiny, wasn't he?" She pointed to the secret caches she'd put
on the schemati c.



"He was, but only peripherally. Barchenka was no fool and he | ost privileges,
supporting her." Boris frowned, fingering his lower lip thoughtfully. "LEO is
going to have to follow di fferent avenues of investigation."

Cass knew he was thinking about personnel. LEO was al ways short of the right

ki nd of personnel, which was one reason she had drawn this duty.

"International LEO already has cooperated with surveillance on Shimaz's

rel atives; those who have been up here, at |east, for one reason or another

i ncl udi ng one Ahni n Duvachek, who demanded a fornmal Health and Wl fare

appoi ntnent to ascertain if our facility was according M. Al bert Ponce his
human rights."” Boris's expression was ironic.

"Ahh!" Cass drawl ed the syllable out. "You do remenber, don't you, boss, that
Fl i nfl am was not the brains behind the child-farm ng schene."

"All too true but we haven't been able to establish if Shimaz is involved in
this mess. Though | rem nd you that he did work with Barchenka."

"Maybe he's bankrolling it?"

"Haven't traced credit transfers yet. Though Ki bon does regularly transfer
credits downside. He has relatives, too."

Cass opened her eyes wide. "All God's chillun got relatives."

"Credit going out doesn't worry me as rmuch as credit comng in, and we haven't
found that yet. It'll be interesting to see what Flinflam has secreted away at
these points." Boris tapped Cass's marks.

"Nasty man, Shinaz, waiting so long to get back at Peter."

"Not just Peter. They've been after General G eene a while, too, but he's
slippery. And confidentially, Cass, this is not the first tine Peter's been at
ri sk since he becane an official Center enpl oyee."

She was clearly startled by that adm ssion. "You nmean, those clowns on his

bi rt hday?"

Boris nodded. "The Faithful Brotherhood of whatever-it-was has now been traced
back to one of Flinflams Religious Interpretation G oups."

"Real | y! Has anyone tried for Tirla?" Cass asked, sitting bolt upright on the
chair, half-afraid, half-resentful that the girl she had rescued nearly six
years ago mght be at risk again. Roznine's sisterin-law, Tirla, had been nore
i nvol ved with Flinflam and Shimaz than Peter was.

"Ch, that one," and Boris's expression was affectionately droll. "She suspects
there have been quite a few attenpts. She has a finely tuned sixth sense of
survival." A small snile of approval turned up the comers of Roznine's
generous mouth. "It's only recently that we have correlated those incidents as
perhaps part of a larger plot for revenge."

"Barchenka didn't know her," Cass excl ai ned, puzzl ed.

"We don't know that Construction Manager Barchenka is involved at all-bar
havi ng had brief visits fromtwo of Shimaz's relations. We're trying to find
out if Ahm n Duvachek is related or connected in some way to her. Though it
takes little inmagination to see why she certainly would enjoy getting back at
Peter and John G eene."
"That's fer damed sure, boss.'
caught even a twitch fromhim™

Boris pursed his lips, but his light blue eyes were anmused. "He's follow ng a
different Iine of investigations, working undercover."

She nodded acceptance of the tacit injunction. "Then |I'd better get back to

Then she rose. "How s Ranjit doing? | haven't

turning over every sliny stone in the facility. | shouldn't want that Flinflam
got word we were | ooking for himand hide soneplace he didn't mark on that
door map."

"Keep your mind w de open, Cass."

"And mny shields up." She slipped out the door and was gone, nmonents before

Bi ndra tapped on his door.

Otey contacted Bindra in Roznine's office and inforned themthat the boat bay
storage | ocker indeed contained itenms that could be identified as used in the

sabotage of Linp-34. It was being cleared of the evidence. Surveillance

equi prent had been installed as well as a fast-acting proximty-triggered gas

device that would i mobilize anyone who entered the | ocker fromeither the



ventilator shaft or the door. A second teamwas already dealing with room
7299A and installing simlar arrangenents.

Boris and Bindra then brought the ID bands to Admiral Coetzer. Controlling his
consternation, the admral instructed Bindra to investigate possible

saf equards against future theft and to initiate discreet spot ID checks. It
was determ ned that Lieutenant Schafer and Commander Uskar had turned in the
bands they wore on the day of departure downside and no one had thought to see
if the bands were legiti mate before destroying them as per regulations. The
two officers would have received new I Ds on arriving at their new posts.

The admiral contacted the First Base conmofficer for a secured line to
CGeneral Greene and was inforned that he was currently in conference with

Col onel Watari .

"Put me through, please.”

When Johnny cane on, Dirk Coetzer briefly reported what had just been

di scover ed.

"One thing sure, Dirk, there's no way Shimaz can nove around First Base that
easily," Johnny said.

"He's under twenty-four-hour surveillance," Watari said, subtly criticizing
Padrugoi's security. "He's banded so he can't get out of his cell wthout
setting off a general alarm"

"That's reassuring," Coetzer replied at his blandest. "Johnny, get yourself
and Pete back here as soon as possible."

"Maybe we're safer here,"” Johnny had the inpudence to renark.

"As you can well inmagine, General," the admiral replied at his nost formal,
"we are going to review security nmeasures relating to convicts serving
sentences onstation." He glanced over at Boris who inclined his head,
accepting that contingency. "However," the admral went on, "I do appreciate
that Flinflamis an unusual operator. W've had no nore than m nor

di sciplinary incidents with anyone else."

"It only takes one," Bindra remarked through gritted teeth.

"Do not, | repeat, Ceneral, do not advise anyone of your ETA "

"CGotcha, Admiral," was Johnny's rejoinder, and then First Base signed off.
"I shall have a word with the attorney general, Adnmiral," Boris said.
"Meanwhile, Ms. Cutler is trying to find Flinflam s current whereabouts."
"When she does, I'll have himarrested," Bindra said.

"No," and the admiral lifted one hand. "If Ms. Cutler can keep track of him
it might be nore interesting to see what he'll do next."

"Only if he doesn't try to revisit one of his depots,"” Bindra said.

"A point, Admral, Commander," Boris began. "Ms. Cutler mentioned that he had
been wearing comuni cations tabs. Let's run the CIC tapes and see if he turns
up. O a request for any information on Linp-34 by anyone onstation."

"All contact with First Base has been on secured lines," Dirk Coetzer said and
then began to smle. "How about if we just |eak some misinformation and see
how Flinflamreacts." He | eaned back in his chair and steepled his fingers in
anti ci pation.

Wake up, Pete. Johnny's voice interrupted his dream of spinning asteroids and
gi bbous | eering planets that enlarged and di m ni shed |ike ball oons.

"Whaaat ?" Peter found it hard to rouse hinmself. It seenmed as if he'd only just
got to bed.

That's right and now you gotta be out of it, packed, and ready when N na
knocks on your door.

Why? Peter demanded as he was levitating hinmself off the bed.

Because we're packing our tents |like the Arabs and slipping away, Johnny said
with mschief in his nental tone. Get a nove on. She's nearly there. You don't
want Ni na catching you in the altogether, do you?

Peter drew in an indignant breath, suppressing the twinge to his chest. One
didn't feel vanity; it was imagination

Just ki dding, and for once Johnny sounded repentant.



Peter did not dally, though he took the time to change his appliance, as it
was full enough to be enptied. He was dressed and inserting the |ast penci
file into his carryall when he heard a very light rap on the door
"I"'mcomng," he said, gliding to it and opening it to see the corpora

| ooking unfairly w de-awake and as pretty as ever, brown eyes bright despite
the hour. He envied her exuberance.

She pointed in the direction they were to go and started off in a quiet jog
trot, Peter increasing his forward notion and surreptitiously knuckling sl eep
out of his eyes. He hadn't even had tinme to wash his face.

Where are we goi ng, Johnny? She just pointed, Peter said in conplaint.

Back to Padrugoi with all possible steam and secretivity.

There's no such word. VWy? How? | didn't think the Lino was ready yet. It's
two in the norning, Johnny.

There are other vehicles. Flinflam s been a heavy operator on Padrugoi and

there's now proof that he was involved in the sabotage of the 34. |I'mtaking
no risks with you.
| amnot, | repeat, | amnot, Peter said in a fierce tone, driving us back to

Padrugoi. Even if | think | could, he added very, very privately to hinself.
Perhaps it was just as well that they were going back to the Station. He
doubt ed he could have tal ked Watari, or Qpitz, into allow ng hi manother | ook
t hrough the tel escopes. Not that Padrugoi didn't have access to the Farside
'scopes. Now that he knew what he was | ooking for, he'd be able to have tine
on those FSTs nore easily there than here. Watari would want to know why.

I, on the other hand, Johnny continued, oblivious to Peter's private

rum nations and responding to his enmphatic statenent of intent, do not wi sh
that you shoul d waste your val uable energy and any calories on this trip.
personal | y handpi cked the passengers com ng back on the Linp-28, since Watari
wouldn't let me take it without any. | pulled rank and got Xiang Liu as pilot,
t hough he wasn't next up on the roster Watari conceded that choice because he
wants us off First Base even faster than Dirk wants us back. Catchya when you
get here.

Peter felt Johnny close the nmental connection. If they were to be taking off
shortly, Johnny woul d be doing preflight checks with Xi ang.

Ni na Hi noj osa was | eadi ng hi mthrough Babe Ruth Bl ock; no angry pulse at this
time of night, so even Shimaz slept. They encountered on-duty officers,
noddi ng as they passed, but stayed on the |lower level, nmoving toward the ol d,
original Lunar Base building. N na paused at the steel doors across the fina
segnent and inserted her security pass. She notioned himto follow quickly
through the irising portal as soon as there was space enough for her. She
waited al most inpatiently for himto follow He'd had half a mind to levitate
hi nsel f headfirst through it.

An arrow on the wall told himthey were heading toward B Lock. The hal | way,
whi ch connected the Base to the airlock, was enpty but he could snell sweat
and other odors that indicated it had recently been occupi ed. They went up the
steps of the accordion tunnel sealed to the open hatch of the 28. N na

st opped.

"Here you are, sir. It's been a pleasure to neet you," she said with a salute.
Then she smiled up at him her dark eyes sparkling.

He had no right to return the salute. Surprising hinself, he bent quickly and
pl anted a ki ss on her cheek before whirling hinmself on board. He nearly ran
Johnny Greene over and devoutly hoped that the general had not seen himkiss
t he cor por al

"In you git, lad,"” Johnny said, hauling Peter in by a handful of the coverall
"We're outta here." Wth a farewell nod to Nina, he tapped the closing
sequence of the hatch. "Okay, Xiang. He's aboard."

Secure your stuff in bunk ten. Same one, but a different and nmuch safer bird.
Then join me forward. | saved you a good seat.

Peter did as he was bid and murrmured a greeting to Xiang Liu as he took his
takeof f seat.

"Bad penny turns up," he said.



Xiang sniled. "Good penny to have onboard."

Ared light flashed off into green on the control panel, the signal that N na
was safely inside the departure roomand the airlock secured on the Base side.
The retractabl e access tunnel was pulling away. Another red light switched to
green and they were conpl etely disconnected fromthe Base.

Wt hout touching nore than surface thoughts, Peter felt the anticipation of

t he passengers behind and beside him One and all were delighted to be going
"home" al though one and all were slightly annoyed by the unexpected hour of
departure. Mdst were enlisted personnel or civilians and the single officer
was not one whom Peter had met in his whirlwind visit to First Base.

Peter couldn't feel nmuch notion but the view out the front wi ndow altered as
the Linbo was taxied to the takeoff site. Peter could feel the buil dup of
power, so different fromthe drop-off exit from Padrugoi

He heard the formal exchanges between Lieutenant Xiang Liu and First Base and
only briefly wished hinmself in the engineer's position. He'd done it once,
when it mattered the nost, when Johnny was pilot. He was not entirely sure
that he was glad to be just a passenger this tinme, but he was tired.

"Qur status is go," an unfamiliar voice said; whoever was engineer this trip.
"M. Liu, are we scheduled for a standard |unar departure?"

"That is correct. First Base, are we green for go?"

"You are green for go on our conputers, Linp-28," and Peter recognized
Watari's voice.

"W have a green for go," Xiang Liu reported, and Peter could hear the relief
in the man's voice

As the Limo bl asted off, Peter felt the pressure pushing himinto the chair
paddi ng. He thought he preferred the easier takeoff from Padrugoi, although
the surge of the rockets was exciting. For the space of the ascent, he al npst
felt his bones pressing against the skin of his back. This trip to the Mon
had made himquite fanciful. He'd be glad to be back on solid Padrugoi
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Back on Padrugoi, Ranjit Youssef and Shandin Ross were patiently engaged in
that nost boring of investigative tasks: reviewi ng the entrance and exit tapes
and cards of every visitor to Padrugoi since that security measure had been
initiated under Barchenka, when the main stemof the Station had becone
operational. Thousands were grunts on work duty fromthe Linears and other
overcrowded and underenpl oyed urban areas around the worl d. Barchenka had not
pl ayed favorites, at least at that |evel. Too many of the names the two nen
checked canme up M'S, missing in space. That designation would alter-due to the
Tal ents' vigilance-as they worked their way through to the | nauguration
However, Ranjit and Shandin, sipping quantities of coffee and sugary

subst ances, had not reached that far yet in their survey. They had had, for
their purposes, to isolate the various ethnic groups by nationality, trying to
find some lead to Shimaz and/or Al bert Ponce and/or Barchenka. They had to
establish who was still enployed by the Station and fromwhich ethnicity. If
Flinflam had waited six years to take revenge, others could have been pl anted,
t 0o.

They did have a few | eads: relatives of Shimaz-Ri z Naztuk, Zehra bint Arrof,
and Spaz Zenoun. The first was an uncle, actually ten years younger than the
Prince. Riz was a mnor enbassy official, assigned to Jerhattan after Shimaz's
conviction. Zehra was a first cousin and had been inplicated in sone ninor

| ocal government fraud but her fam |y connections saved her from conviction
Spaz had a younger brother who had been sentenced to the Lunar Prison for
terrorist activities and the massacre of over four hundred people in various
bonbi ngs. Spaz had al so worked on Padrugoi and was, by trade, an electrician.



Padrugoi reenpl oyed such technicians for short-termwork since they were
already famliar with the Station. Spaz was one such. And the Ahmi n Duvachek
l'ink.

Nazt uk, bint Arrof, and Zenoun had been | ogged on the Station frequently but,
as Ranjit discovered, much nore frequently in the [ast year. Duvachek had cone
only the once, but once night have been enough

"D you think Zenoun coul d have 'arranged' good reasons to return each tinme he
made 'repairs'?" Ranjit asked Shandi n.

The tel epath gave a long sigh, |eaning back in his chair and stretching unti
his joints popped.

"I get called down to Arrivals to check himand |I've never sensed anything in

his public mind." Shandin grinmaced. "Of course, |I'mnot allowed to go deeper
but I've also had no occasion to. Hello!" he added, jabbing at the hold button
to stop the scroll. "Zenoun was here five tinmes last nonth and only one was

for repairs."” He spun his chair over to Ranjit's station where the LEO
lieutenant was viewi ng entry tapes. "Show us the passengers on March fifth,
Ranjit." Spaz was the third man through the security arch. He carried a pack
that he languidly tossed to the security guard who did the usua

r ummage- t hr ough

"Nothing illegal or the guard woul d ve spread the contents out", Ranjit said.
"Quard knows him" Shandin remarked, for the tape now showed Spaz's mouth
nmovi ng. There was a pause during which the guard made sone remark before
wavi ng Spaz t hrough.

"Who was on duty that day?" asked Ranjit, as the guard' s face was not visible.
The surveillance unit was trained on the full face of arrivals.

Shandi n went back to his station and typed in a query. "Corporal Ito
Kuwahari." Shandin entered another command. "He's on | eave."

Ranjit pinched his lower lip between two fingers. "Let me check." He spoke a
| ow command. "Spaz stayed overni ght, and whaddaya know! Look at his pack as he
| eaves: it's nuch flatter now "

The two nmen exchanged snug gl ances.

"Good thinking, Ranjit. Let's just check Uncle Rz and Zehra and see if they
brought anything with them and maybe |left sone of it behind. Can we get
prints of all three? Just in case they turn up where they oughtn't to have
been?"

They sm |l ed again at each other. The painstaking investigation had borne
enough fruit to encourage themto | ook for nore

"Let's also go over the surveillance records at Barchenka's. Be very
interesting to see if any of these mugs," and Shandin waved his hand at the
gl ossies of the three suspects, "have ever been to tea wi th Barchenka."

"Now, is it ny office that checks with Corporal Kuwahari on |eave, or yours?"
"I don't think we can. \Were's Kuwahari's hone? Osaka? On the off chance he
happens to recall Spaz?" Ranjit asked.

Shandi n twitched one shoul der. "Be our guest. Osaka's out of ny ball park
Kuwahari mght recall the incident, though I can't fault himif he doesn't.
Hundr eds have comne through since then."

As soon as the rockets of Linmp-28 shut down and they were in free fall, Johnny
"pathed to Peter details about the nost recent devel opnments at Padrugoi
Flinflan? Peter was surprised. Anger flared in himas he renenbered that

Fl'i nfl am had beaten Tirl a.

A 'scuzbal I hinmsel f, doing his usual thing. Caught himw th his fingerprints
all over some MPU conponents; probably the originals he so kindly replaced for

us. And nore prints in the epoxy he left behind. Wiether or not it'll all be
sorted out before we get back is doubtful. Meanwhile, connections are being
made and evi dence col |l ected. Enjoy the next coupla days. They'll be the | ast
peaceful ones either of us will have for a while.

Peter digested that information. Is Flinflam he asked a nonent later, why we
made such a precipitous dawn getaway? He hadn't really had enough sleep | ast



ni ght -t hi s norni ng.

Bi ngo! You are beginning to appreciate my devious nmind |I'd planned this sort
of getaway the nonent you | anded us. Even before Dirk told me about Flinflams
conplicity.

But! But!

Never mind Watari. He is basically a good commander, Johnny admitted. Just
doesn't like things that ain't according to the book, his book, and we sure as
hell ain't according to any book yet witten. Xiang went over this bird with
every sensor known to man, with a nmaintenance crew | personally checked. He
wei ghted that word to inply that he had done some not totally "legal"

scanni ng.

Aren't we going fromthe frying pan into the fire?

There're a lot nore 'paths avail abl e on Padrugoi than there were on First

Base. Lance is getting sone well-deserved sleep at |ast.

VWHAT? Look, | don't NEED to be wapped in cotton wool for the rest of ny life,
Pet er began angrily.

Cool it, Pete. You'll be working your butt off soon enough to pay for this

[ uxury cruise. You'll bitch then, | suppose, about being out in the cold crue
wor | d.

Wanna bet ?

Johnny i magi ned a huge grin on his face.

Then Peter asked, Was Flinflamthe only one involved in this sabotage?
Scarcely, Johnny replied with a snort. Although, he added quickly with a
puzzled sigh, I'mstill trying to figure out who had the nmost to gain by
offing us. Flinflamwas just waiting for a chance but he'd' ve had to have had
hel p. Fraga and Leitao?

Then? Peter was dunmbfounded. | thought they were both Space Authority.

I'd never heard of Fraga before. Though |I have heard Leitao's nane, Johnny
nmused. He was sure baby-sitting her. Stayed with her in sick bay until | was
ready to 'port them down. And that collapse of hers-1'd |like to know nore
about those two.

She was scared stiff. OF nme! Peter couldn't quite suppress the note of injured
surprise in his voice.

Exactly. She was scared stiff of you, the psychic, although she nust have
known that you-and |-are tel eports when she was drafted to cone up to that
nmeeting. 'Pressure of work'? 'Overwork'? | don't think so. Wat about scared
of what she had on her mind? | want sonme answers fromthose two. Later. Now
you finish the night's sleep | so ruthlessly interrupted, Pete.

It took Peter a while, using linmbics, to erase the angry indignation and get
to sleep, secured in the netting. He woke to the sound of |ow voices in the
corridor outside the privacy cubicles. He had slept hinmself out and was much
revived by the rest. Wth a touch of chagrin he thought of his outburst. He
shook his head and felt the reaction-reninding hinself sternly that he was in
free fall and to nove accordingly. He was al so hungry and needed to enpty his
appl i ance.

He gave hinmself a gentle shove out of his cubicle, using the head to enpty his
appl i ance before drifting toward the forward cabin. Xiang was on duty, talking
to a man in a smart civilian coverall sitting in the other position. Xiang |et
one armdrift up as he saw Peter. Peter mned eating and glided into the
gal l ey that was unoccupi ed, save for the lingering aroma of a savory. Peter
twi sted the selection dial, stopping at fried chicken with rice and peas, and
renmenbered the lunch he'd eaten with Ceara Scott. He chose that, not really
caring if it was tinme for "lunch" or not. Once again he could sense an odd
cranp in his belly. Free fall was affecting hinf

Thi nki ng of Ceara made hi mwonder: had there been any investigation of M
Leitao or CGeorg Fraga while they'd been here? He tried not to resent the
worman's reaction to him Had he renmenbered to tell Johnny about Fraga's
unexpect edl y opaque mi nd? How had Flinflam been involved? Wth Fraga or



Leitao? Or Barchenka? She would surely have a crow to pluck with him and
Johnny. But how coul d she be connected to Shimaz, who was very nuch

i nconmuni cado on First Base?

And, if Flinflamcould finagle trouble on Padrugoi, was it safe to send such
unref ormabl e personalities to the Station to serve their sentences? Or cause
the trouble Shimaz did at First Base? Not that it did himany good since

H roga Watari had a Japanese attitude toward crimnals: that they were not to
be cosset ed.

As standard procedure required all persons eating at any of the mess halls on
Padrugoi to run their hands through the ID box at the entrance, a secondary

i nvestigation by Commander Bindra was efficiently and expeditiously conducted.
Fi ve persons-three were offenders and the other two confessed that they were
badly in debt to Flinflam (facts that Ki bon corroborated)-were detained in the
brig's isolation cells. Their fingerprints and traces of an epoxy on their
skin and clothing verified their presence on a prohibited | evel of Padrugoi. A
sixth man al so had traces of the daming substance but he was not detained at
t hat point. Commander Bindra had specially chosen crews installing security
devices in any ventilation shaft or conduit wider than fifty centineters.
Addi ti onal neasures were being contenpl ated anent a cl oser supervision of al

of f enders.

Peter did a lot of thinking on that return voyage, reviewing in his mnd what
he had seen on the tel escopes and the ideas that the sights had generated. He
itched to get tinme at Padrugoi's astronony workstation. Then he sighed.
Undoubtedly he'd have little free time when they got back. Vin Cyberal had
passed the remark that Watari was hourly adding to his long list of urgently
required items. At |least Peter's contract with Space Authority limted the
nunber and mass of 'portations per day. He'd nake time for use of the FST and
access the updates of astronony texts fromdata files. There was so nmuch he
had to corroborate before he'd dare nmention his notion to anyone, even Johnny.
Maybe, especially Johnny.

First he needed nore visuals of the existing Mars facility before he'd attenpt
to 'port sonething that far. Wwuld it be better to use Padrugoi as his base
for such a heave? O would he have to go back to First Base-when it was in a
better conjunction with Mars, of course. Padrugoi constantly upgraded its own
astronony facility and, if he could arrange time on the FSTs-he didn't really
need the range and power of a SPOT-he doubted anyone woul d nuch question his
request. He could just inmagine Watari's outburst if Peter had asked for 'scope
tinme on First Base.

