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C osft{g"o, Hero

He wanted to help people on all worHs and

all ships between . . .

and his plan was o warm

and friendly one. Maybe o bit too friendly!

“I beg your pardon,

66 OME in, Purser.- And
shut the door.”

“sir?” The Skipper never invited
~anyone in—mnot to his quarters.
‘ His office, yes, but not here.

* “He made an abrupt gesture,
“and I came in and ¢losed the

door. It was about as luxurious

-as a compartment on a spaceship

can get. I tried not to goggle at
~it as if it was the first time I
" had ever seen it, just because it
_was the first time I had ever seen
. it. -

I sat down.

He opened his mouth, closed
t, forced the tip of his tongue
hrough his thin’ lips. He licked

‘them and glared at me. I’d never

. seen the Iron Man like this. I de-
.o cided that the best thing to say

“would be nothing, which is what
+ . Irsaid.

He pulled a deck of cards out
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of the top-middle drawer and
slid them across the desk. “Deal.”

I said, “I b—"

“And don't say you beg my
pardon!” he exploded.

Well, all right, If the skipper
wanted a cozy game of gin rum-
my to while away the parsecs, far
be it from me to. . . I shuffled.
Six years under this cold-blood-
ed, fish-eyed automatic computer
with eyebrows, and this was the
first time that he— . .

“Deal,” he said. I looked up at
him. “Draw, five-card draw., You
do play draw poker, don't you,

* Purser?”

“Yes, sir” 1 dealt and i)ut
down the pack. I had three threes
and a couple of court cards. The

- skipper scowled at his hand and

threw down two. He glared at
me again.

I said, “I got threc.of a kind,
sir.”




E let his cards go as if they
no longer existed, slammed
ot of his chair and turned his
back to me, He tilted his head
back and stared up at the see-
it-all, with ifs complex of speed,
time, position and distance-run
. coordinates. Borinquen, our des-
tination planet, was at spitting
distance——only a day or so off—
and Earth was a long, long way
behind, I heard a sound and
_dropped my eyes. The Skipper’s
hands were locked behind him,
squeezed together so hard that
they crackled.
“Why didn’t you draw?” he
grated.
“I beg your—"
“When I played poker-—and I
used to play a hell of a lot of
poker—as 1 recall it, the dealer
would find out how many cards
each player wanted after the
deal and give him as many as he
discarded, ‘Did you ever hear of
that, Purser?”
“Yes, sir, 1. did.”
“You did” He turned around.
1 imagine he had been scowling
this same way at the see-it-all,
"and I wondered why it was he
hadn’t shattered the cover glass.
“Why, then, Purser,” he de-
manded, “did wou show ~ your

three. of a kind without discard- ‘

ing, without drawmg—-—thhout
mister, asking me how many
cards I might want?”

I thought about it, “]—we—I
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mean, sir, we haven’t been play-
ing poker that way lately.”

“You've been playing poker
without drawing!” He sat down
again and beamed that glare at
me again. “And who changed the
rules?” ‘

“] don’t know, sir. We just—

that's the way we’'ve been play-
ing.”

'He nodded thoughtfully. “Now
tell me something, Purser. How
much time did you spend in the
galley during the last watch?”

- “About an hour, sir.”

“About an hour.”

“Well, sir,” I explained hur-
riedly, “it was my turn.”

He said nothing, and it sud-
denly occurred to me that these
galley-watches weren’t in thé
ship’s orders.

I said quickly, “It isn't against .

your orders to stand such a
watch, is it, sir?”

“No,” he said, “it isn't.” His
voice was so gentle, it was ugly.
“Tell me, Purser, doesn’t Cooky
mind these galley-watches?”

“Oh, no, sir! He's real pleased
about it.” I knew he was thinking
about the size of the galley. It
was true that two men made
quite a crowd in & place like that.
T said, “That way, he knows ev-
erybody can trust him.”

“You mean that way you know
he won't poison you.”

“Well—yes, sir.”

“And tell me,” he said, his °
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voice even gentler, “who suggest-
ed he might poison you?”
“I really couldn’t say, Captain.

It’s just sort of something that -

caime ‘up. Cocky doesn’t mind,”
I added. “If he's watched all the
time, he knows nobody’s going to
suspect him. It’s all right.”

-GAWIN he repeated my words.
“It’s all right.” I wished he

- wouldnt I wished he'd stop

looking at me like that. “How
long,” he a_sked “has it been
customary for the deck officer to

- bring a witness with him when he
. takes -over the watch?”

- “I. really' couldn’t say, sir.
" That's out of my department.”
- “You couldn't say. Now think
hard, Purser. Did you ever stand
galley-watches, or see deckoffi-

- cers bring withesses with them
= when they relieve the bridge, or
e . -see draw poker played without

. drawing—before this trip?”

“Well, no, sir. 1 don’t think I
have. I suppose we just never
thought of it before.”

“We never had Mr. Costello as

T a passenger before, did we?”

“No, sir.

1 thought for a moment he
was gomg to say something else,
but he didn’t, just:
Purser. That will be. all”

I went out and started back

aft, feeling puzzled and sort of
" upset. The Skipper didn’t have
- to hint things like that about Mr.
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“Very well, -

Costello. Mr. Costello was a very
nice man. Once, the Skipper had
picked a fight with Mr. Costello.
They'd shouted at each other
in the dayroom. That is, the
Skipper had shouted--Mr. Cos-
tetlo never did. Mr. Costello was
as good-natured as they come.
A big good-natured soft-spoken
man, with the kind of face they
call open. Open and honest. He’d
once been a Triumver back on
Earth-—the youngest ever ap-
pointed, they said.

You wouldn’t think such an
easygoing man was as smart as
that. Triumvers are usually life-
time appointees, but Mr. Costel-
lo wasn’t satisfied. Had to keep
moving,. you know. Learning all
the time, shaking hands all
around, staying close to the peo-
ple. He loved people. ,

I don’t know why the Skipper
couldn’t get along with him.
Everybody else did. And besides
—DMr, Costello didn’t play poker;
why should he care one way or
the other how we played it? He
didn't eat the galley food—he

- had his own stock in his cabin—

so what difference would it make
to him if the cock poisoned any-
one? Except, of course, that he
cared about us. People——he liked
people. :

Anyway, it’s better to play
poker without the draw. Poker’s
a good game with a bad reputa—
tion. And where do you suppose
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it gets the bad reputation? From
cheaters. And how do people

‘cheat at poker?” Almost never
when they ‘deal. It’s when they -
pass out cards after the discard.

