SCIENCE FICTION

ADVENTURES MAGAZINE
CONTENTS ¢ MARCH 1953 ¢ VOL.1,NO.3

SERIAL
POLICE YOUR PLANET, by Erik van Lthin .. . . . . . . 6

FEATURE NOVEL
TEN TO THE STARS, by Raymond Z. Gallun e e o o o o o 90

NOVELETTE
JUDGMENT DAY, by Chad Oliver . . . e o o o o o o 71

SHORTS

RECESSIONAL, by Algis Budrys . . ¢« o o o s o o« o o 44
EARTHMAN'S CHOICE, by Roger Dee . . « o« o o o« o« . 56

DEPARTMENTS

EDITORIAL . . . .« .« © v v v v s o o s o o . 4
THEDISSECTING STABLE . . . . + « o« & o & & o+ . 65
THECHARTROOM . . . . & ¢ & o o o o o« o o . 148
COVER BY EMSH

JLLUSTRATIONS BY * BERWIN ¢ EBEL o EMSH * ORBAN ¢ BRYAN

PHILIP ST JOHN . Editor E. K. HARRISON ¢ Associate Editor
BILL BRADLEY °* Circulation Mgr. DAMON KNIGHT * Book Editor
DAVID GELLER * Advertising Mgr. JOHN VINCENT e Associate Editor
H. L. MITCHELL ¢ West Coast Office M. BERWIN . Art Director

SCIENCE FICTION ADVENTURES is published monthly Ly Future Publications, Inc.,
175 Fifth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y. Copyright 1953 by Future Publications, Inc. All
rights, including translation in forcign countries reserved. Entry as sccond-class matter
applied for at the Post Officc at New York, N. Y. Subscriptions $3.50 per year in the United
States and Possessions ;-$4.50 per year 3n Canada; $5.00 elsewhere. All stories in this issuc
are new and have not previously been published. No actual persons are designated in works of
fiction, either by name or characters; any similarity is coincidental. Not responsible for
unsolicited manuscripts or art work. All submissi must include return postage to expedite
the return of manuseripts not aceptable. .

PRINTED IN U. 9. A. @5173 35¢ per copy



AN EDITORIAL ON

TREASURE HUNT

Putting an issue of SCIENCE FICTION ADVENTURES together is always
something like a treasure hunt. Until we get down to our reading, we
have no idea what will go into the next issue. It has to be something
good—and it has to be up to the writers. But we never know what will
come out of the manuscript pile.

Usually we wind up with a whole group of stories that may be good
enough, but don’t quite seem to arouse any’ sustained interest; a smaller
pile holds the manuscripts that we've considered worth looking at again.
And then there'll be one small pile that were so good that we just had
to include them. So far, we've been lucky. Our trovble has been to
weed out of that last pile the few that have to go because there simply
isn't room enough to include them.

But no matter how sure we are that they're the best possible stories,
somebody is going to ask why we picked them. So far, the readers
have told us they were good stories—but there still seems to be con-
siderable curiosity about why such-and-such a story was included.
Okay-—we'll try to-answer that this time. The one real reason they
were picked was because every single one of them left a feeling of
satisfaction and genuine enjoyment in our minds when we read them;
and that's hard to do, when we're reading critically. But there are other
reasons,

Van Lhin's POLICE YOUR PLANET was chosen because it represents
something we don't often see—a convincing picture of a planet in its
early days of colonization, with a story behind it that isn't bogged
down by the weight of that realism. We had a feeling all the way
through that this was real—but we also wanted to keep reading be-
cause we were enjoying if.

Gallun's TEN TO THE STARS is another kind of story not too often
seen nowadays. It's frankly sentimental in spots—and it should be, be-
cause the men who dream enough to go out to the planets first are
going to be sentimental men. But it also is realistic, under it all. I
gives us an emotional picture of what going out in those earliest days
will be like, and it charts the development of the men who will blaze
the way. There’s nothing melodramatic about it—just a sustained story
of what space will do to the men who open it up, with the honest drama
that is inevitable. When we put the story down, we found ourselves lost
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in a haze of the days to come—and that's recommendation enough
for any story.

Oliver's JUDGMENT DAY is the kind of a story we can’t stand—the
story of a brat who feels that the only reality lies in his TV programs.
But we bought it anyhow, because Oliver did a yarn that wasn't cute
or silly, but had a genuine point to it, and which was honest science
fiction. Also, because Oliver is enough of a craftsman to avoid making
his kid behave as too many precocious brats have behaved in the slick
stories we never finished. We also liked Captain Jet, we have to admit!

Budrys gave us an odd story in RECESSIONAL. All right, we might as
well admit it isn't a slapdash, bang-bang plotted story; it's a story
where the pilot lies down in the very structure of mankind's age-old
battle against himself. But it's a story which handles the feeling and
the mood so well that this subdued plot is more than strong enough to
justify its treatment. We regretfully set that story aside twice because
it "didn't quite have plot eriough.’’ Then we dashed back and grabbed
it up, because we couldn't help liking it better every time we thought
about it. Some stories are like that—they take a few days to digest.
We can always use a few like that—since half of our favorite science
fiction stories fall into just that category.

And finally, Dee’s little story, EARTHMAN'S CHOICE, had to be in-
cluded because of the idea Dee worked out. It's something new to us,
even after years of reading science fiction avidly. And it's too darned
logical to let go! Everything is built up neatly to support that idea, too.
If anyone is planning to bring out an anthology of very short stories of
science fiction, we'd recommend this one highly.

Now, what about balance, and all the other things an editor has to
consider, and for reasons of which he does or does not buy stories?
Well, the answer to that is simple! We just don’'t worry about such
things. When we get an issue full of top-notch stories, we run those
stories. If anyone wants to dispute our judgment on the basis that we've
had too much of one kind, or not enough of another, that's his privilege.
We just happen to think that in a fiction magazine the only thing that
counts is the worth of the stories inside it.

So far, all your letters have agreed with us in this policy, so we feel
highly encouraged. We look forward to getting more of those letters.
We welcome kicks just as much as praises, incidentally; we don't think
we're infallible, and if we pull a blooper, we want to know about it, so
that we won't do it again. So keep the letters coming to us, and we’ll
try to make sure the best stories we can find continue coming to you—
for whatever reason, just as long as they're good!

Philip St. John
Editor
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POLICE

YOUR PLANET

BY ERIK VAN LHIN
ILLUSTRATED BY ORBAN

Mars was nobody’s bargain, at
best. At worst, it was a world
where Mother Corey and his
granddaughter belonged. But
to Bruce Gordon, it was a
one-way yellow ticket, a
deck of ¢ards, and a knife!

AN
N
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There were ten passengers in
the little pressurized cabin of
the electric bus that shuttled be-
tween the rocket field and Mars-
port. Ten men, the driver—and
Bruce Gordon!

He sat apart from the others,
as he had kept to himself on the
ten-day trip between Earth and
Mars, with the yellow stub of his
ticket still defiantly in the band
of his hat, proclaiming that
Earth had paid his passage with-
out his permission being asked.
His big, lean body was slumped
slightly in the seat. Gray eyes
stared out from under black
brows without seeing the red-
dish-yellow sand dunes slipping
by. There was no expression on
his face. Even the hint of bitter-
ness at the corners of his mouth
was gone now.

He listened to the driver ex-
plaining to & couple of firsters
that they were actually on what
appeared to be one of the mys-
terious canals when viewed from
Earth. Every book on Mars gave
the fact that the canals
either an illusion or something
which could not be detected on
the surface of the planet. Gordon
lost interest in the subject, al-
most at once. '

He glanced back toward the
rocket that still pointed skyward
back on the field, and then for-
ward toward the city of Mars-
port, sprawling out in a mass of

were *

slums beyond the edges of the
dome that had been built to hold
air over the central part. And at
last he stirred and reached for

.the yellow stub.

He grimaced at the ONL WAY
stamped on it, then tore it into
bits and let the pieces scatter
over the floor. He counted them
as they fell; thirty pieces, one
for each year of his life. Little
ones for the two years he'd
wasted as a cop. Shreds for the
four years as a kid in the ring
before that—he’'d never made the
top, though it had taken enough
time getting rid of the scars
from it. Bigger bits for two
years also wasted in trying his
hand at professional gambling;
they hadn’t made him a fortune,
but they'd been fun at the time.
And the six final pieces that
spelled his rise from a special re-
porter helping out with u police
shake-up coverage through a reg-
ular leg-man turning up rackets,
and on up like a meteor until he
was the paper’s youngest top
man, and a growing thorn in the
side of the government. He'd
made his big scoop, all right.
He’d dug up enough about the
Mercury scandals to double c¢ircu-
lation.

And the government had ex-
plained what a fool he'd been for
printing half of a story that was
never supposed to be printed
until it could all be revealed.
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They’d given him his final as-
signment, escorted him to the
rocket, and explained just how
many grounds for treason they
could use against him if he ever
tried to come back without their
invitation.

He shrugged. He’d bought a
suit of airtight coveralls and .a
helmet at the field. He had
enough to get by on for perhaps
two weeks. And he had a set of
reader cards in his pocket, in a
pattern which the supply house
Earthside had assured him had
never been exported to Mars.
With them and the knife he’d
selected, he might get by,

The Solar Security office had
given him the knife practice to
make sure he could use it, just
as -they’d made sure he hadn’t
taken extra money with him be-
yond the regulation amount.

“You're a traitor, and we'd
like nothing better than seeing
your guts spilled,” the Security
man had -told him. “That paper
you swiped was marked top sec-
ret. When we're trying to build a
Solar Federalion from a world
that isn’t fully united, we have to
be rough, But we don’t get many
men with your hackground—cop,
tin-horn, fighter—who  have
brains enough for our work. So
you’re bound for Mars, rather
than the Mercury mines. If . ..”

It was a big if, and a vague

one. They needed men on Mars
who could act as links in -their
information bureau, and be ready
to work on their side when the
trouble they expected came. They
could see what went on,
from the top. But they wanted
men planted in all walks, where
they could get information when
they asked for it. Trouble was
due—overdue, they felt—and
they wanted men who could serve
them loyally, even without
orders. If he did them enough
service, they might let him back
to Earth, If he caused trouble
enough to bother them, they
could still ship him to Mercury.

“And suppose nothing hap-
pens ?” he asked.

“Then who cares? You're just
lucky enough to be alive,” the
agent told him flatly.

“And what makes you think
I'm going to be a spy for Se-
curity ?”

The other had shrugged. “Why
not, Gordon? You've been a spy
for six years now—against the
crooked cops and tin-horns who
were your friends, and against
the men who've tried to make
something out of man’s conquest
of spdce, You’ve been a spy for
a yellow scandal sheet. Why not
for us?”

It had been a nasty fight,
while it lasted. And maybe he
was here only because the other
guy had proved a little faster
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with the dirtiest punches. Or
maybe because Gordon had been
smart enough to realize that_Se-
curity was right—his back-
ground might be useful on Mars.
Useful to himself, at least.

They were in the slums around
the city now. Marsport had been
settled faster than it was ready
to receive. Temporary buildings
had been thrown up, and then
had remained, decaying into
death-traps, where the men
whose dreams had gone, seethed
and died in crowded filth. It
wasn't a pretty view that visitors
got as they first reached Manrs.
But nobody except the romantic
fools had ever thought frontiers
were pretty.

The drummer who had watch-
ed Gordon tear up his yellow stub
moved forward now, desire to
make an impression stronger
than his dislike of the other.
“First time?” he asked, settling
his fat little carcass into the seat
beside the larger man,

Gordon nodded, mentally cata-
loguing the drummer as to social,
business, and personal life. The
cockroach type, midway between
the small-businessman slug and
the petty-crook spider types that
weren't worth bothering with.
He could get along without the
last-minute pomposity.

But the other took it as in-
terest, “Been here dozens of
times, myself. Risking your life

just to go into Marsport. Why
Congress doesn't clean it up, I'll
never know! But business is
business, I always say. It's better
under the dome than out here,
though. Why, last time I was
here, they found a whole gang
outside the dome selling human
meat. Absolutely. And cheaper
than real meat.”

Gordon grunted. It was the
usual untrained fool's garbled
account. He'd heard about it on
the paper. Some poor devil had
taken home a corpse to a starving
family out of sheer desperation.
Something about the man having
come out because one of his kids
had been too weak for Earth
gravity, to open a cobbling shop
here. Then he’d fallen behind in
his protection payments and had
tried one of the cheap gambling
halls to make good. The paper’s
account hadn’t indicated what
happened to the family after they
hung him, but a couple of the
girls had been almost pretty.
Maybe they’d been able to live.

Gordon’s mind switched from
gambling to the readers in his
bag. He had no intention of
starving here—nor staying, for
that matter. The cards were plas-
tic, and should be good for a
week or so of use before they
showed wear. During that time,
by playing it carefully, he should
have his stake. Then, if the
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gaming tables here were as
crudely run as an old-timer he'd
known on Earth had said, he
could try a coup. If it worked,
he’d have enough to open a
cheap-john joint of his own,
maybe. At least, that’s what he’d
indicated to the Security men.

But the price of bribing a ship
to take him back to Earth with-
out a card came to about the
same figure, and there were
plenty- of ways of concealing
himself, once he got back . . .

“. . . be at Mother Corey's
soon” the fat little drummer
babbled on. “Noterious—worst
place on Mars. Take it from me,
brother, that’s something! Even
the cops are afraid to go in there.
Seven hundred to a thousand of
the worst sort—See it? There,
to your left!”

The name was vaguely fam-
iliar as one of the sore spots of
Marsport., Gordon looked, and
spotted the ragged building, half
a mile outside the dome. It had
been a rocket maintenance han-
gar once, then had been turned
into temporary dwelling for the
first deportees when Earth began
flooding Mars. Now, seeming to
stand by habit alone, it radiated
desolation and decay.

Sudden determination crystal-
lized in Gordon’s mind. He’d been
vaguely curious as to whether
the Security boys would have a
spotter on his movements. Now

he knew what to do about it—
and as good a spot to start as
any.

He stood up, grabbing for his
bag, and spinning the fat thighs
of the suddenly squealing drum-
mer aside with a contemptuous
shove. He jerked forward, and
caught the driver’s shoulder.
“Getting off!” he announced.

The driver shrugged his hand
away. “Don’t be crazy, mister!
They .. .” He turned and saw it
was Gordon. His face turned
blank, even though there was no
yellow card for his eyes to study
now. “It’s your life, buster,” he
said, and reached for the brake.
“I’ll give you five minutes to get
into coveralls and helmet and
out through the airlock.”

Gordon needed less than that.
He’d practiced all the way from
Earth, knowing there might be
times when speed in getting into
the airtight clothing would count.
The transparent plastic of the
coveralls went on easily enough,
and his hands found the seals
quickly. He slipped his few pos-
sessions into a bag at his belt,
slid the knife into a spring
holster above his wrist, and
picked up the bowl-shaped hel-
met. It seated on a plastic seal,
and the little air-compressor at
his back began to hum, ready to
turn the thin wisp of Mars’ at-
mosphere into a barely breath-
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able pressure. He tested the
Mars-speaker—an amplifier and
speaker in another pouch, de-
signed to raise the volume of his
voice to a level where it would
carry through even the air of
Mars.

The driver swore at the lash of
sound, and grabbed for the air-
lock switch. Gordon barely had
time to jerk through the form-
hugging plastic orifice before it
snapped shut behind him. Then
the bus left him. He didn’t look
back, but headed for the wreck
of a building that was Mother
Corey’s.

He moved down unpaved
streets that zig-zagged along,
thick with the filth of garbage
and poverty-—the part of Mars
never seen in the newsreels, out-
gide the shock movies. Thin kids
with big eyes and sullen mouths
crowded the streets in their air-
suits, yelling profanity. Around
a corner, he heard yelling, and
swung over to see a man beating
a coarsely fat woman who was
obviously his wife. The street
was filled with people watching
with a numbed hunger for any
kind of excitement.

It was late afternoon, obvi-
opsly. Men were coming from the
few bus routes, lugging tools and
lunch baskets, slumped and
beaten from labor in the atomic
plants, the Martian conversion
farms, and the industries that

had come inevitably where in-
efficiency was better than high
prices of imports. They were
sick men, sick down inside them-
selves, going home to the whin-
ing of wives and the squabbling
of their unwanted children; they
were sicker because they knew
themselves for failures, and could
not deny the truth of the nag-
ging accusations of their fam-
ilies.

The saloons averc doing well
enough, apparently, from the
number that streamed in through
their airlock entrances. But Gor-
don saw one of the barkeepers
paying money to a thick-set rat
with an arrogant sneer, and he
knew that the few profits from
the cheap beer were never going
home with the man. Storekeepers
in the cheap little shops had the
same lines on their faces as they
saw on those of their customers.

Poverty and misery were the
keynotes here, rather than the
vicious evil half-world the drum-
mer had babbled about. But to
Gordon’s trained eyes, there was
plenty of outright rottenness,
too. There were the young punks
on the corners, eyeing him as he
passed, and the furtive glances
of women coming out early to be-
gin their emotionless rounds.
Here and there, men with the
ugly smirks of professional
tough guys lounged in front of
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taverns or barber-shops. Gordon
passed a rickety old building
where a group inside were shoot-
ing craps or working on their
knives and bludgeons. If it was
a gang hideout, there was no
hiding involved. He saw two
policemen, in what seemed like
normal police clothes except for
their bowl-helmets; the aspira-
tors and speakers were somehow
built in, and unnoticeable. But
they passed the hideout without
4 look, and stalked down the
street while sullen eyes followed
them.

He grimaced, gratelul that the
supercharger on his airsuit fil-
tered out some of the smell which
the thin air carried. He'd
thought he was familiar with hu-
man misery from his own Earth
slum background. But there was
no attempt to disguise it here
—no vain flowers withering in
windows, no bravado from any-
one who was growing up to leave
all this behind. This was dead
end.

The crowded streets thinned
out now, and the buildings were
older—so battered and weather-
ed that not even the most abject
wage-earner could stand them.
A few diseased beggars lounged
about, and a scattering of too-
purposeful men moved along. But
it was a quiet section, where
toughness was taken for granted,
and no smirk was necessary to

prove a man's rise to degrada-
tion.

Ahead, Mother Corey’s reared
up—a huge, ugly half cylinder
of pitted metal and nuative bricks,
showing the patchwork of de-
cades, before repairs had been

.abandoned. There were no win-

dows, though there had once
been. And the front was covered
with a big sign that spelled out
Condemned, in mockery of the
tattered shreds once an official
notice. The airscal was filthy,

‘and there was no bell.

Gordon kicked against the side,
waited, and kicked again. A slit
opened and closed. He waited,
then drew his knife and began
prying at the worn cement
around the airseual, looking for
the lock that had once been there.

The seal suddenly quivered, in-
dicating the metal inside had
been withdrawn. Gordon grinned
tautly, stepped through, and
pushed the hlade against the
inner plastic. "

“All right, all right,” a voice
whined out of the darkness. “You
don’t have to puntture my seal.
You're in.”

“Then call them off!”

A wheezing chuckle answered
him, and a phosphor bulb glowed
weakly, shedding some light on
a filthy hall that led to rickety
steps, where four men stood
ready to jump downward on the
intruder. “Okay, boys,” the voice
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said. “Come on down. He’s alone,
anyhow. What'’s pushing,
stranger?”

“A yellow ticket,” Gordon told
him. “A yellow ticket and a Gov-
ernment allotment that'll last me
two weeks in the dome. I figure
on making it last six here, until
I can shake down and case the
lay. And don’t let my being a
firster give you hot palms. My
brother was Lanny Gordon!”

It happened to be true, though
he hadn’t seen his brother from
the time tRe man had left the
family as a young punk to the
day they finally convicted him
on his twenty-first murder and
gave him the warming bench for
a twenty-first birthday present.
But here, if it was like places
he’d known on Earth, even sec-
ond-hand contact with “muscle”
was useful.

It seemed to work. A fat hulk
of a man oozed out of the sha-
dows, his gray face contorting
its doughy fat into a yellow-
toothed grin, and a filthy hand
waved back the other men. There
were a few wisps of long, gray
hair on the head and face, and
they quivered as he moved for-
ward.

“Looking for a room?” he
whined.

“I'm
Corey.”

“Then you're looking at him,

looking for Mother

cobber,” the grotesque lump of
flesh answered. “Sleep on the
floor, want a bunk, squat with
four, or room and dutchess to
yourself?”

There was a period of hag-
gling, then, followed by a wait
as Mother Corey kicked four
grumbling men out of a four-by-
seven hole on the second floor.
Gordon’s money had carried
more weight than his brother’s
reputation, and for that Corey
was willing to humor his insane
wish to be completely by himself,
even. He spread a hand out
coarsely. “All yours, cobber,
while your crackle's blue.”

It was a filthy, dark place. In
one corner was an unsheeted bed,
with marks on the floor to show
where another had been beside
it, to house the four before.
There was a rusty bucket for
water, a hole kicked through the
floor for waste water, and a dis-
posal can that had apparently
been used only as a chair, from
the looks and smell of the place.
Plumbing and such luxuries
hadn’t existed for years, except
for the small cistern and worn
water recovery planet in the
basement, beside the tired-look-
ing weeds in the hydroponic
tanks that tried unsuccessfully
to keep the air breathable.

“What about a lock on the
door?” Gordon asked." ‘

“What good would it do you?



POLICE YOUR PLANET 15

Got a different way here, we
have. One credit a week, and you
get Mother Corey’s word nobody
busts in. And it sticks, cobber—
one way or the other.”

Gordon paid, and tossed his
pouch on the filthy bed. With a
little work, the place could be
cleaned enough, and he had a
strong stomach. Eating was an-
other matter—there was a sec-
tion in the back where thermo-
capsules could be 'used to heat
food, but . . .

He pulled the cards out of his
pouch, trying to be casual.
Mother Corey stood staring at
the pack while Gordon changed
out of his airsuit, retching
faintly as the full efluvium of
the place hit him. “Where does
a man eat around here?” he
asked.

Mother Corey pried his eyes
off the cards and ran a thick
tongue over heavy lips. “Eh? Oh.
Eat. There’s a place about ten
blocks back. Cobber, stop teasing
me! With elections coming up
and the boys loaded with vote
money back in town—with a deck
of cheaters like that—you want
to eat?”

He picked the deck up and
studied the box fondly, while a
faraway look came into his
clouded eyes. “Same ones—same
identical ones I wore out nigh
twenty years ago. Smuggled two
decks up here. Set to clean up—

and I did, for a while.” He shook
his head sadly, making the thin
hairs wave wildly around his
jellied jowls and head, and hand-
ed the deck back to Gordon.
“Come on down. For the sight
of these, I'll give you the lay for
your pitch. And when your luck’s
made or broken, remember
Mother Corey was your friend
first, and your old Mother can
get longer use from them than
you can.”

He waddled off, trailing a cloud
of garbage odors, and teuing of
his plans to take N 5 for a
cleaning, once long ago. Gordon
followed him, staring at the filth
around him. Corey’s plans ha+
been about the same as hi: pres-
ent ones, and this was the result.
Landiord of a crumbling pile of
decay, living beyond the law, and
growing old among crooks and
riff-raff.

He grimaced. Ten days! He
wouldn’t make the mistake of
being too greedy. Ten days, and
then he’d make his big pitch.

His thoughts were churning
so busily that he didn’t see the
blonde girl until she had forced
her way past them on the stairs.
Then he turned back, but she had
vanished into one of the rooms.
Anyhow, this was Mars, and
Gordon had no time for by-paths
now. Mars! He spat into the
moldy dust on the floor and
hurried after Mother Corey.
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II

‘A lot could be done in ten
days, when a man knew what he
was after and hated to go back
to the place he called home. It
was exactly ten days later when
Gordon stood in the motley crowd
inside the barnlike room where
Fats ran a bar along one wall
and filled the rest of the space
with assorted tables, all worn.
Gordon was sweating slightly as
he stood at the roulette table
where both zero and double-zero
were reserved for the house.

The croupier was a little
wizened man wanted on Earth
for murder, but not important
enough to track down to Mars.
Now it seemed as if he’d soon
be wanted here for more of the
same, from the looks he was giv-
ing the big, dark man who faced
him. His eyes darted down to
the point of the knife that
showed under Gordon’s sleeve,
and he licked his lips, showing
snaggle teeth., The wheel hesi-
tated and came to a halt, with the
ball trembling in a pocket.

“Twenty-One wins again,” he
mouthed, and pushed chips
across toward Gordon, as if
every one of them came out of
his own pay. “Place your bets.”
The words were automatic, now
no more than a conditioned
reflex.

Two others around the table

watched narrowly as Gordon left
his chips where they were; they
reached for their own chips,
then exchanged looks and shook
their heads. In a Martian rou-
lette game, numbers with that
much riding just didn’t turn up.
Some of the others licked eager
lips, but the croupier gave them
no time. It was bad enough with-
out more riding on it. Sweat
stood out on his head, and he
shifted his weight, then caught
the wheel and spun it savagely.

Gordon’s leg ached from his
strained position, but he shifted
his weight onto it more heavily,
and new spots of sweat popped
out on the croupier’s face. His
cyes darted down, to where the
full weight of Gordon seemed to
rest on the heel that was grind-
ing into his instep. His eyes
flicked to the knife point. But
there was some degree of loyalty

.in him .towards Fats Eller. He

tried to pull his foot off the but-
ton that was concealed in the
floor.

The heel ground harder, bring-
ing a groan from him. And the
ball hovered over Twenty-One
and came to rest there once
more,

Slowly, painfully, the little
man counted stacks of chips and
moved them across the table to-
ward Gordon, his hands trem-
bling. The sweat began to dry
now, and his tongue darted
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across his broken teeth in
a frenzy.

Gordon straightened from his
awkard position, drawing his
foot back, and reached out for
the pile of chips. For a second,
he hesitated, watching the little
man fidget, while he let the knife
blade slide out another quarter
inch from his sleeve. Then he

scooped it up and nodded.
“Okay,” he decided. “I'm not
greedy.”

The strain of watching the
games until he could spot the fix
and then holding the croupier
down had left him momentarily
weak, but he still could feel the
tensing of the crowd. Now he let
his eyes run. over them—the
night citizens of Marsport, lower
dome section. Spacemen who’d
missed their ships, men who’d
come here with dreams, and
stayed without them—the shop-
keepers who couldn’t meet their
graft and were here to try to
win it on a last chance, street
women and petty grifters—those
who believed that a rude interior
meant a more honest wheel and
those who no longer cared, until
their last cent was gone. The air
was thick with their unwashed
bodies—all Mars smelled, since
water was still too rare for fre-
quent bathing—and their cheap
perfume, while the. air was
clouded with cheap Marsweed
cigarettes. But thicker than that

was a.hunger over them—some-
thing demanding excitement, and
now about to be fed.

Gordon swung where their
eyes pointed, until he saw Fats
Eller sidling through the groups.
The sour-faced, pudgy man
wasn’t happy about the turn of
events. His face showed that,
together with determination to
do something.

Gordon let the knife slip into
the palm of his hand as the
crowd seemed to hold its breath.

- Fats stared at it with a half-

contemptuous sneer, but made no
move to come closer. He plucked
a sheaf of Martian banknotes
from his pocket and tossed them
to the croupier.

“Cash in his chips,” he ordered
harshly. Then his pouchy eyes
turned to Gordon. “Get your
money, punk, and get out! And
stay out!”

For a moment, as he began
pocketing the bills, Gordon
thought he was going to get
away that easily. Fats watched
him dourly, then swung on his
heel, just as a shrill, strangled
ery went up from someone in
the crowd. '

The deportee let his glance
jerk to it, then froze. His eyes
caught the sight of a hand point-
ing behind him, and he knew it
was too crude a trick to bother
with, But he paused, shocked to
see the girl he’d seen on Mother
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Corey’s stairs, gazing at him in
well-feigned warning. She looked
like a blonde angel who'd been
out in the rain just long enough
to begin tarnishing., But on her,
the brassiness of her hair and
the too-experienced pout of her
lips looked almost good. Or it
could have been the contrast with
the blowsy women around her.
Her figure . . . In spite of his
better judgment, it caught his
eyes and drew them down over
curves and swells that might be
too ripe for Earth fashion, but
would always be right for arous-
ing a man’s passion.

Then he ripped his eyes back
to Fats, who had started to turn
again. Gordon took a step back-
wards, preparing to duck. And
again the girl’s finger motioned
behind him. He disregarded it
—and realized suddenly it was
a mistake.

It was the faintest swish in
the air that caught his ear, and
he brought his shoulders up and
his head down, just as the sap
struck. Fast as his reaction was,
it was almost too late. The wea-
pon crunched against  his
shoulder and slammed over the
back of his neck, almost knock-
ing him out. But he held his grip
on himself.

His heel lashed back and
caught the shin of the man be-
hind him. His other leg spun him
around, still crouching, and the

knife in his hand started coming
up, sharp edge leading, and
aimed for the belly of the bruiser
who confronted him. The pug-
ugly saw the blade, and a thick
animal sound gurgled from his
mouth, while he tried to check
his lunge.

Gordon felt the blade strike,
but he was already pulling his
swing, and it only sank half an
inch, gashing a long streak that
crimsoned behind it. The thug
shrieked hoarsely and fell over.
That left the way clear to the
door, where the bouncer had been
stationed. Gordon was through it
and into the night in two soaring
leaps. After only a few days on
Mars, his legs were still hard-
ened to Earth gravity, and he
had more than a double advan—
tage over the others.

Outside, it was the usual Mar-
tian night in the poorer section
of the dome, which meant it was
nearly dark. Most of the street
lights had never been installed
—graft had eaten up the appro-
priations, instead——and the near-
est one was around the corner,
leaving the side of Fats’ Pluce in
the shadow. Gordon cliecked his
speed, threw himself flat, and
rolled back against the building,
just beyond the steps that led
to the street.

Feet pounded out of the door
above as Fats and the bouncer
broke through. Gordon’s hand
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had already knotted a couple of
coins into his kerchief. He waited
until the two turned uncertainly
up the street and tossed it. It
struck the wall near the corner,
sailed on, and struck again at
the edge of the unpaved street
with a muffled sound.

Fats and the other swung, just
in time to see a bit of dust where
it had hit. “Around the corner!”
Fats yelled. “After him, and
shoot!”

In the shadows, Gordon jerked
sharply. It was rare enough to
have a gun here. But to use one
inside the dome was unthinkable.
His eyes shot up, where the few
dim lights were reflected off the
great plastic sheet that was held
up hy air pressure and rein-
forced with heavy webbing. It
was the biggesi dome ever built,
large enough to cover all of
Marsport /before the slums
sprawled out beyond it; it still
covered half the city, making

breathing possible here without,

a helmet. But it wasn’t designed
to stand stray bullets, and having
firearms inside it, except for a
few: ¢chosen men, was a crime
punishable by death.

Fats had swung back, and was
now herding the crowd inside
his place. He might have been
only a small gambling house
owner, but within his own circle
his words carried weight. They

stayed inside, and the door shut
behind them, sealing tightly as
doors always sealed, even under
the dome.

Gordon got to his hands and
knees and began erawling away
from the corner. He came to a
dark alley, smelling of decay
where garbage had piled up with-
out being carted away. He turned
into it, stumbling over a woman
busy rolling a drunk. She darted
to the end of the alley, and he
moved after her more slowly.
Beyond lay a lighted street, and
a sign that announced Mooney’s
Amusement Palace—Drinks free
to Patrons! He snapped a look
up and down the street, and
walked briskly toward the some-
what plusher gambling hall
there. Fats couldn’t touch him
in a competitor’s place.

For a second, he thought he
heard steps behind him, but a
quick glance back showed
nothing, Then he was inside
Mooney’s, and heading quickly
for the dice table.

He lost steadily on small bets
for half an hour, admiring the
skilled palming of the “odds”
cubes. The loss was only a tiny
dent in ‘his new pile, but he be-
moaned it properly, as if he were
broke, and moved over to the
bar. This one had seats. The bar-
tender had a consolation boiler-
maker waiting for him, and he
gulped half of it down before he
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realized the beer had been
needled with ether. The tastes
here were on the rugged side.

Beside Him, a cop was drinking
the same slowly, watching an-
other policeman at a Canfield
game. He was obviously winning,
and now he got up and came
over to cash in his chips.

“You’d think they’d lose count
once in a while,” he complained
to his companion. “But nope—
fifty even a night, no more . . .
Well, come on, Pete, we'd better
get back to Fats and tell him the
swindler got away.”

Gordon followed them out and
turned south, down the street to-
ward the edge of the dome and
the entrance where he’'d parked
his airsuit and helmet. He kept
glancing back whenever he was
in the thicker shadows, but
there seemed to be no one follow-
ing him, in spite of the itching
at the back of his neck.

At the gate of the dome, he
glanced back again, then ducked
into the locker building. The
money in his pockets was heavier
now — something  that  kept
worrying him with every step.
For a minute, he debated going
back to register at one of the
better hotels in Marsport Center.
But too many stories came into
his head. He wasn’t clothed for
it, and the odor of bathless living
in Mother Corey’s still clung to

him. He'd be immediately sus-
pected there, and it wasn't too
hard to bribe one’s way into a
room. A bum with money had
more chances in a place like
Mother Corey’s—where the gro-
tesque hulk that ruled the roost
apparently lived up rigidly to
the one ethic of his given word.

He threaded through the maze
of the lockers with his knife
ready in his hand, trying not to
attract suspicion. At this hour,
though, most of the place was
empty. The crowds of foremen
and delivery men who’d be going
in and out through the day were
lacking, and there were only a
few who crossed the line from
the dome to the slums.

He found his suit and helmet
and clamped them on quickly,
transferring the knife to its
spring sheathe outside the suit.
He checked the tiny batteries
that were recharged by tiny gen-
erators in the soles of the boots
with every step. Then he paid his
toll for the opening of the private
slit and went through, into the
darkness outside the dome.

Lights bobbed about—police in
pairs patrolling in the better
streets, walking as far from the
houses as they could; a few
groups, depending on numbers
for safety; some of the very
poor, stumbling about and hop-
ing for a drink somehow, sure
they had nothing to lose; and
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probably hoods from the gangs
that ruled the nights here.
Gordon left his torch un-
lighted, and moved along; there
was a little light from the phos-
phorescent markers at some of
the corners, and from the stars.
He could just make his way with-
out marking himself with a light.
And he’d be better able to see
any light following him,
Damn it, he should have hired
a few of the younger bums from
Mother Corey’s — though that
might have been inviting rob-
bery instead of preventing it.
Here he couldn’t hear foot-
steps, he realized. He located a
pair of patrolling cops, and fol-
lowed them down one street,
until they swung off. Then he
was on his own again.
“Gov’'nor!” The word barely
reached him, and he jerked
around, the knife twitching into
his hand. It- was a thin kid of
perhaps eighteen behind him,
carrying a torch that was filtered
to bare visibility. It swung up,

and he saw a pock-marked face

that was twisted in a smile
meant to be ingratiating.

“You've got a pad on your
tail,” the kid said, again as low
as his amplifier would permit.
“Need a convoy?”

Gordon studied him briefly,
and grinned. Then his grin wiped
out as the kid’s arm flashed to
his shoulder and back, a series of

quick jerks that seemed almost
a blur. Four knives stood buried
in the ground at Gordon’s feet,
forming a square—and a fifth
was in the kid’s hand.

“How much?” Gordon asked,
as the kid scooped up the blades
and shoved them expertly back
into shoulder sheathes. The kid’s
hand shaped a C quickly, and he
slipped his arm through a self-
sealing slit in the airsuit and
brought out two of them.

“Thanks, gov'nor,” the kid
said, stowing them away. “You
won’t regret it.” He swung his
dim light down, and Gordon
started to turn, Then the kid's
voice rose sharply to a yell.

“Okay, honey, he’s the Joe!”

Out of the darkness, ten to a
dozen figures loomed up. The kid
had jumped aside with a lithe
leap, and now stood between Gor-
don and the group moving in for
the kill. Gordon swung to run,
and found himself surrounded.
His eyes flickered around, trying
to spot something in the darkness
that would give him shelter.

A bludgeon was suddenly hurt-
ling toward him, and he ducked
it, his blood thick in his throat
and his ears ringing with the
same pressure of fear he'd al-
ways known just before he was
kayoed in the ring. But pacific-
ism would do him no good. He
selected what he hoped was the
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thinnest section of the attackers
and leaped forward. With luck,
he might jump over them, using
his Earth strength.

There was a flicker of dawn-
light in the sky, now, however;
and he made out others behind,
ready for just such a move. He
changed his lunge in mid-stride,
and brought his arm back with
the knife. It met a small round
shield on the arm of the man
he had chosen, and was deflected
at once.

“Give ’em hell, gov'nor,” the
kid's voice yelled, and the little
figure was beside him, a shower
of blades seeming to leap from
his hand in the glare of his now
bare torch. Shields caught them
frantically, and then the kid was
in with a heavy club he’d torn
from someone’s hand.

Gordon had no time to consider
his sudden traitor-ally. He bent
to the ground, ‘seizing the first
rocks he could find, and threw
them. One of the hoods dropped
his club in ducking and Gordon
caught it up and swung in a
single motion that stretched the
other out.

Then it was a mélée. The kid’s
open torch, stuck on his helmet
gave them light enough, until
Gordon could switch on his own.
Then the kid dropped behind
him, fighting back-to-back. Some-
thing hit his arm, and Gordon
switched the club to his left,

awkwardly. He caught a blow on
the shoulder, and kicked out sav-
agely as someone lunged for his
feet. Here, in close quarters, the
attackers were no longer using
knives. One might be turned on
its owner, and a slit suit meant
death by asphyxiation.

Gordon saw the blonde girl on
the outskirts, her face taut and
glowing. He tried to reach her
with a thrown club wrested from
another man, but she leaped
nimbly aside, shouting com-
mands. Nobody paid any atten-
tion, and she began moving in
cautiously, half-eager and half-
afraid.

Two burly goons were sud-
denly working together. Gordon
swung at one, ducked a blow
from the other, and then saw
the first swinging again. He
tried to bring his club up—but
he knew it was too late. A dull
weight hit the side of his head,
and he felt himself falling. This
was it, he thought. They’d strip
him or slash his suit—and he’d
be dead without knowing he had
died. He tried to claw his way
to his feet, hearing a ghost-voice
from his past counting seconds.
Then he passed out.

It took only minutes for dawn
to become day on Mars, and the
sun was lighting up the messy
section of back street when Gor-
don’s eyes opened and the pain of
sight struck his aching head. He
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groaned, then looked frantically
for the puff of escaping air. But
his suit was still sealed. Ahead of
him, the kid lay sprawled out,
blood trickling from the broken
section of an ugly bruise along
“his jaw.

Then Gordon felt semething on
his suit, and his eyes darted to
hands just finishing an emerg-
ency patch. His eyes darted up
and met those of the blonde
vixen!

Amazement kept him motion-
less for a second. There were
tears in the eyes of the girl, and
a sniffling sound reached him
through her Marspeaker. Appar-
ently, she hadn’t noticed that he
had revived, though her eyes
were on him. She finished the
patch, and ran perma-sealer over
it. Then she began putting her
supplies away, tucking them into
a bag that held notes that could
only have been stolen from his
pockets—her share of the loot,
apparently.

He was still thinking clumsily
as she rose to her feet and-turned
to leave. She cast a glance back,
hesitated, and then began to
move off.

He got his feet under him
slowly, but he was reviving
enough to stand the pain in his
head. He came to his feet, and
leaped after her. In the thin air,
his lunge was silent, and he was

grabbing her before she knew he
was up.

She swung with a single gasp,
and her hand darted down for
her knife, sweeping it up and
toward him. He barely caught
the wrist sweeping toward him.
Then he had her firmly, bringing
her arm back and up until the
knife fell from her fingers.

She screamed and began
writhing, twisting her hard
young body like a boa constrictor
in his hands. But he was
stronger. He bent her back over
his knee, until a mangled moan
was coming from her speaker.
Then his foot kicked out, knock-
ing her feet out from under her.
He let her hit the ground, caught
both her wrists in his, and
brought his knee down on her
throat, applying more pressure
until she lay still. Then he
reached for the pouch.

“Damn you!” Her cry was
more in anguish than it had been
when he was threatening to
break her back. “You damned
firster, I'll kill you if it's the last
thing I do. And after I saved
your miserable life . ..” '

“Thanks for that,” he grunted.
“Next time don’t be a fool. When
you kill a man for his money,
he doesn’t feel very grateful for
your reviving him.”

He started to count the money.
About a tenth of what he had
won—not even enough to open a
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¢heap poker den, let alone bribe
his way back to Earth.

The girl was out from -under
his knee at the first relaxation
of pressure. Her hand scooped up
the knife, and she came charging
toward him, her mouth a taut
slit across half-bared teeth. Gor-
don rolled out of her swing, and
brought his foot up. It caught
her squarely under the chin, and
she went down and out.

He picked up the scattered
money and her knife, then made
sure she was still breathing. He
ran his hands over her, looking
for a hiding place for more
money. It produced no sign of
that, though he felt other results
inside himself. The witch was
exciting enough, even when out
cold. For a moment, he debated
reviving her, and then shrugged.
She’d come to soon enough. If he
bothered with her, it would only
lead to more trouble. He’d had
enough. )

“Good work, gov'nor,” the
kid’s thin voice approved, and he
swung to see the other getting
up painfully. The kid grinned,
rubbing his bruise. “No hard
feelings, gov'nor, now! They
paid me to stall you, so I did.
You bonussed me to protect you,
and 1 blogdy well tried. Honest
Izzy, that's me. Gonna buy me a
job as a cop now, why I needed
the scratch. Okay, gov'nor?”

Gordon hauled back his hand

to knock the other from his feet,
and then dropped it. A grin
writhed onto his face, and broke
into sudden grudging laughter.

“Okay, Izzy,” he admitted.
“For this stinking planet, 1 guess
you're something of a saint.
Come on along, and we’ll both
apply for that job—after I get
my stuff.”

He might as well join the law.
He’d tried gumbling—and the
cheaters were gone, while he’d
be watched for at every gambling
house crude enough to use such
a fix on the wheel. He’d had his
try at fighting, and found that
one man wasn't an army. Re-
porting was closed to him per-
manently, on all the worlds. And
that left only his experience as a
cop.

Anyhow, it looked as if Se-
curity had him trapped on Mars.
They wanted him to police their
damned planet for them—and he
might as well do it officially.

He tossed the girl’s knife down
beside her, motioned to Izzy, and
began heading for Mother
Corey’s.

I

Izzy seemed surprised when he
found Gordon was turning in to
the quasi-secret entrance to
Mother Corey’s. “Coming here
myself,” he explained. “Mother
got ahold of a load of snow, and
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sent me out to contact a big
pusher. Coming back, the goons
picked me up and gave me the
job on you. Hey, Mother!”

Gordon didn’t ask how Mother
Corey had acquired the dope.
Probably someone had been fool-
ish enough not to pay for the
proprietor’s guarantee of protec-
tion and had regretted it briefly.
When the Government had de-
ported all addicts two decades
before, it had practically begged
for dope smuggling—and had
gotten it.

The gross hulk of Mother
Corey appeared almost at once.
“Izzy and Bruce. Didn't know
you'd met, cobbers, Contact,
Izzy ?”

“Ninety percent for uncut,”
Izzy answered, and the putty-like
head nodded, beaming and rub-
bing filthy hands together.

They went up to Gordon’s hole-
in-the-wall, with. Mother Corey
wheezing behind, while the rot-
ten wood of the stairs groaned
under his grotesque bulk. At his
questions, Gordon told the story
tersely.

Mother Corey nodded. “Same
old angles, eh? Get enough to do
the job, they mug you. Stop half-
way, and the halls are closed to
you. Pretty soon, they’ll be trick-
proof, anyhow. In my day, the
wheels had hand brakes, and a
croop had -to be slick about it
to stop right. Now they’re

changing over to electric eyes.
Eh, you haven't forgotten me,
cobber?”

Gordon hadn’t. The old wreck
had demanded five percent of his
winnings for tipping him off.
And even if it meant cutting his
small stake to half now, he still
had to pay it. Mother Corey had
too many cheap hoods among his
friends to be fooled with. He
counted out the money. relue-
tantly, while Izzy explained that
they were going to be cops.

The old man shook his head,
estimating what was left to Gor-
don. “Enough to buy a corporal’s
job, pay for your suit, and maybe
get by,” he decided, his eyes
seeming to clutch the money and
caress it. Then he tore them
away. “Don’t do it, cobber.
You're the wrong kind. You take
what you’re doing serious. When
you set out to tin-horn a living,
you’re a crook. Get you in a cops
outfit, and you turn honest. No
place here for an honest cop—
not with elections coming up,
cobber. Well, I guess you gotta
find out for yourself. Want a
good room?”

Gordon dropped his eyes to
the hole he’d called home for
over a week, and his lips
twitched. “Thanks, Mother. But
I'll be staying inside the dome, I
guess.”

“So’ll 1,” the old man gloated.
“Setting in a chair all day, being



‘POLICE YOUR PLANET 27

an honest citizen. Cobber, I al-
ready own a joint there—a nice
one, they tell me. Lights. Two
water closets. Big rooms, six by
ten—fifty of them, big enough
for whole families. And strictly
on the level, cobber. It’s no hide-
out, like this. But the gee run-
ning it is knocking down till it
won’t more than pay its way.
Now .. .”

He rolled the money in his
greasy fingers. “Now, with what
I get from the pusher, I can buy
off that hot spot on the police
blotter. I can go in the dome and
walk around, just like you, cob-
ber.” His eyes watered slowly,
and a tear went dripping down
his nose, to hang pendulously. He
rubbed it off with the back of
his hand. “I'm getting old.
They’ll be calling me Grand-
mother pretty soon. And some
day, some punk will come in and
collect me., So I'm turning my
Chicken House over to my grand-
daughter — damned wench will
probably steal the lodgers blind,
too—and I'm going honest. Want
a room?”

Gordon grinned, and nodded. It
was worth standing the smell of
Mother Corey to have someone
around who knew the ropes and
who could be trusted within any
limits. “Didn’t know you had a
granddaughter,” he said.
and Mother

Tzzy snorted,

Corey grinned wolfishly. “You
met her, cobber,” the old man
said. “The blonde you shook
down! Came up from Earth eight
years ago, looking for me. Ro-
mance of the planets, long-lost
grandfather, all that slush. I sold
her to the head of the East Point
gang. Since she killed him, she’s
been doing pretty well on her
own. Mostly. Except when she
makes a fool of herself, like she
did with you. But she’ll come
around to where I'm proud of
her yet . . . If you two want to
carry in the snow, collect, and
turn it over to Commissioner
Arliss for me—I can’t pass the
dome till he gets it, and you two
are the only ones fool enough not
to steal me blind—I'll give you
both rooms for six months free.
Except for the lights and water,
of course.”

Izzy nodded, and Gordon
shrugged. On Mars, it didn't
seem half so crazy to begin
applying for a police job by
carrying in narcotics. He was
only curious about how they’d
go about contacting the commis-
sioner.

