PROLOGUE

$# ~ During the late twentieth century's exploration

of space, a mmjor breakthrough occurred in the validation
and recordi ng of extrasensory perceptions, the so-called
paranormal, psionic abilities long held to be spurious. An
alternate application of the Goosegg, an extrenely sensi -
ti ve encephal ograph devel oped to scan brain patterns of

t he astronauts who suffered fromsporadic ' 'bright spots,"’
temporarily diagnosed as cerebral or retinal mal function
was i nadvertenfly discovered when the device was used

to nonitor a head injury in an intensive-care unit of Jer-
hattan. The patient, Henry Darrow, was a self-styled
clairvoyant with an astoni shing percentage of accurate
"guesses." hi his case, as the device nonitored his brain
patterns, it also registered the discharge of unusual elec-
trical energy as he experienced a clairvoyant episode. For
the first tinme there was scientific proof of extrasensory
per cepti on.

Henry Darrow recovered fromhis concussion to

found the first Center for Parapsychics in Jerhattan and
to fornulate the ethical and noral prem ses that woul d
grant those with valid, and denonstrable, psionic tal-
ents certain privileges and responsibilities in a society
basi cally skeptical, hostile, or overtly paranoid about
such abilities.

Extrasensory perception--or Talent, as it cane to be
call ed--cane in varying strengths and fornms. Sinple,
short-range tel epathy was fairly comon, once inhibi-
tions were discarded. But there were al so one-way tele-
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pat hs, people who could send their thoughts but not
recei ve those of others, and people who could receive
t houghts but not send. Gthers were enpaths, able to
adjust imedi ately to the npods of those around them
sometines quite unconsciously. Tel enpaths coul d sense
and react to extrenme or nore distant enotions; sone of
these were able to redirect enotion, by broadcasting
ot her enotions or by neutralizing the negative--such
Tal ents proved to be invaluable in crowd control, for
they could keep a throng fromturning into a sensel ess
nmob. But the nobst val uable of the tel epaths were those
who could both receive and broadcast thought, speaking
to other m nds anywhere in the world.

Tel eki netics-- Tal ents who coul d nove physical ob-

jects by sheer nental power--were also invaluable, their
abilities ranging fromlifting heavy nmachinery to ma-

ni pul ating on nmicro |evels.

G airvoyants or precogs could see future events, either
cl ose at hand, or at sone renove fromtheir present. Very



often their visions allowed the future to be altered and
di sasters to be averted. Some clairvoyants had special af-
finities: sone sensed events revolving around fire, water
or wind; others were nore apt to perceive children, or
viol ence, or criminal intentions.

Fi nders al so had affinities--some could | ocate people
or animals, while others were able to sense inaninate
objects--and their abilities could vary greatly in range.

Tal ent cane in many forns and gui ses, and not al

of the viable types had, as yet, been recognized. The
various centers, worldw de, constantly searched for the
| ess dramatic gifts because the need had now far out-
stripped the supply. For those potential few, the train-
i ng was arduous, and the rewards did not always
conpensate for the unswerving dedi cation required by
their taxing positions.

And yet to be found Tal ented becane the aspiration
of many, and the triunph of few

They have been at a great feast of
| anguages, and stolen the scraps.

--W | Iiam Shakespeare.
CHAPTER 1

V # Tiria took a quick ook fromthe alley into the

Mai n Concourse of Residential Linear G then pulled

back instantly, flattening her thin twel ve-year-old body
agai nst the plas-slab wall. Public Health officials were
swarnmi ng all over, rounding up the early-norning crowd

of abl e-bodi ed workers who had been scanning the em

pl oyment board for a day's work, the nothers with their
handi capped ki ds making their way to the Rehab cen-

ters, and the legal children on their way to the Linear's
physical -training facility.

Cautiously she took another | ook, to see what the

PHOs were setting up on their tables: vials and the big
conpressed-air bottles that operated the hyposprays. She
wi t hdrew, havi ng seen enough to recogni ze anot her

whol esal e vaccination effort. Strange, she hadn't heard
of any new ' nune plagues. To give themtheir due,

PHO was swifter than runmor to avert disaster

Rapidly Tiria ran through her head her current |ist of
those nothers of illegal children whom she should in-
form first, because they would pay her for warning
themto hide the kids; second, because those who could
afford to woul d pay her for stealing whatever vaccine
was bei ng adm ni stered. She counted on her fingers:

El pidia, certainly; the old bouzma. Pilau; Bilala, and
Zaveta, Ari-san, and Cyoto--and she had better ask

Marma Bobchik if there were newbons, for they would

need the Five-shotter. She would want one for herself,
as well, and could possibly finagle a box, depending on
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how the current stuff was packaged. It all depended.
M rda Khan, yes--she had best tell that old wagon right

after she warned Mana.

She woul d have to change into clean clothing issue--

she had washed, but this week's issue was five days old
and | ooked eight. Public Health were quick to notice
details like that. Mama Bobchi k was al ways good for

fresh wear, especially if Tiria went to her first with her
news. This could be a very good day, Tiria thought

with a rise of spirits as she slipped back down the alley
for the center-shaft energency stairs on her way down

to Mama Bobchi k' s pad.

Most of Tiria's twelve years had been spent in

scrounging a totally unofficial living in the multi-ethnic
thirty-storied community of the Linears. She could not
afford to miss a single trick, |like today's unexpected

Public Health roundup, to escape the stringent controls,
clever obstacles, and little traps ingeniously set up by
the Jerhattan Conpl ex Administration Council and the
Law Enforcenent and Order Organization to identify

and control each menmber of the restless popul ation

Oficially there had never been a record of Tiria's
birth. She was, however, the fifth child bomto D kka--
only/the first, Tirla s brother, Kail, was |egal. The gov-
ernment tied a woman off when she gave birth to a

second child. Consequently Pirza, Lenny, Ahnmed, and

Tiria had all been bomin Dikka's single-parent squat
with the aid of Mama Bobchi k, who had had an ill egal
child every year until her wonb had dried up. Kail had
been official until Dikka had sold himat ten. Firza had
had the use of Kail's wist IDfor two years until she
was profitably disposed of. In the next year, Dikka,
Lenny, and Ahnmed di ed of one of the i mune plagues

that sporadically flared up to decimate the Linears. In

t he haste and confusion of body disposal, D kka's death
had not been officially noted. So Tiria had been left
with two ID bracelets--a fine | egacy. Self-sufficient and
resourceful, she had nanaged to retain the squat, draw
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ing two subsistence rations, until Dikka' s ID was can-
celed after her failure to appear for a routine nedica

exani nati on.

Wse in the ways of her society, Tiria had not been



caught short by the | ockout. She knew Tenancy Arti -

cl es, Paragraphs, and Subsections by heart, so figuring
out the cancellation date had been no problem Two

days prior to the eviction, she noved her few posses-
sions--hotter unit, the best of the sleep sacks, the 'cor-
der, and the pretties Dikka's nmen had given her from
time to time--into new quarters five | evels below the
Mai n Concourse, in the maintenance segnent of Linear

G right beside the charged security grille that protected
t he engi neering section fromunauthorized entry. Only

a slight and agile person like Tiria could reach the ey-
rie, where massive ducts formed a broad pl atform be-
fore bending up the inner wall. She patched her hotter
and 'corder wires into the overhead cables, certain that
her small use of electricity was unlikely to be discov-
ered, and settled in. She did mss the all-night infor-
mati onal programs on the squat's tri-d. The big public
tri-ds on the Concourse stopped 'casting at the m dnight
curfew. Tiria, with her clever, shrewd, and organized

m nd, was thirsty for know edge. She even used Kail's
IDto log into school. One of Dikka's nen had said that
one had to know the rules before one could break them
Tiria had never forgotten

For another two years. Kail's bracelet supplied his
small sister with daily subsistence, weekly clothing is-
sue, and other anenities until "Kail" failed to appear
at Evaluation Center within three weeks of his sixteenth
birt hday. The cancellation caused Tiria no problem for
by then she was well -established, al nost indi spensable
to nost of the Residential clients and gang bosses in

t he nei ghborhood industrial conplexes. Her ability to
translate any of the nearly ninety dialects and | anguages
used in the subsistence-|evel Residential Linears saved
clients hours at official transspeech centers, or worse,
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m sunder st andi ng. She knew when to be ingratiating or
stand firm She knew what courtesies were due whom

and never failed in perform ng them Everyone who

knew her knew very well that she was illegal. Because
she was so useful to the residents of Linear G as she
woul d be today with her warning about the Public
Heal t hers, and because officially she did not exist any-
way, there was no profit--yet--in reporting her illicit
exi st ence.