That's when a shady dealer
knows what he holds, and he
knows what to give the others so
he can win. All right, remove the
discard and you remove nine-
tenths of the cheaters. Remove
the cheaters and the honest men
can trust each other.

. That's what Mr. Costello used

to say, anyhow. Not that he cared
one way or the other for him-
self. He wasn’t a gambling man.

J WENT into the dayroom and
there was Mr. Costello with
the Third Officer. He gave me a
big smile and a wave, so 1 went
over. -

“Come on, sit down, Purser,”
he said. “I’'m landing tomorrow.
Won't have much more chatice to
talk to you.”

I sat down. The Third snapped
shut a book he’d been holding
open on the table and sort of got
it out of sight. o

Mzr. Costello laughed at him.
“Go ahead, Third, show the Pur-
ser. You can trust him—he’s a
good man. I’'d be proud to be
shipmates with the Purser.”

The Third hesitated and then.

raised the book from his lap. It
was the Space Code and e:;pand-
ed Rules of the Road. Every li-
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censed officer has to bone up on

it 8 lot, to get his license, But it’s
not the kind of book you ordinar-

ily kill time with.

“The Third here was showing
me all about what a captain can
and can’t do,” said Mr. Costello.

“Well, you asked me to,” the
Third said.

“Now just a minute,” said Mr.
Costello rapidly, ‘“now just a
minute.” He had a way of doing

- that sometimes. It was part of

him, like the thinning hair on
top of his head and the big
smile and the way he had of
cocking his head to one side and
asking you what it was you just
said, as if he didn’t hear so well.
“Now just a minute, you wanted
to show me this material, didn't
you?”’

“Well, yes, Mr. Costello,” the
Third said.

“You’re going over the limita-
tions of a spacemaster’s power of
your own free will, aren’t you?”

“Well,” said the Third, “I

guess so. Sure.”

“Sure,” Mr. Costello repeated '

happily. “Tell the Purser the
part you just read to me.”

“The one you found in the
book?” - :

“You know the one. You read

" it out your own self, didn’t you?”

“Oh,” said the Third, He look-
ed at me—sort of uneasily, I
thought—and reached for the
book.
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Mr. Costello put his hand on
t. “Oh, don’t bother looking it
up,” he said. “You can remember

admitted. “It’s a sort of safe-
‘guard against letting a skipper’s
"power go to his head, in case it

ever does. Suppose a time comes
when a captain begins to act up,
and the crew gets the idea that
a lunatic has taken over the
bridge. Well, something has to
be don¢ about it. The crew has
the power to. appoint .one officer
and send him up to the Captain
for an accounting. If the Skipper
refuses, or if the crew doesn’t like
his accounting, then they have
the right to confine him to his

-quarters and take over the ship.”

“I think I heard about that,”
I said. “But’ the Skipper has
rights, too. I mean the crew has
to report everything by space-
radio the second it happens, and
then the Captain has a full hear-
ing along with the crew at the
next port.” '

R. Costello. looked at us and
shook his big head, full of
admiration. When Mr. Costello
thought you were good, it made

" you feel good all over.

The Third looked at his watch

:. and got up. I got to relieve the
= bridge, Want to come along, Pur-

ser?” _ :
“I'd lke to talk to him for a
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while,” Mr. Costello said. “Do
Yyou suppose you could get some-
body else for a witness?”
~ "“Oh, sure, if you say s0,” said
the Third.

“But you're going to get some-
one.”

“Absolutely,” said the Third.

“Safest ship I was ever on,”
said Mr. Costello. “Gives a fel-
low a nice feeling to know that

. the watch is never going to get

the orders wrong.”

I thought so myself and won-
dered why we never used to do it
before. T watched the Third leave
and stayed where I was, feeling
good, feeling safe, feeling glad
that Mr. Costello wanted to talk
to me. And me just a Purser, him
an ex-Triumver. o

Mr. Costello gave me the big
smile. He nodded toward the
door. “That young fellow’s going
far. A good man. Youw're all good
men here,” He stuck a sucker-
cup in the heater .and passed it
over to me with his own hands.
“Coffee,” 'he said. “My own
brand. All I ever use.”

1 tasted it and it was fine. He
was g very generous man, He sat
back and beamed at rme while I
drank it.

“What do you know about
Borinquen?” he wanted to know.

I told him all I could. Borin-
quen’s a pretty nice place, what
they call “four-nines Earth Nor-
mal”—which means that the cli-
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mate, gravity, atmosphere and

ecology come within 9999 of
being the same as Earth’s. There
are only about six known planets
like that. I told him about the
one city it had and the trapping
that used to be the main in-
dustry. Coats made out of glunk-
er fur last forever. They shine
green in white light and a real
warm ember-red in blue light,
and you can take a full-sized
coat and scrunch it up and hide
it in your two hands, it's that
light and fine. Being so light, the
fur made ideal space-cargo.

- Of course, there was a lot more
on Borinquen now—rare isotope

_ingots and foodstuffs and seeds

for the drug busiriesg and ali, and
1 suppose the glunker trade could
dry right up and Boringuen could
still carry its weight. But furs
settled the planet, furs supported
the c1ty in the early days, and
half the  population still lived
out in the bush and trapped.

* Mr. Costello listened to every-
thing I said in a way I can only
call respectiul.

I remember I finished up by
saylng “I'm sorry you have to
get off there, Mr. Costello. Ird
like to see you some more, I'd
like to come see you at Borin-
quen, whenever we put in, though
‘1 don’t suppose a man like you

_would have much spare Hime.”

He put his big hand on my
arm. “Purser, if I don’t have time
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when you're in port, I'll make
time. Hear?” Oh, he had a won-
derful way of making a fellow

-feel good.

EXT thing you know, he in-
vited me right into his cabin.
He sat me down and handed me
a sucker full of a mild red wine

< with a late flavor of cinnamon,

which was a new one on me, and

he showed me some of his things. -

He was a great collector. He
had one or two little bits of color-
ed paper that he said were
stamps they used before the
Space Age, to prepay carrying
charges on paper letters. He said
no matter where he was, just one
of those things could get him a
fortune. Then he had some jew-

els, not ririgs or anything, just

stones, and a fine story for every
single one of them.

“What you're holding in your
hand,” he said, “cost the life of
a king and the loss of an empire

didn’t know whether it existed or

based on it—and now it’s gone,
and so is the religion.”

It gave you a queer feeling,
being next to this man who had
so much, and him just as warm
and friendly as your favorite
uncle.

“If you can assure me these ;- tions my authority, he will learn
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. bulkheads are soundproof, I'li
show you something else I col-
lect,” he said.