Heari ng what was officially being done with asteroids had gi ven hi m anot her

i dea, bizarre to be sure-but was it any nore bizarre than what he was able to
do in a paral yzed body? One did have to consider that Callisto' s surface was
icy, had no magnetic field, only wi sps of atnosphere, and the crust covered a
salty ocean. He regretted now that, once the Glileo program had finished
early in this century, priorities had focused on firmy establishing a Lunar
base and preparatory work for a manned Mars station. But you wouldn't want to
site a facility on an unstable, icy envelope like Callisto's. You'd pick an
asteroid that could be terraforned. An Mtype asteroid, one about twenty to
thirty kilonmeters in diameter-m ght as well dream big, Peter-enough iron to
mne in situ and sufficient magnetic force to secure the atnosphere donme to
the surface.

Wul d Ganymede or would | o be better for his needs? Those two satellites were
"inner" and he wanted as broad a wi ndow for telekinetic thrusts as possible.
Sonehow Cal li sto appealed to himnore. Nanmed after a nynph bel oved by Jupiter,
if his nmenory served him And changed into a bear by Juno. Suddenly the

| aughi ng face of N na H nojosa crossed his nmind. Wuld she be what the
ancients had called a "nynph," small, supple, pretty, dark-eyed? And no Juno



woul d have been able to turn her into a bear! He chuckled at such whinsy.
Furthernmore Callisto's orbit was farther out fromher primary than Ganynede's.
Had he finally found the right place to stand?

Yes! And he nust spend 'scope time on Callisto, learning all he could about
that satellite. Some stray thought pinged in his head and he tried to hang on
toit. He relaxed, trying hard not to think about the fleeting thought he
wanted to grasp. He wished he'd been on those dratted sensors when he'd used
gestalt on the First Base generators.

They had had an entirely different feel. That was it! He froze. The
generators! That's what had been naggi ng at him since Linp-34 had | anded.
Suddenly he realized that every single generator he had ever used in gestalt
had its own special sort of "noise," or perhaps "feel" would be the better
term Over the past days, he'd gestalted with Padrugoi's sol ar-powered
generators, the ship's fuel-powered one, the exceedingly easy-to-tap CERN
generators, the Farside Tel escope's solar array, and, nost recently, had had
just a nibble at the nucl ear/sol ar- power - augnent ed generators on the Mon. Al
were different, some subtly so. The generators at Jerhattan Space Port
differed fromthe battery-powered ones he'd had to use in enmergencies. How did
he do it? He swore silently. He'd al ways known he "felt" what he 'ported, but
unconsci ously, when he touched any new generator, he "felt" it, too. And tuned
his mind to it. Maybe that's why other people couldn't gestalt; they weren't
tuned-or couldn't tune into the generator. Or maybe just not the generator
they were trying to use in gestalt!

How woul d he be able to express the subtlety he had only just realized

exi sted? Ah! All those damed sensor readi ngs, nade to show generator use and
burned cal ories! They were good for something after all. He exhal ed and
realized how tense he had become. Wuld such readi ngs prove what he wanted
themto prove over and above usage and physical effort? First he had to have
themto examne with this newinterpretation of the data. Data! Data was
everything! And he'd need a lot to do what he wanted to do now

Peter was so excited by these reflections. He could feel his fingers tw tching
for all those dammed printouts. And chagrin that he had ever protested about

t he nui sance of being wired up to make them Unable to sleep now, he exam ned
t he new prem se, wondering exactly which sort of generators he should have on
Callisto. What a prospect! H s specul ati ons wove between Callisto and the
various types of generators as intricately as asteroids tunbled in their
orbits.

If Peter was too excited to sleep, Johnny slept a good deal. \Whenever Peter
heard himsnoring, he'd 'port himto his side so his thoughts were not
interrupted by that noise.

"To nmake up for when he didn't sleep on First Base," Xiang comrented to Peter
when he noticed Johnny's conti nued absence. "Caneron's my official copilot.”
Xiang cast a sly sideways | ook at Peter. "The general said he'd done all the
work on the way up." The copilot grinned. "I don't think so." He went back to
squeezing his dinner fromthe food pouch in his hand w thout waiting for
Peter's denial or agreenent.

Their unanticipated arrival at Padrugoi was the only problemthey had on the
trip. Going "down" to Padrugoi struck Peter as an odd if accurate way of
describing it: the Mon was sort of "up" fromthe Station, in an orbit above
it. However, getting pernission to |and at Padrugoi made up for the quiet of
t he j ourney.

"Goddam it, you're early here, too, Liu, and where am| going to put you al
of a sudden?" demanded the portnaster, who i medi ately came on-1line when Xi ang
made contact. Desnond Honeybald was a civilian, formerly the supervisor of
Jerhattan International Airport. He'd been taken on to control Padrugoi's

ai rspace when the project first got under way; a flanboyant but exceptionally
capabl e personality.

"How cone | wasn't warned? Least you could do. How come you're still supposed



to be at First Base? No one bothers to keep ne up to date, do they? And how
cone you're driving the 28 instead of the 34 you went out on? Oxbridge and
Auers're supposed to be piloting. Not Liu and Caneron. How am | expected to
keep track of this port's traffic when no one tells me anything? And the
admral has to give pernmission to any ship landing on the Weel. Like I'd send
a pirate in there or sonpin. Ha! Now |'m supposed to secure this line." There
was a brief pause in the portmaster's diatribe. "All right. Secured. Now you
gotta tell me who's onboard. As if we were expecting sone nminor deity or
sonmpi n. At |east you know how to dock, Liu. Yes, Liu, that's who's piloting.
Now t hey don't want to know who's onboard. Make up your mnd, Admiral. Yes,
they're coming in snooth and easy. Like all of 'emshould! Sure it can dock at
Bay Three. It's a Linpo, isn't it?" Another pause. "Yes, sir. Yes indeed, sir,"
the portmaster said in a far nore respectful tone of voice. "l understand,
sir. No, | do not need a vacation. | just got back fromone. | wll, sir.
Thank you, sir." In yet another change of voice, gruff rather than aggravated,
"Did you hear that, Pilot Liu? Bay Three. Two of your passengers are to find
their way i mmediately to Admiral Coetzer's ready room The others may

di senbark in the normal fashion. |'mrepeating verbatim Pilot Liu. Do you
read ne?"
"Loud and clear, M. Honeybald , " Xiang said, grinning fit to split his

cheeks. "Bay Three. The two passengers have heard your nessage. Proceeding to
Bay Three as ordered.”

"Wl come, wel cone, welconme!" Dirk Coetzer said when his yeoman announced the
arrival of the wanderers. "W didn't even dare warn Honeybal d, though he's a
rock of discretion, that you were due in, ETA unknown." The adniral gazed
specul atively at Peter. "Did you enjoy your |ook at First Base?"

"W both did," Peter replied. He was feeling odd. Perhaps it was nerely
getting adjusted to gravity again. He certainly shouldn't get twitches in his
extremties for that!

"So have you any news for us?" Johnny asked, settling hinself in his chair.
"Yes, we've been rather busy here," and Dirk turned an al nost adnonitory

gl ance at the general, inplying that they had not. "Boris Roznine is
continuing his investigations downside but he left behind two Tal ents, both of
whom have had nental contact with your old friend, Flinflam™

"You haven't arrested hinP"

Dirk Coetzer gave an unhumprous grin. "W know exactly where he is at al

times. We're waiting to see who will contact him W have incontestable proof
that Flinflamwas involved in sabotaging Lino-34. H s acconplices are
i ncommuni cado. | amreliably inforned that he is currently in a state of very

hi gh anxiety. As he can't go anywhere that we can't find him we mght as well
use himas bait."

"Turnabout's fair play," Johnny agreed. "How long' |l you play hin®"

The adm ral appeared to consider this. "lI'd say not long after Peter begins
wor ki ng for us agai n?" He cocked his head, his blue eyes sparkling with
anti ci pation.

"Real | y? Hm " Johnny turned to Peter with a wily expression on his face. "You
did take ny advice and rest on the way down?"

"As much as you did," Peter replied. "I'mready to go to work." He grinned

am ably at Johnny, wondering how soon he'd have a chance to "work."

"When?" asked Dirk Coetzer with such alacrity that Peter blinked. "W have a
very long list."

"I expect so," Peter said before the admiral could elaborate. "I wouldn't nind
having a neal . "

Dirk inmredi ately flourished a double fol ded sheet at him "All the calories
you want!"

Johnny intercepted the Iist. "Wien did you get this?"

Dirk widened his eyes. "It's what you didn't take with you on the 34."

"Ch!" Johnny's irritated expression faded. "In that case, let's conpare it



with the list the good col onel gave me just before our precipitous departure.”
Dirk chuckled. "Watari didn't like that, | should imagine."

"Not at all according to his book," Johnny said, renoving a second strip from
his thigh pocket. "Ah, yes." He laid both lists on the table so the others
could see. "Wll, he is consistent and we should repay his generous
hospitality as soon as possible. Dirk, will you join us? It seens to be
[unchtinme here.”

"Nicola, two more for lunch,” the admral said, bending to his intercom

Over the high carbohydrate nmeal, Dirk brought themup to speed on other

devel oprent s.

"W have reason to believe, and may shortly be able to prove, that Flinflam
was supplied with tools and the MPU circuits by a contract el ectrician, Spaz
Zenoun, who had worked onstation during Barchenka's tine."

"Has she been inplicated in the sabotage?" Johnny asked.

"Circunstantially,"” the adnmiral adnmitted. "Boris has a teamreview ng the

Bar chenka surveillance tapes. He's got proof that an uncle of Shimaz's, Rz
Nazt uk, visited her on three occasions, one not |ong after you began worKking
up here for Space Authority, Pete," the admiral said.

"Not concl usive enough to do anything, is it?" Johnny said.

"Boris is working on that."

"Ckay, how el se is Shimaz involved? | can assure you that he's been under

i ncreasi ngly heavy observation at First Base," Johnny said. "For the past six
nont hs he hasn't even been allowed to nmix with other offenders.”

"Boris and | had an interesting conversation about that," Dirk said, using his
napki n before continuing. "I believe that, when he was sentenced to

i ncarceration at the Lunar Prison Facility, he made threats. | believe there
are fanatics anong his associ ates who woul d consider it an honor to inplement
them Al npost a fatwa."

"I'n this day and age?" Johnny excl ai med scornfully.

"Ch, you'd be surprised," the admiral said. "Boris has discovered a link with
t he Faithful Brotherhood who attacked you in the restaurant, Peter."

"What ?" Both stared at him

"I't was one of those splinter groups. They had attended Religious Interpretive
Group nmeetings led by a certain Very Reverend Ponsit Prosit."

"Flinflan?" Johnny's voice came close to a squeak. Peter stared at the
admral, fork poised on the way to his nouth.

"The very man," Dirk replied with a confirmatory nod of his head. "Once again,
i nconcl usi ve."

Johnny rattled his fingers on the table, blinking in thought. "Ah, yes, the
guys who fell all over you at your birthday party would have finished their
sentences by now " He cocked his head significantly at the surprised
telekinetic. A valid reason for the cotton wool, Pete?

"That's interesting. However, while offenders can't get down, neither can
anyone with a LEO record get up,"” Dirk said. A thought also occurred to him
"Flinfl am gave evi dence once before to save his skin."

"You said you were using himas bait?" Johnny said.

"If he attracts anything, that's an entirely separate issue," the adnmira
replied. "If 'they,'" " and he bracketed his fingers around the pronoun to

i ndi cate the unknown quantity, "fall for it, it's all to the good. Cass Cutler
says he's in a sweat of fearful anticipation. He nust be expecting a contact.
And," he raised his hand to forestall Johnny's interruption, "we have tripled
security neasures in the arrivals' hall and on the Mall. Boris sent up two
nore enmpaths to listen, supporting Shandin, Ranjit, and Cass. Closing the
Station woul d defeat the purpose.” He grimaced. "And we've all those quite
legitimate freighter crews.”
"Ckay, okay, we get the nessage,
st oked up enough, Pete?"

Peter had been eating an excellent neal-finishing with two pieces of a very

Johnny said with a grin at Peter. "Are you



good apple pie-while the other two were discussing the situation. He was,
however, very eager to get to their office and review all those previously
det est abl e use-energy readings to see if all his anbitious reflections on the
return trip were in any way valid. Maybe he should al so contact CERN and

Prof essor Gadriel. Abruptly then, Peter swallowed the |ast nouthful of apple
pi e and got out a question.

"Admiral, | wanted to know if you' ve heard anything from Professor Gadriel."
"The professor?" Dirk patted his lips with his napkin, concealing a snall
smle. "Well, yes, Peter, | have."

Peter braced hinself.

"Admittedly he was considerably confused-and a trifle irritated-when the

| atest set of circuits in his gestalt generator fried for no apparent reason.”
The admiral raised his hand to forestall Peter's chagrin. "Wen Rhyssa gave

hi mthe answer, he was delighted. He said it was proof he was on the right
track.” Dirk cleared his throat. "He's busy reconstructing themand would |ike
very much to have a chance to talk with you. Good man, Gadriel. | said you'd
make tinme."

"Ch, I will, sir, definitely," Peter said, letting relief wash over him He
put down his fork and then noticed the nuscles on the back of his right hand
were twitching.

"Pet e?"

"Sorry, Johnny."

"Dirk, we can work just as easily fromthe conference roomas CIC and get at

| east sonme of this stuff cleared,” Johnny rattled the lists, "before we
officially return.”

"Good notion. Mst of the passengers on the 28 are in transit downside right
now in the regular shuttle,"” Dirk said, tapping a code into his wistcom
"Sakai, you will ignore any sudden fluctuations of the generators. Do you read
me?" The admiral gave a nod of satisfaction for the i medi ate and
unquestioning confirmation. "Do you need anything else in the conference roon?
Yeoman Ni zukanmi can supply it."

Johnny gave a sideways grin of mschief. "Nothing we can't get ourselves, |
suspect . "

"Especially since you nade it to First Base."

"Exactly. See you later, Dirk. C non, Pete. W'll earn our luxury holiday to

t he Moon."

They 'ported thensel ves into the conference roomand turned up the lights.
When Johnny 'ported in the recording equi pment, Peter nade his usual grimace.
No need to alter his reaction to being recorded until he could prove his
poi nt .

"Look, we're doing this according to M. Hoyle and with tapes to prove it. |'m
not going to have you overl oaded," he said as he began placing the sensors on
Peter. "I need | ogged proof of what mass you 'ported and the energy you

expended. To gi ve CFO Taddesse the proper corroboration that you're worKking
according to the terms of your contract."

Peter submitted, hoping his suppressed excitement didn't register as an energy
readi ng. Then he spread out the list, beginning to check off the itens, which
i ncl uded cal cul ati ons of mass, descriptions of contents, and the current
location in the various cargo corrals. Johnny called up separate w ndows for
each of the locations and gestured for Peter to settle hinself confortably.
"Watari doesn't want much, does he?" he grunted as he checked of f individua
units and tallied a total of their mass.

"Alot are lightweight," Peter said, keeping his snile to hinself. Once again
he was diverted by the subcutaneous spasns on the back of his right hand. He
didn't feel anything, of course, but he'd never noticed a visible tw tching
bef ore.

"Ckay! This is the first batch. 1'll assenble themin a pack." He grinned at
Peter. "You can send themall to the main supply depot on First Base now that



we both are famliar with it!"

"That's right. We've both seen it." But Peter anended to hinself: It isn't
that we need to see where we're going to dunmp shipments, though that's
essential, too. It's that we don't put artificial limts on ourselves, like
only to and fro between Jerhattan Space Port and Padrugoi Station. That was

t he di stance Johnny had linmted hinmself to. Another requirenent was to use the
right sort of generator for each individual until he or she could learn to
"tune" in to any kind. Like the CERN generators that he had tapped in to save
Limp-34 in that critical nmonent. He was relieved that an official apol ogy, and
conpensation for the fried circuits, had been given Professor CGadriel

However, if he was to fool Johnny into an innocent 'port as far as the Mon
where had he been on First Base that Johnny hadn't? Oh, and Peter felt a surge
of anusement, the observatory! Wre there visuals of that distinctive stain,
the southern half of the South American continent? O, using that as a design
could he render a good digital representation? The voi ce-address unit in his
cabin was stateof-the art.

"I"ve got the first |oad assenbl ed, Pete," and Johnny pointed to the | ower

| eft-hand wi ndow on the nonitor. Station lights illumnated the m x of crates.
Peter "felt" them Then he put his mnd to "touching" Padrugoi's generators.
They were different; lighter, crisper, easier to deal with than nuclear- or

fuel - powered ones. He chuckl ed. They were tuned to a C major chord, the sane
as the CERN gestalt generators and the Farside Tel escope's solar array. Wich
woul d be best for his ultimte purpose? He wondered if his use-energy readi ngs
would mirror the light crisp feeling, the Cmgjor. Did he have to draw on them
| ess, or nore, than other types?

He couldn't see the screen of the recorder fromhis angle. He could wait unti
the day's work was dispatched. Back to the matter at hand, sending his

br ead- and- butter thank-you shipnments to First Base.

The mass of the containers was not unw el dy: certainly nothing |ike the heavy
mass of the 34, which he had heaved toward First Base. He "saw' the exact area
on the depot floor against the north wall that he and Johnny had desi gnat ed.

He caught up the mass, |eaned just the right anpbunt into the generators, and
pushed.

"Easy," Peter said, taking a deep and satisfied breath when he'd finished.
"Now, let's see howlong it takes themto realize they' ve got their order. How
do you feel, kid?" Johnny cocked an eyebrow.

"Fine," Peter said with a shrug.

"I"ll get the next batch ready. Do you need anythi ng?"

"Not yet. Hey, shouldn't we tell Rhyssa that we're back?"

"Not at three A-M" Johnny pointed to the tine zone cl ocks. The face | abel ed
"Jerhattan" displayed the very early norning hour

Peter now remenbered the odd jerks of the rmuscles on his right hand. The hand
was doi ng nothing right now, relaxed on the tabletop

They did three nmore light 'portations in the next two hours. Johnny was
separating a |larger nass when the conference room conm beeped.

"Yes, sir,"
bri ghtened. "Took them | ong enough to notice.
and the adnmiral's query was audible to Peter
"How many have you sent? How s Pete?"

"Four." Johnny answered the first question
"I"'mfine, Adnmiral," Peter replied for hinself.

"Do you need any calories?" A faint hint of amusement colored the admiral's
Voi ce.

"Not yet."

"I had Barney order in sone fruit and savories for you." Then the connection
was broken.

Peter could not stifle his groan. Did everyone on the Station know exactly
what he was supposed to eat? He saw the nuscles on the top of his left hand
begin to junp. As soon as he could, he wanted to ask Ceara about that! He
didn't want any physical problens cropping up right now to postpone his

Johnny answered without rmuch courtesy. "Ch ," and his face
" He pressed the speaker button



anal ysis of the use-energy printout data.

"Time, kid," Johnny said and Peter obediently "saw' the mass ready to 'port
and dispatched it.

"Now, I'Il have sonme fruit,"

he sai d.

At nine AM, at the end of his shift, he 'pathed to Rhyssa, who woul d now be
in her office. Rhyssa?

Peter! Were are you?

Onstation, earning nmy keep. |Is everyone all right down there?

O course, and her nmental tone inplied that nothing ever happened "down there"
that he should worry about. But | wasn't notified.

No one was, Rhyssa. Not even the admiral

You said you were earning your keep? Wen did you get back to Padrugoi ? Wy
haven't you contacted Madl yn? She said you weren't to be back onstation for
anot her two days fromthe | ast report she had.

You know how devi ous Johnny can be.

| ndeed!

We're still not here, which is why we didn't contact Madlyn. Only Dirk.

She paused. Well, | suppose that's advisable with all that's happening. Did he
bring you up to date? Barchenka nay be inplicated as well as that wetched
Shimaz . . . Peter felt her nental revulsion for the man. He had never
forgotten the way the man had | eered at Rhyssa that day in her office. And
Flinflam | can't believe they're able to pull off such antics when they're

supposed to be so closely wat ched!

Me neither! Peter tried to suppress the rancor he felt.

Peter! Rhyssa, catching it, sounded alarmed and critical

Then she went on nore briskly. We also need to tal k about that |ong-distance
call you nmade ne.

Look, Barney's bringing in our order and |I'm starved, he said to change the
subject. He didn't want to tal k about that now. Maybe he could fob Rhyssa off
until he had really good news to inpart. Wen |'ve finished eating, |'m going
to bed, tucked in safely by the good general.

Peter! There was now concern in her tone.

| need to eat, Rhyssa, and | need to sleep. I'mreal tired. Catchya later, as
Johnny woul d say. He managed to inbue his nmental tone with |ighthearted
anusement to reassure Rhyssa. He really didn't want to | ose her good opinion
of him In fact, he was a bit surprised by what he'd said to her

Rhyssa wasn't naive. Surely she accepted the fact that Barchenka and Shi maz
would try to revenge thensel ves on himand the general. That Flinflam would
not have neekly accepted his sentence; that it was in his nature to do all he
could to evade restrictions set on himand seek to get back in any way he
could at those who had been at all responsible for the curtailment of his
preferred lifestyle.

"What' d you say to Rhyssa?" Johnny asked hi m when Barney had | eft them al one.

"\Why 2"
"She says you've got cynical."

Peter shrugged. "I guess you do when you've been the object of a . . . what
did you call it, a fatwa?"

Johnny gave hima |l ong | ook. "Yeah, |I guess.”

Peter noticed his left hand muscles junping. "Wen are we going to be
of ficially back?"
"About the time soneone notices the corrals are being nmysteriously enptied."

Ranjit! Cass said urgently, not wanting to use her wistcomin the mdst of
the crowd of nmen and wonmen on their way to and fromthe level's nmess hall.
Flinflamjust went into Kibon's.

Hear ya! He goes several times a day.

Not every hour on the hour |ike he's done today. Besides, | caught a glinpse



of soneone else in there with himand Ki bon. He never allows two in that room
Ri ght! Gotcha. Can Suzanne spin off to tail the other guy when he comes out?
The LEO Commi ssioner had insisted that the girls work paired, considering the
fear Cass had reported emanating fromFlinflam If the man was cornered, there
was no telling what he could do. Cass was strong and well trained in

sel f-defense but she was glad of Suzanne's conpany. She was able to get a good
night's sleep, too, with Suzanne there to stand a watch on their quarry.

Can do. Wanted to warn you

Keep on Flinflam s track, the LEO |lieutenant replied.

Li ke epoxy!

' msending Chet down to your level. Just in case. Lemme know if you can suss
out who's the third nman at Kibon's.

Abruptly Suzanne swore an oath, hauled Cass to the side of the corridor, and
bent to fix her boot, loudly cursing the cheap junk that was given out as
shoes. Cass bent over, pretending to help, able to cock her head sideways to
keep Kibon's door in sight. She could "hear" Flinflam s dom nant enotions: his
mental tone was shrill, |ike someone close to breaking, and colored with

ri ghteous indignation and anger. She could sense Kibon's stillness, as if, by
his silence, he would be unnoticed. The third man was in as nuch control of

hi nsel f as Ki bon, emanating condescensi on and armusenent. Suddenly t hat
evaporated and she felt a stab of pain, Flinflams, then Kibon's flash of
fury. The door wenched open and a swarthy-ski nned man of medi um hei ght,
wearing the sort of anonynmous coverall that would permit himto blend into any
group onstation, ducked out, and in one stride was part of the corridor
traffic.

Got him Suzanne said. One real satisfied bastard.

["1'1 check Flinflam

Ki bon had not even had tine to get off his stool to close the door when Cass
barged in. Flinflamwas pressed against the far wall, dislodging pencil files
as he began to slide to the floor, his eyes bul ging out wth pai ned
incredulity. Forenost in his mnd was the betrayal; after all he' d done for

t hem .