But that turned out to be
simple enough. After collecting,
Izzy led the way into a section
marked “Special Taxes” and
whispered a few casual words.
The man at the desk went into
an office marked private, and
came back a few minutes later.
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“Your friend has no vecord
with us,” he said in a wroutine
voice. “I’ve checked through his
tax forms, and they’re all in or-
der. We'll confirm officially, of
course.” )

He must have been one of the
idealists once. His face was bit-
ter as he delivered the lines, and
he looked scedy, unlike most of
the men around the police office.

In the Applications section of
the big Municipal Building at
the center of the dome, the uni-
formed men looked even better
fed. Izzy and Gordon waited out-
side on a plastic bench for an
hour, and then went in. There
was a long form to fill out at the
desk, but the captain there had
already had answers typed in.

“Save time, boys,” he said
genially. “And time’s valuable,
ain’t it? Ah, yes.” He took the
sums they had ready—there was
a standard price, unless the ex-
aminer thought the applicant
not suitable, in which case it
went up--and stamped their
forms. *“And you'll want suits,
Isaacs? Good, here’s your re-
ceipt. And you, Corporal Gordon.
Rirht. Get your suits one floor
down, ¢nd of the hall. And re-
port in cight tomorrow morn-
ing!”

It was as simple as that. Gor-
don was lucky cnough to get a
fair fit in his suit. He'd almost
forgotten what it felt like to be

in uniform, and was surprised
to find he stood straighter.

Izzy was more businesslike.
“Hope they don’t give us too
bad territory, gov’'nor,” he re-
marked. “Pickings are always a
little lean on the first few beats,
but you can work some fuirly
well.”

Gordon’s chest fell. He sud-
denly realized again that (his
was Mars!

The first week taught him
that, though it wasn’t too bad.
The room at the new Mother
Corey's—un unkempt old build-
ing near the cdge of the dome
—rproved to be livable, though it
was a shock to see Mother Corey
himself in a decent suitl, using
perfume to cover his stench.
He'd even washed his hands,
though his face wus still the
same. And the routine of report-
ing for work wus something that
became familiar almost at once.

He should have known (he pat-
tern. He’d seen it when he was
on the Force on Earth, though
not quite the same. He'd turned
up enough evidence when he was
first a reporter. But it had al-

ways been at least one step re-

moved from his own experience.

The beat was in a shabby sec-
tion where clerks and skilled
laborers worked, with the few
small shops that catered to their
needs. It wasn’t poor cnough to
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offer the universal desperation
that gave the gang hoodlums
protective coloring, mnor rich
enough to have major rackets
of its own. But it was going
down-hill rapidly, and the teen-
agers showed it. They loitered
about, the boys near a pool-hall,
the girls hanging around a be-
draggled school-yard that took
up half of one block.

Izzy was disgusted. “Cripes!
You can’t shake a school down.

Hepe they’ve got a few cheap.

pushers around it, that don’t pay
protection direct to the captain.
You take that store, I'll go in
this one!”

The proprietor was a drug-
gist, who ran his own fountain
where the synthetics that re-
placed honest Earth foods were
compounded into sweet and
sticky messes for the meighbor-
hood kids. He looked up as Gor-
don went in, his worried face
starting to brighten. Then it
fell. “New cop, eh? No wonder
Gable collected yesterday ahead
of time. All right, you can look
at my books. I've been paying
fifty, but I haven't got it now.
You’ll have to wait until Fri-
day.”

Gordon nodded and swung on
his heel, surprised to find that
his stomach was turning. The
man obviously couldn’t afford
fifty credits a week. But it was
the same all along the street.

Even Izzy admitted finally that
they’d have to wait.

™ “That damned cop before us!”
he groaned. “He really tapped
them! And we can’t take less,
so I guess we gotta wait until
Friday.”

The next day, Gordon made
his first arrest. It was near the
end of his shift, just as dark-
ness was falling and the few
lights were going on. He turned
a corner and came to a short,
heavy hoodlum backing out of a
small liquor store with a knife
in throwing position. The crook
grunted as he started to turn
and stumbled onto Gordon. His
knife flashed up.

Without the need to worry
about the airsuit, Gordon moved
in, his arm jerking forward. He
clipped the crook on the inside
of the elbow while grabbing the
wrist with his other hand. A
pained grunt went out of the
man. Then he went sailing over
Gordon’s head, to crash into the
side of the building. He let out
a yell. :

And across the street, two
loafers looked up, and echoed his
cry. Gordon rifled the hood’s
pockets, and located a roll of
bills stuffed in. He dragged them
out, before snapping cuffs on
the man. Then he pulled the
crook inside the store.

A woman stood there, moan-
ing, over a pale man who was
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lying on the floor with blood
gushing from a welt on the back
of his head. There was both
gratitude and resentment as she
looked up at Gordon.

“You’d better call the hospi-
tal,” he told her sharply. “He
may have a concussion. I've got
the man who held you up.”

“Hospital?” Her voice broke
into another wail. “And who can
afford hospitals? All week we
work, all hours. He’s old, he
can’'t handle the cases. I do that.
Me! And then you come, and you
get your money. And he comes
for his protection. Papa is sick.
Sick, do you hear? He sees a doc-
tor, he buys medicine. Then
Gable comes. This man comes.
We can’t pay him! So what do
we get—we get knives in the
faces, saps on the head—a con-
cussion, you tell me! And all the
money—the money we had to pay
to get stocks to sell to pay off
from the profits we don’t make—
all of it, he wants! Hospitals!
You think they give away at the
hospitals free?”

She fell to her knees, crying
over the injured man. “Papa,
you hear? Papa! God, you hear
me, please! Don’t let Papa have
concussions, don’t let them take
him to the hospital!”

Gordon tossed the roll of bills
onto the floor beside her, and
looked at the man’s head. But

the injury seemed only a scalp
wound, and the old man was al-
ready beginning to groan. He
opened his eyes and saw the bills
in front of him, at which the
woman was staring unbelieving-
ly. His hand darted out, clutch-
ing it, “God!” he moaned softly,
echoing the woman’s prayer, and
his eyes turned up slowly to Gor-
don, filled with something that
should never have been seen out-
side of an archaic slave pen.

“In there!” It was a shout
from outside. Gordon had just
time to straighten up before the
doorway was filled with two
knife-men and a heavier man be-
hind them.

His hands dropped to the
handcuffed man on the floor, and
he caught him up with a jerk,
slapping his body back against
the counter. He took a step for-
ward, jerking his hands up and
putting his Earth-adapted shoul-
ders behind it. The hood sailed
up like a sack of meal being
thrown on a wagon and struck
the two knife-men squarely.

There was a scream as their
automatic attempts to save
themselves buried both kmives in
the body of their friend. Then
they went crashing down under
the dying body, and Gordon was
over the top of them, his fist
crashing into the chin of the
leader.

When the paddy wagon came,
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the driver scowled and seemed
surprised. But Gordon hustled
his prisoners and the dead man
inside. He wanted to get away
from the soft crying gratitude
of the woman and the look in
the storekeeper’s eyes.

The desk captain at the
precinct house groaned as they
came in, then shook his head.
“Damn it,” he said. “I suppose
it can’t be helped, though.
You're new, Gordon. Hennessy,
get the corpse to the morgue,
and mark it down as a robbery
attempt. I'm going to have to
book you and your men, Mr.
Jurgens!”

The heavy leader of the two
angry knife-men nodded, and
grinned, though his look toward
Gordon was nasty. “Okay, Cap-
tain. But it’s going to slow down
the work I'm doing on the
Mayor’s campaign for re-elec-
tion! Damn that Maxie—I told
him to be discreet. Hey, you
know what you’ve got, though—a
real considerate -man! He gave
the old guy the money back!”

They took Gordon’s testimony,
and sent him home, since his
time was ‘up.

Jurgens set him straight the
next day. The man was waiting
for him when he came on the
beat. From his look of having
slept well, he must have been
out almost as soon as he was
booked. Two other men stood

behind Gordon, while Jurgens
explained that he didn't like be-
ing interrupted on business calls
“about the Mayor’s campaign or
anything else”, and that next
time there’'d be real hard feeling
—real hard! Gordon was sur-
prised when he wasn’'t beaten,
but he wasn't surprised when
the racketeer issued a final sug-
gestion that any money found
at a crime -was evidence and
should go to the police. The cap-
tain had told him the same.

By Friday, he had learned
enough. He made his collections
early, without taking excuses.
Gable had sold him the list of
what was expected, and he used
it, though he cut down the fig-
ures in a few cases. There was
no sense in killing the geese that
laid the eggs, and business
wasn't good enough to afford
both kinds of protection at that
rate.

The couple at the liquor store
had their payment waiting for
him, and they handed it over
without a word, looking embar-
rassed. It wasn’t until he was
gone that he found a small bottle
of fairly good whiskey tucked
into his pouch. He started to
throw it away, -and then lifted
it to his lips and drank it with-
out taking the bottle away. May-
be they’d known how he felt,
better than he had. Mother
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Corey’s words about his change
of attitude came back. Damn it,
he’d given up his ideals before
he left the slums of his birth!
He had a job to do—he had to
dig up enough money to get back
to Earth, somehow, unless He
wanted to play patsy for the Se-
curity boys.

But he collected, down to the
last account. It was a nice haul.
At that rate, he’d have to stand
it for only a few months. Then
his lips twisted, as he realized
it wasn’t all gravy. There were
‘angles, or the price of a corpor-
alcy would have been higher,
And he could guess what they
were.

One of the older men answered

his questions, a gray-haired,
stout corporal with sadism show-
ing all over his face. “Fifty per
cent of the take to the Orphan
and Widow’s fund, of course.
Better make it a little more than
Gable turned in, if you want to
get a better beat. You can
squeeze 'em tighter than he did.
He was a softie!”

The envelopes were lying on
a table marked “Voluntary Do-
nations,” and Gordon filled his
out, with a figure a trifle higher
than half of Gable’s take, and
dropped it in the box. The cap-
tain, who had been watching him
carefully, settled back and
smiled.

“Widows and Orphans sure

appreciate a good man,” he said,
ponderously humorous. “I was
kind of worried about you, Gor-
don. But you got a nice touch.
One of my new boys—Isaacs, you
know him—was out checking up
after you, and the dopes seem
to like you.”

Gordon had wondered why
Izzy had been pulled off the beat.
He was obviously making good.
But he grinned, and nodded si-
lently. As he turned to leave, the
Captain held up a hand.

“Special meeting, tomorrow,”
he said. “We gotta see what we
can do about getting out a good
vote. Election only three weeks
away.” .

Gordon went home, forgetting
it until the next night. He'd
learned by now that the Native
Martians—the men who'd been
here for at least thirty years, or
had been born here—were back-
ing a reform candidate and new
ticket, hoping to get a business-
man by the name of Murphy
elected. But Mayor Wayne had
all of the rest of the town in his
hand. He’'d been in twice, and
had lifted the graft take by a
truly remarkable figure. From
where Gordon stood, it looked
like a clear victory for the re-
former, Murphy, But that should
have worried the police, and
there was no sign of it. He didn’t
give a darn, though. Even with
the take-out that left him only
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about thirty per cent of his col-
lection, he should be able to get
off Mars before the new admin-
istralion came into power.

He went into the meeting
willing to agree to anything.
And he clapped dutifully at all
the speeches about how much
Mayor Wayne had done for them,
and signed the pledge expressing
his confidence, along with nod-
ding at the implied duty he had
to make his beat vote right.
Wayne might get two votes from
his beat, he thought wryly. Then
he stopped, as the Captain stood
up.

“We gotta be neutral, boys,”
he boomed. “But it don’t mean
we can't show how well we like
the Mayor. Just remember, he
got us our jobs! Now 1 figure
we can all kick in a little to help
his "campaign. Nothing much—
a little now and a pledge for the
rest of the election. I'm going
to start it off with five thousand
credits, two thousand of them
right now.”

They fell in line, though there
was no cheering. The price
might have been fixed in ad-
vance. A thousand for a plain
cop, fifteen hundred for a cor-
poral, and so on, each contribu-
ting a third of it now. Gordon
grimaced. He had six hundred
left—and that would take near-
ly all of it, leaving him just

enough to get by on, if he didn’t
eat too well, at Martian prices.
And without the free room, he
couldn’t have done it at all. He
wondered how often such dona-
tions were required.

A man named Fell shook his
head. “Can’t de a thing now,”
he said, and there was fear in
his voice. “My wife had a baby
and an operation, and . . ."”

“Okay, Fell,” the Captain said,
without a sign of disapproval.

. “Freitag, what about you? Fine,

fine!”

Gordon’s name came, and he
shook his head. “I'm new—I
haven't any real idea of how
much I can give,, and I'm
strapped now. I'd like . . .”

“Quite all right, Gordon,” the
Captain boomed. “Harwick!”

He finished the roll, and
settled back, smiling. “I guess
that’s all, boys. Thanks from the
Mayor. And go on home .. . Oh,
Fell, Gordon, Lativsky—stick
around. I've got some overtime
for you, since you need extra
money. Boys out in Ward Three
are shorthanded. Afraid I'll have
to order you out there!”

Ward Three was the hangout
of the Securvy Boyvs—a cheap
gang of hoodlums, numbering
some four hundred, who went in
for small crimes mostly. They
averaged too young to be used
for goon squads or beating down
strikes by infiltrating and re-
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placing. But they had recently
declared war on the cops, who'd
come under local pressure severe
enough to force closing their
headquarters.

After eight hours of overtime,
Gordon reported in with every
bone sore from small missiles
and his suit filthy from assort-
ed muck. He had a beautiful
shiner where a stone had clipped
him. But he grinned a little, as
he remembered the satisfying
sound of two heads thunking to-
gether before a third member
had joined and given the hood-
lums a chance to get away.

The Captain smiled. “Rough,
eh? But I hear robbery went
down on your beat last night.
Fine work, Gordon. We need
men like you. Hate to do it, but
I'm afraid you’ll have to take the
next shift at Main and Broad,
directing traffic. The usual man
is sick, and you're the only one
I can trust with the job!”

“But . ..”

“Can’t be helped. Oh, I know
you’ve been on duty two shifts,
but that’s the way it goes. Bet-
ter report to duty!”

He hadn’t handled traffic be-
fore, and it was rough, even with
the minor traffic snarls here in
Marsport. In two hours of stand-
ing absolutely still, his feet were
killing him. In four, his head
was swimming.

He stuck it out, somehow. But

it wasn’t worth it. He reported
back to the precinct with the five
hundred in his hand and his pen
itching for the donation agree-
ment,

The Captain took it, and nod-
ded. “I wasn’t kidding about
your being a good man, Gordon.
Go home and get some sleep, take
the next day off. After that,
we've got a new job for you!”

His smile was still nasty, but
Gordon had learned his lesson.

IV

The new assignment was to
the roughest section in all Mars-
port—the slum area beyond the
dome, out near the rocket field.
Here all the riff-raff that had
been unable to establish itself
in better quarters had found
some sort of a haven. At one
time, there had been a small
dome and a tiny city devoted to
the rocket field. But Marsport
had flourished enough to kill it
off. The dome had failed from
neglect, and the buildings inside
had grown shabbier. Men had
looted the worst of them and
built crude shelters, some with
only a single room that would
hold air, many over a mile from
the nearest source of water.

Gordon was trapped, though,
and there was nothing he could
do. He couldn’t break his job
with the police—if he did, he’d
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be brought back 4as a criminal.
Some of Mars’*laws were rough,
dating from the time when law
enforcement had been hampered
by lack of men, rather than by
the type of men. He had to sweat
it out, much as he hated being
stuck out there.

The people there had been
complaining for years about the
Stonewall gang. It was made up
of the Jowest level of hoodlums,
and numbered perhaps five hun-
dred. They made their chief
living by hiring out members to
other gangs during the frequent
wars between gangs. But be-
tween times, they picked up what
they could by mugging and
theft, with a reasonable amount
of murder thrown in at a mod-
est price.

Even derelicts and failures
had to eat. And that meant that
there were stores and
throughout the district which
eked out some kind of a marginal
living. They were safe from pro-
tection racketeers there—none
bothered to come so far out—
except for the disorganized work
of the Stonewall gang. And po-
lice had been taken off the beats
there for years, after it grew
unsafe for even men in pairs to
patrol the area.

The shopkeepers and some of
the less unfortunate people
there had finally raised enough
of a protest to reach clear back

shops_

to Earth, and Marsport had
hired a man from Earth to come
in and act as captain of the sec-
tion. No one from the city would
take the job, and none of the
regular captains could have
coped with it. Captain Whaler
was an unknown factor. He'd
set tight for two months, and
now was asking for more men.
And the pressure from the petty
merchants and the itinerant
crop Jprospectors was enough to
get them for him.

Gordon reported for work
with a sense of the bottom fall-
ing out, mixed with a vague re-
lief. There was little chance for
graft here. And Whaler discour-
aged even what there was.

“You’re going to be busy,” he
announced shortly in the dilapi-
dated building that had been
hastily converted to a precinct
house. “Damn it, you're men,
not sharks. I've got a free hand,
and we’'re going to run this the
way we would on Earth. Your
job is to protect the citizens here
—and that means everyone not
breaking the laws—whether you
feel like it or not. No graft. The
first man making a shakedown
will get the same treatment
we're going to use on the Stone-
wall boys. You’ll get double pay
here, and you can live on it!”

He opened up a box on his
desk and pulled out six heavy
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wooden sticks, each thirty inches
long and - nearly two inches in
diameter. There was a shaped
grip on each, with a thong of
leather to hold il over the wrist.

He picked out five of the men,
including Gordon. “You five will
come with me. I'm going to show
how we’ll operate. The rest of
you can team up any way you
want tonight, pick any route
that’s open. With six patrolling
vou should be safe, and I’ll ex-
pect no great action until you're
broken in. Okay, men, let’s go.”

Gordon grinned slowly as he
swung the stick, and Whaler's
eves fell on him. “Earth cop!”
he guessed.

“Two years,
ted.

“Then vou should be ashamed
to be in this mess,” the Captain
told him. *“But whatever your
reasons, you'll be useful, Take
those two and give them some
lessous, while I do the same with
these.”

For a second, Gordon cursed
himself, He'd fixed it so he’d be
a squad leader, even without his
corporal’s paid-for stripes. And
that meant he’d be unable to
step out of line, if he wanted to.
At double standard pay, with
normal Mars expenses, he might
be able to pay for passage back
to Earth in three years—if Se-
curity let him, which it would-

”

Gordon admit-

n't. Otherwise, it would take
thirty.

He began wondering about Se-
curity, then. Nobody had tried
to get in touch with him. He'd
come here and vanished. The
first ten days, while stayving at
the old Mother Corey’s, that had
been natural. But since joining
the force, they’d have no trouble
locating him. Nobody had men-
tioned it, and nobody had asked
him questions that were suspi-
cious.

If they were waiting for him
to get up on a soap box, they
were wrong. But it worried him,
suddenly, all the same.

There was a crude lighting
system here, put up by the citi-
zens., At the front of each build-
ing, a dim phosphor bulb
glowed. IL was still light outside,
but darkness would fall in an-
other hall hour, and they would
have nothing else to see by.

Whaler bunched them to-
gether, “A good clubbing beats
hanging,” he told them. “But it
has to be good. Go in for busi-
ness, and don’t stop just hecause
the other guy quits. Give them
hell1”

Moving in two groups of
threes, at opposite sides of the
street, they began their beat,
They were covering an area of
six blocks one way and two the
other, which seemed ridiculous
to Gordon. The gang would
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simply hold off for a few days to
see what happened.

But he was wrong about that.
They had traveled the six blocks
and were turning down a side
street when they found their
first case, out in broad daylight.
Two of the Stonewall boys, by
the gray of their sweaters under
the airsuits, were working over
a tall man in regular clothes and
a newer airsuit. As the police
swung around, one of the thugs
casually ripped the airsuit open
with his knife, and reached for
a pocket.

A thin screech like a whistle
came from Whaler's Marspeak-
er, and the Captain went for-
ward, with Gordon at his heels.
The hoodlums tossed the man
aside easily, and let out a yell.
From the buildings around, an
assortment of toughs came at
the double, swinging knives,
picks, and bludgeons.

There was no chance to save
the citizen who was dying from
lack of air. Gordon felt the solid
pleasure of the finely-turned club
in his hands. It was light enough
for speed, but heavy enough to
break bones where it hit, A
skilled man could knock a knife
or even a heavy club out of an-
other's hand with a single flick
of the wrist. And he’d had prac-
tice.

He saw Whaler’s club dart in
and take out two of the gang,

one on the forward swing, one
on the recover. His eyes popped
at that. The man was totally un-
like a Martian captain. And a
knot of homesickness for Earth
ran through his stomach. They
were tough by necessity here.
But only old Earth could produce
the solid toughness of a man
who had a job to do, instead of
answering desperation.

He swallowed the sentimental
nonsense, knowing it was true
for him because he'd seen.only
one side of Mars. His own club
was moving now. Standing be-
side Whaler, they were moving
forward. The other four cops
had come in reluctantly, but
were now thoroughly involved.

“Knock them out and kick
them down!” Whaler yelled..
“And don’t let them get away!”

He was after a thug who was
attempting to run, and brought
him to the ground with a single
blow across the kidneys.

It was soon over. They round-
ed up the men of the gang, and
one of the cops started off.
Whaler called him back. “Where
are you going?”

“To find a phone and call the
wagon,” the man said, his voice
surprised at the stupidity of the
question.

“We’re not using wagons on
the Stonewall gang,” Whaler
told him. “Line them up.”

It was sheer brutality. When
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the men came to, they found
themselves helpless, and facing
police with clubs. If they tried
to run, they were hit from be-
hind, with little regard for how
much danger the blow meant. If
they stood still, they were
clubbed carefully to bruise them
all over. If they fought back, the
pugnaciousness was knocked out
of them at once.

Whaler indicated one who
stood with his shoulders shaking
and tears running down his
cheeks. The Captain’s face was
as sick as Gordon felt, but he
went on methodically, while he
gave his orders. “Take him aside.
Names.”

Gordon found a section away
from the others. It was just
turning dark now, but he needed
less light than there was to see
the fear in the gangster’s face.
“I want the name of every man
in the gang you can remember,”
he told the man.

Horror shot over the other’s
bruised features. “I ain’t no rat!
My God, Colonel, they’d kill me.
They’d stick a knife in me! No!
No! I don’t know, Goddammit I
don’t know!”

His screams were almost
worse than the beating. But Gox-
don kept his face straight, and
moved in again. The other crack-
ed, dropping to the ground and
bawling. Between the other
noises, names began to come.

Gordon took them down, and
then returned with the man to
the others.

Whaler took his nod as evi-
dence enough, and turned to the
wretched toughs. “He squealed,”
he announced. “If he should turn
up dead, I'll know you boys are
responsible, and I'll go looking
for you. Now get out of this dis-
trict or get honest jobs! Be-
cause every time one of my men
sees one of you, this happens all
over again. And you can pass the
word along that the Stonewall
gang is dead!”

He turned his back and moved
off down the street, with the
other police at his side. Gordon
nodded slowly. “I've heard the
theory, but never saw it in prac-
tice. Suppose the whole gang
jumps us at once?”

Whaler shrugged. “Then we're
taken, The old book I got the
idea from didn’t mention that.”

Trouble began brewing shortly
after, though. Men stood out-
side, studying the cops on their
beat. Whaler sent one of the
men to pick up a second squad
of six, and then a third. After
that, the watchers began to melt
away, as if uncertain of how
many the police could summon.

“We'd better shift to another
territory,” Whaler decided, and
Gordon realized that the gang
had fooled itself. They’d figured
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that concentrating the police
here meant other territories
would be safe, and they hadn’t
keen able to resist the chance,
even to bring it to a quick war-
fare in which they might win.

There were two more mug-
gings spotted, and two more
groups were given the same
treatment. In the third one, Gor-
don spotted one of the men who'd
been beaten before. He was a
sick looking spectacle, and he’d
been limping before they caught
him.

Whaler nodded. “Object les-
son!”

The one.good thing about the
Captain, Gordon decided, was
that he believed in doing his own
dirtiest work. When he was fin-
ished, he turned to two of the
other captives, and motioned to
the second offender.

“Get a stretcher, and take him
wherever he belongs,” he or-
dered. “I'm leaving you two able
to walk for that. But if you get
caught again, you’ll get worse
than he got.”

They went in, tired and sore.
There wasn’t a man in the squad
who hadn’t taken a severe beat-
mg in the brawls. But the grum-
bling was less than Gordon had
expected, and he saw grudging
admiration 1n their eyes for
Whaler, who had taken more of
a beating then they had.

Gordon rode back in the offi-

cial car with Whaler, and both
were silent most of the way. But
the Captain stirred finally, sigh-
ing. “Poor devils!”

Gordon jerked up in surprise.
“The gang?”

“No, the cops they’re giving
me. We’re covered, Gordon. But
the Stonewall gang is backing
Wayne for the election, of
course. He’s let me come in be-
cause he figures it will prove to
Marsport that he’s progressive,
and get him more votes than he
can win in the whole district out
there. But afterwards, he’ll have
me out, and then the boys with
me will be marks for the gang
when it comes back. Besides, it'll
show on the books that they did-
n’t kick into his fund. I can al-
ways go back to Earth, and I'll
try to take you along—I guess
we can chisel your fare. But
it’s going to be tough on them.”

Gordon grimaced. “I've got a
yellow ticket, and it’s from Se-
curity,” he said flatly.

Whaler blinked. He dropped
his eyes slowly. “So you’re that
Gordon? Sorry, 1 should have
sent you back to your own pre-
cinct, I guess. But you’re still a
good cop.”

They rode on further in si-
lence, until Gordon broke the ice
to ease the tension. He found
himself liking the other.

“What makes you think Wayne
will be re-elected?” he asked.
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“Nobody wants him, except a

gang of crooks and those in-

power."”

Whaler grinned bitterly.
“Ever see a Martian election?
No, you're a firster. He can’t
lose! And then hell is going to
pop, and this whole planet may
be blown wide open!”

It fitted with the dire predic-
tions of Security, and with the
spying Gordon was going to do,
according to them. It also left
things in a fine mess. With
Wayne out and an honest mayor
in, there’d be small chance to
get the fare he needed. With
Wayne in, he’d be about as popu-
lar as a dead herring—and as
defunct, probably. He'd been a
fool not to take the Mercury
Mines!

But curiously, he had no de-
sire to back out and leave
Whaler in the lurch, even if he’'d

had the power to do so. He dis- -

cussed it with Mother Corey,
who agreed that Wayne would
be re-elected.

“Can’t lose,” the old man said.
He was getting even fatter, now
that he was eating better food
from the fair restaurant around
the corner. Gordon noticed that
he’d apparently washed thor-
oughly, and had trimmed the
wisps of hair. The widow in the
small restaurant might have had
something to do with that,

though he couldn’t imagine any
woman showing interest in the
monstrous hulk. ’

“He'll win,” he repeated. “And
you'll turn honest all over, now
you’re in uniform. Take me,
copper. I figured”on laying low
for awhile, then opening up a
few rooms for a good pusher or
two, maybe a high-class duchess.
Cost "em more, but they’'d be re-
spectable. Only now I'm respec-
table myself, they don’t look so
good. Anyhow, I do all right. No
protection from me—I know too
much! But this honesty stuff,
it’s like dope. You start out on
a little, and you have to go all
the way.”

“It didn’t affect Honest Izzy,”
Gordon pointed out.

“Nope., Because Izzy was al-
ways honest, according to how
he sees it. But you got Earth
ideas of the stuff, like I had
once. Too bad.” He sighed pon-
derously, letting his chins move
sorrowfully, and squeezed up
from his huge chair to go inside.
Gordon went to his own room
and worried.

The week moved on. The
groups grew more experienced,
and Whaler was training a new
squad every night. Gordon’s own
squad was equipped with shields
now, since he’d remembered the
ones on the blonde vixen's gang,
and they were doing better. The
number of muggings and hold-
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ups in the section was going
down. They seldom saw a man
after he’d been treated.

One of the squads was jumped
by a gang of about forty, and
two of the men were killed be-
fore the nearest squad could pull
a rear attack. That day -the
whole force worked overtime,
hunting for the men who had
escaped, and by evening the
Stonewall boys had received
proof that it didn’t pay to go
against the police in large num-
bers. Kidneys and other organs
were harder to replace than
bruised flesh or broken bones.

After that, they began to go
hunting for the members of the
gang. By then they had the
names of nearly all of them, and
some pretty good ideas of their
hideouts.

It wasn’t exactly legal, of
course, But nothing was, here.
Gordon’s conscience was almost
easy, on that—whenever he had
time to think about it. If a doc-
tor's job was to prevent illness
instead of merely curing it, then
why shouldn’t it be a policeman'’s
job to prevent crime? Here, that
was best done by wiping out the
Stonewall gang to the last mem-
ber.

It could lead to abuses, in
time, as he’'d seen on Earth. But
there probably wouldn’t be time
for it, if Mayor Wayne was re-
elected, as even the Native Mar-

tians seemed to feel he would
be!

The gang had begun to break
up and move, but the nucleus
would be the last to go. The po-
lice had orders to beat a mem-
ber of the gang up now, even if
he was merely found walking
down the dirty street for a pack
of Marsweed. Citizens were ap-
pearing on the streets until it
was fully dark for the first time
in years. And here, in this one
section of Marsport, there were
smiles—hungry, beaten smiles,
but still genuine ones—at the
cops.

A storekeeper approached
Gordon timidly at the end of
the second week, offering a drink
of cheap native whiskey to
break the ice. He took it, forcing
it down. The other man
hemmed and hawed, pulling at
his dirty gray mustache—a man-
nerism that seemed completely
out of place when done through
the thickness of an airsuit.

Then he got down to business.
“Hear there’s a new gang set to
move in. Likely figure you won’t
spot ’em, being so busy with the
Stonewallers. Hear as there’s a
gal running this one.” The man
was both scared and a bit
ashamed to pass information to
the police, but he was worried.

Gordon’s mind swept back to
the blonde granddaughter of
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Mother Corey without prodding,
and he straightened. If the vixen
was deliberately needling him—
as it seemed, if th'e man’s story
was true—she had a debt to col-
lect, all right—but not the one
she expected. “Where?”

“Cain's  warehouse.
where it is?”

Gordon nodded, and handed
back the bottle. “Thanks, citi-
zen,” he said. He must have
sounded as if he meant it, for
reassurance and some measure of
pride suddenly flashed onto the
man'’s face. He shoved the bottle
through the slit in his airsuit,
drained it, and nodded.

Gordon considered getting a
squad and going in for a mop-
ping-up operation. By a little bit
of manipulation, it could seem
that he was stumbling on her
while looking for Stonewall
members. But then he remem-
bered her crying over him as she
patched his slit airsuit, and her
apparently honest warning to
him in Fats’ Place.

Besides, while he knew she
could be as dangerous as a man,
he somehow couldn’t get over the
idea that she was only a girl.
He started back to the precinct
headquarters, then swung on his
heel. It wouldn’t do any harm to
spy oul the situation.

He made his way io the old
warehouse building from the
back, taking what cover he could.

Know

It was still two hours until sun-
down, and the gang would prob-
ably be holed up. But he could at
least find out whether the build-
ing had been airproofed.

He found no evidence at first,

until the sun glinted on a spot

that seemed to glisten. It could
be airproof cement, put on teo
heavily, and spilling through. He
slid around nearer to the street,
where the view was better, and
began inching forward, using a
heap of ruined foundation as
cover.

He hugged it, moving around
it, and started forward.

Something scraped against his
suit.

He turned, but with the slow-
ness of caution this time. It was
a good thing. The blonde stood
there, a grin stretching her
mouth into a thin line, and pure
murder in her eyes. A knife was
in her lelt hand, almost touching
the plastic of his uniform’s air-
proofing. In her right hand was
one of the forbidden guns—
probably legal out here, but so
rare on Mars that he hadn’t ac-
tually seen one until now. But
she looked asg if she could use it.

“Drop the stick!” she ordered
him. Her voice was low with
some ohscure passion. IHe had
ne way of knowing it wasn’t
fear—but it was more probably
sheer desire (o kil him,
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The stick hit the ground. Her
knife flashed, and he stepped
back. “Looking for something—
or someone?” she asked.

He shook his head, trying to
estimate his chances, They didn't
look good. “For you,” he told
her, forcing his voice to hold
steady. “I couldn’t get you off
my mind. When you wouldn't
come to visit your poor old
grandfather, I had to hunt you
down. And now . . ."”

Fury lifted her voice an oc-

tave. “Damn you, Gordon. Get-

down on your knees and crawl
like a dog! Crawl, damn you!
When I save the life of a piece
of scum, I want to see grati-
tude.”

“You've seen it, beautiful,” he
told her. “Your own kind. Or
don't you remember the love
tap, and the little present we
exchanged ?”

For a second, he thought she

was going to pull the trigger.
Then she shook her head. “When
they let the air out of your suit,
you should have died. I fixed
that. But I can unfix it. Take off
your helmet—and don’t think I'm
kidding this time. Take it off,
you yellow firster, or I'll punc-
ture your belly—and then seal
up your suit again, so you’ll die
slowly! Well?”

“Is that the way you killed

your—ah—husbhand?” he asked
her. He could feel the first trickle
of sweat on his forehead, and
there was a cold lump in his
stomach, but he held his grin. “I
heard you settled that out of
court.”

She had gone white at the first
words, and the gun in her hand
jerked and trembled tautly. She
tried to speak, choked, and then
bit out a single sentence, her
eyes pin-points of hate.

“Take—it—off!”

He could feel the false amuse-
ment slip from his face, and a
chill of fear wash over him. This
time, she meant it.

A man could live for a couple
of minutes without a helmet . . .
In that time . ..

He reached for it, loosing the
seal, and beginning to lift it off.
The air went out of it, spurting
in little clouds of frost as the
expansion cooled it off, and froze
the water vapor in it. '

... In that time, the precious
two minutes, he could do noth-
ing. He'd been a fool. The effort

. of holding his breath was too

great, and his vision was already
growing unfocussed. .

“So long, baby,” he said, and
hurled the helmet at her. The
air exploded from his lungs with
the words, and for a minute
everything began to turn hlack.

(To be continued)
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POLICE YOUR PLANET

BY ERIK VAN LHIN

ILLUSTRATED BY ORBAN

When they deported Gordon to the corrupt
frontier of Mars, he didn't have sense enough
to starve quietly. He had to join the local
police force just when elections were due.

(Second of Three Parts)
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SYNOPSIS: BRUCE GORDON, ex-
bucer, ex-gaembler, ex-cop, and
now exrreporter has been deport-
ed to Mars on « one-way ticket
by the office of Solar Security for
reporting secvet information on
the hell-world of Merceury., His
only chance to return to Earth is
to act as a spy for Solar Security.

He intends to return on his
own, by making enough to get
dlegal passage buck. He stops
outside the dome that protects
the main part of Marsport, at the
notorious old crooks’ retreat of
MoTHER COREY, an ugly, fat old
man. “With Corey’s help, he
starts his winnings using mark-
ed cards, then moves on to one
of the yambling joints where he
knows how the wheel is -fived.
But Fats Eller and his bouncer
nearly get buck his winnings. He
escapes, and heads out of the
dome toward Mother Corey's.

In the wild slums out therve, he
is utlacked by SIEILA COREY and
her gang. HONEST 122Y has fin-
gerved him for them, but then
sells his services to Gordon, and
fights at his side. They are
beaten, But Sheile stops to rve-
preiy his damaged air-suit, and he
overrconies her, gets back her
share of his wmoney, He lewrns
she is the granddaughter of
Mother Corey, who came o0s o
romantic kid looking for her
grandfather, and was sold by
him to « local gang leader. She

-
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finally killed the gangster, and is
now running wild.

Izzy and Gordom use their
money to join the police foree,
where the graft is best, since
there isn’t enongh to go buck to
Ewrth, Mother Corey also moves
into the dome to be respectadble.
But Gordon finds the adminis-
tration is up for re-election, and
greedy for money to hirve hood-
lums to support it. The graft as
cop is good, but the “Voluntawry
Donations” take most of it.
When he refuses to kick in, he is
kept on duty 24 hours at « time,
until he contributes.

Gordon 1is transferred to the
outskirts, where CAPTAIN
WHALER has been imported from
Earth to clean up the Stonewall
geng. The administration of
MAYOR WAYNE opposes him, but
has to make a token show of co-
operation with him, Whaler uses
wooden clubs and a totally ruth-
less drive to break up the gang.
In two weeks, they are practically
driven out. Gordon finds he en-
joys this, even though there is
no graft involved.

He is doing fine until he hears
of @ new gang opening up there.
He goes sewrching, and is canght
empty-handed by Sheila, who has
one of the guns which is illegal
ot Mars, due to danger to the
dome. She is determined to get
even with him for humiliating
her before, She orders him to
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strip ofi his helmet—which will
'mean denth in the thin air.
Gordon tiies taunting her into
uncontrolled raye, but she simply
becomes moie determined. Final-
ly, he iremoves his helmet and
throws it at her, just before he
blanks out from lack of air.

v

His nose had been bleeding
from the change in pressure, and
there was a taste of blood in his
mouth. Gordon licked his lips,
and opened his eyes slowly, while
the fuzziness gradually moved
out of his mind. He was lying
or his back, staring at a grimy
ceiling, and the air had a musty
quality. By turning his eyes, he
could ‘see that he was in a small,
dimly-lighted room, and that the
hasty work of making it air-tight
had changed none of the ravages
of time; the rottenness had
simply been covered up with
patches of permaseal plastic,
glued down to hold in the air.

The girl was squatting on her
heels beside him, and the gun
was in one of her hands, a knife
ir: the other. Her face was sullen
now, But it firmed up as she saw
that his eyes were open, and the
knife twisted, pointing toward
him. She opened her mouth, but
he beat her to it.

“So you're still soft under-
neath it all?” he challenged her.
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The words were thick on his
tongue, and his head had a thou-
sand devils beating tom-toms in-
side it, but he ignored them ruth-
lessly. “Just because I don’t cry
and whimper, you can’t let me
die. You had to lug me inside
here to find out why, eh?”

Her face had frozen at the
sound of his voice, but she
seemed to pay no attention to his
words. “Why’d you laugh? Damn
you, Gordon, why did you laugh
when you threw that helmet?”

“Because I knew you’d have to
find out why,” he told her. The
surprising thing about it was
that he suddenly realized it had
been true. He'd operated on a
last-second hunch, and it had
paid off. “I knew you couldn’t let
me die without finding out why I
didn’t do what you expected.
You're still soft, Cuddles!”

“Damn you! I'll show you...”
The knife whipped back in an
overhand that no skilled fighter
would use, and then dropped as
he managed to grin at her. “The
name’s Sheila—Sheila Corey, and
no cracks about that!”

She stood up and began pac-
ing, keeping her eyes on him.
She swung back to face him as he
shoved himself into sitting posi-
tion. “You look like a ‘human be-
ing. You bleed like one. But
inside, you’re a rotten, stinking
machine!”

He grimaced at that. He'd



110

been told it before. Compensa-
tion, he'd been told by the psy-
chiatrist in the Security office;
a fear of being hurt that had
begun in the slums as a kid and
frozen him, until he thought he
couldn’t be hurt. He’d walled in
the softness he should have had,
until it couldn’t be reached. He'd
hidden his own feelings, and
learned to disregard those of
others. And the professions he’d
chosen—fighter, gambler, cop,
reporter—had proved it.
“You're just the sort that
grandfather of mine would ad-
mire!” she finished hotly.

He laughed again, then, and
her actions slipped into a slot he
could understand. Before, she
had been a random factor.
There’d been no reason why she
should pick him out as her tar-
get. But he could remember her
passing them that first day, with
Mother Corey so enraptured at
the sight of the new deck of
reader cards that had reminded
him of his own beginnings. To
an outsider, it probably would
have looked as if Mother Corey
had been taking the newcomer
to his enormous bosom.

“And he doesn’t admire you,
eh?” Gordon guessed. “He
laughed at your romantic non-
sense, didn’'t he? He sent you
out to toughen up—and that
must have been an experience!
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Too bad your—ah—husband
couldn’t control ., .”

A shrill whisper of a scream
came from her lips, barely giving
him warning as she charged. The
gun dropped from her fingers,
and the knife lifted. She leaped
for him, her knees striking the
floor where his stomach had
been, and her clawed hand grop-
ing for his throat. The knife
went all the way back and began
to come forward.

He gol one hand up to her
wrist, barely in time. The inertia
of the blow carried the point of
the knife to the fabric of his
suit. He forced it back, while his
other hand jerked her fingers
away from his neck. Then she
was a screaming, clawing mad-
woman, her lips snarled back to
expose her teeth, while her sharp
canines snapped at his throat,
slashed his wrist, and drove for-
ward again and again. Her fin-
gers were raking at his face,
tearing at his hair. And her
whole body was a writhing knot
of fury, as she tried to swarm
over him;/ beating at him with
her knees and feet. She seemed
to have at least a score of wild
limbs, and the governor on her
internal motor had long since cut
out.

His knowledge of the ring was
useless—as useless as the dirty
fighting he’'d learned elsewhere.
His mind snapped all the way
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back to his slum childhood, and
his body reacted as it had done
when the neighborhood tomboys
had ganged up on him, He drove
a sharp elbow against her
breasts, slapped the edge of his
hand against the small of her
back, and then grabbed for her
legs and twisted. Her furious
snarling changed to a gasp, but
before she could catch herself,
he’d rolled out from under her.
He brought a knee up aguinst
the place where sensitive glinds
lay between abdomen and leg.
His hands caught her arms, and
he forced them back by sheer
superiority of muscle, while his
other knee found the second ten-
der spot. He let his weight rest
there, changing his hold on her
wrists from two hands to one,
and jerked her head back with
the other.

He thumped the back of her
head against the hard floor, and
her agonized groans cut off. For
a scant second, she was out, He
found the zipper on her Mars
suit, jerked it down, and caught
the shoulders of the suit in his
hands, bringing it down over her
arms and pinioning them at the
elbows.

Briefly, then, he hesitated. Her
thin blouse had snapped partly
open, exposing the upper part of
her chest. On it were lines and
small scars, telling their own
story of a captivity where the

1

thug had clawed and mauled her
into temporary submission. No
wonder she’d killed the devil!
And the soiled edges of her un-
derclothing told their own story
of a girl who must have been
neat once, but who was now
forced to live where even a
change of clothing was too great
a luxury, and where water was
available only for drinking.

He reached forward to
straighten her blouse. She jerked
to an abrupt steely stiffness, and
gray horror hit her face, while
her eyes threatened to leap out
of their sockets.

-“No!” 1t tore out of her lips
like a board being ripped from
a sawmill.

There was a sickness in him—
the same sickness he'd felt when
his first and only girl-friend had
been found killed at the hands
of a maniac the patrol board had
decided was cured. He stood up,
shaking his head, and located the
knife and the gun.

“Button your blouse, Sheila,”
he told her. “And the next time,
don’t let a man goad you into
going crazy. All I wanted was
your weapons—and I've got
them.”

There was a total lack of com-
prehension in her eyves as she
sat up and reached for the but-
tens. He studied her, unsure of
what to do next, Then, as she
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reached for the zipper on her
suit, he shook his head.

“Take it off,” he told her
sharply. Without a suit, she'd
have to stay inside the hovel
here until he could make up his
mind, at least.

Her face blanched, but she
reached for the zipper, and be-
gan unfastening it. Her hands
shook, but she drew it down, and
started to shrug her way out of
the suit.

He stopped her, and again
there was the sickness inside
him. The few pitiful rags inside
the suit were totally incapable of
covering her decently. It was a
hell of a life for a woman—any
kind of woman. He wondered
abruptly how many others he
saw going about in their suits
were in the same desperate fix—
and how many had sat futilely
trying to patch what they had
while.the police and the gangs
came regularly for their graft.

He reached for the zipper him-
self, and drew it up. “Forget it,
I guess your helmet’s all I need.”

Then she broke. Her legs
seemed to buckle slowly under
her, until zhe was sitting on the
floor. Her hands dropped to her
sides, and her head slumped for-
ward. She made no sound, but
her shoulders shook, and tears
began to drop slowly to the dirty
floor, leaving muddy splotches
where they fell.
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Gordon found his helmet and
put it back on, cutting out the
musty smell of the place. He
picked up her smaller plastic
bowl and strapped it to his belt.
Then he swung to look at her.

The tears were gone now, and
she was on her feet, staring at
him. “You damned human ma-
chine!” she said, and her voice
was flat and harsh. “I should
have known. You wouldn’t even
know what to do with a woman
if she didn’'t care. You're not
even human enough for that!
You—you robot!”

It hurt, inside him. But he
sealed off the hurt of it almost
at once. His lips twisted bitterly.
“Your gratitude’s appreciated,
Cuddles. But I like my women
feminine—and clean!”

Her hand hit the side of his
helmet with a sharp splat. The
red spots on her cheeks spread
outwards to cover her face as
she realized the stupidity of the
gesture. Then she shrugged. “Go
on, then, kill me and get it over
with. You might as well.”

“T'll leave the killing to you,”
he answered her. “You’ll be all
right here, until I can send some-
one to take you off in the paddy
wagon.” He threw back the hel-
met, sniffing the air again, but
there was enough oxygen in it
for several hours for her. Yet
there was genuine fear in her
eyes. He puzzled over it for a
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second, before her glance at the
knife he held triggered his mind.

In a way, she was probably
right, He could imagine the type
of gutter-sweepings she must
have recruited in her desperate
attempt to set up a gang out
here. If one of them came back
and found her without a
weapon . . . .

He broke the gun and removed
the bullets from it, dropping
them into a pocket of his suit.
For a second, he hesitat-
ed. Mavbe he should take
her with him. But that would
mean turning her over to Cap-
tain Whaler, who'd see no differ-
ence between the men of the
Stonewall gang and a woman
trying to set up another gang.
Mayvbe there was no difference,
but he still owed her a vague
kind of obligation because of her
sillv attempt to save his life the
other time—and he preferred to
firht his own battles. This came
under the heading of a personal
feud. Anyhow, even if her men
came back, they'd have no helmet
to fit her. She’d keep, until he
could come back—and a little
waiting and worry would be zood
for her.

He tossed her the gun, and
started to go out through the
dilapidated entrance port. Then
he grinned, and turned back.

“They’ll be as scared of it
without bullets as with, if they
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don’t know,” he told her. “But
this time, if I let you keep it, 1
want to see some gratitude. Come
here! And if you bite, I'll knock
vour head off!”

Surprisingly, after a single
instant of fury, she came quietly
enough, even lifting her head
toward him. He dragged her
shoulders around, and pulled her
to him, bending down to lips that
neither resisted nor responded.
Then he felt the beginnings of
a response, and his hand dropped
sharply to his knife, pressing it
down into its sheath before she
could reach it.

He drew his head up, and the
grin came back to his lips.
“Naughty, naughty,” he told her.

