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Forgive Us Our Debts
by Leston dof Floy

A lesser cmltare ca be murdered hy l..he n-ro advaneed

withont war,
with

ANE FELT the force of the
F kral lields slowing the ship be-

fore the slecp was out of his
eyes, and the sofL purring hiss of pos-
er that was only barely tapped, usual-
ly. Tt had been three generations since
the fields had been used, excepl in the
ritual lests.

“Classsse.” the great integrating re-
actors hissedd, “Closse.™

In another day they wuuld reach
\he plancl they had
fong Cruise might be o
vrations, if the legends were
eleven l.\r’\mhmp—(l[ll‘rn hundred of
those mys
called  year:
found a world that might have been
made for them_

Lissa still lay saoring faintly on
the bunk, her red haic sprawled out
aver her pale shoulders, beautiful esen
in her sleep. Fane's eyes lingered a
oonient over the curves the thin sheet

49

revealed.  Pechaps,
over, and they had

when  this  was

ally himsell with 1.
about it before- -though, as a rule,
shared

only when another girl his
cabin.

He shook her au
the anger 1h;
leatures at wal

ing.

the sounds of surging power br.
her out of the depths more readily
She halfopencd her eyes. “What

\\c-lnc~rl R
1 hated Wi ml.\h
ity was set for hall o
the air pressure and
raised. There had been no way
knowing what (he world at Cruise-end
might be like, and each day had been
different.

Dut she made no comment now:
instead, she
walers he had heaed and wriggled
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rapldly into her kirtle and offlcer’s
halter. She giggled suddenly, and he
realized he'd been standing with one
arm in his tunic and the other hang-
ing for the last few minutes. He pulled
it on, just as the panel buzzed.

“Caplain’s meeting in filteen min-
utes,” the speaker snnounced. "Com-
pulsory, not optional. Acknowledge.”

Lissa pressed his button, and they
wenl out into the hall, toward the
nearesl bank of teleporis. The Kraling
still had the mono-relay setup—one of
the many disadvantages of a ship 1wo
branchings old and long outmoded—
ard they had to wait while other pre-
vious jumps were cleared. Then Lhe
tight blinked, and they were in Lhe
Captain’s observatory.

The star they were nearing was
bright enough by now (o need shields
over it, and the lank had four planels
showing around it—two buge oncs,
and two of habitable size. Even as
they watched, another, smallest of all,
came inlo existence, far Lo the side.
Observers were checking, but locating
planets was always s slow business.

They were nearing the second ob-
served planel from the siar, aboul a
hundred million miles out. Fane set
the tank for maximum magnificallon,
and gasped [aintly. There are clouds
in the atmosphere, thick over much
of the planel. Below, the markings
showed what must be contlnents and
seas. Fane had never seen a planet,
but study of detailed reports about
several hundred that the Cruise along
this branch-line passed had made him
generally familiar with them, This was
unusually rich in evidence of air and
water. He reached the key and dialed
the tank for detalls.

Estimaled pressure, fifteen pounds
at the surface; gravily about normal;
nitrogen and oxygen four Lo one,
traces of carbon-dioxide; average tem-
peralure midway between equator and
poles aboul right for comforl; esli-
maled rotation around star one yesr;
rolation on axis about twenty-four
hours—generally an  almost  ideal

world. There was an extreme Ut of
the azis from the plane of rolation
about the sun—which might make for
a highly variable climate, but not be-
yond tolerable limits. And cerlain
phenomena indicated that there was
vegelation based on chlorophyl already
on the planet!

LISS.\ shuddered ecstatically. “Ours,

Fare—all ours! After all the gen-
erations, we are chosen. Discoveries,
noveltly, thrills, excilement—a whole
world 1o bend to our desires—space
unlimited to spread out for our chil-
dren?”

“And a base,” he added, more so-
berly. He caught a glimpse of his
chiseled leatures, lean, tall body, and
dark complexion beside her (lame and
ivory in (he tank’s plastic. For a mo-
ment, he felt some of her desires race
through him, bul he shook them back.
“A place where we can build again—
rear cities and Increase, study and
perlect ourselves. No more being littls
creatures in liny worlds of melal, un-
natural lo the universe.”