Flinflam s down, Cass told Suzanne and Ranjit and, nanaging to get the door
shut before anyone in the hall was aware of what was happeni ng, repeated the
Mayday on her wistcom

"Back on your stool, Kibon"' she ordered the bookie as she reached into a hip
pocket for a shock-shot. Crouching down by Flinflam she sprayed the energency
aid into his armw th one hand and with the other, exam ned the wound. "You'l
live. He missed anything vital. Wat're you wearing? Deflected the blade. He
was aimng to gut you."

A kni fe woul d have shown up on any one of the security arches, to keep offies
from snuggl i ng weapons into this |evel. Padrugoi m ght have to allow the

wor ki ng public to walk freely on the main levels, but that didn't mean
precautions were not taken whenever possible.

Cass, Ranjit, he's heading up, said Suzanne. | think he's freighter personnel
They got a certain way of wal king when they're back in gravity. You know what
I nmean?

A stir in the hallway outside and Kibon's door opened agai n. Kibon groaned at
the security and nedical teamthat had materialized there.

"More won't fit," he muttered. "Get himoutta here.”

"No sweat, Kibon," Cass said so sweetly that Kibon blinked in surprise.
Beckoning to the first man to grab Flinflam s shoul ders, she hoisted his feet
and they hauled himout into a corridor occupied only by the emergency team
and the backs of those hurrying fromthe vicinity.

Flinflam s di ming consci ousness was col ored by shock, betrayal, fury,

bl oom ng pain, and a determination to "make them pay."

"He'll live," said the nedic after a cursory exam nation, and he waved the
teamto proceed to the nearest el evator

Where are you, Suzie? Need hel p?

| got Ranjit and Chet with ne.



Then 1'Il stay with ny quarry. He's angry enough to think sonething useful
Maybe 1'11 just get himthinking that perhaps confession would be very good
for his soul

He has one? Just get himto talk out loud, Cass. It doesn't count in court if
he just thinks it!

Tell me about it.

Conmmander Ottey, Shandin Ross, and two other security officers Cass didn't
know were already in the infirmary two levels up. All the way there, while
Cass punped the injured man with thoughts of "confess," "make 'em pay," "get
"em good,” and simlar provocative nmental directions, she nanaged to stay out
of his direct line of vision as much as possible. Flinflam s thoughts
continued to revol ve about retaliation and how nuch pain he was in. That was
all he voiced.

"Something for the pain. I"'mhurt. I'min pain. G nme sonething for the pain!"
"We did. It'lIl kick inin a mnute," one of the nedics snapped to shut himup
Has he said anything useful, Cass? Shandin asked. He and the others also
stayed out of Flinflam s inmedi ate vision

He's full of revenge. Then she caught the reason. But he's too dammed scared
of 'theml even to think names or faces.

Maybe he doesn't know any, Shandi n Ross suggested.

That's al ways possible. But today he's been in and out of Kibon's like a
yo-yo. So | figure he was expecting to nmeet soneone there. And he did. Has
Ranjit caught up with his assailant yet?

Cl osing. Man doesn't realize he's being followed either. Arrogant bastard.
Shandi n rai sed an eyebrow in distaste, then grinned. Got him |n possession of
a very sharp plastic, bloody spike.

"Dam!" the nedic exam ning Flinflam exclainmed, reaching for a stinulant.
"He's dying," Cass said telepathically as well as out loud. "Tell themto

wat ch that spike, Shandin. It nust have been poi soned. The wound was
superficial."

Medics closed in on Flinflam trying to resuscitate him Cass stepped back

| eani ng against the wall, trying to catch sonething useful fromthe man's
recedi ng consci ousness. The need for revenge remai ned dom nant until he was
totally m ndl ess.

"Cass? Cass!" Shandin caught her shock at the death and reached her before her
knees gave way.

"I hate it. | hate it when minds wink out Iike that," she whispered, grateful
for the lieutenant's support.

"I need hel p," Shandi n began, | ooking around for a nedic.

"I"'mhere with it," and Cass tried to focus on the red-haired woman pressing a
hypospray agai nst her arm The woman grinned up at Cass. "Let's get you out of
here.”

Cass felt the surge of synpathy and understanding from her as Shandin carried
her out of that cubicle and into the adjacent one where she was lifted onto

t he narrow bed.

Ceara's an enpath, Cass, Shandin said. He, too, was broadcasting reassurance.
That's ny job, Cass replied.

Not right now, it isn't, Shandin said as Ceara attached a nonitor to Cass's
finger.

Cass agreed.

Peter did not feel the |least renorse when he and Johnny were informnmed that

Fl inflam had died of a poisoned knife thrust. He had nore inportant matters on
his mnd. He was struggling with his analysis of the data he needed fromthe
reanms of use-energy printouts, both for hinself and Johnny. He wasn't nearly
as tired as he had nmade out after the second day of scheduled 'ports to First
Base. But he used that excuse. He wasn't exactly sure what data he hoped to



extract and gave up after two hours. There were two jobs he needed to do; the
anal ysis was only one. Equally important in his mnd was re-creating the
"South America" discoloration with which he would fool Johnny into 'porting
all the way to First Base

Let's rid himof his self-inposed limtations, Peter muttered to hinself as he
accessed the draw programon his worktop. Gradually he worked up the sketch
with the corner of the partition window and the control worktop and the

cabi nets beneath. He got the color tones as well, including the opaque

snoki ness of the wi ndow. The general image resenbled facilities that Johnny
had probably 'ported to many times, save for that distinctive splotch and the
angl e of wi ndow and worktop. Making the visual wasn't anywhere near as easy as
he thought it would be. He could hold a Iightpen but he didn't have the fine
muscl e control needed for m nute changes, although he seenmed to have finally
got the hang of using the device. Possibly he was inspired by this nmeans to
the end he desired. He grinned. He stared at the visual, adjusting
proportions, adjusting colors, adjusting until his eyes watered. The i mage had
to be perfect so Johnny would see it distinctly enough to "port to it. After
all, there was only one spot in this solar systemthat was identical: in the
observatory office on First Base.

Yawni ng several times in succession made himcheck the time and he found that
he'd spent nearly three hours on the project. But he was reasonably satisfied
with it. He wished he had a visual but the notion of using "South Anerica" had
cone after he'd been to the astronony office. He'd check his imaging again in
the norning. The nuscle between his last two fingers on his right hand was
twitching again. It didn't hurt. OF course, it couldn't. He had no feeling in
hi s hands, even if the skin was junping about from sone sort of a tic. Maybe
he'd better see a nedic. Maybe he could see Ceara. He could call her to his
room No, he couldn't call a woman to his cabin even if she was a qualified
doctor. Seeing her in a professional capacity was perm ssible, wasn't it? He
yawned again. And put hinmself to bed

He was up, had changed his appliance, showered, and dressed before he felt
Johnny's m nd touch his.

["mup, |'mup, he said.

You sound revol tingly chipper.

Peter grinned. Johnny sounded as if he were hung over.

Had breakf ast?

Shut up and eat yours now so | don't have to snell it. Barney's waiting for
you in the conference room Tell himlI'll need plenty of fresh coffee. And
stress the 'fresh.' A pause. Please.

Sur e thing!

Johnny arrived well after Peter had finished his neal. Peter had had tine to
transfer the inmage of "South Anerica" to the conference roomfiles, securing
it with his personal code. The nmonment Johnny arrived, Barney appeared, ready
with the coffee, which he placed before the general as well as hard copy of
the day's teleportation |ist.

"You know, " Peter said casually, "we could go into business for ourselves. T
and T."

" Huh?"

Peter waited until Johnny had had a few sips of the hot, fresh coffee. It even
snel | ed good to Peter.

"Tel epat hs and Tel eporters, Incorporated, or Limted because there's really
only three of us strong kinetics. | include Lance."

"Good of you," Johnny munbl ed, both hands on the cup, elbows on the table. He
wasn't really hearing anything yet.

Peter "reached" for the day's schedul e and unfol ded the sheet, laying the
hardcopy flat. "Did we hear confirmation of receipt fromFirst Base?"

Johnny nodded and then clutched at his head. "Yeah."

"And they've cleared the tel epad?”

"Yeah. "

"I wouldn't want to dunp some of today's heavy stuff on yesterday's fragile



shi pnents. "

"You won't."

Peter checked the itenms a second tine, |ooking at the nass and descri ptions.
"Not a bad day's work. | think I'lIl start with some heavy stuff."

"Be ny guest."

"Who did this to you? The admiral ?"

"Who el se, considering we're not here to anyone el se," Johnny said, and took
anot her swallow. "G eat coffee, Barney."

"Thank you, sir. If I amno |onger required?"

"Bring Pete a high-calorie snack about ten, would you, Barney?"

"OfF course, sir. And please secure the door behind me, CGeneral," he added
apol ogetically.

"Yeah, s'okay, Barney."

As soon as the door closed behind the quiet steward, Peter threw on the |ock
"Il just assenble the first stuff,” Peter said. "Ch, and there're a few
things for us to shift downside, too. Shall | save themfor you?" If he set a
pattern today, it would be easier to slip in the one he wanted Johnny to do.
But not when he had a hangover.

"I"ll get to themlater, Pete." Johnny cleared his throat and finished that
cup of coffee.

"Il fill, Johnny. You mi ght burn yourself," Peter said kindly. Johnny shot
hima caustic glance but held his cup out. Peter 'ported the carafe over and
filled the cup.

"Thanks. Don't ever drink, kid. Not really worth it."

"I'I'l remenber that."

Johnny sl unmped over his coffee while Peter organized the first send. He woul d
have to be patient for his Geat Experinment. He wanted Johnny in his ful
senses as much to do the 'port as to appreciate what was possible! First the
Moon, then Mars, and then . . .? Peter's heart leapt within his chest with
excitenent.

"Don't forget the sensors, Pete," Johnny had enough presence of mind to say.
As well he hadn't already put themon, Peter thought, or naybe pal pitations of
anticipation didn't register on monitors. He could attach the pads to hinself
but it took time. And once again he saw his hand nuscl es spasm and had an odd
sensation in his fingertips. Fromresidual electricity in the pads? He really
nmust resunme his Reeve Board exercises. Wth Flinflam dead, and undoubtedly
some sort of confession fromthe assassin, surely their return could be

of ficially announced! And he could arrange for sonme tel escope tine. He had to
know i f his notion was feasible.

"I"'mw red," he announced to Johnny and, setting his mnd to the gestalt, nade
the day's first transfer to the main depot at First Base. "That was al nost
easy," he added, though it hadn't been all that easy. He just wanted to inply
that, preparing the ground for Johnny.

"Don't sound so cheerful."

"Why shouldn't |1? Flinflams dead and they'll find out nore fromhis
assassin.”

"No, they won't,'
sui ci ded. "

"Ch!" That was too bad. It also meant that this whole sorry ness of intrigue
and revenge wasn't cleared up

"However, the good admiral's security guys are picking the brains of the
freighter crew, not literally. That isn't legal. But the good ship Elise has
been noored onstation for the past eight days." Johnny frowned. "Indeed, since
our Limo left. So perhaps the late Idi ibn Sorkut-at |east that's the name on
hi s papers-m ght have let drop some tidbits in the Mall while awaiting the
news that Linp-34 was MS."

"You sound better."

"I"'mnot really."

"Could all this really be a fatwa?"

"More than likely, though a fatwa was a religious puni shment, for blaspheny.

Johnny said. "Like all well-programred assassi ns he



This is for plain revenge."

"Pl ai n?" Peter exclained.

"No, | guess there's nothing plain about this at all." Johnny raised bl oodshot
eyes and managed a grimsmle. He pulled the Iist over to him "You've done
the first?"

"I"ll organize the second, too. You haven't had enough coffee yet." Peter laid
his hand on the list to drawit back to him aware that his fingers were

twi t chi ng.
Johnny saw it and blinked to clear his eyes. "Is that new?"
"Seenms to be. Doesn't hurt. | don't feel it."

"That's nerve action. You' re not supposed to have working nerves."

"A fringe benefit of free fall?" Then Peter suggested slyly, "Maybe all the
hard work I did | andi ng us?"

Johnny reached for the conunit and gave an address. "lIs Dr. Scott avail abl e?
Good. WIIl she please report to Adnmiral Coetzer's conference room This is not
an energency."

Suddenly Johnny thrust his coffee nug into Peter's |left hand, curved where he
had laid it to hold down the schedule list. Peter jerked his hand . . . away
from heat ?

"I felt that!" Peter stared down at his hand.

Johnny moved the nug to Peter's right hand, slowy pressing the thumb up
against it.

"And that?" Johnny's voice had dropped to a whisper.

"Yes."

Slowy, as if he would al nost rather not be disappointed, Peter kinetically
fitted both hands around the hot coffee nmug. He swall owed hard.

"I can feel heat in all my fingers and in the palms of ny hands."

He rai sed his eyes to Johnny's. A slow and incredul ous smile spread over the
general's face, and his eyes were shining with extra moisture. He slid his
hands lightly over Peter's.

"D you feel that?"

"Just a slight pressure."” Peter wanted to cry. For the first tine since
Dorotea had found himin the hospital, he wanted to cry. He blinked very hard.
He couldn't cry in front of Johnny G eene.

"I'f you do, I will," Johnny nmurnured, and gently enbraced him Can you fee

t hi s?

Peter gave his head a little shake, his head resting agai nst Johnny's broad
shoul der. Just a sort of pressure. But, even to have the use of my fingers
again! | haven't been able to nove them since that dammed body brace shorted
out, with me init. He didn't shake with sobs, that was probably beyond his
new capability, but he did feel his chest nove and let the tears roll down his
face. Until they heard the tentative rap on the door

"Admiral ?" The nuffled voice was fermale. Mentally Peter reached out and
recogni zed Ceara Scott.

Johnny opened the | ock and, as she pulled the door forward she was startled to
see the occupants and hurried inside, her eyes focused on Peter. She cl osed

t he door quickly.

"What's wong?" She hurried to his side and Johnny rel eased his hold.

"I don't think nerves spontaneously regenerate," Johnny said, his lips tw sted
to one side.

"I feel heat." Peter denonstrated by clasping the coffee nmug in both hands.
"But you can't," she exclainmed. Then, shaking her head in a double denial, she
altered her remark. "You shouldn't be able to! | saw your nedical files, the
spi nal trauma."

"I can feel heat," Peter repeated, holding the cup up in both hands toward
her. Johnny instantly extended the flat of his hand to support the nug.

"That coffee's hot, you know." The general's tone was gruff but his eyes

remai ned very shiny. "I don't want you splattered and burned because you're
showi ng of f."

"Let's just see what we've got here,’

Ceara said, deftly removing the hot cup



fromPeter's hands and noting its heat. "Undoubtedly hot."
She took Peter's left hand and turned it over, noting the redness. She pressed
one fingertip.

"I felt that, too!" There was delighted amazenent in Peter's voice. "I didn't
quite feel that , " he said with | ess delight when she pressed the skin of the
next knuckl e of the finger. She dug her finger nail into his skin and he felt

the sharper prod. "That | felt!" He | ooked at the mark her nail had left on
the skin.

Ceara eased herself into the nearest chair. "You should see a proper
neur ol ogi st as soon as possible. And there isn't one onstation. W've got to
find out if you really could have had sonme regeneration . . . W do have an
MRl in sick bay-" She broke off, eyes blinking in confusion. Peter could fee
her mind blazing alternately with optim smand denial. Mracles didn't happen

anynore. She gave her head a sharp shake. "I didn't realize you were back on
Padrugoi ." Her glance took in Johnny.
"I"ll see if Dirk will admit we're here. Especially if we have to get Peter

down to sick bay. First order of business." Johnny reached for the conunit as
briskly as if he were no | onger suffering froma hangover

"Second order of business is this," Peter said, tapping a fingertip-and
feeling it-on the day's Ilist.

"Wul d he be endangering hinmsel f?" Johnny asked Ceara anxiously, pausing on

t he comm keypad.

"How?" Peter denmanded. After all that's happened to me in the last two weeks?
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Upon hearing that Peter needed to go to sick bay, Dirk Coetzer was concerned
"What has to be done?" Peter asked Ceara warily. He'd had nore than enough
physi cal examinations, even if he hadn't felt them

"W've a good MR, though an EMG . . ."

"What's that?" Johnny demanded, far nore alarmed than either Coetzer or Peter
"El ectroneur omyograph, but it's done with sensor pads, nuch |ike that

equi prent , " and she nodded to the unit to which Peter was al ready attached.
"Used to be nuch nore intrusive. Anyway, sick bay doesn't have one. You'd' ve
had to go downside. |'d recommend Finn Markstein. He's a neurologist. |
trained with himat Muntainside Hospital."

"WIl the MRI be conclusive? Johnny asked. "WII we see what's going on?"
Peter turned to regard Johnny with some anusenent. Johnny sounded so anxi ous
whil e Peter was being far nore objective. Catching the | ook, Johnny flushed
and gripped Peter's shoul der, then remenbered Peter might feel it and threw
both hands up in the air in bew | derment.

"Ceneral Geene, if |I haven't collapsed by now, | won't. But let's just get

t he second shipment off." He | ooked at Ceara. "Then I'mall yours."” It was his
turn to bl ush.

She covered her mouth with her hand to hide a grin before giving hima nore
pr of essi onal | ook.

"An MRl doesn't take that long but it will reassure everyone about your
present condition."

"He's worried about a shipnent?" Johnny ignored her reassurance and waved his
hands over his head, rolling his eyes. "He's not worried about 'feeling' for
the first tine in what is it, six years?"

Peter grinned at Johnny's histrionics.

"Look, Peter, don't concern yourself over 'porting," Dirk Coetzer began

pl acatingly on the comink

"Admiral, that is ny job here. | made it to First Base so | could 'port nore
efficiently. I'mnot about to malinger when General G eene cannot undertake



such assignnents on his own." Peter swallowed hard, hoping that his agitated
response woul d not put Johnny on guard. Hurriedly he said, "I'Il send the
second shipnent, go down to sick bay, get this MR, and be back in time to
send nunber three.”

Ceara gave hima long look that said clearly "only if the MRl is good."
Johnny had to be persuaded to Peter's return to work after the MR, but Dirk
was clearly pleased at Peter's diligence. Johnny even added his mental push to
Peter's on the second shiprment. Peter kept his pleasure over that to hinself.
It would be so easy for himto just duck out at the | ast nonent and | eave al
the '"port to Johnny. Then he'd tell himthe destination and prove to doubting
Johnny Greene that his gift did not have limts.

Johnny di d suggest that they 'port thensel ves and Ceara down to sick bay,
preferably right into the roomwith the MR equipnent.

"I also don't want anyone thinking you' ve got a medical problem" Johnny said
to justify that maneuver.

"Assassins just don't fall out of convenient |ockers, Johnny," Peter replied
but he didn't object.

There was enough space in the MR chanber to acconmpdate all three. The main
sick bay was nore than adequate for normal problens; a special section dealt
wi th anoxia and ot her space accidents.

Only when Peter levitated hinself to the required supine posture on the MR
bed did he feel the least bit apprehensive. He'd had numerous MRIs, but this
tine it was different.

Ceara took a set of the goggles fromthe hook near the programrabl e screen on

the wall, which was out of Peter's line of sight.
"These are virtual reality glasses. | can see the anatom c structures of your
body, Peter."

The shell of the MRI passed over his body and the results slowy began to
scroll down the screen. There was conplete silence once the shell was back in
t he ready position.

"Well, 1'd like to have Conmander de Aruya verify this,
renovi ng the gl asses.

"Why, what's wong?" Johnny demanded before Peter coul d.
"Because the MRI shows ne extensive neoneurogenesis."
"What does that mean?" Johnny asked.

Peter smled. He knew

"The nerve endi ngs are bondi ng. There's an apparent reconnection of severed
nerve endi ngs, neurofilanents, nerves, and sheaths." Ceara swall owed audibly.
"No, I'mwong. They have bonded! | can see the original insult to the spina
col um. The severed m crobundles are fused together. In the human body, the

i ndi vidual neuropils grow nmuch like the roots of a plant."

Peter's mnd stopped with that explanation. Gow? Like a plant? Amariyah! He
was only peripherally aware of Ceara and Johnny discussing his original injury
and paralysis, the recent fractures. Ceara was sayi ng she wanted to conpare
this scan with all previous MRI files. Wuld the Center release themto her?
And bring up a specialist, like Dr. Markstein? Could she now ask Commander de
Aruya to give a second opinion?

"Does that mean Peter is no |onger-" Johnny stopped, unable to voice a word he
had scrupul ously avoi ded using in Peter's presence.

"Fromthis MR, the original injury has been heal ed. The nerves have rejoi ned:
the spinal colum is no |onger severed." She paused, took a deep breath.
"Technically, he's whole again. But that doesn't nmean it won't take
considerable tine and effort for himto rehabilitate his nmuscles." Ceara spoke
slowy but with a tinge of awe in her voice. "He's overcone so nuch already."
"I think," Peter began, unable to curb his irritation at being denoted to a
"pronoun"-especially by Ceara-"that | would like to feel again!"

"Ch, Peter, | do apol ogize," she said, bending down to | ook into his eyes
where he still lay on the MRl pad. Her face was red with enbarrassnment. "How
unpr of essional of me. Here. Sit up."

Even through his irritation, he felt her keenly nortified chagrin.

Ceara finally said,



"Do you mind if | ask for Commander de Aruya's opinion? This is out of ny area
of expertise."

"Yes, of course," Peter said, raising hinmself to a sitting position. He
wondered what it would be like to make such a sinple everyday novenent
physically. The shining fact was that possibly now he woul d have the choice!
But nore than that, he added very privately to hinmself, | would like to pee
and crap like any other male. He'd managed to ignore the necessary presence of
t he wast e-bag, but he would be so glad to be rid of the damed appliance
forever!

Awiry fit man, Commander de Aruya kept his thick white hair trimed like a
skul I cap and his dark eyes domi nated a mature countenance. He gave a
professional smile that faded the instant he saw the MRl screen. He shot Peter
a startled | ook and anot her at Ceara. He donned the goggl es and peered
intently at the MR inmage.

"Yes, | see." He regarded the screen intently, an index finger tracing the

i mge of Peter's spinal colum until he cane to the old damage. "M.

Rei di nger, if you wouldn't mind, may | do a second scan?" Wen Peter assented
and resumed the supine position, he added. "Save this one, Dr. Scott."

Peter, head in the chin rest, closed his eyes and fervently prayed with al

his soul that the second reading would mirror the first. Dear, dear Anmariyah!
He couldn't wait to hold her! Yes, hold her, in his arms and feel her dear
body. Rhyssa and Dorotea would be over the nmoon. And he smiled at the phrase.
He' d been there, too.

"Thank you, M. Reidinger," said the snooth baritone voice of the comuander
"You may sit up now. "

Ceara was enpathing himvery strong positive joyful encouraging thoughts.

Hey, Pete. Looks the sanme to nme! Boy, are Rhyssa and Dorotea going to rejoice!
Johnny said triunmphantly.

"Have you any idea how this neoneurotropi smoccurred?" De Aruya's eyes were
sparkling in his eagerness to hear Peter's answer. "Sonehowand |'d give a |ot
to know how your body has refornmed the vast network of nerve tendrils that
conpri se the nervous systemin your spinal colum."”

"I think," and Peter considered his words, still awed by the mracle,
friend, Amariyah, is a mcrokinetic. Only she doesn't know it."

"A mcrokinetic?" De Aruya was obviously having trouble crediting such a
sour ce.

Ceara did not. "Onh, ny word, |ike Ruth Horvath was?"
"I can't think of any other explanation, Commander,"

ny

Peter said, feeling his

heart |lift within himas he stared at the second MRl inmage on the screen. "It
is a unique Talent and | know of no other person who is so gifted. She does
have an extraordinary skill with plants. Nerves are, as Ceara just nentioned,

filaments the way roots in a plant are.”