She stamped her foot against
the floor and jerked her head
away. “Damn you! You stink-
ing . .."”

But her head came up again.
and her eves met his. She fought
back for a second as he pulled
her to him. This time, there was
life and fire in her lips, and even
through the suit he could fecl her
sway towards him.

He  straightened, snapped
down the helmet, and was head-
ing out through the entrance
without a backwards look. It was
night outside, and the phosphor
bulbs at the corners were glow-
ing dimly, giving him barely
cnough light by which to locate
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the way back to the extemporized
precinct housd, He shook the fiuizz
out of his head, grimacing at his
own reactions. Well, the vixen
had needed taming.

He reached the outskirts of the
miserable business section, no-
ticing that a couple of the shops
were still open. It had probably
been years since one had dared
risk it after the sun went down.
And the slow, doubtful respect on
the faces of the citizens as they
nodded to him was even more
proof that Whaler’s system was
working, however drastic it
might be. Gordon nodded to a
couple, and they grinned faintly
at him. Damn it, Mars could be
cleaned up . . .

He grinned at himself. Maybe
Mother Corey was right; put a
cop’s uniform on him, and he
started thinking like a cop. All
this was fine, but it didn’t help
him get back to Earth. Even at
dcuble pay, he still wasn’t get-
ting anywhere. The best place
for him was still back under the
central dome, where the pickings
were good.

Then something needled at his
mind, until he swung back. The
man was carrying a lunch basket,
and wearing the coveralls of one
o7 the crop prospector crews, but
the expression on his face had
been wrong. Gordon had noticed
it from the corner of his eye,
and now he saw the sullen scowl
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slip from the man’s face abruptly
and turn into a mixture of hate
and fear.

Red hair, too heavily built, a
lighter section where a mustache
had been shaved and the skin not
quite perfectly powdered . .. Gor-
don moved forward quickly, until
he could make out the thin scar
showing through the make-up
over the man’s eyes. He'd been
right-—it was O’Neill, head of
the Stonewall gang, and the man
they’d been trying hardest to
find.

Gordon hit the signal switch,
and the Marspeaker let out a
shrill whistle. O’Neill had turned
to run, and then seemed to think
better of it. His hand darted
down to his belt, just as Gordon
reached him.

The heavy locust stick met the
man's wrist before the weapon
was_half drawn—another gun!
Guns, suddenly, seemed to be
flcurishing everywhere. It drop-
ped from the hand as the wrist
snapped, and O’Neill let out a
high-pitched cry of pain. Then
another cop came around a cor-
ner at a run,

“You can’t do it to me! I'm
reformed. I'm going straight!
You damned cops can't . . .”
O'Neill was blubbering. The
small crowd that was collecting
was all to the good, Gordon knew,
and he let the man go on.
Nothing could help break up the
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gangs more than having a leader
break down in public.

The other cop had yanked out
O'Neill’s wallet, and now tossed
it to Gordon. One look was
enough—the work papers had
the tell-tale overthickening of the
signature that had showed up on
other papers, and they were
obviously forgeries, The cops had
been accepting the others on the
hope of finding one of the
leaders, and luck had been with
them.

Some of the citizens turned
away as Gordon and the other
cop went to work, but most of
them- had old hatreds that left
them no room for squeamishness.
When it was over, the two picked
up their whimpering captive.
Gordon pocketed the revolver
with his free hand. “Walk,
O’Neill!” he ordered. “Your legs
are still whole. Use them!”

The man staggered between
them, whimpering as each step
jolted his wrecked body. If any
of the gang were around, they
made no attempt to rescue him
as he moved down the four blocks
tc the precinct house. This was

probably the most respectable .

section of Marsport, at the mo-
ment.

Jenkins, the other cop, had
been holding the wallet, Now he
held it out towards Gordon. “The
gee was heeled, Corporal. Must
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of been making a big contact in
something. Fifty-fifty ?”

“Turn it in to Whaler,” Gordon
said, and then cursed himself for
being a fool. There must have
been over two thousand credits
in the wallet, a nice start toward
his pile. He was hoping that
Jenkins would argue him out of
his unreasoned honesty, but the
other merely shrugged and stuff-
ed it back into O’Neill’s belt-
pocket. It didn’t make sense, but
the money was still there when
they dumped the crook onto a
bench before Whaler,

The Captain’s face had been
buried in a pile of papers, but
now he came around to stare at
the gang leader. He inspected
the forged work papers, and
jerked his thumb toward one of
the hastily built cells, where a
doctor would look O’Neill over
—eventually. When Gordon and
Jenkins came back, Whaler toss-
ed the money to them. “Split it.
You guys earned it by keeping
your hands off it. Anyhow, you're
as entitled to it as he was—or
the grafters back at Police Head-
quarters. I never saw it . .. Gor-
don, you've got a visitor!”

His voice was bitter, but he
made no opening for them to
question him as he picked up
the papers and began going
through them again. Gordon
went down the passage to the
end of.the hall, in the direction
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Whaler had indicated, Waiting
for him was the lean, cynical
little figure of Honest Izzy, com-
plete with wuniform and ser-
geant’s stripes.

“Hi, gov’'nor,” the little man
greeted him. “Long time no see.
With you out here and me busy
nights doing a bit of convoy
work on the side, we might as
well not both live at Mother’s.”

Gordon nodded, grinning in
spite ol himself. “Convoy duty,
[zzy ? Or dope running?”

“Whittever comes to hand,
gov'nor. The Force pays for my
time during the day, and I figure
my time’s my own at night. Of
course, if I ever catch myself
doing anything shady during the
day, I'll have to turn myself in.
But it ain't likely.” He grinned
in satisfaction. “Now that I've
dug up the scratch to buy these
stripes and get made sergeant—
and that takes the real crackle—
I'm figuring on taking it easy.”

“Like this social call?” Gordon
asked him.

The little man shook his head,
his ancient eighteen-year-old face
turning sober. “Nope. I've been
meaning to see you, so I volun-
teered to run out some red tape
for your Captain. You owe me
scme bills, gov'nor. Eleven hun-
dred fifty credits. You didn’t pay
up your pledge to the campaign
fund, so I hadda fill in. A_thou-
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sand, interest at ten percent a
week, standard. Right?”

Gordon had heard of the
friendly interest charged on the
side here, but he shook his head.
“Wrong, Izzy. If they want to
collect that dratted pledge of
theirs, let them put me wheve I
can make it. There’s no graft
out here!”

“Huh?” Izzy turned it over,
and shook his head. Finally he
shrugged. “Don’t matier, gov’-
nor. Nothing about that in the
pledge, and when you sign some-
thing, you gotta pay it. You
gotta.”

“All right,” Gordon admitted.
He was suddenly in no mood to
quibble with Izzy’s personal code.
“So you paid it. Now show me
where I signed any agreement
saying I’d pay vou back!”

For a second, Izzy’s face went
blank. Then he chuckled, and
the g¢rin flashed back impishly.
“Jet me! You're right, gov'nor.
I sure asked for that one. Okay,
I'm bloody well suckered. So for-
get it.”

Gordon shrugged and gave up.
He pulled out the bills and hand-
ed them over, noticing that he
was left with less than a hundred
credits. It seemed that nothing
he did would increase his bank-

roll over that here. “Thanks,
Izzy.”
“Thanks, yourself.” The kid

pocketed the money cheerfully,
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nodding. “Buy you a beer. Any-
Low, you won’t miss it. I came
out to tell you I got the sweetest
beat in Marsport—over a dozen
gambling joints on it—and I need
a right gee to work it with me.
So you're it!”

For a moment, Gordon won-
dered what Izzy had done to
earn that beat, but he could
guess. The little guy knew Mars
as few others did, apparently,
from all sides. And if any of the
other cops had private rackets of
their own, Izzy was undoubtedly
the maw to find it out, and use
the information. With a beat
such as that, even going halves,
and with all the graft to the
upper brackets, he’'d still be able
to make his pile in a matter of
months.

But he shook his head. “I'm
assigned here, Izzy, at least for
another week, until after elec-
tions . . .”

“Better take him up, Gordon,”
Whaler’s voice told him bittlerly.
The Captain looked completely
beaten as he came into the room
and dropped onto the bench. “Go
on, accept, damn it, You're not
assigned here any more. None
of us are. Mayor Wayne found
an old clause in the charter and
got a rigged decision, pulling me
back under his full authority. I
thought I had full responsibility
to Earth, but he’s got me. Wear-
ing their uniform makes me a

1Mz

temporary citizen! So we're
being smothered back into the
Force, and they’ll have their
patsies out here, setting things
up for the Stonewall boys to
come back by election time. Grab
while the grabbing’s good, be-
cause by tomorrow morning I'll
have this all closed down!”

He shook off Gordon's hand,
and stood up roughly. to head
back up the hallway. Then he
stopped and looked hHack. “One
thing, Gordon. I've still enough
authority to make you a ser-
geant. It's been a pleasure work-
ing with you, Sergeant Gordon!”

He swung out of view abrupt-
ly, leaving Gordon with a heavy
weight in  his stomach. Izzy
whistled, and began picking up
his helmet, preparing to go out-
side, “So that’s the dope I
brought out, eh? Takes it kind
of hard, doesn’t he?"

“Yeah,” Gordon answered.
There was no use trying to ex-
plain it to Izzy. “Yeah, we do.
Come on.”

Outside,
cops

Gordon saw other
moving from house to
house, and he realized that
Whaler must be sending out
warnings to the citizens that
things would be rough again. For
a second, he started to go back to
help, until he realized that he'd
completely forgotten about free-
ing Sheila. That would have to
be done first. “Come on,” he said,
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and headed toward the aban-
doned section, Izzy shrugged, but
followed.

But there was no need to free
her. A bullet within inches of
his head told him that, when
they were still three hundred
feet from the old ruin.

He dropped to his face, curs-
ing himself for not checking her
clothing for more bullets. In the
dim light, he could just see her,
with some odd thing around her
head. Apparently, she’'d vanked
the permaseal sheets off the wall
and glued them into a substitute
helmet. He should have thought
of that, too.

“The Mother’s babe?”
asked. .

He nodded, and reached for the
gun he had taken from O'Neill,
just as another shot sounded
faintly in the thin air.

Izzy’s hand darted back and
appeared with a knife in it.
“Easy, gov'nor! Don’t try any-
thing! She gave me a retainer
for protection against you, and
it’s good till after elections!”

“She’ll kill both of us!”

“Can’t be helped,” Izzy said
flatly. “She’s a bad shot. Never
ad much chance to practice---1
hope!”

She apparently had only one
reload for the gun, but two of thke
bullets were painfully close be-
fore she stopped firing. Then she
abruptly turned and ran back

Izzy
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into darkness. Izzy put the knife
back, and got to his feet, holding
out a hand to help Gordon.
“Wheew! Let's get a beer, gov'-
nor—on me!”

It was as good an idea as any
h¢  had, Gordon decided. He
might as well enjoy what life he
still had while he could, on this
stinking planet. The prospect for
the future didn't look too 1osy.

Sheila was loose and planning
vengeance. The Stonewall gang
—what was left of it—and all
its friends would be gunning for
him now. The Force .wouldn’t
have been fooled when Izzy paid
kis pledge, and they’d mark him
dewn as disloyal—if they didn't
automatically mark down all
who'd served under Whaler. He'd
be a sergeant on a good beat until
after elections. Then they’'d get
him. And if the reform ticket
should win, he’d be out cold.

It was a lovely future. And
meantime, he didn't have the
rhost of an idea as {o what
Security wanted of him, or where
they were hiding themselves,

“Make it two beers, Izzy,” he
said. “Needled!”

VI

In the few days at the short-
lives! Nineteenth Precinct, Gor-
dor: had begun to feel like a cop
apain, but the feeling disap-
peared as he reported in at Cap-
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tain Isiah Trench's Seventh
Precinct. Trench had once been
a colonel in the Marines, before a
court-martial and sundry un-
pleasantness had driven him off
Earth. His dark, scowling face
and lean body still bore a mili-
tary air, and there was none
of the usual false subtlety cur-
rently in fashion among his fel-
low captains.

He looked Gordon over sourly,
and shook his head. “I’ve been
reading your record, Gordon, and
it stinks. Making trouble for
Jurgens—could have been charg-
ed as false arrest. No cooperation
with your captain until he forced
it. Out in the sticks beating up
helpless men. Now you come
crawling back to your only friend
Isaacs. Well, if he wants you, I'll
give it a try. But step out of
Jine, and I'll have you cleaning
streets with your bare hands.
All right, Corporal Gordon. Dis-
missed. Get to your beat.”

Gordon grinned wryly at the
emphasis on his title, No need
to ask what had happened to
Whaler’'s recommendation that
he be made a sergeant. He joined
Izzy in the locker room, summing
up the situation.

“Yeah.” Izzy looked worried,
his thin face pinched in. “Maybe
I didn’t do you a favor, gov’'nor,
pulling you here. I dunno. I got
some pics of Trench from a gee
I know. That’s how I got my beat
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so fast in the Seventh. But
Trench ain’t married, and I

guess I've used up the touch.
Maybe I could try it, though.”

“Forget it,” Gordon told him.

He had his private doubis.
Trench would probably take out
on him the resentment at Izzy's
blackmailing. They moved out to
the little car that would take
them to their beat for the day
in silence,

The beat was a gold-mine. It
lay through the gambling section
where Gordon had first tried his
luck on Mars. There were a dozen
or so gambling joints, half a
dozen cheap saloons, and a fair
number of places listed as room-
ing-houses, though they made no
bones about the faect that all
their permanent inhabitants
were female. Since men outnum-
bered women here by six to one,
it was a thriving business. Then
the beat swung off the main
stem, past a row of small busi-
nesses and cheap genuine room-
ing-houses, before turning back
to the main section.

They began in the poorer sec-
tion. It wasn’t the day to collect
the “tips” for good service that
had once been an honest attempt
to promote good police service,
before it became a racket. But
they were met everywhere by
sullen faces, and Gordon noticed
that two of the little shops had
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apparently gone out of business
in the last few days. Izzy ex-
plained it. The city had passed.a
new poll tax to pay for election
booths, supposedly, and made the
police collect it. Whaler must
have disregarded the order, but
the rest of the force had been
busy helping the administration
kill the egg-laying goose in its
drive for election funds.

But once they hit the main
stem, things were mere routine.
The gambling joints took it for
granted that beat-cops had to be
paid, and considered it part of
their operating expense. The only
problem was that Fats’ Place was
the first one on the list. Gordon
remembered the bouncer with the
gun and ugly temper, He didn’t
expect to be too welcome there.
But Izzy was heading across the
street, and it might as well be
faced now as later.

There was no sign of the thug,
but Fats came out of his back
office, just as Gordon reached the
little bar. He came over, nodded,
and picked up a cup and dice, to
begin shaking them.

“High man for sixty,” he said
automatically, and expertly rolled
hullseyes for a two. “lzzy said
you'd be around. Sorry my man
drew that knife on you the last
time, Corporal.”

Gordon rolled an eight and
pocketed the bills. He suspected
that more of the normal fatalism
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of a gambler lay behind Fats’
acceptance than any fear he
might report the illegal gun in-
side the dome. He shrugged.
“Accidents will happen, Fats.”

“Yeah,” The other picked up
the dice and began rolling sevens
absently. “How come you're
walking beat, anyhow? With
what yvou pulled here, you should
have bought a captaincy.”

Gordon told him briefly, The
man chuckled grimly. “Well,
that’s Mars,” he said, and turned
back to his private quarters.

Mostly, it was routine work.
They came on a drunk later, col-
lapsed in an alley, and pretty
badly mauled. But the muggers
had apparently given up before
Izzy and Gordon arrived, since
the man had his wallet clutched
in his hand. Gordon reached for
it, twisting his lips. Make hay
while the sun shines, he thought
bitterly.

Izzy stopped him, surprisingly.
“It ain’t honest, gov'nor. If the
gees in the wagon clean him, or
the desk man gets it, that's their
business. But I'm bloody well
going to run a straight beat, or
else!”

That was followed by a call to
remove a berserk spaceman from
one of the so-called rooming
houses. Gordon noticed that
workmen were busy setting up a
heavy wooden gate in front of
the entrance to the place. There
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were a lot of such preparations
going on for the forthcoming
elections.

“Then the shift was over, But
Gordon wasn’t too surprised
when his relief showed up two
hours late. He’d half-expected
some such nastiness from
Trench. He sent a muttering Izzy
back when the little man’s relief
came, and walked his beat grim-
ly. But he was surprised at the
look on his tardy relief’s face.

The man seemed to avoid
facing him, as if he had the
plague. “Captain says report in
person
tered, and swung out of the
scooter and onto his beat with-
out further words. Gordon
shouted after him, then shrug-
ged, and began steering the
scooter back to the precinct
house.

He was met there by blank
faces and averted looks, but
someone jerked a thumb toward
Trench’s office, and he went in-
side. Trench sat chewing on a
cigar, and nodded curtly. His
voice was hoarse. “Gordon, what
does Security want with you?”

“Seceurity ?” It hit him like a
sap, after the weeks of waiting
without a sign. Some of it must
have shown in his voice, hecause
Trench looked up sharply from
something on the desk. Gordon
tried to cover, knowing it was
probably too late. “Not a damned

at once,” the cop mut-.
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thing, if I ecan help it. They
kicked me off Earth on a yellow
ticket, if that’s what you mean.”

“Yeah.” Trench wasn't con-
vinced. He tossed a letter toward
Gordon, bearing the “official
business” seal of Solar Security.
It was addressed to Corporal
Bruce Gordon, Nineteenth Police
Precinct, Marsport. Trench kept
kis eyes on it, his face filled with
suspicion and the vague fear
most men had for Security.

“Yeah,” he said again. “Okay,
probably routine. Only next time,
Gordon, put the facts on your
record with the Force. If you're
a deportee, it should show up.
That's all!”

Gordon went out, holding the
envelope. The warning in
Trench’s voice wasn’t for any
omission on his record, he knew.
He studied the seal on the en-
velope, and nodded. They’d been
careful, but a close inspection
showed it had been opened. He
shoved it into his belt pocket and
waited until he was in his own
room before opening it.

It was terse, and unsigned.
“Report expeeted, overdue. Fail-
ure to obscrve duty will result in
permanent resettlement to Mer-
cury.”

He swore, coldly and methodi-
cally, while his stomach dug
knots in itself. The damned, stu-
pid, blundering fools! That was
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all Trench and the police gang
had to see, Sure, report at once.
Drop a letter in the mailbox, and
the next day it would be turned
over to Commissioner Arliss’ of-
fice. Any gang as well-settled as
Wayne and Arliss would have
ways and means of taking care
of a spy for Security. Report or
be kicked off to a planet that
Security felt enough worse than
Mars to use as punishment! Re-
port and find Mars a worse place
than Mercury could ever be.
They’d fixed him up—it was al-
most as if they wanted him given
the works. And for all he knew,
that might be the case.

He felt sick as he stood up to
find paper and pen and write a
terse, factual account of his own
personal doings—minus any hint
of anything wrong with the sys-
tem here. Security might think
it was enough for the moment,
and the local men might possibly
decide it was all that was meant
by Security—a mere required
formality. At least it would stall
things off for a while, he hoped.

But he knew now that he could
never hope to get back to Earth
legally. That vague promise by
Security was so much hogwash,
as he should have known all
along. Yet it was surprising how
much he had counted on it.
Somewhere in the back of his
head, he’d felt that even if he
failed to get his stake to pay
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for smuggling him back, even-
tually Security might reprieve
him. Now, while his chances
looked slimmer with every pass-
ing day and every extra mark
against him, the responsibility
for leaving Mars was squarely
oni his own shoulders—with
speed a lot more important than
scruples.

He tore the envelope from Se-
curity into tiny shreds, too small
for Mother Corey to make sense
of, and went out to send the
space cable, feeling the few bills
in his pocket. Less than a hun-
dred credits, after paying for the
message—and it took thousands
to pay for even a legal passage!

He passed a sound truck, blat-
ting out a campaign speech by
candidate Murphy, filled with
too-obvious facts about the pres-
ent administration, together
with hints that Wayne had paid
to have Murphy assassinated.
Gordon saw a crowd around it
and was surprised, until he rec-
ognized them as Rafters—men
from the biggest of the gangs
supporting Wayne, The few citi-
zens on the street who drifted
toward the truck took a good look
at them and moved on hastily.

It seemed incredible that
Wayne could be reelected,
though, even with the power of
the gangs. Murphy was probably
a grafter, too, but he'd at least
be a change, and certainly the
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citizens were aching for that. If
he won, of course, Gordon would
be out on his ear. If he lost, how-
ever, it wouldn’t help much; once
the Wayne gang was back in
solidly, they’d be prepared to
take care of anvone whom they
suspected. Yet there seemed
nothing to do but play it straight
for the few days left.

The next day his relief was
later, Gordon waited, trying to
swallow their petty punishments,
but it went against the grain.
Finally, he began making the
rounds acting as his own night
man. The owners of the joints
didn’t care whether they paid
the second daily dole to the same
man or another. But they
wouldn’t pay it again that same
night. He’d managed to tap most
of the places before his relief
showed. He made no comment,
but dutifully filled out the proper
portion of hoth takes for the
Voluntary Donation box. It
wouidn't do his record any good
with Trench, but it should put
an end to the overtime.

Trench, however, had other
ideas.” He sent the relief out
promptly, but left a message
under the special emergency
heading. Somehow, they’d over-
looked sending one of the desti-
tutes over to the Employment
Bureau, and it was up to Gordon
to take the trip.
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Gordon knew a little about the
svstem used to save the city any
cost from keéping the hopelessly
poor who gave up or the drug
addicts who reached the end of
their rope. In former days, it had
been known as indentured slav-
ery, but slavery was illegal here,
so they called it empleyment pro-
curement. And, as usual. when
the honest word was avoided, the
deed itself was worse.

He watched them bring out a
pitifully slim girl with an old,
sullen face and the body of a
sixteen-year old. He signed the
papers, snapped the cuffs about
her wrist and his own, and got
into the back of the wagon with
her. The papers he carried told
the story, roughly. Hilda"s father
had been killed “accidentally”
when he refused to meet his rack-
et protection payments. Her
brother had joined one of the
petty gangs and been killed in a
feud. Her mother had kept food
in the girl's mouth for two
years in the only way an un-
skilled woman could earn money
on Mars, until she was picked up
and fined for having no permit.
Then, in default of money to pay
the fine, the city had sold her
services for five years to the
operator of a sweat-shop, where
she’d probably have died* of
tuberculosis by now. The girl
had run away to the slums be-
yond the dome, joined a gang,
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and made out for a while. But
things must have gone wrong,
because the police had found her
dying with run-down batteries
for her aspirator.

Her sullen eyes were on him as
he filled in from the glib ex-
pressions on the records. “I hope

you're satisfied!” she said,
finally.
“Why me?”

“Because it’s all your fault. I
was doin’ all right. Sheila and
me was like that—see? Just like
that. Gave me her second slip, she
did, when I didn’t have none. And
she was building her a good
gang. Boy, did she keep them
respectful, too! And to me, even!
Then she come back one night
an’ they told her either she got
them bigger jobs or she was out.
So she got them one. You! You,
see? Said she’d find a sucker, and
we waited, and she highsigns us
it was gonna be outside the
dome, and safe. And we took you,
teo. 'N she sent us ahead ...”

Her voice trailed off, and Gor-
don waited. Sheila Corey, it
seemed, had to be mixed up in
everything. The girl caught her
breath, and her eyes were hot
now. “When they went back, they
found her all beaten up. Nat-
urally, they didn't want a gang
leader that'd let things like that
happen. 'N they had a big fight,
and they all quit her, except me.
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You just try not having a gang,
Mr. Cop! I run away when I seen
she din’t have enough for even
herself to eat. Now she’s prob-
ably . ..”

“She’s doing all right,” Gordon
told her. “At least she was a
couple days ago. Well enough to
buy a gun, pay a retainer against
me, and start operating, at
least.”

The girl’s eyes dropped then.
She sighed, almost contentedly.
“Gee, I'm glad. Sheila’s a queen
—a real queen ... Mr. Cop, what
they gonna do to me? I mean, it
ain’t gonna be . . .”

“Somebody’ll probably want
you to keep house and maybe
marry in a couple years,” Gor-
don answered. He knew that it
could happen—but he doubted it.
The papers had carried a note
that the city was putting in a bid
of five hundred credits for her
five years of service. It was
doubtful that anyone would offer
more for her, or even bother to
bid against the city-owned
houses.

They had reached the barn-like
Employment Bureau then, and
he turned her over to one of the
attendants. Bidding was almost
done. for the day, and onlv a few
bidders remained, whi'e the auc-
tioneer was proceeding in an
automatic sing-song. He finished
oh a blowsy, elderly woman who
kept protesting that she was a
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seamstress, she was. Then he
signalled the clerk.

There was only one other up
for auction, other than Hilda.
The man had obviously been
beaten by the drug habit, and
had hit the final skids. He’'d been
given shots preparatory to the
bidding, but his eyes still showed
the agony of the final bout with
the habit. The clerk glanced at
his papers, and gobbled into the
microphone.

“Williams, garage - mechanic,
Petty theft, caught trying to
trade off the proceeds. Went
crazy and attacked the arresting
officers. Now agrees to work
willingly in return for basic
needs. The employer will get a
legal prescription for his drugs,
and it’s a five year contract with
no penalty clause!”

In spite of the fact that normal
protections for Williams had
been revoked, there was only
one bid, from a man who wanted
a new helper in a small atomic
waste refinery. The last man, he
admitted, had died of radioactive
poisoning in less than two years,
and he protested against raising
his bid of a hundred credits
when he couldn’t count on the
full five years. The auctioneer
finally agreed that the price was
satisfactory.

Gordon got out, before the bid-
ding on the girl could begin.
He’d had enough. But he won-
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dered whether Sheila would hold
this against him, too, if she
heard he’d been the one to de-
liver the girl. Probably, he sup-
posed. She was good at blaming
her own failures on him, and
then declaring war, to find some-
thing else to hold against him.
Izzy came in when he got back
to Mother Corey’s, fuming at
Trench’'s campaign to keep Gor-
don on long hours. But Gordon
was too tired to care. He chased
the other out, rolled over, and
was almost instantly asleep.
The overtime continued, but it
was dull after that—which made
it even more tiring. And the time
he took the special release out to

‘the space-port was the worst.

Seeing the big ship readying for
take-off back to Earth and the
people getting on board did
nothing to make Gordon happier
about the situation.

Then it was the day before
election. The street was already
bristling with barricades around
the entrances, and everything
ran with a last desperate rest-
lessness, as if there would be no
tomorrow. The operators all
swore Wayne would be elected,
but they seemed to fear a mir-
acle. And on the poorer section of
the beat, there was a spiritless
hope that Murphy might come
in with his reform program. Men
who would normally have been
punctilious about their payments
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were avoiding him, as if hoping
that by putting it off a day or
¢c tney could run into a period
wheire no such payment would
evel he asked—or a smaller one,
at lzast. And he was too tired
to chase down the ones who could
be reached. His collections had
heen falling off already, and he
knew that he’d be on the carpet
for that, if he didn’t do better.
It wus a rich territory, and re-
guired careful mining; even as
the week had gone, he still had
morc money in his wallet than he
had expected.

But it had to be still more
Lefore night,

In that, he was lucky. At the
last hour, he came on a pusher
working one of the better houses
in the section—long after his
collections should have been
over. He knew by the man’s face
that no protection had been paid
highev up. And the pusher was
well-heeled, either from a good
morning or a draw made to buy
more supplies that were neces-
sary to twenty percent of Mars’
population. Gordon confiscated
the money, realizing it would
make up for any shorts in the
rest of his collection.

This time, Izzy came up with-
out protests. Lifting the roll of
anyone outside the enforced part
of Mars’ laws was apparently
honest, in his eyes. He nodded,
and pointed to the man’s belt.
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“Pick up the snow, too,” he
suggested.

The pusher’s face paled. He
must have had his total capital
with him, because stark ruin
shone in his eyes. “Good God,
Sergeant,” he pleaded. “Leave me
something! I’ll make it right, I'l]
cut you in. I gotta have some of
that for myself!”

Gordon grimaced, He couldn’t
work up any great sympathy for
anyone who made a living out of
drugs. The end product he had
seen at the Employment Bureau
wasn’t pleasant. And the addict
wasn't just bedevilled by even-
tual spasms when his supply was
gone—he was constantly haunted
by a fear of it, long before.

They cleaned the pusher, and
left him sitting on the steps, a
picture of slumped misery, Izzy
nodded approval. “Let him feel it
awhile. No.sense jailing him yet.

Bloody fool had no business
starting without lining the
groove. Anyhow, we’ll get a

bunch of credits for the stuff
when we turn it in.”

“Credits ?” Gordon asked.

“Sure.” Izzy patted the little
package. “We get a quarter
value, Captain probably gets
fifty percent from one of the
pushers who’s lined with him.
Everybody’s happy.”

“Why not push it ourselves?”
Gordon asked in disgust.

Izzy shook his head. “Wouldn’t
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be honest, gov’nor. Cops are sup-
posed to turn it in.”

Trench was almost jovial when
he weighed the package and ex-
amined it to find how much it
had been cut. He issued them
slips, which they added as part
o7 the contributions. “Good work
—-vou, too, Gordon. Best week in
the territory for a couple of
months. T guess the citizens like
vou, the way they treat you.” He
laughed at his own stale joke,
and Gordon was willing to laugh
with him. The credit on the dope
had paid for most of the contri-
butions. For once, he had money
tc show for the week.

Then Trench motioned for-
ward, and dismissed Izzy with
a nod of his head. “Something to
discuss, Gordon. Isaacs, we're
holding a little meeting, so wait
around, You're a sergeant al-
ready. But Gordon, I'm offering
you a chance. There aren’t
enough openings for all the good
men, but . .. Oh, bother the soft-
soap. We're still short on election
funds. So there’s a raffle. Two
men holding winning tickets get
bucked up to sergeants. A hun-
dred credits a ticket. How
many ?”

He frowned suddenly as Gor-
don counted out three bills. “You
have a better chance with more
tickets, Gordon. A ‘'much better
chance!”

The hint was hardly veiled.
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Gordon stuck the tickets into his
wallet, along with the inevitable
near-hundred-credits that seem-
ea to be his maximum. It was a
fine planet for ,picking up easy
money, but holding it was an-
other muatter,

Trench counted the money and
put it away. “Thanks, Gordon.
That fills my quota. Look, you’'ve
heen on overtime all week. Why
not skip the meeting? Isaacs can
brief you, later. Go out and get
drunk, or something.”

The comparative friendliness
of the peace offering was prob-
ably the uliimate in graciousness
from Trench. Idly, Gordon won-
dered what kind of pressure the
captains were under; it must be
pretty stiff, judging by the relief
the man was showing at making
quota.

“Thanks,” Gordon acknowl-
edged, but his voice was bitter in
his ears. “I’ll go home and rest.
Drinking costs too much for
what I make. It’'s a good thing
you don’t have income tax here.”

“We do,” Trench said flatly.
“Forty per cent. Better make out
a form next week, and start pay-
ing it regularly. But you can
deduct your contributions here.”

Gordon got out before he
learned more good news. At
least, though, at the present rate
he wouldn’t have too much tax to
pay.
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As Gordon came out from the
precinct house, he noticed the
sounds first. Under the huge
dome that enclosed the main part
of the city, the heavier air-pres-
sure permitted normal travel of
sound, and he’d become sensitive
to the voice of the city after the
relative quiet of the Nineteenth
Precinct. But now the normal
noise was different. There was an
undertone of hushed waiting,
with the sharp bursts of ham-
mering and last-minute work
standing out sharply through it.

Voting booths were being fin-
ished here and there, and at one a
small truck was delivering bal-
lots. Voting by machine had
pever  been  established  here.
Wherever the hooths were being
thrown up, the near-by establish-
ments were rushing gates and
barricades in front of the build-
ings. )

- Most of the shops were already
closed-—even some of the saloons.
To make up for it, stands were
heing placed along the streets,
carrying banners that proclaimed
free beer for all loyal adminis-
tration friends. The few bars
that were still open had been
blessed with the sign of some
mob, and obviously were well
staffed with hoodlums ready to
protect the proprietor. Private
houses were boarded up. The
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scattering of last-minute shop-
pers along the streets showed
that most of the citizens were
laying in supplies to last until
after election, apparently plan-
ning to regard it as a siege.

Gordon passed the First Mars-
port Bank and saw that it was
surrounded by barbed wires,
with other strands still being
strung, and with a sign proclaim-
ing that there was high voltage
in the wires. Watching the opera-
tion was the flashy figure of
Jurgens. From the way the men
doing the work looked at him, it
was obvious that his hoodlums
had been hired for the job.

Toward the edge of the dome
where Mother Corey’s place was,
the narrower streets were filling
with the gangs, already half-
drunk and marching about with
their banners and printed signs.
The parades would be starting
just after sundown, and would
gc on until fighting and rioting
finally dispelled the last paraders.
Curiously enough, all the gangs
weren't working for Wayne's re-
election. The big Star Point gang
had apparently grown tired of
the increasing cost of protection
from the government, and was
actively campaigning for Mur-
phy. Their home territory
reached nearly to  DMother
Corey’s, before it ran into.the
no-man’s-land separating it from
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the gang of Nick the Croop. The
Croopsters were loyal to Wayne.

Gorden turned into his usual
short-cut past a rambling plas-
tics plant and through the yard
where their trucks were parked.
He had half expected to find it
barricaded, but apparently the
rumors that Nick the Croop
owned it were true, and it would
be protected in other ways, with
the trucks used for street fight-
ing, if needed. He threaded his
way between two of the trucks.

Then a yell reached his ears,
and something swished at him.
An egg-sized rock hit the truck
behind him and bounced back,
just as he spotted a hoodlum
drawing back a sling for a second
shot.

Gordon was on his knees be-
tween heart-beats, darting under
one of the trucks. He rolled to his
feet, letting out a yell of his own,
and plunged forward. His fist hit
the thug in the elbow, just as the
man’s hand reached for his
knife. His other hand chopped
around, and the edge of his palm
connected with the other’s nose.
Cartilage crunched, and a shrill
cry of agony lanced out.

But the hoodlum wasn’t alone.
Another came out from the rear
of one of the trucks. Gordon
ducked as a knife sailed for his
head; they were stupid enough
not to aim for his stomach, at
least. He bent down to locate
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some of the rubble on the ground,
cursing his own folly in carrying
his knife under his uniform. The
easy work on the new beat had
given him a false sense of se-
curity.

He found a couple of rocks and
a bottle and let them fly, then
bent for more.

Something landed on his back,
and fingernails were gouging
into his face, searching for his
eyes!

Instinct carried him forward,
jerking down sharply and twist-
ing. The figure on his back
sailed over his head, to land with
a harsh thump on the ground.
Brassy yellow hair spilled over
Sheila Corey’'s face, and her
breath slammed out of her throat
as she hit. But the fall hadn’t
been enough to do serious dam-
age.

Gordon jumped forward,
bringing his foot up in a savage
swing, but she’'d rolled, and the
blow only glanced against her
ribs. She jerked her hand down
for a knife, and came to her
knees, her lips drawn back
against her teeth. “Get him!”
she yelled.

The two thugs had held back,
but now they began edging in.
Gordon slipped back behind an-
other truck, listening for the
sound of their feet, They tried to
outmaneuver him, as he had ex-
pected. He stepped back to his
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former spot, catching -his breath
and digging frantically for his
knife. It came out, just as they
realized he'd tricked them.

Sheila was still on her knees,
fumbling with something, and
apparently paying him no atten-
tion. But now she jerked to her
feet, her hund going back
and forward. “Take that—for
Hilda!” she shouted.

It was a six-inch section of
pipe, with a thin wisp of smoke,
and the throw was toward Gor-
don’s feet. The hoodlums yelled,
and ducked, while Sheila broke
into a run away from him. The
little home-made bomb landed,
bounced, and lay still, with its
fuse almost burned down.

Gordon’s heart froze in ‘his
throat, but he was already in ac-
tion. He spat savagely into his
hand, and jumped for the bomb.
If the fuse was powder-soaked,
he had no chances. He brought
his palm down against it, press-
ing the dampness of the spit onto
it, and heard a faint hissing.
Then he held his breath, waiting
for the explosion.

None came. It had been a crude
job, with only a wick for a fuse.

Sheila had stopped at a safe
distance, and was looking back.
Now she grabbed at her helpers,
and swung them with her. The
three came back, Sheila in the
lead with her knife flashing, and
the others more cautiously.
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Gordon side-stepped her rush,
and met the other two head-on,
his knife swinging back. His
foot hit some of the rubble on the
ground at the last second, and
he skidded. The leading mobster
saw the chance and jumped for
him. Gordon bent his head sharp-
ly, and dropped, falling onto his
shoulders and somersaulting
over, He twisted at the last scc-
ond, jerking his arms down to
come up facing the other.

Then a new voice cut into the
fracas, and there was the sound
of something landing against a
skull with a hollow thud. Gordon
got his head up just in time to
see a man in police uniform kick
aside the first hoodlum and
lunge for the other, There was a
confused flurry, and the second
went up into the air and came
down in the newcomer’s hands,
tc land with a sickening jar and
lie still. Behind, Sheila lay crum-
pled in a heap, clutching one
wrist in the other hand and cry-
ing silently.

Gordon came to his feet and
started for her. She saw him
coming and cast a single glance
at the knife that had been knock-
ed from her hands. Then she
sprang aside and darted back
through the parked trucks, to-
ward the strecet where she could
lose herself in the swarm of
Nick’s Croopsters. Gordon turned
back toward his rescuer.
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The iron-gray hair caught his
eyes first. Then, .as the solidly
built-figure turned, he grunted.
It was Captain Whaler—but now
dressed in the uniform of a regu-
lar beat cop, without even a
corporal’s stripes. And the face
was filled with the lines of strain
that hadn’t been there before.

He threw the second gangster
up into a truck after the first
one and slammed the door shut,
locking it with the metal bar
which had apparently been his
weapon. Then he grinned wryly,
and came back toward Gordon.

“You seem to have friends
here,” he commented. “A good
thing I was trying to catch up
with you. Just missed you at the
Precinct House, came after you,
and saw you turn in here. Then
I heard the rumpus. A good thing
for me, too, maybe.”

Gordon blinked, accepting the
other’s hand. “How so? And
what happened?” He indicated
the bare sleeve.

“One’s the result of the other,”
Whaler told him. “They’ve got
me sewed up, and they’re throw-
ing the book at me. The old laws
make me a citizen while I wear
the uniform—and a citizen can’t
quit the Force. That puts me out
of Earth’s jurisdiction. I can’t
cable for funds, even—and I
guess I'm too old to start squeez-
ing money out of citizens who
don’t have it to hand out. So I
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can’t afford the rooms here. I
was coming to ask whether you
had room in your diggings for a
guest—and I'm hoping now that
my part here cinches it.”

He had tried to treat it lightly,
but Gordon saw the red creeping
up into the man’s face. “Forget
that part,” he told Whaler.
“There’s room enough for two in
my place—and I guess Mother
Corey won’t mind. I'm damned
glad you were following me.”

“So’'m J, Gordon. What'll we
de with the prisoners?”

“We couldn’t get a Croopster
locked up tonight for anything.
Let them rot until their friends
come along.”

He started ahead, leading the
way through the remaining
trucks and back to the street that
led to Mother Corey’s. Whaler
fell in step with him. The man’s
voice was dead with fatigue, now
that the excitement had worn
off. “This is the first time I've
had free to look you up,” he said.
“I've been going out nights to
help the citizens organize against
the Stonewall gang. But that’s
over now—they gave me hell for
inciting vigilante action, and
confined me inside the dome. The
way they hate a decent cop here,
you'’d think honesty was con-
tagious.”

“Yeah.” Gordon preferred teo
let it drop. Whaler was being
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given the business for going too
far on the Stonewall gang, not
for refusing to take normal
graft. Anyhow, he’d never seen
any evidence that honesty was
catching. He’d been an honest
rooky on Earth himself; and the
men who'd gotten farthest had
been the very ones against whom
most of the evidence had turned
up when Gordon was ferreting
out corruption as a reporter.
Honesty was fine—in its place.

They came to the gray three-
story building that Mother Corey
now owned, Gordon stopped, real-
izing for the first time that there
was no sign of efforts to protect
it against the coming night and
day. The entrance was unprotect-
¢d by even a sign of a gate. Then
his eyes caught the bright chalk
marks around it—signs to the
gangs to keep hands off. If they
were  authentic, Mother Corey
had pull enough to get every mob
iz the neighborhood to affix its
seal.

As he drew near, though, he
found that other steps had been
taken. ‘Two men edged across the
street from a clump watching
the beginning excitement. Then,
as they identified Gordon, they
moved back again. Some of the
Mother’s old lodgers from the
ruin outside the dome were in-
side now—and obviously posted
where it would do the most good.

Corey stuck his head out of the
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door at the back of the hall as
Gordon entered, and started to
retire again, until he spotted
Whaler. Gordon explained the
situation hastily.

“It's your room, cobber,” the
old man wheezed. He waddicd
back, to come out with a towel
and key, and handed them to
Whaler, “Number fortyv-two.”

His heavy hand rested on Gor-
don’s arm, holding the younger
man back. Whaler stared at them
a second, then took the hint, le
gave Gordon a brief, tired smile,
and started for the stairs.
“Thanks, Gordon. I'm turning in
right now.” )

Mother Corey shook his head,
shaking the few hairs on his
head and face, and the wrinkles
in his doughy skin dcepened.
“Hasn’t changed, that one. Must
be thirty years, but I'd know Ira
Whaler anywhere. Took me Lo
the spaceport, handed me my
yvellow ticket, and sent me off for
Mars. A nice, clean kid—just iike
my own boy was. But he wasu't
like the rest of the neighbor-
hood. He still called me ‘siv)
when my boy was walking actozs
the street so he wouldn’t kaow
they were sending me away. Oh
well, that was a long time awo,
cobber. A long time.”

He rubbed a pasty hand over
his chin, shaking his head pon-
derously, wheezing heavily. Gor-
don waited, vaguely curious
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about the reasons behind Corey’s
being sent off. But on Mars, that
was a man’s private business.
Corey grimaced, and chuckled.
“Well, how—?”

Something banged heavily
against the entrance seal, and
there -was the sound of a hot
argument, followed by a commo-
tion of some sort, Corey scemed
tc prick up his ears, and began
to waddle rapidly toward the
entrance.

But it broke open before he
could reach it, the seal snapping
back to show a giant of a man
outside holding the two guards
from across the street, while a
scar-faced, dark man shoved
through briskly. Corey snapped
out a quick word, and the two
guards ceased struggling, and
started back across the street.
The giant pushed in after the
smaller thug.

“I'm from the Ajax House-
hLolders Protection Group,” the
dark man announced officially.
“We're selling election protec-
tion. And brother, do you need
it, if you're counting on those
mugs. We're assessing you—"

“Not long on Mars, are you?”
Mother Corey asked. The whine
was entirely missing from his
voice now, though his face
seemed as expressionless as ever.
“What’s your boss Jurgens fig-
ure on doing, punk? Taking over
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all the rackets for the whole
city ?”

The dark face snarled, while
the giant moved a step forward.
Scarface’s fingers twitched nerv-
ously toward a knife that rested
on his hip. Then he shrugged.
“Okay, Fatty. So Jurgens is be-
hind it. So now you know. And
I’'m doubling your assessment,
right now. To you it's—"

A heavy hand fell on the man’s
shoulder, and Mother Corey
leaned forward slightly. Even in
Mars’ gravity, his bulk made the
other buckle at the knees. The
hand that had been reaching for
the knife vanked the weapon out
and brought it up sharply. )

Gordon started to step in,
then, but there was no time.
Mother Corey’s free hand came
around in an open-palmed slap
that lifted .the collector up from
the floor and sent him reeling
back against a wall. The knife
fell from the crook’s hand, and
the dark face turned pale. He
seemed to sag down the wall, to
end up on the floor, out cold.

The giant opened his mouth
and took half a step forward.
But the only sound he made was
a choking gobble. Mother Corey
moved without seeming haste,
but before the other could make
uj his mind. There was a series
of motions that seemed to have
no pattern. The giant was spun
arcund, somehow; one arm was
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jerked back behind him, then the
olher was forced up to it. Mother
Corey held the wrists in one
hand, put his other under the
giant’s crotch, and lifted. Carry-
ing the big figure off the floor,
the old man moved toward the
seal. His foot found the button,
srapping the eutrance open. He
pitched the giant out overhand-
ed, to land squarely on the flat
face and skid across the rough
surface of the street. Holding the
entrance, he reached for the dark
man with one hand and tossed
him on top of the giant.

“To me, it’s nothing,” he
called out. “Take these two back
to young Jurgens, boys, and tell
him to keep his punks out of my
house.” )

The entrance snapped shut
then, and Corey turned back to
Gordon, wiping the wisps of hair
from his face. He was still
wheezing  asthmatically, but
there seemed to be no change in
the rhythm of his breathing. “As
I was going to say, cobber,” he
said, “we’ve got a little social
gume going upstairs—the room
with the window. Fine view of
the parades. We need a fourth.”

Gordon started to protest that
he was tired and needed his
sleep. Then he shrugged. Corey’s
house was one of the few that
had kept some relation to Earth
styles by installing a couple of
windows in the second story, and
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it would give a perfect view of
the street. He followed the old
man up the stairs,

Two other men were already in
the surprisingly well-furnished
room, at the little table set up
near the window. Gordon reccog-
nized one as Randolph, the pub-
lisher of the little opposition
paper. The man’s pale blonde-
ness, weak eyes, and generally
rabbitty expression totally belied
the courage that had permitted
him to keep going at his hopeless
task of trying to clean up Mars-
port. The Crusader was sirictly
a one-man weekly, against the
strength of Mayor Wayne’s
Chronicle, with its Earth-
comies and daily circulation of
over a hundred thousand. Wayne
apparently let Randolph keep in
business to give him a talking
point about fair play; but the
little paper’s history had been
filled with trouble, wrecked
presses, ruined paper, and every-
thing the crooks whom Randolph
had attacked had been able to
think of. The man himself
wulked with a limp from the last
working over he had received.

“Hi, Gordon,” he said. His
thin, high voice was cool and
reserved, in keeping with the
opinion he had expressed publicly
of the police as a body. But he
did not protest Corey’s selection
of a partner. “This is Ed Aims-
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worth. He’s an engineer on our
railroad.”

vordon acknowledged the in-
troduction automatically, He'd
almost forgotten that Marsport
was the center of a thinly popu-
lated arca stretching for a thou-
sand miles in all directions be-
vend the city, connected by the
winding link of the electric mon-
oratl, “So there really is a sur-
rounding countryside,” he said.

Aimsworth nodded. He was a
big, open-faced man, just turn-
ing bald. His handshake was firm
and friendly. “There are even
cities out there, Gordon. Nothing
like Marsport, but that’s no loss.
That’s where the real population
of Mars is—decent people, men
who are going to turn this into
a real planet some day.”