I assured him they were, and
they were, too. “If ships’ archi-
tects ever learned anything,” I
told him, “they learned that a
man has just got to be by him-
self once in a while.” '

He cocked his head to one

_ _side in that way he had, “How's
o that again?”

“A man’s just got to be by him-

_ self once in a while,” I said. “So,

mass or no, cost or no; a ship's
buikheads are built to give a man

. his privacy.”

~ 'Good,” he said, “Now let me
show you.” He unlocked a hand-

- c_ase and opened it, and from a
. little compartment inside he took

out a thing about the size of the

. box'a watch comes in, He han-

dled it very gently as he put it
down on his desk. It was square,
and it had a fine grille on the top

g and two little si
o e e o United e silver studs on the

Earth.” And: “This one was once [ S
so well guarded that most people

side. He pressed one of them and

‘7-‘turned to me, smiling. And let
. ‘me tell you, I almost fell right

- off the bunk
not. There was a whole religion [~ Where 1 Jas sitting,

because here was the Captain’s
voice as loud and- as clear and
natural as if he was right there

" in the room with us. And do
. you know what he said? '

. He said, “My crew questions

. my sanity—yet you can be sure

that if a single man aboard ques-
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that I am master here, even if he
musf learn it at the point of a
gun.”
HAT surprised me so much
wasn't. only the voice but
.the words—and what surprised
me especially about the words
was that I had heard the Skipper
say them myself, It was the time
he had had the argument with
Mr. Costello. I remembered it
well because I had walked into
the dayroom just as the Captain
started to yell. i
“Mr. Costello,” he said in that
big heavy voice of his, “in spite
of your conviction that my crew
questions my sanity . . ” and all

the rest of it, just like on this. =

recording Mr. Costello had. And
I remember he said, too, “even if
he must learn it at the point of
a gun. That, sir, applies to pas-
sengers — the crew has legal
means of their own,’

I was going to mention this to .

Mr. Costello, but before I could
open my mouth, he asked me,
“Now tell me, Purser, is that the
voice of the Captain of your
ship?”

And T said, “Well, if it isn’t,
I'm not the Purser here. Why,
I heard him speak those words
my very own self.”

Mr. Costello swatted me on
the shoulder. “You have a good
ear, Purser. And how do you like
my little_toy?”
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Then he showed it to me, a

~little mechanism on the jeweled

pin he wore on his tunic, a fine
thread of wire to a pushbutton in
his side pocket.

“One of my favorite colléc-
tions,” he told me. “Voices. Any-
body, anytime, anywhere” He
took off the pin and slipped a
tiny bead out of the setting. He
slipped this into a groove in the
box and pressed the stud.

And I heard my own voice say,
“I'm sorry you have to get off
there, Mr, Costello. I'd like to see
you some more.” I laughed and
laughed. That was one of the
cleverest things I ever saw. And

just. think of my wvoice in hi§

collection,. along with the Cap-
tain and space only knows how
many. great and famous people!

He even had the voice of the

- Third Officer, from just a few
minttes before, saying, “A Iuna-

tic hay taken over the bridge.
Well, something has. to be done

- about. it.” S
- All' in all, I had a wonderful

visit with him, and then he asked
me to do whatever I had to do
‘about his clearance papers. So 1
went back to my office and got
them out. They are kept in the
Purser’s- safe during a voyage.
And 1 went through them with

. the okays. There were a lot of

‘them—he had more than most
people. . _
I found one from Egrth Cen-

tral that sort of made me mad. 1
guess it was a mistake. It was 4
Know All Ye that warned con-
sular officials to report every six
months, Earth time, on the ac-
tivities of Mr. Costello.

1 took it to him, and it was a
mistake, all right—he said so
himself. I tore it out of his pass-
port book and adhesed an official
note, reporting the accidental de-
struction of a used page of fully
stamped visas. He gave me a
beautiful blue gemstone for doing
it.
. When I said, “I better not; I
don’t want you thinking I take
bribes from passengers,” . he
laughed and put one of those
beads in his recorder, and it came
out, in my voice, “I take bribes
from passengers.” He was a great
joker. -

E lay at Borinquen for four
days. Nothing much hap-
pened except I was busy. That’s
what’s tough about pursering.
You got nothing to do for weeks
in space, and then, when you’re
in spaceport, you have too much
work to do even to go ashore
much, unless it’s a long layover.
I never really minded much.
I'm one of those mathematical
geniuses, you know, even if I
don’t have too much sense other-
wise, and I take pride in my work.
Everybody has something he's
good at; I guess. I couldn’t tell
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you how the gimmick works that
makes the ship trave! faster thian
light, but I'd hate to trust the
. Chief Engineer with one of my
interplanetary cargo rmanifests,
or a rate-of-exchange table,
glunker pelts to U.E. dollars.

Some hard - jawed character
with Space Navy Investigator
credentials came inboard with a
= -portable voice recorder and made
" me and the Third Officer recite

test, I don’t know what. The SNI
is always doing a'lot of useless
and mysterious things. I had an
argument with the Port Agent,
and I went ashore with Cooky
for a fast drink. The usual thing.
Then I-had to work overtime
signing: on a new Third—they
transferred the old one to a cor-
vette that was due in, they told
me. . ' '

~ Oh, yes, that was the trip the
Skipper resigned. I guess it was
' high time. He’d been acting very
nervous. He gave me the damn-
edest look when he went ashore
that last time, like he didnt
know whether to kill me or burst
into tears. There was a rumor
around that he’d gone beserk and

but I don’t listen to rumors. And
anyway, the Port Captain signg
‘on new skippers. It didn’t mean
any extra work for me, so it
didn’t matter much.

We upshipped again and made
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a lot of nonsense for some sort of .

" threatened the crew with a gun, -

the rounds, Bobtes Sigma and

'Nightingale and Caranho and
Earth — chemical glassware,
blackprints, sho seed and glitter
crystals; perfume, music tape,
glizzard skins and Aldebar—all
the usual junk for all the usual
months. And round we came
again to Borinquen.

Well, you wouldn’t believe a
place could change so much in
so short a time. Borinquén used
to be a pretty free-and-easy plan-

et. There was just the one good- .

sized city, see, and then trapper
camps all through the unsettled
area. If you likéd people, you

settled in the city, and you could .

go to ‘work in the processing
plants or maintenance or some
such. If you didn’t, you could
trap glunkers. There was always
something for everybody on Bor-
inquen.