She made a moyth at him, but the
warning bell cut il off. He started for
the teleport, but Lissa dragged bim
back. “Fane, before you go—are you
with us?”

He looked at her in surprise. “With

youz”
“Do you want Cruise-end here? Will
you vote for it? Even if your father
wants to go on, along with the other
old men who think because they were
born in space their grandchildren
should be born the same? Faae, are
you on our side?"”

1t hadn't entered his mind 10 doubt,
though he had heard lalk among his
father's friends thet giving up the
ships for @ planel was like leaving a
small, com[ortable bed for a big room
[ull of needles. He looked al the globa
in the tank again. “I'm with you!”

L
His father was already seated at the
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head of the table where caplains of
- the fifteen ships, their allies, or their
companions with them, waited. Fane
seltled beside Lissa, conscious of the
envious eyes on him. His {ather nod-
ded, and picked up the ceremonial
scrolls.

“It is customary,” Commander Bran
began, “when approaching & place
where branching may be made—"

Lusalo, of the Volanyi cul in quick-
ly. “Branching? Are we 1o sel down,
build new ships for our surplus popu-
lation, and then split ofi into two
parlies—lo go off on the Cruise? No!
By God and by Atom, we stay he
I've seen the world in the 1anl
it’s Cruise-end!™

Bran tumed 1o him, a faint smile
on his face. “I was aboul to say that,

case, the customary radmg of
our history seems unimportant, since
you are all impatient lo decide. Any

They stirred, and nodded quick
agreement, Most of (he bistory was
half-legendary, anyway. A short-lived
cult of fanatics had killed the custodi-
ans and destroyed most of the records
afler the second branching. They knew
they had been sent from some world
to find and colonize another solar sys-
lem and 1o report back—sent oul in
p 5o crude that it seemed impos-
slblz it had made the voyage at all—
had taken cighty years to
travel six-light-years. It had found no
hospitable planet, and gone on, until
tinally the pressure of population and
exhaustion of supplies bad forced it
down on a barren world. There, some-
bow, more ships had been buill, and
the expedition had split, each half go-
ing off independently, to cover more
space. Since then, there had been ten
other such branchings—and incalcu-
lable progress. Now the ships made
better than (hree-quarters light speed,
powered by engines that 100k energy
direclly from space, and reacting
through the kral fields directly on
space for their drive. They could take
sny maller—even he massive stuff
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irom a dark star—to build whatever
they liked.

Bran smiled again. “Very well. We
have a decision; the world below can,
perhaps, be Cruise-end. Or sny of
these worlds can lead (o another
branching—since most of our young
men feel cramped by the necessary
restrictions on having children in our
space. Bul I feel I should point out
that we have already achieved all that
we could have done, had we found a
planet long ago—and more. We rep-
resem inconceivable progress, mean-

half of the branching partics have
survived. We are not subject to the
whim of a planel, but make our own
conditions. And the world to which
we are to report—it is lost, hopeless-
ly. Why behave like grown men look-
ing for a womb into which to re-
treat?”

Lissa looked at Fane, and he lelt
himself rising 10 his feet. Bran nod-
ded for him 1o speak,

“We want Cruise-end,” he said
slowly, irying to find his reasons.
“We've done well here—nobody ques-
tions that. Bul men belong on planets,
father—where & billion people may
work logether, and where real progress
can be made. You tell us we've gone
far—but how far must the original
world have gone? Suppose they come
looking for us—and find us a bunch
of primitives, living in what they con-
sider hovels? Will we be happy in
space Lhen? By now they may have
the very planels on which they live
moving throughout space. They may
travel faster than light—we know it is
possible! They—

“You want new adventures, unlike
the old?" his father asked.

“Very well,” Fane sai e want
new gdventures. Is that wrong?”

Lissa jumped up beside him.
“Vole!”