The various errands she did--and she was scrupu-

lously silent about them-often brought in "floating"
credit chips. Floaters were | egal tender--Pay to Bearer
untraceabl e chi ps that changed hands frequently. Jer-
hattan Treasury and all the nmerchant and banki ng houses
wi sely ignored the circulation of mnor anounts of
floaters, just as they ignored the petty small traders as
I ong as they nade no trouble and their merchandi se was
harm ess. Tiria, and others like her, relied on floaters
to support their illegal existences in the Linears.

Linear Gthrust thirty massive | evels above the squat,



featurel ess F and H commerci al bl ocks where residents

of Linears E, G and | worked. Once, on a Free Day,

while Tiria still had her brother's ID, she had gone with
Mama Bobchi k to the Great Palisades Pronenade,

wher e t housands upon thousands of peopl e had swarned

to enjoy a brilliant spring day, to overl ook the exclusive
hi ves, platforms, and great cone conpl exes of Manhat -

tan Island, and to ooh and aah at the nonorail cars,

| arge and small, that zipped along the tracks which gar-

| anded the buildings |like colored tinsel strands. That
was the first tine Tiria had seen ships floating on water
or the great pleasure skycars. There had even been a
speci al issue of holiday food, yards above the standard
fare, at dispensing banks. Buril, Mama's son, had a

tri pper key that he used on the dispers, so they had
managed to stuff thensel ves before the mechani sn s

mal function alarmwas triggered. It had been a super
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day for Tiria. She had never dreaned that the world
was that big.

That was the sanme day that Buril explained to her al
about the space platformthat was being built, which
needed so many workers. Wen it was conpl eted, he

said, all the people living on Manhattan who had enough
credit and were the "right kind" would be able to go
off into space and find other worlds to Iive on. Then al
t hose beautiful buildings would be enpty and there
woul d be enough space for everyone cranmed into Lin-
ear squats to live in proper big apartnments with a bed-
room for each fanmly nenmber and no nore Public

Health or LEO nen and wonen tying men and wonen

of f, shaming a virile man.

This nmorning, as Tiria scratched on Mama Bobchi k' s
door to tell her of the PH presence in the Linear, she
heard the ol d woman gaspi ng and groani ng as she strug-
gl ed of f the bedshelf.

"Kto stuchitsya? Perestan'te udaryat'sya. Ckh, kak
bolit gol ova!"

Tiria grinned. So Mama had a big head this norning,
caused by the vodka she had made fromthe potatoes
Tiria had nicked for her. In that state, she would be
easy to wheedle out of a credit.

"It's Tiria, and the Public Health are already on the
Concourse. "

"Boje nmoil Eto tak? Have | not enough pain in ny
life?" But the door was pushed open w de enough for
Tiria to slip inside. "Wat have you said? The Public
Heal t h agai n? So soon? \WWy?"

"Anot her vaccination by the looks of it. They're
grabbi ng everyone, abl e-bodies, students, bandies and
their nothers."”



"Ah, we must hurry. Elpidia, Zaveta ..." Mana
Bobchi k began reciting the names of her usual nater-
nity patients.

Tiria tugged her arm

"Nu, what do you want from ne?"
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"I cannot help unless | have clean issue," Tiria said,
managi ng to | ook piteous and sound efficient at the sane
tine.

Buril had fixed the clothing-issue slot in his nother's
squat so that it could be coaxed to extrude nore than it
ought. H's taking ways had been very useful until Yas-
sim-Tiria made the warding sign at just the thought of
that man--had paid Mama a huge sumfor him Buril's
unusual talent for "fixing" official equipment made him
qui te val uabl e--he had not gone the usual route of Yas-
sim s purchases, and Mama had been pai d enough fl oat -
ers to keep her confortable in her old age.

Marma Bobchi k bl i nked her reddened and bl eary eyes

and | ooked at the tiny girl. "Da, that is so!" She patted
Tiria's head before she went to the clothing slot and did
somet hing that her heavy frane obscured fromthe girl's
sight. Wen she turned back, she had a packet in her

hand.

"I washed this norning,"” Tiria said, imediately

unf ast eni ng and stepping out of the old suit. She had to
roll up the sleeves and | egs of the fresh issue, but when
she had neatly fol ded each roll over wist and ankle and
pressed the edges to seal them sleeve and | eg bl oused
out nicely to give her apparel nore style. She retied the
pretty braided rope belt that she had inherited from her
not her and tucked the excess material neatly back

"Now, I'll tell Mrda Khan, do this level, and then up
and down. That'll be all | think I have time for. Wat'l

| do for an ID? They'll grab me if nmy wist's bare."

What Tiria wanted nost in her life was a genuine,

valid ID bracelet that would all ow her a squat right, the
use of a tri-d, three neals a day, and a fresh weekly

i ssue of clothing. An ID that was all her own and had
never been anyone else's! One that would allow her into

t he school prograns that so few of the kids she knew
seemed to care about at all

Now she cocked her head at Mama Bobchi k, know-
ing perfectly well that an I D was essential when the
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PHOs were swarning the Linear. Manma Bobchik pre-
tended to consider, giving Tiria just a few nonents of
anxi ety.

"Eto tak! For PHGOs, we use one." Wth a flounce
of her skirts, for Mama woul d not wear the single-piece
coverall without proper skirts to conceal her linbs, she
turned her back on Tiria again. No matter how hard

Tiria listened, she could not tell where Mana secreted

t hose precious counterfeit IDs that Buril had al so con-
trived. They were good for one day's use only--one

day, because while the band woul d be accepted by a
portabl e reader such as the PHO woul d have to record
vacci nations, it would show up as a fraud |later, when
the day's entries were checked.

Mama- Bobchi k turned around, dangling the precious
I D band. "You split the take for the warning with ne.
As usual . "

Tiria nodded sol enmm agreenent to the terms, her eyes
wat chi ng the swi ng of the band.

"And if you can steal enough vaccine, | wll give
you thirty percent of that take," Mama added.

Tiria gave an incredul ous snort. "Sixty. | could get
caught stealing.”

"Forty, then. No one has caught you yet. After all
| gave you the ID at no cost to you and have the ex-
pense of the spray gun."

"Forty-fivel™

The two haggl ers eyed each other, and then Mama's

broad face beamed down at Tirla's unyielding expres-
sion. She spit in her palmand engulfed Tirla' s delicate
hand in her own to seal the arrangenent.

"You are a clever one. You nust huny now. "

The girl was already slipping through the half-opened
door and down the hall to spread the warning.

Despite her speed, Tiria barely finished her route be-
fore the PH officers began to penetrate the |evels,
checking the I Ds of each squat's occupants and herding
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them out and down to line up for their hypospray. She
soon | earned that the health threat was not a 'nune

pl ague but a virulent intestinal disease that had started
in Linear B with devastating results. Al Linears were
bei ng vaccinated in an attenpt to stemthe spread of the
ailment. The PH public-address system droned on con-
stantly giving a short explanation in all the |anguages
registered in Linear G Tiria did some rapid translations
of her own when requested by nervous nothers.



"I't's only another food contanination," she assured
the skeptical. "They've isolated the source, who have
been heavily fined and lost their license."

"Huh!" M rda Khan said, her dark eyes glistening

with skepticism "That will be gone as long as it takes
to send in enough credit to reissue it. How long will
the protection | ast us?"

"Ch, this one'll do us for a year!"
"A year? They are inproving."

Trudging forward step by step in the long line, Tiria
and Marma Bobchik finally reached the PH, dropped

their wists across the reader, and received their shots.
| mredi atel y Mama pretended to becone faint and stag-
gered against the table. Wile the PH woman was cop-

ing with that, Tiria swept an entire tray of the vaccine
anpoul es into the shopping sack Mrda Khan had ready

as she, too, cane to Manma's assi stance.

"Ckh, kak bolit golova!" Mama said in an appropri-
ately wi spy tone, the back of her fat hand agai nst her
head. The pain in her voice was not entirely faked,
consi deri ng the hangover headache.

"What's she saying?" the PH officer asked, hovering
bet ween concern and annoyance.

"Her head hurts," Tiria replied.

"Not fromthis injection," was the call ous response
of the PHer. "Now nove al ong!"