But things were way different
this trip. First of all, a man
with a Planetary Government
badge came aboard, by God, to
censor the music tapes consigned
for the city, and he had the cre-
dentials for it, too. Next thing
I find cut, the municipal authori-
ties have confiscated the ware-
houses — my warehouses — and
they were being converted into
barracks. ) ‘-

And where were the goods—the
pelts and ingots for export?
Where was the space for our
cargo? Why, in houses—in hun-
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dreds of houses, all spread around
every which way, all indexed up
with a whole big new office full

. of “conscripts and volunteers to.

mix up and keep mixed up! For

. the first time since I went to
. space, I had to request layover

so ¥ could get things unwound.

NYWAY it gave me a chance
to wander around the town,
which I don’t-often get.-
-¥You should have seen -the
place! Everybody seemed to be

. moving out of the houses. All the

big buildings were being made
over. into hollow shells, filled
with rows and rows of mattresses.
There were banners strung across
the streets: ARE YOU A MAN OR

' ARE YOU ALONE? A SINGLE SHINGLE

1S A SORRY SHELTER! THE DEVIL
HATES A CROWD!

All of which meant nothmg to -

me, But it wasn’t until I noticed
a sign painted in whitewash on
the glass front of a barroom, say-
ing—TRAPPERS STAY OUT!—that I

. was aware of one of the biggest

changes of all.

There were no trappers on the
streets—none at all. They used
to be one of the tourist attrac-
tions of Borinquen, dressed in
glunker fur, with the long tail-
wings afloat in the wind of their
walking, and a kind of distance
in their eyes that not even space-
men had. As soon as I missed
them, I began to sce the TRAPPERS
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sTay out! signs just about every-
where—on the stores, the restaur-
ants, the hotels and theaters.

I stood on a street corner,
locking around me and wonder-
ing what in hell was going on
here, when a Boringuen cop yeli-

-ed something at me from a mono-

wheel prowl car. I didn't

understand him, so I just shrug- -

ged. He made a U-turn and
coasted up to me.

“What’s the matter, country
boy? Lose your. traps?”

I said, “What?”

He said, “If you want to go

it alone, glunker, we got solitary _

cells over at the Hall that'll suit
you fine.”

I just gawked at h1m And, to
my surprise, another cop poked
his head up out of the prowler,
A one-man prowler, mind. They
were really jammed in there.

This second one said, “Where's
your trapline, jerkér?”

I said, “I don't have a trap-
line.” I pointed to the mighty
tower of my ship, looming over
the spaceport. *I'm the Purser
off that ship.”

“Oh, for God’s sakes!” said the
first cop. “I might have known.
Look, Spacer, you'd better
double up or you're liable to get
yourself mobbed. This is no spot
for a soloist.”

“I don’t get you, Officer. I

was just—"
“I'11 take him,”

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION

said someone

= I-looked around and saw a tall
Borinquefia standing just inside’
-.the open doorway of one of the
. hundreds of empty houses. She

said, “I came back here to pick
up some of my things. When I

_- got done in here, there was no-

body on the sidewalks, I’ve been
here an hour, waiting for some-
body to go with,” She sounded a
little hysterical.

“Y¥ou know better than to go

in there by yourself,” said one

of the cops.

" “Y know—I know. It was just
to get my things. I wasn't going
to stay.” She hauled up a duffel-
bag and dangled it in front of her.
“Just to get my things,” she said
again, frightened.

The cops locked at each other,
“Well, all right. But watch your-
self. You go along with the Pur-
ser here. Better straighten him
out—he don't seem to know
what’s right.” .

T will,” she said thankfully.

But by then the prowler had
moaned off, weaving a little un-
der its double load.

- LOOKED at her. She wasn't

- pretty. She was sort of heavy
and stupid, :

She said, “You’ll be all right
now. Let's go.”

“Where?” }

“Well, Central Barracks, I
guess. That’s where mdst every-
body is.”
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ship.” ‘

“Oh, dear,” she said, all dis-
tressed again. “Right away?”

“No, not right away. I'll go

in town with you, if you want.,”
She picked up her duffélbag, but
I took it from her and heaved
it up on my shoulder. “Is every-
body here crazy?” I asked her,
scowling.
" “Crazy?” She began walking,
and I went along. “I don’t think
“All this,” 1 pers1sted I point-
ed to a banner that said, No
LADDER HAS A SINGLE RUNG.
“What’s that mean?”

“Just what it says”

“You have to put up a big
thing like that just to tell me .. .”

“Oh,” she said. “You mean
what does it mean!” She looked
at me strangely. “We've found
out a new truth about humanity.
Look, Il try to tell it t@ you the
way Lucilles said it last*night.”

“Who’s Lucille?”

“The Lucilles,” she said, in a
mildly shocked tone. “Actually,
I suppose there's really only one
—though, of course, there’l be
someone else in the studio at the
time,” 'she added quickly. “But
on trideo it looks like four. Lu-

.cilles, all speaking at once, sort

of in chorus.”

“You just go on talking,” 1
said when she paused “I catch
on slowly.” . »
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“Well, here’s what they say.
They say no one human being
ever did anything. They say it
takes a hundred pairs of hands
to build a house, ten thousand
pairs to build a ship. They say
a single pair is not only useless—
it’s evil, All humanity is a thing
made up of many parts. No part
is good by itself. Any part that
wants to go off by itself hurts the
whole main thing—the thing that
has become so great. So we're
seeing to it that no part ever gets
separated. What good would
your hand be if a finger suddenly
decided to go off by itself?”

1 said, “And you believe this—
what’s your name?” .

“Nola. Believe it? Well, it's
true, isn’t it? Can't you see it’s
true? Everybody knows it's true.”

“Well, it could be true,” I said
reluctantly. “What de you do
with people who want to be by
themselves?” .

“We help them.”

“Suppose they don't want
help?”

“Then they're trappers,” she
said immediately. “We push them
back into the bush, where the
evil soloists come from.”

“Well, what about the fur?”

“Nobody uses furs any more!”
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* So that’s what happened to our
fur cohsignments! And 1 was
thinking those amateur red-tap-
ers had just lost ’em somewhere.

She said, as if to herself, “All
sin starts in the Ionesome dark,”
and when I looked up, I saw
she’d read it approvingly off an-
other banner.

E rounded a corner arid I
blinked at a blaze of light.

It was one of the warehouses.
“There’s the Central,” she said.

. “Would you like to see it?”

“I guess-so.”
I followed her down the street
to the entrance. There was a man

.sitting at a table in the doorway.

Nola gave him a card. He check-

ed it against a list and handed it

back.
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' “A‘visitor,” she said, “From
the ship.” . B T

I showed ‘him my Purser’s card
and he said, “Okay. But if you ..
want to stay, you’ll have to reg-
ister.”

“I won't want to stay,” I told
hirm. “I have to get back.”