“There are plenty like that
here, too,” Randolph said. He
picked up the cards. “First ace
deals. Damn it, Mother, sit down-
wind from me, won’t you? Or
else take a bath.”

Mother Corey chuckled, and
wheezed his way up out of the
chair, exchanging places with
Gordon. In spite of the perfume,
his effuvium was still thick and
sour. “I got a surprise for you,
ccbber,” he said, and there was
only amusement in his voice, “I
got me fifty gallons of water to-
day, and tomorrow I do just that.
Made up my mind there was
going to be a clean-up in Mays-
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port, even if Wayne does win.
And stop examining the cards,
Bruce. I don’t cheat my friends.
The readers are put away for old
times’ sake.”

Randolph shrugged, and went
on as if he hadn't interrupted
himself. “Ninety percent of
Marsport is decent. They have to
be. It takes at least nine honest
men to support a crook. They
come up here to start over—
maybe spent half their life sav-
ing up for the trip. They hear
a man can make fifty credits a
day in the factories, o1 strike it
rich crop prospecting. What they
don't realize is that things cost
ten times as much here, too. They
plan, maybe on getting rich and
going back to Earth . . .”

“Nobody goes back,” Mother
Corey wheezed. “I know.” His
eyes rested on Gordon.

“A lot .don’t want to,” Aims-
worth said. “I never meant to
go back. I've got me a farm up
north. Another ten years, and I
retire to it. My kids are up there
now—grandkids, that is. They’re
Martians. Maybe you won’t be-
lieve me, but they can breathe
the air here without a helmet.”

The others nodded. Gordon had
learned that a fair number of
third generation people got that
way. Their chests were only a
trifle larger, and their heart-beat
only a few points higher; it was
an internal adaptation, like the
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one that had occurred in test ani-
mals reared at a simulated forty-
thousand feet altitude on Earth,
before Mars was ever settled.

“They’ll take the planet away
from Earth yet,” Randolph
agreed. “Marsport is strictly
artificial. It’s kept going only
because it’s the only place where
Earth will set down her ships.
If Security doesn’t do anything,
time will.”

“Security!” Gordon muttered
bitterly. They were good at get-
ting people in trouble, but he had
seen no other sign of them.

Randolph frowned over his
cards. “Yeah, I know. The gov-
ernment set them up, gave them
a mixture of powers, and has
been trying to keep them from
working ever since. But some-
how, they did clean up Venus.
And every crook here is scared
to death of the name. How come
a muck-raking newspaperman
like you never turned up any-
thing on them, Gordon?”

Gordon shrugged. It was the
first reference he’d heard to his
background, and he preferred to
let it drop. ;

But Mother Corey cut in, his
voice older and hoarser, and the
skin on his jowls even grayer
than wusual. “Don’t sell them
short, cobber. I did—once . . .
You forget them, here, after a
while. But they’re around . . .”
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Gordon felt something run
down his armpit, and a chill
creep up his back. His trick re-
port suddenly floated up in front
of his mental eye, along with the
deadly sureness of the Security
man back on Earth. If they were-
here—and if they were a genuine
power . . .

Out on the street, a sudden
whooping began, and he glanced
down. The parade was finally
outside. The Croopsters were in
full swing, already mostly drunk.
The main body went down the
street, waving fluorescent signs,
while side-guards preceded
them, armed with axes, knocking
aside the flimsier barricades as
they went. He watched a group
break into a small grocery store
to come out with bundles, They
dragged out the storekeeper, his
wife, and young daughter, and
pressed them into the middle of
the parade.

“If they’re so damned power-
ful, why don’t they stop that?”
he asked bitterly.

Randolph grinned at him.
“They might do it, Gordon. They
Just might. It can’t go on much
lcnger. But are you sure you
want it stopped?”

“All right,” Mother Corey said
suddenly. “This is a social game,
cobbers.”

Outside, the parade picked up
enthusiasm as smaller gangs
joined behind the main one.
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There were a fair number of
plain citizens who had been im-
pressed into it, too, judging by
the appearance of little fright-
ened groups in the middle of the
mobsters.

He couldn’t understand why
the police hadn’t at least been
kept on duty, until Honest Izzy
came into the room. The little
man found a chair and bought
chips, silently, shaking his head.
He looked tired, as if he’d had
a rough time working his way
back from the station without
being caught in the swarm down
there.

“Vacation?”
asked.

Izzy nodded. “Trench took for-
ever giving it to us, Mother. But
it’s the same old deal. All the
police gees get tomorrow off.
You, too, gov'mor. No cops to
influence the vote, that’s the
word. We even gotta wear civ-
vies when we go out to vote for
Wayne. A bloody mess, that’s
what it is.”

Gordon looked down at the
rioters, who were now only keep-
ing up a pretense of a parade. It
would be worse tomorrow, he
supposed. And there would be
nc cops. The image of the old
woman and her husband in the
little liquor store where he’d had
his first experience came back
te him. He wondered how well
barricaded they were.

Mother Corey
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He felt the curious eyes of
Mother Corey dancing from him
to Izzy and back, and heard the
old man’s chuckle. “Put a uni-
form on some men and they be-
gin to believe they're cops, eh,
ccbhber ?7”

He shoved up from the table
abruptly and headed for his
room, swearing to himself. Damn
it, if the couple couldn’t take
care of themselves, they had no
business in a town like this.
If ...

He kicked open his door and
began shucking off his uniform,
cursing the lot of them. Ran-
dolph and his incessant, hopeless
crusading ; Mother Corey and his
needling; Izzy and his tangled
ethics; and even Whaler, sleeping
peacefully on the bed, as if he
didn’t have a thing to worry
about.

Damn the whole stupid planet.
Somehow, once the elections were
over, he’d have to step up his
collections. He’d have to get in
better with Trench, too. Another
three months on Mars and he’d
be¢ as crazy as the rest of them.

He lay down on the bed, fum-
ing, and listening to the quiet
snering of Whaler, while the
distant sounds of the mob outside
came through the walls,

It was just beginning to quiet
down a little towards morning
when he went to sleep.
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VIII

Izzy was up first the next
morning, urging them to hurry
before things began to hum.
From somewhere, he dug up a
suit of clothes that Whaler could
wear. He found the gun Gordon
had confiscated from O’Neill and
filled it from a box of ammuni-
tion he’d apparently purchased.

“I picked up some special per-
mits,” he said. “I knew you had
this cannon, gov'nor, and I fig-
ured it'd come in handy.
Wouldn’t be caught dead with
one myself. Knives, that’s my
specialty. Come on, Cap'n, we
gotta get out the vote.”

Whaler shook his head. “In the
first place, I'm not registered,”
he began.

Izzy grinned. “Every cop’s reg-
istered in his own precinct.
Wayne got the honor system
fixed for us. Show your papers
and go into any booth in your
territory. That’s all. And you’'d
better be seen voting often, too,
Cap’n. What's your precinct?”.

“Eleventh. But I'm not vot-
ing.” Whaler brushed Izzy’s pro-
test aside. “I'd like to come along
with you to observe, but I
wouldn’t butt into any choice be-
tween two such men as Wayne
and Murphy.”

Downstairs, the rear room was
locked, with one of Mother
Corey’s guards at the door. From

139

inside came the rare sound of
water splashing, mixed with a
wheezing, off-key caterwauling.
Mother Corey was apparently
making good on his promise to
take a bath. But they had ne
time to exchange jokes with the
man on guard. As they reached
the hall, one of Trench’s lieuten-
ants came through the entrance,
waving his badge at the protest-
ing man outside.

He spotted the three, and
jerked his thumb, “Come on, you.
We're late. And I ain’t staying
on the streets when it gets
going.”

A small police car was waiting
outside, and they headed for it.
Gordon looked at the debacle left
behind the drunken, looting mob.
Most of the barricades were
down. Here and there, a few
citizens were rushing about try-
ing to restore them, keeping
wary eyes on the mobsters who
had passed out on the streets.
Across the way, a boy of about
sixteen sat with his arm around
a girl of under nine. She was
crying softly, and he was trying
te comfort her, his own face
pinched white with fear and hos-
ror. Trailing down the steps were
the garments of @ woman, though
there was no sign of what had
happened to der.

Suddenly a siren blasted out
in sharp bursts, and the lieuten-
ant jumped. He leaped into the
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car. “Come on, you gees: I gotta
be back in half an hour.”

They piled inside, and the
little electric car took off at its
top speed. But now the quietness
had been broken. There were
trucks coming out of the plastics
plant, and mobsters were
gathering up their drunks, and
chasing the citizens back into
their houses. Some of them were
wearing the forbidden guns, but
it wouldn’t matter on a day when
no police were on duty.

In the Ninth Precinct, the
Planters were the biggest gang,
and all the others were tempo-
rarily enrolled under them. Here,
there were less signs of trouble.
The joints had been better bar-
ricaded, and the looting had been
kept to a minimum.

The three got off. A scooter
pulled up alongside them almost
at once, with & gun-carrying
mobster riding it. “You mugs
get the hell out of—oh, cops!
Okay, better pin these on.”

He handed out gaudy arm-
bands, and the three fastened
them in place. Nearly everyone
else already had them showing.
The Planters were moving effi-
ciently, They were grouped
around the booths, and they had
begun to line up their men, put-
ting them in position to begin
voting at once.

Then the siren hooted again, a
long steady blast. The bunting in
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front of the booths was pulled
off, and the lines began to move.
Izzy led the way to the one at the
rich end of their beat, and moved
toward the head of the line.
“Cops,” he said to the six mob-
sters who surrounded the booth.
“We got territory to cover.”

A thumb indicated that they
could go in. Whaler remained
outside, and one of the thugs
reached for him, Izzy cut him
off. “Just a friend on the way
to his own route. Eleventh pre-
cinet.”

There were scowls, but they let
it go. Then Gordon was in the
little booth. It secmed to be in
order. There were the books of
registration, with a checker for
Wayne, one for Murphy, and a
third supposedly neutral behind
the plank that served as a desk.
The Murphy man was protesting.

“He’s been dead for ten years.
I know him. He’s my uncle.”

“There’s a Mike Thaler regis-
tered, and this guy says he’s
Thaler,” the Wayne man said de-
cisively. “He votes.”

The Murphy man was starting
& protest again when one of the
Planters shoved his way iuside.
He passed his gun to the inspec-

tor for the Wayne side, and
went out. The DMurphy man
studied the gun, gulped, and

nodded. “He votes. Heh-heh, yes,
just a mix-up. He's registered,
sc he votes.”
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The next man was one that
Gordon recognized from one of
the small shops on his beat. The
fellow’s eyes were desperate, but
he was forcing himself to go
through with it. “Murtagh,” he
said, and his voice broke on the
second syllable. “Owen Mur-
tagh.”

“Murtang. Murtang. No regis-
tration!” The Wayne man shrug-
ged. “Next!”

“It's Murtagh. M-U-R-
T-A-G-H, Cwen Murtagh, of 738
Morrisy . . .”

“Protest!” The Wayne man cut
off the frantic wriggling of the
Murphy man’s finger toward the
line in the book. “When a man
can’t get the name straight the
firet time, it’s pretty damned
suspicious.”

The supposedly neutral man
nodded. “Better check the name
off, unless the real Murtagh
shows up. Any objections, Yeo-
man?”

The Murphy man had no ob-
jections—-outwardly. He was
sweating, and the surprise in
his eyes indicated that this was
all new to him. He was probably
a one-year man, unaware of what
he’d beenr getting into.

Gordon came next, showing his
badge. He was passed with a nod,
and headed for the little closed-
off polling place. But the Wayne
man touched his arm and indicat-
ed a ballot. There were two piles,
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and this pile was already filled
out for Wayne. “Saves trouble,
unless you want to do it your-
self,” he suggested.

Gordon shrugged, and shoved
it into the slot. He went outside
and waited for Izzy to follow. It
was raw beyond anything he’d
expected—but at least it saved
any doubt as to how the votes
wele cast.

The procedure was the same
at the next booth, though they
had more trouble. The Murphy
man there was a fool—which
meant he was neither greeii nor
agreeable. He protested vigor-
ously, in spite of a suspicious
bruise along his temple. Finally,
he made some of his protests
stick. There was a conference
going on among the Planters as
they left, and more were arriv-
ing. They couldn’t get all their
votes put through—but they
could scare off all opposition
voting.

Gordon began to wonder how
it could be anything but a clear
unanimous vote, at that rate. But
Izzy shook his head. “Wayne'll
win. But not that easy. The
sticks don’t have strong mobs,
and they pile up a heavy Murphy
vote. And you’ll see things hum
soon!”

Gordon had voted three times
under the “honor system,” before
he saw. They were, just nearing
a polling place when a heavy
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truck came careening around a
corner, Men came piling out of
tae back before it stopped—men
armed with clubs’ and stones.
They were in the middle of the
Planters almost at once, striking
without any science, but with a
surprising ferocity. The line
waiting to vote broke up, but the
citizens had apparently organized
carefully. A good number of the
men in the line were with the
attackers,

There was the sound of a shot,
and a horrified cry. For a second,
the citizens broke. Then a wave
of fury seemed to wash over
them at the needless risk to the
safety of all. The horror of rup-
turing the dome was strongly
engrained on every citizen of
Marsport. They drew back, and
then made a concerted rush.
There was a trample of hodies,
but no more shats.

In a minute, the citizens’
group was inside the voting
place, ripping the fixed ballots
tc shreds, and racing to fill out
and drop their own., They were
paying no attention to the regis-
tration clerks,

A whistle had been shrilling
for minutes. Now another group
came onto the scene, and the
Planters men began getting out,
rapidly. Some of the citizens
looked up and yelled, but it was
too late. From the approaching
ears, pipes projected forward.
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Streams of liquid jetted out, and
there was an agonized cry from
the mob that had not yet escaped.

Even where he stood, Gordon
could smell the fumes of am-
monia. Izzy’s face tensed, and he
swore. “Inside the dome! They're
poisoning the air.” .

But the trick worked. In no
time, men in crude masks were
clearing out the booth, driving
the last few struggling citizens
away, and getting ready for busi-
ness as usual. All the registra-
tion clerks were missing, but the
head Planters man picked out
three at random and installed
them. Probably all the ballots
from that booth would be de-
clared invalid, but they were
taking no chances.

Whaler turned on his heel.
“I've had enough. I've made up
my mind,” he said. “The cable
offices must he open for the
doctored reports on the election
Lo Eurth., Where's the nearest?”

Izzy frowned, bul supplied the
information, Gordon pulled Wha-
ler aside. “Come off the head cop
role,” he told Whaler. “It won’t
work. They must have had re-
porls on elections hefore this,
And nothing came of it.”

“Damn the trouhle. It’s never
been this raw before. Look at
Izzy’s face, Gordon. Even he’s
shocked. Something has to he
done ahout this, before worse
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happens. I've still got connec-
tions back there—"

“Okay,” Gordon said bitterly.
He'd liked Whaler, like a fool.
He'd begun to respect him. It
hurt to see that what he’d con-
sidered hard-headedness was just
another case of a fool fighting
dragons with a paper sword. But
he should have expected it. The
publisher of the newspaper back
on Earth had been carrying on a
fight to the bitter end against
exploitation of the planets—hut
when Gordon was picked up by
Security for digging up the one
thing that could do most for the
cause, he’d gone off in a spasm
of horror at the idea of Gordon’s
using top secret stuff.

“Okay, it's your death certifi-
cate,” he said, and turned back
toward Izzy. “Go send your sob
stories, Whaler.”

They taught a bunch of pretty
maxims in school—even slum
kids learned that honesty was
the best policy, while their hon-
est parents rotted in unheated
holes and the racketeers rode
around in fancy cars. They made
pretty speeches over the radio,
and showed pretty stories on
television. Tt got the suckers. It
had got him once. He’d refused
te take a dive as a boxer, and
wound up as a cop. He'd tried to
play honest cards and count on
his wits, and had almost starved
—and had to give up because he
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couldn’t pay off the police. He’d
tried honesty on his beat back
there, and been made a scape-
goat for his sergeant. He'd tried
to help the suckers in his column,
and he was here as a result.
And he still felt himself slip-
ping back. He’d been proud to
serve under Whaler, at a cop’s
salary. Okay, he'd seen enough;
all they had to offer a man was
things on paper and an appeal
to an outside justice that never
came. From now on, he'd go back
tc taking care of number one.
Let them depend on their
damned rule books. A man’s own
muscle was all that counted, and
he was going to need plenty of
muscle.
“Come on,
“Let’'s vote!”
Izzy shook his head. “It ain’t
right, gov'nor.”
“Let him do what he damn
pleases,” Gordon told him.
Izzy’s small face puckered up
in lines of worry. “No, I don’t
mean him. I mean this business
of using ammonia. I know some
of the gees trying to vote. They
been paying me off—and that’s
a retainer, you might say. Now
this gang tries to poison them.
I'm still running an honest beat,
and I bloody well can’t vote for
that! Uniform or no uniform,
I'm walking beat today. And the
first gee that gives trouble to the
men who pay me gets a knife

Izzy,” he said.
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where he eats. When I get paid
for a job, I do the job.”

Gordon watched him head
down the block, and started after
the little man. Then he grimaced.

He went down the row, voting
regularly, The Planters had
things in order. There were small
skirmishes here and there, and
a small mob had obviously been
hired to help the citizens in one
place, toward the cheaper end of
the beat. But the mess had al-
ready been cleaned up when he
arrived. It was the last place
where he expected to do his duty
by Wayne’'s administration, and
he waited in line, watching the
feet of the thug ahead of him.

Then a voice hit at his ears,
and he looked up to see Sheila
Corey only two places in front
of him. “Mrs., Mary Edelstein,”
she was saying. The Wayne man
nodded, without bothering to
check, and there was no protest.
She picked up a Wayne ballot,
and dropped it in the box.

Then her eyves fell on Gordon,
and creased to slits. She hesi-
tated for a second, bit her lips,
and finally moved out into the
crowd.

He could see no sign of her as
he stepped out a minute later,
but the back of his neck prickled.
Now, in the crowd of her own
type, she’d have a chance that
she couldn’t miss. Even if she'd
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only rented her services to the
Planters, they’d protect her. And
one cop, more or less, wouldr't
matter,

He started out of the crowd,
trying to act normal, but glanc-
ing down to make sure the gun
was in its proper position. Satis-
fied, he pivoted suddenly. For a
second, he spotted her behind
him, before she could slip out of
sight.

. Then a shout went up, yanking
his eyes around with the rest of
those standing near. The eyves
had centered on the alleys along
the street, and men were begin-
ning to run wildly, while others
were jerking out their weapons.
He saw a gray car, almost big
enough to be the mayor’s, coming
up the street; on its side was
painted the colors of the Plant-
ers. Now it swerved, hitting a
siren button.

But it was too late. Trucks
shot out of the little alleys, jam-
ming forwards through the
people. There must have been
fifty of them. One hit the big
gray car, tossing it aside. It was
Trench himself who leaped out,
together with the driver. The
trucks paid no attention, but
bore down on the crowd. From
one of them, a machine gun
opened fire.

Gordon dropped and began
crawling in the only direction
that was open, toward the



POLICE YOUR PLANET

alleys from which the trucks had
come. A few others had tried
that, but most were darting back
as they saw the colors of
Murphy’s Star Point gang on the
trucks.

Other guns began firing, and
men were leaping from the
trucks and pouring into the mob
of Planters, forcing their way
toward the booth in the center
of the mess.

It was a beautifully timed sur-
prise attack. And it was a well
armed one, even though guns
were supposed to be so rare here.
Gordon stumbled into someone
ahead of him, and saw it was
Trench. He looked up, and
straight into the swinging muz-
zle of the machine gun that had
started the commotion.

Trench was reaching for his
revolver, but he was going to be
too late. Gordon brought his up
the extra half inch, aiming by
the feel, and pulled the trigger.
The man behind the machine gun
dropped, with a sick expression,
his fingers clutching at the blood
that was beginning lo saturate
the clothing around his stomach.

Trench had his gun out now,
and was firing, after a single
surprised glance at Gordon. He
waved back toward the crowd.

But Gordon had spotted the
open truck of the gray car, and
it offered better safety than the
emptying street. He shook his

145

head, and tried to indicate it.
. Trench jerked his thumb, and
leaped to his feet, rushing back.
Some kind of a command sounded
over the fighting, but Gordon had
nc time to try to puzzle it out.

He saw another track go by,
and felt a hullet miss him by
inches. Then his legs were under
him, and he was sliding into the
big luggage compartment, where
the metal would shield him from
most of the danger.

Something soft under his fect
threw him down. He felt a body
under him, and coldness washed
over him before he could pet
his eyes down. The cold went
away, to be replaced by shock.

Between his spread knees lay
Whaler, bound and gagged, and
with his face a bloody mass of
torn and bruised flesh. Only the
man’s open eyes showed that he
was alive,

Gordon reached for the gag,
but the other held up his hands
and pointed to the gun, It made
sense. The knots were tight, but
Gordon managed to get his knife
under the rope around Whaler’s
wrists and slice through it. The
older man’s hands went out for
the gun, and his eyes swung lo-
ward the street, while Gordon
attacked the 1rope around his
ankles. Then his own eyes swept
what he could sece from the
opened lid of the trunk.

The Star Point men were win-
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ning, but it was tough going.
They had fought their way al-
most to the booth, but there a
V of Planters gang cars had been
gotten into position somehow,
and gun fire was coming from
behind them. As he watched, a
huge man reached over one of
the cars, picked up a Star Point
man, and lifted him behind the
barricade.

The gag had just come out
when the Star Point man jumped
into view again, waving a rag
over his head and yelling. Cap-
tain Trench followed him out,
and began pointing toward the
gray car where Gordon and Wha-
ler were.

“They want me,” Whaler gasp-
ed thickly. “Get out, Gordon, be-
fore they gang up on us!”

It made no sense, yet there was
a small nucleus of men from both
gangs trying "to head toward
the car. Gordon jerked his eyes
back toward the alley on the
other gide. It went at an angle
and would offer some protection,
if they could make it.

He looked back, just as bullets
began to land against the metal
of the car. Whaler held up one
finger and put himself into a
position to make a run for it.
Then he brought the finger down
sharply, and the #wo men leaped
out.

Trench’s

ex-Marine bellow
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carried over the fighting. “Get
the old man!”

Gordon had no time to look
back. He hit the alley in five
heart-ripping leaps and was
around the bend. Then he swung

“just as Whaler made it. Bullets

spatted against the walls, but at
first Gordon thought they had
both escaped uninjured. Then he
saw the blood pumping under
Whaler’s right shoulder.

“Keep going!”
ordered.

A fresh cry from the street
cut into his order, however. Gor-
don raised a quick look, and then
stepped further out to make
sure.

The surprise raid by the Siar
Pointers hadn’t been quite as
much of a surprise as they'd
expected. Coming down the
street, with no regard for men
tryving to get out from their
way, the trucks of the Croopsters
were roaring all out, battering
aside the few who could no:
reach safcety. There were no ma-
chine guns this time, but the
straightforward drive of the
trucks themselves were danger
enough.

They smacked into the tangle
of Star Point trucks, and came
to a grinding halt, with men
piling out ready for battle. Gor-
don nodded. In a few minutes,
Wayne’s supporters would have
the booth again, and there’d be

Whaler
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a long delay before any organ-
ized search could be made for the
two of them. He looked down at
Whaler’s shoulder, and calculated
as rapidly as his still-scant
knowledge of the city permitted.

“Come on,” he said finally. “Or
should I carry you?”

Whaler shook his head. “I’ll
walk. Get me to a place where
we can talk—and be damned to
this. Gordon, ['ve got to talk—
but I don’t have to live. I mean
that!”

Gordon started off, disregard-
ing the words. A place of safety
had to come first. And for what-
ever reason, sooner or later
Trench would be looking for
them. It had taken something
pretty serious to get the nucleus
of Star Pointers working with
the Planters. Nobody would trust
a strange couple on a day like
this—but there was one faint
chance, if he was right.

He picked his way down alleys
and small sfreets, with Whaler
following. The older man kept
trying to stop to speak, but
Gordon gave him no chance. He
was lucky to be in a poor section,
where a few thugs would be
enough to control things, and
where there was little chance of
gang wars to hold him up. Too,
the defeated hopeless condition
of the poorer inhabitants of
Marsport would make most of
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the streets deserted at a time
like this.

It was further than he
thought and he began to suspect
he’d missed the way, until he
saw the drugstore. Now it all
fell into place—the beat he’d
first had with Izzy, bifore he was
pulled off it and shipped out to
the Nineteenth Precinct,

He ducked down back alleys,
until he reached the right sec-
tion. Then there was no chance,
he wouldn’t have known the rear
entrance if there~had been one.
He scauned the street and jump-
ecd to the door of the little liquor
store and began banging on it.
There was no answer, though he
was sure the old couple lived just
over the store. Here there had
been ne looting, apparently, since
the section was too poor to pro-
vide a good target.

He began banging again.
Finally, a feeble voice sounded
from inside. “Who is it?”

“A man in distress!” he yelled
back. There was no way to iden-
tify himself as the man who had
chased off the racketeers and
returned their money. He could
only hope she would look.

_ The entrance seal opened
briefly. Then it flashed open all
the way, He motioned to Whaler,
and jumped to help the failing
man to the entrance. The old
lady loocked, then moved quickly
to the other side. Whaler was
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about done in. He leaned on the
two of them, panting.

“Ach, God,” she breathed. Her
hands trembled as she relocked
the seal, Then she brushed the
thin hair off her face, and point-
ed. 1Ie followed her up the stairs,
carrying Whaler on his back. She
opened a door, passed through
a liny kitchen, and threw open
another door to a bedroom.

The old man lay on the bed,
and this time there was no ques-
tion of concussion. A club had
bashed in his head, bringing
almost instant death. The woman
nodded. “Yes. Papa is dead, God
forbid it. He would try to vote.
[ told him and told him-—and
then . . . With my own hands, I
carried him here.”

Gordon felt sick. He started
to turn, but she shook her head
quickly. “No. Papa is dead. He
needs no beds now, and your
friend 1is suffering. Put him
here.”

She lifted ithe frail old body
ol the man from the bedding,
and lowered him onto the floor
with a strength that seemed im-
possible to her. Then her hands
were gentle as she helped lower
Whaler where the corpse had
been. “I'l} get alcohol from below
—and bandages and hot water.”

Whaler opened his eyes,
breathing stertorously. His face
was blanched, and his clothes
were a mess. But he protested
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as Gordon tried to strip them.
“Let them go, kid. There’'s no
way to save me now. And listen!”

“I'm listening!”

“With your mind, Gordon, not
your ears. You've heard a lot
about Security. Well, I'm Secu-
rity. Top level—policy for Mars.
We never gol a4 top man here
without his being discovered and
killed—a leak, somehow. That's
why we’ve had to work under all
the cover—and against our own
government, as always. Damned
nationalism! Nobody knew I was
here—men we thought loyal to
us are with the grafters. Trench
was our man—we sent him here.

Thought he was still level-
ling. Sold us out! We've got

junior men-—down to your level,
clerks, such things. We've got a
dozen plans. But we're not ready
for an emergency, and it's here—
now! Gordon, you're a self-made
louse, but you're a man under-
neath it somewhere, That’'s why
we rate you higher than you
think you are. That’s why I'm
going to trust you-—because I
have to.”

He swallowed, and the thin
hand of the woman lifted brandy
to his lips. “Papa,” she said
slowly. “He was a cleik once
for Security. But nobody came,
nobody called . . .”

She went back to trying to
bandage the bleeding bluish hole
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in his chest. Whaler nodded
faintly.

“Probably what happened to
a lot—men like Trench, supposed
te build an organization, just
Jeaving the loose ends hanging.
But-——Anyhow, they had me trail-
ed since—-since they yanked me
off the Nineteenth—maybe be-
fore. When I headed for the cable
oflice, they picked me up, fast.”
He groaned. gritted his teeth,
and grimaced. Sweat popped out
on his forchcad, but his eyes
never left Gordon’s. “Hell’s going
to pop. The Government’s just
waiting to step in and chuck the
government here out the window.
Earth wants to take over.”

“It should,” Gordon said.

“No! We've studied these
things. Mars won’t give up—and
Euarth wants a plum, not respon-
sibility. You’ll have civil war and
the whole planetary development
ruined. Security’s the only hope,
Gordon—-the only chance Mars
had, has, or will have! Believe
me, I know. Security has to be
notified. There's a code message
I had ready—a message to a
friend—even you can dgend it;
and thev'll be watching. I've got
the basic plans in the book here
-—Aaah!”

He slumped back. Gordon
frowned, then found the book
and pulled it out as gently as he
could. It was a small black memo
book, covered with pages of
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shorthand. The back was an
address book, filled with names
—many crossed out, as he could
see, A sheet of paper in normal
writing fell out.

“The message,” Whaler said.
His voice was getting thick and
faint. He took another swallow
of brandy. “Take it. You’'re head
of Security on Mars now. It's all
authorized in the plans there.
You'll need the brains and knowl-
edge of the others—-hut they
can’t act. You c:zan—we know
that much about vou.”

The old woman sighed, and
shook her head over the band-
ages. She put down the hot water
and picked up the bottle of
brandy, starting down the stairs.

“Gordon!” Whuler suid faintly.

He turned to put his head
down. From the stairs. a sudden
cry and thump seunded, and
something hit the floor. Gordon
jumped toward the sound, to
find the old lady bending over the
inert figure of Sheila Corey.

“I heard someone,” the woman
said. She stared at the brandy
bottle sickly. “God in heavens,
look at me. Am I a killer too that
I should strike a young and
beautiful girl. She comes inteo
my house, and I sneuk behind
her . .. It is an evil time, young
man, Here, you carry her inside.
I'll get some twine to tie her up.
The idea, spying on you!”
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Gordon picked the girl up
roughly. That capped it, he
thought, There was no way of
knowing how much she’d heard,
or whether she’d tipped others
off. He should have guessed she’d
follow him, even if no one else
did. And they hadn’t locked the
seal properly.

But she was still out. He drop-
ped her near the bed, and went
over to Whaler. The man was
dying now,

“So Security wants me to con-
tact the others in the book_und
organize things?” he asked.

“Yes.” Whaler swallowed. His
eyes were becoming unfocussed,
but his mind was still on his
duty. “Not a good chance, then—
but a chance. Still time—I think.
Gordon ?”

“What else can I do?” Gordon
asked.

He knew it was no answer,
but Whaler apparently accepted
it as a promise. The gray-speck-
led head relaxed and rolled side-
ways on the bloody pillow. The
hand that had been touching the
book dropped. And the blood
stopped spurting from around
the hole in his chest. Gordon
knew he was dead. ,

“Dead,” he said to the woman
as she came up with the twine.
“Dead, fighting windmills. And
maybe winning. [ don’t know.”

Then he turned towards
Sheila.
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But in that, he was a split
second too late. The girl came
up from the floor with a single
push of her arm. She pivoled on
her heel, hit the door, and her

heels were clattering on the
stairs. Before Gordon could
reach the entrance, she was

whipping around into aun alley.
There, in the conflusion of the
maze of backstreet Marsport, no-
body could catch her.

He watched her go, sick inside,
and the last he saw was the
hand she held up, waving the
little black book at him!

He turned back into the liquor
shop, where the woman stood
on the stairs watching. She
seemed to read his face, and
her own expression darkened. “I
should have watched her, It is
a bad day for me, young man, I
failed papa, I failed the : poor
man who died—and now I have
failed you. It is better .. .”

He caught her as she fell to-
ward him. She relaxed after a
second. “Upstairs, please,” she
whispered. ‘“Beside papa. There
was nothing else. And these Mar-
tian poisons—they are so sure,
they don’t hurt—much. Five
minutes more, I think. Stay with
me, I'll tell you how papa and
I got married. I want somebody
should know how it was with us
once, togcther.”

He stayed. Then he picked the
two bodies up and moved them
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from the floor onto the bed where
he had first seen the old man.
He moved Whaler’s body aside,
and covered the two gently.
Finally, he went down the stairs,
carrying Whaler with him. The
man’s weight was a stiff load,
even on Mars, but somehow he
couldn’t leave it with the old
couple to add to the scandal
around their death.

He stopped finally, ten blocks
of narrow alleys away, and put
Whaler down.

Security, if it ever came,
would probably blame him for
the death of Whaler—with some
gentle hints from Trench. If it
didn’t come, Trench knew that
he had run off with Whaler, and
there was already a suspicion in
the Captain’s mind that he was
somehow involved with the
hated Solar Security. Sheila had
the book, for that matter, with
his name probably in it. And
she’d probably heard Whaler call
him the head of Security.

He heard the sound of a mo-
bile amplifier, and strained his
ears toward it at last. There was
a bustle from above beginning
now, as if the tenements around
the alley were coming to life, and
it took time to focus through to
the sound of the speaker. Then
he got enough to know that
Wayne had won a thumping
victory of better than three to
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two. Murphy had conceded.

Which meant that Trench was
still Captain of the Seventh
Precinet,

He stared around, realizing it
was dark. It must have been dark
when he carried Whaler's body
out, now that he thought of it;
he’d taken no precautions against
being seen, at least. How long
had he sat after the old lady
died, battling with the same
problem that was confronting
him now?

It didn’t matter. He summed it
up once again. Head of the
hated Security on Mars, with
ar enemy to testify to it against
him, and with no information—
that, too, was in enemy hands. A
cop who'd aided the escape of
the one man his Captain most
wanted to keep. A man who was
exiled by Security until his good
behavior could win him a pardon,
and who was the obvious fall
guy for the murder of the head
of Security’s whole Martian
project.

Whaler had been right. He was
a man who got things done. Well
done, in fact—cooked to a fraz-
zle, with himself as the chief
frazzle.

Look out for number one, he
told himself grimly!

He dusted himself off, leaving
Whaler where he lay, and went
looking for a phone booth.

(To BE CONCLUDED)
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AN EDITORIAL ON

SERIALS

For a good many years, in a lot of magazines, we've been noticing
that readers write angry letters that are filled with protests against
serials, and then calmly rate the serial installment as first choice among
the stories. This is one of those puzzles which we haven't solved, and
never expect to understand.

Of course, back in the days when a story was written with exactly
twelve cliff-hangers so that it could be cut up into that many install-
ments, it was nothing in the world but a trick to make the reader buy
the magazine each time. But those days are gone. Today, it's taken for
granted that a serial is simply a story too long for one issue, which is
split up into about three installments. And readers have repeatedly
shown that they want long stories.

Still . . . it's pretty obvious that many today do not want to wait too
long for a story, and that they haven't the patience to save the issues
for the final installment. Something apparently has to be done about
that.

We’ve been wracking our brains for the answer. We want to use the
best of the long stories. But we don’t want to annoy even a minority
of those who buy the magazine—for obvious reasons! And we've finally
come up with what we hope will prove to be a satisfactory compromise.

From now on, we'll run longer installments. Mast of the time, we’ll
try to get a complete book into no more than two separate issues of
the magazine, in addition to the regular line-up of stories. In rare cases,
involving stories much longer than the usual book is today, we may have
to run it in three installments; but we don't expect to find many such
books which are exactly what we want in our longer stories.

Second, we'll run original novels—not serials in the old meaning
of the word: There will be no demand for artificial cliff-hangers, and
we won't deliberately try to leave the readers on the edge of their
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chairs. We'll try to divide the story at a logical place, where the next
installment can be conveniently begun.

And finally, we won't buy any long story just-to be sure that we have
a serial. If we don’t have a serial, we can always make up an issue of
complete stories without it making our hair turn gray with worry. The
only reason we'll ever buy a serial is beécause we think it's a good story,
which should be published, and which our readers will be happy to see
in our pages.

How does that sound? It strikes us as the most logical answer to the
conflict between readers who hate serials and others who write in and
insist we run the long stories—and surprisingly, while the anti-serial
letters are more vehement, the pro-serial ones outnumber the others
by about five to one!

You'll notice that this applies to future serials. On the current story
by Erik van Lhin, we'd rather not speak. But since we're getting used
to having our faces red, we might as well say at once that we pulled
another blooper. We expected to have the conclusion in this issue—
and instead, it's going to run on to a fourth instaliment. Blame it on
van Lhin, who seems to be one of those writers who ‘worries over his
work; not content with rewriting it for us on his own once, he just
recently sent a new revision of the last half to us. Well, it had a better
story line in some ways—but it was also a good deal longer.

Most of the magazine was already made up. And the only thing left
to do was to split up the conclusion (in its new version) into two parts,
or else go ahead with the older version. Since we felt that the newer
form was somewhat better, we're naturally going to choose it.

Definitely, positively, and finally, however, there will be no more
than four installments all together! Next issue will have the last of this
story, even if van Lhin decides he'd like to turn it into an epicl

And thenceforth, when serials rear their ugly heads, you'll get them
in the longest installments we can run, and spread over the absolute
minimum number of issues. Your response to Gallun’s ‘'Ten to the Stars™’
——which has drawn more favorable comment than any other story
we've used—shows that you definitely don't object to having a lot of
pages filled with one story.

And keep your letters coming. We're trying to give you the magazine
you want, and we hope you’ll continue to let us know of any improve-
ments or changes that seem desirable. It's up to you!

PHILIP ST. JOHN



POLIGE YOUR PLANET

BY ERIK VAN LHIN

ILLUSTRATED BY ORBAN

When Gordon found himself in the middle of
a revolution, he also found himself firmly in

the middle with one foot on each side—and

his neck being fitted for a hangman's noose!

SYNOPSIS: BRUCE GORDON
has been exiled to Mars by Solar
Security for revealing top-secret
information in his newspaper
column. There, in disgust, he
plots to make a quick stake and
return ta Earth illegally. At the
home of : MOTHER COREY, «
monstrous man who seems to
live by sheltering crooks, he
meets HONEST 1ZZY, a little
native knife expert: After a fias-
co involving SHEILA COREY,
gang ‘moll granddaughter of
Motker Corey, he loses every-
thing except enough to buy a
comniiezion on the corrupt locl
police force. Izey also joins.
Grafi s good, but the kickbacks
keep iim down to mo more than
@ hundred credits—mnol enough
even to think of buying illegul

passage to Earth. Mother Corey
goes respectable, moving to a
rooming house inside the biy
dome over the better part of
Marsport.

Gordon is sent outside to the
worst slum area to work under
Whaler, a police Captain im-
ported from Earth to clean up
the gangs. They do too well—
they hurt the chances of gang-
supported MAYOR WAYNE in
the coming elections, Whaler is
busted down, and Gordon is as-
signed to CAPTAIN TRENCH
of the Seventh Precinct.

During the elections, Whaler
reveals he is a Security Agent.
He's captured by Trench—a
renegade from Security—but
saved by Gordon. Wounded and
dying, he tells Gordon that heil
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18 brewing, and that he’s turning
over the responsibility to be
head of Security on Mars to Goi-
don. Gordon seems to promise,
and receives a motebook giving
names and information.

But then Sheila Corey man-
ages to smeak in and steal the
book. Since she has had repeated
run-ins with Gordon, he feels she
will turn it over to Trench.

But there is nothing he can do
about it. He leaves the body of
Whaler in an alley and goes
looking for a phone to report in.

IX

LECTIONS were over, but

the few dim lights along the
street showed only boarded-up
and darkened buildings. There
were sounds of stirring, but no
one was trusting that the elec-
tion-day brawls were completely
ended yet. It was a nervous, lost
sort of unquiet that lay over
Marsport, as if the city knew
what the next four years under
the administration of Mayor
Wayne would bring.

Gordon hesitated, then swung
glumly toward a corner where
he could find a police call-box.
He'd have preferred a public
phone, where he could get away
if the answers sounded wrong.
But the automatic signal turned
in by the box probably wouldn’t
matter. If Trench were looking
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for him, he’d be ‘picked up
sooner or later, anyhow.

He heard a tiny patrol car
turn the corner and ducked back
into another alley to wait for it
to go by. But they weren’t look-
ing for him. Their spotlight
caught a running boy, clutching
a few thin copies of the Cru-
sader under a scrawny arm.

After the cops had dumped the
unconscious kid into the back of
the small squad car and gone
looking for more game, Gordon
went over to look at the tattered
scraps left of the opposition pa-
per, with dirt smudged into its
still-wet ink.

Randolph wasn’t preaching
this time, but was content to re-
port the facts he’d seen. There
had been at least ninety known
killings, outside of gangsters,
and an uncounted number not re-
ported. Mobs had fought citizens
outside the main market for
three solid hours, though that
had been done with comparative-
ly little gunfire. And there was a
poorly reproduced photo of a
group of mobsters lining citizens
up under drawn guns for a
propaganda movie of Mayor
Wayne watching the “orderly”
elections!

Yet in spite of all the ballot-
stuffing and intimidations, the
outlying vote had almost won.
Wayne hadn’t returned by a
landslide; he’d barely squeaked
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through by a four percent ma-
jority. Even some of the mob-
sters must have sneaked in
honest votes against Wayne.

It was obvious that the cur-
rent administration could never
win another election, and that
this was their last chance.
They’d really have to concen-
trate all their efforts into the
next four years. Marsport wasn’t
going to be a pleasant place to
live.

It also meant that the chances
of a cop who might be somehow
mixed up with Security would
be practically nil. If Sheila
Corey turned him in, they
wouldn’t bother asking whether
her story was true or not—
they’d get him on the chance it
might be.

But as long as he was stuck on
Mars, he couldn’t do much but
play along and hope. He lifted
the cradled phone from the box.
“Gordon reporting,” he an-
nounced.

A startled grunt came from
the instrument, followed by the
clicks of hasty switching. In less
than fifteen seconds, Trench’s
voice barked out of the phone.
“Gordon? Where the hell you
been?”

“Up an alley between Mec-
Cutcheon and Miles,” Gordon
told him. “With a corpse. Whal-
er’s corpse. Better send out the
wagon.”
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Trench hesitated only a frac-
tion of a second. “Okay, I’ll be
out in ten minutes.”

Gordon clumped back to the
alley and bent for a final inspec-
tion of Whaler’s body to make
sure nothing would prove the
flaws in his weakly-built story.
Using Trench’s flight from the
Star Point mob, he could claim
he’d thought Whaler had just
been rescued from them, which
was why he’d freed the man. The
time lapse could be taken care of
by claiming they’d gotten lost in
backstreet Marsport, which was
possible enough, But he’d have to
go carefully in hinting that
Whaler had first tried to get him
to send a message to Earth and
then had admitted he was a Se-
curity agent—letting Trench
think he’d been killed by Gordon,
without saying so.

It seemed like a pretty thin
alibi, now that he thought it
over. But it was too late to think
up a new one, Trench was bet-
ter than his word. He swung his
gray car up to the alley in seven
minutes.

The door slammed behind him,
a beam snapped out from his
flashlight into the alley, and then
he was beside Whaler’s body. He
threw the light to Gordon and
stooped to run expert hands over
the corpse and through the
pockets.

Finally he stood up, frowning.
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“He’s dead, all right. I don’t get
it. If you hadn’t reported in .
Gordon, did he try to make you
think he was—"

“Security ?” Gordon filled in.
“Yeah. Claimed he was head of
it here, and wanted me to send a
message to Earth for him.”

Trench nodded, with a touch
of relief on his face. “Crazy!
Must have been the beating the
Star Pointers gave him bhefore
my men and I got to him.”

Gordon grimaced faintly. Ap-
parently part of his explanation
had been obvious énough a dis-
tortion that Trench had also
chosen it, It was unexepected,
but it made things simpler.

“Crazy,” Trench repeated.
“He must have been to spin that
story around men who just
might have a few grudges
against the whole Security goon
squad . .. By the way, thanks for
killing that sniper. You're a
good shot. I'd be dead if you
weren’t, I guess.”

Gordon made no comment, and
Trench worried it around in his
mind for a minute more. When
he spoke, the edge was gone
from his voice, leaving a grim
amusement in it, “I could start
a nasty investigation, I guess.
T'll take care of it. Good thing
you got him before he went com-
pletely berserk. These guys who
crack up after being in authority
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for years aren’t safe loose. Give~
me a hand, and I’l] take care of
all this . . . Want me to drop you
off ?”

They wangled the body into
the trunk of the car. Then it was
good to relax while Trench drove
along the rubble-piled and nearly
deserted streets. Gordon heard a
sigh from Deside him, and
realized Trench must have been
under tension, too, with Whaler

free and trying to call Earth

with the news that Isiah Trench
had betrayed Security.

But it hadn’t hurt the man's
thinking, Gordon reflected bit-
terly. He had Whaler’s body—
and he’d take care of it, all
right; he’d probably have it
mummified out in ¢he dry sands,
to use as evidence that Gordon
had murdered the man if neces-
sary—an extra ace in the hole.

They didn’t speak until
Trench stopped in front of
Mother Corey’s place. Then the
captain turned and stuck out his
hand. “Congratulations, by the
way. I forgot to tell you, but you
won the lottery; you're sergeant
from now on. Keep your nose
clean, and you'll do all right!”

Gordon watched the car disap-
pear down the street. Trench
had the body of Whaler. Sheila
had the notebook. His nose was
already a long ways from clean.
One word from her and he’d
probably be killed without know-
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*ing it; or a change of heart from
Trench and he’d be in the
gentler hands of Security—and
wish he had been killed.

Then he grimaced. He'd for-
gotten . that he was Security
here, according to what Whaler
had delegated to him. The white
hope of ;Mars! He spat on the
step .and, went past the two
guards Mother Corey still had
posted.. . .

Inside, a thick effluvium hit
his nose, and he turned to see
Mother Corey’s huge bulk wad-
dling down the hall. The old man
nodded. “We thought you’d gone
on the lam, cobber. But I guess
you’ve cooled, Good, good. As a
respectable man now, I couldn't
have stashed you from the cops
—though I might have been
tempted—mighty tempted.” His
face was melancholy. “Tell me,
lad, did they get Whaler?”

Gordon. nodded, and the old
man_.sighed. Something suspi-
ciously: Jike a tear glistened in
his eyes. He shook his head from
side to.side, stirring up the odor
about, him, again,

The old man chuckled, without
changing; his expression, though
the gray folds of flesh drew back
to expose his snaggled teeth.
“Fate’s against me, cobber. With
all the shooting, some punk put
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a bullet clean through the wall
and the plastic of the tub. Fifty
gallons of water, all wasted!”

He turned back toward the
end of the hall, sighing again, as
if he could read the other’s
hunch that he’d made up the
story to cover his loss cf
nerve, Gordon went up the
stairs, noticing that Izzy’s door
was open. The little man was
stretched out on the bunk in
his clothes, filthy; one side of
his face was swollen to double
size.

“Hi, gov'nor,” he called out,
and his voice was still cheerful.
“I had odds you’d beat the ticket,
though the Mother and me were
worried there for awhile. How’d
you grease the fix?”

Gordon sketched it in, without
mentioning Security. “What
happened to you, Izzy ?”