Solicitously Mrda Khan and Tiria propped up Mama
Bobchi k as she nmade her way slowy toward the nearest
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side aisle. Once safely out of sight, Mama i nmmedi ately
reached for Mrda's sack and peered inside it.

"One whole tray? Mraculous, Tiria, truly mracu-

| ous. There are nore than enough. Run ahead and tel
themto come in small groups. The PHGs have al ready
checked our three levels. It will be safe.”

In the course of her errands, Tiria tried her |ID brace-
I et on as many public dispensers as she passed, no nat-
ter what comodity energed fromthe slot. She tucked

each purloined iteminto the extra material at the back

of her coverall, or into a sleeve or a trouser leg. It
became harder to nove quickly, but she managed. By
eveni ng, she had enough small floaters and illegally ac-

quired itens to keep her well fed and content for the
next nonth. |If she stretched a bit, it mght even be six
weeks before she need bot her about working again.
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CHAPTER 2

#t #$# There was no aura of nenace or threat," Rhyssa
Onen tol d Sascha Roznine as he stood gl aring down at
her. To reduce his threatening glower to a nore pro-
ductive, thoughtful nmood, she touched his arm rein-
forcing her statenent with a mental See? Curiosity. An
i mpi ngenment, not a threat.

Sascha subsi ded, but he continued to glare at the
graph recording of Rhyssa's eariy-nomng sl eep pat-
tern, where the wi de black mark of the spoke showed
t hat she had been roused from an REM dream sequence
to full alertness by a nental intruder.

As the director of the Center for Parapsychic Talents

on the North American East Coast, Rhyssa Owen |ived

on what had been the Henner estate, a reserve of trees,

| awn, and mature gardens above the Hudson River on

the Palisades. This archaic renmainder of the twentieth-
century residential suburbs interrupted the flow of Lin-
ear structures that housed the millions who |ived and
worked in the massive Jerhattan conpl ex. Rhyssa's
quarters were undi stingui shed from any of the other
three-story apartnent bl ocks set anpbng the gardens and
trees. As with all dwellings for the Talented, these were
secured and shi el ded from unannounced entry. In fact,
even those who tenanted the Linear constructions run-
ning on the long sides of the Center's extensive grounds
did not know of its existence, so artful were its screens.
No one shoul d have been able to intrude on Rhyssa,

much |l ess in her sleep
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" Awkwar d, rousing you so thoroughly. You need al
the rest you can get." Sascha projected a vision of him
self and Rhyssa curled together in her bed, the doubl e-
thi ck duvet tucked around their spooned bodies.

Yes, yes, Rhyssa replied. She responded with a vision

of a firmfoot pushing the Sascha body out of the bed. But
even if you had been there physically, you couldn't've

hel ped, Sascha-bear. It was all in ny mnd, in ny dreans.
And that's your duvet, not mine. | never use plaids.

Rhyssa smiled up at him fluttering her eyel ashes to
nmock his projection. He raised his brows in resignation
They both enjoyed this gane. They had been playing it
for years.

Pi cky, picky. Don't avoid the issue, Sascha said.
"Who, I'd like to know, could knock in on your m nd?
And why?"

"I ndeed! " Rhyssa crossed her arms and stared off
into a view of the Iowering clouds and dismal rain that
obscured a usual ly breathtaking view of Jerhattan



That's what perpl exes ne.

Don't range, Streaky. Sending your mnd out search-

ing for himtakes too much out of you. You're going to
need all your energy to deal with the Zeal ots. He pro-
jected the vision of three persons with |inbs so entan-
gled they resenbled an Oriental fetish, each caricatured
face wearing an expression of mxed intransi gence and
skepticism

Oh, don't! She | aughed as her return imge untangled
arms and | egs and set each person upright, a whisk-
broom snmoot hi ng tunic and trousers while enbl ens of

rank were straightened. | can't remenber that when

have to deal soberly with their urgent requests for Tal -
ents | don't have. They 're | aughabl e enough as it is.

"Good. That's all they deserve. Shall | have Sirikit
check back and see when this phenonenon first regis-
tered?" Sheer inpudence! Sascha snorted his annoy-

ance.

"That's an idea." Rhyssa smled ruefully as she
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pul l ed clothes fromdrawer and closet. She continued to
talk as she dressed in the bathroom "I only thought of
checking ny graph this norning. | really do need ny

sl eep. "

"Probably sone enmergent Tal ent who doesn't under-
stand protocol. | do wish they didn't always feel required
to overreact to their newfound m nd-powers.'

"Damed strong one!" Maliciously, Rhyssa pro-

jected an i mage of a very young Madl yn Luvaro, nourn
wi de open, and the circle of people cringing away from
t he waves of sound enmanating from her

Sascha grimaced. Madl yn Luvaro had a nental shout

that could penetrate to the space station and any of its
peri pheral dockyards. It had been Sascha's task, as he
was nonminally in charge of Training and Devel opnent,

to teach her how to focus and noderate her nenta

voi ce. Madl yn adored hi m passionately and was em

barrassi ngly possessive of him an adul ati on he was
finding increasingly difficult to discount--it was the rea-
son that he assiduously cultivated the notion that he and
Rhyssa were on the brink of a total partnership. Kindly,
Rhyssa did not disclaimthe runor.



"I'"ll have Sirikit run a check on possible emner-

gents," he told her, then sent the request to Sirikit in
the Control Room also asking her to check Rhyssa's
encephal ograph charts for the previ ous nonths.

Emer gi ng washed and dressed, Rhyssa beckoned Sa-

scha to follow her through to her office, which adjoined
her living suite. She yawned as she sat down at her

desk, kinetically pulling sone pencil files into her reach
fanning themout, and turning each until the index-code
side was visible. She selected the one she wanted and
neatly piled the others in front of her, code side out-
ward, as her first selection inserted itself in the reply
slot. Simultaneously the reader net came off its hook

and settled lightly on her head. Wth one finger, she
poked the | eft contact pad against her tenmple in a fina
adj ust ment .

"W won't find himthere," she said, and was as

startled as Sascha was that she used a gender. "Well,

| know a trifle nore than | thought | did fromthat fleet-
i ng nudge."

"A secret |over?"

"Coul d be," Rhyssa murmured, projecting an inmage

of a sly grin and a come-hither expression directed at
an anor phous shadow. Although her tone was |ight,
Sascha perceived that her surprise at making any ki nd
of an identification went deep

"Il follow through," Sascha said, and left her of-

fice. As he took the antigrav shaft down from her tower

to the vast basenment conpl ex where nost of the Cen-

ter's training and research was conducted, he carried

with hima vivid nmental picture of Rhyssa Oaen at her

desk, the reader net covering her black hair, a spider-
webbi ng across the wi de silver |lock that she had had

since her early teens. That streak grew broader every

year, and by her late thirties her hair would be all Celtic
sil ver.

Rhyssa woul d al ways have a young face, Sascha

t hought, as both her father and her illustrious grandfa-
ther, Daffyd op Oaen, had had: young, vibrant, wth

dark blue eyes that sparkled and gleaned with intelli-
gence, hunor, and unassail able energy. Rhyssa was

nearly as tall as the males in her famly and a shade too
thin; she clothed her |long bones in elegant, if often

bi zarre styles: generally long flowi ng garnments that set
her off in a society which had stripped apparel to the

m ni mum

She was not pretty--her features, though small, were
too uneven and m smat ched, her right eye socket canted
above the cheekbone, giving her a gam ne expression
that no one who knew her woul d mi sjudge. Her nose

had a slight bunmp, nmaking her profile | ook haughty,
and her mouth was too generous above a strong jaw i ne.



Still, one forgot such details within noments of neeting
her. She had inherited the full neasure of charismatic
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personality, as well as the strong psionic talents, of her
parents--and of the grandfather who had battled to se-
cure the position of Talents in the present socioeco-

nom c-political atnmosphere.

Sascha Roznine, hinself a third-generation Tal ent and
younger than Rhyssa by three nonths, preferred his cur-
rent role as chief trainer and recruiter in the Center. Not
for himthe petty power ploys that Rhyssa coped with
admrably, for he had struggled all his Iife to manage a
qui xotic tenper. The nerve-racki ng sessions with Jer-
hattan's managers and all the picayune details she had
to deal with would have set himraging in five m nutes.
Sascha, on the other hand, had i nmense patience with
energent Tal ents, coaxing, cosseting, and curbing,
gently allaying their doubts and building their confi-
dence. Wen Rhyssa had once pointed out that, in their
own way, energent Tal ents were as obnoxi ous as man-
agers, Sascha had replied nmat at |east Talents |earned
fromtheir m stakes.