I followed Nola inside.

The place had been scraped
out to the absolute maximum.
Take away one splinter of ver-
tical>. structure more and it
wouldn’t have held a roof. There
wasn’t a concealed corner, a shelf,
a-drape, an overhang. There must
have been two thousand beds,
cots and mattresses spread out,
cheek by jowl, over the entire
floor, in blocks of four, with only
a hand’s-breadth between them.
The light was blinding—huge




flonds and spots -bathed every:
_ square inch in yellow-white fire.

Nola said, “You'll get used to
the light. After a few nights, you
" don’t even notice it.”

. . “The llghts never get turned
. off2” )

“Oh, dear, no!”

Then' I saw the plumbing—
showers, tubs, sinks and every-
thing else. It was all lined up
against one wall. .

Nola followed my eyes. “You
get used to that, too. Better to
have everything out in the open
than to let the devil in for one
secret second' That’s what the
Lucilles say.”

I dropped her duffelbag and sat
down on it. The. only thing I
could think 6f was, “Whose idea
was all this? Where did it start?”

“The Lucilles,” she said vague-
ly. Then, “Before them, 1 don't
know. People just started to rea-

lize. Somebody bought a ware- .

house—no, . it was a hangar—I
don’t know,” she said again, ap-
parently trying hard to remem-
ber. She sat down next to me
and said in a subdued wvoice,
“Actually, some people didn't
take to it so well at first.” She
" looked around. “f didn’t. I mean
it, I really didan’t. But yvou be-
lieved, or you had to act as if
you believed,” and one way or
another. everybody just came to
this.” She waved a hand.
““What happened to the ones
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who wouldn’t come to Centrals?”
- “People made fun of them.
They lost their jobs, the schools
wouldn’t take their children, the

stores wouldn’t honor their ration

cards. Then the police started to
pick up soloists—like they did
you.” She looked around again,
a sort of contented familiarity
in her gaze. “It didn’t take long.”

I -turned away from her, but
found myself staring at all that

‘plumbing again. I jumped up.

“I have to go, Nola. Thanks for
yvour help. Hey—how do I get
back to the ship, if the cops are

out to pick up any soloist they:

see?”

“Oh, just tell the man at the
gate. There’ll be people waiting
to go your way. There’s always

somebody waiting to go every- -

where.”

HE came along with me, I

spoke to the man at the gate,
and she shook hands with me, I
stood by the little table and
watched her hesitate, then step
up to a woman who was enter-
ing. They went in together. The
doorman nudged me over toward
a group of what appeared to be
loungers.

“North!” he bawled.

- 1 drew a pudgy little man with

bad teeth, who said not one single

"word. We escorted each other

two-thirds of the way to the
spaceport, and he disappeared
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into a factory: I scuttled the rest
of the way alone, feeling like a.

criminal, which I suppose I was.
I swore I would never go into
that crazy city again.

And the next morning, who
should come cut for me, in an
armored car with six two-man
prowlers as escort, but Mr, Cos-

Fi- tello himself!

It was pretty grand seeing him

again. He was just like always,

big and handsome and good-na-

tured. He was not alone. All
#- spread out in the back corner

of the car was the most beautiful

" blonde ‘woman that ever struck

me speechless. She didn’t say
very much: She would just look

" at me every once in a while and

sort of smile, and. then she would
look out of-the car window and

" bite on her lower lip a little, and
;- then look at Mr. Costello and

not smile at all.
Mr. Costello hadn't forgotten

. me. He had a bottle of that same
= red cinnamon wine, and he talk-
- ed over old times the same as
i ever, like he was a special uncle,

We got a sort of guided tour. I

' told him about last night, about
- the visit to the Central, and he

was pleased as could be. He said
he knew I'd tike it. I didn't stop
to think whether I liked it or not.
" “Think of it!” he said. “All
humankind, a single unit. You

..'_',_know the principle of coopera-
7 tion, Purser?”

HERO

When I took too long to. think
it out, he said, “You know. Two
men working together can pro-
duce more than two men working
separately. Well, ‘what happens
when a thousand—a million—
work, sleep, eat, think, breathe .
together?”’ The way he said it, .
it sounded fine.

He locked out past my shoul-
der and his eyes widened just a
little. He pressed a button and
the chauffeur brought us to a
sliding stop. ~

“Get that one,” Mr. Costello
said into a microphone beside
him. )

Two of the prowlers hurtled
down the street and flanked a
man, He dodged right, dodged
left, and then a prowler hit him
and knocked him down.

“Poor chap,” said Mr. Costello,
pushing the Go button. “Some of .
‘em just won’t learn.” '

1 think he regretted it very
much. I don’t know if the bilonde
woman did. She didn’t even look.

“Are you the mayor?” I asked
him.

“QOh, no,” he said. “I'm a sort
of broker. A little of this, a little
of that. I'm able to help out a
bit.”

“Help out?”

“Purser,” he said confidential-
ly, “Fm a citizen of Borinquen
now. This is my adopted land
and I love it. I mean to do every-
thing in my power to help it. I
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don’t care about the cost. This is
a people that -has found the ¢truth,
Purser. It awes me. It makes me
humble.”

& ‘.I "

“Speak up, man. I'm your
friend,” -

“I appreciate that, Mr. Cos-
tello. Well, what I was going to-.
say, I saw that Central and all.
_ I'just.haven’t made up my mind.
I mean whether it’s good or not.”
"Y“Take your time, take your
time,” he said in the big soft

voice. “Nobody has to make a .

man see ‘a truth, am I right? A
‘real truth? A man just sees it all
by himself.”

“¥eah,” I agreed. “Yeah, I
guess 50.” Sometimes it was hard
to find an answer to give Mr.
Costello. :

THE car pulled up beside a
& building. The blonde woman
pulled. herself together. Mr, Cos-

tello opened the door for her with

his own hands. She got out. Mr.
Costello rapped the trideo screen
in front of him.

He said, “Make it a real good
one, Lucille, real good. I'll be
watching.”

She looked at him. She gave
me a small smile. A man came
down the steps and she went with
him up into the building.

We moved off.

- T said, “She’s the prettiest wo-
man I ever saw.”
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He said, “She likes  you fine,

Pursger.” -

I thought about that. It was
too much.

He asked, “How would youn
like to have her for your very

owns”
“Oh,” I said, “she wouldn’t.”

“Purser, I owe you a big favor.
I'd like to pay it back.”

“You don’t owe me a -thing, -

Mr. Costello!” _

We drank some of the wine.
The big car slid silently along. It
went slowly now, headed back
out to the spaceport. :

“l need some help,” he said

after a time. “I know you, Pur-

ser. You're just the kind of man
I can use. They say you're a
mathematical genius.”