The younger men plcked It up.
Bran shrugged, and nodded, countirg
the hands, It was nine Lo six to make
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this Cruise-end. Bran noted it down
on the scrolls, and rose. “That’s all,
captains—except that you can still
change your minds. Lonk at your ships
when you rctur imagine life on
the planet. The wonder i it may not
slready be inhabited, since it
well adapled for life. Because—it is!"

He tumed and went oul. Lissa
caught Fane’s arm, and bent to his
ear, to whisper, but he jerked back,
making her wait, pouting, unil (he
others had gone. “You needn't worry,
Fanel I'm not trying to ally with you
~—=not aiter what you called a speedx.
All T wanled 1o say was thal il's al-
ready beginning! Just think, 8 prim-
itive race lo overcome, We'll live,
Fane—really live! We'll be heroes,
fighting, conquering. ..”

OMETHING hit the ship, jerking
it as il space had dropped nut
from under IL. The air swooped pas
them, roaring down the corridor, i
the slap of air-seals went on. From
overhead, the scream of & siren sound-
ed, and the speakers snapped on.

“Captains {o stations] Ships are un-

der attack! All officers at siations?
ators. . " .

Fane jerked past Lisss and hit the
studs of the teleport savegely, lo come
oul in the Kraling’s observation-con-
trol room. He snapped orders, after &
single glance at the tank, but saw that
the screens had already dropped. The
generators look up & heavier hum un-
der the laad.

Outside the ships, space seemed to
swarm with tiny specks. The sister
ships of the Kraling seemed monstrous
hulks beside them, huge doughnuts

lumps instead of holes in their

middies, lumbering along at & crawl
as Lhey continued lo slow toward the
planet below. The little specks darted
here and there, leaving trails of fire
behind them. They twisted and (urned
impossibly.

Fane focussed on one. It was obvi-
ously a one-man vessel, open except
for a narrow [rame. The pointed nose

wilh the power and control section led
back across the swelling frame 1o &
il that belched added flame when-
ever the vessel turned—obviously a
steering mechanism. He puzzled back
In his memory for the drive being
used, and finally came up with it—
the distorter that buckled space slight-
ly. It could serve as a shield as strong
as melal walls, yel It was so instable
that only @ small vessel was possible.
Even then, it kept breaking down and
reforming, making the fiery trail of
electrons around and behind it—built
from the collapsing of space In the
distorted field.

One came down agalnst the Kraling,
and the big ship lurched, while & gout
of roaring flame danced off Into space
behind ll where lts field had touched
that of the ship.

Then Fane swore In sudden amare-
ment. Inslde jt was & woman—as hu-
man as Lissa, though her face was set
In a mask of concentration and hate
as she tried 10 hold her Neld ateady
and bore back lor another strike.

Men were running in snswer to his
orders, space-suited and heading for
Lhe outer guns along the rim of the
Kraling. He saw the same maneuver
going on at Lhe Spendat, where fat old
caplain Monol was probably letting
Lissa run things. The other ships were
all jollowing sult, now.

Two of the little ships suddenly
came into the fleld of the g\ml, and
Imploded. Where they had been, all
metal ceased o be, and Lhe \mpm-
tecled figures of the male and female
drivers of the little ships suddesly
pulfed up and died in open space.

Fane felt sick. He had heard the
legends of battles with other races,
but these present were human—or
nearly so. And thelr cause was hope-
less. They were gallant enough—they
still came roaring In for the battle,
though they could do no harm o the
big ships now, and were sitting ducks
—whalever ducks were—for the gun-
ners, The foolst If they had no bei-
ter thaa space distortion, the Kreking
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alone could biast the atmosphere off
their planet, or set the inner core into
stomic explosions that would rip it to
shreds!

Suddenly he countermanded his or-
ders to the gunners and wenl runping
|n rd Lhe port, pulling on ki space-
ve me a gig, invisible,” be or-
dered over his helek phone.