There were so many strengths and varieties of Talent.

O the precogs, there were those who could foresee

events, generally those which would have a major effect

on a | arge nunber of other people; those whose pre-

science was limted to people they knew or were assigned

to watch; and those whose precognirions had affinities with
fire, water, males or females, children--there was as w de
an assortnent of focus points as mere were strengths of
percepti on.

Tel epathy was the nmpbst common Tal ent, though sone
peopl e could only receive thought, and others only send
it. Telenpaths felt enotions and responded to the per-
vadi ng ones. A trained tel enpath could either danpen
negative auras or reinforce positive ones, a Talent use-
ful for altering the tension in a crowd, preventing ram
pagi ng enotions fromturning groups of people into

di sorderly nobs.

Fi nders were those Tal ents who coul d | ocate things,
using only a facsimle of the desired item or, in the

case of a nmissing human or aninmal, a garnent or sone
ot her personal object.

Tel el dnetics could work on the | argest objects, or the
nmost mnute particles that could not be seen with the



naked eye or even a microscope, though there had only
been one known genetic mani pul ator, Ruth Horvath.

Tel el dnetics were invaluable in so many wal ks of life
that those with this Tal ent were encouraged to have as
many children as possible.

The rarest of the Talents were the pure and doubl e

tel epaths--1i ke Rhyssa, who could send and receive
conmuni cati ons across the world as | ong as she had

nmet the person she wi shed to contact. She could pene-
trate any mind not shielded by the thin metal caps the
nervous wore or by the natural mental shield that sone
normal people were born with.

Sascha, al so a strong double tel epath, |acked the
phenonenal range that Rhyssa possessed, but he never
resented her for it. Once her strength had been estab-
i shed by her grandfather, Rhyssa had been comitted
to a Center directorship and all its responsibilities-
responsibilities that Sascha woul d never want to take
on. As far as he was concerned, Rhyssa was wel cone

to her Talent.

He heard Madl yn Luvaro before he | anded on the

shaft cushion at the basenent |level. She was trying to
be quiet, but she was as successful as if she had been
t ap- danci ng across a sound-resonant surface.

Until you |l eamto danp down your aura, it won't
wor k, Madlyn, he told her. Inproper flow Low positive
energy is what you need to be 'silent.'

Dammit, | thought that's what | had! Her nental re-
sponse was contritely discouraged.

Sascha pushed out of the shaft and there she was,
flattened against the wall.

"I did 'hear' you com ng," she said al oud.

Sascha: G ant step forward! Mdlyn was a powerful
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sender, but generally she could "hear" only those in
her imrediate vicinity.

He tugged a strand of her tangl ed mane of black hair
as he passed, and she fell into step behind him her

| arge and expressive eyes rueful. Mdlyn was a vol up-
tuous ei ghteen-year-old with a sensual nature to match
her appearance. She, and her Tal ent, had matured at
fourteen, and since then Sascha had been struggling to
teach her the necessary discipline that any Tal ent had
to master, and that she would certainly require before
her penetrating nental shout could be utilized.



Sirikit's already checking Rhyssa's Goosegg read-

i ngs. Sascha had not tried to danpen his i mediate
concern. Wth so many tel epaths aware of the alarm
keepi ng the investigation under waps had been i npos-
si bl e.

Soneone actually intruded on Rhyssa? Madl yn pro-

jected an image of herself throttling a | arge, anorphous

i ntruder and squashing it into a little ball which she then
flushed down the toilet.

Sascha snorted. Madlyn was quite capable of attack-
ing anything that threatened Rhyssa. Who in the Center
wasn't?

They found Sirikit already scanni ng Rhyssa's Goos-

egg encephal ographs for the previous nonth. Severa

wer e paused at the spoking that indicated intrusive wak-
eni ngs. The Goosegg, initially devel oped to nonitor the
odd light flashes experienced by astronauts, was espe-
cially sensitive in registering delta brain waves, which
had been di scovered to be the seat of paranormal or
extrasensory perceptions. A Talent, trained to recognize
his or her own slight mental alteration prior to paranor-
mal activity, slipped on a net that could read brain ac-
tivity. Many Talents, particularly the precognitives and
clairvoyants, wore them ni ght and day. They were

i ghtweight, of a strong fine nmesh matching the wear-
er's hair color. The net transmitted to the Center's nain
banks, so that Incidents of paranormal activity could be

officially recorded, studied, and consulted. It was proof
positive to any skeptics that the extrasensory percep-
tions did occur.

"Look at Rhyssa's recordings, Sascha. There's no

guestion that the Incidents have been increasing," Sir-
ikit said as Sascha strode to the bank of horizontal spin-
dl es used in such conparisons. "First one three weeks

ago, second four days later, then three, and this past
week once a night--about four-ish."

Sascha: Odd time for a voyeur

Sirikit: Wth three-quarters of the popul ati on asl eep
in bed.

Madl yn: | nsomi ac?

Sascha smiled, for not only was her mental tone ap-
propriately soft but she had caught the quick exchanges.

Sascha: An adol escent generally has to be pried from
his sleep. Rhyssa thinks it's an emergent Tal ent.

Madl yn: You keep telling ne that emergent Tal ents
follow no rule.

"Any statistics on insomiacs?" Sirikit asked.



"I'"ll programit,"” Madlyn said, flipping her hair back

as she seated herself at a monitor, keying in directories
that coul d access any conputer bank in the world under

t he special concessions granted the Centers. She was
cleared for nornal use, although passwords were needed
for any sensitive files. Madlyn m ght have been bl at ant
in her sexuality, but her mnd, open to inspection at al
times, was as transparently guileless as a child's.

"Well, this won't be productive. Anyone can have in-
somi ac phases. Anxiety is the biggest cause. There are
some people, the elderly in particular, who can get along
on only four hours of sleep a night!'' Her mental picture
was of a horrified grinmce superinposed on a tossing

body in a runpled bed. "I'mwecked w thout eight

hours!"

Sirikit |eaned back fromthe spools, which had al
paused to display the telltale spoke of intrusion
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Sirikit: Three-thirty to four, predawn, too early for
nost shift workers, even air and road haul ers.

Sascha bent over her shoul der, studying the reels as
if he could glower the riddle into the open

Sascha: Rig her net.

Madl yn gasped and stared at him Sirikit blinked,
sighed, and then, rising fromher stool, went to the
mai n board to enabl e the necessary program

"Some early-nomng joy seeker has to be overflying
the Center. Set an al armthrough her net, and we can
catch the bugger in the act." Sascha's voice was vin-
di cti ve.

Madl yn shot hima worried gl ance. She could feel the
wave of high negative energy he exuded.

CHAPTER 3

A~ Barchenka, Duom, and H s Hi ghness Manager

Prince Phani bal Shinmaz arrived pronptly for their neet-
ing with Parapsychic Center Director Rhyssa Onen at

the Jerhattan Gty Manager's Tower, a massive struc-

ture in the center of Central Park, the |ast vestige of
ni net eent h- and twentieth-century Manhattan. The

tower, rising above the tallest of the nercantile build-
i ngs, was crowned by ziggurats of comrunication

di shes, giving it an appearance from any di stance of a
grot esque bunch of stiff daisies ramred into an im

mense gl ass brick. Skycars of varying sizes, at the |and-
ing level, stuck out like a fringe of angular, multicolored
| eaves.



Space Station Construction Manager Ludnilla Bar-

chenka entered first, her odd bouncing gait indicating
mat she was wearing her antigrav boots. Her infrequent
visits back to surface gravity were difficult for her--but
they tended to be worse for those she confronted. The
worman' s appearance did nothing to nmitigate her abra-

sive personality: she was stocky, big-boned though not
fleshy, with a flat, broad face and unexceptional fea-
tures. Pal e blue eyes and short-cropped hair only added
to the image of a tough persona--cold, inflexible tenac-
ity. To top that off, Ludmilla invariably wore a thin
nmet al skull cap, a shielding device that was al nbst an
insult to Rhyssa in her capacity as director of the East-
ern Center. Rhyssa was not sure if Barchenka used the
shield nmerely out of concern for security or because she
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was pat hol ogically wary of the Tal ents whose sendees

she desperately needed even as she deplored their abil -
ities. Sascha was convinced that Barchenka had sone

sort of Talent, even if it could not be scanned, and that
she refused to acknow edge the possibility.