“Price of being honest. I got
this, and I lost a couple of
knives, you might say. But the
gees who paid me protection
didn’t get hurt, gov’'nor. When
you get paid for somethng, you
gotta deliver.” He winced as he
turned his head, then grinned.
“So they pay double tomorrow.
Honesty pays, gov'nor, if you
squeeze it once in a while .
Funny, you making sergeant; I
thought two other gees won the
lottery.”

So the promotion had ecome
from Trench, as he’d suspected.
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It botheréd him. When a turkey
sees corn ‘on the menu, it’s time
to start” wondering  when
Thanksgiving comes.

He shut the door as he came
out of Tzzy’s room and started
down tHe hall, But the sound of
heavy bréathing near the stairs
made him swing back, to see
little Randolph literally crawling
toward his room.

The palé, rabbitty face turned
up to nieet him, and the watery
eyes shook off some of the agony.
There was a sneer in them as he
worked his crushed lips and
forced a hoarse whisper through
them. *“Congratulations, muck-
raker. Your boy’s back in the
saddle!”

Then he collapsed. But he
came to before Gordon could
finish trying to patch him up and
put him to bed. His lips were
stuck now, and he had to point
to his clothes Gordon found a
copy of ‘Wayne’s official Chroni-
cle, w1th a full page on how
Wayné" had triumphed over a
combmatlon of bribed votes and
outlawry ‘among the Star Point
and ‘smaller' opposition gangs.
The papér was an extra, smeared
and battered by what Randolph
had been through, but still legi-
ble. On' an-inside page, the little
man located what he wanted and
held it out—a brief paragraph
on how Bruce Gordon had been
promoted to sergeant for brav-
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ery in overcoming a dangerous
maniac. '

Randolph’s lips ﬁnal‘ty “ came
open. “Get out!” he said flatly.

Gordon got. He found Mother
Corey and sent him to look after
the publisher, grumbling and
fuming that this was a rooming
house, not a rest home. Then he
slipped through the entrance
seal and out onto the street.
Some signs of life were appear-
ing again. He located a tricycle
cab and gave the address of
Fat’s Place without thinking
about it.

The streets were still in a
shambles from the struggles for
control of the voting booths, but
Fats was open, and nothing
seemed to have been harmed.
From the way the man greeted
him, Gordon suspected Izzy must
have had something to do with
that. .

“Tables are open,” Fats sug-
gested. “Grab yourself a stack of
chips on the house. Or maybe
you’d like an intro to one of the
duchesses ?”

Gordon started to ask for beer,
and then changed his mind.
“How’s the chance of getting
some food, Fats?” He still hadn’t
eaten,

Fats looked slightly shocked,
but he nodded. “Sure. Grab a
seat at the bar. Kitchen’s elosed,
but I'll have Mike dig up some-
thing. Coming up!”
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It was a rough crowd in the
place, Gordon saw—mostly men
from the gangs getting rid of
their spoils, with only a scatter-
ing of normal citizens, all either
driven by fevered urgency or
gloomy  resignation. Gordon
caught himself looking for Sheila
and cursed himself, He'd already
stayed too long on this damnad
planet.

"When the steak and fried
Marsapples came, he ate half of
the meal automatically, but
without any real appetite, Damn
it, he’d never been a muck-raker.
He’d been dirty at times, but as
a reporter he’d played for clean
stakes. He’d been able to look
himself in the mirror when he
shaved. But what was the use
here? Whaler and his crusading
had proved the same thing Ran-
dolph was proving with his,

He downed a couple of needled
beers and then got up in disgust
to head back to his room. He’d
make collections tomorrow. And
they’d better be good.

They were good, all week,
probably as a result of Izzy’s
actions. Even after he arranged
to pay his income tax and turned
over his “donation” to the fund,
he was well ahead for the first
time since he’d landed here. In a
couple.of months, he could begin
‘to think about hunting up illegal
passage back to Earth,
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He had become almost super-
stitious about the way he was al-
ways left with no more than a
hundred credits in his pockets.
This time, he stripped himself
to that sum at once, depositing
the rest in the First Marsport
Bank., Maybe it would break the
jinx.

Then collections fell off. The
Mayor had wangled a special tax
to take care of the election dam-
age, and the cops were being
driven hard to collect it. The
joints met it with resignation,
but the poorer section of his beat
was a problem. People had
reached the limit. Even Blaine
from the Tenth, who had a
reputation for being too free
with brass knuckles on slow pay-
ers, was said to be behind his
quota.

In the end, they were forced
to tap the joints to make up for
the people who couldn’t pay.
That started the day Gordon col-
lected finally from one small
shopkeeper and came back two
hours later to find the man hang-
ing by a rope from the ceiling of
his store. )

“No guts,” Izzy commented.
“Hell, if you think he had it
tough, gov'nor, you shoulda seen
the way my old man went to
work the day he died. Starved to
death. Fell over dead on the job.
You gotta have it under the belt
here.” But he went along with
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Gordon’s suggestion about tap-
ping the joints,

They were one of the few
teams in the Seventh Precinct to
make full quota. Trench was
lavish in his praise. He was play-
ing more than fair with Gordon
now, but there was a basic suspi-
cion in his eyes. He had decided
to accept things—but he hadn’t
been convinced. And he was
waiting warily for further de-
velopments.

The next day, he drafted them
for a trip outside the dome. “It’s
easy enough, and you'll get
plenty of credit in the fund for
it. I need two men who can keep
their mouths shut.”

They idled around the station
through the morning. In the
late afterncon, they left in a big
truck capabie of hauling what
would have been fifty tons on
Earth. Tremch drove. Outside
the dome, the electric motor car-
ried them along at a steady
twenty miles an hour, almost
silently.

It was Gordor’s first look at
the real Mars. He saw small vil-
lages where crop prospectors
and hydro farmers lived, with a
few small industrial sections
scattered over the desert. As
they moved out, he saw the slow
change from the beaten appear-
ance of Marsport to something
that seemed no worse than would
be found among the share-crop-

.and they began
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pers back on Earth. It was obvi-
ous that Marsport was the
poison center here.

Some of the younger children
were running around without
helmets, confirming Aimsworth’s
claim that third generation
Martians somehow learned 1o
adapt to the atmosphere, In
them, the sure end of Marsport
was being spelled out—but it
would take another thirty years,
and Gordon never expected to
see it,

Darkness fell sharply, as it al-
ways did in Mars’ thin air, but
they went on, heading out into
the dumes of the desert. When
they finally stopped, they were
beside a small, battered space
ship. Boxes were piled all around
it, and others were being tossed
out. Trench leaped from the
truck, motioning them to follow,
loading the
crates hastily. It took about an
hour of hard work to load the
last of them, and Trencr was
working harder than they were.
Finished, he went up to cne of
the men from the ship, handed
over an envelope, and came back
to start the truck back toward
Marsport. As the dunes dwindled
behind them, Gordon could see
the brief flare of the little racket
taking off,

They drove back through the
night as rapidly as the :ruck
could manage, Finally, they
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rolled” into City Hall, down a
ramp, and onto an elevator that
took them three levels down.
Trench “climbed out and nodded
in satisfaction. “That’s it. Take
tomorrow off, if you want, and
I'll fix credit for you. But just
remember you haven’t seen any-
thing. You don’t know any move
than our old friend Whaler!”

“He led them to a smaller eleva-
tor, and then swung back to the
truck.

“Guns,” Gordon said slowly.
“Guns and contraband ammuni-
tion for the administration from
Earth. And they must have paid
half the graft they’ve taken for
that. It’s still considered treason
to ship anything bigger than a
revolver off Earth, What the hell
do they want it for?”

Izzy jerked a shoulder up-
wards and a twist ran across his
pockmarked face, “War, what
else? Gov’'nor, Earth must be
boiling about the election. Maybe
Security’s getting set to spring.
And we're going to be caught in
a revolution—right where the
big push is gonna hit!”

The idea of Marsport rebelling
against Earth seemed ridiculous.
Even with guns, they wouldn’t
have a chance if Earth sent a
force of any strength to back Se-
curity. But it was the only ex-
planation, Things got better all
the time. In such a rebellion, he
couldn’t join Earth without hav-
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ing Trench spread the word that
he’d killed Whaler; and he
couldn’t risk sticking to Trench
and then having Sheila claim he
was a spy! )

He took the next day off to
look for her, but nobody would
admit having seen her. He
couldn’t understand why she
hadn’t already struck at him, Or
had she already gone to Trench,
and was Trench just baiting
him, fattening him for the kill?

He had seen the crowds be-
ginning to assemble all after-
noon, but had paid no attention
to them. Now he found the way
back to Corey’s blocked by ‘a
mob, and it finally registered.
He studied them for a moment.
This was no gang movement;
there was too much desperation
there as they milled and fought
to move forward.

Then he saw that the object of
it all was the First Marsport
Bank. It was only toward that
that the shaking fists were
raised. Gordon managed to get
onto a pile of rubble where he
could see over the  crowd. The
doors of the bank were locked
shut, but men were attacking it
with an improvised battering
ram. As he watched, a pompous
little man came to the upper
window over the door and began
motioning for attention. The
crowd quieted almost at once,
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except for a single yell. “When
do we get our money?”

“Please. Please.” The voice
reached back thinly as the bank
president got his  silence.
“Please. It won’t do you any
good. Not a bit. We're broke. Not
a cent left! And don’t go blam-
ing me. I didn't start the rush.
Your friends did that. They took
all the money, and now we're
cleaned out. You carn’t . ., .”

A rope rose from the crowd
and settled around him. In a sec-
ond, he was pulled down, and the
crowd surged forward. They
used only their hands on him—
but his shrieks cut off a moment
later in a final wild cry.

Gordon dropped from the vub-
ble, staring at the bank. He'd
played it safe this time—he’d
put his money away, to make
sure he’d have it. And now he
was back to the old familiar pat-
tern—less than a hundred cred-
its to his name!

‘A heavy hand fell on his shoul-
der, and he turned to see Mother
Corey there. “That’s the way a
panic is, cobber,” the man said.
“There’s a run, then everything
is ruined. I tried to get you when
I first heard the rumor, but you
were gone. And when this starts,
a man has to get there first.” He
patted his side, where a bulge
showed. “And I just made it, too.
Bound to come, but who’d guess
it was going to be so soon.
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Started here and spread. By now,
thexe won’t be a bank in Mars-
port that isn’t busted.”

The mob was begl,nnmg to
break up now, but it was still in
an ugly mood. Gordon stepped
into a narrow passageway at the
side, and Mother Corey followed
“But what started it?”

“Rumors that Mayor Wayne
got a big loan from the bank—
and why not, seemg 1t was his
bank! Nobody had to guess that

Jhe’d never pay it back, so—”

Mother Corey swept his hand to-
ward the crowd. “Ever see a
panic, cobber? Well, you will.”

“Where’s Izzy ?” Gordon asked.
He was sick at the loss of his
money, but somehow the stark
tragedy on the faces around

made him even sicker. “Never
mind, I can guess. See you
later.”

Somehow, he managed to
avoid most of the shouting
groups as he headed back for his
beat. He found Izzy organizing
the bouncers from the joints and
somie of the citizens into a
squad. Every joint was closed
down tightly already, Gordon be-
gan organizing his own squad.

Izzy slipped over as he began
to get them organized. “If we
hold past midnight, we'll be set,
gov'nor,” heé said. “They go
crazy for a while and the gangs
come out for the pickings, too.
But give 'em u few hours, and
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they stop most of it. Most of
them will probably hit for the
food steres or the liquor shops.
But a few smart gees are gonna
figure the joints have money,
and money always talks. I figure
you know where all the scratch
went ?”

“Sure—-guns from Earth! The
damned fools!”

“Yeah. But not fools. Just
blooéy well informed, gov’nor.
Eartk’s sending a fleet—got of-
ficial word of it. No way of tell-
ing khow big, but it’s coming.”
The ‘ittle man spat onto the
grouns, and felt for his knives.
Then he grinned crookedly, and
headec back to his group.

It gave Gordon something 1o
thin® about while they patrolled
the bext. But he had enough for
a time without that. The mobs
left the section alone, apparently
scared off by the organized
group ready -and waiting for
them. But.every street and alley
had ic¢ be kept under constant
surveiilance to drive out the
angry, desperate men who were
trying io. get something to hang
onto kefore everything collapsed.
He saw .stores being broken into
beyond his beat, and brawls as
one drunken, crazed crowd met
another, But he kept to his own
territory, knowing that there
was nothing he could do beyond
it.

By midnight, as Jzzy had

SCIENCE FICTION- ADYENTURES

promised, the people had begun
to quiet down, however. The
anger and hysteria were giving
way to a sullen, beaten hopeless-
ness. Most of them had never
had any money to lose; they
would suffer in the general de-
pression that must follow, but it
was a vague threat still, now
that the first shock had worn off.

Honest Izzy finally seemed sat-
isfied to turn things over to the
regular night men. Gordon
waited around a while longer,
but finally headed back to
Mother Corey’s place. There
were still clumps of people about,
but their muscles were now
slack with defeat.instead of taut
with fury. He wondered how
many would be on the breadlines
within a month—and whether
there would be any breadlines,
with the battle between Earth
and Marsport draining the ad-
ministration’s funds.

He met Randolph coming out
of the house, and tried to avoid
him, But the little man stopped
squarely in front of him. The
scars were still livid, but he
seemed fit enough again.

“Gordon,” he said quickly, “I
behaved like a louse. I had no
business dragging your Earth
record into things here. Anyhow,
it was a damned swinish thing to
make use of your help and thea
chase you out. I'm apologizing!”

“Forget it,” Gordon began.
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But the publisher had already
gone down the steps. He went in-
side, weary in every bone of his
body. “Hi, Mother.”

Mother Corey motioned him
back and put a cup of steaming
coffee into his hands. “You look
worse than I do, cobber. Worse
than even that granddaughter of
mine. She was here looking for
you!”

“Sheila?” Gordon jerked the
word out.

“Yeah. She left a note for you.
1 put it up in your room.”
Mother Corey chuckled. “Why
don’t you two get married and
make your fighting legal?”

“Thanks for the coffee,” Gor-
don threw back at him, He was
already mounting the stairs.

He tossed his door open and
found the letter on his bed. He
knew it would be bad news, but
he had to find out how bad. He
ripped the envelope open.

A single sheet of paper fell
out, together with the torn-off
front cover of the notebook. He
spread the sheet out, and glanced
at the writing on it.

“1’d rather go to Wayne,” it
said. “But I need money. If you
want the rest of this, you've got
until three tonight to make an
offer. If you can find me, mayvbe
I'll listen.”

He crushed it savagely and
tossed it into the corner. It was
a quarter after three already,
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he was practically broke—and
he had no idea where she could
be found.

X

GORDON jerked the door open
to yell for Izzy while he
tucked the bit of notebook cover
into his pocket. Then he stopped
as something nibbled at his
mind. Finally he closed the door
silently. Izzy might know the
answers, but he regarded it as
dishonest to give away valuable
information free—that was cut-
ting the rates, and simply not
done.

Then the odor Gordon had
smelled before registered. He
vanked out the bit of notebook
and sniffed. It hadn’t been close
enough for any length of time to
be contaminated by Mother
Corey, so the smell couid only
come from one place. And it was
logical enough, when he thought
about it.

He checked the bhatteries on
his suit and put it on quickly.
There was no point in wearing
the helmet inside the dome, but
it was better than trying to vent
one at the lockers, There was ne
reason he shouid conceal going
outside, anyhow. He buckled it
to a strap. The knife siid into its
sheathe, and the gun holster
snapped onto the suit. As a final
thought, he nicked up the stout
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locust stick he’d used under
Whaler.

There were no cabs outside
tonight, of course. But he hadn’t
expected to find one. He’d have
had to walk from the dome en-
trance, anyhow. It wouldn’t mat-
ter. He had to gamble on the
fact that Sheila wouldn’t actual-
ly try to see Wayne or one of his
assistants until morning, in
spite of the note. As for the
other details, he’d take care of
them when the need arose.

He struck out at a steady lope.
He hadn’t been exercising his
Earth muscles, but they were
still better than those of most of
the people here, and the light
gravity helped. Exhausted as he
had been, he could still put a
good 8ix miles behind him every
hour.

The streets were almost de-
serted now, except for some
prowler or desperation-driven
drug addict. The people who had
been hit by the failure had re-
tired at last to lick their wounds
in private.

He proceeded cautiously, how-
ever, realizing that it would be
just like her to lay an ambush

for him. He was half hoping she-

would, since it would save time.
But he reached the exit from the
dome with no trouble,

“Special pass to leave at this
hour,” the guard there reminded
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him, “Of course, if it’s urgent,
pal . ..”

Gordon was in no mood to try
bribes. He let his hand drop to
the gun. “Police Sergeant Gor-
don, on official business,” he said
curtly. “Get the hell out of my
way.”

The guard thought it over
without taking time to draw a
breath and reacled for the re-
lease. Gordon swung back as he
passed through. “And you’d bet-
ter be ready to open when I come
back,” he warned the guard.

He was in comparative dark-
ness almost at once, and tonight
there was no sign of the lights
of patrolling cops. They'd all
been pulled back into the dome
to keep down trouble there, prob-
ably. Nobody cared too much
what happened outside. There
were only the few phosphor
bulbs at the corners. Gordon let
his own light remain unlighted,
threading his way along. He'd
have to depend on the faint
markers and on his own memory._

A vague shadow moved out of
the darker inkiness around him,
and a whining voice came from
the other’'s Marspeaker. “Got a
credit, gov'nor? Lost my money

*in the crash 'n I got three starv-
ing kids, 'n—" ”

The faint tightening of his
voice gave him away. Gordon
sidest"epped, flicking on his hel-
met light, just .as the heavy
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bludgeon crashed forward in the
hand of the man behind him. He
stepped in again as the man
went off balance, and brought
the locust stick down sharply
across the back of the helmet.
He swung without waiting to

see whether the neck or the hel-.

met had given—the vresults
would be the same out here. The
set-up man was just drawing his
knife back for a long, awkward
overhand throw. Gordon sent the
club sailing toward him. The
other ducked, pulling his arm
down, and Gordon was on him.

Whaler had taught him one
thing that was probably more
valuable for survival here than
anything else, and that was com-
plete ruthlessness when dealing
with such men. It was the man
who didn’t care how badly he
hurt the other who would usually
win—and even the supposedly
tough customers usually had
some squeamishness. He flipped
the other over with a single
heave and went to work with his
recovered club on the small of
the back. It wasn’t until the
screams faded out that he stop-
ped. .

He didn’t look back as he
walked on. The parasites went
on killing, robbing and terroriz-
ing in the night out here against
thousands of citizens who were
honest and just out of luck. Yet
a hundred men willing to handle
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them properly could probably
clean up the whole mess—a hun-
dred men and a government that
would back them up.

Then three specks of glaring
blue light suddenly appeared in
the sky, jerking his eyes up.
They were dropping rapidly, and
the tongues of flame were bhlaz-
ing wider now. Rockets, landing
at night. The rocket field in the
distance was glaring brightly in
the downward wash of fire from
them,

Rockets that flamed bright
blue . . . the forces from Earth,
arriving in military rockets! He
wished he knew more of the
force each might carry, but that
was of only secondary Iimpor-
tance. The major thing was that
Earth was finally taking a hand!
And he was no more ready for it
than was the administration of
Wayne, if as much so. '

He crouched in a hollow that
had once been some Xind of a
basement, out of reach of prowl-
ers, until the ships had landed
and cut off their jets. Then he
stood up, blinking his evas wntil
they could again muake but the
pattern of the dim bulbs. He'd
seen enough by the rocke* 4lare
to know that he wa< &Ll
right, at least. Now, m .
ever, he had to take car- o2 the
immediate situation.

Twice he heard the scunds of
someone near, but non: came
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close enough to bother him. And
finally the ugly half-cylinder of
patched brick and metal that
was the old Mother Corey’s
Chicken Coop showed up against
the faint light from the rocket
field. It looked even more of a
wreck then before, if that were
possible.

He moved in cautiously and as
silently as he could, wondering
if there would be sentries staked
outside. Not unless Sheila had
expected him, but he couldn’t be
sure, He finally located the semi-
secret entrance to the building
without meeting anyone. Once in
the tunnel that led to the build-

ing, he felt a little safer. He -

could still stumble on someone,
but the element of surprise
would be all on his side in that
event.

He started to remove his
helmet, once he reached the dim-
ness of the old mainfloor hall,
but the stench made him change
his mind. Then he reconsidered
again—without it, he’d seem
more like one of whatever in-
mates there still were. He re-
moved it and strapped it to the
back of his suit, out of the way.
The old hall was in worse shape
than before. For a second, he
resented the way ‘the place- had
gone to pot, before the ridicu-
lousness of the idea hit him.

Yet it wasn’t entirely ridicu-
lous, Mother Corey had run a
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somewhat orderly place, with
constant vigilance; he could
never have come into/the hall-
way without being seen in the
old days. And there was the feel-
ing of petty criminal evil here
now. Before, the “guests” had
been mostly those who.lived by
their wits, just outside the law,
rather than muggers and cut-
throats.

Then a pounding sound came
from the second floor, and Gor-
don drew back into the denser
shadows, staring upwards. There
were shouts and more bangings,

but nothing he could see. A

heavy, thick voice picked up the
exchange of shouts.

“You, Sheila, you come outa
there! You come right out or
I'ma gonna blast that there door
down with gunpowder. You open
up.” )

Gordon was already moving up
the stairs when a second voice
reached him, and this one was
familiar. “Jurgens don’t want
you, you outland bat! All he
wants is this place—we ‘got use
for it. It don’t belong to 'you,
anyhow! Come out now; and
we'll let you go peaceful. Or'stay
in there and we’ll blast you out—
in pieces.”

It was the voice of Jurgens’.
henchman who had called on
Mother Corey before elections.
The thick voice must belong to
the big ape who'd been with him,
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“Come on out,” the little man
cried again. “You don’t have a
chance. We've already chased all
vour boarders out!”

Gordon tried to remember
which steps had creaked the
worst, but.he wasn’t too worried,
if there were only two of them.
Then his head projected abowe
the top step, and he hesitated.
Ounly the rat and the ape were
standing near a heavy, closed
door. But four others were
lounging in the background, ap-
parently amused by the trouble
their chief was, having.

He knew he'd be a fool to go
on against that number. He
lifted his foot to put it back
down to a lower step, just as
Sheila’s muffled voice shrilled
out a fog of profanity, He
grinned, and then saw that he’d
lifted his foot to a higher step.
All right, then, he decided.

There was a sharp yell from
one of the men in the back-
ground and a knife sailed for
him, but the aim was poor. Gor-
don’s gun came out, Two of the
men were dropping before the
others could reach for their own
weapons, and while the rat-faced
man was just turning. The third
dropped without firing, and the
fourth’s shot went wild. Gordon
was firing rapidly, but not with
such a stupid attempt at speed
that he couldn’t aim each shot.
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And at that distance, it was
hard to miss.

Rat-face -jerked back behind
the big hulk of his partner, try-
ing to pull a gun that seemed to
be stuck; a scared man’s ability
to get his gun stuck in a simple
holster was always amazing.
The big guy made no attempt to
reach for a weapon., He simply
lunged, with his big hands out.

Gordon sidestepped and caught
one of the big arms, swinging
the huge body over one hip. It
sailed over the broken railing, {o
land on the floor below and crash
through the rotten planking. He
heard the man hit the basement,
even while he was swinging the
club in his hand toward the rat-
faced man.

There was a thin, kigh-pitched
scream as a collar-bone broke.
He slumped onto the floor, and
began to try hitching his way
down the steps, holding onto his
shattered shoulder with the
other hand and whimpering with
each movement, his eyes fixed in
glazed horror on Gordan’s.club.

Gordon picked up the gun that
had fallen out of the holster as
the man fell and put.it into his
pouch. He considered:the two,
and decided they would be no
menace, The big guy had propn-
ably broken his neck, and the
smaller one was thinking only of
getting away.

“QOkay, Sheila,” he called out,
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trying to muffle his voice. “We
got them all.”

“Pie-Face?” Her voice was
doubtful. “Did you decide to
come back?”

He considered what a man out
here who went under that name
might be like, and finally guessed
at the proper expression. “Sure,
baby. Open up!” .

“Wait a minute. I've got this
nailed shut.” There was the
sound of am effort of some kind
going on as she talked. “Though
I ought to let you stay out therz
and rot. Damn it, if you’d stuck
with me, we could have chased
them off in the first place, I told
you when I rented rooms to you
and your- boys that you’d have
to give a hand. But no, the first
time there’s any trouble . ., uh!”

The door heaved open then,
and she appeared in’it, working
herself up into a fine rage. Then
she saw him, and her jaw
dropped open slackly. “You!”

“Me,” he agreed. “And lucky
for you, Cuddles.”

Her hand streaked to a gun in
her belt, and she let out a cry to
someone behind her. “Kill him!”

This time, he didn’t wait to be
attacked. He went for the door,
knocking her aside with his
shoulder. His knee caught the
outside of her hip as she spun,

and she fell over, the gun spin- -

ning out of her hand.
The two men in the room were

SCIENCE FICTION ADVENTURES

apparently the same two who
had tackled him among Nick the
Croop’s trucks. They were both
holding knives, but in the ridicu-
lous overhand position that
seems to be an ingrained stupid-
ity of the human race, until it’s
taught better. A single flip of his
locust club against their wrists
accounted for both of the knives.
He grabbed them by the hair of
their heads, then, and brought
the two skulls together savagely.
They both continued te breathe,
but neither knew about. it.

Sheila lay stretched out on the
floor where her head had ap-
parently struck against the leg
of a bed. Gordon shoved the
bodies of the two men aside and
looked down at the wreck of a
man who lay on the dirty
blanket. “Hello, O'Neill,” he
said. “So they let you out?”

The former leader -of the
Stonewall gang stared d'p at the
club swinging from Gordon’s
wrist, and a tongue ran rapidly
over dry lips. His voice was al-
most a Wwhisper. "You ain't
gonna beat me this time? I'm a
sick man. Sick. Can’t aurt no-
body. You want some money? I
got a few credits. Take it and
go away. Don’t beat me again.”

Gordon’s stomach  knotted
sickly at the product of a thox-
ough lesson in ruthlessness. Do-
ing something under the pres-
sure of necessity or in the heat
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of a struggle was one thing; but
to see the sorry results of it
later was another,

“All right,” he said. “Just stay
there until I get away from this
rat’s nest and I won’t hit you. I
won't even touch you.”

He was sure enough that it
was no act on O’Neill’s part. The
man couldn’t have acted that
well, He’d had the guts ripped
out of his soul, and no surgeon
would ever be able to put them
back. He might have taken worse
beatings in and out of combat—
but he hadn’t been able to take a
deliberate, cold-blooded working
over on the street where he’d
been king.

Gordon wasn’t so sure about
Sheila. She lay as if stunned,
with a slow rising and falling of
her chest. But he’d learned to
suspect her in all” things. He
checked the two men on the floor,
who were still out cold. Then he
stepped through the door care-
fully, to make sure that the big
bruiser hadn’t somehow lived
and come back.

His ears barely detected the
sound she made as she reached
for the knife of one of the men.
He could follow her movements
as she gathered herself together
and turned carefully to face him,
though he wouldn’t have noticed
it if he’d been as intent on the
stairwell as he seemed. )

Then it came—the faintest
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catch of breath. Gordon threw
himself flat to the floor. She let
out a scream as he saw her
momentum carry her over him.
Her heels dug into his ribs, but
he’d expected it. Then she was
at the edge of the rail, and start-
ing to fall.

He caught her feet in his
hands and yanked her back.
There was nothing phoney this
time as she hit the floor. It was
a solid thud that knocked the
wind out of her.

“Just a matter of coordina-
tion, Cuddles,” he told her as she
rocked back and forth trying to
get her breath back. “Little girls
shouldn’t play with knives, any-
way. They’ll grow up to be old
maids that way—or worse.”

The fury of hell blackened her
face, but she still couldn’t fune-
tion. She made a sound that
might have been involuntary or
was one she’d heard cats using
in the back alleys of Earth and
tried feebly to scratck at his
eyes.

He picked her up and tossed
her back into the room. From
the broken mattress on the bed,
he dug out a coil of wire and
bound her hands and feet with it.

“Can’t say I think much of
your choice of companions these
days,” he commented, looking to-.
ward the bed where O’Neill was
cowering. “It looks as if your
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grandfather picks them better -

for you.”

The funny part was that his
own stomach felt as if he’d been
bounced on the floor. The pros-
pect of her living with this bat-
tered wreck of a man was dis-
gusting to him. It was none of
his business, but . ..

She spat out curses at him
then, strangling over them. “You
filthy-minded hog! D’you think
I'd—Y’d— I wouldn’t eat at the
same table with the finest man
who ever lived! One room in the
placewith a decent door, and you
can’'t see why I'd choose that
room to keep Jurgens’ devils
back. You—You—"

He’d been searching the room,
but there was no sign of the
notebook there. He checked again
to see that the wire was tight,
and then picked up the two
henchmen who were showing
some signs of reviving.

“I'Il watch them,” a voice said
from the door. Gordon snapped
his head up to see Izzy standing
there. He realized he’d been a
lot less cautious than he’d
thought. It could have been one
of her men as easily as the little
knifeman. He dropped the two
back to the floor.

Izzy grinned at his confusipn.
“I got-enough out of the Mother
to case the pitch,” he said. “I
knew I was right when I spotted
the apeman carrying a guy with
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a bad shoulder away from here.
Jurgens’ punks, eh?”

“Thanks for coming,” Gordon
said doubtfully, “But what's it
going to cost me?”

“Wouldn’t be honest to charge
unless you asked me to convoy
you, gov’'nor. And if you're laok-
ing for the vixen’s room, it's
where you bunked before. I got
around after I spotted you here.”

Sheila forced herself to a sit-
'ting position and spat at Izzy.
“Traitor! Scummy half-pint
crooked little traitor!”

“Shut up, Sheila,” Izzy said.
“Your retainer ran out.”

Surprisingly, she did shut up.
Gordon shook his head and went
te the little space where he’d
first bunked. He saw that Izzy
was right; there were a couple
of things there—a nearly-used-
up lipstick, a comb, and a
cracked mirror. There was also
a small cloth bag containing a
few scraps of clothes, but he
scowled as he pawed through
them. He’d learned long ago that
a woman without decent under-
things will always be more naked
than one with no clothes.

He turned the room upside
down, but there was no sign of
the notebook or papers in it. He
hadn’t expected to find it hers,
though., Anything like that
would be kept where she could
be sure it wasn’t found—which
meant on her person,
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He located her helmet and car-
ried it down with him. “You're
going bye-bye, Cuddles,” he told
her. “I'm going to put this on

you and then unfasten your

arms and legs. But if you start
to so much as wiggle your big
toe, you won't sit down for a
month. That’s a promise.”

She pursed her lips hotly,
but made no reply. He screwed
the helmet on, and unfastened
her arms. For a second, she
tensed, while he waited, grin-
ning down at her. Then she
slumped back and lay quiet as
he unfastened her legs.

He tgssed her over his shoul-
der, and started down the rick-
ety stairs. “See the rockets
from Earth?” he asked Izzy.

“Yeah. Small ones, though.
Can’t be more than a hundred
men on all three of them.”

“Not with blue exhausts,”
Gordon told him. “With those
direct atomic athodyds, those
things are almost all carrying
space. They could put a small
army in them.”

“Oh.” lzzy thought it over.
“M-Day, eh? Well, I ain’t wor-

rying gny more about it until I

learn more, gov'nor.”

Gordon wished he could hon-
estly say the same., Those rock-
ets were bothering him plenty.
If he could ‘go to them and an-
nounce that-Whaler had appoint-
ed him acting fizad of Security

‘here . .
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. But he had no proof,
and there might be embarrass-
ing questions about what he’d
been doing since his .appoint-
ment. ’

There were the beginnings of
light in the sky. Five minutes
later, it was full daylight, which
should have been a signal for
the workers to start for their
jobs. But today they were drift-
ing out unhappily, as if already .
sure there would be no jobs by
nightfall. For a lot of them, it
might be true. Most of~ the
businesses of Mars had been
mortgaged, and the bank failure
would ruin a lot of them.

A few stared at Gordon and
his burden, but most of them
didn’t even look up. The two
men trudged along silently.
Sheila had seemed light at first,
but her weight was growing
with every step. But Gordon was
too stubborn to put her down.

“Prisoner,” he- announced
crisply to the .guard, but there
was no protest this time, and
she apparently knew it would be
useless to put on a scene. They
went through, and he was lucky
enough to locate a broken-down
tricycle cab. '

Mother Corey let them in,
without flickering an eyelash as
he saw his granddaughter. Gor-
don dropped her onto her legs.
“Behave yourself,” he warned
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her as he took off ‘his helmet,
and then unfastened hers.

"' Mother  Corey chuckled.
“Very touching, cobber. You
have a way with women, it
seems. Too bad she had to wear

a helmet, or you might have.

dragged her by her hair. Ah,
‘well, let’s not talk about it here.
My room is more comfortable—
and private.”
" Inside, she sat woodenly on
the little sofa, pretending to see
none of them. Mother Corey
looked from one to the other, and
then back to Gordon. “Well?
You must have had some reason
for bringing her here, cobber.”
“I want heg out of my hair,
Mother,” Gordon tried to ex-
plain. It wasn’t too clear to him-
self. “I can lock her up—ecarry-
ing a gun without a permit is
reason enough. But I'd rather
you kept her here, if you'll take
the responsibility for_ her. After
all, she's your granddaughter.”
“So she is. That’s why I wash
my hands of her. I couldn’t con-
trol myself at her age, couldn’t
control my son—bad cess to him,
dead though he is—and I don’t
intend to handle a female of my
line. You might get Izzy to
watch her, except that he’s got
a job. It looks as if you’ll have
to arrest her.” The gray flesh
shook on his face, and his few
hairs bobbed about as he shrug-
ged ponderously. But the little
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eyes in their heavy lids were
amused.

“Okay. Suppose I rent a room
and put a goed lock on it.
You've got the one that connects
with mine vacant.” ’

“I run a respectable house
now, Gordon,” Mother Corey
stated flatly. “What you do out-
side my place is your own busi-
ness. But no women, except
married ones. Can’t trust ’em.™

Gordon stared at the old man,
but he apparently meant just
what he said. “All right,
Mother,” he said finally. “How
in hell do I marry her without
any rigamarole? I understand
you've got some system here.”

Izzy’s face seemed to drop to-
ward the floor, and Sheila let
out a gasp. She came up off the
couch with a choking cry and
leaped for the door. But Mother
Corey’s immense arm moved out

casually, sweeping her back
onto the couch. )
“Very convenient,” the old

man said. “The two of you
simply fill out a form—1I've got
a few left from the last time—
and get Izzy and me to witness
it. Drop it in the mail, and you
are married. Of course, it isn’t
legal on any other planet, but I
don’t suppose you’ll mind that
too much, cobber!”

“If you think I'd marry you,
you filthy—" Sheila began.

Mother Corey listened at-
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tentively. “Rich, but not very
imaginative,” he said thought-
fully. “But she’ll learn, Izzy, I
have a feeling we should let
them settle their differences.”

As the door shut behind them,
Gordon yanked Sheila back to
the couch. “Shut up!” he told
her. “This isn’t a game this time.
Hell’'s popping here—you know
‘that better than most people.
And I'm up to my neck in it. I
should have killed you. But I'm
still squeamish, I guess. If I've
got to marry you to keep you
out of my hair, I will.”

Her face was paste white, but
she put her hands together on
her lap demurely, bent her head,
and fluttered her eyelashes up
at him. “So romantic,” she
sighed. “You sweep me off my
feet. You—Why, you—"

“Me or Trench! Take your
choice. I can take you to him
and tell him you’re mixed up in
Security, and that you either
have papers on you or out at the
Chicken Coop to prove it. He'd
probably believe you if you got
to him first. But not if I take
you in. You figure out what will
happen. Well?” '

She looked at him a long time
in silence, and there.was sur-
prise in her eyes. “You’d do it!
You really would . . . All right.
I'll sign your damned papers!™

Ten minutes later, he stood in
what_ ‘was now’ a connecting
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double room, watching Mother
Corey nail up the hall door to
the room that was to be hers.
There were no windows here,
and his own room had an excel-
lent lock on it already—one he’d-
put on himself. Izzy came back
as Mother Corey finished the
door and began knocking a
small panel out of the connect-
ing door. The old man was sur-
prisingly adept with his hands
as he fitted hinges and a catch
to the panel and re-installed it
so that she could swing it open.
He had considered Gordon crazy
for requesting it, but he was
doing a good job.

“They’re married,” Izzy said.
“It’s in the mail to the register,
along with the twenty credits.
Gov'nor, we're about due to.re-
port in.”

Gordon nodded. “Be with you
in a minute,” he said as he paid
Mother Corey for the materials
and work. He jerked his head,
and the two men went out,
leaving him alone with Sheila.

“I’ll bring you some foed to-
night. And you may not have a
private bath, but it beats the
Chicken Coop. Here.” He hand-
ed her the key to the connecting
door. “Keep your damned vir-
tue. It’s the only key there is.”

She stared at it in amazement,
and back to him. “I'm going to
kill you someday,” she told him
in a matter-of-fact tone.
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“You're going to try,” he cor-
rected her. '

She nodded dumbly, and he
went out, locking his door care-
fully- behind him.

XI

All that day, the 8hree rocket
ships sat out on the field. No-
body went up to them, and
nobody came from them; sur-
prisingly, Wayne had found the
courage to ignore them. But
rumors were circulating wildly.
If they were putting on a test
of nerves, they were winning.
Gordon felt his nerves creeping
out of his skin and beginning to
stand on’'end to test each breeze
for danger.

Izzy seemed to havé made up
his mind about something, but
he wasn’t telling anyone. He
went about the serious job of
patrolling the beat and making
his collections as quietly as ever. .

And collections were good, in
spite of the strains of the bank
failure, now spreading like
wildfire into all businesses.
“Good business to be honest
“abeut your job,” Izzy pointed
‘out. “They take a look at what
happened on other beats, and
they figure they’re getting some-
thing for their money, so they
don’t mind paying. It always
paid me to stay honest, gov’'nor.”

With the credit they’d ac-
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cumulated in the fund, nearly
all their collection was theirs.
Gordon went out to do some
shopping. He stopped when his
mon~y was down to a hundred
crealts, hardly realizing what he
was doing. When he went out,
the street was going crazy,.

Izzy had been waiting, and
filled Wim in. At exactly sun-
down, the rocket ships had
thrown down ramps, and a
stream of jeeps had ridden
down them and toward the
south entrance to the dome.
They had presented some sort of
paper, and forced the guard to
let them through. There were
about two hundred men, some
of them armed. They had diiven
straight to tne nuge, barnlike
Employment Bureau, had chased
out the few people remaining
there, and had simply taken
over. Now there was a sign in
front which simply said MARS-
PORT LEGAL POLICE FORCiZ
HEADQUARTERS. Then the
jeeps had driven back to the
rockets, gone on board, and the
ships had taken off, as if their
job had been finished in setting
up the new Foree.

Gordon glanced at his watch,
finding it hard to believe it
could have been done so quickly.
But time had gone by faster
than he’d expected. It was two
hours after sundown. Apparent-
ly the move had been timed to
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_correspond with the change in
shift on the police force.

Now'a surge in the crowd on
the street indicated something,
and a car with a loudspeaker on
top rolled into view—a com-
pletely ‘armored car. It stopped,
and the speaker clacked once,
and began operating.

“Citizens of Marsport! In or-
der to protect your interests
from "the proven rapacity and
illegality of the administration
which has recently gained con-
trol again here, Earth has re-
voked the independent charter
of Marsport for due cause. The
past elections are hereby de-
clared null and void. In their
place, your home world has ap-
pointed Marcus Gannett as
mayor, with Philip Crane as
chief of police. Other members
of the council will be by ap-
pomtment ‘during the interim
period ‘until legal elections can
be held safely. The Municipal
Policé' Force is disbanded, and
the Legal Police Force is now
being ‘organized around the
nucleus of men who have been
established in the building where
the ' inockery of justice known
as émployment relief has been
held ‘previously.

“AH police and officers who

remain loyal to their legal gov-
ernment, as admitted under
Earth charter, will be accepted
at their present grade or high-
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er. To those who now ledve the
illegal Municipal Force-and a:-
cept their duty with tKe Legal
Force, there will be no question
of past conduct or loyalty. Nor
will they suffer financially from
the change!

“Banks will be reopened as
rapidly as the Legal Govern-
ment can extend its control,
and all deposits previously made
will be honored in full.”

That brought a cheer from
the crowd, as the sound truck
moved on. Gordon saw two of
the police officers nearby finger-
ing their badges thoughtfully.

‘Then another truck rolled

into view, and the Mayor’s
canned voice came over it, pant-
ing as if he’d had to rush to
make the recording. He began
directly:
. “Martians! Earth has de-
clared war on us. She has denied
us our right to rule ourselves—
a right guaranteed in our char-
ter. We admit there have been
abuses; all young -ecivilizations
make mistakes. But we've de-
veloped and grown.

“This is an old pattern, fellow
Martians! England tried it on
her colonies three hundred years
ago. And the people rose up and
demanded their right to rule
themselves, They had troubles
with their governments, too—
and they had panics. But they
won their freedom, and it made
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them great—so great that now
that one nation—not all Earth,
but that single nation!—is try-
ing to do to us what she would-
n’t permit to herself.

“Well, we don’t have an army.
But neither do they. They know
the people of this world would-
n’t stand for the landing of for-
eign—that’s right, foreign—
troops. Sa they're trying to steal
our police force from us and use
it for their war.

“Fellow Martians, they aren't
going to bribe us into that!
Mars has had enough. I declare
us to be in a state of revolution.
And since they have chosen the
weapons, I declare our loyal and
functioning Municipal Police
Force to be our army. Any man
who deserts will be considered a
traitor. But any man who sticks
will be rewarded more than he
ever expected. We're going to
protect our freedom.

“Let them open their banks—
our banks—again. And when
they have.established your ac-
counts, go in and collect the
money! If they give it to you,
Mars is that much richer, If
they don’t, you’ll know they're
lying.

“Let them bribe us if they
like. Welre going to win this
war.”

Gordon felt the crowd’s reac-
tion twist again, and he had to
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admit that Wayne had played his
cards well.

But it didn’t make the ques-
tion of where he belonged or
what he should do any easier.
He waited until the erowd had
thinned out a little and began
heading toward Corey’s, with
Izzy moving along silently be-
side him, carrying half the
packages.

In any normal revolution,
there should have been good
chances for a man to get what-
ever he wanted. But this was
more like a game in which the
police would be the pieces.

He remembered the promise
of forgiveness for all sins on
joining the new Legal Force, but.
he’d read enough history to
know that it was fine—as long
as the struggle continued. Aft-
erwards, promises grew dim,
while the old crimes and faults
rose up to plague a man more
strongly than ever.

He had no use for the present
administration. And yet, there
was something to be said for its
side. Certainly Earth had no
right to take over without a for-
mal examination, investigation,
and a chance for the people to
state their choice. -If Security
operated that way, it was
blinder than he had thought.

Then he grimaced at himself.
He was in no position to move
according to right and wrong.
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The only question that counted
was how he had the best chance
to ride out the storm, and to get
back to Earth and a normal life.
Fellow Martians! He’d almost
swallowed it, too!

He was still in a brown study
as he took the bundles from Izzy
and dropped them on his bed.
Izzy went out and he stood star-
ing at the wall. Trench? The
man might be a dangerous
enemy, and he could sweeten the
graft for Gordon; the collections
were coming in well. Another
two months and he might be able
to go back—if any ships were
operating. Or the new Commis-
sioner Crane? If Earth should
win—and they had most of the
power, after all—and he fought
against Security, the mines of
Mercury were waiting for him!
It was the old puzzle, going
‘around and around, and getting
-nowhere. Only now it had to get
somewhere,

He picked up the stuff from
his bed and started to sweep it
aside before he lay down. Then
he remembered at last. He
knocked on the panel. For a sec-
ond, -he thought she had some-
how escaped. Then there was a
sound. He rattled the panel
again, until it finally opened a
crack,

- “Here,” he told her. “Food,
and some other stuff, There are
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some refuse bags there, too. Yell
when you want me to take them
out.”

She took the bundles woodenly
until she came to a plastic can.
Then she gasped. “Water! Two
gallons!”

“There are heat tablets there,
and a skin tub.” The salesgirl
had explained how one gallon
was enough in the plastic bag
that served as a tub; he had his
doubts, “Detergent. The whole
works.”

She hauled the stuff in and
started to close the panel. Then
she hesitated. “I suppose I
should thank you, but . .. ButI
don’t like to be told I stink so
much you can’t stand me in the
next room!”

“Hell, I've gotten so I can
stand your grandfather,” he an-
swered. “It wasn't that.”

The panel slammed shut. For
some reason, she was cursing to
herself. But he heard the gurgle
of water after a while—at eight
credits a bottle, and then for re-
processed stuff instead of re-
distilled. It was a fine time to
take on more responsibility.

But his body was dead from
the lack of sleep the night be-
fore. He stretched out without
taking off his clothes to worry
about things, and then just
stopped worrying. He'd just
reached the blissful stage of
knowing he was almost asleep
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when he heard the key turn in
the lock, and snapped up.

“Did you eat?” she asked. He
nodded, rubbing his eyes. She
was framed in the doorway, in a
robe of some plastic fabric that
was sold in the bargain base-
ments on Earth, but came in
only the one department store
here. She hesitated, cleared her
throat, and took a step into his
room, to jump back as he sat up.
“I—how does it look ?”

“Looks fine,” he told her. They
were new clothes, clean, and
they’d last a long time with rea-
sonable care. He hadn’t even
considered getting her the fancy
stuff the women he’d known
wanted, after one look at the
price tags. But something about
her attitude convinced him more
was expected. “You're a knock-
out,” he added.

She turned the edge of the
robe over to feel the softness of
the garments underneath, “If I
only had someone to show it all
to...”
He felt a pulse in his throat,
but he tried to keep his tone
brusque. “Go ahead, After all,
we’re married!”

She came a step closer.
“Maybe . . . if I didn’t feel like
an anima)l in a cage .. if I had a
key of my own, like other
women . . .”

It was too obvious. He caught
her arm, and saw her face
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whiten, The robe fell half open,
and she caught it together again
with a movement of desperation.
Gordon laughed suddenly, and
spun her around away from him.
“Go back to your safety, Cud-
dles. All I want from you is that
notebook. When you tell me how
to get it, you can go anywhere
you want.”

She jerked out of his grasp
and leaped to the door. Her face
was a mask of flaming eyes and
teeth exposed beneath taut lips.
“Then I'll die here. Because
you’ll never get it. Never!” She
slammed and locked the door,
and he heard her break into al-
most hysterical sobs. He stood
there irresolute, and then headed
toward the bed.