"Hmm " and Commander de Aruya made the appropriate contenplative noise as he
stood, |left hand supporting his right armas he rubbed his chin, eyes intent
on the MR .

The buzz of the conunit startled themall.

"Wl ?" asked Adnmiral Coetzer

"He's okay, Dirk. Mre than okay," Johnny said, the nearest to the unit. "Mich
nore than okay. And," Johnny turned back to Ceara and the comuander, "quite
able to get on with his job. Aren't you, Pete?"

Peter didn't wait for perm ssion but stood erect. "I amfit to continue the
day's schedule, am | not, Commander?"
"Well, yes, ah, | see no reason why not. May | access your records?" The

conmander recovered his poise sufficiently to be conmpletely professional
"Wiom do | ask?"

"Martin McNulty at the Eastern Parapsychic Center," Peter politely supplied.
"Coul son was the SA orthopedi st who vetted me for ny current duties."

"Coul son, yes. Good man," the commander said in an absent tone, obviously



still trying to correlate the information on the MRl and his know edge t hat
Pet er Rei di nger had been paral yzed for much of his life.

"So, shall we get back to work, Pete?" Johnny asked, laying an affectionate
hand on his arm

Peter did feel that as the slightest pressure, closed his eyes, and sml ed.
"You're all right?" Johnny asked, increasing the pressure.

Peter opened his eyes and smled. "I'll need some cal ori es when we' ve
finished."

"Any damm old thing you want," Johnny said, separating the words in ardent
assurance. Let's go and let the good doctor tell the comrander all about us
uni que parapsychi cs.

They 'ported back to the conference room

And let us break the great news to Rhyssa and Dorotea before MNulty gives
t hem coronaries by asking what the hell |1've done to you. W've got a bit of
ti me-enough for that-before we ship nunber three.

AMARI YAH The tel epathed shrieks were not only in unison but also in a vol une
t hat conveyed the conpl ex enotions of Rhyssa Lehardt and Dorotea Horvat h:
surprise, astonishment, incredulity, and consummate relief.

That's Amariyah's gift, Dorotea said, noderating her tone. Peter? You're on
the Station and able to talk to me directly? Rhyssa, you didn't say anything

Later, dear heart. Let's digest this nomentous news, Rhyssa said.

D you think it was the nmassages she gave you, Peter? Dorotea's query was
nearly simnultaneous.

Can you think of any other agency that woul d bond-regrow nerve fibers?

Bundl es, filanents, sheaths? The whol e nervous systenf? Renmenber her garden
when the basketball sneared it? She regrew those plants, root, stem branch
and | eaf.

That's right. She did, Dorotea said.

So she is, like your nother, a mcro-Tal ent, Rhyssa added.

| don't think we'd better tell her yet, Dorotea said in a very thoughtful

t one.

That Peter's heal ed? Rhyssa was confounded.

O course not. But if she doesn't know what she does, let's not inhibit her
To which Peter agreed thoroughly. Dorotea went on, She's got to mature into
her Talent. And now we know what it is, we can direct and strengthen it. Ch
Peter, you'll be able to feel again! There was no doubt about Dorotea's
jubilation on that score.

It's going to take time, Johnny rem nded them

You may even wi sh you hadn't, Dorotea remarked in a very dry tone. But it will
be worth the effort, ny dear, dear boy! Ch, it wll!

Peter could al nost visualize Dorotea, standing there, fists raised in triunph
over this news.

When will you be downsi de? she asked

Unl ess |'mgrounded by a higher authority, Peter replied slyly, |I have two
nore weeks of this contract work period, |ong enough to nmake our First Base
trip worthwhile.

You' |l have no trouble doing that, Peter, Rhyssa said at her drollest. Don't
you skinp on cal ories when you're doing such |long 'ports.

Conmmander de Aruya up here would like nmy file fromDr MNulty.

Yes, yes, of course.

And Ceara reconmended a neurol ogi st, Finn Mrkstein.

Martin McNulty will undoubtedly know whomto consult, Rhyssa said.

Peter al npst resented that tone of "we know best." He rem nded hinself that
Rhyssa did have his best interests at heart. And she m ght be recovering from
the shock of the disclosure.



In Padrugoi's security offices, Ensign Liz Predush was still matching
surveillance tapes with the i mages of those who had visited the Station during
the critical time when Linp-34 could have been sabotaged. She was conparing
faces of arrivals with those taken at other |ocations on every |evel. Suddenly
a match sharpened her attention as the two screens blinked out a bingo! A
match. One didn't need a fullface image to make a match: the state-of-the-art
i magi ng program anal yzed not only the face, but also body type, height, nass,
and any unusual characteristics. On arrival, a visitor's inage was taken
fullface and then in profile as s/he noved through the security section. The
program had enough data to provide positive identification

"Ceorg Fraga," she murrmured to herself, noting the arrival data and then the
fact that he had been on the boat deck where Flinflam had had his workshop
where Linp-34 had been noored, awaiting her passengers. The person nearest him
had his back to the surveillance lens. Her fingers flew over the pressure
sensitive keys, enlarging the figure, hitting the "match" conmand.

"Well, lookit this," Liz said, and no |longer resented the | ong hours that
culmnated in this nonment. "Commander Bindra? | got something to show you."
"Ceorg Fraga?" Bindra | eaned over her shoul der, eyes bugged out at the double
match. "He's Space Authority. He was supposed to be in Mai Leitao's cabin
until it was time to board the return shuttle.”

"And that's Al bert Ponce, sir. Can't see his face but this guy matches him
physically." Liz enlarged the figure once again, sharpened the focus. "H m
weari ng Engineering tabs on his collar. Can just make 'emout. W can check
with what was found in 7299A."

Bi ndra straightened, slowy letting his breath out, feeling sharp triunph.
"Good work, Liz. I'd never have thought it of Fraga, though."

"Everyone has a weakness, sir. Just as you keep telling ne."

"Yes, but what is Fraga' s?"

Ensi gn Predush sat back in her chair. It wasn't up to her to comment about
people in Fraga's |evel

"Document this, Liz, and | think we'd better give the data to Conmi ssioner
Roznine. It'll be his baby downside."

Boris Roznine, in his official capacity, was paying a discreet visit to the
Jerhattan headquarters of the Space Authority. As he approached the security
barrier, he was rehearsing several approaches, so it was a distinct surprise
when a | arge hand stopped him

"Where m ght you be going, sir?" said the |arge muscled man who had halted his
progr ess.

"I"'mLEQ " Boris began, holding out his wist.

"You don't look it," was the reply.

"What do you nmean by that?" Boris was astoni shed by the response.

"Well, you don't."

Boris pushed forward, thrusting his wist toward the reader to establish his
identity.

"Ch, you're the LEO Commi ssioner,” the guard said with a slight accent on the
LEO, his expression am able as he read the panel on the narrow decoder screen,
steadily green in "identity confirmed" node.

"I told you that." Could the guard possibly be detaining himon purpose in
order to give warning? "Wat did you think LEO nmeant ?"

"I't could be your astrological sign," the guard suggested wi th an indol ent
shrug followed by a grin, "but you certainly aren't a Low Earth Obit."

"Ch." Boris was surprised. He'd never realized that there was an alternate
version of the acronym one that would certainly be in conmmon currency at the
Space Aut hority.

"To each his own," the guard said, blithely waving himthrough the security
arch and into the buil ding.

W thout further hindrance, Boris nade his way to the el evator banks, cutting
through the visitors in the huge, vaulted | obby, glancing only briefly at the



nodel of Padrugoi suspended fromthe ceiling. He reached the | evel he required
and told the attentive security wonman at the desk that he wi shed to see
Secretary Abubakar inmedi ately. |nmpassively she gestured to the wist reader
inset in the desk and her manner becane considerably nore cordial as it
clarified his rank and identity. She | eaned over the conunit and announced his
presence. Obviously the answer was positive for she escorted himto the end of
the hall and, opening the door, gestured for himto enter

Secretary Abubakar was on his feet and coming forward to wel come his visitor
however unexpect ed.

Boris held up a pencil file. "I came straight to you with this information,
Secretary."

"I nformation?" Abubakar accepted the file and put it in the reader. The

i nformati on came on the screen on his desk. "Georg? But he was with Mai the
whol e tine."

"Notice the time of the encounter, Secretary. There was sufficient tine for
Fraga to reach the boat bay, speak to the man we have positively identified as
Al bert Ponce, aka Flinflam and return to his vigil beside her. As she was
sedat ed, he has no one to vouch for his so exenplary vigil."

"But Georg Fraga? | can't believe it." Abubakar sat down heavily, his handsone
face showi ng sincere disbelief and astoni shment. "He passed the highest
security checks. H's work has been above reproach.”

"What is his connection with Mai Leitao?"

"Col | eagues. Col |l eagues only. He's married to a research executive and they
have two children. Leitao's never been the least bit interested in men. She's
still on holiday. But I can't see any other connection.”

"Then |l et us ask ourselves what mght tenpt a man |ike Georg Fraga to liaise
with an offender |ike Ponce, risk his job with SA. Wiy was Mai Leitao so
terrified of Peter Reidinger? Because he's psychic? Is it possible that she's
religiously inclined? Mght have encountered Ponce in one of his Religious
Interpretative Group activities?" Abubakar | ooked shocked at the questions
Boris fired at him "In strictest confidence, there already has been a totally
unexpect ed connection with Ponce's spurious RIGs. Is there any way that Ponce
or Shimaz coul d have coerced Fraga? Wuld either of them have had contact with
Shimaz? O been in Ml aysi a?"

Abubakar spent one nore baffled noment. He shook hinself and, waving Boris to
the confortable chair beside his workstation, regained his | egendary
composur e.

"We shall certainly find out, Comm ssioner. W shall certainly find out. W
have too nmuch at stake at Space Authority right now, especially now that young
Rei dinger is on-line." He asked for the confidential personnel files.

Three hours later, they found the connection. Georg Fraga's ol dest child had
had bl adder, liver, and pancreas replacenents. The organs had been supplied to
t he hospital

"Shimaz!" Boris said, running his fingers through his blond hair in a nonment
of rare agitation. "He farned children for organ transplants in the hills of
Sabah! "

"But that transplant operation was nine years ago," Abubakar excl ai nmed.

"Since you have such faith in Fraga's integrity, perhaps you woul d not object
if I ask hima few questions."

Abubakar hesitated only briefly and then nodded. He opened the conmink and
requested Georg Fraga to cone to his office. "I don't see how Mai coul d be

i nvol ved. She lives only for work," and the Secretary's little snile was
rueful .

Fraga appeared and Rozni ne saw no apprehension in his posture until the
Secretary introduced himas the LEO Comr ssi oner

"How may | hel p you, Conmi ssioner?" H s manner remai ned snmooth and quite

possi bly he wasn't aware that Boris was a strong tel epath, though nost people
at Fraga's level knew that LEO used parapsychics.

"I must ask you a few questions in line with an ongoing investigation
Bori s said.



"But, of course," Fraga replied, his men still betraying no trace of guilt or
apprehensi on as he took the chair the Secretary had indicated.

Boris crossed his right leg over his left knee, outwardly totally at ease.
"Wul d the nanme Shimaz nean anything to you?"

"No. "

That was true enough. "Listening" for truth or fal sehood was not illegal so
long as listening went no further than public thoughts.

"From what source did you obtain organ transplants for your son?" Boris
shapped the query off.

Fraga went into shock, color draining fromhis face and his mnd hardening. It
woul d now be nore difficult for Boris to tell truth fromfiction but there
were ot her betraying signs of guilt or anxiety.

"Oooh!" Fraga seened to fold in on hinmself. "I had to. | had to. |'ve repaid
every single credit. Mai took it out of my salary. She said she had a
di scretionary fund. She was willing to loan ne credit fromit. | have repaid

it."
"Mai Leitao was involved?" The Secretary was astoni shed and gl anced covertly
at Boris.

"I certainly didn't have that anount of credit at ny disposal. | was
desperate. | asked her would the SA see their way clear to give me an advance.
| had to tell her why. There wasn't much tine, you see, if Josef was to live
The credit had to be sent to the special account number | was given."

That al so was the truth. Fraga was willing for that to be seen in his eyes,
his manner, his agitated hand gestures.

"Do you renenber where the credit was sent?" Boris asked

"A bank in Sandakan." Fraga swall owed and cl asped his hands. Possibly, Boris

t hought, to control their shaking.

"An organ farmwas situated in the nearby nountains,’

Boris said in a neutra

Voi ce.

Fraga visibly shuddered and closed his eyes. "I didn't know. " He opened his
eyes. "l didn't care." He nade an effort to master hinself. "My son was

dyi ng. "

Boris waited a nonment before he asked the next question. He disliked harassing
peopl e who had acted for the best of personal reasons but Law Enforcenent was
as necessary to this conplex world as what Order could be achieved.

O gan-repl acenment from unaut hori zed sources was illegal. Al nost as dangerous
to the recipients who m ght pay exorbitant prices; possibly paying agai n when
the organs failed or bequeathed other diseases to the recipients. In sone
respects, Shinmaz's operation had been well organized: the transplants did
match the recipient's blood type and tissue sanple and in nost cases the
organs were healthy, the transplants successful

"Did you make contact with a person on Padrugoi during your visit there on the
fifth of March?" Boris fired the inportant query before Fraga could recover.
Fraga dropped his head into his hands.

"Did you bring hima nmessage or sone iten®"

Fraga was close to collapse. Boris waited. Abubakar's face was a study of
synmpat hy and consternation, his eyes sad. Fraga's reply was jerky; it was
obviously an effort to speak

"I brought a message. | was nade to or the illegal organ purchase woul d becone
public know edge. And Mai woul d be inplicated since the credit note could be
traced back to her office."”

"Tell me how, and when, you were asked to be a nessenger. In person?"

"No, a comm nessage. Qut of the blue. Eight years after the operation."
"Precisely when?" Boris asked ruthlessly.

Ceorg Fraga raised his tornented eyes. "The day before the meeting up at
Padrugoi ." He made a mirthless sound. "I kept a voiceprint. In case there was
anot her attenpt at blackmail. 1'd ve gone to you then."

That, Boris was pleased to "hear," was the truth. He suppressed the flare of

pl easure that Fraga had had the forethought to take a print. It would be a

val uabl e pi ece of evidence. Since Fraga had been honest, Boris would see what



he could do to mitigate the charges agai nst the nman. Honesty was the best

policy.

"It's regrettable that you didn't cone to us in the first instance," he said
sternly.

"And be charged with an illegal organ transplant?" Fraga asked ironically.
"Did you tell Mai Leitao?" Abubakar asked gently.

"I had to find out if she'd been contacted, too. | had to warn her." The
Secretary nodded. Now he turned to the LEO Conm ssi oner

"May | inquire what happened because Georg delivered that nessage?" he asked

in a bleak tone.

"Fortunately the consequences were not as serious as they m ght have been,"”
Boris replied. He turned to the dispirited Fraga. "The voiceprint will be a
cruci al piece of evidence, M. Fraga."

"Il get it for you."

“I"ll come with you, M. Fraga, as | have taken entirely too nuch of the
Secretary's tinme."

Fraga rose stiffly.

"Come back here directly, Georg," Abubakar said in a colorless voice.

Fraga gave a slight bow and then I ed the way out of the office.

The next two weeks did not give Peter a single opportunity to put in for tinme
on Padrugoi's link with the far-side tel escopes. But he did nake tinme for one
thing: a call to Professor Gadriel to make his own personal apol ogies.
Checking the tine in Geneva, Peter placed a person-to-person call on a secured
line to Professor Tomas Gadriel at CERN. High tine, too. Apol ogies should be
made sooner rather than later. He knew that Rhyssa, as head of the Eastern

Par apsychic Center, had been in touch with Gadriel, but Peter had been
responsi ble for the ruination of those new circuits, not Rhyssa. It should be
just after the lunch break at the research facility.

"Bonj our, Conseil Europeen pour |a Recherche Nucl 6eaire,"” a pl easant-sounding
receptioni st answer ed.

"Bonjour," Peter replied in his best French, "ici Peter Reidinger de |la
station d' espace Padrugoi. Je veux parler avec Professeur Tomas Gadriel, s'i
vous plait."

"You are calling from Padrugoi ?" The receptionist switched to flaw ess
English, making it clear to Peter that his accent needed a | ot of work. "My |
tell the professor the purpose of your call?"

Peter felt hinmself growing hot. "I wanted to discuss his |atest parapsychic
experiment with him™
"Very well," the receptionist said. "One nonment please.” The |ine went dead

for sone seconds. "I amtransferring you to the professor now. Good day."
"Hel | 0?" The voice that replaced the receptionist's was baritone. "M.

Rei di nger?" There was a distinct note of pleased surprise in the tone.
"Professor Gadriel, thank you for accepting ny call,"” Peter began. "Ah, it is
yourself who calls ne," and the professor switched on the visual, show ng
hinself to be totally unlike Peter's original mental image of the telekinetic
physicist. Atall, burly man who | ooked nore |ike an al pine clinber than
scientist, beaned at him Wth both hands he snoothed back thick brown hair
fromhis forehead in what was a characteristic gesture, as he | eaned eagerly
toward the screen and planted nuscled forearns on the worktop. "I nust thank
you for all that you have done."

Peter was surprised. "Thank nme? But your generators!”

"But the science!" Professor Gadriel responded with a Gallic twist of his
shoul ders. "I amso glad that ny generators were avail abl e when you needed
them and flattered that you would think of themat a time when you were quite
obvi ously under a | ot of stress-"

"Prof essor, what were you tol d?" Peter broke in.

"I was told nothing." Tomas Gadriel |aughed. "But | ama man of science, and
if you work at CERN, you learn to think quickly. My instrunents were on and



tracking that day, young man. | know exactly when you dunped power into ny
generators and exactly how rmuch power you dunped. The expl osion in space-the
so-called '"fire in the sky'-was on every newsvid. It took ne | ess than an hour
to sort through the math, you know. "

"I see," Peter replied slowy, wondering who el se would be able to do the
math. "WAit a mnute, you say 'dunped ?"

"Mais oui!" Professor Gadriel said. "You dunped over ninety-eight gigawatts of
power through my circuitry. It held up rather well, too. It did not take ne

long to realize that that figure represented an orbital translation-and a
| unar one at that. You see, you had to conpensate for the difference in
specific energy."

Peter slumped in his chair. "Professor, | don't understand. Wat specific
ener gy?"

Prof essor Gadriel pursed his lips in thought. "Young man, has not Madane
Lehardt insisted that you are well rounded in all the sciences?"

"Well, she has tried," Peter replied in a rueful tone.

"And do | not understand that you have a keen interest in space flight and
space travel ?"

"l do," Peter adnitted

"Then | woul d expect you to understand that for every kil ogram of nass you put
in an orbit, you nust have increased the body's energy-both kinetic and
potential -by a certain anmount."

Pet er nodded in conprehension. "I"msorry, | follow you now. In translating an
object fromEarth's orbit to rest on the nmoon, | had to change the total
energy per kilogramfor every kilograml lifted."

"If by 'lifted" you nean teleported, then yes, exactly," Professor CGadriel

agreed. "But there is nore energy per kilogramin an object orbiting the Earth
at an altitude of two hundred kil oneters than there is in an object at rest on
the Moon. So the energy had to go sonewhere, n'est-ce pas?"

"Naturally," Peter responded automatically. "But how did your generators cope
wi th such an influx of power?"

Prof essor Gadriel shrugged. "They did not, of course. But my gestalt circuitry
took the power, and when the couplings fused, the power grounded to Earth,
Which is a pity, because otherwi se CERN woul d have sold a very tidy sum of
electricity to the European power grid." The professor grinned. "Next tinme, we

will handle that. In another six nonths, please feel free to repeat your

per f or mance. "

Peter grinned back. "It's not a performance | want to have to repeat, thank
you. "

"And why not ?"

"Because | have never felt so drained," Peter replied. "But why, if | received
so much power, should |I feel drained?"
"You should ask my fuse the same question, young man," Professor CGadri el

replied with a hearty guffaw. "It's not the direction the power flows in which
matters-it's the total anount of power."
Pet er nodded thoughtfully. "I can see why there would be a power surplus in

this case, but if we are only teleporting objects fromplace to place on
Earth, why do we need gestalt generators?"

"Well, of course," the professor replied, "you don't-or we would never have
di scovered psychic powers. Over short distances, for small masses, the power
requi renments are such that the psychic's own power is sufficient. It's only
over long distances or with | arge nasses that we require additional help.

"OfF course, even over relatively short distance, we telekinetics require nore

power than we use-and that is a nystery," Professor Gadriel continued. "It is
a nmystery that | amtrying to solve."
Peter | aughed. "I thought the biggest nystery was how psychic powers worked at

all.”

Prof essor Gadriel threw up a dism ssive hand. "That probl em was sol ved | ong
ago. Mon Di eu, what Teacher program have you been using? You have heard of
Hei senberg, correct? And Schrodi nger? You understand quantum nechani cs, don't



you?"

Peter found hinself nodding decisively to all three questions. "I certainly
do, Professor. At least | thought | did. |I did pretty well on Teacher exams in
physi cs, and general applications of quantum nechanics and string theory. But
I"'mafraid | don't precisely appreciate what quantum mechanics has to do with
tel eki netics."

"You do not? But | thought that everyone knew" the professor broke off and
sl apped his forehead in disgust. "Ah, idiot! | cannot believe-"

"Professor, I'mvery sorry to have distressed you. Maybe | should | et you get
back to your work," Peter said, dismayed at the professor's tenper.

"No, not you-me!" The professor slapped his forehead again for good neasure.
"Perhaps you haven't had time lately to read the technical journals from
CERN. " When Peter shook his head, unwilling to admit that he didn't have tine
to read any technical journals, just manifest |lists of where to send what,
Gadri el nodded his head synpathetically. "Then you did not know that we, here
at CERN, now know how tel ekinetics and all the psi powers work."

"You do?" Peter was shocked. "That is excellent news. Wth that know edge we
shoul d be able to build gestalt generators to take us to the stars!"”

"Ah, but it is not so easy, M. Reidinger," the professor said sadly. "Know ng
how psi powers work is the easy part; making themwork better-that is very
difficult.”

"How do they work, Professor?"

"Qur psychic powers utilize the quantum nmechani cal effects of an observer on a
macr oscopi ¢ scale,” the professor said sinply. Peter |ooked confused. "You
know that in the real mof quantum nechanics, sinply observing a particle
changes its state, correct? Professor Heisenberg enbodied this in his
Uncertainty Principle.”

"Yes," Peter replied. "The Hei senberg Uncertainty Principle states that with
subatom c particles it is not possible to observe its state w thout the energy
used to make the observation causing a change in that state-if you shine a
l[ight on an electron, it will either change its speed or its orbit."

"Correct , " the professor said. "The effect of the observer is nore profound,
even. In the case of Schrodi nger-and his poor unfortunate imagi nary cat-an
observer is required before an observation can be made."

"Li ke Schrodinger's cat-no one can know if the cat is dead or alive without
actually opening the airtight box and | ooking," Peter agreed.

"Exactly," the professor replied entusiastically. "And we Tal ented people are
very speci al observers. Wile nothing can be said to have happened wi thout an
observer, we, with our Talents, can nake things happen the way we want them"
"So | teleport objects by wanting themto be where they need to go."

"Very good. But | would have said, we nove objects by observing themto be in
their new |l ocation," the professor corrected, nodding furiously.

"And tel epat hy?" Peter asked.

"Tel epathy is even easier. It is purely a quantum nechanical effect , " the
prof essor said. "Telepaths think they are tal king with someone, and that
someone hears themneural stimulation at the quantum mechanical |evel."
Peter's face lit up with understanding as he absorbed the professor's

expl anation. "CQur Tal ents work because we want themto!"