The small gig used for plcking up
specimens of rock—or with luck, for
examining planels they might find—
was wailing, just sinking inlo invisi-
bility as he reached it. He lossed open
the tiny port, and leaped (o the con-
trols. There were only (wo of the lit-
Ue ships lefl, and he had. no time for
caution. He ripped upward at full &c-
celeralion, jerked the gig toward the
nearest, and opened the big cargo
hateh. The little ship was swinging for
a return al the Xraling as he malched
course and surrounded it.

The cargo-hatch swung shut, and he
adjusted his controls, damping oul the
space distortion as quickly as air could
run into (he hold. The girl driver let
out a frightened screech, and fainted
83 she secmed Lo be exposed 1o emply
space.

He went back to the hold, cutting
off the power-consuming invisibility,
and found her sprawling across the
cushions of her tiny machine, but un-
harmed. So close, she looked even
more human. The ghastly make-up on
her face came off with a few quick
dabs, revealing normal enough skin.
He bent and jerked the brief costume
of( her, just as she came lo.

The absence of clothes made no
difference to her, but his presence
was & shock second. only to her ex-
pecled death. She drew back, mut-
tering strange words in a moaning
monatone. Like her body, there was
nothing inhumao sbout her vaice or
her reactions.

Then she was at him, clawiog and
scratching. He clipped ber quickly on

the jaw, and carried her to the control
room, where be sct the gig back
toward the Kraling. “Kill the space-
warp drives and pul in a small kral
field, with invisibility.” he told Ihe
men. “And take this 10 my cabin."”
WENT at & full run to the

E
H control room, switching into the
Cammander’s line. “Dad, there isn't
mnything non-human about my cap-
tive!”

Bran's voice was lired and weary.
“1 know—I had a tracer on you. This
world must have been found by an-
other branch and settled. It isn't our
right 1o invade—we'll have 1o go on.”

But there was a salisfaction lo his
final words, Fane noticed. 1le swarted
o protesl. when analher voice came
on, that of Lissa. “Caplain Lissa—
Monoi had a heart auack. Com-
mander Dran, we voted! That still
stands! Tf they've sunk this [far, or
never gotten beyond the space
torter, they don’t rate a world. We
protesL.”

Once a vole was made,
unanimous assent to change
sigh indicated his faili
well. What now, Fanc!

“I'm going 1o follow the’other ship

¢ al

. somvhow—enough
1o find whether it is a colony, and
what they're like. They may have
other weapons—sometimes & cullure
produces a single device out af Keep-
ing with the pattern—and that can be
something completely outside our de-
fensive knowledge. Your permission?™
“Granted.”

Fane was gone again at a run, while
excilement stirred in him, Lissa had
been oo high-handed—but she was
tight. He hated 1he ing, and yeu
something stirred in With a
whole world before them, and a gen-
erslion of making it wholly theirs,
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life would have rest that [t oould
never have on Lhe ship.

He spotted Lhe retreating alngle
tiny ship, and caught up with it eas-
ily, following it down. Others were
patrolling below. They obviously had
10 lest for invisibility,

Another rldiculous batde was
ing on when he returned, but he pald
no atlention to it.

He dropped onto the Kraling,
throwing out & bundle, and began &
veport before he reached the control
room, coupling in through his sult
phone. “They have a dozen langusges,
father—but one of‘them s the same
as the language of the old records!
They pronounce it oddly, but on one
Island they seem to b= trying to re-
vive it—they call It English! I found
some newspapers in I I'm sending
them over.”

He cut off before the excited bab-
ble of the other ships could reach
bim. The fracas oulside was dyiog
down now, as the ships retreated be-
fore the power of the larger vessels.
Fane took a look at the tank, nndded
to his lieutenant, and went to
his cabin.

It seemed Incredible; no culture
could drop that far, He had found
no clue as to the Branch that had sel-
tled this world, nor as to the Lme

had been there. But the popula-
tion Indicated it must have besn many
generations belore.