The panel flopped open sud-
denly, and she stuck a tear-
stained face against it. “And 1
was going to give you your
d-damned b-book, too!” Then the
panel went up again, to come
down a second later as she began
stuffing boxes and clothes back
through it; it shut again, at last,
with a note of finality.

Gordon studied the heap of
packages, noticing that she
hadn’t shoved through the nicer
things. But he couldn’t get any
amusement out of it. He couldn’t
figure out why, but he somehow
felt like a pig.

He still hadn’t solved his prob-
lem in the morning, and he was
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too logey from the long sleep to
think about it. Out of habit, he
put on his uniform and went
across to Izzy’s room. But Izzy
was already gone. It was still
early. Probably the boy had gone
down for early coffee.

..Gordon fished into the pocket
of his uniform for paper and a
pencil to leave a note in case Izzy
came back. His fingers found the
half notebook cover instead. He
drew it out, scowling at it, and
started to crumple it, Then he
stopped, staring at the piece of
imitation leather and paper that
wouldn't bend.

His fingers were still stiff as
he began tearing off the thin
covering with his knife, and he
pricked himself; he swore ab-
sently, and pried the last scraps
of leatheroid off. The paper
backing pealed away easily.

-Under it lay a thin metal plate
that glowed faintly, even in the
dim light of 1zzy’s room! Gordon
nearly dropped it. He’d seen such
an identification plate once be-
fore, in the hands of the head of
Solar Security back on Earth.
There was no mistaking the flash
of colors now. He turned it over,
and the second shock hit him.

Tpe printing on it leaped at
him: “This will identify the
bearer;, BRUCE IRVING GOR-
DON, as a PRIME agent of the
Office of Solar Security, em-
powered to make and execute
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any and all directives under the
powers of this office.” The print-
ing in capitals was obviously
done by hand, but with the same
catalytic “ink” as the rest of the
badge. Whaler must have pre-
pared it and hidden it in the
notebook, ready to use—and then
died before the secret could be
revealed.

A knock sounded from across
the hall. Gordon thrust the
damning badge as deep into his
pouch as he could cram it and
looked out. It was Mother Corey,
his old face more like putty than
ever,

“You’'ve got a visitor—out-
side,” he announced. “Trench.
And I don’t like the stench of
that kind of cop in my place. Get
him away, cobber, get him
away!”

Gordon found Trench pacing
up and down in front of the
house, scowling up at it. But the
ex-marine snapped around as the
seal opened, and then smiled as
he saw Gordon in uniform.
“Good. At least some men are
loyal. Had breakfast, Gordon?”

Gordon. shook his head, and
realized suddenly that the deci-
sion seemed to have been taken

‘out of his hands. They crossed

the street and went down half a
block to the hole in the wall that
was supposed to be a restaurant.
“All right,” he said, when the
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first cup of coffee began waking
him. “What’s the angle?”

Trench dropped the eyes that
had been boring into him. “I’ll
have to trust you, Gordon. I've
never been sure. But either
you’re loyal now or I can’t de-
pend on anyone being loyal. Do
you know the situation? No, you
wouldn’t. Well, things are rough
—in fact, hell is popping!”

During the night, it seemed,
the Legal Force had been re-
cruiting. Wayne, Arliss, and the
rest of the administration had
counted on self-interest holding
most of the cops loyal to them.
They’d been wrong. A few agi-
tators had worked them over,
and nearly half of the force had
gone over to the Legal side. The
administration had also counted
on the gangs, but some of them
had switched—and all were ap-
‘parently willing to play both
ends against the middle. Legal
forces already controlled some of
the precincts—and about half of
the city. So far, there had been
no actual engagements, but that
was working itself up.

“S0?” Gordon asked. He could
have told Trench that the fund
was good enough reason for
most police deserting, and that
only a fool ever counted on gang
support. But what was the use?

Trench put his coffee down

and yelled for more. It was obvi--

ous he’d spent the night without
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sleep. “So we're going to need
men with guts. We mneed a float-
ing mop-up squad.”I finally got
Arliss and Wayne to see that, at
least, Gordoh; you had training
under Whaler—who "knew his
business, damn him, And you
aren’t a coward, as most of these
fat fools are. I've got a proposi-
tion, straight from Wayne.”

“I'm listening.”

“Here.” Trench threw across
a platinum badge. “Take that—
captain at large—and conscript

‘any of the Municipal Force you

want, up to a hundred. Pick out
any place you want, train them
to handle those damned Legals
the way Whaler handled the
Stonewall boys. And then scour
the city until no Legal dares to
crawl out of the cellar! In re-
turn, the sky’s the limit. Name
your own salary, once you've
done the job. And no kick-backs,
either!”

Gordon picked up the badge
slowly and buckled it on,  while a
grim, satisfied smile spread over
Trench’s features. The problem
seemed to have 'been’ solved.
Look out for number one, Gor-
don had told himself; and he
couldn’t do better. He should
have been satisfied. But he felt
like Judas picking up the thirty
pieces of silver. The picture of
the man who’d hung himself
after paying his protection got
all mixed up with the words of
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Whaler and the vision of the old
woman who had forgotten her
own tragedy to help him. He
tried to swallow them with the
dregs of his coffee, and they
stuck in his throat,

Comes the revolution and we’ll
all eat strawberries and scream!

A hubbub sounded outside,
and Trench grimaced as a police
whistle sounded, and a Municipal
cop ran by, “We're in enemy ter-
ritory,” he said. “The Legals got
this precinct last night. Captain
Hendrix and some of his men
wanted to come back with full
battle equipment and chase them
out. T had a hell of a time get-
ting them to take it easy. If we
can stall for a week until you
can get rolling, and avoid any
cunplay that might get Earth
completely worked up, we’ll win
this, I suppose that was some
damned tool who tried to go back
to his peat.”

“Then you'd Dbetter look
again,” Gordon told him. He'd
gone 1o the door and was lookinyg
out. Up the narrow little street
was rolling a group of about
seventy Municipal police and half
a dozen small trucks, The men
were wearing guns. And up the
street 8 man in bright green
.uniform was pounding his fist
up and down in emphasis as he
-called in over the precinct box

_“The idiot!” Trench grabbed
.Gordon and spun out, running
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toward the advancing men.
“We've got to stop this, Get my
car—up the street—call Arliss
on the phone—under the dash.
Or Wayne. I'll bring Hendrix.”

Trench’s system made some
sense, and this business of
marching as to war made none
at all, Gordon grabbed the phone
from under the dash. A sleepy
voice answered to say that Com-
missioner Arliss and Mayor
Wayne were sleeping. They’d
had a hard night, and . . .

“Damn it, thare's a rebellion
going on!” Gordon told the man.
Rebellion, rebellion! He’d meant
to say revolution, but . . .

Trench was arguing fran-
tically with the pompous figure
of Captain Hendrix. From the
other end of the street a group
of small cars appeared and men

_begzm piling out, all dressed in

shiny green,

“Who’s this?” the phone
asked. When Gordon identified
himself, there was a snort of
disgust. “Yes, yes, congratula-
tions, Trench was quite right,
vou're fully authorized. Did you
call me out of bed just to check
on that, voung man?” .

“No, I—" Then he hung up.
Hendrix had dropped to his
knees and fired, before Trench
could knock the gun from his
hands. There was nothing
Wayne could do about it now!
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There was no answering fire.
The Legals simply came boiling
down the street, equipped with
long pikes with lead-weighted
ends. And Hendrix came charg-
ing up, with his men straggling
behind him. Gordon was squarely
in the middle. He considered
staying in Trench’s car and let-
ting it roll past him. But he’d
taken the damned badge.

“Hell,” he said in disgust. He
climbed out, just as the two
groups met. It all had a curious
feeling of unreality, as if none
of it mattered. Emotionally, it
wasn’t his fight.

Then a man jumped for him,
swinging a pike, and the feeling
was suddenly gone. His hand
snapped down sharply for a rock
on the street. The pike whistled
over his head, barely missing,
and he was up, squashing the
big stone into the face of the
other. He jerked the pike away,
kicked the man in the neck as he
fell, and unsheathed his knife
with the other hand.

Trench was a few feet away.
The man might be a louse, but he
was also a fighting machine of
first order, still. He'd already
captured one of the pikes, Now
he grinned tightly at Gordon and
began moving toward him. Gor-
don nodded—in a brawl such as
this, two working together had a
distinct advantage. He shortened
his grip and brought the pike
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head wup from underneath
against a chin that suddenly
rained teeth and blood. The first
rush had brought the men too
close together for good fighting,
and they were only heginning to
spread out.

Then a yell sounded as more
Legals poured down the street.
One of them was obviously Izzy,
wearing the same green as the
others!

Gordon felt something hit his
back, and instinctively fell soak-
ing up the blow. It sent hot hell
lancing up his nerves, but he
managed to bend his neck and
roll, coming to his feet. His knife
slashed upwards, and the Legal
fell—almost on top of the Se-
curity badge that had dropped
from Gordon’s pouch.

He jerked himself down and
scooped it up, his eyes darting
for Trench, He stuffed it back,
ducking a blow. Then his eyes
fell on the entrance to Mother
Corey’s house—with Sheila
Corey coming out of the seal!

Gordon threw himself back,
trying to get out of the fight and
get toher. He stepped on a face,
and stumbled. The battle was
moving down the street, though,

" and it looked as if he might make

it. He had to get to her be-
fore . .

He hadn’t been watching as
closely as he should. He saw the
pike coming down and tried to
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duck. It hit him on the shoulder,
driving him to his knees. Pain
seemed to weld him to the street,
but he fought up through it
somehow. The pike went up
again and he forced his hand
back with the knife and began
the labored effort of the throw.

The knife beat the pike, but
only by a microsecond. It went
home into the Legal’s throat, but
the pike came down, carried by
momentum. Gordon tried to
duck, and almost made it. It was
only a glancing blow when it hit,
but the side of his head rang

with agony, and blackness
spread from it.
He fought against uncon-

sciousness, even while he felt
himself falling. There was no
sensation as he hit the street.
He lay there, while conscious-
ness came and went in sick
waves, But somehow, he got his
hands under him and forced him-
self to his knees. Inch by aching
inch, he struggled to his feet,
forcing the blackness away. He
stood there, reeling, with a red
haze over everything.
Through it, he painfully fo-
cussed his eyes and began turn-
ing his head. Trench was run-
ning toward him, looking like
someone in a magenta, slow-mo-
tion movie. Back further, Sheila
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Corey had stooped to recover a
fallen pike and now was headed
for him, Then Trench stopped
as two of the Legal force closed
in on him.

Another wave of the blackness
rolled over him, but he fought
it off and refocussed his eyes.
Sheila was almost up to him now,
with the pike raised for the final
stroke. He staggered to meet
her, but his feet refused to co-
ordinate. He twisted himself
around, to stare at the gleaming
point of a knife in the hands of
the Legal who had come up be-
hind him.

Then something crashed
against his shoulder, and there
was the beginning of a scream,
followed by a spattering crunch.
Something fell on him, driving
the breath from his lungs. The
knife dropped in front of him
and he reached for it. He saw
his fingers touch and contract

—and then the blackness finally
won!

He was vaguely conscious
later of looking up to see Sheila
dragging him into some en-
trance, while Trench ran toward
them. Sheila and Trench to-
gether—and the Security badge
was still in his pouch!

(To be concluded)
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AN EDITORIAL ON

... But It Could Happen!

Erik van Lhin's serial is coming to a close this time. And much as
we've enjoyed it, we're frankly happy to see il end, since we've had
nothing but trouble with it. Still, we hope you'll agree with us after
finishing this installment that it was worth it. We think it's a darned
fine yarn.

Most readers have indicated they felt the same about the previous
parts. But they've sometimes raised the objection against the story that
“'it could have happened right here on Earth in the old days.” Yep, it
almost could have done so, though it never did, quite. Such a degree
of hopelessness on the part of the population and complete corruption
in a seeming democracy never occurred to our knowledge, becausgal
would take special circumstances to create such a dependence on‘
city. This could be true on Mars, but not here.

However, our eyebrows go up at the idea that science fiction has to
be something unrelated to the past. If we are going to stop printing
stories that could have happened here, then we'd better go out of
business. Most of the stories you've liked best in this magazine could
have happened. Some of them, with minor but all important differences,
did.

By your votes, the best story we've printed was '‘TEN TO THE STARS”
by Raymond Z. Gallun. Well, we agree. But that was simply the story
of the type of people who go out to new frontiers. With changes, it
could have been the men who left Boston and New York to head into
the wilds of Montana, Wyoming, etc. That's why it was good—it had
the sweep. and the drive that is basic in the human animal, and drives
him on to new frontiers.

Many of the other stories we've published could have happened on
Earth, with certain significant changes. We don’t like a Western story
trahsplonted to Mars. But on the other hand, the basic plot of a lot of
Western stories is not only a possible framework for science fiction—
it's the sort of thing that inevitably will be the basis for our future.
People repeat endlessly, with endless variations.
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It's in the adapting of the repetition to the variation of future de-
velopments and environments—not mere imitating, but altering to fit
the new facts—that much of science fiction's best work has been done.

What is science fiction? We don't know, to be perfectly honest.
Every definition we've seen has been one that would eliminate some
of our favorite stories. But we know what it is not!

It isn't the lype of story that couldn't have happened; it isn't a story
based on the fallacy of the cults—that the use of science terminology
in meaningless combinations produces great thoughts; it isn't a story
which considers science something kihnd of magical and mysterious and
not to be trusted. All those things have been tried in the past, and
such pseudo-science is what you'll find in the cheaper so-called s-f
movies and on the T-V set.

We're open to definitions of what you think science fiction is. If
you've got a definition, by all means let us have it. But meantime, we're

ing to use our own definition here in this magazine, just as we've

n doing in the past. To us, science fiction is that type of story which
we've grown up on, which we prefer to all others, which somehow in-
volves science or the future, or things beyond our present knowledge;
and primarily, science fiction is any type of story which we consider the
sort of story we'd like to read in «a science-fiction magazine.

That is broad enough to cover everything!

Whether it's good science fiction or not is another matter; we have
to leave that to your judgment. But unless you insist that we eliminate
time-travel, we can’t be rigidly scientific aboutsthings; and unless you
don't want any story involving people behaving like people, you're
-almost certainly going to find some that could have happened here on
Earth—with minor changes, of course.

To our way of thinking, William Atheling, Jr., outlined our attitude
in his SKY. HOOK, Spring 1953, when he wrote that he happened to
dislike the tradition of naturalism in science fiction intensely, ‘'but only
as a matter of personal preference—it is a thoroughly respectable and
important one and deserves to be explored.” We also think science fic-
tion is broad enough a field to include all other forms of literature, pro-
vided it is well and honestly done.

PHILIP ST. JOHN



POLICE YOUR PLANET

BY ERIK VAN LHIN

ILLUSTRATED BY ORBAN

No matter how bad things are, they can always
get worse. And on the corrupt, brawling, po-
lice-ridden world of Mars, Bruce Gordon found
that the simplest solutions were the hardest.

[CONCLUSIONI]

SYNOPSIS: Bruce Gordon is ex-
iled to Mars for revealing con-
ditions on Mercury in his news-
paper column against Solar
Security’s wishes. He plans to
return illegally, but finds it
tough. At the home of Mother
Corey, a monstrous man too well
acquainted with crooks, he
meets Honest Izzy, a little knife
expert. They buy positions on
the corrupt police force. Graft i3
good, but kickbacks keep him
down to less than a hundred
credits. And he runs into con-
stant trouble with Sheila Corey,
gang moll granddaughter of
Mother Corey.

Gordon is sent outside the
dome which maintains airpres-
sure over the better section,
into the slums, to work under
Captain Whaler. But they ruin
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a gang needed by Mayor Wayne
in the coming elections, and
Gordon is assigned to work un-
der Captain Isaih Trench. Dur-
ing elections, Whaler turns out
to be a Security agent. He 1is
nearly killed by Trench, rene-
gade from Security, but saved
by Gordon. Dying, he tells Gor-
don hell is brewing, and makes
Gordon chief of Security on
Mars. Sheila steals the notebook
with information, however.
Gordon locates Sheila, but not
the notebook. To keep Iter from
showing it to Trench, he marries
her and locks her into an adjoin-
ing room, though he's sorry
enough for her to buy her de-
cent clothes. Then thiee ships
from Earth land, and announce
that the election was illegal, and
they are now going to police the
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city of Marsport. They call them-
selves Legals, as opposed to the
Mrnicipal cops. Izzy joins the
Legcals, but Trench raises Gor-
don to captain’s rank.

In « fight with the Legals,
Goidon is knocked out, but not
before he sees Sheila rushing
out of the house and toward him
with o weapon. Trench is also
running «p. And in his pouch is
a badye proclaiming him head
of Secrity—evidence enough
for Trench to have him killed.
He conies to momentarily to find
Sheila wnd Trench dragging him
somewheie, but then blacks out
again.

XII

Something cold and damp
against his forehead brought
Gordon part way out of his un-
consciousness finally, There was
the softness of a bed under him
and the bitter aftertaste of
Migrainol on his tongue. He
tried to move, but nothing hap-
pened. The drug killed pain, but
only at lhe expense of a tem-
porary paralysis of all voluntary
motion.

There was a sudden with-
drawal of the cooling touch on
his forehead, and then hasty
steps that went away from him,
and the sound of a door closing.
He fought against the paralysis
and managed to open one eye.

He was in his own bed, obvious-
ly partly undressed, since his
uniform lay on the chair beside
him. The pouch was on top and
partly open, but he couldn’t sce
whether the Security badge was
still safe.

Steps sounded from outside,
and his eyes suddenly shut
again, The drug was wearing
off, but he still had no real con-
trol, and couldn’t reopen them.
The steps reached the door; it
opened, and there was the sound
of two men crossing the room,
one with the heavy shuffle of
Mother Corey. But it was the
voice of Honest Izzy he heard
first.

“No wonder the boys couldn’t
find where you'd stashed him,
Mother. Must be a bloody big
false section you've got in that
trick mattress of yours!”

“Big enough for him and for
Trench, Izzy,” Mother Corey’s
wheezing voice agreed. “Had to
be big to fit me. Of course, I'm
respectable now—but a poor old
man never knows . . .”

“You mean you hid Trench
out, too?” Izzy asked. “I
thought you had that gee peg-
ged as a dome hole?”

There was a thick chuckle and
the sound of hands being rub-
bed together. “A respectable
landlord has to protect himself,
Izzy. For hiding and a convoy
back, our Captain Trench gave
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me a paper with immunity from
the Municipal forces. Used that
with a bit of my old reputation
to get your Mayor Gannet to
give me the same from the Le-
gals. Didn’t want Mother Corey
to think the Municipals were
kinder than the Legals, and
maybe joining forces. So you're
in the only neutral territory in
Marsport. Not that you deserve
it.”

“Lay off, Mother,” Izzy said
sharply. “I told you I had to do
it. I didn’t owe the Municipals
anything. Who paid me? The
gees on my beat did—and the
administration got a cut on my
collection. I take care of the
side that pays my cut, and the
bloody administration pulled
the plug on my beat twice. So 1
hadda switch sides and hope
maybe Gannett’s crowd was
some better. Only honest thing
to do was to join the Legals.”

“And get your rating up to a
lieutenant,” Mother Corey ob-
served. “Without telling cobber
Gordon!”

“Like I say, honesty pays,
Mother---when you know how to
collect. Hell, I figured Bruce
would do the same. He's the
right gee.”

Mother Corey seemed te hesi-
tate. Then he chuckled without
humor. *“Yeah, quite a man.
When he forgets he’s a machine.
How about a game of shanks?”

The steps moved away, and
the door closed again. Gordon
mentally spat out the Mother’s
Jast words. This time he got
both eyes opemm and managed to
sit up. The effects of ¢he drug
were almost gone, but it took a
straining of every nerve to
force his body forward enough
to reach his uniform pouch. His
fingers were clumsy and uncer-
tain as he fumbled inside, grop-
ing back and forth for a badge
that wasn’t there!

A cold shock ran up his spine
as he dropped back wearily.
Trench had apparently been
hidden with him in a false sec-
tion of Mother Corey’s bed, and
the Captain hadn’t missed the
chance. It made everything com-
plete. Sheila was free to spill
what she knew on him, he was
practically helpless here, and
the Municipals were probably
ready to shoot him on sight as
a Securityv man. Trench had

- probably slipped word to the

Legals that he’d killed Earth’s
Captain Whaler, just to make it
cvomplete!

He heard the door open soft-
lv, but made no attempt to look
up, The reaction from his effort
kad drained him, and the sound
probably only meant that Izzy
bad come back to tuck him in
for the nights

Fingers touched his head
carefully, brushing the hair
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back delicately from the side of
his skull. Then there was the
biting sting of antiseptic, sharp
enough to bring a groan from
his lips. He forced his eyes open,
to see Sheila bending over him,
her hair over her face as she
bent to replace the bandages on
his wound. Her being back made
no sense, but he accepted it
suddenly with a queer lift of
spirits and an almost instant
disgust at his own reaction.

Her eyes wandered toward
his, and the scissors and band-
ages on her lap hit the floor as
she jumped to her feet. She
turned toward her room, then
hesitated as he grinned crook-
edly at her: “Hi, Cuddles,” he
said flatly.

She bit her lips and turned
back, while a slow flush ran
over her face. Her voice was un-
certain. “Hello, Bruce. You
okay?"

The normality of the words
jarred him, but he let it ge.,,
“How long have I been like
this?”

“Fifteen hours, I guess. It's
almost midnight.” She bent over
to pick up the bandages and to
finish with his head. Her fingers
were clever at it—more so than
his own as he explored the swel-
ling there. “Are you hungry?
There’s some canned soup—I
took the money from your
pocket. Or coffee . ..”
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“Coffee,” he said. He forced
himself up again, noticing that
most of the drug’s effects were
already gone. Sheila propped
the flimsy pillow behind him,
then went into her room to come
back with a plastic cup filled
with brown liquid that passed
for coffee here. It was loaded
with caffeine, at least, and
brought new life to his body.

He sat on the narrow two-by
six bunk, studying her. The
years of Mars’ half life still
showed. But in a decent dress
and with-better cosmetics, most
of the cheapness was gone. He
knew that the voluptuous curves
covered muscles capable of kill-
ing a man, and that the pretti-
ness of her face hid a mind
completely unpredictable. But
with the badge gone, and probh-
ably all Mars against him, he
had to find some way of using
any help he could get.

Maybe he should have spent
more time on Earth learning
about women, he thought, and
then grimaced. There had been
women enough, of a sort—but
something in him had scared off
the ones that might have offered
any chance for normal relation-
ships. It wasn’t experience he
lacked, but something inside
himself.

“Why’'d you come back?” he
asked suddenly. “You were
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anxious enough to pick the lock
and get out.”

She brought her eyes up slow-
ly, her face whisening faintly.
“I didn’t pick it—you forgot to
lock it.”

He couldn’t remember what
he’d done after he found the
badge, but it was possible. He
nodded doubtfully. “Okay, my
mistake. But why the change of
heart?” .

“Because I needed a meal
ticket!” she said harshly. Her
hands lay on her lap, clenched
tightly. “What else could I do
after what you’'ve done to me?
Do you think decent people
would have anything to do with
me? Or that my own kind would,
after they heard I'd married the
iron cop who beats up hoods for
breakfast and makes Izzy and
the Mother go straight? You’'ve
got a reputation, and it’s wash-
ed off on me. Big joke! I always
knew I'd have to kill you for
the rotten devil you are inside.
Then, when I see that Legal cop
ready to take you, I have to go
running out to save you! Be-
cause I don’t have the iron guts
to starve like a Martian!”

It rocked him back on his
mental heels. He'd been think-
ing that she had been attacking
him on the street; but it made
more sense this way, at that. So
he owed her his life, the fact
that he was here instead of out

_ sults.
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on the street with his throat cut
open and his ribs caved in. And
now she was set to collect his
gratitude!

“You're a fool!” he told her
bitterly. “You bought a punch-
ed meal ticket. You never had
enough sense to come in out of
the wet! Right now I probably
have six death warrants out and
about as much chance of making
a living as . . .”

“I’'ll stick to my chances. 1
don't have any others now.” She
grimaced. “You get things done.
Now that you've got a wife to
support, you'll support her. Just
remember, it was your idea.”

He’d had a lot of ideas, it
seemed. “I've got a wife who's
holding onto a notebook that be-
longs to me, then. Where is it?”

She shook her head. “It’s safe,
where nobody will find it. I'll
cook for you, I'll help you when-
ever I can. I'll swallow your in-
But in case that isn’t
enough, I'm keeping the note-
book for insurance. Blackmail,
Bruce. You should understand
that! And you won't find it, so
don’'t bother looking.”

His mind twisted over the
facts he knew on her, looking
for an angle to force her hand.
The badge was gone; the note-
ook might be useless now. But
he couldn’t overlook any bets.
Suddenly he reached out to catch
her wrist. “It might be fun
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looking,” he told her. Then, be-
cause the attempted amusement
didn’t quite cover a thickness in
his throat, he jerked her for-
ward. “Come here!”

“You filthy pig!” She avoided
his lips, and her hand darted
to the place where a knife
ghould be. Her eyes blazed from
the whiteness of her face. The
hooked fingers of her other hand
came up to claw his head, touch-
ed the bandage, and dropped.
The straining tenseness went
out of her as quickly as it had
come, “All right, I—I swore I'd

kill any man who touched me,"

but I guess I asked for this.
Okay, I'm your wife. Bruce, all
right! Only give me a minute
first.”

Surprised, he released her.
Now she stumbled across the
room toward her own. But the
door didwst slam behind her. In-
stead, there was the rustle of

clothes. A minute later, Sheila .

came back, forcing herself a step
at a time. The dress was gone
now, replaced by the negligée,
and her hair had been brushed
back hastily. It showed beads of
sweat glistening on her fore-
head.

“My first—husband . . . he
e .. had to kill him!” she said
hoarsely. The effort of speech
left her throat muscles tense
under the beating arteries. Her
eyes were still dark with fear,
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but now there was an odd plead-
ing in thém. “Bruce, don't re-
mind me of him! Pretend—pre-
tend this is a real marriage, that
you like me—that you think I'm
. . . pretty in the trousseau you
bought me. And I'll tell you what
I wanted to say when you first
gave it all to me . . .”

She swung about, awkwardly
at first, and then quickly to dis-
play the clothes. The negligée
swirled out, revealing smooth
limbs and bits of lace and silky
fabric.

Gordon stood up and moved
toward her without conscious
volition. “You’re beautiful, Cud-
dles,” he said hoarsely, and this
time he meant it. She met his
eyes and moved hesitantly into
his arms, while her mouth
opened slightly and tilted to
meet his. Her arms tightened.

But it was only a pretense.
Her body was unresisting, but
like a dead thing, and her lips
were motionless, while her eyes
remained open and glazed. She
began to tremble in slow shud-
ders. He tightened his arms
slowly, trying to awaken some
response in her. His arms moved
to draw her closer, and then
were alive and demanding on her
back. _

And suddenly she jerked and
her mouth opened in a thin,
agonized scream!

It hit him like an ke bath,
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and he stepped back, dropping
to his bed while she sank limply
into the chair. His hands found
a cigarette, and he burned his
lungs on a long, aching drag of
smoke, Finally he grimaged and
shrugged. “All right, Cuddles,”
he said. “Forget it!”

“Bruc "

“Forget it, Go to bed. I'm not
interested in the phony act of a
frigid woman!”

-She stood up, with her face
a death mask and her hands
making motions like those of an
Aztec priest tearing the heart
from a living victim. Her color-
less lips parted to show clenched
teeth as she tried to speak. “You
damned ghoul! You mechanical
monster!”

Words boiled up in him as she
swung toward her room. He
opened his mouth . . .

And the words vanished un-
der the shock of the red stain
he saw spreading down the back
of the negligée.

He caught her before she
reached the door and swung her
around, ripping the "garment
back from her shoulder. There
was a rough bandage there, but
blood was seeping from beneath
it. He lifted it, to stare at an
ugly six-inch gash that ran
down her back ‘where his hands
had been.

She shook free of his grasp
and pulled the clothes back
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quickly. “Yes,” she said, in a
low, tired voice. “That’s why 1
screamed. The Legal wasn’t
quite dead when I pulled you out
from under. And I don’t welch
on my bargains—ever! Can I
go, now?”

“After I bandage that.” He
turned back to where the band-
ages lay and began fumbling for
them. But her voice cut off his
motions, and he swung to face
her.

“Bruce!” She was through the
door, holding onto it, and now
she caught his glance with hers
and held it. “Bruce, forget the
cut. There are other things...”

“It might get infected.”

She sighed, and her lips tight-
ened. “Oh, go to hell!” she said,
and shut the door. There was
the sound of the lock being
worked, and then silence.

He stared at the door foolish-
ly, swearing at all women and
at the whole stinking planet.
Then he grimaced. Until he was
on a better planet, he’d have to
face his problems here—and
there were plenty of them to
face, without Sheila. He started
for the door, grunted in self-
disgust, and turned back to the
chair where his uniform still
lay’ He could stay here fighting
with her, or he could face his
troubles on the outside, and may-
be bull through somehow. The
whole thing hinged on what
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Trench did with the badge and
about him. And unless Trench
had shown it to others, his prob-
lem boiled down to a single man.

Gordon found one tablet of
painkiller left in the bottle and
swallowed it with the dregs of
the coffee. He still felt lousy, but
events never waited on a man's
feelings. He’d already been here
too long. Anyhow, it wasn’t the
first time he’d been knocked out
and had to come up fighting on
the count of nine.

He made sure his knife was
in its sheath and that the gun at
his side was loaded. He found
his police club, checked the loop
at its end, and slipped it onto his
wrist.

At the door to the hall, he
hesitated, staring at Sheila’s
room. Wife or prisoner? He
turned it over in his mind,
knowing that her words couldn't
change the facts. But in the end,
he dropped the key and half his
money beside her door, along
with a spare knife and one of
his guns. If he came back, he’'d
have to worry about it then; and
if he shouldn’t make it, at least
she'd have a fighting chance.

He went by Izzy’s room with-
out stopping, uncertain.of his
status now. Technically, the boy
was an enemy to all Municipals.
This might be neutral territory,
but there was no use pressing if.
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Gordon went down the stairs
and. out through the seal onto
the street entrance, still in the
shadows.

His eyes covered the street in
two quick scans. Far up, a Le-
gal cop was passing beyond the
range of the single dim light.
At the other end, a pair of fig-
ures skulked along, trying the
door of each house they passed.
With the cops busy fighting
each other, this was better pick-
ings than outside the dome.

Gordon let his eyes turn to-
ward the dimly lighted plastic
sheet of the dome above that
kept the full citizens safe as the
rabble outside could never be.
How much longer, he wondered,
with guns being used regularly
inside? It was a fragile thing,
even though erecting it had
wrecked the city economy and
led to the graft that now ruled.
There was always some danger
of it cracking, so that houses
were still air-tight and regular
drills were held for the emer-
gency. Maybe they’d need that
experience.

He saw the Legal cop move
out of sight and stepped onto
the street, trying to look like
another petty crook on the

prowl. He headed for the near-

est alley, which led through the
truckyard of Nick the Croop.
There was some danger of an
ambush there, but small chance
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of being picked up by the
guarding Legals.

The entrance was in nearly
complete darkness. Gordon
loosened his knife and tightened
his grip on the locust stick. He
swung into the alley, moving
rapidly and trying to force his
eyes to adjust. Once he was past
the first few steps, his chances
picked up. He felt his scalp
tense, but nothing happened,
and he moved along more cau-
tiously, skirting garbage and
stumbling over a body that had
been half stripped.

Suddenly a whisper of sound
caught his ears. He stopped, not
too quickly, and listened, but
everything was still. It might
have been something falling.
But what light there was came
from behind him, and he could-
n’t make out more than the dark
walls ahead.

A hundred feet further on,
and within twenty yardg of the
trucks, a swishing rustle reach-
ed his ears and light slashed
hotly into his eyes. Hands grab-
bed at his arms, and a club
swung down toward his knife.
But the ,warning had been
enough. Gordon’s arms jerked
upwards to avoid the reaching
hands. His boot lifted, and the
flashlight spun aside, broken
and dark. With a continuots
motion, he switched the knife
to his left hand in a thumb-up
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position and brought -if back.
There was a grunt of pain,
though it obviously hadn’t found
a vital area. But it gave him
the split second he needed. He
stepped backwards and twisted.
His hands caught the man be-
hind, lifted across a hip, and
heaved, just before the front
man reached him.

The two ambushers were
down in a tangled mess. There
was just enough light to make
out faint outlines, and Gordon
brought his locust club down
twice, with’ the hollow thud of
wood on skulls. He groped
around behind him until luck
guided his hand to the fallen
knife. Then he straightened.

His head was swimming in a
hot maelstrom of pain, but it
was quieting as his breathing
returned to normal. And with it
was an odd satisfaction at the
realization of how far he'd come
in this sort of business since
his arrival. He'd reached the
fine peak where instinet seemed
to guide his actions, without the
need for thought. As long as his
opponents were slower or less
ruthless, he could take care of
himself.

The trouble, though, . was that
Trench was neither slow nor
squeamish. '

Gordon gathered the two
hoodlums under his arms and
dragged them with him. He
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came out in the truckyard and
began searching. But Nick the
Croop had ridden his reputation
long enough to be careless, and
the third truck had its key still
in the lock. He threw the two
into the back and struck a cau-
tious light.

One of them was Jurgens’ ape-
like follower, his stupid face re-
laxed and vacant. The other was
probably also one of Jurgens’
growing mob of protection
racketeers—the ones who could
milk out money from the small
shopkeepers when even the po-
lice couldn’t touch them. He was
dressed like it, at least. Gordon
yanked out his wallet, but there
was no identification; it held
only a small sheaf of bills.

For a second, Gordon started
to put it back. Then he cursed
his own habits. On Mars, the
#poils were the victors. And
with Sheila draining his income,
he could use it. He stripped out
the money—and finally put half
of it back into the wallel and
dropped it beside the hoodlum.
Even in jail, a man had to have
smokes.

He stuck to the alleys, not
using the headlights, after he
had locked the two in and start-
ed the clectric motor. Once he
reached the main streets, there
would bHe some all-night traffic,
but ke didn’t want to attract at-
tention outl this far. He finally
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passed an entrance to one of the
alleys which showed Leguals
building some kind of a barri-
cade across the street beyond,
and guessed that he was now in
Municipal territory. He had no
clear idea of how the battles
were going, but it looked as if
the Seventh Precinct was still
in Municipal hands.

Finally, he swung onto a main
street and cut on his lights,
cruising along at the same specd
as the few other trucks. Two
Municipal cops were arguing be-
side a call box, but they paid as
little attention to him as they
did to the sounds of a group loot-
ing a store two blocks down!
Gordon grumbled, wondering if
they really thought they were
soldiers now, instead of cops.
Once they let the crooks get out
of control . ..

There was no one at the side
entrance to Seventh Precinct
Headquarters and only two
corporals on duty inside; the
rest were probably out fighting
the Legals, or worrying about it.
One of the corporals started to
stand up and halt him, but wav-
ered at the sight of the cap-
tain's star that was still pinned
to his uniform.

“Special prisoners,” Gordon
told him sharply. “I've got to
zet information to Trench—and
in private!”

The corporal stuttered. Gor-
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don knocked him out of the way
with his elbow, reached for the
door to Trench’s private office,
and yanked it open. He stepped
through, drawing it shut be-
hind him, while his eyes check-
ed the position of his gun at his
hip. Then he looked up.

There was no sign of Trench.
In his place, and in the uniform
of a Municipal. captain, sat the
heavy figure of Jurgens, the
man who had been working
busily to take over all the illegal
rackets on an efficient basis—
and a man who already had Gor-
don marked down in his book.
“Qutside!” he snapped. Then his
eyes narrowed, and a stiff smile
came onto his lips as he laid the
pen down. “Oh, it’s you, Gor-
don?”

“Where’s Captain Trench?”

The heavy features didn’t
change as Jurgens chuckled.
“Commissioner Trench, Gor-
don. It seems Arliss decided to
get rid of Mayor Wayne, but

didn’t count on Wayne's spies-

being better than his. So Trench
got promoted—and I got his job
for loyal service in helping the
force recruit. My boys always
wanted to be cops, you know.”
Gordon tried to grin in return
as he moved closer, slipping the
heavy locust club off his wrist.
It was like the damned fools to
get mixed up in a would-be pal-
ace revolution in the middle of
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their trouble with the Earth-
controlled Legals. It was easy
enough to fit Jurgens into the
pattern, too. But how had
Trench managed to swing the
promotion over the other cap-
tains—unless he’'d offered evi-
dence that he might know how
to locate the head of the dread-
ed Solar Security on Mars?...

“I sent Ape and Mullins out
to get in touch with you,” Jur-
gens said. “But I guess they
didn’t reach you before you
left.”

Gordon shook his head slight-
ly, while the nerves bunched
and tingled in his neck. “They
hadn’t arrived when I left the
house,” he said truthfully
enough. There was no point in
mentioning that the two out in
the truck must be the men he’d
met on the way here, in a slight
mix-up of identities all around.
Or had they been unaware of
who he was?

Jurgens reached out for to-
bacco and filled a pipe. He fum-
bled in his pockets, as if looking
for a light. “Too bad. I knew
you weren’t in top shape, so 1
figured a convoy might be
handy. Well, -no matter. Trench
left some instructions about you,
and—"

His voice was perfectly nor-
mal, but Gordon saw the hand
move suddenly toward the
drawer that was half-open And
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the cigarette lighter was at-
tached to the other side of the
desk

The locust stick left Gordon’s
hand with a snap. It cut
through the air a scant eight
feet, jerked to a stop against
Jurgens’ forehead, and clattered
onto the top of the desk, while
Jurgens folded over, his mouth
still open, his hand slumping
out of the drawer. The man’s
chin scraped along the top of
the desk, reached the edge, and
let his nose and forehead bump
faintly before he collapsed com-
pletely under the desk. The club
rolled toward Gordon, who
caught it before it could reach
the floor. .

But Jurgens was only mo-
mentarily out. As Gordon slip-
ped the loop over his wrist
again, one of the new captain’s
hands groped upwards, seeking
a button on the edge of the desk.

The two corporals were at the
door when Gordon threw it open,
but they drew back at the sight
of his drawn gun. Feet were
pounding below as he found the
entrance that led to the truck.
He hit the seat and rammed
down the throttle with his foot
before he could get his hands on
the wheel.

It was a full minute before
sirens sounded behind him, and
Nick the Croop had fast trucks.
He spotted the squad car far
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behind, ducked through a maze
of alleys, and lost it for another
few precious minutes. Then the
barricade lay ahead.

The truck faltered as it hit
the nearly-finished obstacle, and
Gordon felt his stomach squash-
ing down onto the wheel. He
kept his foot to the floor, strew-
ing bits of the barricade behind
him, -until he was beyond the
range of the Legal guns that
were firing suddenly. Then he
stopped and got out carefully,
with his hands up.

“Captain Bruce Gordon, with
two prisoners—bodyguards of
Captain Jurgens,” he reperted
to the three men in bright new
Legal uniforms who were ap-
proaching warily. “How do I
sign up with you?”

XIII

The Legal forces were short
handed and eager for recruits.
They had struck quickly accord-
ing to plans made by experts on
Earth, and now controlled about
half of Marsport. But it was a
sprawling crescent around the

-central section, harder to han-

dle than the Municipal territory.
Gordon was sworn in at once. -
Then he cooled his heels while
the florid, paunchy ex-politician
Commissioner Crane worried
about his rating and repeated
how corrupt Mars was and how
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the collection system was over
—absolutely over. In the end,
he was given a captain’s pay
and the rank of sergeant. As a
favor, he was allowed to share
a beat with Honest Izzy under
Captain Hendrix, who had
simply switched sides after los-
ing the morning's battle.

Gordon’s credits were chang-
ed to Legal script, and he was
issued a trim-fitting green uni-
form. Then a surprisingly com-
petent doctor examined his
wound, rebandaged it, and sent
him home for the day. The
change was finished—and he
felt like a grown man playing
with dolls.

He walked back, watching the
dull-looking people closing off
their homes, as they had done at
elections. Here and there, houses
had been broken into during the
night. An old man sat in a
wrecked doorway, holding an
obviously dead girl child in his
arms. His eyes followed Gordon
without expression. There were
occasional buzzes of angry con-
versation that cut off as he ap-
proached.

Marsport had learned to hate
all cops, and a change of uni-
form hadn’t altered that; in-
stead, the people seemed to re-
sent the loss of the familiar
symbol of hatred.

He came up to a fat, blowsy
woman who was firmly planted
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in his path. “You're a cop!” she
accused him. “Okay, cop, you
get them thieves outta my
place!”

“See your own beat cop,” he
suggested. ]

“Says he’s busy with some

war or other. Can’t be both-
ered!”
Gordon shrugged and fol-

lowed her to the doorway of a
small beer-hall. Inside, the
place was a mess, and two rag-
ged men sat at a table drinking,
while a sodden wreck that might
have been a woman once was
sprawled on the floor in drunken
stupor. There was a filthy re-
volver on the table.

“Beat it, copper,” the older
man said sullenly, and his hand
slid for the gun. “The dame usta
be my wife, so the joint's half
mine. Gotta have some place to
stay with you coppers stirring
up hell outside, ain’t 1?”

He watched Gordon advance
steadily toward him and licked
his lips, fear growing in his
eyes. But it was the younger
man who grabbed the gun sud-
denly. Gordon’s club swung in
a short arc, and the gun clat-
tered to the floor, while the
man’s scream mixed with the
sound of bones breaking in his
wrist. He started for the door,
and the woman grabbed him
and heaved him into the street.

The older man had a knife
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out, finally. Gordon knocked it
aside with his hand and brought
his open palm up against the
man’s face, rocking him side-
ways. Then the left palm con-
tacted, tossing him over to meet
the right again. Gordon counted
calmly, focussing his thoughts
on the even count. He stopped
at twenty, staring at the slow
tears oozing from the bruised
face, and swung back to the
woman.

The raw animal delight in
her eyes was sickening. “Don’t
lock him up,”
pered. “Twenty years, and now
I find he’s yellow. Leave him
here, copper!”

Gordon shrugged. It was
probably funny, he thought as
he shoved through the small
crowd outside. But it wouldn’t
be funny if every two-bit punk
in Marsport figured the police
war meant he was free to do
what he wanted—or if all the
cops were too busy to bother.

He found Izzy and Randolph
at the restaurant across from
Mother Corey’s. Izzy grinned
suddenly at the sight-of the uni-
form. “I knew it, gov'nor—
knew it the minute I heard Jur-
gens was a cop. Did you make
’em give you my beat?”

He seemed genuinely pleased
as Gordon nodded, and then
dropped it, to point to Randolph.
“Guess what, gov'nor. The Le-

she half-whis-.
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gals bought Randy’s Crusader.
Traded him an old job press and
a bag of scratch for his reputa-
tion.”

“You’ll be late, Izzy,” Ran-
dolph said quietly. Gordon sud-
denly realized that Randolph,
like everyone else, seemed to be
Izzy’'s friend. He watched the
little man leave, and reached out
for the menu. Randolph picked
it out of his hand. “You’'ve got
a wife home, muck-raker. You
don’t have to eat this filth.”

Gordon got up, grimacing at
the obvious dismissal. But the
publisher motioned him back
again.

“Yeah, the Legals want the
Crusader for their propaganda,”
he said wearily. “New slogans
and new uniforms, and none of
them mean anything. Umm.
Look, I've been trying to tell
you I'm grateful for what you
did, sorry I blew my stack—
and glad you and the girl are
making out. Here!” He drew a
small golden band from his
little finger. “My mother’s wed-
ding ring. Give it to her—and if
you tell her it came from me,
I'll rip out your guts!”

He got up suddenly and hob-
bled out, his pinched face work-
ing. Gordon turned the' ring
over, puzzled. Finally he got up
and headed for his room, a little
surprised to find the door un-
locked. Sheila opened her eyes
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at his uniform, but made no
comment. “Food ready in ten
minutes,” she told him.

She’d already been shopping,
and had installed the tiny cook-
ing equipment used in half of
Marsport. There was also a
small iron lying beside a pile of
his laundered- clothes. He drop-
ped onto the bed wearily, then
jerked upright as she came over
to remove his boots. But there
was no mockery on her face—
and oddly, it felt good to him.
Maybe her idea of married life
was different from his.

She was sanding the dishes
and putting them away when he
finally remembered the ring. He
studied it again, then got up
and dropped it beside her. He
was surprised as she fumbled
it on to see that it fitted—and
more surprised at the sudden
realization that she was entitled
to it, and that this wasn’t just
a game they were using against
each other.

She studied it under the glare
of the single bulb, and then
turned to her room. She was
back a few seconds later with a
small purse. “I got a duplicate
key. Yours is in there,” she said
thickly. “And—something else.
I guess I was going to give it
to you anyway. I was afraid
someone else might find it—"

He cut her off brusquely, his
eyes riveted on the Security
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badge he’d been sure Trench
had taken. “Yeah, I know. Your
meal-ticket was in danger. Okay,
you've done your nightly duty.
Now get the hell out of my
room, will you?”

He didn’t watch her leave, but
he heard the door close several
minutes later. With a snort of
disgust, he bent down to his bag,
located the bottle of cheap whis-
key there, and tilted it to his
lips. It was time he got drunk
—stinko enough to wash out the
shock of the badge in her purse,
and the stupidity he’d made of
his whole damned life on Mars.

Play it smart, be ruthless,
look out for pumber one! The
original Kukla, only with less
free-will than a ventriloguist’s
dummy. The man who could al-
most save himself from a dan-
ger that didn’t exist. If he'd
stayed put, Jurgen'’s punks
would have convoyed him back
to a set-up where Trench was
Commissioner and Gordon
might have been his right-hand
man, as Jurgens had probably
been trying to tell him. And
when the silly war was. over,
he’d have had the money to stow
away back to Earth, hire the
best plastic surgeon, and set
himself up on easy street.

Instead, he’d gone over to the
other side without any choice in
the matter. He’d thrown a seven
with his own sevens dice!
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Trench was probably busy right
now, planning when the exact
worst time would be to tip the
Earth forces off to his phoney
evidence that Gordon had killed
the Earth cop and Solar Security
ace Whaler! It might take a
week or two, just to give him
time to squirm, And even with-
out that, the graft was gone,
taking with it his last chance
to go back to Earth. Sure, he’d
joined the Earth forces—but so
had a lot of others, and it would-
n’t make them revoke his yellow
ticket!

Security was probably sour on
him, anyway, or they’d have
gotten in touch with him. They
were through with him, and he’d
either go to Mercury, or wind
up fifty years from now out
there in the slums, scavenging.
He tilted the bottle up, downing
the rest as fast as his throat
would handle it. It had finally
begun to hit him, and he debat-
ed throwing Sheila out. There
was something wrong with that
idea. Then it occurred to him
that when he had to hide out
beyond the dome, he’d just put
her to work, make her his meal-
ticket. Big joke! Have to hang

onto her. Be nice to Cuddles...,

He staggered across the room,
but it was too far, and the bare
floor looked too soft. He had a
single final thought, though, be-
fore he passed out While he
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lasted, he’d be the best damned
cop this planet of his ever saw!