"Exactly."

"And the gestalt generators?"

"They increase our ability to realize quantum mechanical effects on a greater
scale, as well as handling any specific energy concerns."

Peter frowned. "That doesn't explain why | get better results with sone
generators than others."

"To understand that, | would need to see your tel enetry-sone neasurenents,”

t he professor replied.

Peter grinned. "I understand that you' ve been looking into this, and we have
collected quite a lot of telenmetry fromour work up here on Padrugoi. | can
download it to you now. "

The professor glanced at his watch. "For you, Peter, | will nmake time to



anal yze the data. Let nme clear ny schedul e while you comence the downl oad. "
Fifteen mnutes later, Peter and Professor Gadriel were el bowdeep in their
accunul at ed dat a.

"I see what you mean here, Peter, about the various |oads," Professor CGadriel
agreed, highlighting one section of a graph.. "It certainly |ooks I|ike
everyone goes through a period of adjustment when they first join into gestalt
with a generator."

"What |'ve been trying to understand, Professor, is why | can't get a
correl ati on between graphs for different generators,” Peter said.
"Pl ease, Peter, it would be easier for ne if you called me Tomas,'
Gadriel said, smling. "W are friends now, non?"

Peter swall owed. Professor Gadriel was easily twenty years his senior-but his
ready smle was infectious. "Very well, Prof-Tomas. But if you | ook here," and
Peter brought up multiple graphs in the | ower w ndow, "there seens to be no
correlation. And w thout correlation-"

"We are missing sonething,” Tomas interrupted. He stroked his chin

t houghtfully. "Sone piece of data is not in our picture. Let's look at the
data for General G eene."

Pr of essor

"Very well," Peter agreed, rapidly graphing that data and di splaying the
results.
"Ha! | see something," Tomas said. He pointed to the graphs. "Look how nmuch

longer it takes General Greene to come into gestalt with these generators.

Al ways he takes |onger." Tonas tapped rapidly on his keyboard. "Here are ny
traces fromny ol der gestalt circuitry. | am quicker, even than you," he
noted. "Now why is that?"

"Some of these installations are newer than others,"” Peter noted. Quickly he
ran up graphs of gestalt against installation date.

"Hmm the correlation is not exact," Tonmas said. He frowned thoughtfully, then
bri ghtened. "But some of these would have received newer circuitry. Were are
the records?" His fingers flew over his keyboard again. "Ah, here. Let's see
now." Peter's graph was rearranged on the screen. "Hmm still not quite a
perfect fit."

"Wuld all the newer circuitry be the same?" Peter asked.

Tomas shook his head. "No, alnost every circuit is custombuilt, an
experiment. |'ve been working with smaller circuit paths, aimng for higher

ef ficiencies. Your Padrugoi equiprment is three or four generations old. And
some of these other installations-pah!" He waved a dism ssive hand. "Wy, this
one in Australia is ancient."

Peter groaned. "I got a headache every tine | used it."

Tomas shot hima startled | ook. "Really? Headaches. This is something el se we
must consider. | recall a headache once, way back . " H's voice faded away.
"No, | cannot remenber. Let ne consult ny notes." Again his fingers tapped on

hi s keyboard. "You wouldn't believe the amount of silliness | amwlling to
record, Peter," Tomas said, shaking his head. "By the way, | amrecordi ng our
wor k together nowis that a problen? | should have nentioned it earlier, but
nost of ny col |l eagues al ready know ny penchant for recording everything."
Peter shook his head. "No, sir. In fact, it makes quite a |l ot of sense.”

Tomas grinned. "Good, | amglad you agree. | get soneone else to deal with the
words that the silly speech-to-text software still can't handle. Mstly, it's
very good. But not as good as a-" His voice trailed off. "Ah, here it is. Yes,
| had sone trouble with your Australian generators, too. But ny charts

Hm | was still faster than you or General G eene, with those machi nes."
"Perhaps you are nore powerful or-"
"Nonsense! | know ny limtations," Tomas cut himoff. "There is no tine for

fal se nodesty or bragging. W are dealing with science, Peter. There's a
reason-probably a good one-why it is easier for ne to forma gestalt than
you." Realization dawned in Professor Gadriel's eyes. "OF course! | designed
the circuitry and tested it. Wiy would | bother to give nyself a headache when
| could avoid it? Hmm sonehow the circuitry works best for nme . " Tonmas's
words trailed away as he Il apsed into thought once nore.



"Maybe you tuned it-" Peter began.

"Voilal" Tomas shouted. "Or perhaps | should say, eureka! You are right,
Peter. | most certainly did tune those circuits. How was | to know that | had
tuned them best for ne?"

"Wuld that explain the different tines to achieve gestalt?" Peter asked.

Tomas shrugged. "Perhaps. O the headaches. | would imagine that both are
aspects of how well a particular telekinetic is in tune with the gestalt
circuitry-but | imagine that sone telekinetics are better at entering into

gestalt than others, no matter how well the circuitry is tuned. W shall have
to experinment."

"CGreat," Peter said. "Wen do we start?"

Tomas threw up his hands. "Peter, you are unquenchable. W have been at this
now for-zut alors!-seven hours, and you want to start running experinments?"
Peter | ooked abashed. "Sorry, Professor, it's just that-"

"I know, ny young friend, youth has no patience," Tomas said. "But | will need
some time to think this over and build new circuitry."

"I"'msorry," Peter once again felt obliged to apol ogi ze.

"You should not be!" Professor Gadriel responded hotly. "W have made great
strides this day, you and I. Wien we are done . . . who knows? But now | nust
report this to ny superiors-1 will need to draw a | ot of new equi pnent." Wen
Peter made to speak again, Tomas cut himoff. "Do not worry-1 shall have no
problemgetting it. Let ne have sone time to sort things through-1 shal
contact you again as soon as | have nore."

Pet er caught Johnny showering, too excited to wait a single mnute in sharing
that incredible conversation and its rewards for them

Well, one thing's sure, Gadriel's not all wet the way | amright now.

Sorry, Johnny.

He caught Johnny's tol erant sigh.

Don't be. I'd heard sonething about Gadriel before our interesting trip to
First Base, but | didn't actually connect quantum nmechanics w th what we do.
Didn't anyone think to tell us?

There's some sort of Murphy's Law, isn't there, that says that the people who
do the work are the last ones to know?

If there isn't, there should be. Okay, you recorded, too, didn't you? Send it
to ny workstation and I'Il reviewit. And let's not tell Dirk right now W
should see if it works for us, and then organi ze a new contract.

Is that all you ever think of, contracts? Peter was both anused and irritated
by the general's practicality. Being able to work nore efficiently shouldn't
be translated into nmore credit. O should it, especially if it benefited the
Center, as well as the kinetics involved?

And don't tell Rhyssa just yet, Johnny added. | don't want to get her hopes up
until we're sure Gadriel's right.

Peter grumbl ed but obeyed. And had anot her diversion for his spare time when
he wasn't porting shipments to First Base. Conmander de Aruya had forwarded
his MR readings and Peter's incredibl e neoneurogenesis to Muntai nside
Hospi t al

Neur o- speci al i st Finn Markstein wanted very much to exam ne Peter Reidinger in
person and arranged to cone inmediately to Padrugoi for this purpose. A nman in
his early thirties, with a face that | ooked much younger than his years and
experi ence, he had a confident and optim stic manner. His field of
concentration was spinal injuries, including bypass operations that provided
l[imted nmobility. Al though Peter sensed that Markstein was highly skeptica
that the source of the mracul ous neurogenesis was an el even-year-old girl

Dr. Markstein did not argue the point, murmnuring about gift horses. Markstein
di scussed Peter's case with Comander de Aruya and on video-link with Martin
McNul ty. The station physiotherapist, Mke Malaj, was briefed to restore
Peter's body to full working condition. He had to gradually gain strength and
resilience to performgross notor novenments. As Ceara had suggested, the



fine-nmotor skills would take longer. Finn Markstein was willing to advance the
opinion that full recovery fromthe paralysis was possible, with dedicated
hard work on Peter's part. A hydrotherapy tank was already part of the sick
bay's equi prent, and Peter was schedul ed to spend a good deal of time in it
between 'portations and the exercise facility.

"You're not really in bad shape, Pete," Mke told himon the second day.

"Smart of you to keep working out on the Reeve Board. | won't kid you though
It's going to be rough at times. | gotta work you hard. Nothing personal, you
realize."”

Though intellectually Peter did realize that, it was hard not to think that

M ke was a despot, putting himthrough strenuous exercises, denmandi ng nore and
nore at each session. If Sue, his original therapist, had seened strict, she
was a pussycat in conparison to M ke.

"Cotta get those quadriceps noving." Mke used a litany of those nuscles in a
sort of chant as he worked Peter through his body: arms, chest, abdonen,

pel vis, back, and legs. "Think into the tissue of pectoralis major. And don't
forget the minor. Let's get these arns working-deltoid, biceps, triceps, the
flexors. Your belly, sir, and its latissinus dorsi, the rectus abdom nus. Your
good ol ' gluteus maxi mus, nedius, and mninus. Get 'em working. Make your
nmuscl es renenber what they once did. Quadriceps, rectus fenoris. They wll
renmenber, you know, if you make them You' re a psychic. Make your m nd work
for you."

"I was " Peter gasped, sweating to nove inches when a half hour before he had
' ported hundredwei ghts to the Mon, "doing just fine that way. This is
different.”

And, oh, how different it was! It alnost defeated him Sternly he rem nded
hinsel f that getting rid of that dammed appliance would be worth an ocean of
sweat. Markstein reassured himthat the diversion could be reversed and he
woul d be able to control his bodily functions. That was an amnbition devoutly
to be realized. The operati on had been done to himwi thout himrealizing what
it meant-after the consultants regretfully announced that his paral ysis was

i ncur abl e.

When tel eki nesis had given Peter nobility, he had pleaded with Dr. MNulty to
reconnect him but the doctor had regretfully replied that Peter did not have
t he synpat hetic nervous systemto control voluntary actions, no matter how

cl ever he had been at counterfeiting noverment in his |inbs.

"I'f I have to wait for voluntary nmuscle control to develop, how wll | know
when it does?" Peter asked Finn

The doctor twitched his lips, cleared his throat, and his eyes gl eaned.
"You'll know. The man in you will stand up and be noticed."

It took Peter a nonment to realize what Markstein nmeant, and then he felt the
bl ood rush to his face. He renenbered, all too vividly, the three A M bath
"You'll know, Peter," the doctor repeated gently.

It took ten days of designing, testing, and refining-and sone very serious
headaches-before Professor Gadriel and Peter were satisfied with their

results.

"Look at this, we have a one hundred percent decrease in power consunption
when the circuits are tuned." Professor Gadriel chortled happily to hinself.
"And you were so right, Peter, to think of using musical notes for tuning-very
efficient. | also notice that your friend Lance Baden is tone-deaf, which
probabl y expl ai ns why he cannot achieve the gestalt. It is also true that sone
tel ekinetics take longer to achieve a gestalt, but those tinmes decrease
significantly when the generators are tuned to their pitch."

"It's as though a telekinetic has a particular range of ability-and the peak
efficiency is at a particular frequency," Peter observed.

"I agree," said Johnny Greene, who had been brought in as a later test

subj ect. He rubbed the back of his neck in a vain attenpt to rid hinself of
his | atest headache. "And now | know why | |ike songs in G ngjor nore than



those in C"

Peter's best key was C nmjor.

"I also see that our efficiencies increase with the greater efficiency of the
gestalt circuitry-the 0.1 micron circuits are nmuch easier to work with,"
Johnny noted. "Professor, when do you think we can push down to finer
circuitry?"

Tomas frowned and shook his head. "W are dealing with a great anount of
power, Ceneral Geene. It is very hard to design such fine traces to handle
such high | oads."

Johnny sighed and nodded. "But it is obvious that the closer we are to the
guantum mechanical limt, the easier it is for us to enter into the gestalt."”
"Ah, but we nust be careful not to |let other quantum nechanical effects
overwhel mour circuitry' " Tomas countered.

"I think the really inportant thing, Tomas, is when can we get this new
circuitry installed up here on Padrugoi ?" Peter said.

Tomas perked up. "Oh, didn't | nention?" Across the link, the other two shook
their heads. "Ah, well-today, if you can stand the headache of picking it up."
"Can we!" Peter and Johnny chorused. The several crates of ultrasensitive
circuitry from CERN were deposited with butterfly delicacy to the

hi gh-security storage on Engi neering deck

From such sublimty, Peter reported for another very physical session wth

M ke. And so he sweated, had his muscles galvanically stimnmulated, ate the
speci al diet-which included the conmpl ex carbohydrates he needed-despite the
extra loads that had to be enptied nore regularly fromthe waste-bag. He al so
reinstituted the linbic exercises Sue had taught him In a way, that was
followi ng Mke's advice about thinking into his tissue. And deadeni ng the
pain! It was al nost good to feel pain, to stretch and conpress. Al nost!

Peter was al so al nost sorry to have the next week off, because Lieutenant
Termuri Bergkanp was quite willing to install the CERN circuits to inprove the
performance of his generators in gestalt. He said it would take at |east the
week to get themintegrated. He grinned at both Johnny and Peter, a twinkle in
his eye that told themhe'd been on the Iist of those who needed to know how
Li mo- 34 had been able to make it back to First Base.

A week off fromtel ekinesis did not, however, nean a week off fromintensive
physi ot her apy, because Martin MNulty made provisions for Peter to continue
the relentl ess exercises.

Nevert hel ess, he and Johnny gratefully 'ported downside to the Jerhattan
termnal. For the first time, Peter noticed the expanse of |low land that had
once been a nice urban area until a conpul sory governnent acquisition had
transferred the residents to other, quieter habitations. Jerhattan Transport
Conpl ex had grown but not outstripped the available area. The tel epad was east
and south of the main buildings and the grid of concrete takeoff and taxiing
strips. Even the airbus hotels needed roomto maneuver and make their vertica
| andi ngs. Small craft used auxiliary fields.

Here, there would be space for a suitable headquarters, Peter decided, near
enough Jerhattan proper for access-especially by tel ekinetics-and cargo space
for the containers. Johnny had never referred to Peter's nention of a
conmer ci al anmal gamati on of tel ekinetics and | ong-distance tel epaths. Peter was
not going to rush the idea. Sinply because Johnny hadn't taken himup on that
casual reference didn't mean that the general had not heard it

Nor had Peter had time to trick Johnny into sending to "South America." In

bet ween hi s physi o sessions, there had been so many and unexpected

devel opnents. Especially nore talks with Tomas Gadriel. The professor had al so
offered the new circuitry to Rhyssa. Wile she was dubi ous about how this
woul d hel p other parapsychics, she and Sascha excitedly discussed how this
woul d alter the training of the new kinetic. This could well be the npst



i mportant breakthrough for parapsychic research since Henry Darrow had

i nvented the Goosegg that could record the brai nwaves and prove genui ne

i ncidents of psychic ability.

Maybe, Peter nused, when they got back to work, the Gadriel gestalt woul d nmake
it easier to trick Johnny into sending to "South Anerica." And then he'd al so
make time to stargaze . . . or rather, asteroid-gaze.

Now, he was just a step away from Amariyah

Bot h Rhyssa and Dorotea told himfrequently and in no uncertain terns not to
mention Amariyah's part in his neoneurogenesis, that he wondered if they

t hought he'd lost his wits as he regained his linbs. He, of all people, knew
he must be adroit. How he was going to also inpress on Anmariyah not to inhibit
her Tal ent-which she didn't yet know she had-was another matter. He had read
all he could about Dorotea's mother, Ruth Horvath, who had been able to
mani pul ate cells, but could never consciously tap into her mcrokinetic
Talent. He read how deftly Daffyd op Oanen, Rhyssa's grandfather, had dealt
with Ruth, subtly inspiring her innate maternal synpathies for persons he

wi shed her to heal and alter. Sonetinmes this had been successful; it was not
an easy Talent to have, use, or direct.

According to nost parapsychic experts, a person did not come into his or her
Tal ent until puberty or until a trauma forced themto use alternate skills, as
had happened to him Instinct had governed Amariyah's abilities-the instinct
to heal, nourish, protect. Some |latent Talents, |like Ceara Scott's enpathy,
were not apparent even at puberty, emerging gradually, alnost unnoticed.

Long after Johnny had taken hinself on to his hone in Virginia, Peter tarried
at the Jerhattan telepad. Finally realizing that he was ridicul ously

post poning his reunion with Amariyah, he 'ported hinself to the Henner estate,
the trees around the perineter beginning to | eaf out. Why did that surprise
hi n? Obj ectively, only four weeks had el apsed since he had said good-bye to
Dorotea and Maree. Subjectively a very great deal had happened.

He woul d have given much to stride smartly down the path to Dorotea's neat
house. That was in the future. He didn't yet have the physical strength to
relinquish kinesis. Also, he wasn't sure how often he would. It was such an
effort. Only the reward of rempving the waste-bag was worth the struggle. And
having a longer, healthier life. Markstein had been el oquent on that topic.
Long-term paral ysis had devastating effects on the body of the skel eteam
Peter grinned. Wiile there was a trickle of people heading toward the
transport tube and their day's work, they were in the distance.

Amari yah! Dorotea! Rhyssa! H's nental tone was not quite a shout since al

t hree were nearby.

PETER! Rhyssa's response was a second faster than Dorotea's. Both rang with

j oy!

"Il nmeet you at Dorotea's, Rhyssa said. You sound so good!

Amariyah doesn't 'hear,' Peter, but we're just having breakfast.

| ate above. Padrugoi's day is ahead of Earth's right now but | could
certainly use another cup of tea.

He 'ported hinself into the hallway outside the kitchen. He sensed Amariyah in
her bedr oom

"Maree? |'m hone," he called, and opened the door to the kitchen

Qui ckly w ping her hands on her apron, Dorotea opened her arms to him He
couldn't step fast enough to get to her, but he could close his arnms tightly
around her body, and "feel" her frailty. Fortunately, he only had so nuch
muscle in his arns so "tight" wasn't bone-crushing.

"Ch, Peter, you have inproved," she cried, and he could feel the pressure of
her arms about his waist as she hugged hi menthusiastically. Then she pushed
himaway, to stare into his eyes, trying to assess the | ess obvious
alterations in him "In so many ways, ny dear, dear boy!"

Amari yah charged into the kitchen, shouting with joy. If he hadn't
instinctively braced hinself, she would have propelled them agai nst the sink
unit.

"Peter, Peter, Peter, Peter, Peter!" she caroled in a litany of wel cone,



flinging her arns about his waist.

"Ama-ree-yah," Dorotea exclainmed in automatic protest. "Have sone nanners!”
Peter enbraced her slender franme, so nuch nore vibrant than Dorotea's,
wiggling as if to bore inside himto display her joy at his homecom ng. A
swi ft, inmpetuous hug, and then she rel eased him grabbing his hand, not even
noticing that he could close his fingers about hers.

"Come see, come see. |'ve so much to show you," and the wiry little girl tried
to haul himafter her.

"Amariyah Bantam " Dorotea said firmy, gripping a fold of her tunic top and
pul I'i ng her back. "Breakfast is ready and the garden will not disappear."”
Though at tinmes | wish it did, she added with an exasperated sigh. No, | take
that back, and her face mirrored guilty dismay. "Peter, sit down at the table.
The kettle is about to boil for your tea, and you will surely eat sone of the
Danish rolls | made for you." If you sit, she wll

Peter sat. Heaving the nost dramatic of sighs and rolling her eyes in pique,
Amariyah reluctantly settled to her place.

"Did Ping Yung tell you if those plants thrived?" was the first question she
asked after a long drink of orange juice.

"Yes, he did, and they did, and he wants you to cone nore often."

Amariyah flung a see-I-told-you | ook at Dorotea, who smled tolerantly.

"Does the hydroponics unit at First Base use Triticum too?" Amariyah
continued to fire questions at himthroughout the neal. But only, Peter

t hought affectionately, because she wasn't guiding himaround her gardens and
expl ai ni ng whi ch plants had done the best this spring and what she'd
acconpl i shed during his absence. After all he had survived and been part of
and victimto, her chatter was a relief, the restorative touch of a different
kind of reality.

Rhyssa joined them for coffee and one of Dorotea's Danish pastries. The three
Tal ents began one of those |ightning nmental exchanges of the details that
Amariyah did not need to know. Both Rhyssa and Dorotea were eager to hear al
about Peter's physical progress.

"You're not taking a vacation fromyour exercises, are you, Peter nidear,"
Rhyssa said as she dunked her pastry in her coffee.

As if 1'd have the chance with Martin, Mark, and M ke-three form dable

M s-chor eographing ny 'week off,' Peter said with sone asperity.

"Hel ping me in the garden is exercise," Amariyah said. "And | wll massage
you. "

Peter grinned. "I've mssed it, dear.” He laid his right hand on hers and
squeezed.

"That's much stronger," the girl said with all the sol emm approval of an
adul t.

Very privately Peter wondered that these days people only felt free to nmention
hi s physical condition because his paral ysis was being reversed.

Definitely | felt nore heft in you, Peter, Dorotea added, then her eyes fil ned
briefly. Just as Amariyah did. Even squeezing for a hug. So telling. So
reassuri ng.

Dor ot ea, Peter exclaimed, hiding what he had di scovered about her body.

| suppose there's no indication yet howlong it will take you?" Dorotea went
on nore briskly.

Peter replied nmeekly. | nust work hard and not shirk nmy exercises no matter
how pai nful ." And if I'ma good boy, | should be fit for the marathon in

Cct ober.

MARATHON? The two women excl ai ned t oget her

"I will see that you do, Peter," Amariyah said.

You both know what | want the nost, he said on an entirely sober note.

Dor ot ea nodded. Daily teleporting to the Moon has not been a strain on you
with all that strenuous physical exercise?

A snap, Peter said, accepting the change of subject. If | can tune nyself into
the avail able generator, | can '"port it. Opening his perceptions w de, he

wat ched Rhyssa's face to see her reaction to that very broad, if accurate,



statement. He was surprised that she didn't take himup on that. She probably
had nmore urgent problenms. Just as well, since he hadn't conpleted his theory.
He really would have to get back to those reports.

Wuld that it was true for nore psychics, she said with a rueful expression in
her eyes and a lift of one shoul der. Renenber the basketball incident?

Yes, and Peter couldn't think why she would rem nd him

One of the villains of the occasion, and then she spoke out |oud.

"Scott Gates is denonstrating strong kinetic ability."

Sascha will be training himon the Gadriel gestalt, won't he?

O course, and Rhyssa sounded surprised that he woul d question that.

Just how nuch, Peter wondered, would tuning into the Gadriel circuits alter
tel eki nesis along the range of such abilities? Certainly it would alter the
limts that he had to believe were self-inmposed. Certainly he had proved that
he could both 'port and 'path farther than anyone-incl uding hinsel f-had
suspected. And Scott Gates would begin training on the Gadriel. Good!

"Scott helps me in the garden," Amariyah said. Then she frowned a bit. "I
don't know why he vol unteered, but | think he's comng to like it."

"He's only fourteen," Rhyssa said with a grin. "Sascha's got a |ot of basic
training to do before he can specialize. Wth all you have to do right now,
Peter, you really won't have tinme for anything else.”

"That's true," Peter admtted, but he didn't want to nmiss an opportunity to
catch a Tal ent early enough

"I"'mtraining him too," Amariyah put in.

"And doing a good job of it, I'msure," Peter said, smling at her.

"What are you up to, Peter Reidinger?" Dorotea asked, as blunt as ever.

"Yes, what?" Rhyssa reinforced the query.