Even lo his unpracticed eye, there
were people here who were mere prop-
erty—owned by others, & lew who
lived in what must seem (o them lux-
ury. The papers conflrmed It, report-
ing on the “slave” rebellion just put
down In connection with (hls “Inva-
sion [rom space There were Indlca
tions that some sections had slaves
and some did not, but he couldn't be
sure. Most of the mess he had found
in the records and Lhe current papera
meant nothlng to him—except that

science was litlle more than witch.
craft, and that buman dignily seemed
to be something talked about s great
deal, with no understanding.

Any Branch that had so far lost
their cullure had no right to & planet!

“The caplive Is being washed and
disinfected for possible diseass,” he
was told, bul he only half beard fe.
He muttered an order lor her t0 be
sent when [t was [inished and went
Into his cabin,

BECAME more iucredible as he
aludled the duplicate records and
papers he had kept for himself. Terms
thal were meaningless began to have
meaning—and ugly ones. Money be-
came a symbol for one man to own
more than another, irrespective of
right and contribution to bumanity.
Nalion became a term that meant
disunity and hatred. They fought sav-
agely sgaiost this “invasion”—and
no wonder! They'd been flghtng for
thirly years before amang lhemulvu,
with only a prohibitlon againsi atom-
les and  nucleonics—becanse thoss
ruined the wealth and the wealthy.

One pation, he saw, was trying 1o
get the pracice of slavery banned—
and to begin exploiting the planets
they had discovered agaln. For 8 time,
it looked like manity—and probably
was, for them. But It was = sanity
which Inciuded mob hyateris, per-
secution of  minoritls ently
smaller groups who au..-:l or were
somehow different—and {ncredibly In-
efficlent controls. And they talked

ut & “Dark Age" & few conturles
before!

He threw It aslde In disgust, aod
went to look sl the control room.
When he came back, Lissa and the
captlve were ln the cabin; Lismsa was
experimenting with s tiny nerve-
stimulator that sent the girl Jerking
and Juraping, screaming faln(ly.

He jerked It from Llssa's hands,
“Bitchi”

She grlnned eaally. “All right, Fane,
I won't destroy your Mttle phy!hl.n.
I'll evan lot you have othess, whe
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we've captured these. But don't for-
get—l have my rights, too.”

He looked at her slowly, and for
the first time, he really saw her. She'd
fit, down there; she’d fit beauulfully.
Here, her fulure was clear enough—
she'd try to become Commander by
every Lrick she could—and the urdy,
reluclant Psychometrists would
thl she must be given & mmd-qlllu-

and a job of no Importance;
ll\:y’d bold off untll Lhe llsl momenl
but the welfare of the Branch came
before everything else.

He picked her up by one arm and
8 leg and threw her out into the hall-
way, where she went off, chuckling
at what she thought lay behind hls
action.

The caplive stared at him doubt-
fully. “Bitch! You speak English1”

Her accent was barbarous, but he
could understand it.

“of course. Youre from that ls-

“Slave there, yes. But I was golog
to be Ireed—I'm from Nioway, and
we don’t have slaves. We can speak
English, most of us—once it was our
language, too.”

It was the most progressive of Lhe
savage communities there, covering
one whole continent. He nodded, and
she glowered at hlm. “England was
golng to Iree all jts slaves—until you
came along- and we had o be used
for war. England* and Nmuy are

log a treating. Now—"'

She slumped down onto the floor
and an crying. With a sudden im-
pulse, he pulled her up beside him,
end tried to comfort her. One person

- dido’t tatler out of the billlons that
would be eliminated when they took
the planet, and such saveges hardly
merited any consideration. Yet she
seemed as normal and human as he
was—(here was nothing savage about
her. The culture she came [rom was
atrocious, bul it seemed thal the peo-
ple in it could be simply normal hu-
mans In g crazy world, Now she was
afrald, sick, and miserable, willing o
find comfort even from a caplor.
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On that, he thought grimly, she'd
probably had experience.