Somehow he was in bed and
it was morning again when
Sheila woke him. He'd slept past
his hangover, and he ate the
breakfast she had ready, split
the money he had with her, and
went out to join Izzy.

The week went on mechan-
ically, while he gradually ad-
justed to the new angles of
being a Legal. The banks were
open, and deposits honored, as
promised. But it was in the
printing press script of Legal
currency, useful only through
Mayor Gannett's trick Ex-
changes. All orders had to be
place and paid for at the
nearest Exchange if the total
came to more than five credits,
and the Exchange then pur-
chased and had them delivered.
Water went up from fourteen
credits to eighty credits for a
gallon of pure distilled. Other
things were worse. Resentment
flared up, but the script was the
only money available, and as
long as it had any value it still
bound the people to the new
regime,

Supplies were scarce, salt and
sugar almost unavailable. Earth
had cut off all shipping until the
affair was settled, and noBody
in the outlands would deal in
script

He came home the third eve-
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ning to find that Sheila had
managed to find space for her
bunk in his room, cut off by a
heavy screen, and had closed
the other room to save the rent.
It led to some relaxation be-
tween them, and they began
talking impersonally.

Gordon watched for a sign
that Trench had passed on his
evidence of the murder of
Whaler, but there was no sign.
Most of the time, the pressure
of the beat took his mind from
it. Looting had stepped up, and
between trying to keep order
and the constant series of minor
fracases with Municipal men at
the borders, he began to ag:Qui're
a shield of fatigue that nothing
could cut.

Izzy had cooperated reluctant-
ly at first, until Gordon was
able to convince him that in the
long run it was the people who
paid his salary. Then he nodded.
“It’s a helluva roundabout way
of doing things, gov’nor, but if
the gees pay for protection any
bloody way, then they're gonna
get it!”

They got it. Hoodlums began
moving elsewhere toward easier
pickings. The shops now opened
promptly as Gordon and Izzy
came on duty, and they could
time the end of their beat by
the sudden emptying of the
streets. People spoke to them
now, and once, when a small
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gang decided to wipe out the
nuisance of the two, men from
the surrounding houses came
pouring out to join in and turn
it into a decisive victory.

Hendrix took time out for a
pompous lecture on loyalty to the
government first, but couldn’t
find any proof that they had
weakened the Legal position,
and finally disregarded it, except
to warn them that the limited
jail facilities had to be reserved
for captured Municipals who
wouldn’t switch sides. The two
henchmen of Jurgens had al-
ready been released.

Gordon turned his entire pay
over to Sheila; at current prices,
it would barely keep them in
food for a week. He could get
lunch and cigarettes along his
beat from people eager to offer
them, But if inflation kept on,
his salary would mean nothing.
“I told you I was a punched
meal ticket,” he said bitterly.

“We'll live,” she answered
him. “I got a job today—bar-
maid, on your beat, where being
your wife helps.”

He could think of nothing to
say to it, but after supper he
went to Izzy's room to arrange
for a raid on Municipal terri-
tory. Such §mall raids were
nominally on the excuse of ex-
tending the boundaries, but
actually matters of out-and-out
looting. It was tough on the
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people near the border, but no
worse than the constantly in-
creasing gang fights.

The people endured it, some-
how. On Mars, they couldn’t
simply pack and move on; the
planet gave them life, but only
of a marginal sort. And they
had been conditioned to a hope-
less acceptance of corruption
and abuse that no Earth citizen
could ever understand.

He came back to find her -

cleaning up, and shoved her
away. “Go to bed. You look
beat. I'll sand these.” .

She started to protest, then
let him take over. It occured
to him that there was no need
far her to stay, now. But their
life was getting to be a habit,
with even the bitterness a bond
between them. And with con-
ditions as they were, there was
more financial safety in pooling
their incomes.

Maybe some day, with the
Earth forces probably winning,
things would be better. Mars-
port was the only place on the
planet under Earth charter, but
as the funnel for all trade it was
valuable enough to justify re-
building into what it could have
been.

They never made the looting
raid. The next morning, they
arrived at the Precinct house
to find men milling around the
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bulletin board, buzzing over an
announcement there. Apparent-
ly, Chief Justice Arnold had
broken with the Wayne admin-
istration, and the mimeographed
form was a legal ruling that
Wayne was no longer Mayor,
since the charter had been
voided. He was charged wilh
inciting a riot, and a warrant
had been issued for his arrest.

Hendrix appeared finally. “All
right, men,” he shouted. “You
all see it. We're going to arrest
Wayne. By jingo, they can’t say
we ain’t legal now! Every odd-
numbered shield goes from every
precinct. Gordon, Isaacs—you
two been talking big about law
and order. Here’s the warrant.
You two take it and arrest
Wayne! And by jimminy, shoot
if you gotta! It's all legal now.”

It took nearly an hour of pep
talks and working themselves up
to get the plans settled, and the
men weren't too happy then.
There was no profit to such a
raid, and it had entirely too
warlike a feeling. But finally
they headed for the trucks that
had been arriving. Most of them
belonged to Nick the Croop, who
had apparently decided the
Legals would win.

Gordon and Izzy found the
lead truck and led the way. The
little man was busy testing his
knives as they rolled. “Honest
Izzy, that’s me. Give me a job
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and I do it. Only remind me to
see a crazy-doctor, gov'nor.”

" They neared the bar where
Sheila was working, and Gordon
swore. She was running toward
the center of the street, franti-
cally trying to flag him down,
and he barely managed to
swerve around her. “Damned
fool!” he muttered.

Izzy's pock-marked face
soured for a second as he stared
at Gordon. “The princess? She
sure is,” he said flatly.

The crew at the barricade had
been alerted, and now began
clearing it aside hastily, while
others kept up a covering fire
against the few Municipals. The
trucks wheeled through, and
Gordon dropped back to let
scout trucks go ahead and pick
off any rash enough to head for
the call boxes. They couldn't
prevent advance warning, but
they could delay and minimize it.
Hendrix or Crane had done a
good job of organizing.

They were near the big Muni-
cipal Building when they came
to the first real opposition, and
it was obviously hastily as-
sembled. The scouts took care
of most of the trouble, though
a féw shots pinged against the
truck Gordon was driving.

“Rifles!” lzzy commented in
disgust. “They’ll ruin the dome
vet. Why can’'t they stick to
knives ?”

_rabbit-punch and
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He was studying a map of the
big building, picking their best
entrance. Ahead, trucks formed
a sort of V formation as they
reached the grounds afound it
and began bulling their way
through the groups that were
trying to organize a defense.
Gordon found his way cleared
and shot through, emerging be-
hind the defense and driving
at full speed toward the en-
trance Izzy pointed out.

“Cut speed! Left sharp!” Izzy
shouted. “Now, in there!”

They sliced into a small
tunnel, scraping their sides
where it was barely big enough
for the truck. Then they -reached
a dead end, with just room for
them to squeeze through the
door of the truck and into an
entrance marked with a big
notice of privacy.

There was a guard beside an
elevator, but Izzy’s knife took
care of him. They ducked
around the elevator, unsure of
whether it could be remotely
controlled, and up a narrow
flight of stairs, down a hallway,
and up another flight. ‘A Munic-
ipal corporal at the top grabbed
for a warning whistle, but
Gordon clipped him with a hasty
shoved him
down the stairs. Then they were
in front of an ornate door, with
their weapons ready.

Izzy yanked the door open and
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dropped flat behind it. Bullets
from a submachine gun clipped
out, peppering the entrance and
the door, ricocheting down the
hall. The yammering stopped,
finally, and Izzy stuck his head
and one arm out with a snap
of his knife. Gordon leaped in,
to see a Municipal dropping the
machine gun and strangling
around the knife in his throat.

There were about thirty cops
inside, gathered around the
Mayor, with Trench standing at
one side. Izzy’s arm was flicking
steadily, unloading his knives,
and Gordon was busy picking off
the men in the order in which
they tried to draw their guns.
The fools had obviously ex-
pected the machine gun to do
all the work.

Izzy leaped for the machine
gun and yanked it from the
dead hands, while the cops
slowly began raising their arms.
Wayne sat petrified, staring un-
believingly, and Gordon drew
out the warrant. “Wayne, you're
under arrest!”

Trench moved forward, his
hands in the air, but with no
mark of surprise or fear on his
face. “So the bad pennies turn
up. You damned fools, you
should have stuck. I had big
plans for you, Gordon. I've still
got them, if you don’t insist...”

His hands whipped down
savagely toward his hips and
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came up sharply! Gordon spun,
and the gun leaped in his hands,
while the submachine gun jerked
forward and clicked on an empty
chamber. Trench was tumbling
forward to avoid the shot, but
he twitched as a bullet creased
his shoulder. Then he was up-
right, waving empty hands at
them, with the thin smile on
his face deepening. He’d had no
guns—it had been a pure bluff,
and it had worked.

Gordon jerked around, but
Wayne was already disappearing
through a heavy door. And the
cops were reaching for their
guns again. ‘Gordon estimated
the chances of escape instantly,
and then leaped forward into
their group, with Izzy at his
side, seeking close quarters
where guns wouldn’t work.

Gun butts, elbows, fists and
clubs were pounding at him,
while his own club lashed out
savagely. In ten seconds, things
began to haze over, but his
arms went on mechanically,
seeking the most damage they
could work. It almost seemed
that they could win through to
the shelter of the door beyond.

Then a heavy bellow sounded,
and a seeming mountain of flesh
thundered across the huge room.

" There was no shuffle to Mother

Corey now. The huge legs
pumped steadily, and the great
arms were reaching out to knock
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aside clubs and knives. Men
began spewing out of the brawl
like straw from a threasher as
the old man grabbed arms, legs
or whatever was handy. He had
one cop in his left arm, using
him a a flail against the others,
and seemed to be completely un-
aware of danger to himself.

The Municipals broke. And at
the first sign, Mother Corey
leaped forward, dropping his
flail and gathering Izzy and
Gordon under his arms. He hit
the heavy door with his shoulder
and crashed through without
breaking stride. Stairs lay there,
and he took them three at a
time.

He dropped them finally as
they came to a side entrance.
There was a sporadic firing
going on there, and a knot of
Municipals were clustered
around a few Legals, busy with
knives and clubs, Corey broke
into a run again, driving
straight into them and through,
with Gordon and Izzy on his
heels. The surprise element was
enough to give them a few
seconds, before hasty, ill-aimed
bullets snapped after them,

Then they were around a small
side-building, ouj of danger.
Sheila was holding the door of
a large three-wheeler open, and
yelling for them to hurry. They
ducked into it, while she grabbed
the wheel.

17

They edged forward until they
could make out the shape of the
fight going on. The Legals had
never quite reached the front
of the building, obviously, and
were now cut into sections.
Corey tapped her shoulder,
pointing out the route, and she
gunned the car.

They were through too fast
to draw fire from the busy
groups of battle-crazed men,
leaping across the square and
into the first side street they
could find. Then she slowed,
and headed for the main street
back to Legal territory.

“Lucky we found a good car
to steal,” Mother Corey wheezed.
He was puffing now, mopping
rivulets of perspiration from his
face. “I'm getting old, cobbers.
Once T broke every strongman
record on Earth—still stand, too
—before it went to my head.
But not now. Senile!”

“You didn’ have to come,”
Izzy said, but there was a grin
on his battered face.

“When my own grand-
daughter comes crying for help?
When she finally breaks down
and admits she needs her old
grandfather?”

Gordon was staring back at
the straggling of trucks he could
see beginning to break away.
The raid was over, and the
Legals had Jost. Trench had
tricked him, and life under
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Hendrix was going to be rough
from now on.

I7zzy grunted suddenly. “Gov’-
nor, if you're right and the
plain gees pay my salary, who's
paying me to start fighting other
cops? Or is it maybe that some-
body isn't being exactly honest
with the scratch they lift from
the gees?”

“We still have to eat,” Gordon
said Bitterly. “And to eat, we'll
go on doing what we're told.”

It was all life meant now—a
bare existence. And in his case,
even that was uncertain.

X1v

Hendrix had been wounded
lightly, and was out when
Gordon and Izzy reported. But
the next day, they were switched
to a new beat where trouble
had been thickest and given
twelve-hour  duty — without
special overtime.

Izzy considered it slowly and
shook his head. “That does it,
gov'nor. It ain’t honest, treating
us this way. It just proves what
I've been thinking. If the crackle
comes from the people and these
gees give everybody a dome
cracking, then they’re crooks.
And who's letting 'em get away
with it? We are, gov'nor. But
not me; it ain’t honest, and I'm
too sick to work. And if that
bloody doctor won’t agree . . .”

. parently, his
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He turned toward the . dis-
pensary. Gordon hesitated, and
then swung off woodenly to take
up his new beat. At least, it
still made living possible; and
perhaps, if he did his best, when
it was all over Security would
let him stay here. Earth seemed
impossible now, but he might
duck the threatened mines of
Mercury.

He plunged into the work on
his new beat, trying to numb
himself by exhaustion. Ap-
reputation had
gone ahead of him, since most
of the hoodlums had decided
pickings would be easier on some
beat where the cops had their
own secret rackets to attend to,
instead of head busting. They
probably expected Izzy to show
up later. Once they learned he
was alone . . .

But the second day, two of
the citizens fell into step be-
hind him almost at once, armed
with heavy clubs. Periodically
during the shift, replacements
took their place, making sure
that he was never by himself.
It surprised him even more
when he saw that a couple of
the men had come over from
his old beat. Something began
to burn inside him, but he held
himself in, confining his talk to
vague comments on the rumors
going around.

There were enough of them,
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mostly based on truth. The
Croopsters were busy with a
three-day gang war with the
Planters, and the cops on both
sides were doing nothing about
it, though seventy bystanders
had been killed. Part of Jurgens’
old crowd had broken away from
him and established a corner
on most of the drugs available;
they had secretly traded a supply
to Wayne, who had become an
addict, for a stock of weapons.

Gordon remembered the con-
traband shipment of guns, and
compared it to the increase he’d
noticed in weapons, and to the
impossible prices the pushers
were demanding. It made sense.

All kind of supplies were low,
and the outlands beyond Mars-
port had cut off all shipments.
Script was useless to them, and
the Legals were raiding all
cargoes destined for Wayne's
section. And the Municipals had
imposed new taxes again,

Cordon bolstered himself with
the thought that it couldn’t go
on forever, and that the Legals
seemed to be winning slowly.
Once the war was over and the
charter officially turned over to
Security, it would have to act.
Things were at their worst now,
and later . ..

He came back from what
should have been his day off to
find Izzy in uniform, waiting
grimly. Behind, the screen, there
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was a rustling of clothes, and
a dress came sailing from behind
it. While he stared, Sheila came
out, finishing the zipping of her
airsuit. She moved to a small
bag and began drawing.out the
gun she had used and a knife.
He caught her shoulders and
shoved her back, pulling .the
weapons from her,

“Get out of my way, you
damned Legal machine!” she
spat at him. “Do you think I
never Knew where you got the
ring? Do you think I can go on
forever with no feelings at all?
All  right, I've been your
obedient servant—and no thanks
from you! Now you can take
it and stuff it . ..”

“Easy, princess,” Izzy said.
“He hasn’t seen it yet, I guess.
Here, gov'nor!”

He picked up a copy of
Randolph’s new little T»uth and
pointed to the headline. Gordon
read it, and blinked. It glared
up at him in forty-eight point
ultra-bold:

SECURITY DENOUNCES

RAPE OF MARSPORT!

The story was somewhat
cooler than that, but not much,
Randolph simply quoted what
was supposed to be an official
cable from Security on Earth,
denouncing both governments,
and demanding both immediate-
ly surrender, It listed the crimes
of Wayne, and then tore into the
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Legals as a bunch of dupes,
sent by North America to
foment trouble while they looted
the city, and to give the Earth
government an excuse for seiz-
ing military control of Marsport
officially. Citizens were instruct-
ed not to cooperate, and all
members of either government
were indicted for high treason
to Security!

He crushed the paper slowly,
tearing it to bits with his
clenched hands, and seeing in
each bit a yellow ‘ticket to
Mercury. He'd swallowed the
implication that the Legals were
Security, or from it. He'd been
suckered in . .

Then it hit him slowly, and he
looked up. “Where’s Randolph?”

“At his plant. At least he left
for it, according to Sheila.”

Gordon picked up Sheila’s gun
and buckled it on beside his own.
She grabbed at it, but he shoved
her back again. “You're staying
here, Cuddles.” He grimaced as
she spal at him, and a touch
of the almost forgotten amuse-
ment twisted his lips. “You're
supposed to be a woman now,
remember!”

She was swearing hotly as
they left, but made no attempt
to follow. Gordon broke into a
slow trot behind Izzy, until they
could spot one of the remaining
cabs. He stopped it with his
whistle, and dumped the pas-
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senger out unceremoniously,
while Izzy gave the address.
There was a stream of protest
from the driver, hut it cut off
at the sudden appearance of the
knife in Izzy’s hand.

“The damned fool opened up
on the border—figured he’d
circulate to both sections,” Izzy
said. “We’'d better get out a
block up and walk. And I hope
we ain’t too bloody late!”

The building was a wreck,
outside; inside it was worse.
Gordon ripped open the door to
the sound of metal crashing.
Men in the Municipal uniform
were working over the small job
press and dumping the handset
tvpe from the boxes. On the
floor, a Legal cop lay under the
wreckage, apparently having
gotten there first and been taken
care of by the later Municipals.
Randolph had been sitting in a
chair between two of the cops,
but now he leaped up with 2
cry at the new interruption and
tried to flee through the back
door. ’

Izzy started {forward, but
Gordon pulled him back, as the
cops reached for weapons. There
was no use brawling here when
the others had been caught flat-
footed. The gun in his hand
picked them out at quarters too
close for a miss, starting with
the cop who had jumped to catch
Randolph. JIzzy _had ducked
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around the side, and now came,
back, leading the little man.

Randolph paid no attention to
the dead men, nor to the bruises
on his own body. He moved
forward to the press, staring at
it, and there were tears in his
eyes as he ran his hands over
the broken metal. Then he
looked up at them. “Arrest or
rescue?” he asked.

“Arrest!” a voice from the
door said harshly, and Gordon
swung to see six Legals filing
in, headed by Hendrix himself.
The captain nodded at Gordon.
“Good work, sergeant. By jinx,
when I heard the Municipals
were coming, I got scared they’d
get him for sure. Crane wants
to watch this guy shot in person!
Come on, you damned little
traitor!”

He grabbed Randolph by the
arm,twisting it sadistically, and
grinning at the scream the
torture produced. .

“You're overlooking some-
thing, Hendrix,” Gordon cut in.
He had moved back toward the
wall, to face the group. “If you
ever look at my record, you’ll
find I'm an ex-newspaperman
myself. This is a rescue, Tie
them up, Izzy.”

Hendrix was faster than
Gordon had thought. He had
his gun almost up before
Gordon could fire. A bluish hole
appeared on the man’s forehead,

121

and one thick hand reached for

-it, while surprise ran briefly

over the features! He dropped
slowly, the back of his head a
gory mess. Randolph bent over,
throwing up over the broken
metal on the floor, and the other
Legals looked almost as sick.
But they made no trouble as
Izzy bound them with baling
wire.

“And I hope nobody finds
them,” he commented. “All
right, Randy, I guess we’re a
bunch of refugees heading for
the outside, and bloody lucky
at that. Proves a man shouldn’t
have friends.”

Randolph’s face was still
greenish white, bu# he straight-
ened and managed a feeble smile.
“Not to me, Izzy. Right now I
can appreciate friends. But you
two better get going. I've got
some unfinished business to tend
to.” He moved to one corner and
began dragging out an old
double-cylinder mimeograph.
“Either of you know where I
can buy stencils and ink and
find some kind of a truck to haul
this paper along?”

Izzy stopped and stared at
the rabbity, pale little man.
Then he let out a sudden yelp
of laughter. “Okay, Randy, we'll
find them. Gov'nor, you'd better
tell my mother I'll be using the
old sheets, Go on. You've got
the princess to worry about.
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We will be along later.”

He grabbed Randolph’s hand
and ducked out the back before
Gordon could protest. The other
hesitated, and then moved
toward the other exit. There
would be little chance of catch-
ing another cab, but that didn’t
much matter now. He found a
small car finally, kicked the glass
out, and shorted the switch
hastily.

Izzy could only have meant
that they were going to hole
up in Mother Corey’s old
Chicken Coop. He’d managed to
make a full circle, back to the
beginnings on Mars. But then
he’d been omly a yellow-ticket
firster. Now he was branded as
a traitor by Security, a deserter
and would-be assassin by the
Municipals, and a criminal on
too many counts to list by the
Legals. And even in the outlands
he had a reputation—the iron
cop, without a heart. He'd
started with a deck of cards,
and now he was going. back
with a club. He wondered if one
would be better than the other.

He had counted on at least
some regret from Mother Corey,
however. But the old man only
nodded after hearing that
Randolph was safe. “Fanatics,
crusaders and damned fools!”
he said. He shook his head sadly
and went shuffling back to his
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room, where two of his part-
time henchmen were sitting.

Sheila had been sitting on the
bunk, still in her airsuit. Now
she jerked upright, and then
sank back with a slow flush, Her
hands were trembling as she
reached out for a cup of coffee
and handed it to him, listening
to his quick report of Randolph’s
safety and the fact that he was
going back outside the dome,

“I'm all packed,” she said.
“And I packed your things, too.”

He shot his eyes around the
room, realizing that it was
practically bare except for a
few of her dresses. She followed
his gaze, and shook her head. “I
won't need-them out there,” she
said. Her voice caught on that,
but she covered quickly. “They’ll
be safe here.”

“So will you, now that you've
made up with the Mother,” he
told her. “Yoyr mealticket’s
ruined, Cuddles. And you made
it clear a little while ago just
where you stand. Remind me to
tell you sometime how much fun
it's been. Makes me think mar-
riage is a good idea. I'll have
to try it sometime.”

She bit her lips and struggled
with herself. Then she grinned
with her lips, bitterly. Her voice
was low and almost expression-
less. “Your mother was good
with a soldering iron, wasn’t
she? You even look human.” She
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bent to pick up a shoulder pack
and a bag, and her face was
normal when she stood up again.

“You might guess that the cops

would be happy to get ahold
of your wife now, though. Come
on, it's a long walk.”

He hesitated for a moment,
and then picked up the rest of
the luggage, surprised at how
much they had managed to ac-
cumulate, light though it was.
Corey could have protected her,
he thought; but he let it go,
and moved out of the room
quietly. Somehow, it hurt to
leave, though he couldn’t figure
why—nor why something in his
head insisted he'd expected it
to hurt more.

Mother Corey wasn’t around,
and that did hurt. He shrugged
it off and led Sheila to the car
he had stolen. Without a pass,
he couldn’t take it through the
locks, but it would be useful
until then. Without thinking, he
swung through his beat. His
lights picked out a small group
of teen-age punks working on
the window of a small shop, and
his hand groped automatically
for his gun. Then he sighed and
drove on, It wasn’t his job now,
and he couldn’t risk trouble.

He left the car beyond the
gate, and they pushed through
the locker room toward the
smaller exit, stopping to fasten
down their helmets. The guard
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halted them, but without any
suspicion.

“Going hunting for those
damned kids, eh?” he said. He
stared at Sheila, deliberately
smacking his lips. “Lucky devil!
All T got for a guide was an
old bum. Okay, luck, sergeant!”

It made no sense to Gordon,
but he wasn’t going to argue
over it. They went through and
out into the waste and slums
beyond the domes, heading out
until there were only the few
phosphor bulbs to guide their
way. It was as if they were in
a separate world, where squalor
was a meaningless term. Even
in the darkness, there was a feel-
ing that came .across to them.

Gordon was moving cautious-
ly, using his helmet light only
occasionally, with his gun ready
in his hand. But it was Sheila
who caught the faint sound. He
heard her cry out and turned
to see her crash into the stomach
of a man with a half-raised
stick. He went down with almost
no resistance. Sheila shot the
beam of her light on the thin,
drawn face. “Rusty!”

“Hi, princess.” He got up
slowly, trying to grin. “Didn’t
know who it was. Sorry. Ever
get that louse you were out
for?”

She nodded. “Yeah, I got him.
That’s him — my husb.nd!
What’s wrong with you, Rusty?
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You’ve lost
and . . .”

“Things are a mite tough out
here, princess. No deliveries.
Closed my bar, been living sort
of hand to mouth, but not much
mouth.” His eyes bulged greedily
as she dug into a bag and began
to drag out the sandwiches she
must have packed for the trip.
But he shook his head. “I ain’t
so bad off. 1 ate something
vesterday. But if you can spare
something for the kid—Hey,
kid!”

A thin boy of about sixteen
crept out of the cover of some
rubble, staring uncertainly.
Then at the sight of the food,
he made a lunge, grabbed it,
and hardly waited to get it
through the slits of his suit
before gulping it down. Rusty
sat down, his lined old face
breaking into a faint grin. He
hesitated, but finally took some
of the food.

“Shouldn’t oughta. You’ll need
it. Umm.” He swallowed slowly,
as if tastin’g the food all the
way down. “Kid can't talk. Cop
caught his peddling one of
Randolph’s phamphlets, cut out
part of his tongue. But he’s all
right now. Come on, kid, hurry
it up. We gotta convoy these
people.”

They went on finally, with
Gordon turning it over in his
head. He hadn’t completely be-

fifty  pounds,
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lieved the stories he had heard
about life out here; unconsciou-
ly, he’d figured it in terms of
previous experience. But with
the bank failure, most of the
workers had been fired. And
the war inside the dome must
have cut people off completely,

They were following a kind of
road when headlights bore down
on them. Gordon’s hand was on
his gun as they leaped for
shelter, but there was no hostile
move from the big truck. He
studied it, trying to decide what
a truck would be doing here.
Then a Marspeaker-amplified
voice shouted from it. “Anv
muck-rakers there?” .

“One,” Gordon shouted bacl,
and ran toward it, motioning the
others to follow. He'd always
objected to the nickname, but it
made a good code. Randolph’s
frail hand came down to help
them up, but a bigger paw did
the actual lifting.

“Why didn’t you two wait?”
Mother Corey asked, his voice
booming out of his Marspeaker.
“I figured Izzy'd stop by first.
Here, sit over there, Not much
room, with my stuff and Ran-
dolph’s, but it beats walking.”

“What in hell brings you
back ?” Gordon asked.
The huge man shrugged

ponderously. “A man gets tired
of being respectable, cobber.
And I'm getting old and senti-
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mental about the Chicken Coop.”
He chuckled, rubbing his hands
together. “But not so old I can't
handle a couple of guards that
are stubborn _about trucks, eh,
Izzy ?”

“Messy, but nice,” Izzy agreed
from the pile above them. “Tell
those trained apes of yours to
cut the lights, will you, Mother?
Somebody must be using the
Coop.”

They stopped the truck before
reaching the old wreck. In the
few dim lights, the old building
still gave off an air of mold
and decay. Gordon had a sudden
picture of an ancient, evil old
crone chuckling over her past,
with a few coarse gray hairs
sticking out from under a henna-
red wig. But the Chicken Coop
had memories no single crone
could have contained within her
mind. He shuddered faintly,
then followed Izzy and the
Mother into the semi-secret en-
trance.

Izzy went ahead, almost silent,
with a thin strand of wire be-
tween his hands, his elbows
weaving back and forth slowly
to guide him. He was apparent-
ly as familiar with the garrotte
as the knife, and this would be
faster. But they found no guard.
Izzy pressed the seal release and
slid in cautiously, while the
others followed.

There were no guards, but in
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the beam of Gordon’s torch, a
single figure lay sprawled out
on the floor half-way to the
rickety stairs to the main house.
Mother Corey grunted, and
moved quickly to the coughing,
battered old air machine. His
fingers closed a valve equipped
with a combination lock, and he
shook his head heavily.
“They’re all dead, cobbers,”
he wheezed. “Dead because a
crook had to try.his hand on a
lock. Years ago I had a flask of
poison gas attached, in case a
gang should ever squeeze me
out. A handy thing to have.”
In the filthy rooms above,
Gordon found the corpses—

. about fifteen of them, and some

obviously formerly of the Jur-
gens organization. They had
been dead for long enough to
have grown cold, at least, ap-
parently dying without realizing
they were in danger. He found
the ape-like bodyguard stretch-
ed out on a bunk, still staring
at a book of low-grade pornog-
raphy, a vacant smile on his
face.

A yell from the basement
called him back down to where
Izzy was busily going through
piles of crates and boxes stack-
ed along one wall. He was point-
ingto a lead-foik covered bhox.
“Dope! And all that other stuff’s
ammunition! You know what,
gov'nor? All that scuttlebutt
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about the gang cornering the
dope supply and dealing with
Wayne must’'ve been on the
level! And now we got it!”

He shivered, staring at the
fortune in his hands. Then he
grimaced and shoved the open
can back in its case. He threw it
back and began stacking ammu-
nition cases in front of the dope.
Gordon went out to get the
others and start moving in the
supplies and transferring the
corpses to the truck for disposal.
Randolph scurried off to start
setting up his makeshift plant
in the basement.

Mother Corey was staring
about the filthy, decrepit in-
terior when they returned. His
putty-like skin was creased into
wrinkles of horrified disgust,
and his wheezing voice was al-
most sobbing. “Filthy,” he wail-
ed. “A pig-pen. They’ve ruined
the Coop, cobber. Smell that air
—even I can smell it! He sniffed
dolefully. It was pretty bad,
Gordon had to agree. Nothing
would ever remove the rank,
sour staleness. But it looked a
zood deal better to his eyes
than it had been before the gang
took it over.

Mother Corey snghed again.
“Well, it'll give the boys some-
thing to do,” ,he decided. “When
a man gets old, he likes a little
comfort, cobber. Nice things
around him. . , .”

"Look,
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Gordon found what had been
his old room and dumped his
few things into it. Sheila watch-
ed him uncertainly, and then
took possession of the next
room. She came back a few
minutes later, staring at the
ages-old filth. “I'll be cleaning

for a week,” she said. “What
are you going to do now,
Bruce?”

He shook his head, and started
back down the stairs. It was
an unanswerable question. Orig-
inally, he’d intended to set up
the Coop and run it as Mother
Corey had done; but now the
Mother would be attending to
that. And it hadn’t been too
good an idea, anyhow. He ran
over his occupations bitterly in
his mind. Gambler, fighter, cop
—he’d tried in one way or an-
other everything except report-
ing; and failed at each.

For a second, he hesitated.
Then he hurried, past the first
landing, and down into the base-
ment where Randolph was ar-
ranging his mimeograph.

The printer listened to only
the first sentence, and shook his
head impatiently. “I was afraid
you’d think of that, Gordon.
I'm grateful for what
you’ve done—but not that grate-
ful. You never were a reporter
—you ran a column. You slanted,
sensationalized, shouted, and
hunted publicity for yourself.
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I've read the stuff you wrote.
You killed and maimed with
words. You're good at fighting,
killing and maiming—and at
finding good excuses for it, may-
be. You can write up what every
man here feels, and make him
nod his head and swear you're
dead right. But you never dug
up news that would help people,
or tell them what they didn't
suspect all along. And that’s
what I've got to have.”

“Thanks!” Gordon said curtly.
“Too bad Security didn’t think
I was as lousy a reporter as
you do!”

Randolph shrugged. He drop-
ped to the chair, pulled the
battered portable to him, and
became extremely busy, writing
about a quick brown fox that
jumped over a lazy dog. Then
he dropped his hands and swung
back. “Okay. I'll give you a job,
for one week. Get off your self-
pity and get out there where
people have something to be self-
pitying about. See what outer
Marsport is like. Find what can
be done, if anything, and do it
if you can. Then come back and
give me six columns on it. I’ll
pay Mother Corey for your
food—and for your wife’'s—and
if I can find one column’s worth
of news in it, maybe I'll give
you a second week. I can’t af-
ford it—I won't get a cent for
what I publish now, and I'll
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have to pay newsboys—but I'll
do it. I can’'t see a man's wife
starve because he doesn’t know
how to make an honest living!”

Gordon felt his'arm jerk back,
and the knotted fist started up
at the pinched, nervous little
face in front of him. But at the.
last second, he killed the punch,
feeling his muscles wrench from
the effort. Finger "by finger, he
unclenched his hand and drop-
ped to his side, while the anger
dulled and became only a bruise.
“I'll think about it,” he said
finally.

But Randolph was jumping
the quick fox over the lazy dog
again.

Rusty and one of Mother
Corey's men were on guard, and
the others had turned in. Gordon
went up the stairs, breathing
the rancid, musty odor and
watching the rotten boards be-
low him. As a kid in the slums,
it had been the smell of cabbage
and soaking diapers, and he had
watched rats fighting over gar-
bage, while men made pious
speeches of horror over the
tenements, as they had done for

“five hundred years.

He threw himself onto the
bed in disgust. He’d fought his
way out of those slums. He’d
fought the petty crooks, the cops
who lived on them, and the
whole Dblasted set-up that made
such misery possible. He’d
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fought his way to a filthy bed
in a hovel where no rat could
live, already asking for charity
on the long way to the ultimate
bottom, without a genuine friend
to his name. Sure, he was good
at fighting!

“Bruce!” Sheila stood out-
lined in the doorway against the
dim glow of a phosphor bulb,
Her robe was partly open, and
an animal hunger in him burned
along his-arms and tautened the
muscles of his abdomen. Then,
before he could lift himself, she
bent over and began unfastening
his boots. “You all right, Bruce?
I heard you tossing around.”

“I'm fine,” he told her me-
chanically. “Jusf‘ making plans
for tomorrow.”

He watched her turn back
slowly, then lay quietly, trying
not to disturb her again. To-
morrow, he thought. Tomorrow
he’d find some kind of an an-
swer; and it wouldn’'t be
Randolph’s charity.

b.4%

There were three men, each
with a white circle painted on
chest and left arm, talking to
Mother Corey when Gordon
came down the rickety steps. He
stopped for a second, but there
was no sign of trouble. Then
the words of the thin man be-
low reached him.
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“So we figured when we found
the stiffs maybe you’d come
back, Mother. Damn good thing
we were right. We can sure use
that ammunition you found.
Now, where’s this Gordon fel-
low?”

“Here!” Gordon told the man.
He’d recognized him finally as
Schulberg, the little grocer from
the Nineteenth Precinct.

The man swung suspiciously,
then grinned weakly. There was
hunger and strain on his face,
but an odd authority and pride
now. “I'l] be doggoned. Whyn’t
you say he was with Whaler,
Mother ?”

“They want someone to locate
Ed Aimsworth and see about
getting some food shipped in
from outside, cobber,” Mother
Corey told him, “They got some
money scraped together, but the
hicks are doing no business with
Marsport. You know Ed—just
tell him I sent you. I'd go myself,
but I'm getting too old to go
chasing men out there.”

“What's in it?” Gordon asked,
but he was already reaching for
his helmet. Almost anything
would be better than Randolph’s
charity.

There was a surprised ex-
change of glances from the
others, but Mother Corey
chuckled. “Heart like a steel
trap, cobbers,” he said, almost
approvingly, “Well, you'll be
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earning your keep here—yours
and that granddaughter’s, too.
Here, you'll need directions for
finding Aimsworth.” ~

He handed the paper with his
scrawled notes on it over to
Gordon and went shuffling back.
Gordon shrugged and stuck it
into his pouch, turning to fol-
low the three men fhrough the
seal. Outside, they had a truck
waiting, and Rusty and Corey’s
two henchmen were busy load-
ing it with ammunition from the
cellar,

Schulberg motioned him into
the cab of the truck, and the
other two climbed into the closed
rear section. “All right,” Gordon
asked. “What goes on?”

The other shrugged, and be-
gan explaining between jolts as
he picked a way through the
ruin and rubble. Whaler had
done better than Gordon had ex-
pected; he'd laid out a program
for a citizen’s vigilante com-
mittee to police their own area,
and had drilled enough in the
ruthless use of the club to keep
the gangs down. Once the police
were all busy inside the dome
with their private war, the com-
mittee had been the only means
of keeping order in the whole
territory beyond, and was now
extended to cover about half
of the area as a voluntary police
organization. For a time, the
leanness of pickings out here

-changed,
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had made the job easier by
driving most of the gangs into
coalition with others inside the
dome. But now . , .

He pointed outside. It was
Gordon saw. There
were less people outside. And
where belligerance and sullen
hate had been the keynotes along
with hopelessness before, now
there was the mark of despera-
tion that marked those who had
finally given up completely. The
few kids on the filthy streets
simply sat staring with hungry
eyes, while their parents moved
about sluggishly without any
apparent destination. Gordon
had never seen group starvation
before, but the ultimate ugliness
of it in the gaunt faces and
bloated stomachs was unmistak-
able, ;

They passed a crowd around
a crude gallows, and Schulberg
stopped. A man was already
dead and dangling. But the fire
of mob savagery was cooled to
a dull hatred in the eyes watch-
ing him. “Should turn 'em ever
to us cops,” Schulberg said.
“What's he hung for?”

“Hoarding,” a voice answered,
and others supplied the few de-
tails. The dead man had been
caught with a half bag of flour
and part of a case of beans.
Schulberg nodded slowly, star-
ing at the corpse with contempt.
He found a scrap of something
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and pencilled the crime on it,
together with a circle signature
and pinned it to the dangling
body.

“All food should be turned in,”
he explained to Gordon as they
climbed back into the truck. “We
figure community kitchens can
stretch things a bit more., And
we give a half extra ration to
the guys who can find anything
useful to do.”

The bank failure had appar-
ently thrown nearly everyone
out here out of jobs, since there
had been no appreciable capital
left to meet payrolls. And the
police war had ended work at
the few places that had been
open, since it was unsafe to leave
the dome before the volunteers
gained some measure of order.

They passed another hanging
corpse” with a sign that pro-
claimed him to be a ghoul
Schulberg shrugged. “Sure,
cannibalism. What can you ex-
pect. Turned up a woman yester-
day.

Husband missing, kids look-
ing well fed. But she proved the
guy killed himself for the kids.
And she hadn’t touched it her-
self. So we hadda let her go.
Sometimes, when I see my own
kids . .. Oh, hell—we got enough
so most people won’t starve to
death for another week, I guess.
But you’d better get Aimsworth
to send something, Gordon.
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Here, here's the scratch we
scraped up.”

He passed over a bag filled
with a collection of small bills
and coins. It was heavy, but that
was due to the smallness of the
credit pieces, rather than to the
total sum. “We can trust you, I
guess,” he said dully. “Remem-
ber you with Whaler, anyhow.
And you can tell Aimsworth we
got plenty of men looking for
work, in case he can use ’em.”

He pulled up to shout a report
through the big Marspeaker as
they passed _the old building
Whaler had used as a precinct
house. It now had a crude sign
proclaiming it voluntary police
HQ and outland government
center. Then he went on until
they came to a spur of the little
electric monorail system, with
three abandoned service engines
parked at the end.

“Extra air inside, and the best
we could do for food. Was gonna
try myself, but I don’t know
Aimsworth,” Schulberg said. He
handed over a key, and nodded
toward the first service engine.
“Good luck, Gordon—and damn
it, we're—we gotta eat, don't
we? You tell him that! It ain’t
much—but get what you can!”

He swung the truck, and was
gone before Gordon could reach
the engine, leaving behind only
a memory of hungry, desperate
eyes. Gordon climbed into the
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enclosed cab, wondering why
he’d let himself be talked into
this. But his hand was already
pulling back questioningly on
the only lever he could see. The
engine backed briefly, until he
reversed the control. Then it
moved forward, picking up
speed. Apparently there was still
power flowing in from the auto-
matic atomic generators.

He got off to puzzle out a
switch, using Mother Corey’s
scrawled instructions. It was a
good thing there was only a
simple rail system here.

He had vaguely expected to
see more of Mars, but for eight
hours and nearly four hundred
miles there was only the bare-
ness, flatness and dunes of un-
ending sandy surface and
scraggly, useless native plants,
opened out to the sun. Marsport
had been located where the only
vein of uranium had been found
on Mars, and the growing sec-
tion was closer to the equator,

Then he came to villages.
Again there was the sight of
children running around without
helmets—kids running and play-
ing, he noticed, remembering the
apathetic huddles that were kids
back in outer Marsport. He
stopped once for directions, and
a man stared at him suspicious-
ly and finally threw a switch
reluctantly.

He was finally forced to stop
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again, sure that he was near
now. This time, it was in what
seemed to be a major shipping
center in the heart of the lines
that ran helter-skelter from vil-
lage to village. Another sus-
picous-eyed man studied him.
“You won’t find Aimsworth on
his farm—couldn’t reach it in
that, anyhow,” he said finally.
Then he turned up his Mar-
speaker. “Ed! Hey, Ed!”

Down the street, the seal of
a building opened, and the big,
bluff figure of Aimsworth came
out. His eyes narrowed as he
spotted Gordon, and then he
grinned and waved his visitor
forward and back into the build-
ing withshim. )

Inside, there was evidence of
food, and a rather pretty girl
brought out another platter and
set it before Gordon. He ate
while they exchanged uncertain,
rambling information on friends
and the general situation, Final-
ly, he got down to his errand,
feeling like a fool. The Mother
should have come. Aimsworth
had never had any particular use
for Gordon, and the man was
a weak stick to lean on, unless
he was more than just the
engineer on the monorail.

Aimsworth shrugged, and
seemed to read his mind, “I can
get the stuff sent, Gordon. I'm
head of the shipping committee
for this quadrant. But why in
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hell should I? Sure, our stuff is
votting in the tanks, and some-
day the credits will be good. But
the last time we tried shipping
to Wayne’s group, every car was
looted in Outer Marsport. If
they won’t let us get oil and
chemicals we need, why should
we feed them?”

“Ever see starvation?” Gor-
don asked, wishing again some-
one else who'd felt it could
carry the message. He told about
the man who’d committed suicide
for his kids, not stopping as
Aimsworth’s face sickened slow-
ly. “Hell, who wouldn’t loot
your trains if that’s going on?”

Aimsworth considered, then
shrugged “All right, if Mother
Corey’ll back up this “volunteer
police group, maybe. I've got
kids of my own . . . Look, you
want food, we want to ship. Get
your cops to give us an escort
for every shipment through to
the dome, and we’ll drop off one
car out of four for the out-
lands.”

Gordon sat back weakly, sur-
prised at the relief that washed
over him at the sudden victory.
“Done!” he said. “Provided the
first shipment carries the most
we can get for the credits I
brought.”

“Tt will—we’ve got some stuff
that’s about to spoil, and we can
let you have a whole train of
it.” He took the sack of credits
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and tossed it toward a drawer,
uncounted. “A damned good
thing Security’s sending a ship.
Credits won’t be worth much
until they get this mess straight-
ened out.”

Gordon felt the hair at the
base of his neck tingle at the
name, remembering that the
kindest reports Security would
get of him would be enough to
send an angel to hell. But he
shrugged it off. “What makes
you think Security can do any-
thing? They haven’t shown a
hand yet.”

“They will,” Aimsworth said,
and there was conviction in his
voice. “You guys in Marsport
under your own charter feed
yourselves so many lies you be-
gin to believe them. But Secur-
ity took Venus—and I'm not
worried here, in the long run.
Don’t ask me how. All I know
is that Security gets results.”
His voice was a mixture of bit-
terness and an odd certainty.
“They set Security up as a nice
little debating society, Gordon,
to make it easy for North Amer-
ica to grab the planets by doing
it through that Agency. Only
they got better men on it than
they wanted. So far, Security
has played one nation against
another enough to keep any
from daring to swipe power on
the planets. And this Jatest
trick folded up, too. North
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America figured on Marsport
foiding up once they got a police
war started with a bunch of
chiselling profiteers as their
front; they expected the citizens
to yell uncle all the way back
to Earth. But out here, nobody
thinks of Earth as a place to
vell to for help, so they missed.
And now Security’s got Pan-
Asia and United Africa balanced
against North America, so the
swipe won't work. We got the
dope from our southern receiver.
North America’s called it all a
mistaken emergency measure
and turned it back to Security.”
“Along with how many war
rockets?” Gordon asked.
“None. They never gave any
real power, never will. The only
strength Security’s ever had
comes from the fact that it al-
ways wins, somehow. There’s
just one ship coming, with a
group of authorized agents.” He
studied Gordon, and grunted.
“Forget the crooks and crooked

cops, man! Ask the people
who've been getting kicked
around about Security, and

you'll find that even most of
Marsport doesn’t hate it! It's
the only hope we've got of not
having all the planets turned
into colonial empires! You stay-
ing over, or want me to give
you an engineer and drag car so
you can ride back in comfort?”

Gordon stared at the room
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with almost everything a
product of the planet, at Aims-
worth, and at the girl and few
men who had come in. Here, he
supposed, was the real Mars—
the men who liked it here, who
were independent, and sure of
their future. They were clean
and hard underneath, and some-
how as remote from Earth.as
the planet itself. There was
nothing he could put his finger
on—but he stoad up slowly. “I’ll
take the drag car,” he decided.

He should have felt pleased
to be going back with the job
done., But it could have been
accomplished by anyone, appar-
ently. And there was no future
for him in it. He could always
join the police—but volunteer
police wouldn’t be paid. While
trouble lasted, they’d be fed as
well as anyone; afterwards,
they’d go back to their work.
For him, there was nothing to
which he could return..He con-
sidered Aimsworth’s opinion of

. Security. If it were true, then

it could only mean the hell-
world of Mercury for him! And
anything he did here would be
pointless. Look out for number
one, he’d told himself. Too bad
he hadn’t been able to do it.
He found Randolph waiting
in a scooter outside the precinct
house after he’d reported his
results and repeated them fifty
times with hope growing weakly
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in his listeners’ eyes with each
telling. He climbed in woodenly,
leaving his helmet on as he saw
the broken window. “A good
job,” the little man said. “And
news for the paper, if 1 ever
publish it again. I came over
because I wasn’t much use at
the Coop, and everyone else was
busy.”

“Doing what?” Gordon asked.

Randolph grinned ecrookedly.
“Running outer Marsp__ort. The
Mother's the only man every-
body knows, I guess—and his
word has never been broken that
anyone can remember. So he's
helping Schulberg make agree-
ments with the sections the
volunteers don’t handle. Place
is lousy with people now. Heard
about Mayor Wayne?”

Gordon shook his head, not
caring, -but the man went on.
“He must have had his supply
of drugs lifted somehow. He
holed up one day, until it really
hit him that he couldn’t get
any more and the jerks were
about due. Then he went gun-
ning for Trench with some idea
Trench had swiped the stuff.

Trench had to shoot him, so he’s

now running the Municipal sec-
tion. And I hear the gangs are
just about in control of both
sections, lately.”