- “Not mathematics exactly, Mr.
Costello. Just numbers—statis-
tics—conversion tables and like
that. I couldn’t do astrogation or
theoretical physics and such. I
got the best job I could have
right now.”

“No, you haven’t. I'll be frank
with you. I don’t want any more
responsibility on Borinquen than
I've got, you understand, but the
people are forcing it on me. They
want order, peace and order—
tidiness. They want to be as nice
and tidy as one of your multiple
manifests. Now I could organize

them, all right, but I need a tidy-

brain like yours to keep them
organized. I want full birth-and

want them projected so we can
get policy. I want calory-counts
and rationing, so we can use the
food supply the best way. I want
~—well,you see what I mean. Once
the devil is routed—"

“What devil?”

“The trappers,” he said grayly.

“Are the trappers really harm-
ing the city people?”
" He looked at me, shocked,.
“They go out and spend weeks
alone by themselves, with their
own evil thoughts. They are wan-
dering cells, wild cells in the body
of humanity. They must be de-
stroyed.”

I COULDN'T help but think
"% of .my donsignments. “What
about the fur trade, though?”

He looked at me as if I had
made a pretty grubby little mis-
take. “My dear Purser,” he said
patiently, “would you set the
price of a few pelts above the
immortal soul of a race?”

I hadn’t thought of it that way.

He said urgently, “This is just

the beginning, Purser. Borinquen -

is only a start. The unity of that
great being, Humanity, will be-

come known throughout the Uni- |
" verse.” He clgsed his eyes. When

he opened them, the organ tone
was gone.. He said in his “old,

“friendly voice, “And you and I,

we’ll show em how to do it, hey,
boy?” ' .
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death-rate statistics, and then I

I leaned forward to look up to
the top of the shining spire of the
spaceship. “I sort of like the job
I've got. But—my contract is
up four months from now . . .”

The car turned into the space-

port and hummed across the slag
area, _ .
“I think I can count on you,”
he said vibrantly. He laughed.
“Remember this little joke, Pur-
ser?” . . :

He clicked a switch, and, sud-
denly my own voice filled the
tonneau. “I fake bribes from pas-
sengers.” :

“Ch, that,” I said, and Jlet
loose one ha of a ha-ha before I
understood- what he was driving
at. “Mr. Costello, you wouldn’t
use that against me.”

“What do you take me for?” he
demanded, in wonderment.

Then we were at the ramp. He
got out with me. He gave me his
hand. It was warm and hearty.

“If you change your mind ,
about the Purser’s job when your -

contract’s up, son, just buzz me
through the field phone. They’ll
connect me, Think it over until
you get back here. Take your
time.” His hand clamped down
on my biceps so hard I winced.
“But you're not going to take
any longer than that, are you,

*my boy?”

“I guess not,” I said.
He got into the front, by the
chauffeur, and zoomed away,
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I stood looking after him and,
when the car was just a dark
spot on the slag area, I sort of
came to myself. I was standing
alonie on the foot of the ramp.
I felt very exposed.

I turned and ran up to the air-
lock, hurrying, hurrying to get
near people,

HAT was the trip we shipped

the crazy man. His name was
Hynes. He was United Earth

" - Consul at Borinquen and he was

going back to report. He was no
trouble- at first, because diplo-
matic passports are easy to pro-
cess. He knocked on my doeor the
fifth watch out from Borinquen.
I was glad to see him. My room
was makifig me uneasy and I ap-
preciated his company.
“Not.that he was really com-
pany. He was crazy. That first
time, he came busting in and
said, “I hope you don’t mind,
Purser, but if I don’'t talk to
somebody about this, I'll go out
of my mind.” Then he sat down
on the end of my bunk and put
his head in his hands and rocked
back and forth for a long time,
without -saying anything. Next
thing he. said was, “Sorry,” and
out he vweht. Crazy, I tell you,

But. he was back in again be-
fore long. And then you never
heard such ravings..

“Do you know what’s happen-
ed ‘to Borinquen?” he’d demand.

But he didn't want any answers.
He had the answers. “I'll tell
you what’s wrong with Borin-
quen—Borinquen’s gone mad!”
he'd say.

I went on with my work,
though there wasn’t much . of it
in space, but that Hynes just
couldn't get Borinquen out of his
mind.

He said, “You wouldn’t believe
it if you hadn’t seen it done.
First the little wedge, driven in
the one place it might exist—be-
tween the urbans and the trap-
pers. There was never any
conflict between them-—never!
All of a sudden, the trapper was
a menace. How it happened, why,
God only knows. First, these
laughable attempts to show that
they were an unhealthy influence.
Yes, laughable—how could you
take it seriously?

“And then the changes. You

didn’t have to prove that a trap-
per had done anything. You only
had to prove he was a trapper.
That was enough. And the next
thing—how could you anticipate
anything as mad as this?'—he
almost screamed — “the next
thing was to take anyone who

" wanted to be alone and lump

him with the trappers. It all

‘happened so . fast—it happened

in our sleep, And all of a sudden
you-were afraid to be alone in a
room for a second. They left
their homes. They built barracks.
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* Everyone afraid -of everyone else,

afraid, afraid . . .

“Do you know what they did?”’
he roared. “They burned - the
paintings, every painting on Bor-
inquen they could find that had
been done by one artist. And the
few artists who survived as art-

. ists—I've seen them, By twos and

threes, they work together on the

~one .canvas.”

He cried. He actually sat there
and cried. :
He said, “There’s food in the

stores. The crops come in. Trucks

run, planes fly; the schools are

“in session. Bellies get full, cars

get washed, people get rich. |
know a man galled Costello, just
in from Earth a few months,
maybe a year or so, and already
owns half the city.”

“Oh, I know Mr, CosteIIo ” I
said.

“Do you now! How's that?”

- I TOLD him about the trip out

with Mr. Costello, He sort of

" backed off from me, “You're the

Onel” .

“The one what'—"’ I asked in
puzzlement,

“You're the man who testified
against your Captain, broke him,
made him resign.”

“I did no such a thing.” -

“I'm the Consul. It was my
hearing, man! I was there! A re-
cording of the Captain’s voice,
admitting to insanity, declaring

HERO: -

he’d take a gun to his crew if
they overrode him, Then your re-
corded testimony that it was his
voice, that you were present when
he made the statement. And the
Third Officer’s recorded state-
ment that all was not well on the
bridge. The man denied it, but
it was his voice.” _

“Wait, wait,” I said. “I don’t
believe it. That would need . .a
trial, There was no trial, I wasn’t
called to any trial,”

“There would have been a
trial, you idiot! But the Captain
started raving about draw poker
without a draw, about the crew
fearing poisoning from the cook,
about the men wanting witnesses
even to change the bridge-watch.
Maddest thing I ever heard. He
realized it suddenly, the Captain
did. He was old, sick, tired, beat-
en. He blamed the whole thing en
Costello, and Costello said he got
the recordings from you.”