He grinned at themboth. "My prine directive fromyou, Rhyssa, has al ways been
to find other kinetics who can nmake a gestalt." Renmenber that | was not quite
Scott's age when | discovered it.

That is a good point, Rhyssa agreed. "You could certainly meet him get his
nettle, as it were. That would certainly do no harm™

"No, it wouldn't."” To hinmself Peter added, and quite possibly a |lot of good.
Rhyssa then cocked her head at him Wat else did you | earn between here and
First Base, Peter?

Peter smiled for an answer and, when he felt her unm stakable push at his

m nd, he raised one hand and slowy rmade his index finger nove in adnonition.
Tsck, tsck, Rhyssa. Wasn't it you who taught me never to peek?

Bot h wonen were so inpressed by that gesture that they were distracted.
Speaki ng of peeking, he went on to keep the advantage, Johnny told nme about
CGeorg Fraga and Mai Leitao.

That's sad, though, Rhyssa said, then her mental tone oozed distaste. So,
Shimaz is inplicated?

Peripherally at |east, Peter replied. Johnny said that they traced the

voi ceprint Fraga took when he was bl ackmailed. It identified a Rz Naztuk who
i s Shimazs uncle. OF whom he has many, including cousins by the dozens, he
said, trying to lighten the revul sion both Rhyssa and Dorotea felt at the
mention of the Malaysian. Rz Naztuk's face appears on Barchenka's
surveillance tapes as a visitor but their conversation, while undoubtedly
anbi guous, doesn't inplicate them Yet.

How wi de did Shinmaz's connections spread? Dorotea asked, appalled that the

wr et ched pervert still figured in their lives.

That's going to take time to discover, Peter said. There are only so many
psychics avail able for that kind of work.

hyssa's expression was full of regret.

"I have finished breakfast," Amariyah announced. "All of it," she added,

gl anci ng si deways at Dorotea. "You may now see ny gardens, Peter." She got
down from her chair and held her hand out to himin unspoken conmand.
ohediently, Peter rose to his feet and took it, grinning sheepishly at the two
worren.

Conme for dinner at our place, Rhyssa said. Dorotea may not hog you to herself.



The boys are demandi ng a share of your conpany.

When Dor ot ea nodded her head in agreement, he accepted. And all owed Amariyah
to haul himoutside. He found the tour oddly relaxing and was able to answer
al nost all her questions about the gardens on First Base.

"I'"ve got to do nmy physio now, Maree," he said al nost regretfully.

"I"l1l come with you. I will do nassage after. | do very good massage. You said
so yourself." She gave hima level adult stare, waiting for his affirmative
response.

He ruffled her blue-black hair. He'd done that before, of course, but never
being able to feel its silkiness on the palmof his hand.

"You do the best massage in the world, Maree dear," he assured her. Peter had
wondered just how he could avail of her expertise w thout draw ng undo
attention to it. He'd talk the physio into agreeing. "I know you have Teacher
this nmorning."

She nade a face, reverting to a child' s annoyance. "Do | have to?"

"I'f you want to do hydroponi c gardening in space, you have to."

"Ch, very well," she said with a long-suffering sigh. "But you cone right
back. "

Don't you dare try to probe, Peter Reidinger, Dorotea said at her sternest.

I wouldn't dreamof it.

Amariyah was an entirely different facet of potential Talent than Scott Gates
was. Scott already knew he could teleport. Maree's unique ability nust be
nouri shed as tenderly as she would her nost delicate plants. Wuld she, too,
grow i nto her Tal ent?
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Peter was making his way back to Dorotea's and Amariyah's prom sed nassage,
for which he was literally aching, when he saw Cass Cutler anmbling on a course
parallel to his. H, Cass! Here to see Rhyssa?

Nope, she replied, and swerved across the lawn to join him |'mhere on
speci al assi gnnent.

"Ch, really?" he said aloud. Her gamine grin answered his next question. "Wy
ne?"

'"Cos they ain't caught all the perps yet and you're a lot nore at risk on your
own home ground than upside.

Peter halted his glide and stared at her.
"But there're psychics all around ne .
Cass shook her head. "They won't be | ooking out for you, Pete. | got orders
fromthe boss," she ticked off fingers, "the general, and the admiral and
that's too nmuch rank for ne to buck." She grinned again, her eyes sparkling.
"Not that | would, seeing as how | have your welfare at heart anyhow. " Now
don't get all fussed, Pete, she adnonished.

He seethed with indignation. Don't try wheedling nme, Cass. I'mwell able to
take care of nyself and | have, goddammit, proved that.

Cass nodded in agreenent. It's as nuch for the others that |I'm here.

That stopped his conplaint and cool ed his anger. Dorotea had felt so frail in
his arms. Amariyah was so precious. Abruptly he had a sense of how Rhyssa felt
about himand his Talent. It was a sobering reflection

Al right. You' re not here on your own, are you?

No. Sonme of 'emyou don't know and shouldn't see and we'll all try not to

i ntrude. You're supposed to be on R and R down here. I'mlistening for a |ot
of reasons, Pete. She appealed to himwi th her eyes and body | anguage. |gnore
us, wll ya?

He smiled and continued on, Cass beside him Sure. But who should | listen
for?



Any mind you can't identify. Any person you've never seen around here. And
don't, promise ne, go near that ice creamparlor on the Mall! '"Port a treat in
for Amariyah if she frets but don't |eave the grounds.

He nodded compliance, resenting it, but having to adnmt candidly that he
understood the rationale. Hell, he and Tirla had been ki dnapped once before
when they had slipped to the Mall without anyone know ng they'd gone. He was
not about to have that happen to him again, or nost particularly to Amariyah.
What else is new? And he nentally inplied that he wanted news of Boris's

i nvestigations.

You probably know nore than | do, Pete, she said with a detached shrug. |'m
just the gal on the beat. "N ce catching you like this, Pete," she added out
| oud and took the left-hand path at the Y junction

Amari yah had not | ost her knack of nassage. Rel axing as her hands gently

soot hed muscl es and tendons, Peter wondered idly how long it was going to take
himto nove physically, rather than tel ekinetically. He nocked hinself.
Amariyah had al ready perforned one mracle. It was up to himto make his way

f or war d.

She extracted paynent fromhimin the formof another tour of her gardens, the
ones they'd m ssed after breakfast. He wondered what Ted and the ot her
groundsnen had left to do. There are all those | awns!

Peter, Dorotea, and Amariyah appeared at Rhyssa's home in time for himto
spend hal f an hour with Eoin and Chester while he told thema suitably edited
account of his trip to the Mon

Over dinner, Peter was able to tell Rhyssa and an attentive Dave nore of what
had been done. He tried not to wax too excited about seeing the asteroid on

t he Farsi de Tel escope or the conversations that had ensued. Rhyssa knew t hat
he had taken an astronony course and woul d have been interested in that facet
of First Base. Nothing nore was said about Shimaz, Flinflam and the "problent
with Lino-34. Dave did nention that all the Parapsychic Centers were actively
recruiting: he was in charge of the publicity canpaign

On the way home that night, Peter wondered if Dorotea was aware that they were
being "foll owed. "

I"'mnot that feeble in the wits by any nmeans, Peter Reidinger

Thank God, Amariyah already has her hair stranded. They've put her in the 'at
ri sk’ category, you know. There will be no way she can be renoved fromthese
prem ses, | assure you

He used the excuse of fatigue when Amariyah tried to cajole himinto a trip to
the Mall to the A d-Fashioned Parlor of Gastronom cal Delights.

"But | got a new dress just to wear there with you. I'Il give you anot her
massage. A better one."

Peter chuckled. "lI'malso on a strict diet to build muscle and strengthen
bones and it doesn't include chocol ate sundaes with every toppi ng known to
gournets. 1'll bring one in for you, if you like, and you nay eat it in your
roomso |'mnot tenpted."

That was not quite what Amariyah had in mnd but Peter could be as stubborn as
she coul d. They conprom sed. She could wear the dress and he'd watch her eat

t he sundae.

The dress was blue, beautifully cut, another exanple of Tirla' s el egant taste.
Maree woul d soon be el even. He nust be back down here for her birthday. No,
better still, he'd invite her up to Padrugoi. No use taking chances.

She had heard the physio recommend to Peter that he exercise his fingers to

i ncrease their dexterity and inprove finer nmotor control. Al though the physio
t hought he should try playing piano or a stringed instrument or sketching,
Amari yah thought that weedi ng woul d be equally therapeutic and nmore useful. He
said he wanted to learn how to draw. She said he could use her I|ightpen-she
had the very best one on the nmarket, which she used to plan her garden beds-if



he'd hel p her weed. He agreed.

In fact, he spent a lot of time using the lightpen, clumsily at first, but
gradually with nore finesse. He got so he could sketch "South Anerica" rather
deftly. Then he doodl ed, as Johnny Greene did, only he doodl ed asteroids
tunmbl i ng or spinning through space on their axes, or atnosphere donmes and
generator units. For instance, his own 60 Mz Gadriel gestalt circuits tuned
to C mgjor.

Six days later, Peter was at |east refreshed when he 'ported hinself to the

Jerhattan tel epad after Cass duly escorted himto the Center's pad. He'd kept

to the Center's grounds, chatted with the young people who had just started

training, and played with Rhyssa's children, and Tirla's, for she cane three

ti mes. "Checking on you," she said, radiating approval of his physica

br eakt hr ough.

He waited for Johnny by the personnel carrier. The general arrived, his skin

ruddy with new color, his nose peeling, and his whole manner bursting wth

renewed vi gor.

"You obviously had a great time," Peter said, alnpbst grudgingly.

"Sally wasn't campai gni ng anywhere,"” Johnny said, his eyes sparkling. "My sons

renenbered that | was their father and | got rid of my Padrugoi pallor. Now

can take another four weeks of lifting bales and toting barges."” He | ooked

Peter up and down. "How d you get on?"

"I got seven nore massages from Amariyah!" And those were actually the high

points of Peter's week hone.

"You didn't tell Maree your suspicions?" Johnny raised his eyebrows in a

query. Peter shook his head.

"No, nothing was even whispered in her vicinity. W're to | et her devel op at

her own pace."

"And how s your forward pace?"

Peter's shrug was a | ooser, nore natural novenent than his previous imtations

of the gesture. "W'|ll see what this week's tests reveal, if anything, and

M ke's assessment of mnmy muscul ar strength.”

"Qur chariot awaits," Johnny said, gesturing to the shell. "I dare you to wal k

that far."

"Ch, no. You're going to have to wait like all the others for mny-"

"Formal muscl e power debut?" Johnny asked when Peter stalled for the right

wor ds.

Back on Padrugoi, Ensign Patterson was once again on duty on the boat bay and

greeted themwith a salute. He delivered the nessage that Adm ral Coetzer

woul d be pleased if they made their way to the conference room when they were

settled in their quarters.

"They're going to work us hard today, | knowit," Johnny said with a glance at

the clock and a groan. "Maybe we should have tinmed our arrival for a nore

civilized hour."

"You picked it," Peter said.

"Then |l et us go about our daily occasions," Johnny said in a ponpous tone.

"Meetcha in the conference roomin five." Johnny ported hinself away.

Wth a nod to the ensign, who was trying to act nonchal ant about the general's

di sappearance, Peter left as well. H's quarters | ooked exactly the sane and

al t hough the cabin was tidy-he was never quite that neat-it also had an unused

feel toit. Wuld he have a shadow onstation, too? He dropped his gear on the

bunk and 'ported to the conference room

The nonitor displayed the day's schedule with a brief note of wel come back

fromDirk Coetzer and the confirmation from Li eutenant Bergkanp that the

Gadriel circuits had been no trouble to add to the Padrugoi generators. Peter

was as glad to be first in. He could take advantage of the time to see if he

could set up his "South Anerica" scam He scanned the list and found the very

one-only ten kilos. He'd have to change the destination to where? On Earth .
somepl ace Johnny didn't know and woul d have to get a visual of. He couldn't



think of a target so he invented one: a new custoner-Calco | aboratory-a |ab
facility would have features much like "South Anerica." Calco would be
"situated" in Jerhattan. God knows there were enough small conpanies |ike that
in the industrial perinmeter of Jerhattan, which was well wthin Johnny's
acknow edged "limt." Speaking quietly, Peter did the necessary editing. Since
he was famliar with Johnny's preference for hard copy, he touched the print
button, feeling the moment of contact in the tip of his finger. He chuckled to
hinself. If Johnny liked to hold hard copy, Peter liked to touch keys, now
that he could feel them

"Ho, there, you beat nme to it," Johnny said, arriving in the room "Barney?"
For a single nonment, Peter froze, having forgotten that the steward m ght be
waiting in the serving alcove. He told hinmself firmy that Barney could not
have seen, been interested in, much | ess suspicious of anything Peter had just
done. Just then the door fromthe hall opened and Barney entered, carrying a
tray of supplies.

"Had to collect fresh coffee, General. Good nmorning, M. Reidinger."

Peter et go a relieved breath. He really wasn't up to deception. Although,
maybe, that's why he'd get away with this.

"CGot our day's work organi zed, Pete?" Johnny asked, and, with an of f hand

noti on, Peter passed himthe paper copy. "I'Il just get rid of the downside
junk." He whistled. "Boy, First Base ought to pay off its nortgage with these
shi pnments of rare earths." He paused, running his finger down the side of the
sheet. "Only destination | don't knowis the Calco lab."

"They sent a visual," Peter said, bringing "South America" up on-screen
"Hurmph. Well, there can't be two stains like that in the world," Johnny said,
settling into his chair preparatory to leaning into the generators.

"Easy to see," Peter renarked, clanping down on his inner tension. "I"'Il just
assenble the first load to the Moon." Should he wait and give Johnny a hand if
he "felt" any difference, 'porting that far? He didn't dare mess w th Johnny
at the outset. Better wait! Johnny nust realize that he had the kinetic
strength to 'port to any place he could "see." You go first, Johnny. He was
real pleased with how casual he sounded, despite the way his gut was acting.
How had he forgotten that aspect of sensation?

"Remenber to tune into the Gadriel circuits,” he said casually to Johnny.

"I certainly will. This'Il make 'porting a snap.”

Peter let hinmself "feel" Johnny get tuned to the new configuration, and the
general smiled at his ease of contact. Then he started his 'port, frowning
slightly as the gauge on the generator panel swung over at his usage.

"And it was only to Jerhattan"' Johnny excl ai ned, baffled. "What happened?
Gadriel's ginmcks were supposed to make this easier.”

"Well, no," Peter said blithely, grinning fit to crack his face, "actually,
CGeneral Greene, you just pushed ten kilos to the astronomny | aboratory at First
Base. Congratul ations!"

Johnny's jaw dropped and his dark brows nmet across the bridge of his nose.

"I what? Say again!" There was a "general" in that conmand

"I said, actually, General G eene . "

Johnny flicked an inpatient hand, his glare deepened. "I know what you said.
Tuning into a generator makes that nuch difference to ny range?”

Peter gestured to the nonitor. "Tuning does make a difference, |I'msure, but

you ought to be able to 'port wherever you can 'see,' Johnny. As | did to the
bollard in the parking lot and to the table in Watari's office."

For a very long noment, Johnny stared at "South America," jutted his jaw,
cocked his head to gl ower sideways at Peter, then back at the screen

"Ten kil os?" he asked in an all-too-quiet voice.

"Ten kilos of storage crystals that Dr. Pienarr ordered." Peter waited. He
knew Johnny Greene well enough to see the tension building in his body and he
awai ted the explosion with considerable anxiety. "I changed the-"

"NEVER EXPLAI N!'" The general propelled hinmself out of the chair and Peter
backed away. Then Johnny threw his head back and howl ed with | aughter
doubl i ng over and sl apping his hands on his thighs. "Kid, you' re amazing." He



took a forward step and gave Peter a buffet on his shoul der, which would have
knocked Peter off balance if Johnny hadn't al so grabbed his armto steady him
"I never thought you a devious type, Pete," Johnny said through gasps of

| aughter, his eyes tearing with mrth. "Hoisted ne on my own petard, you did."
"About tinme, don't you think?" Peter asked, cocking his head and regarding the
ol der man sardonically.

Barney energed fromhis al cove, for once baffled by their antics.

"It's too early in the norning," Johnny said, controlling hilarity with an
effort, "for champagne and Peter doesn't drink. Coffee please, Barney? And
what ever Pete wants to cel ebrate his connivery. Good one, Pete! Caught me fair
and square."

He wi ped his eyes and dropped linply into his chair until Barney put a coffee
mug in front of himand a teacup for Peter, steamfromthe herbal brew sending
of f a spiced arona.

"I caught you, Johnny?" Peter asked, noting the odd turn of phrase.

"Yes, caught me, Pete." Johnny's eyes twi nkled over the rimof his cup as he
took a judicious sip of the hot coffee.

"You mean, you knew you could 'port farther?"

Johnny nodded, with a rascally expression on his face.

"I suspected but | also knew dammed well that if | adnmitted | could, I'd be
made to. Never volunteer."

"You volunteered me," Peter exclained with sone indignation

"True, true, but if you' d shown the |east sign of strain, kid," and the
general turned quite solem, "lI'd ve called a halt like right then." He
brought his hand down edgewi se on the table in a firmblow "Lance was sure
you could do it, too, so we arranged that little bit of foolery fromthe
Adel ai de Center. | never thought you'd play the same trick on ne." He gave his
head an admi ring shake and chuckl ed agai n.

"Lance? What about his true range?"

"Ah," and Johnny rocked his spread fingers in a gesture of doubt. "GCadriel
said he's tone-deaf. He can't 'tune,' so he can't access the Gadri el
circuitry, Peter." Johnny | et go an understandabl e sigh of satisfaction that
he could. "He's fine over short distances with the strength that's in him But
I don't think he could make it for a long haul. Too bad, he'd be an asset."
"To 'see' is to '"port," Peter murmured.

"For you, and you've proved that's right for nme, too. But until we do find
someone else with that extra little sonething . " In one of Johnny's

vol atil e changes, pure mschief gleamed in his greenfl ecked anber eyes. "Wat
were you telling me the other norning about a conpany of tel epaths and

tel eports?”

Peter snoot hed his face of expression. Johnny had been so hung over. From now
on, Peter would be nore cautious about what he said.

"Just testing the water."

" How?"
Peter pointed to the clocks on the wall. "Tell you later. W' ve got stuff to
nove. "

Johnny nodded. "You're right there. Only, kid," and he touched Peter's el bow,
"next time you give ne sonmething to 'port to First Base, warn nme, will ya?

nearly ran out of tune!l™

They finished the first session in conplete accord and organi zed cargoes for
the second hour's work.

"Way didn't you come with nme to the observatory?" Peter asked. "M nd you, |I'm
glad you didn't or I wouldn't have been able to fool you."
"While you were there, | was busy talking Watari into the necessity for our

abrupt and stealthy departure. Vin Cyberal was review ng the surveillance
tapes on Shimaz to make sure he'd had no contact with anyone since the Lino
got there. He's been on restriction for the last nmonth so there had been no
contact with anyone."



"Restriction?" Peter asked.

"Yeah, well, conplete isolation. If an offie gets real obstreperous-and that's
Shimaz's mddl e nane-he's totally secluded. Not quite cocooned as you and
Tirla were but the next best thing. Food, water, and surveillance are on
automatic. Not even a Moon mite could get in. And none did."

"So then he wasn't involved?"

Johnny made a grinmace. "Certainly not directly. The theory is devel opi ng that
this fatwa-type operation is also on automatic. Someone or ones is follow ng
his original orders to take vengeance on you, and ne, for the indignities
heaped on his very worthy soul." Johnny flicked his fingers restlessly. "He
was, of course, working up at Padrugoi on the Josephson Junctions so Barchenka
knew him Maybe too well. But he was convicted, sentenced, and in the Lunar
Prison before she plotted her little Muitiny. Uncle Rz made visits to her, so
if she had opted for revenge-" His eyebrows twi tched. "-and she woul d have

| oved to get back at both of us for defusing her Mitiny; that would explain
how Fl i nfl am got around so handily on Padrugoi. Fortunately for all concerned,
it's doubtful that he ever passed on this information." Johnny paused

t houghtfully. "Maybe that's why he was assassinated." Abruptly, Johnny sl apped
bot h hands on his thighs. "Enough of such nmaudlin specul ation. By the way,
Lance shoul d be passing through Padrugoi this week on his way hone. He's
finished the current construction contract and he wants to renew his

acquai ntance with full gravity." Johnny w nked broadly. "On your way, kid.
Surprise himw th your physical prowess."

As resolutely as Johnny, Peter put Barchenka, Shimaz, Flinflam and vengeance
out of his mnd and turned to nore profitable thoughts. Once again, he w shed
he could find, or train, nore people to use the Gadriel gestalt. Especially
since Johnny had renenbered Peter's grandi ose Tel epaths and Tel eporters
schene. Either way, two out of three was a step toward that goal. Maybe not
this year, or next. Perhaps not for another decade.

You're only twenty, Peter told hinself firmy to danpen his enthusiasm

That twenty-year-old self felt |ike cartwheeling down the corridor

That evening when Peter tried to book tinme on the station's link with Farside
Tel escope, he was politely told that even officers had to subnmit a summary of
why they shoul d have use of telescope tine, what constellation they intended
to focus on, and what conclusion they hoped to draw. The request could take as
much as a year to be granted. For all Peter's bravado about prerogatives, he
did not quite have the confidence to force the issue.

"However, M. Reidinger, you may not realize how much is available on file

Al'l use of the tel escopes is recorded. You m ght review the sessions and see
if any of them correspond with the stars you're interested in seeing.”

"Actually, | wanted to have a | ook around our own system" Peter said.
"Then you'll find all you need to know in storage,” the ensign told him
fatuously. Peter doubted that. No one had ever needed to know what he did.
"Shall | register you for the first avail able space? Wuld you take a

cancel | ati on?"

Peter said yes to both suggestions. He wi shed he coul d have asked Johnny how
to proceed. If General G eene had wanted tinme, it woul d have been nade

avail able. As Peter hadn't even fornmul ated what he envisioned of T&T to tel
Johnny, he certainly didn't want to nuddy that idea w th another half-assed
concept, like breaking Tithonus free of the Patroclus group and nmoving it to
an orbit around Callisto and using that as his place to stand. As strong a

tel eporter as Peter was, he doubted he was up to 'porting an asteroid. O
course, he'd need Johnny's clout and authority to obtain the new rocket drives
to install on Tithonus. But that was another problem

Meanwhi l e, the Arrakis was nearing conpletion and recruitnent for colonists
had begun. In another year and a half, she would be |l aunched. Even with
Johnny, Lance, and the aid of all known kinetics on Earth, the 'portation of a
colony ship to its destination-even tuned to a Gadriel gestalt-was just a note



in his eye. R ght now

Wien he checked the archives, he found thousands of hours devoted to the sol ar
system and the individual planets and their satellites, going back to the
Voyager, Pathfinder, Galileo, Soho, and Cassini, all well before Padrugoi's
link with the Farside Tel escopes was initiated. The nore he read about
Callisto, the nore he realized that Tithonus was the better solution for a
base. He wondered if there were any bollards at the temporary Marspol ar
facility. He could i magi ne the expressions on the faces of Admiral Coetzer and
Secretary Abubakar when he told them he'd consider supplying Mars, too.
Meanwhil e he had a ot of work to do, proving his worth to both gentl enen and
i mproving his muscul ar devel opment. Peter could hardly wait until Lance got to
Padrugoi on Friday. During the week he happened to be in the officers' ness at
the sane tinme Ceara was. He enjoyed talking with her, felt nore rel axed when
he went back to the conference room But then, she was an enpath and

undoubt edly she automatically responded with a soothing aura. He didn't nind
He found her conpany excellent. On Wdnesday he net Ping Yung in the corridor
and |istened to the hydroponics expert going on about Amariyah's rescue of the
delicate plants.