They were passing near the
dome now, with one of the
smaller entrances ahead. Gordon
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stared at it, noticing that less
lights were burning than ever.
Out in the frontiers where Aims-
worth lived was one Mars. Here,
beyond the dome, was another.
And inside was still a third.
There was no real similarity,
except for common misery in the
last two. A world, an isolated
city, and the sweepings of the
city! No wonder hell had pop-
ped.

Then he jerked upright as a
searchlight lashed out from in-
side the dome. In it there was
caught the figure of a boy of
perhaps ten, running wildly,
with a small bundle of papers
under his arm. And from the
side, a man in Legal uniform
broke into a run after him, with
a ragged bum behind him. Guns
were erupting from the holsters
of the two men, and the helmet-
less boy began screaming as bul-
lets whined by.

Gordon was out of the scooter
with a single movement, and
his own gun bucked in his hands,
The Legal dropped. The second
shot caught the bum on his
helmet, cracking it. He stag-
gered on a few steps, gasping,
and then dropped, to die slowly
from lack of oxygen.

The kid vanished into.a pile
of rubble and was gone, The
searchlight swung to cover Gor-
don and the scooter, and there
was the thin crack of a rifle. He
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ducked back inside, while Ran-
dolph hit the throttle, increasing
the distance.

“One of my delivery kids,” the
publisher said quickly. “Prob-
ably trying to slip into the dome.
Damn it, I've tried to recall all
of them from around there, but
they keep trying—figure I'll give
'em a bonus if they succeed. And
the Legals have been hunting
them for a week now! Gordon,
you wanted a job. I'll give you
one I'll give you five hundred
credits a week—real credits, not
script—to hunt down any of
those devils and their guides!”

“You’d better turn your money
over to-the volunteers,” Gordon
told him. He stared back toward
the blackness into which the kid
had vanished, remembering the
gate guard’s joking reference to
hunting. Then his mind finally
realized what his eyes had seen.
“That kid—Randolph, he wasn't
using a helmet!”

“Third  generation. They
adapt out here just as well as
on the frontier, though nobody
has figured out quite how. It's
only inside the dome that the
kids never develop the ability.
Gordon, name your own price!”

Gordon shrugged, and shook
his head, not knowing why. The
smell of his home slums was in
his nose again—but there’d been
no cops there who considered it
pport to use the kids for target
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practice! And what could one
man do against such guided
killers ?

The Chicken Coop was filled,
as Randolph had said, but he
slipped in and up the stairs,
leaving the news to the pub-
lisher. The place had been clean-
ed up more than he had expected,
and there must have been new
plants installed beside the blow-
er, since the air was somewhat
fresher, in spite of the sounds
that indicated most of the rooms
were filled.

He found his own room, and
turned in automatically, his
head thick and his stomach
tautened. He needed sleep first.
After that . . .

“Bruce?” A dim light snapped
on, and he stared down at Sheila,
Then he blinked. His bunk had
been changed to a wider one,
and she lay under the thin
covering on one side. Down the
center, crude stitches of heavy
cord showed where she had
sewed the blanket to the mat-
tress to divide it into two
sections. And in one corner, a
couple of blanket sections form-
ed a rough screen.

She caught his stare and red-
dened slowly, drawing the cover
up over her more tightly. Her
voice was scared and apolo-
getic. “I had to, Bruce. The Coop
is full, and they needed rooms—



POLICE YOUR PLANET

and I couldn’t tell them that . ..
that . . .”

“Forget it,” he told her. He
dropped to his own side, with
barely enough room to slide be-
tween the bed and the wall, and
began dragging off his boots
and uniform. She started up to
help him, then jerked back, and
turned her head away. “Forget
all you're thinking, Cuddles. I'm
still not bothering unwilling
women—and I’ll even close my
eyes when you dress, if that'll
make you feel better.”

She sighed and relaxed.

There was a faint touch of hu-
mor in her voice. “They called
it bundling once, I think., I—
Bruce, I know you don’t like
me, so 1 guess it isn’t too hard
for you. But—sometimes . . .
Oh, damn it! Sometimes you're
—nice!”

“Nice people don’t get to
Mars. They stay on Earth, being
careful not to find out what it’s
like up here,” he told her bit-
terly. For a second he hesitated,
and then the account of the
newsboy and his would-be killers
came rushing out.

She dropped a hand onto his,
nodding. “I know. The Kid—
Rusty’s friend—wrote down
what they did to him.”

Gordon grunted. He’d almost
forgotten about the tongueless
Kid. For a second, his thoughts
churned on. Then he got up and
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began putting on his uniform
again. Sheila frowned, staring
at him, and began sliding from
her side, reaching for her robe.
She followed him down the
creaking stairs, and to the room
where Schulberg, Mother Corey,
and a few others were still argu-
ing some detail.

They looked up, and he moved
forward, dragging a badge from
his pouch. He slapped it down
on the table in front of them.
“I'm declaring myself in!” he
told them coldly. “You know
enough about Security badges
to know they can’t be forged.
That one has my name on it,
and rating as a Prime—which
makes me top Security man on
this damned stinking planet. Do
you want to shoot me for it, or
will you follow orders?”

Randolph picked it up, and
fumbled into his pocket, drawing
out a tiny badge and comparing
them., His eyes were shocked,
but he nodded. “I lost connec-
tion years ago, Gordon. But this
makes you my boss.”

“Then give it all the publicity
you can, and tell them Security
has just declared war on the
whole - damned dome section!
Mother, I want all the dope we
found!” With that—about the
only supply of any size left—
he could command unquestioning
loyalty from every addict who
hadn't already died from lack
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of it. Mother Corey nodded, in-
stant understanding running
over his putty-like face. He
picked up the badge, shuddered,
and then grinned slowly.

Schulberg shrugged. “After
your deal with Aimsworth, we’'d
probably follow you anyhow. But
with a Security ship coming,
and with this authority—well,
I don’t cotton to Security, Gor-
don—but those devils in there
are making our kids starve!
Okay, I guess outer Marsport’s
giving up its charter and turn-
ing itself in to Security. You
name it!”

Mother Corey heaved his bulk
up slowly, wheezing, and in-
dicated his chair at the head of
the table. But Gordon shook his
head. He’d made his decision.
His head was emptied for the
moment, and he wanted nothing
more than a chance to hit the
bed and forget the whole busi-
ness until morning.

Sheila was staring at him as
he shucked off his outer clothes
mechanically and crawled under
the blanket. She let the robe
fall to the floor and slid into
the bed without taking her eyes
off him, “Is it true about Secur-
ity sending a ship?” she asked
at last. He nodded, and her
breath caught. “What happens
when they arrive, Bruce?”

She was shivering. He rolled
over and patted her shoulder.’
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“Who knows? Who cares? I'll
see that they know you weren’t
guilty, though. Stop worrying
about it.”

She threw herself sideways,
as far from him as she could
get. Her voice was thick, but
muffled in the blanket. “Damn
you, Bruce Gordon. I should hava
killed you!”

. Gordon turned back to his own
side, letting the sting of her
words disappear into the chas-
ing circle of his thoughts. But
somehow, he felt better, Maybe
he was a fool. He'd started fight-
ing for himself on Earth and
wound up trying to fight for
all humanity; it had gotten him
into this. He'd fought for him-
self here, and the same old drive
had caught him up again. Tough,
realistic—sure, until he always
had to wind up as much a blind,
idealistic crusader as Randolph.

But at least he knew what he
wanted to do, finally—until
Security came. After that . . .

He dropped it from his mind
and sleep hit him quickly this
time.

XVI

To Gordon's surprise, the pub-
licity Randolph wrote about his
being a Security Prime seemed
to bring the other sections of
outer Marsport under the
volunteer police control ever
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faster. But he was too busy to
worry about it. He left, general
coordination in the hands of
Mother Corey, while Izzy and
Schulberg ran the expanding of
the police force.

Aimsworth came in with the
first load of food, heard about
the new delevopment, and came
storming up to him. “You dog-
gone fool! Why didnt you tell
me you were a Security Prime!
I'm grade three myself.”

“And I suppose that would
have meant you'd have shipped
in all the food we needed free?”
Gordon asked.

The other stopped to think it
over. Then he laughed roughly.
“Nope. You're right. The grow-
ers would starve next year if
they gave it all away now, Well,
we’ll get in enough food this
way to keep you going for
awhile—couple of weeks, at
least.”

It sounded good, and might
have worked if there had been
the normal food reserve, or if
the other three quadrants had
been willing to do as much. But
while the immediate pressure of
starvation was lifted, Gordon’s
own stomach told him that it
wasn’t an adequate diet. Besides,
some of the vitamins the human
system needed were lacking
from Mars-grown food, and had
to be supplied by Earth. The
supplies were apparently sitting
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up on Deimos where the ships
had been landed under the ban
on shipping to Mars. Signs of
scurvy and pellagra were in-
creasing!

Gordon whipped himself into
forgetting some of that. His
army was growing. Or rather,
his mob. There was no sense in
trying to get more than the
vaguest organization. The ad-
dicts came out at the first word
for the free drugs their systems
now demanded—but over three
quarters were already dead, and
the others in such pitiful condi-
tion that many were unable to
bring supplies, as they had been
instructed. Then the gate guards
were given orders to shoot any-
ond going out, and most of those
remaining died in trying to
make it. In the long run, the
death of the poor wretches was
probably for the good of Mars,
Gordon thought—but now it
played hell with his plans.

Over a dozen pushers were
identified by Izzy the first day,
whipped publicly—since jails
were a luxury now—and sent
back; after that, they gave up.

Gordon recruited as best he
could, but Security wasn’t pop-
ular enough to draw many, other
than those so filled with hatred
for the domed section that they
no longer cared. He shrugged
and equipped them as best he
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could, trying to decide when the
best time would be.

It was the eighth day when
he led them out in the early
dawn. He had issued extra dope
and managéd a slight increase
in the ration, so they made brave
enough a showing, until they
reached the dome. Then his fail-
ure hit him at once!

There were no rifles opposed
to him, as he had expected, and
the guard at the gate was no
heavier. But the warning had
somehow been glven, and the
two forces were ready. For once,
their private war had been for-
gotten,

Stretching north from the
gate were the Municipals with
members of some of the gangs;
the other gangmen were with
the Legals to the south. And
they stood within inches of the
dome, holding axes and knives.

A big Marspeaker ran out
from the gate. It blatted a sour
whistle to catch attention, and
then the voice of Gannett came
over it. “Go back! Go back to
your stinking dens, you can-
nibals! If just one of you gets
within ten feet of the dome or
entrance, we’re going to rip the
dome! We'll destroy Marsport
before we’ll give in to a doped-
up riff-raff! You've got five
minutes to get out of sight, be-
fore we come out wilh rifles
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and knock you off! Now beat
it!”

Gordon got out of the car the
Kid was driving and started
toward the entrance, just as the
moaning wail of the crowd be-
hind him built up. He took an-
other step, and some of the axes
were raised. Then hands were
clawing at him, dragging him
back.

“You fools!” he yelled.
“They’re bluffing. They wouldn't
dare destroy the dome! Come
on!”

But already the men were
evaporating. He stared at the
rout, and suddenly stopped fight-
ing the hands holding him. Be-
side him, the Kid was crying,
making horrible sounds of it, He
turned slowly back to the car,
and felt it get under way. His
final sight was that of the Legals
and Municipals wildly seramb-
ling for cover from each other
while one of the gangs began
breaking into the gate locker
rooms.

Mother Corey met him, drag-
ging him back to a small room
where he dug up an impossibly
precious bottle of brandy. “Drink
it all, cobber. So one of your
Security badges had the wrong
man attached to it, and word
got back. Couldn’t be helped.
Bound to be some with Jow
badges who didn't own the
names on them, but you’d have
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been as bad off using anyone
else, so don’t blame yourself.
You just ran into the sacred law
of Marsport—the one they teach
kids. Be bad, and the dome’ll
collapse. The dome made Mars-
port, and it's taboo!”

Gordon nodded. Maybe the old
man was right. He'd been forced
to use the near score of men
who claimed Security badges as
his nucleus of leadership, and
one might have been a traitor.
“If the dome gives them a per-
fect cover, why let me make
a jackass of myself, Mother?”
he asked numbly.

Corey shook his head, setting
the heavy folds of flesh to
bouncing. “Gave them something
to live for here, cobber. And
when you get over this, you're
gonna announce new plans to
try again. Yes, you are! But
right now, you get yourself
drunk!”

He left Gordon and the bottle.
After awhile, the bottle was
gone. It felt number, but no
better, by the time Izzy came in.

“Trench is oufside in a heavy-
armored car, Bruce. Says he
wants to see you. Something to
discuss—a proposition!”

Sure, Gordon thought—a pro-
position to surrender, or maybe
to use his drug-controlled ad-
@icts against the Legals. Trench
wasn't in a good position. He
stood up, wobbling a little, try-
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ing to think. Then he swore, and
headed for his room. “Tell him
to go to hell!”

He saw Izzy and Sheila leave,
wondering vaguely where she
had been. Through the opening
in the seal, he spotted them
moving toward the big car out-
side. Then he shrugged. He
finally made the stairs and
reached his bed before he passed
out.

Sheila was standing over him
when he f€inally woke. She
dumped a headache powder into
her palm and held it out, hand-
ing him a small glass of water.
He swallowed the fast-acting
drug, and sat up, trying to re-
member. Then he wished he
couldn’t.

“What did Trench want?” he
asked thickly.

“He wanted to show you a
badge—a security badge made
out for him,” she answered. “At
least he said he wanted to show
you something, and it was about
that size. He wouldn’t talk with
us much. But I remember his
name in the book—"

Too many details, Gordon
thought. He shook his head to
clear it, and then grunted at
the pain. He sat up, noticing

idly that someone had removed

his clothes. The book, he thought,

trying to focus his thoughts. The

book with all the names . . .
“All right, Cuddles,” hLe said
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finally. “You got your meal-
ticket, and you’ve outgrown it
{n this mess. Now I want that
damned book! I’'ve been operat-
ing in the dark. It’s time I found
out how to get in touch with
some of those people. Where is
it?”

She shook her head. “It isn’t.
Bruce—I don’t have it. That
time I gave you the note. You
didn’t come when I said, and I
thought you wouldn’t. Then
Jurgens’ men broke in, and I
thought they’d get it, so—so
I burned it. I lied to you about
using it to make you keep me.”

“You burned it!” He turned it
over, staring at ther, suddenly
re-remembering all that had
happened before his marriage to
her. “Okay, Cuddles, you burned
it. You were trying to kill me
then, so you burned it to keep
Jurgens from getting it and put-
ting the finger on me! Where is
it, Sheila? On you?”

She backed away, biting her
lips. “No, Bruce. I burned it.
I don’t know why. I just did!
No!”

She turned toward the door as
he pushed up from the bed, but
his arm caught her wrist, drag-
ging her back. She whimpered
once, then shrieked faintly as
his hand caught the buttons on
thedress, jerking them off. Then
suddenly she was a writhing,
biting, scratching fury, her
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clawed fingers striking for his
eyes, her teeth reaching for his
neck.

He tightened his hand and
lifted her to the bed, dropping a
knee onto her throat and begin-
ning to squeeze, while he jerked
the dress and thin slip off.

She sat up as he released his
knee, her hoarse voice squeezed
from between her writhing lips.
“Are you satisfied now, you me-
chanical beast! Do you still think
I have it on me?”

He grinned, twisting the
corners of his mouth. “You don’t.
That I can see, Cuddles. Naughty
wife! Don’t you know a wife
shouldn’t keep secrets from her
husband? A warm-blooded, af-
fectionate husband, to boot.” He
bent down, knocking aside her
flailing arms, and pulled her
closer to him. “Better tell your
husband where the book is,
Cuddles!”

She cursed and he drew her
closer. His breath caught in his
throat as his hands slid over
her skin. She was fighting
against him, perspiring with the
effort, and the scent of her hair
and her faintly perfumed skin
burned its way down to his
lungs. He bent down, forcing her
head back and setting his lips
on hers.

Then he looked up and man;
aged a final sound of mockery
“To hell with the book, Cuddles,’
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he said. But there was no mock-
ery inside him—only a hunger
that had been held back too
long, and a rising clamor of ex-
citement that throbbed through
his body. He no longer knew
whether she was fighting him or
clinging to him. He only knew
that she was gathered to him,
and that yesterday and tomor-
row could never exist.

From somewhere, wetness
touched his cheek, and it had no
business in the world of over-
taut emotions. But it came
again. He tried to shake it off,
but the cool wetness interfered
with his twisted concentration.
Finally, he lifted his head and
looked down. The wetness came
from tears that spilled out of
her eyes and ran off onto the
mattress. She was making no
sound, and there was no resis-
tance, but the tears ran out, one
drop seeming to trip over an-
other.

He heaved himself away, and
there was a sickness and hol-
lowness through every cell of
his body. He caught his aching
breath, and sat up, to reach for
his clothes.

“All right, Sheila,” he said.
His voice was cracked in his
ears. “Another week of being a
failure on this planet of fail-
ures, and I might. Go ahead and
tell me I'm the same as your
first husband. But tell it to me
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fast, because I'm through both-
ering you. If I can’t even keep
my word to you, I can at least
get out and stay out.” He shook
his head, waiting for her denun-
ciation, but she lay quietly. And
suddenly there was another bit-
terness on top of all the ones
that had gone before. He laugh-
ed roughly at himself. “For
your amusement, I'm going to
miss having you around!”

He stood up, lifting his leg to
the uniform opening. Some-
thing touched his hand, and he
looked down to see her fingers.
His eyes swung slowly, study-
ing her arm, her shoulder, and
finally her face, filled with a
strange surprise.

“Bruce,” she said faintly.
“You’' meant it! You don’t hate
me any more.” She rubbed her
wrist across her eyes, and the
ghost of a smile touched her
lips. “I don’t think you’re a fail-
ure.. And maybe—maybe I'm
not. Maybe I don’t have to be g
failure as a woman—a wife,
Bruce. I don’t want you to go!”

He dropped the uniform slow-
ly and bent toward her, until
his arm slid beneath hew neck
and her lips gradually came up
to meet his. There was no sav-
age lurch of animal fire this
time, but a slow flood of
warmth. She caught her breath
and tensed, and his hands were
gentle as he released her slowly.
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Then she sighed faintly, and
pulled him back, while the
warmth seemed to spread from
him to her, until it was a shared
and precious thing, and they
were one in it.

He stared down at her later.
She lay sleeping, with the faint
smile still tucked in the corner
of her mouth. Vaguely, he could
understand why she might have
burned the book as she claimed.
They had been as separate
worlds as inner and outer Mars-
port, held apart by a dome that
neither dared to break. But un-
der it all, they had been the
same, and the drive toward com-
pletion had always operated be-
fore one could harm the other.

He sighed, wishing the two
Marsports could have the same
protection against mutual ruin.
Two worlds. One huddled under
its dome, forever afraid of los-
ing the protection and having
to face the life the other led;
and yet driven to work together
or to perish together. The sacred
dome!

And suddenly he was sitting
up, shaking her. “The dome! It
has to be the answer! Cuddles,
you broke the chain enough for
me to think again! We've been
blind—the whole damned planet
has been blind.”

She blinked and then frowned.
“Bruce—"
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“I'm all right! I'm just half
sane instead of all insane for a
change.” He got up, pacing the
floor as he talked and as the
truth of his idea began to drive
itself home.

“Look, most of the people
here are Martians. They've left
Earth behind, and they’re meet-
ing this planet on its own terms.
And they’re adapting. Third
generation children—not all, but
a lot of them—are breathing the
air we’d die on, and they’re do-
ing fine at it. Probably second
generation ones can keep going
after we’'d pass out. It's just as
true out here as it is on the fron-
tier. But Marsport has that
sacred dome over it. It's still
trying to be Earth. And it can’t
do it. It sits huddled in terror,
ripe for the plucking of anyone
who will keep the dome going.
It has never had a chance to
adjust here, and it’s afraid to
try.”

“Maybe,” she agreed doubt-
fully. “But what about this part
of Marsport?”

“Obvious, Here, they grow up
under the shadow of it. They
live in a half-world. There in-
side the dome, save by the mace
of God, live I. There, with luck,
I'll move. They even worship the
thing, because it’s a symbol they
might barely have a chance to
live a sheltered life again.
They've been infected. And
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they have to live on the crumbs
the dome tosses them. What we
need is to '‘break through, and
there’s only one way to do it!
Fix it so they’re all on the same

level, so they can live together‘

like people again, not like slave
and master—and so they’ll have
to face the world they're living
on. Sheila, if something hap-
pened to that dome . . .”

“We’'d be killed,” she said.
“How do we do it?”

He frowned, and then grinned
slowly. “Maybe not!”

They spent the rest of the
night discussing it. Sometime
during the discussion, she made
coffee, and first Randolph, then
the Kid came in for briefing.
Randolph was a natural addi-
‘tion, and the Kid had been
alternately following Gordon
and Sheila around since he'd
first heard they were fighting
against the men who'd robbed
him of his right to speak. In the
end, as the night spread into
day, there were more people
than they felt safe with, and
less than they needed. Rusty and
Izzy, who argued hotly against
it until finally convinced, and
then settled down to conviction
in the rightness of it that was
greater even than Gordon's.

He could feel something boil-
ing inside him that hadn’t been
there since the day back on
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Earth when he'd found out that
the head of one of the most vi-
cious dope rings was a leading
Congressman and had written
his column on it—the one that
got him the only prize he’d ever
valued.

But later, as he stood beside
the dome when night had fallen
again, he wasn’t so sure. It was
huge. The fabric of it was thin,
and even the webbing straps
that gave it added strength were
frail things. But it was strong
enough to hold up the pressure
of over ten pounds per square
inch, and the webbing was an-
chored in a metal sleeve that
went too high for cutting. They
could rip it, but not ruin it com-
pletely; and it had to be done so
that no repair could ever be
made. Once gone, the expense
of putting up another would be
too great for the fraying econo-
my of the city.

Under it, and anchoring it,
was a concrete wall all around
the city.

Behind them Iay the wild
lands of *outer Marsport, with
ugly hulks and wrecks of build-
ings showing faintly in the
weak light. Inside, the city was
mostly silent, except for a few
cops who patrolled, watching for
enemies, or petty crooks who
were out boldly, unmindful of
the cops.

Izzy came back from a care-



146

ful exploration. “We can work
enough powder under those
webbing supports, and lay the
fuse wire beside the plastic ring
that keeps it airtight,” he re-
ported. “But God help us,
gov’'nor, if any gee spots us.
They’'d made a bloody mess of
us in no time.”

They worked through the
night, while Rusty went back to
requisition more explosives from
the dwindling supply, and while
the Kid and Izzy took time off
to break into a closed converter
plant and find wire enough to
connect the charges. But dawn
caught them with less done than
they had hoped. Gordon went to
connect a wire and switch from
the battery and coil they had in-
stalled, but jerked backwards as
he saw a suspicious guard star-

ing at him.
“Let him think we're just
scouting,” Randolph advised.

The man’s limp was worse, and
he was dead with fatigue, but
he had refused to complain.
“You’'ll have to return tonight
and connect it. And maybe we
can run the mines a bit further.
1 don’t know whether that will
be enough or not. I wish we had
an engineer.”

“It’ll do, I guess,” Izzy said as
they got into the small truck and
headed back. “Only thing that
bothers me is that no matter
how much you lay a cover, gov’-
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nor, somebody’s gonna put the
finger on you for sure.”

Gordon shrugged. It couldn’t
be helped. Anyhow, it didn’t
matter so much now. With the
real Security on the way, his
time was being counted in the
present tense only. The impor-
tant thing was to get the dome
down, and he had blanketed his
mind to everything else.

There were suspicious looks
as the group came back to the
Coop, but Mother Corey wad-
dled over to meet them. “Did
you find them, cobber?” he ask-
ed quickly, and one of his eye-
lids flickered.

Izzy answered before Gordon
could rise to it. “Not yet,

- Mother. May have to go back to-

night.”

Gordon left them discussing
the mythical search for certain
supplies that Mother Corey had
apparently used as an alibi for
their absence from the build-
ing. Sheila started to make cof-
fee, but he shook his head, and
headed for the bed. She yawned
and nodded, fingering the
stitches that still ran down the
blanket to divide it. Then she
grimaced faintly and dropped
down beside him on top of the
blanket. Her head hit his arm,
and she seemed to be asleep al-
most at once.

He lay there, twisting it
about in his mind. The lift had
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gone, now, and there were only
doubts left. The men inside the
dome had their drills to seek
cover, but that was only from
a rent in the dome that would
produce a comparatively grad-
ual leak. This would be a wild
rush of air that would strip the
inside of the city down to
Mars-normal in bare seconds.
He had no idea of the amount
of wind there would be, nor
whether there would be time,
in such wild fury, for men to
seek cover.

Twice he turned over to wake
Sheila and tell her it was al off.
But both times he couldn't go
through with it. If it worked,
it would be worth a little death.
Randolph had told him he was
good for only murder and kill-
ing. Maybe it was true. But if
he had to spend his life at such
fighting, he might as well make
it pay off.

Rule books, he thought!
Whaler and his willingness to
die for what he believed. The
old man and his wife who had
run the liquor store, and who
had never had a chance on this
cockeyed world. He wondered
vaguely whether their bodies
had ever been found, and
whether they’d had a decent
burial. )

Then he looked down at
Sheila’s face. Some day she’d
have children, now. Probably
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not his children. He thought of
that, and it hurt a little. Sure,
maybe it was just his slum back-
ground where men had always
pauperized themselves to have
fine strong sons to support them
in their age—in spite of social
insurance, the old ideas still
stuck in such places. And the
sons ran off and forgot their
parents in trying to have
enough sons for their future!
Or maybe it was just a drive
that was built into all men. He'd
always felt a touch of jealousy
when he saw other men with
kids.

But it didn’t matter. She’d be
having children here on this
planet, and they had a right to
better things than she had found
here. And their children would
be Martians, able to meet the
world on its own terms, and
breathe its atmosphere unaided.

It had to be right.

The same thought was still
in his mind when he awoke to
find Izzy shaking his shoulder.
He looked down for Sheila, but
she was gone. Izzy followed his
eyes, and shook his head.

“The princess took off in a car
three hours ago,” he said. “She
said it was something that had
to be done, gov’nor, so I figured
you'd know about it.”

He shrugged, and let it pass.
The little fool had probably
gone ahead to get things ready.
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He found the rest of the group
ready, with Mother Corey wish-
ing them better luck tonight.
The Mother obviously knew
something, though he wasn't
supposed to be in on it. But he
kept his suspicions to himself,
and gave them a cover from the
others.

There was no sign of Sheila

near the dome. But inside, there
were guards pacing along it.
Gordon spotted them first, and
drew the others back. If they’d
found the carefully worked-in
powder . . .

The Kid ducked down and out
of the car, worming his way
around the building that con-
cealed them, He waited for the
guard to vanish, and then went
crawling  forwards. Gordon
swore, but there was no sense in
two of them risking themselves,
only to attract more attention.
And at last the Kid came back.
He ducked into the truck, nod-
ding.

“Wire and explosive
there?” Gordon asked.

The Kid made the sound he
used for assent.

It made no sensg. If they had
been betrayed, or if the ex-
plosive had been found, there
should be proof of it in the re-
moval of the danger. But with-
out something like that, there
was no reason for the sudden

still
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vigilance inside the dome.

“We might be able to run the
wire in,” Izzy said doubtfully.

Gordon grunted. “And tip
them off where it is, probably.
No, we'll have to do it under
some kind of covering, the way
I had it planned in the first
place, only with one more
damned complication. We’ll pull
another false raid on the dome.
As soon as we get chased off, I'll
manage to set it off while they
are relaxing and« laughing at
us.”

“It smells!” Izzy told him.
“Who elected you chief martyr
around here? You’ll be blown
up, gov'nor—and if you ain’t,
they’ll rip you to ribbons for
knocking off the dome.”

Then he stopped suddenly,
staring. Gordon leaned forward,
with Izzy’s hands grabbing for
him. But he'd seen it too.

Standing next to the dome
was Trench, talking to one of
the guards. And beside him
stood Sheila, with one hand
resting on the man’s elbow!

For a second, Gordon stared.
Then he dropped back onto the
seat. Well, he’d had warning.
She’d seen Trench on his
phoney negotiation deal—had
probably given him the book
she was supposed- to have
burned. And she’d gone the
limit in worming information
out of him for her new meal-
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ticket—a lolL more than they’d
expected.

He could feel the thickness of
the silence and misery in the
truck, but he pushed it away,
with all the other things. “Get
us back, Izzy,” he ordered.
“We've got to round up what-
ever group we can and get them
back here on the double. They
must be counting on our original
time, so they’re in no hurry to
remove the powder and wiring.
But we can’t count on any more
time.”

“You're going through with
it?” Randolph asked doubtfully.

“In one hour. And you might
pass the word along that we're
doing it to save the dome. Tell
the men we just found out that
Trench is losing, and intends to
blow it up instead of letting the
Legals win.”

Rumor would travel fast
enough, he hoped. And it should
give him a few extra seconds be-
fore his forces cracked.

He lifted the switch in his
hands and stared at it. It wasn’t
necessary now. All he had to do
was to reach the battery and
drop any metal across the two
terminals there if they
could get back before Trench—
and Sheila—could remove the
battery.

It was a period of complete
fog to him, He knew he must
have issued orders and been the
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cold figure of command in per-
son. He had a blurred memory
of dragging men up and setting
them to arousing others, of
spreading the story about the
dome, and hearing it come back
to him in curiously twisted
forms ' .

But it wasn’t until his motley
army reached the dome, strag-
gling up in trucks and on foot,
that he snapped into focus
again. There was no sign of
Sheila this time, and he didn’t
look for her. His whole mind
was concentrated down to a
single point. Get the dome, get
the dome, get the dome .

This time, there was no scat
tering of Municipals and Le-
gals. The Municipal forces were
rushing up toward the dome,
and surprised Legals were fran-
tically arriving in trucks. There
was the beginning of a pitched
battle right at the spot where
Gordon needed his own cover.

It made no sense to him, and
he didn’t care. He marched his
men up, with the thin wailing
of a banshee in his ears. If they
wanted to fight inside the dome
at this spot, it was all to the
good.

“Dome warning!” Izzy shout-
ed in his ear. “Hear that siren,
gov'nor? Means they're scared
we may do it—and that our own
men will believe every bit of
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guff they've been fed. Give me
that damned switch!”

He grabbed for it, but Gor-
don held firmly to the copper
strap. And now the men inside
caught ‘sight of the approach-
ing force. For a second, con-
sternation seemed to reign.

Then a huge truck with a
speaker on top drove into the
struggling group, and the thin
whisper of unintelligible words
reached Gordon. The whole de-
velopment made no more sense
than any part of it to him, but
he saw the Municipals and Le-
gals suddenly begin to turn as a
single man to face the outside
menace that had crept up on
them while they were boiling
into a fight.

And suddenly the Marspeaker
over- the entrance blasted into
life. "Get back! The dome is
mined! Any man coming near
it, and it'll blow! Get back! The
dome is mined!”

By Gordon's side, a sudden
gargling sound came from the
Kid. His hand snaked out,
caught the strap from Gordon’s
hand, and jerked it free. Then
he was running frantically for-
ward. '

Riflex lifted inside, and shots
rang out, clipping bullets
through the dome. In one place
it began to tear, and there was
a sudden savage roar from the
men around Gordon. He had
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started forward after the Kid,
but Izzy was in front of him,
holding him back.

The Kid stumbled and slid
across the ground, while blood
spurted out from a gash across
his head, and the helmet fell
into pieces. Then, with a jerk, he
was up. His hand reached out,
the strap hit the terminals...

And where the dome had
been, a clap of thunder seemed
to take visible form. The web-
bing straps broke, and the dome
jerked upwards, twisting out-
wards, and then falling into rib-
bons. The shock wave hit Gor-
don, knocking him from his feet
into the crowd around him.

He struggled to his feet to
see helmetted men pouring out
of the houses around, and other
men pouring forward from his
own group. The few of either
police force still standing and
helmetted broke into a wild run,
but they had no chance! The
mob had decided that they had
mined and exploded the dome,
and knives were forgotten in the
frenzy of crazed mob vengeance
that shook them.

He turned back toward the
Coop, sick with the death of the
Kid and the bloody violence. For
once, he'd had more than his fill
of it. He stumbled, heading back
blindly.

Then a small truck drew up,
and an arm went out to draw
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him inside the cab. He stared
into the face of Isiah Trench.
And. driving the truck was
Sheila.

“Your wife took a helluva
chance, Gordon,” Trench said
heavily. “And I took quite a one
too, to set this up so nobody
could ever believe you were be-
hind it. Getting that fight start-
ed in time, after you first
showed up—oh, sure, we spotted
you—was the toughest job I
ever did! But I guess she had
the roughest end, not even
knowing for sure where I
stood.” -

Gordon stared at them slow-
lv, not quite believing it, even
though it was no crazier than
anything during the last few
hours.

Trench shrugged. “I was rail-
roaded here by Security, told to
be good and they’d. let me go
home. A lot of men got that
treatment. So when Wayne was
still talking about building a
perfect Marsport, I joined up.
He treated me right, and I took
orders. But a man gets sick of
working with punks and cheap
hoods; he gets sicker of killing
off a planet he’s learned to like.
I learned to take orders, though
—and I took them until Wayne
tried to put a bullet through me.
That ended that, and I came out
to join up with you. You were
soused, I hear—but your wife

SCIENCE FICTION ADVENTURES

guessed enough to _take the
chance of coming to me when
she thought you were going to
get yourself killed. Well, T guess
you get out here.”

He indicated the Coop. Gor-
don got down, followed by
Sheila as Trench took the
wheel. “What happens to you
now?” Gordon asked. “They’ll
be blaming you for the end of
the dome.”

“Let them. I planned on that.
Too bad Isiah Trench got torn
to bits by the mob, isn’'t it? And
it’s a good thing I’'ve always
kept myself a place under a safe
incognito out in the sticks. Got
a wife and two kids out there
that even Wayne didn't know
about.” He stuck out a hand.
“You're like Security, Gordon.
You do all the wrong things, but
you get the right results. Good-
bye!”

Sheila watched him go, shak-
ing her head. “He likes you,
Bruce. But he can’'t say it.
Men!”

“Women!” Gordon answered.

Then he stiffened. Coming
down through the thin air of
Mars was the bright blue ex-
haust of a rocket. The real Se-
curity was arriving!

XVII

It was three days before
Gordon made up his mind to
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hunt up Security,
seemed to be playing a cat and
mouse game with him, Then an-
other four days passed after
they had sent him back to wait
until they received orders from
Headquarters for him. There
was a man coming from Earth
on a second ship who would see
him. They gave him a chauffeur
back to the Chicken Coop, po-
litely indicated that it would be
better if he stayed within reach,
and left him to bite his nails in
the dead old building.

The dome had been down a
full week when he watched the
last of Randolph’s equipment
packed onto a truck and hauled
away. The little publisher was
back at the Crusader again.
Rusty was busy opening his bar,
and the others were all busy.
Only Gordon and Sheila were
left, and she'd stuck on with
him here only because of her
strange loyalty, he suspected.
Maybe he should have gone back
to Mother Corey’s other house.
But he'd started here at the
Coop and he meant to finish in
the same place.

He heard her coming down
the old stairs, and ducked out
through the private exit, snap-
ping his helmet in place as he
went through the seal. She must
have sensed his desire to be left
alone, since she made no at-
tempt to follow. She'd been bet-

since they .
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ter than the others since
Security had landed. She’d
asked no questions and hadn’t
even tried to convince him that
he’d be sent back to Earth now.

He muttered to himself as he
headed over the rubble toward
the previously domed section.
He knew better than to have
hopes now. It would have been
simple for them to accept him
on a temporary de facto basis
as a Security agent, if there
had been any doubt in their
minds. They'd been sweeping in
all the other minor agents and
using them. And, after all, one
way or another, he had cracked
their problem for them.

But now the killing and fight-
ing were finished, and they
wanted clerks to run their
errands. They were having no
part in the bldod and the vio-
lence that had put them in the
saddle here. They’d taken over
the beginnings of rule he'd
established under the Security
name, but they’d left him out-
side, to cool his heels.

He saw a man come running
across the rubble, shouting. Gor-
don’s hand dropped to where the
gun had been, and his legs
tensed for a leap. Then he gri-
maced as the man went on,
yelling at a bunch of kids climb-
ihg out of an old building.

Out at the spaceport, ships
were dropping down from Dei-
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mos with the supplies that had
been held up so long, and a long
line of trucks went snaking by.
Credit had been established
again, and the businesses were
open. Here and there, men were
coming out of the old ruins,
heading toward the barbershops
or the taverns, indicating some
credits in their pockets again.
A group of young punks out-
side one of the ruins were busy
shooting craps, and one was
making motions with a knife.
Then a man with the armband
of the volunteer police came
around the corner, yelling at
them. Sullenly, they broke up
and began heaving the rubble
into a truck to be hauled away.
For the time being, the hoods
and punks were having a tough
time of it, with working papers
demanded as constant identifica-
tion. And while it lasted, at
least, Marsport was beginning to
have its face lifted. Wrecks were
being broken up, with salvage-
able material used for newer
homes. Gordon came to a row of
temporary bubbles, individual-
dwellings built like the dome,
but opaque for privacy.
Hunger still marked the kids
playing around them, but it was
a taint from the past, with none
of the gaunt fear that had been
in their eyes before.
As Gordon drew closer to the
old foundation of the dome, the
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feeling around began to clarify
into something half-way be-
tween what he had seen on the
real frontier and gwhat he had
known as a kid in Earth’s slums.

Then he passed into the for-
mer enclosed section. Momen-
tum still carried it along better
than the outer part of the city,
and conditions were still an im-
provement over the outer slums.
But there was an uncertainty
and clumsiness here, opposed to
the rising confidence he had seen
further out. People were still ad-
justing to the lack of an artifi-
cially maintained atmosphere
around them.

They had been lucky. The
dome had exploded outwards,
with only bits of it falling back;
and the buildings had come
through the outward explosion
of the pressure with little dam-
age. Some of the people showed
their good luck, while others
moved about with traces of the
numbed despair that had re-
placed their brief fury. But gen-
erally there was a realization
that the days of the dome were
over, and that men had to go on.

At least, there was now one
government. Gordon grinned
wryly. Schulberg’s volunteers
were official, now. Izzy was act-
ing as chief of police, Schulberg
was head of the reconstruction
corps, and Mother Corey was
temporary Mayor of all Mars-
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port. The old charter for Mars-
port from North America was
dead, and the whole city was
now under Security charter, like
the rest of the planet. But the
dozen Security men had left
most of the control in_the
Mother’s hands, and the old man
was up to his fat jowls in busi-
ness.

Gordon moved automatically
toward the Seventh Ward. There
was no use heading toward the
Municipal Building. The friends
he had had were busy, and they
had no time for a man without
a planet or a job!

He was only good for fighting
—and for the time being, fight-
ing was over here.

Fats’ Place was still open,
though the crooked tables had
been removed. Dice and cards
were still in use, but it seemed
to be penny-ante stuff.

Gordon dropped to a stool,
slipping off his helmet. He
recached automatically for the
glass of ether-needled beer. This
time, it even tasted good to him.
Maybe it was time he was get-
ting off the damned planet—
even to the mines of Mercury!
Then he spat and reached for
his purse to order another beer.

“On the house, copper,” Fats’
voice said. The man dropped to
another stool, rolling dice cas-
ually between his thumbs. “And
bring out a steak, there! You
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look as if you could stand it—
and Fats don’t forget old
friends!” :
“Friends and other things,”
Gordon said, remembering his
first visit here. “Maybe you
should have got me that night,
Fats.” .
The other shrugged. “That’s
Mars.” He rolled the dice out,

.then picked them up again.

“Guess I’ll have to stick to sell-
ing meals, mostly—for awhile,
at least. Somebody told me
you'd joined Security and got
banged up trying to keep Trench
from blowing up the dome.
Thought you’d be in the chips!”

“That’s Mars,” Gordon
echoed the other’s comment, He
studied the plate in front of
him and fell to, more from po-
liteness than hunger. “Why
don’t you pull off the planet,
Fats? You could go back to
Earth, I'd guess.”

The other nodded. “Yeah, I
went back, about ten years ago.
There’d been a little trouble
back there, but I squared it.
Sold out, packed up, and away
I went. Spent four weeks down
there. I dunno. Guess a man gets
used to anything . .. Hell, may-
be I won’t make as much here,
now—but if we get a half-way
decent government, without all
the graft, I'll net more. Figure
maybe I can hire some bums to
sit around and whoop it up
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when the ships come in, and bill
this as a real old Martian den
of sin! Get a barker out at the
port, run special buses, charge
the suckers a2 mint for a cheap
thrill.”

Gordon grinned wryly, re-
membering the drummer he'd
met on the trip here. Fats
would probably make more than
ever.

He finished the meal, accepted
a pack of the Earth cigarettes
that sold at a luxury price here,
and went out into the thin air
of Mars,

He moved down the street
woodenly, almost missing a sud-
den hail from one of the wom-
en’s houses. Then a hand was
plucking at his arm and he
swﬁng around to see Hilda.

“Hey, cop! Don't you speak no
more?”

“What—?" he began.

But she grinned. “Oh, they
freed us all from our contracts
—first thing they done! So I
came down here right off.
Dutchesses treat me like I was
a real swell—caught on just like
that! You should come inside.
They got rugs on the floor!”
Then her face sobered suddenly,
taking on almost its old look.
“Hey, what ever happened to
Sheila? A real queen, she was!
She—"

“I married her,” he told the
girl, :
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She blinked, and then laughed.
“Well, whatta ya know? Oh,
oh!” A whistle had sounded
from the house, and she swung
back. “Somebody wants to see
me. That's my whistle. So long,
cop—and you tell Sheila I was
askin’ for her!”

He nodded and turned out to-
ward the Coop again.

It had been instructive, at
least. He knew how important
he was, now. Marsport was re-
building into its new life, and
the old elements were being for-
gotten, unless they fitted in.
Fats would feed him, and a few
people would remember his face
and talk to him—until the busi-
ness of living took them away
again. But the city was no long-
er interested in iron cops from
its past.

It was almost good to get out
into the filth of the slums, and
be heading back to the still-
standing monument of the old
Chicken Coop. He headed for
the private entrance out of
habit, and then shrugged as he
realized it was a needless pre-
caution now. He moved up the
front steps and through the
battered seal.

Then he stopped. Security had
finally gotten around to him, it
seemed. Inside the hallway, the
Security man who'd first sent
him to Mars was waiting.

There was a grin on the oth-
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er's face. “Hello, Gordon. Fi-
nally got our orders for you. It’s
Mercury!”

Gordon nodded slowly. “All
right. I suppose you know I
ruined the dome, was supposed
to have killed Whalen, pretend-
ed T was a Security agent . ..”

“You were one,” the man said.
He grinned again. “We know
about Whaler, and we. know
where Trench is—but he’s a

good citizen now, so he can stay *

there. We're not throwing the
book at you, Bruce. Damn it,
we sent you here to get results,
and you got them. We sent
twenty others the same way—
we couldn’t operate legally here
under the charter—and they
failed. It’s the chances we had
to take. You were a bit drastic
—that I have to admit—but we
are one step closer to keeping
nationalism off the planets, and
that’s all we care about.”

“I wonder if it’s worth it,”
Gordon said slowly. It had been
a heavy question on his mind.

The other shook his head. “We
can’t know in our lifetime. All
we can do is to hope. We'll prob-
ably 'get this Mother Corey and
Isaacs elected properly; and for
awhile, things will improve. But
there’ll be pushers as long as

weak men turn to drugs, and-

graft as long as voters allow the
thing to get out of their hands.
Let’s say you've shifted some of

157

the misery around a bit, and
given them a chance to do bet-
ter. It’s up to them to take it or
lose it. But it ‘was a damned fine
job, anyway.”

“So I get sent to Mercury?”

“You can’t stay here. They'll
find out too much eventually.”
He paused, estimating Gordon.
“You can go back to Earth,
Bruce. But you won't like it now.
You’re a fighter. And there’s hell
brewing on Mercury—worse
than here. We’ve got permission
to send you there, if you'll go.
With a yellow ticket, again—
but without any razzle-dazzle
this time. The only thing you’ll
get out of it is a chance to fight
for a better chance for others
some day—and a promise that
there'll be more, until you get
old enough to sit at a desk on
Earth and fight againet every
bickering nation there to keep
the planets clean. But I think
you'll go. In fact, there’s a
rocket waiting to transship you
to the Moon on the way to Mer-
cury right now.”

Gordon sighed. “All right,” he
said at last. “But I wish you’d
tell my wife -sometime that...
Well, that I didn’'t just run off
on her. She’s had bad luck with
men.”

“She already knows,” the Se-
curity man said. “I've been
waiting for you quite awhile,
you know. And I've paid her the
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pay we owe you from the time
you began using your badge,
She’s out shopping!”

He stalled in the room, not
wanting to believe it. But there
was no sign of her. And finally
he convinced himself that it was
best not to have to go through
any nonsense of good-byes. Gor-
don took one last look around
the room, staring at the thread
still down the middle of the
blanket. He caught it savagely,
ripping it out, and then went
down to the waiting car.

Marsport lay behind him, ex-
cept for the lonely ride to the
rocket field. And that was bet-
ter, too. His Earth background
seemed far away, and this was
suddenly home.

The car pulled up to the wait-
ing rocket, and the Security man
helped him up the steps with a
perfunctory wish for good luck.
Then Gordon stopped as great
arms surrounded him.

Mother Corey was immacu-
late, though not much prettier.
But his old eyes were glinting.
“Did you think we'd let you go
without seeing you off, cobber?”
he asked. “And after I took a
bath to celebrate? I .. I ...
Oh, drat it, I'm getting old. Izzy,
you tell him.”

He grabbed Gordon’s hand
and waddled down the landing
plank. Izzy shook his head.

“ can't say it, either, gov'nor

SCIENCE FICTION ADVENTURES

—but someday, I'm going to
have one of those badges my-
self. Like I always said, honesty
sure pays, even if it kills you.
Here!”

He followed Mother Corey,
leaving behind his favorite knife
and a brand-new deck of reader
cards, marked exactly as the
ones Gordon had first used.

Gordon dropped into his seat,
while the spunds outside indi-
cated take-off time. He had less
than a hundred credits, a knife,
a deck of phoney cards, and a
yellow ticket. Mars was leaving
him what he'd brought, and no
more.

She dropped into the seat
very quietly, but her blouse
touched his arm. In her hand
was a punched ticket with the
orange of Mars on top and the
black of Mercury on the bot-
tom.

“Hello, Bruce,” Sheila said
softly. “I've been shopping and
I spent all the money the man
gave me. This is all I have®left.
Do you think it’s worth it? Or
should I take it back?”

He turned it over in his hands
slowly, and the smile came back
to his face gradually.

“You got a bargain, Cuddles,”
he said. “A lot better than the
mealticket you bought. Let’s
keep it.”

THE END