“Mr. Costello wouldn’t do such
a thing!” I guess I got mad at
Mr. Hynes then. I told him a
whole lot about Mr. Costello,
what a big man he was. He start-
ed to tell me how Mr. Costello
was forced off the Triumvetate
for making trouble in the high

" court, but they were lies and I -

wouldn’t listen. I told him about
the poker, how Mr. Costello

-saved us from the cheaters, how

he saved us from poisoning, how
he, made the ship safe for us all.
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I remember how he looked at
me then. He sort of whispered,
“What has happened to human
beings? What have we done to
ourselves with these centuries of
peace, with confidence and co-
operation and no conflict? Here'’s
distrust by man for man, waiting
under a thin skin to be punctured
by just the right vampire, waiting
to. hate -itself and kill ltself all
over again ... .’

“My (God!”  he suddenly.
screamed at me. “Do you know

what I've been hanging onto?

The idea that, for all its error, for.
all its stupidity, this One Hu-

- manity idea on Borinquen was a

principle? 1 hated it, but because
it ‘was a principle, I could re-
spect it. 1t's Costello—Costelio,
who doesn’t gamble, but who
uses fear to change the poker
rules—Costello, who doesn’t eat
your food, but makes you fear
poison—Costello, who can see
three hundred years of safe inter-
stellar flight, but who through

fear makes the watch officers

doubt themselves without a wit-

" 'ness—Costello, who runs things

without being seen!
“My God, Costello doesn’t
care! It isn’t ‘a. principle at all.
It’s just Costello spreading fear
anywhere, everywhere, to make
himself strong!”

He rushed-out, crymg with rage

" and hate. I have to admit I was

sort of jolted. I guess I might
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‘terurban line:

even have thought about the
things he said, only he killed

himself before we reached Earth.

He was crazy.

E made the rounds, same as
ever, scheduled like an in-
Load, discharge,
blastoff, fly and planetfall, Re-
fuel, clearance, manifest. Eat,
sleep, work. There was a hearing
about Hynes. Mr. Costello sent
a spacegram with his regrets
when he heard the news, I didn’t
say anything at the hearing, just

that Mr. Hynes was upset, that's.

all, and it was about as true as
anything could be. We shipped a
second engineer who played real
good accordian. One of the in-
board men got left on Caranho.
All the usual! things, except I
wroté up my termination with
no options, ready to file.

So in its turn we made Bortin-
quen again, and what do you
know, there was the space fleet of
United Earth. I never guessed
they had that many ships. They
sheered us off, real WNavy: all

orders and no information. Bor- .

inquen was buttoned up tight;
there was some kind of fighting
going on down there. We couldn’t
get or give a word of news
through the quarantine. It made
the skipper mad and he had to
use part of the cargo for fuel;
which messed up my records six
ways from the middle. I stashed
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my termmat:on papers away for
the time being.

And in its turn, Sigma, where
we lay over a couple of days to
get back in the rut, and, same as
always, Nightingale, right on
schedule again.

And who should be waiting for
me. at Nightingale but Barney
Roteel, who was medic on my
first ship, years back when I was
fresh from the Academy. He had
a pot belly now and looked real
successful. We got the jollity out
of the way and he settled down
and looked me over, real sober. T
gaid it’s a small Universe—I'd

" known he had a big job on-Night-~

ingale, but imagine him showing
up. at the spaceport just when I

“blew in!

- “T .showed ‘up because you
blew “in, Purser,” he answered.

Then before 1 could take that
apart, he started asking me ques-
tions., Like how was I. doing,

“what d1d I plan to do. -
I said, “I've been a purser for

years and years. What makes
you think I want to do anythmg
different?”

“Just  wondered.”
- I wondered, too.
said, “I haven’t exactly made up
my mind, youmight say—and a
couple of things have got in the
way—but I did have a kind of
offer.” I told him just in a gen-
¢ral way about how big a man
Mr. Costello was on Bormquen
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“Well,” T

now, and how he wanted me to
come in with him. “It’'ll have to
wait, though. The whole damn
Space Navy has a cordon around
Borinquen. They wouldn't say
why. But whatever it is, Mr.

Costello’ll come out on top.

You'll see”

Barney gave me a sort of puck- '

ered-up look. I never saw a man

look so weird. Yes, I did, too.

It was thé old Iron Man, the

day he got.off the ship and re-

signed.

“Barney, what’s the matter?”
I asked.

He got up and pomted through
the glass door-lights to a white
monowheel that stood poised in
front of the receiving station.
“Come on,” he said.

“Aw, I can’t. I got to—"

“Come on!”

I shrugged. Job or no, this was
Barney's bailiwick, not mine.
He’d cover me,

He held the door open and

said, like a mind reader, “I'll

cover you.”

We went down the ramp and
climbed in and skimmed off.

“Where are we going?”’

But he wouldn’t say. He just
drove.

IGHTINGALE’S a beautiful

place. The most beautiful of

them all, I think, even Sigma.
It’s run by the UE, one hundred

. per cent; this is one planet with
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no local obtions’, but none. It's a
regular garden of a world and
they keep it that way.

We topped a rise and went

down a curving road lined with
honest-to-God _ Lombardy pop-
lars from Earth. There was a
little lake down there and a

- - sandy beach. No people.

The road curved and there
was a yellow line across it and
then a red one, and after it a
shimmering curtain, almost trans-
parent. It extended from side to
side as far as I could see,

- “Force-fence,” Barney said and .

pressed a button on the dash.

“T'he shimmer disappeared from
the road ahead, though it stayed
where it was at each side, We
drove through and it formed be-
hind us, and we went down the
hill to the lake.

Just this side of the beach was

" the coziest little Sigma cabana
I've seen yet, built to hug the’

slope” and open its arms to the
sky, Maybe when I get old they'll
turn me out fto pasture in one
half as good, ~ '

While I was goggling at it,
Barney said, “Ge on.”