"She really has a knack," Ping Yung said enthusiastically.

"Undeni abl y. "

"I hope she's being encouraged."

"You may be sure of that."

Tentatively, the nman added, "She nay be too young, | mean chronol ogically,"
and he flashed an apol ogetic smle at Peter, "but there is a work experience
course up here on Padrugoi. |'d be glad to sponsor her."

"She'd | ove nothing better. I'Il nmention it."

Then they separated. Peter did tell Dorotea about the offer the next tine he
spoke to her. He contacted her now and then, to "practice."

Alittle young is right, she replied but he could tell she was pl eased and
considering the notion. It's a distinct possibility.

No troubl e there? Peter asked anxiously.

I can't even garden w t hout soneone | urking behind the nearest shrubbery. And,
she paused, | think Amariyah's noticed-as much as she notices anything el se
when she's gardeni ng-but she hasn't said a word. Do thank Ping Yung when you
see hi m agai n.

I will.

That Dorotea and Amariyah were still being guarded bothered Peter, so he
broached the subject to Johnny that afternoon

"No real news," Johnny said. "And no real proof either even though the theory
of a fatwa is still valid according to Dirk. C nprich has been briefed."
"President Ci nprich?" Peter was astonished.

"Yeah, the World President hinself," Johnny drawl ed. "You constitute a

val uabl e natural resource, Pete, and the good ecol ogically m nded president is
not about to have it wasted."

"That's still a possibility?"

"Naw, naw, " and Johnny waved his hand in curt dismssal. "Not with the new
security neasures Dirk put into effect.”

"You didn't tell me," Peter accused him

"You didn't ask." Johnny returned his stare without a blink. "Effectively,
there are new surveillance units in every conduit and ventilator shaft big
enough for a rat. In fact, there's talk of training rats to do the patrols."
"You're kidding ne."

"Not as much as you think, Pete. Al offenders' wistbands have been
reprogrammed. They can't so much as close a | ocker door but they're | ogged
intoit. Al visitations are thoroughly investigated, even Teacher groups. A
ot nmore are denied as trivial. So many fol ks deci ded to come because," and
his voice turned whiny, " '"it is a public facility, built by Wrld Funds, and
everyone else on our floor in the Linear has gone up.' " He gave a derisive
snort in his ininitable fashion

PETERRRRRR! PETER! DI DA!



Peter clamped his hands on his ears though the sound was not aural but nental
"JAYSUS CHRI ST!" Johnny said, shaking his head, his eyes rolling. Cool it,
Madl yn.

It's not Madlyn. It's Amariyah!

Peter 'ported hinself to the personnel carrier on the transit deck. A hand on
his armas he inserted hinself told himthat Johnny was not going to be |eft
behi nd.

Peter? He heard Madlyn's startled query but ignored it as he and Johnny
"ported the carrier to the telepad at the Center. They instantly homed in on
Amari yah, kneeling beside Dorotea' s body spraw ed on the | awn.

From ot her parts of the estate, people were converging on them Scott Gates
was the first to arrive, looking startled, but Peter didn't recall that unti
later. He was on his knees beside Dorotea, noting her pallor, the utter

i npness of a usually vigorous person

| can't feel her. |I've always felt Di da Tea, Anmariyah was saying, her hands
stroking Dorotea's arnms, and then moving, alnost tentatively to Dorotea's
temples. It's here. It's clogged The bl ood!

Peter "felt" with Amariyah.

A bl ood clot, Johnny? Panic gripped him Wat do we do about a blood clot?

| don't the hell know |'ma telekinetic! | NEED A MEDIC, A CARDI AC ARREST
UNI T AND GODDAMN FAST, Johnny broadcast, seeking a pulse in Dorotea' s wist.
God, she's got frail. Pulse is very erratic!

| feel it, Amariyah repeated. If | can just-. Wth the utnost delicacy, her
dirt-stained fingers were dowsing for the fine veins over the ear. Here. It's
here. | can feel it. It's blocking. It's so small. She sounded surprised.
Peter had taken basic first aid. He knew what to do with fractures, heart
attacks, trauma, even drowning. He knew that blood clots meant stroke but he'd
never heard what to do besides call for nedical assistance. He did not even
know i f Dorotea, to whom he owed so rmuch, was having a stroke. So what was
Amari yah tal ki ng about ?

Couldn't we just 'port her to the infirmary? Peter asked desperately, watching
for any sign in Dorotea's bel oved face.

It's just an infirmary. It doesn't have what's needed.

What about Jerhattan Ceneral ? Peter had once sworn never to return to that
institution. But he also couldn't "see" the energency facility and he hadn't
been consci ous when he'd been in the unit in the Henry Hudson. Were's Dr
McNul ty? Frantically Peter cast his mnd about the grounds, trying to sense
where the doctor was.

"G ve us room here."

In a daze Peter heard soneone giving orders. A blanket was 'ported to cover
Dorotea's linmp body. Yes, warm keep her warm Peter thought. No one knew
anyt hing nore therapeutic to do.

Except Amariyah. Suddenly, she smiled and with a final caress of Dorotea's

di shevel ed white hair, sat back

"There," she said softly and with great satisfaction. "Just |like Ping Yung's
pl ants. There was a bl ockage. It's gone now. | snoothed it away."

Peter blinked. The pallor had gone fromDorotea's face and a little breath
escaped her lips. Her eyelids fluttered, opened.

Lie still, Dorotea, Johnny said authoritatively.

What on earth? The nental voice was weak, confused.

Don't nove, dear, Rhyssa said. Her nental voice was cal mand reassuring

al t hough she was panting from having raced down fromthe main house.

"Well, I"'mcertainly not going to lie here on the ground." Dorotea's voice was
thin, breathy, with just a hint of testiness. "Watever happened?”

"\What happened is gone," said Amariyah, pressing the blanket tight against
Dorotea' s shoul ders when she tried to nove.

"I felt sort of faint there for a nonent," she adnitted in a feeble voice.
"Let me through, let nme through,” cried an urgent baritone voice and Martin
McNul ty appeared, swinging his energency pack to the ground besi de Dorotea and
openi ng his hand scanner. Johnny and Rhyssa made room for himwhile Peter



"lifted" a reluctant Amariyah out of the way.

"But | didit," Amariyah said, squirmng in Peter's grip. "l snoothed it
away." Then she stopped twi sting. "How did you get here, Peter? Are you hone
fromthe Station agai n?"

"You called for me, Maree," Peter said softly, cuddling her against him "You
called." H s eyes net Rhyssa's; hers were huge, her face pale as she swall owed
agai nst a dry throat.

"I can't tell without a full scan,"” MNulty said, rising to his feet.
"Probably a slight stroke. Heart and pul se are irregular. | don't like the

bl ood pressure reading. The nedicopter's on its way."

The t hrunmp-thrunp of the bl ades was audi ble, coning closer.

Don't, Rhyssa said, |ooking at Peter who was thinking about porting Dorotea to

the 'copter or assisting it to a speedier landing. She's all right now | can
feel it. Let themdo what else is required now. You two conme with nme back to
the house. W need to tal k. She nodded down at Amariyah, still held in Peter's
ar ns.

"Dorotea's stable right now," MNulty continued, "I think the inmedi ate danger
has passed." Then the doctor frowned at Peter, suddenly realizing he was
present. "I didn't know you were back from Padrugoi. No one told ne to make
arrangenents for nore physio while you're here."

"Aflying visit, Martin," Johnny answered. "Officially we're still on
Padrugoi . " Though the general was still pale fromthe shock of Dorotea's

sei zure, his sense of hunor was irrepressible.

PETER!

He wi nced at his nane. He wi shed Madlyn woul dn't do that.

It's all right, Maddi e, Rhyssa answered for him Dorotea's had a slight
stroke. Martin says she'll be all right. Peter and Johnny will be back
shortly. Cover for themif you can

Ch, | can if they promse to tell ne everything when they get back

A stray perception crossed Peter's errant mnd: maybe Madl yn had no
l[imtations to her telepathic range. Could she learn to tune into a CGadri el
gestalt? Or was it limted to application to kinetics? She'd be as distinct an
asset to T&T as she had been to Padrugoi. The nmedic teamraced in, pushing
past the concerned residents waiting to know about Dorotea. MNulty supervised
Dorotea's removal while Rhyssa and Johnny spoke to the others who had cone in
answer to the psychic sumons. Peter took the opportunity to glide to Scott
Gat es.

"I know you live on the other side of the estate, Scott. How did you get here
so fast?" Peter asked. Scott was getting tall and filling out, though at the
nmonent his face col or was pasty. "Were you just in the basketball court?"
Scott gul ped, gray eyes showing a trace of panic and astoni shnent.

"No, | was at home, at Teacher. | heard Amariyah scream | just got here."
"You just got here. | certainly appreciate your quick response, Scott. And
know Amari yah does. Thanks."

"No problem We're all supposed to keep an eye out for them you know "

And, thrusting his hands in his pockets, Scott slouched away. He turned back
once, when the nedicopter could be heard lifting off.

They all watched it go. If Peter had had any idea of where it was supposed to
go, he would have sent it.

That woul dn't be a good idea, Pete, Johnny said, squinting up at the sky

through the leafing trees. Too much casual air traffic. It'll get there fast
enough.

And 'porting Dorotea mght just upset her, Rhyssa said. Not that we're all not
upset. Then she held out her hand to Amariyah. "I need a cup of tea, Maree.

Dorotea will be fine with Dr. McNulty to care for her."

"I know she's fine," Amariyah said blithely, but it was Peter's hand she took
as they wal ked back to the house. "Did you really hear ne, Peter?"

"Loud and clear." He stared hard at Rhyssa, because he woul dn't equivocate and
betray Maree's trust in him Just don't call 'wolf.' He paused but Amariyah
didn't ask what he neant. If she'd heard him she would have wanted himto



expl ai n.

"Can you stay?" she asked, pushing open the kitchen door

"For a cup, yes."

"I"'ve the tea you like, Peter. WIIl Dorotea's blend be all right for you,
Rhyssa?" Movi ng about the kitchen with conpl ete poise, Amariyah flicked on the
kettle, took milk fromthe fridge and cups fromthe cupboard. "I believe you
prefer coffee, don't you, Ceneral ?"

"Yes, |I'd prefer that, Amariyah."

The adults settled at the kitchen table.

Did you hear her, too, Rhyssa? Johnny asked. "Cookies would go nicely with
cof fee, Maree."

"There are al ways cookies in this house,"” Amariyah said firmly with a prideful
tilt of her square young chin.

Her voice lifted me right out of ny chair, Rhyssa replied, glancing sideways
at the general

And she lifted us right down here, Johnny replied. "I take two sugars.”

"Too much sugar is bad for you!" Amariyah replied di sapprovingly.

"I need sweetening."

Pet er dammed near tripped over his feet to get into the carrier, Johnny said.
You were hol ding me back, was Peter's reply.

But she didn't hear you remark about crying 'wolf,' did she? Rhyssa went on.
"Ch, thank you, dear. Coconut and shortbread." Rhyssa took a nicely browned
coconut cookie and passed the plate to Peter. Wiat a range! She sighed with
nmel anchol y.

Teaned up with Madlyn, who knows how far they would be heard? Peter thought
very, very privately.

She's awful young, Johnny said, selecting shortbread. She may not be able to
"path as a normal way of conmuni cati ng.

She's got a little while longer to go, |I think, before she hits puberty.
Rhyssa si ghed again, taking a sip of the tea Amariyah had served her

Let's not make Amariyah a dammed pronoun, Peter said.

Peter! Rhyssa gave hima stem | ook.

You know how | hate being a 'pronoun.' And we're talking behind her back

And over her head, Johnny said, eyeing Peter with a "cal mdown" stare.

Pet er subsi ded.

"Wuld you nmind staying with nme and the boys, Maree, while Dorotea's in the
hospi t al ?"

"WIl she have to stay as long as Peter did? May | bake her her favorite pie?"
Havi ng served everyone, Amariyah sat down with a glass of mlk. Noticing the
adults' positions, she put her arns on the table, too.

"We' || see, dear," Rhyssa said reassuringly.

W' |l see, Peter said in a very droll tone, reaching out his hand to ruffle
Amariyah's hair.

wn't we just! Johnny put in. Rather pinpoints her psychic ability.

Not precisely, and Rhyssa spoke slowy, thoughtfully. She may well be an
exanple of a mcro-Talent that is so instinctive she won't be able to access
it.

Wl |, she accessed it damed cleverly for Dorotea, dissolving that blood cl ot
before it could do any damage.

That's what we think it did, Rhyssa corrected Johnny.

Whatever. Did the trick

"When may | see Dorotea at the hospital ?" Amariyah asked, using a paper napkin
to wi pe away a nil k noustache.

"As soon as Dr. McNulty says we may," Rhyssa replied

They finished their tea, coffee, and mlk, and then cleared up the dishes.
Rhyssa and Peter hel ped Amariyah pack a few things for her stay at Rhyssa's
and | ock up the house. Amariyah insisted that she walk with Peter and Johnny
to the personnel carrier because she wanted to see one, having slept through
the trip from Bangl adesh on Carnen's | ap

In all, Peter and Johnny were gone | ess than an hour. Only Madlyn had any



i nkling they had ever been absent.

16

They returned to Padrugoi and al nost imediately had a call from Dirk Coetzer
who asked could he interrupt themnow for a few m nutes.

"Interrupt?" Johnny exclained. He |ooked guiltily at Peter

"I thought Madlyn was going to cover for us."

| did. But you're back now and the admiral is very anxious to see you. | had
Ni cola tell himyou had some very heavy 'ports on this norning' s schedul e.
"Dirk sounds smug," Johnny said after a nmonent's thought. He no | onger | ooked
guilty. Peter tried to emulate him "At |east he's not Watari, who'd snoop at
our 'ported list while he's here.™

The admiral did seemextrenmely pleased with hinmself as he entered the
conference room He did |ook around it. The two ki netics exchanged nervous

gl ances and Johnny pulled a scow that |ooked very like Watari's.

Counting the silver? Johnny said.

Peter agreed that the admiral |ooked as if he was inspecting the premn ses.

No white gl ove, he remarked.

"Di rk?" Johnny got to his feet, straightening his tunic, "To what do we owe
this visit?"

"Cone see," Dirk said.

What canary has our dear commander swal | owed? Johnny asked.

Dirk made hurrying notions with his hands and, since speed seened to be called
for, Peter decided to glide instead of walk. It was faster. He did notice the
snell of fresh emul sion and wondered if a door was mssing on the corridor
Most peculiar. The admiral stopped, ran his card into the security slot at the
next door, and gestured for themto enter

| see a few feathers on his lips, Peter said, and then stopped so quickly that
Johnny al nost ran hi m down.

Warn me whi ch power you're flying under, pal. Ww Johnny repeated that al oud
as he gl anced slowy around the room

"Well?" Dirk asked inpatiently.

Both nmen were slowy and appreciatively absorbing the contents and | ayout of

t he spaci ous room Cbviously two smaller units on the CIC floor had been
thrown together. This first section contained a suite of couch, chairs, table,
and to the right, two doors: one probably the head and the other a service

al cove. To the left was the |l arger room progranmable screens on three sides,
storage cabi nets underneath, and four ergononic stations set in a U shape with
wor kt ops bet ween.

"The office we've been pronising you," Dirk said at his npbst genial, eager to
point out the anenities. He gestured to the screens. "You'll now be able to
screen cargo corrals, lists, engineering readi ness, and any destination
visual s you need to see.” He held up a branch of sensor pads. "All you need to
record your 'ports." He replaced themcarefully and sl apped at the padded
chair next to him "Ergononically conformable chairs, the [ atest in worktops,
extra chairs, and another station for visitors."

"Li ke Lance Baden, no doubt," Johnny said, with a cynical lift to one eyebrow
"Yes, he'll be here Friday, won't he?" Dirk rattled on. "The lefthand one is a
special link to Engineering. A serving alcove off the main room" he pointed
to the door on the left wall. "Coffee, Pete's favorite tea, and high-calorie

snacks already stored. Your own head and shower. And a couch | ong enough for
anyone who needs a catnap."

"I ndi spensabl e,” Johnny sai d.

"Ceneral G eene," Peter said, glaring at his friend. "How can you be so
ungr at eful ? You' ve been conpl ai ni ng every day since we got back about our need



for proper office space and dedi cated equi prment."

Dirk | aughed and di sm ssed Johnny's pose. "If he affects that attitude, | know
he's well pleased."

"Am | now?" Johnny sent one of the ergonom c chairs spinning. Then he rel ented
and grinned broadly. "It's perfect, Dirk. Even paper for me to doodle on." He
touched the pristine pad pronminently displayed by the keypanel. "It'll suit us
both to the ground, as it were. Wn't it, Pete?" He stopped the chair's
rotation and sat in it, imediately stretching his | egs out under the

wor kst ati on, before reaching out to align the pad with the edge. "Perfect.
Nearly as good as the stuff we've been shipping to First Base," he added with
a sly glance at the admral

"You are sone tulip, Geene," Dirk said, shaking his head.

"Really, Admiral, it's so confortable-looking," Peter said, inbuing his voice
wi th unreserved approval. "I nmean, and the colors are great "

"At least they're not AirForce blue or First Base slate,"” Johnny remarked,

t hough his glance about the newly fitted roomwas adm ring.

"Ch, do shut up, Johnny," Peter said. "It's exactly what we wanted and what we
need. "

"I like green," Johnny said neekly. In a single fluid notion that Peter would
gi ve anything to be able to performwhen he had control of his physica
nmoverent s, Johnny rose and cl apped an armover Dirk's shoulders. "To tell the
truth, I didn't expect anything quite this elegant." He eased Dirk to the

door. "We'll transfer our files and let you get back to work."

Sensing that Johnny particularly did not want the admiral to know about
Gadriel's circuits yet, Peter flowed forward, quite willing to speed their
guest on his way.

"You'll need these," and Dirk handed out two security cards. "Only Barney and
| can get in." He assuned a hunble men. "I hope you don't object to ne."

"Never," Johnny said warmy and cl apped Dirk on the back once nore before he
left. "C non, Pete, we'd better get nmoving or our |andlord mght just evict us
for failure to perform"™ He paused for another nonent, though, |ooking around
the wel | -appointed room and exhaled in total satisfaction

Wth ease, they tuned into the Gadriel circuits and lifted all their files
fromthe conference room including Johnny's |atest doodl e pad.

In the next few days, Peter experienced considerable frustration when skills
he had struggled so to performtel ekinetically, now had to be discarded to
retrain hinself to do it "normally." He particularly wanted to show Lance how
he had progressed but he seened to get his signals swtched.

"What is normal for ne, Ceara?" he asked, throwi ng down the |ight-pen that he
had been using. "I can do so nuch kinetically that it's alnmost nore of an
effort to do it the way everyone el se does. And |I'm not good enough yet to do
what | want to do."

"Even world-class artists had to learn to control their tools,"'
"You saw nme drop the fork at |unch today?"

"Anyone could. A lot of people do," she replied, soothing himw th her

t houghts. "They think nothing of such a slip."

"Ahhhh, Ceara, don't try to enpathize nme," he said, eyeing her fiercely.

She blinked and tried to assunme an i nnocent expression. Then gave a sigh
"Sorry, Peter, it's second nature to ne."

That shut off his gripe because it was second nature to themboth to use their
parapsychic Tal ents. That was what annoyed hi m but the paradox existed.

She touched his arm knowing he |liked to be touched now because he had so nuch
nore sensation in his |linbs. "Renenber what you're maki ng progress toward,"
she said with a significant nod.

Peter struggled not to blush. She was a physician, but she was al so a very
pretty woman and he didn't really feel confortable with that reference to
regai ning "normal functions." In her professional capacity, Ceara was up to
date on his progress and encouraged hi mwhen, as now, he |ost patience.

she replied.



"It won't be long, Peter. Now, shake your hand to relax all the mnuscles.

You' ve been trying too hard again. | think the inmage is conming on fine."
"Well," Peter said on a sigh, "I'lIl try again." He was copying the print of an
ancient clipper ship. The sails were very difficult to sketch, with lines and
braces. Wth his free hand, he ran his fingers through his hair in an
unconsci ous gesture of frustration. And froze with surprise when he realized
what he'd done. Ceara caught that gesture, too! The pen slipped fromhis right
hand and roll ed across the worktop

"Ch, Peter! You did it. Wthout thinking. See, your nuscles do renenber!" She
threw her arnms about his neck and kissed himon the |ips.

Suddenl y, he knew what Finn had meant-that the nman within himwould stand up
and be noticed. This was not the bath-giving Nurse Roche. This was Ceara Scott
for whom he felt nore than enpathy at this nonment. He caught her arns and held
t hem about his neck, levitating out of his chair and pulling her against him
She returned the enbrace enthusiastically. Her eyes wi dened as she becane
aware that not only were nuscles renmenbering but also certain glands were in
wor ki ng order.

"Ch, Peter, how narvel ous!"

"Ceara," he began. Her mind opened to his conpletely, filling himw th her

wi | I'ingness, an urgency of her own, and an intense desire for intimcy. He was
even able to lift her into his arns and carry her to the bed. 'Porting would
have been faster, but there were sone things a man didn't hurry.

On Friday, while they were waiting for Lance to arrive, Peter wanted to | evel
with the Australian about the Gadriel circuitry.

"It isn't as if he didn't know | tapped into the CERN generators to save us,"
Peter said.

"Yeah, but do you want to tell himhe can't because he's tone-deaf? That's
sorta nean, isn't it? Let it be for now W're not really sure what we're
doi ng anyhow. "

Peter reluctantly accepted that argunent.

Lance arrived and was suitably inpressed with the office. "No nanes on the
door," he remarked, jerking his thumb over his shoul der. Then he put his hands
on his belt and took a slow | ook around, noddi ng as he catal oged the vari ous
ameni ties.

"Hrm nice digs you' ve got here." Stepping farther into the room he rotated
one of the conformable chairs. "Bang on."

"Cof f ee, Lance? Tea?" Peter said, making hinmself physically walk to the
serving al cove.

"Hey, lookit you! On your own, too! That's great, mate. Real great. Couldn't
happen to a nicer bl oke!" Lance beaned, his eyes crinkling up

" Cof f ee? Tea?"

"Tea's fine. Haven't had a proper cuppa since | left First Base." He settled
into the chair and exclai med again as he appreciated its contours, supporting
his long frame. "How s Dorotea? Special sort of woman."

"She's fine," Johnny said. "They conclude that she had a pin stroke, T.1.A.,
and she's on nedication to prevent a repeat."

"Wth Amariyah watching her like a hawk ."

Lance chuckl ed. "Heard that little bit of nothing rousted everyone out of
their skins. Talented, is she?"

Johnny hel d up both hands. "She has to find out for herself."

Peter wi shed that he could broadcast to the world that Amariyah's speci al

Tal ent had worked a miracle on his body but he perfectly understood the
necessity for silence on the subject. In that sane instant, he realized not
only that he wouldn't want Amariyah to be burdened with trying to heal all the
sick of the world-she'd be killed trying and she would try-but al so how Rhyssa
and Johnny had protected himuntil he was mature enough to handl e his potent
abilities. Very few, even those who knew himwell, would have noticed his
physi cal changes. And even fewer knew how he had extended his tel ekinetic and



tel epat hi ¢ range.

"\What about," Lance paused, rethinking the adjectives he was about to use,
"Shimaz and that |ot?"

"Wal ," Johnny drawl ed, sitting back and smling with malice, "lInterLEO has
been busy taggi ng anyone and everyone once connected with either Shimz or
Flinflam or the other suspected accomplices."