Despite her total |lack of social graces, the Exalted
Engi neer' s dedication could not be faulted. Padrugoi
Station was due to be conpl eted, and on budget, at the
end of the current year

Wth interstellar voyages now possi bl e and habitabl e

pl anets located in two near systems, the pressure to im
pl ement the col oni zati on program was incredible. But
first the Padrugoi Station, the essential springboard to
the stars, had to be conpleted. The project had worl d-

wi de priority and the enthusiastic support of every po-
litical and econom c faction on Earth.

Considering that the first | aboratory station had gone
over budget by trillions and had been five years late in
conpl eti on, Barchenka's achi evenents so far were con-

si derabl e. But Rhyssa knew the truth: that the Exalted
Engi neer was beginning to fall behind schedul e despite
all her efforts. It was runored that the woman slept no
nmore than four hours a night and daily acconplished a
prodi gi ous anount of work--but that she expected the
same dedi cation from everyone on the project. Unfor-
tunately she did not have the charisma or |eadership
ability to generate either loyalty to herself or to the pro-
ject. Initially many Tal ents had vol unteered to assist,
but one after another they declined to renew their con-
tracts. The many enticenents to return with their unique



capabilities to work on Padrugoi Station had net with
failure.

Per sonnel Manager Per Duoni, coning in behind

Ludnmilla, noved with the heavi ness of someone accus-
tomed to lighter gravity, but he nmanaged wi thout the
antigrav assists. A Finn, as capable and dedi cated as
Barchenka, he was slightly easier to deal with. And

t hough he, too, tended to wear a netal shield, the Tal-
ents had liked working with Duom: he was fair, com
petent, and had succeeded in persuading a few Tal ents
to return for special, short-term assignments. But stil
nost had declined to extend their enploynent, and they
could not be conscripted. And though Rhyssa had du-
tifully asked the directors of every Center in the world,
she had no takers to offer Duom.

Program Manager Prince Phani bal Shimaz pounced

i n behind Per Duom, and his presence was neither es-
sential nor welcone to Rhyssa. Peculiarly arrogant and
i mpervi ous to her continued, and lately overt, distaste
for his conmpany, he used any excuse available to press
his suit on her. Rhyssa often wondered why he had

bot hered to devel op an inpenetrable mnd shield when
his face revealed all that nost men woul d have had the
courtesy to hide. The prince was a conputer genius-
some said he had thought in binary codes in his creche
and teethed on chips--and when he was barely out of

his teens, he had nmastered the use of the Josephson
junctions in what he terned an "idiot proof" applica-
tion to regulate with conplete safety the vast flow of
skycars and drones in and out of major Linear depots
and over densely popul ated areas. He was currently ap-
plying his efforts to create a simlar basic and safe flow
of spatial traffic.

Rhyssa conposed her face and her mind, smling with
a warnth she did not feel as the three settled them
sel ves.

"I do not," Ludm |l a began with no preanble, her

deep voice guttural with only a slight trace of her native
| anguage, "have the required personnel." Her pale eyes
accused Rhyssa.

"As | have told you repeatedly. Manager, | cannot
and will not order the Talented into space."

Ludmi | I a brought her fist down with a wince that re-

veal ed that, in her frustration, she had forgotten the
gravitational differences. She brought the bruised hand
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up in a gesture that in the space station would have been
fl amboyant but was | ess graceful on Earth.

"You nust insist--"

"I can insist, but they can resist,
equabl y.

Rhyssa replied

"How can | rmaintain schedul es without the personne

to performthe necessary tasks? Day by day we fal

m nut es behi nd: nmi nutes which your diffident workers
could make up in seconds. | will not fall behind the
schedule. W will make our conpletion deadline. W
nmust have the suitable personnel. You told ne that you
have them and | have here the proof." Triunphantly
Ludm |l a extracted a pencil disk fromher tunic and
brandi shed it at Rhyssa.

"In that reply | said that | would certainly approach
all Centers with your specific requirenments. | nost cer-
tainly did not promse to fill the vacancies."

Bar chenka narrowed her pale eyes into a basilisk
stare. "You recruit constantly. It is public know edge
that you find new Tal ents--"

"I't does not follow " Rhyssa inserted snoothly,

"that those we recruit are the kinetics that you specifi-
cally request. Certainly |I could not ask untrained Tal -
ents to go into the hazards of space.”

"Way not?" Ludmilla dism ssed that consideration

with a broad wave of her hand, inserting the pencil file
back into its pocket at the end of the gesture. "W wll
train themon the job--to be useful, to be careful, to be
specialists. They will |ove space. They wi |l make nmany
credits and be wealthy."

"The Tal ented do not accumrul ate weal th, Mnager,"
Per Duom stated in his flat, nearly tonel ess voice, his
pati ent eyes never noving from Rhyssa's face.

"Nonsense! Everyone acquires wealth.” Ludmlla
had nmore than the usual contenpt for altruists. "In the
begi nni ng we had many Tal ents working for us."

"W wi shed to assist the world project,” Rhyssa
said. "But you would not accept their stipulations when
their contracts cane up for renewal ."

"Stupid clauses, untenable for us. Shifts of no nore
than six hours when we work twenty-four on the plat-
form Special shielding for noise. There is no noise in
space.'' Her scornful gaze rested hotly on Rhyssa.

"No noise which is audible to you, Madane Engi -
neer, but which is extrenely unpleasant to sensitives."



"Bah! Sensitivel" Once again Barchenka summarily
di sm ssed that consideration. "Spoiled, panpered, ca-
tered to.'

"No, Madanme Barchenka, not panpered or spoil ed,

but yes, catered to," Rhyssa flashed back. "The Tal -
ented are skilled personnel and require sone ninor con-
siderations to enable themto performat their best in
the hostile environment of space."

Barchenka plowed on as if she had not heard. "It is

i ncredi ble that such a minority can exert so nuch influ-
ence on the economic life of our world. In the airport,
in the spaceport, in industry where, while | order na-
teriel, | see the very Talents | nust have to conplete
the nost inportant project of the world, a project which
has uni versal approval, which neans manki nd may

reach beyond the limts of this solar system and explore
the very stars thenmselves. Yet you and the other Center
managers do not pernmit me to hire the specialists

need. "

"It is not the pernission of the Center directors that
is required, but the consent of the enployed," Rhyssa
rem nded the engineer. "Center directors negotiate the
i ndi vidual contracts with the necessary safeguards.”

"I can buy the contracts.”
also a threat.

Bar chenka' s chal | enge was

"Such contracts cannot be sol d. Engi neer Barchenka,

and if you woul d accept the necessary safeguards, you

m ght be nore successful in attracting Talent!" Rhyssa
replied sternly, beginning to | ose patience with the wom
an's dogmatic pursuit. She could ignore Per Duom's
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nmour nful expression and even keep her gaze averted
fromPrince Phanibal's hot eyes, slightly wet lips, and
nostrils that flared slightly fromhis rapid breathing; but
all three glaring at her were an unnervi ng conbi nation

She kept a smle on her lips, deliberately increasing the
flow of her linmbic system

"You can insist," Ludnmilla repeated. "It is in al

your contracts that 'it can be voided at the discretion of
the Center in energencies.' "

Rhyssa suppressed a rush of anger that Barchenka

had been given access to a Parapsychic Contract and
had to rem nd herself that such contracts were public
know edge. "My fellow directors do not consider that
you have a true energency. Engi neer Barchenka."

For the first tinme Barchenka flared angrily. "I say
this is an energency! | say | nust have a | arger work



force to conplete ms world priority project.”

"You have unlimted access to the conscriptable poo
of workers."

"Bah! They are usel ess--sterile, uneducated, un-

trai nabl e grunts! | cannot build a space platformonly
with grunts. | will have the kinetics | need. | prom se
that, Director!™ Wth that she wheeled and, in a dan-
gerous inbal ance, nade a lurching exit. Prince Phani -
bal follow ng her.

Per Duom took one step forward, bowi ng slightly at
the waist. "Even half a dozen kinetics would inprove
the situation tremendously."

"As | have expl ai ned repeatedly. Per Duonmi, insure
the Tal ents shielded quarters and a six-hour maxi mum
shift and they will be anenable. Surely if there's credit

enough in your budget to support the number of trips
back to Earth that have been nmade for the purpose of
recruiting Talents, the funds can be found to supply
t heir basi c needs on Padrugoi!"

"Engi neer Barchenka must adhere to the budget. No
alterations can be made to existing staff accommoda-
tions."