I looked at him and he was
pointing. There was a man down
near the water, big, very tanned,
built ‘like a space-tug. Barney
waved me on and I walked down
there. :

The man.got up and turned to
me. He had the same wide-spac-

ed, warm deep eyes, the same
full, gentle voice. “Why, it’s the

Purser! Hi, old friend. So you

came, after all!”-

It was sort of rough for a mo-
ment. Then I got it out., “Hi,
Mr. Costelio.” ) 3

He banged me on the shoulder.
Then he wrdpped one big hand
around my left biceps and pulled
me a little closer. He looked up-
hill to where Barney leaned
against the monowheel, minding
his own business. Then he locked
across the lake, and up in the
sky.

you're just the man I need. But
I told you that before, didn’t 12"
He looked around again. “We'll

do it yet, Purser. You and me,

we'll hit the top. Come with me.
I want to show you something.”

He walked ahead of me toward
the beach margin. He was wear-
ing only a breech-ribbon, but he

.moved and spoke as if he still

had the armored car and the six
prowlers. I stumbled after him.
He put a hand behind him and

checked me, and then knelt. He

said, “To look at them, you’d
think they were all the same,

wouldn’t you? Well, son, you just .

let me show you something.”

I looked down. He had an ant-
hill. They weren't like Earth ants.
These were bigger, slower, blue,
and they had eight legs. They
built nests of sand tied together
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He dropped his voice., “Purser,

with mucus, and.tunneled under
them so that the nests stood up
‘an inch or two like on little
pillars. .

“They look the same, they act
the same, but you'll see,” said
Mr. Costello.

He opened a synthine pouch
that lay in the sand. He took out
a dead bird and the thorax of
what looked like a Caranho
roach, the one that grows as long
as your forearm. He put the bird
down here and the roach down
yonder,

“Now,” he said, “watch.”

&
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HE ants swarmed to the bird,

pulling and crawling. Busy.
But one or two went to the roach
and tumbled it and burrowed
around. Mr. Costello picked an
ant off the roach and dropped it
on the bird. It weaved around
and' shouldered through the
others and scrabbled across the
sand and went back to the roach.

“You see, you see?' he said,
enthusiastic. “Look.”

He picked an ant off the dead
bird and dropped it by the roach.
The ant wasted no time or even
curiosity on the piece of roach.
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It turned arcund once to get its
bearings, and then went straight
back to the dead bird. ’

~I looked. at the bird with its
clothing of crawling blue, and 1

looked at the roach with its two

or three voracious scavengers. I
looked at Mr. Costello,

‘He said: raptly, “See what I
mean? About one in thirty eats
something : different. And that’s
all we need. I tell you, Purser,
wherever. you lock, if you loock
long enough, you can find a way
to .make ‘most of a group turn
on-the rest.”

- I watched the ants. “They’re

not fighting.” .
. “Now wait a minute,” he said

swiftly, “Wait a minute. Al we
- and paid no attention to me.

have to do-is let these bird-eaters
know that, the roach-eaters are
dangerous.t’”

“They’re - not dangerous,” 1

said. “They’re just different.”
-“What's . the difference, when -

you come right down to it? So
we'll getithe bird-eaters scared
and they 11 kill all the roach-eat-
ers’! .
' “Yes but why,f Mr. Costello?”
. He laughed. “I like you, boy:
I do the thinking, you do the
work, I'll éxplain it to you. They
all. look :alike.  So once we've
made ’em :drive out these—" he
pointed: to; the minority around

- the roach-~“they'll never know

which. ameng ’em might be a
roach-eater. They’ll get so wor-

ried, they’ll do. anything to keep

from being suspected of roach- -

eating. When_ they get scared
enough, we can make 'em do
anything we want.” )

He hunkered down to watch
the ants. He picked up a roach-
eater and put:it on the bird. I

‘got up.

“Well, I only just dropped in,
Mr. Costello,”:I said.

“I'm not an ant,” said Mr.
Costello. “As long as it makes no
difference to me what they eat, I

" can make ’em do anything in the

world I want.” .
“I’1l see you around ¢ I said, 4
He kept on talking quietly to

himself as I walked away. He

was watching the ants, figuring,

I went back to Barney. I
asked, sort of -choked, “What is
he doing, Barney?”’

“Hes doing: what ne has to
do,”” Barney said.

E went back to the mono-

wheel and up the hill and
through the force-gate. After a
while, I asked, “How long will
he be here?”

“As long as he wants fo be”
Barney was kind of short about
it.

“Nobody wants to be locked
up.”

He had that odd look on his
face again. “Nightingale’s not a
jail.”?
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“He can’t get out.”
“Look, chum, we  could start
him .over. We could even make
a purser out of him. But we stop-
ped doing that kind of thing a
long time ago. We let a man do
what he wants to do.”

“He never wanted to be boss
over an anthill,”

“He didn’t?” ]

I guess I looked as if I didn’t
understand that, so he said, “All
his life he’s pretended he’s a
man and the rest of us are ants.

" Now it’s come true for him. He -

won't run human anthills any

" more because he will never again

get near one.”
I looked through the wind-

' shield at the shining finger that

was my distant ship. “What hap-
pened on Boringuen, Barney?”
“Some of his converts got loose

) around the System. That Hu-

manity One idea had to be stop-
ped.” He drove a while, seeing
badly out of a thinking face.
“You won't take this hard, Pur-
ser, but you're a thick-witted
ape. I can say that if no one else
can.” '

Al right,” T said. “Why?”

“We had to smash into Bor-
inquen, which used to be so free
and easy. We got into Costello’s

R place, It was a regular fort. We
‘got him and his files. We didn’t

get his girl. He killed her, but
the files were enough.”
After a time I said, “He was

HERO

MR. COSTEELLO,

always a good friend to me.’
“Was he?”

I didn’t say anything. He
wheeled up to the receiving sta-

tion and stopped the machine.
He said, “He was all ready for
you if you came to work for
him. He had a voice recording of
you large as life, saying ‘Some-
times a man’s just got to be by
himself.” Once you went to work
for him, all he needed to do to

« keep you in line was to threaten

to put that on the air.”
I opened the door. “What did
you have to show him to me for?”
“Because we believe in letting
a man do what he wants to do, as
long as he doesn’t hurt the rest
of us. If you want to go back to
the lake and work for Costello,
for instance, I'll take you there.”
I closed the door carefully and
went up the ramp to the ship.
I did my work and when the
time came, we blasted off. I was
mad. I don’t think it was about
anything Barney told me. I
wasn’t especially mad about Mr.
Costello or what happened to
him, because Barney’s the best
Navy psych doc there is and
Nightingale’s the most beautiful
hospital planet in the Universe.
What made me mad was the
thought that never again would
a man as big as Mr. Costello give
that big, warm, soft, ~strong

friendship to a lunkhead like me.
—THEODORE STURGEON
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