"Reprogramed their | D bands?" Lance asked, idly twisting his own. "Thought
they were having a good | ook at mne when | said | was headi ng up here."
Johnny nodded. "There are enough regul ar checks, even on an internationa
basis, to conplete the process."

"And the Henner estate is prickly with sensors-wall, tube, gardens, shrubs,
trees, and helipads," Peter said. "Everyone's safe there."

Lance made a rueful noise. "Don't like to think that such precautions had to
be taken for us psychics. W should be able to fend for ourselves."

Johnny flicked his fingers. "Sharpen our wits a bit, put us on the qui vive.
No harm done, and no harm can be done."

"Did we ever find out who was cheating the Station on fuel ?" Peter asked.
Johnny swivel ed about to stare at hima nonment. "Yes," he said, recalling a
concl usi on that had obviously slipped his nmind during other crises. "Pota
Chat ham solved it. Every single one of the Station's suppliers was shorting
tank refills." He gave his shark's grin. "She thinks that the bean counter at
SpaceShifters started the scam He's far worse than Taddesse as a CFO. The

ot her suppliers got suspicious, saw a good thing working, and started punping
nmeasures, too. The freighter captains were bribed, or scared, into not
reporting the problemuntil Honeybald started noticing the fall-short
dockings. Now all the tanks are filled while one of Dirk's finest watches and

guarantees the tank full. The suppliers all had to pay stiff fines for short
wei ghts. Thanks." He took the fresh cup of coffee Peter handed him
"Now . . ." Johnny rubbed his hands together. "\Wat have we got for today? You

get a special denonstration, Lance. W got some heavy stuff,"” and he asked for
the Iist on one of the programmbl e screens. "And nunber one is heavy. Pete,
you take that."

"Hey, they're both on First Base," Lance said, sitting up straight.

"Yeah, ain't they?" Johnny replied, grinning at him

"You," and Lance pointed at the general, "can make First Base?"

"Yup, with alittle help fromny friend here."

"Remenber that bollard on the parking field?" Peter asked, thinking that this
was an appropriate time to nention the Gadriel circuits.

No. Not yet, said Johnny very tightly. He went on out loud. "It was 'South
America' in the astronony office for me," Johnny said, enjoying Lance's | ook
of awe. "Pete conned ne into sending ten kilos to the astronony office at
First Base. South Anerica," he added in voice command and Peter's carefully
detail ed i nrage came up on the screen

"Well, | never!" Lance began. "How nmuch can you shift?" he asked,
professionally intrigued.

"I don't want to make himrun before he can walk," Peter replied, m mcking
Johnny's draw .

"Wsh | could get the hang of the gestalt,"

Lance said ruefully, shaking his

head.
"You're not the only one," Johnny remarked, cocking his head significantly at
Peter. "Still we won't hold that against you, will we, Pete?"

Abruptly the main screen Iit up with the head and shoul ders of a very worried

Dirk Coetzer. His eyes took in the three nmen in the office.

"Good, you're all there." He took a deep breath as he turned to Peter. "I know
this may be totally inpossible, Pete, but we've just had a Mayday from

Mar spol ar. They' ve had an equi pnent failure. The hunmidifier's conked out. Has

been for days and now ot her sensitive equi pnent is showing the effects. So are
their tenmpers. If we don't get replacenent parts to themin the next two days,
there' |l be major systemfailures." He paused.

"You know, Dirk," Johnny drawl ed, "the three of us might just be able to make



it that far. If the spares aren't heavy."

Are you out of your tree? Lance excl ai ned.

No, just out on a |inb.

"We' || need the clearest visuals of Mrspolar you have, Dirk," Peter said. "Do
you have repl acenent parts on hand up here?"

"In the priority cargo net, ready for the supply ship due to go next week.
Next week'll arrive too late," he said grimy. He |ooked to one side. "Thanks,
Ni col a. Waybill AF 44MPS8276."

"I copy," Peter said.

"I fetch,"” Johnny said and the vacuum seal ed units appeared on the table in
the I ounge of the office suite, covering it.

Lance whi st ed.

I"mgetting very good at this, Johnny said. "Doesn't mass nmuch, Pete."

This time, CGeneral Greene, you do the 'port with ne!

You bet!

"Where's ny visual, Dirk?"

"There's not much space avail able, Pete. The donme is cranped.”

"Surely they have a table to eat off of," Peter said testily. Hi s nind was
hunm ng as he anticipated the denmand on his abilities.

"Yes, but | don't have any visual of the catering area."

"A workstation?" Peter was getting anxious. It was inconceivable that there
wasn't anything available to "see." "Surely there've been tapes of their
acconmodati ons, their work spaces, the hydroponics unit?"

"The Amazon craft they cane in would be enpty," Johnny suggested, and called
up a visual of the interior of the Mars ship. "Enough space there. | got the
VIP tour when it was up on the gantries."

"Mght be a tight fit," Peter said.

"Plenty of floor space right now " Johnny added di nensions of the main cabin
at the base of the visual

"They went to Mars in that?" Lance was incredul ous, his eyes flicking around
the much larger office. "No wonder they don't have spares.™

"Used parachute drones to | and supplies. Tedi ous work." Johnny shot Peter a

| ook.

"We'll give our best shot, Dirk," Peter said, physically and clunsily noving
to the chair at the engineering station. He didn't want to waste an ounce of
ment al energy before this crucial long 'port. Thank God for Tomas Gadriel. The
circuits would nake the difference

I"'mwith you all the way, Pete, Johnny said, skidding his chair over to
Peter's and gripping his arm Lance pushed in on the other side, taking
Peter's free hand in a firmclasp.

The generators sang the nost beautiful C nmajor chord Peter had ever heard.
Peter got "hold" of the net.

Take the biggest breath you can, Kkid.

Qut of the corner of his eye, Peter saw Johnny's chest rising. He inhaled,
thinking firmy of the net and its lifesaving units sitting in the center of
the Amazon's cabin space. As he 'ported, he felt Johnny's w de-open nind
pushing with him and a second rei nforcenent-nowhere near as strong but
steady. Lance! He might not be able to initiate the gestalt but he could sure
give it a shove, his grasp warmand firmon Peter's.

Then, like running into a wall in the dark, Peter felt a psychic stop. God!
Had he missed? Had he reached his linit sonewhere out there between Earth and
Mars? Wul d men and wonen di e because he was overconfident?

Breat he, kid.

Peter felt the elbowin his ribs. Opening his eyes he exhal ed, sparkles of

i mm nent anoxi a dancing before his eyes. He let hinself collapse in the chair.
"Have you done it yet?" Dirk asked anxiously, his eyes dark with concern
Soneone | oonmed beside himon the screen. "Shandin said the generators went off
t he gauge."

"We can't be certain, Dirk," Johnny said, panting. "But we sure did give it a
dammed good try, the three of us . " He grinned at Lance. Tone-deaf he may



be, but he's an asset. W'll tell himhow and why |later. "Knew you'd be a
hel p. Tell Captain Vartry to look in their ship. Only space we knew woul dn't
be occupied. "

"Yes, of course, the ship would be a logical telepad." D rk Coetzer took a
deep breath, his eyes unfocusing briefly.

"Now don't get any ideas, Dirk," Johnny cautioned him quickly raising one
hand in restraint.

"No, no, of course not," he said, but there was just that little curl of his
nmout h that suggested he was not above thinking ahead. "There's a

conmuni cations |ag, you know "

"I know," Johnny said. "lIt's only thirty-seven nillion nmles fromhere. Take
exactly 198.6 seconds-3 mnutes and 18.6 seconds."

"That |ong?" Peter said, desperately wanting it all to have happened

si mul t aneousl y.

"And to cone back," Johnny said with adm rabl e sangfroid.

"Drink this," Lance said, putting a glass of orange juice in front of Peter
who was | eaning linply back in his chair, and fresh coffee in front of Johnny.
Do you realize what we just did? Peter asked.

W shi pped a package all the way to Mars, that's what we just did, Johnny
replied.

W hope, Peter said with a gulp. W also just nerged our m nds. We did WHAT?
Johnny | eaned forward so quickly that he nearly knocked the cup off the
sur f ace.

Lance stared at Peter, his nouth dropping open

| felt you, and Peter pointed at the CGeneral, and then you, his finger went to
Lance, come in to help me push. W were all in on that one! Ch, we've tal ked
t oget her over distance, but we've never conbined to 'port anything. This, ny
friends, is a major breakthrough! Wth that declaration, Peter lifted his

gl ass and toasted them bot h.

"But, if you did," Coetzer went on, unaware of that telepathic exchange.

"I'f we did," Johnny said, wi nking at Peter and Lance, "there'd be a new
contract. And there would be a new organi zation for you to deal with."
"What ?" The admiral didn't quite absorb that.

Johnny! Peter protested.

"Let's just bide our tine," Johnny said smoothly. "It ain't over '"til the fat
| ady sings. And we sure want to hear her."

In his office, Dirk was fiddling with a pencil file, turning it over and over
in one hand, glancing to his left.

Johnny sipped his coffee. Peter drank his juice. Then, resorting to physica
means, he wal ked hinmself to the serving al cove and found apples and carrots.
He clunped back to his station, aware of Lance watching him He wi shed he were
alittle nore graceful but that would come. He hadn't quite the muscul ar
strength in his thighs to sit snoothly and fl opped down.

Johnny doodl ed.

Lance tapped his fingers.

Dirk Coetzer kept running the file through his fingers.

The comm bl eeped.
Everyone j unped.
"They got the nmessage,’
ship."

Johnny' s doodl es got wil der

Lance went to the head.

The tension in the office was thick enough to cut.

Peter finished an apple and thought seriously about a carrot. He | ooked at the
records for generator use. He hadn't had the pads on so he didn't know how
many cal ories he had burned in that 'port. He wi shed now that he had since
that data woul d be necessary, he fervently hoped, in the future.

Dirk was now swi ngi ng back and forth in his chair, |ooking anywhere but into
the screen and at the three tel ekinetics. He rubbed his face.

Peter rubbed his face, prickly with short bristles of beard that he was

Shandi n's voice said. "Vartry's going out to the



finally grow ng.

More time el apsed.

We could 'port sone of these, Peter suggested, wanting to do sonething. There
were some downside 'ports he felt up to doing.

You're a glutton for punishment, Johnny said.

Are you okay, Johnny? Peter reached out to close his fingers about his
friend s arm

Wll, | did take a deep breath, but if there was another piece of that pie?
"Il get it, Lance said, rising.

"You're eating, aren't you, Pete?" Dirk asked.

THEY GOT I T! Madl yn Luvaro's |oud voice was never nore wel cone. DASH SAYS
CAPTAIN VARTRY HAS IT! IT'S THERE! YOUDIDIT! YQU DD IT!

Johnny shouted the nessage out | oud.

Dirk Coetzer |eaped fromhis chair, arns flung out, face split with the joy of
success. The next monent the screen showed hi m danci ng about his office with
Ni cola as a startled partner

Peter stared at the sight, for a monent weak with relief before exultation

fl ooded his nind, soul, and body. Johnny was yodeling |like a drunken cowboy,
cl appi ng his hands over his head, folding theminto the victory sign. Lance
was doi ng some sort of stanping dance around the room

A poundi ng on the door reached Peter first. Dirk Coetzer was still in his

of fice so who was at the door, wanting in so urgently? It took Peter a little
effort to sense Ceara was on the other side of the door. He hurried across the
room meking his legs stride, grateful that he could nake such a physica

effort because his mnd was still reeling fromthat thrust. Not sonething they
could do on a regular basis. Yet!
"Ch, Peter," Ceara cried, throwing her arnms about his neck. "l've the nost

wonder ful news for you."

Pet er hugged her tightly, chuckling.

"What' s happened?" she excl ai med, suddenly aware of the antics in the room and
on the screen. "lI've never seen the admiral |ike that before.”

Peter whirled her about in his own excess of joy, their novenents
automatically activating the door-closure nmechanism This was his nonent, to
share with his closest friends.

"What' s happened? You're glowing with it, Peter. Oh, please tell ne.
"Mars, Cearal!" Johnny said, crowing. "W 'ported to Mars!"

She clung to Peter's arns for support as she assimilated the information. Her
face mirrored the feelings that engulfed Peter. He'd thought 'porting to First
Base, to prove to Taddesse, Leitao, and Abubakar that he could, had been
triunphant. This was an even greater achi evenent-a merge of m nds.

"Ch, it is indeed your day," Ceara said, grinning |like a fool at Johnny and
Lance, and still in Peter's arns. She took a deep breath and Peter could sense
she had something inportant to tell him "Finn and the commander just okayed
the reversal." She pointed to the side on which he carried the appliance. "You
won't need that anynore."

He was stunned. Now it was Ceara who supported him

Soneti mes one could have too much joy, Peter thought, as she hel ped hi m back
to his chair. Johnny thrust a slice of chocolate cake in his face. Lance held
out orange juice in one hand and a shot glass of brandy in the other.

"Shock!" Ceara was saying. "He's in shock."

"He and the rest of us," said Dirk Coetzer, swinging into the room a bottle
of chanpagne in each hand, his face reflecting the nmorning' s glorious

achi evenent. Shandin, Nicola, Mdlyn, and Dash Sakai followed himinto the
office, all as euphoric as the admral

Let us not, in our euphoria, mention to Dirk anything about mnergi ng m nds
right now. And we have sone good news for you, Lance, when we've a break in
all this excitenent. "Now, Dirk," Johnny went on, gesturing for Nicola to fil
his glass to the brim "this isn't sonething we can do on an everyday basis."
"You delivered the goods where they were needed nost," and Dirk thunped Johnny
on the back. Less vigorously but every bit as enthusiastically, he clapped



Peter on the shoulder. "A toast, now everyone has a glass." He held his up
"First the Mon, now Mars." Everyone repeated the toast. "My God, |'m proud of
you!"

"We're not unpl eased oursel ves,
admiral did.

In a flash, Peter reviewed what had begun as a sinple wish to | eave a hospita
envi ronnent and be freed of his invalid restrictions. He had learned to

ki netically manage a seeningly hel pl ess body. He'd been able to send materi el
and supplies to help conplete Padrugoi. He had been at the Space Station's

I naugur ati on and prevented a mutiny. He had | earned to hack the black and hel p
build the Andre Norton. He had reached out to the Moon and made First Base.
There he had found that Callisto was the place for himto stand to 'port
colony ships to the distant stars. Amariyah's gift had conpleted the healing
process of his once usel ess body and he, who had never expected to be whol e,
had reached full manhood. How much further could he go now, with all the
possibilities of the Gadriel tuning and nmind-nerge that he, Johnny, and Lance
had di scovered?

Wth a slightly possessive and very loverly arm about Ceara's shoul ders, Peter
lifted his gl ass.

"A man's reach nust exceed his grasp,'
room

Johnny al | owed, beami ng as broadly as the

he said, grinning at everyone in the

EPI LOGUE:

FOURTEEN YEARS LATER

The bottles of chanmpagne, carefully inported fromEarth, were chilling in
buckets full of Callisto's ice: undrinkable, of course, but capable of cooling
Wi ne.

The sane cast of characters with a few inportant additions, Peter thought,

gl anci ng around those standing and sitting in the control Tower of the
Federated Tel epath and Tel eport installation on Tithonus, now a satellite of
Jupiter's tenth nmoon, Callisto. He was even getting accustoned to the great
nmottl ed orange Jovian bul k that was sel dom mi ssing fromthe thick waparound
wi ndows.

Callisto Tower, as the Tithonus installation was called, was ready for this
historic nmoment. Admiral Dirk Coetzer, silver-haired and bursting with pride,
was seated at one console. He was to have the honor of issuing the comand to
the Tower teamto begin the 1SS Bradbury's historic teleportation to its
destination, Capella.

For this great endeavor, Lance was tuning the great Tower's Gadriel
generators, buried deep in the core of Tithonus. Peter could hear them singing
in his favorite key, C mgjor.

On one screen, former Conmander Dash Sakai had the massive bulk of the
Bradbury at her nooring off Padrugoi. On the other, he was getting the highest
possi bl e resolution on the visual of the M5 planet in the Capella system

Madl yn, his wife of many years, sat beside him beam ng proudly at him

Among the spectators specially invited for this occasion were Rhyssa and Dave
Lehardt, though their teenage sons, Eoin and Chester, were beginning to
fidget. Also present were Sascha and Tirla Roznine, Shandin Ross, the
Admiral's longtine aide and tel epath, and N cola N zukam , now a chief petty
officer. To one side was Amariyah Bantam chi ef hydroponi cs engi neer and
energency nedic, with an inperious tilt to her determ ned chin, at the fore of
the rest of the Tower staff. Mdire than half of the forty nen and wonen had
some psychic ability-Talent, Peter liked to call it, with a capital T! Only
Dor ot ea Horvath and Professor Gadriel were m ssing fromthose whom Peter had



assenbl ed for this occasion. Peter smled in sad remenbrance of how proud
Dor ot ea had been when he had placed Tithonus perfectly at its Lagrange point
above Callisto.

"And now you have the right place to stand, don't you, Peter?" Dorotea had
murnmured for his ears al one.

Peter shook hinmself |oose fromthe menories, and concentrated on the task to
hand. Johnny Greene, in the informal AirForce blue coverall he preferred,
occupi ed one of the three conformable couches. Sally, his wife, stood proudly
beside him On the second couch was Scott Gates, |looking just a trifle nervous
about his part in the inmnent cerenmony. Peter would occupy the third and now
his wife, Ceara, smlingly beckoned for himto take his place.

The conmunit bl eeped.

"Callisto Tower, this is Captain Gale Johnson of the colony ship Bradbury, al
systens are green for lift." The captain used the new term Peter had sel ected
to replace "teleportation,"” a | engthy and sonewhat daunting word.

"Very good, Captain Johnson," Admiral Coetzer said, nodding significantly to
Peter who stretched out on the third couch. "Are you ready, Tower Prinme?"
Peter took a deep breath, |ooked over at Johnny's w cked expression and
Scott's rather apprehensive one.

"We are indeed, Adnmiral," he said, closing his eyes and "feeling" for the
support of the other two minds. "Initiating the merge." He reached out for
Johnny's mnd, suddenly as professionally alert as Scott Gates's. "Admira
Coet zer, do the honors!"

"Bradbury, this is Callisto Tower, initiating lift."

The generators peaked, keening under the strain as Peter Reidinger, John

Greene, and Scott Gates hurled the million-tonne ship out to the stars.
Everyone inhal ed sharply as the Bradbury di sappeared fromthe Padrugoi screen
"Well," Adnmiral Coetzer said with a tight smle. "That's that."

Johnny Greene | ooked sharply at himbut it was Peter who spoke. "Admral,
think we need to tal k about our contract."

Dirk laughed. "It seems we're always tal king contracts!" But he shook his
head, pointing to the nmonitor show ng where the Bradbury had been. "You've
proven that you can send the Bradbury sonewhere-but it'll be another forty
years before even that pet SPOT of yours will see the light of that starship

shi ni ng back from Capella."

Peter's eyes gleamed. "So you're saying, Admiral, that until we can prove that
we have lifted the Bradbury the forty-five light years to Capella, we wll
have a hard time revising your contract with FT&T?"

Dirk Coetzer nodded. "I'mafraid so. | know you can do it but others are going
to want to see proof."

"I told you so," Johnny muttered to hinmself snugly.

"Well, how about we step over here," Peter said, notioning the admral toward
Dash's nmonitors, "so we can di scuss proof nore objectively.”
Dirk sighed. "Peter, | don't think there's nuch nore to-" H s eyes | atched

onto the telescope's image of Capella' s M5 planet. "Wat's that?" the adnmira
pointed to the glittering speck now visible.

"That's the Bradbury orbiting Capella," Dash Sakai said, somehow managing to
keep his voice steady as if he were reporting no nore than a normal arrival.
Dirk's jaw dropped and he turned first to Johnny, then to Peter, raising a
finger accusingly. "You knew You lifted it back in tine. Wiy didn't you tel

me? Do you know what that neans? Do you know how this will speed up our
expl orati ons? How did you do it?"
It was Peter who answered him "In order, yes, we did knowor at |east we were

pretty sure. We didn't tell you because we only had the one lift to Mars to go
by and there was enough tine between our lift and their getting those critica
repl acenent units that it could have been a nornmal space translation. W know
that without this sort of tinely transportation and comruni cation, all the
colony worlds will be dooned to |lag technically behind Earth-because it wll
take at |l east as nmany years as they are light-years distant for news and
inventions to travel to them



"And how did we do it?" Peter finished with a smle, "W do it naturally."
Dirk quirked his eyebrows at this confident and oh, so powerful, young man.
"Remenber," Peter said softly, "we have to 'see' what we're lifting-at both
ends. Then we 'tune' ourselves to do the job."

"Peter-no, M. Reidinger," Dirk's face burst into a huge grin and he grabbed
Peter's hand, punping it fiercely, "you'll get that new contract. Hell, you'l
get 'emall."” He dropped Peter's hand, shook his head in awe, and thrust his
big fist upward in triunmph. "Yes! The stars are ours!"

Peter felt his heart about to burst; Ceara's reassuring hand gripped his
shoul der, her enpathic bond telling her how deeply he was noved by this
nonent .

He had so wanted to be a part of Earth's Space Program Now he was the Space
Pr ogr am

Softly to hinself he said: "Or what's a heaven for?"

HI STORI CAL NOTES

2082
The second A-ship, the Arrakis, was | aunched from Padrugoi with a conpl ement
of four thousand colonists and crew, bound for a "likely" planet in Procyon,

el even light years away. As with the Andre Norton, nost of the passengers
woul d remain in cryogeni c suspensi on

The keel for the third projected A-ship, the Avalon, was laid in the
construction facility at Padrugoi Space Station.

2084

The first Mars colony was established at the former Space Authority Mars-polar
site near the southern pole where sufficient water had been di scovered to
sustain a colony. This installation would al so supply and assi st Asteroid

M ning, a branch of the Space Authority, which started "clainmng" the suitably
naned and nunbered asteroids they would use. If the person naned on the | AU
files was still alive, they received royalties. There is no record of any such
transactions in the | ast decade of the twenty-first century.

2086

Using the highly specialized Gadriel Gestalt Generators, the Tal ents noved the
asteroid Tithonus fromthe Patroclus cluster to a new orbit around Callisto by
ki nd perni ssion of Space Authority and with a deed of grant in perpetua, for
servi ces rendered by an organi zati on known as Federated Tel epath and Tel eport.
FT&T was registered with a board of directors including managi ng directors,

Pet er Rei di nger and John G eene (retired U S. SpaceForce). Also listed were
Lance Baden, Madlyn Luvaro Sakai, Amariyah Bantam and Scott Gates. Rhyssa
Onens Lehardt, David Lehardt, Professor Enmil Gadriel, and Sascha Rozni ne were
listed as consultants.

2088

Constructi on began for an atnosphere done on the former asteroid Tithonus, now
Callisto's satellite in a stable orbit about its adopted primary. |nmrense
generators were buried deep in the asteroid while a blunt structure rose above
the surface. Mners seeking supplies or just a change of scenery called it the
"Tower"-or Callisto Tower.

2090

Federated Tel epath and Tel eport was |icensed by the Wrld Congress and the
Space Authority to becone formally chartered as conmuni cators and transporters
on a first-come, first-served basis. FT&T guaranteed the training and



supervision of all its parapsychic talents who were graded from Talent 1, or
Prinme, since the recipient of that title had to be both a strong tel epath and
tel ekinetic, down to minor abilities at Talent 12.

2100

The first B-type ship, the Bradbury, was teleported by Callisto Tower
forty-five light years away, guided by the time-resolved i mging
spect rophot opol ari metric of their destination in Capella.