S FATHER'S voice awoke him.
The Commander had come there
In person. Sandra, the girl, darted
back (o the corner of the room, her
face turning scarlet [or some reason,
but the Commander barely noticed

=
s

“They aren’t a branch,” Bran said
wearily. “The planet is Earth—the
world we all came from. This is the
mother thal senl us oul—we've cir-
cled and come home. We have a map
of the system from belore, and we've
charted the planets. This—this is
whal happens lo & race on a planet.
Every five hundred years, (hey change
direction—they recognlze it as being
due to something about sunspots, but
they still obey the planelary law,
They reached a peak, once, and sent
us out, like an egg pmducmg life.
They might do it again, for all I
know-—but. .

Fane shook his head, angd the
knowledge was something that had
been nagging his mind. “Then—they
senl us oul, [ather, expecting us lo
come back with new [rontiers [or
them. I've seen some of the records,
though I didn’t undersiand. And we
dido’t come back—there are no new
frontiers. This is the only planet suit-
able for men.” He shook hia hesd.
“They gave us life—and now we're
bringing them death.”

The older man shr . 1 uried
to have the decision changed, but Lis-
an refuses. The others—except you—
bave agreed, and I might even change
your mind. Bul it doesn't matier; the
psychodynamicists have worked out
enough on the basis of the records (o
predict that. I we retreal now, they'll
still know we could have taken them
with a power they can't even dream
of. And they'll give up, sick at their
own little progress, (o go back down
the road to ull savagery, or to die.
Whenever one of Lheir little backwa-
ters of the Dark Ages has been found
by the more advanced, its culture has
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died. This time, they will sll be sav-
ages beside s

He turned on his heel o leave.
Then he stopped.

“In spite of the Covenant, Fane,
thirteen of us are leaving—we have
seen enough of life on a planet. We
know hat man was born there, but
that he evolved beyond It once he
reached space. Those who remain be-
hind or drop back to the old level are
wasled. The [uture of man belongs to
the universe, not lo mythlcal Course-
endings. You can come—or you can
stay with Lissa.”

Fan stared about, trying to avoid
his lather's eyes. “I'll stay!”

He sat miserably, thioking it over,
and this Ume Sandra tried 1o comfort
him. But he wanted nome of It. One
ship alone could ruin & planet—and L
scemed that none would be needed to
ruin “this mother world which had
borne olfspring she could not follow.

Sudden, savage attack began agaln,
and this time the ships were larger—
two-man affairs, with one man fight-
ing to control the instable field whils
the other used ‘the full power of Its
wasle Lo strike again and egain at the
interstellar vessels, Fane swore, and
wenl into the control-room.

Some of the ships from Earth were
dropping from their own fallures. But
they had courage.

Thirteen of the ships above began
moving slowly away—their fields
were lowered 1o Leep (rom upsetting
the instable drives of the tiny ships
from Earth, and there were no guns
firing from them. Bran and the other
twelve captains were keeping their
word.

“Fane!” Lissa’s voice came over
(he communicator. “Fane, my darling,
I knew you'd stick. Give them helll”

Her ship was spoullng guns, and
dropping off the little craft, like a
bot plate destroying drops of water.

The tiny cralt suddenly came

swooping down al him, as I detecl-
Ing indecisiveness. He watched the
harmless display of fire they sel up
from his screens impassively, and re-
luctantl; ordered oul a few gunners
to chase them back. In the tank, one
of the Len ships moving away hesitat-
ed. It's fine fo waich such a nice clean
sport, Fane thought bitterly.

Beslde him, Sandra had crept up
and was watching with a white face.

LOWLY, his hand descended on

the controls. The little ships dart-

ed down again, and a shoul came up

from the engine pil speaker. “Cap-

tain Fane, strengthen your screen—

It's too lowl We're belng pltied a M-
Ue here.”

“"Something wrong,” he shouled
back hoarsely. “Do you detect new
radlation?"

“Nol"

“Nelther do I—but we're losing
screen powerl All hands—evacuate
ahipt”

He waited tensely, watching the
counter on the teleport click off each
use as the men obeyed. A thousand
drills had made it automallc. And be-
side him, another counler lndicated
steadlly dwindling power in the Held
around, lhough the generslors sUll
howled.