"Then Engi neer Barchenka is stuck with the result.”
Rhyssa fervently wi shed that Per Duomi woul d rel ax

his mental shield | ong enough for her to place directly
in his mind the information her words patently did not
convey. "You require kinetics to shift objects of nass
proportions in the assenbly of Padrugoi. You al so need

ki netics who can assenble chips of the nost conpl ex
delicacy in the total vacuum of space. The kinetic en-
ergy required by both tasks is the sane and exhausti ng.
They need quiet to restore their strength--they are sen-
sitive to the netallic vibrations of Padrugoi itself, the
i nhumanly cl ose quartering, the lack of privacy, and the
appal lingly bad rations which are insufficient to repl en-
ish their bodies and minds."

Per Duomi nodded i npassively and then shrugged,
unwi I ling to comment before he, too, turned to |eave.

H s departure left Rhyssa with an uneasy sense of
foreboding. She directed a query to Sirikit on duty in
the Control Room of the Center. Any precogs in just
now?

Sirikit: None. You're expecting one?

Rhyssa projected an image of Ludmi |l a Barchenka's
gri mvisage: Possibly!
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CHAPTER 4

AN TTie &y blinked three tinmes, and the channel on
the ceiling screen changed again. He sighed. Yet an-
other ol die he had al ready seen often enough to have
menori zed the good parts. He blinked the switch signa
again, and realized that he had been through enough

of the channels to be sure that there was nothing on to
catch his attention--not even an educational program
unfam liar to him The first few weeks he had been in
the ward it had been lots of fun, watching the tri-ds al
t hrough the Iong nights. Kept his mnd off--things-
after his headaches had eased. Sonetines he al nost

m ssed those headaches, because at |east then he had
been feeling something in his body.

He sighed. He could do that, too, he reninded him

self, thinking positively as Sue, the therapist, said he
must. He didn't understand a | ot of what she told him

i ke imagi ning hinmself wal king and runni ng, thinking
hard of how he used to do it--before he had run al ong-
side the ruins and that brick wall had collapsed on him

Why? The agoni zi ng questi on nade hi m gasp. He had

t hought he had stopped thinking about that. Asking

"why" was definitely negative and al ways depressed
himterribly. Wiy had that wall come down just as he,
Pet er Rei di nger, had been running past it? Had he

ki cked a stone that had been enough to trigger the col -
| apse? Had one of the boys chasing himlobbed a stone

at the wall? Wiy, since it had been standing for fifty
or a hundred years'all by itself, why had it picked that
28

nonment to cone down? Three seconds |ater, he would

have been safe--safe fromboth the wall and the bays
chasing him Wy had he turned into the forbidden

area, anyhow? He'd had a choice at the end of the
alley: over the wall, only it seenmed very high to him
and he had nothing to give hima leg up; to the right,
only that took himback into the Alley Cats' territory
and possi bl e anbush; or to the left, weaving his way

t hrough the ruins, making it nmore difficult for themto
know whi ch way he woul d go. Wy?

Negati ve!l Negative! Peter screwed up all his face

nmuscl es and then made themrel ax, group by group

Then he smiled, slowy and consciously spreading his

lips and bringing the coners of his nmouth up, stretch-

ing themuntil his cheeks lifted, his chin dropped, and
his lips parted over his teeth; willing the nerve inpul ses
in his face to change the linbic system As Sue had

taught him he pulled his nmost happy nonent out of his

m nd: his eleventh birthday, when his father had cone

hone on | eave fromthe space station in time for the

party.

Planting that nenory firmy in front of "why," Peter
rehearsed the details of that happy experience until he



could relive the entire scene fromthe nonent the door
chi me had announced that his father had made it hone
until Dad had tucked himinto his bunk. He had gotten
so he could even feel the touch of his father's hand on
hi s forehead.

Good thing Dad had touched himthere--one of the

only places he still had feeling. Peter sighed again and
refelt the touch. Then he closed his eyes and "heard"
his father | eave the room "heard" the nmuffled sounds

of his parents tal king and | aughi ng. He expell ed an-

ot her deep sigh

He was |ucky. He could breathe on his own now Sue

had been so proud of himwhen that autononic reflex

had returned. He filled his lungs, knowi ng that his chest
was rising, his diaphragmtightening. He could feel the
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air in his windpipe. He held his breath until spots cane
in front of his eyes; then he expelled it.

| mredi ately he heard the steps of the duty nurse. Mz
Alien did not Iike to be disturbed, especially when he
knew that they had a critical case on Pie 12. He counted
ten steps and then she was peering down at him making
eye contact. She then peered at the wall panel that dis-
pl ayed the readings fromhis nonitors.

"Why was there a respiratory fluctuation, Peter?"

"Aw, | was just doing ny breathing exercises.

"You were not. " Mz, Alien glared at hima nonent,

and then her long thin face rel axed. She laid a |ight

hand on his forehead and then drew one finger down

his cheek to press it against his lips. ' 'You were fooling.
Don't fool with your breathing, Peter. Your brain needs
oxygen. And it needs sleep, too. It's quarter of four

You shoul d sl eep. You know how to achi eve rel axation

Peter. Do your progressives, there's a good boy. "

They both heard the sudden whi npering of the bum
girl on the other side of the circular ward.

Mz Alien, reproving smle and all, disappeared, and
Peter counted her steps, twenty-one, to get to the crit-
i cal case. Then he counted to thirty, and the whinper-

i ng ceased. He knew bums hurt. He wi shed he felt
somet hi ng, even buns!

He i medi ately put his mind to the few progressives



available to him the relaxation of every nuscle in his
face, head, and neck. He could not nove his head, but

he had sensation in his neck. He reached total slack
and thought carefully o/his place, feeling the spring of
grass under his feet, hearing the shinmer of |eaves as
a wi nd soughed through them snelling the fragrances

of the garden, gazing up at the sky above, the sun warm
on his back. He began to float again. He had the sen-
sation of drifting up, out of the supine body resting on
its cushion of air, anmazed and annoyed at the various
tubi ngs and wires shunted into himthat he never felt.

The garden of his dreams was mles away from Jer-

hattan. It had been part of the vacation farmto which
his parents had taken hi mwhen he was eight. For sone-
one raised in Linear Jerhattan, surrounded constantly
by the noise and snell of people and mai nt enance na-
chineries, he had been totally entranced by the farm
Peter knew that there were small green belts throughout
the Jerhattan conpl ex; he had even been to several
trying to relive that vacation, but none had evoked the
same response in him being too snall and cranped to

cl ose out the eternal noise of the city.

He had found a place, though, where he could fl oat

when he got to the proper state of relaxation. It had
grass and trees, barely visible in the eerie predawn
light. And he was strangely attracted by other inexpli-
cable strands, conforting wi sps of thought, enticing him
to linger. One in particular intrigued him and he hov-
ered as close to it as he could, tantalized by a sense of
tranquil famliarity.

Al of a sudden he was nearly blinded by powerful

lights that flooded the scene. He felt a nmonent of terror
He coul d not suppress his scream steadying only when

he heard Mz Alien's steps. He did not open his eyes
until he felt her hand on his forehead and knew he was
safe back in Bed 7 of Pie Ward 12.

"What's the matter, Peter? " Mz Alien always knew

if a patient was shamm ng and she did not tolerate fal se
alarns. Her eyes flicked to the wall panel. "Bad

dr ean?"

"Yes, bad dream " Despite hinself, his voice qua-
vered, and her expression softened.

"Yes, your endorphin I evel shot up. | think you'l
have to have sone sleep. "

Pet er nodded, relieved at her decision. "I've got
VMR t onorrow . " He began, but then darkness
over whel ned hi m

You scared himoff! Rhyssa accused Ragnar, funing
t hat someone had triggered her net to alert the Center's
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security forces if her pattern spiked during the night.
The field lights had bl azed up. Mnents | ater she had
heard the thrumble of the skycars, shooting off in al
directions. Sascha! she roared. He was the only one
enpowered to set surveillance on her

Sascha: We'll catch the bugger

Not that way! Rhyssa forced controls on herself to
di sperse the white-hot fury. Sascha had exceeded his
aut hority--even the boundaries of friendship.

Sascha: / have not!

She inhal ed deeply, aware that she was still trenbling
wi th anger. She expelled the breath right down to her
toes, continuing to press downward until her belly nus-
cles were taut. There was NO t hreat!

There was intrusion! H s nental pattern broke briefly
as he responded to sone exterior stimulus. That's

bl oody strange, he said a nonment |ater. There was no
intrusion. Not a physical one. Not a blip on any screen
that can't be accounted for. And nothing--read that--
not hing in our airspace.

An emergent! Rhyssa colored the thought with satis-
faction. That is, if you haven't scared himout of his

Tal ent! She sent an image of herself turning back onto

her stomach, hauling the duvet in its pastel print tightly
around hersel f, and dragging a matching pillow firmy

over her head--which was what she did.

"An emergent from where?" was the qi 'stion that
circulated the Control Room

"Who's awake at four o' clock in the norning?" Sa-
scha asked.

"I can do a probability curve,” Madlyn suggested
"elimnating all the obvious shift workers."

"Why elimnate then?" Budworth asked.

"I'f they're working, they're not doing o.0.b.," she
replied.

"And who says this is an out-of-body job?" Sascha
asked, turning on Madlyn with surprise.

"What el se could it be?"



Sascha grinned. "You may very well be right, Mad-

lyn, and it's so obvious | wonder none of us thought of
it before. Ckay, who would go o0.0.b.?" It was a | ead-

i ng question to which he already had an answer.

"Someone who doesn't |ike the bod they're stuck
with," she replied

"But o0.0.b.'ing is Talent," Budworth said, "and al
of "emare registered, so they have better things to do
than o.0.b."

"If they're registered,"” Sascha pointed out.
"I see, so we run a check on new ones."
"That's right. Wth the hospitals."

Madl yn groaned. "D you know how many hospitals
there are in Jerhattan?

"Not intimately," Sascha said with a grin, and

poi nted an index finger at her. "Think of it as a survey
question in your training. Ask for paralytic cases, teen
preteen, insomiacs ..."

"Why bl ame the teens?" Mdlyn asked, bridling.

"They won't have been scanned for Tal ent yet.

kay, " Sascha added graciously, "try anyone faced

with a sudden lack of nobility. I'Il add the prison sys-
tems, too." He grinned at Madlyn's groan. "One of

the nost fanmobus was a guy escaping a sadistic jailor."

Madl yn's eyes wi dened. "Can the Center get pris-
oners rel eased?"

Budworth chortled. ' 'Don't you remenber your Center

hi story? This place was started by rejects from prisons
and nental institutions--" He shot a sly |ook at Sascha.
"--and all kinds of otherw se asocial and/or eccentric
personalities.”

"I'f ny brother were here ..."
adnoni tory finger at Budworth.

Sascha waggl ed an

"Huh!" Budworth snorted. "I'mnot afraid of your
brother even if he is the high-and-nighty Law Enforce-
nment and Order conm ssioner."”

"I would be," Sascha replied. "Which rem nds ne,
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I"'mlate for that appointnment. Get the program started
on checki ng hospitals and prisons. And buddy boy, you
can do the nmental institutions. | appreciate the re-



m nder . "

"Ha!" Madl yn said to Budworth as Sascha |left the
Control Room

"How can there be that nmany illegal children in the
Resi denti al s?" Jerhattan City Manager Teresa Aiello
demanded of Medical Chief Harv Dunster. "Your peo-

pl e are supposed to tie off after a second pregnancy."

Harv's angul ar face was grim "Only if we get to

deliver '"em You know that sone ethnic groups stil

refuse to practice contraception. Until we have the right
to use infertility drugs in subsistence-level food, there'l
be unreported births--and continued traffic in preado-

| escents for sexual perversions, or cheap labor in illega
factories. And the ones with the right bl ood factors and
heal thy organs will still be stashed away by the very

rich for transplants as needed." He gestured at the fax
sheets on Teresa Aiello' s desk

"And ruthless people will still dispose of the used
ones, " added Boris Rozni ne, conmi ssioner 6fLaw En-
forcement and Order. "Even illegal kids have rights.”

He gl anced obliquely at the faxes scattered on the work-
t op.

Teresa inadvertently gl anced down. She was a tough-

m nded worman, but she had a ten-year-old daughter,

and the fax of the bloated bodi es discovered as flotsam
off the North Shore of Long Island spared no one's
sensibilities. She averted her eyes. The coroner reported
that the ol dest had been twelve, the youngest five.

Bori s Rozni ne had contacted her the nonent the ap-
pal i ng di scovery had been nade. The tenper of Jer-
hattan was al ways uncertain when faced with such news,
and Teresa had called an energency neeting of her

conmi ssioners to prepare for a possible eruption if the
news was | eaked to the nedia. Boris's twin brother
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Sascha, was due to arrive with the Parapsychic Center's
suggestions. To insure the tight security around the
tragedy, the four were neeting in the shielded privacy
of the city manager's tower office

"Ah," Boris interrupted what Teresa had been about

to say, his right hand lightly touching his tenple in
i ndi cation that he was receiving a tel epathic nmessage.
"Positive ID of one, the Waddell girl who was kid-
napped six weeks ago ..."

Teresa winced and | et out a groan. The Waddells

wer e acquai ntances of hers, high-tech executives; the
child, bright and extrenely pretty, had been a schoo
friend of her daughter. Teresa had put a top priority on
t he abduction, and had officially requested that Rhyssa
Onen assign her best finder to the case.



"Two others are listed as runaways, reported m ssing
two nonths ago. O the others ..." Roznine shrugged,

gl ancing at the medical officer. "The best the |lab can
do is genotypes, and it's all-sorts."

Every citizen of the United Wrld was permtted--

provi ded they did not cany the proscribed genetic re-
cessives--to produce a replacenent. One parent, one

child. Two parents, two children. ZPG was stringently
enforced until the pressure of Earth's popul ation could

be rel eased on the new habitable worlds, identified but

not yet attainable. The Propagation Laws were easier to
enforce in rural communities than in the huge residen-

tial warrens of cities like Jerhattan, with its popul ation
of over thirty mllion

Teresa turned to the LEO conm ssioner. "You haven't
st opped the spot checks, have you, Boris?"

"Hell, no, but we're still not locating the early preg-
nancies no matter how we try. If | had the personnel to
nount si nul taneous | evel searches, we'd catch nore.”
Boris brought his clasped hands together as if closing a
net. He gave a ghost of a grin. "W did pretty well at
the Residentials, six weeks after the |ast big power out-
age, but that was a once-off.'' Then he spread his hands
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wi de, matching Dunster's resignation. "You know our
situation. W nmanage to keep a lid on nost of the trou-
ble--if we're all sitting dowmn as hard as we can. It isn't
as if we need nore bodies."

"The ones that ignore the legal control," Harv said
dejectedly, "are exactly the ones educational and hy-
gi ene prograns don't reach--in any | anguage."

Teresa grimaced. "So there's no indication where the
rest of those poor kids were snatched?"

Rozni ne shook his head. "Could have cone from any
subsi stence | evel ."

"mthe | ast gruesone chucking, three nonths back

or so, only four were recogni zabl e ethnic types," Harv
Dunster said grimy. "Near Easterners--Lebanese and
Arabic. Two were Tay- Sachs, ten were dar k-skinned,

and one was an H'V carrier--which my well be why

they were all ... disposed of." The nedic sighed
heavily. "I suspect Lab may also find anti-body posi-
tives anong this latest--"

"Spare ne, Harv," Teresa said firmy, and called up
the main Jerhattan map on her screen. "W've just had
a go-round of the Residentials with Public Health. W



haven't got the funds available for another. Exactly
where were the bodies found, Boris?" Her fingers hov-
ered over the term nal as she waited for an answer.

"Washed up out by den Cove, not far from sone
of the nore exclusive residential hives bordering the
Sound. "

"Great!" Teresa's frustration cane out as sarcasm
"No Incident |ogged?" she asked Boris, though that
woul d have been included in the initial report.

"The storm yes. The flotsam no."

"Shoul dn't your brother be here by now?" Teresa
frowned, glancing at the clock ticking off the seconds
in the comer of the main screen. "W need all the help
we can get on this."

The focus of Boris Roznine's blue eyes |ocked briefly
as he linked nminds with his younger brother. "Traffic
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snarl's breaking up. But he says"--his voice suddenly
deepened as the Talent peculiar to the twin brothers

al  owed one to speak through the other--"Look, | want

to save time--yours and mine. These nurders go deeper

than the loss of thirty juveniles. Forget the HTV factor-
it's irrelevant here. They were di sposed of because we'd
got too close to them but not close enough, soon

enough. Teresa, Carmen's been on search-and-find duty

ever since you handed us the Waddell kidnap file. She

got a whiff or two of terror, but never enough light to

pi npoi nt. Except that she got a hint of water." Boris's

wi de mouth quirked briefly, reflecting his brother's cha-
grin. "Mdst of those children had to be illegals. W al
know t hat that group of pederasts is active--and sup-
plied--despite international efforts to eradicate that sort
of traffic. W know that kids are bought as cheap | abor
and shi pped who knows where. And that some are al so
secreted as possible transplant donors.