Somewhere below, power way run-
ning Into huge batterles of accumu-
lators, shunted across the control
panel, and building up and up, far
beyond overload. Fane grinoed (ense-
ly. “Lissa!”. he called. “I'm under
some new attack. Can you cover me?”

She swung her ship toward him,
stretching oul her shield to the may-
imum, and drawing closer lo make
them meet. The tiny swarm of ships
came at them savagely now. “Fane—
what is It? Why—?"

The ships were almost touching
now—and the accumulators were [ar
beyond overload. Sometbing llke a
small sun lesped suddenly from the
Kroling toward her ship, and the
shleld vanlshed.
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Fane heard her instinctive order to
abandon ship. and knew that it was
equipped wilth simuilaneous leleporls
that would clear it in_three seconds.
Her call had been made without time
to realize what had happened, bul
now she knew, and a burst of profan-
ily poured [rom the speaker as she
jerked her unmanned ship back under
emergency manual and tried (o re-
establish control.

She might make it—il she could
hold, she could call back the men, He
had no illusions as to what would
happen to him then—the overload’s
discharge had burned out every bit of
power in the ship. and he was already
lalling toward Earth, with the little
ships picking bits of him off every

d,

second.

Something flashed in the tank, and
he saw the third ship lashing out with
the maximum power of its beams.
Lissa’s ship seened to fall apart under

them,
T, WAS NO speaker that brought

Lissa’s words a second laler. She
stood behind him in the teleport
booth, stepping slowly forward, wilh
a hand-blaster held toward him. Her
face was insane, and she strangled
over the words. Obviously, she hadn't
seen where the beams originated, and
blamed him,

Sandra struck her down with a fly-
Ing leap against her knees. Behind her,
suddenly, the erect, proud form of
Bran stood. Fle bent over, seized
Lissa around the waist, and tossed
her into the teleporl, punching out a
code_rapidly.

“They’ll take care of her in
Psycho,” he said quietly. “Good work,
Sandra.”

His fingers reached out for the
teleport controls, and locked them,
while Fane slowly realized that the
third ship 1o drop back had been his
father's. He grinned slowly, nodding,
and the older man echoed his chuckle.

“We're pot so much dillerent, alter
all, son—we both thought of the

same trick. You've still got the gig,
complete with invisibillty? Good. Let's
leave your ship, along with mine and
Lissa’s, for those tiny bits of courage
out there (o break into shreds before
they reach atmosphere. I think they'll
be convinced by how that we put on
4 big fight, but that we couldn’t match
them for power—and they’ll go home
feeling victorious until they begin
wondering if we were only the ad-
vance guard. That should cure their
little fights, and get them moving
toward some real progress.”

Fane led the way Lo the gig, while
Sandra pointed oul Nioway lo him.
Suddenly he started (o (urn back, but
Bran shook his head. “I brought
enough jewels and other trinkels,
Fanc. We can be rich enough for what
we'll need to do—if this girl you've
found can keep quiel.”

Fane grinned, and translated. San-
dra nodded emphalically, and the
older man chuckled again.

They'd lost their rightful domain,
Tost il almost at the moment they'd
realized what was truly theirs, what
they bad become--star-man. Once
man conquered space, planets were
no longer for him; he belonged out
there among the siars, to expand and
take all the multiple courses of pro-
gress. Well. . .the others would know,
sooner or later; the big ships would
probably stop for a Branching at this
sysiem’s outer planet, but Lhey were
Iorever beyond Fane's reach, He was
through with space.

“We'll pay our debls,” he said. “We
came home unknowingly, and our
coming almost wrecked it

Home. A young man on en old
world. But his son, or grandsan at the
latest, would go forth, perhaps on an-
other ship secking frontiers that didn’L
exist, Earth could produce one other
child, at least. And what he and the
other immigrants knew must never be
told; Earth's children must find this
truth for themselves.

He pulled Sandrs closer, and head-
ed toward Nloway.