"We haven't been idle," Sascha's voice continued.

"This could, in fact, be the break we've been waiting
for. We got too close. It'd be nice to know-" and at
that word the door to Teresa Aiello' s office swung open
and Sascha Roznine strode in, smling at everyone. As
he gave his brother's shoul der a grateful squeeze, he
continued, "where exactly we got so close. W're
working on it, and with your assistance, Harv and Te-
resa, | think we have a line to throw out to those
sharks." His smile took in each of his listeners, but he
cocked his head at his brother and w nked.

Slowy a snile began to lighten Boris's face as he

read the detail ed thoughts in Sascha's mnd. "Tag kids
wi th strands through the school systen? That mi ght just
wor k! We m ght even catch the bastard child-stealers
this time." Boris |eaned forward across the table. "You



are all familiar with the restraint filanents that were
recently devel oped? Sometinmes those we tangle with

the strands escape before they can be secured. A second
application has been nmade with a slightly altered for-
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mul a, and now the altered strand can be traced for up

to six nmonths. There're certain anonalies to be re-

solved, but it's worth the effort to tag every child in the
vul nerabl e group."

"You nmean, this side of the river?" Teresa waved at

t he panorama visible fromher tower office, the uptown
cluster of beehive, cone, and single-tower Residential

buil dings clearly visible on this bright norning. "But
statistically, it's the illegals in the Linear Residentials
who are nore at risk."

"If we could catch Linear kids to strand 'em" Boris
said, raising his hands pal nms-up in resignation, "we'd
be way ahead. Meanwhile we'll strand as nmany kids as
we can on both sides of the river and hope."

"Hope?" Sascha asked softly.

Rhyssa! She recogni zed the nental touch of John
Greene, the Tal ented bodyguard of Secretary of Space
Venon Al t enbach

W got probl ems? she asked

Grl, you really deserve all the headaches of adnin-
istration if you can guess that nuch fromjust hearing
me speak your nane.

No precog needed, JG because you never bother ne
unl ess there's political pussyfooting. Wiat is it this
tine?

A bill to draft the Talented into whatever position the
gover nment needs them

Not agai n? Rhyssa's response was hal f-anused, half-
irritated.

Concerted attenpts had been made in the past by
government agencies to circunscribe the freedom of

choice originally granted to the Talented. That was prior
to the point at which the government began to appre-
ciate the applications of Talent--after the days when

Daf fyd op Onen, her illustrious grandfather, abetted by
Senat or Joel Andres, had fought to gain legal imunity
for Talents exercising their abilities.

I mmunity had been particularly vital for precogs be-
cause, when they warned of disasters which were, by
t hose warni ngs, averted, they had been subjected to ex-
pensi ve and time-consum ng | awsuits. There had been
attenpts since then, fromthe ridiculous to the deadly



serious, to regulate or restrict, all manner of Talents to
mlitary, civil service, or mercantile uses.

But the Tal ented had al ways managed, quite legally

and with no untoward exercise of their particular abili-
ties, to circunvent such attenpts. Many Tal ents had
willingly sacrificed personal freedons to serve in the
public sectors, sone on a lifelong basis, to preserve the
right for their peers to choose. Rhyssa's parents had
done that, to give her the opportunity to achieve the
positi on she now hel d.

Again, and this isn't funny, Rhyssa, Johnny G eene

went on, space is in a bind. The platformhas to be
finished on schedul e before the sheer weight of nunbers
on Earth beconmes nore unmanageabl e than it already

is.

So Ludmilla's been | obbying?

She's got sone hefty hel p, and Venon's got tremen-

dous pressure on him |I'mthe | oudest of the Washi ng-

t on/ Luxenbourg voices, so |'m making the contact with
you for the rest of the m nders. W 've been excl uded
fromfar nore sessions than we ought to be--sessions

t hat have been attended by some of the npbst antagonis-
tic Right Muites that have ever been |ined up agai nst
Tal ents. And when you think that | hel ped hi mdevel op
hi s shi el ds agai nst unaut horized peeking, | could spit!
The nerve of himclosing me out!

One of the nore sensitive professions open to em

pathic Talents was that of "minding" vul nerable top-
ranking officials. Terrorismwas still a fact of politica
life, and al though the problem of the displaced and the
mnorities had been sonmewhat eased by the mass reset-
tlements and the institution of the Linear devel opnents
near every major urban area, and the incidence of as-
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sassi nations had been drastically reduced, enpaths were
still employed to "m nd" those officials who m ght be
targets for the fanatics who still occasionally emerged.

Rhyssa could hear the hurt in Johnny's voice that

Vermon Al tenbach had been shiel ding his thoughts from

his mnder, especially since Johnny was al so Venon's

best friend, as well as his brother-in-law. In his official

capacity, Johnny served as under secretary in the Space

Secretariat. Prior to that he had been a trained etop--

earth-to-platform-pilot with twenty successful |aunches
until the twenty-first had grounded him forever

Hi s Tal ent had saved his crew fromdeath but not him

self fromlosing both left leg and arm Despite state-of-

the-art prostheses, a new career had seemed advi sabl e.

So far Johnny had already prevented four attenpts to



kill or kidnap Secretary of Space Altenbach

Johnny: / shoul da been included in these | atest talks,
but I wasn 't.

Rhyssa: Wi ch neans that Tal ent was being dis-
cussed. Barchenka and Duoni want nore kinetics on
the platformin the worst way. |I'mdoing nmy best to
hel p .

Johnny, in an unconprom sing tone: Anyone thought
of telling Barchenka that she's the reason why Tal ents
won't work up there?

Rhyssa: Lance Baden did. He thinks she has sel ective
amesia. Can't even get her replaced, not with the per-
formance record she's got!

Vermon' s tried! She's so bl oody good at what she

does-- it's only how she does it. I'll keep in touch, but
we felt you ought to be forewarned. There was a hint

of criticismin his voice

Not hi ng has cone up with any precog, Johnny.

I know, | know. That worries nme as much. This thing
could be very very big, and not even Mallie's got a
whi ff

Rhyssa: Then obviously the matter is solved before it
reaches critical. She tried to sound firmy optimstic

even as a little shudder rippled down her backbone.
Soneone shoul d have been sensing something! Mllie
Vaden was one of the nobst sensitive precogs the Center
had ever produced, and her |ack of foresight--if John-
ny's reading of the situation was correct--was surpris-

i ng.

"Il be in touch, Johnny assured her. I'Il even see
what the ghosts think. You know how they 'd like to see
our Tal ented noses out of joint.

I think I"Il try a frontal attack, Rhyssa said. M ght
jog a few brain cells |oose.

When' 11 | see you then? Johnny asked, his tone
bri ght eni ng.

I f possible, today. Run me through Venon's sched-

ul e. When Johnny did, Rhyssa stopped himat the

[ unchtime engagenent. / like the food there. I'Il just
drop in!

Rhyssa al ways experienced a mld shock when she
encountered Johnny in the flesh, for the light tenor of
his mental voice was at variance with his strong phys-
i cal appearance. Mediumtall, he kept hinself physi-
cally trim and one woul d never guess his serious
injuries fromseeing himwal k or manage eating uten-



sils. Some latent kinetic ability had proved to be an
asset with his prosthetic |linbs. He rose as he spotted
Rhyssa approaching the table where he. Secretary of
Space Venmon Al tenbach, Exalted Engineer Ludnilla

Bar chenka, and Padrugoi Personnel Manager Per Duoni
were seated. Johnny's broad smle wel coned her, and

t hey exchanged touch and a ki ss.

Wul d you have dared | ook so stunning if the ano-

rous Phani bal had conme, too? Johnny's green-flecked
anber eyes twi nkled with devil nent.

Rhyssa: Wiy doesn't that odi ous man go back to the
Pacific island that spawned himand attend to the fam
ily 's plantations ?

Johnny: Al you need is a strong handsone nan
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wAo 'Il scare himoff. R ght now you 've got this ot em
barrassed by your appearance, and yet they haven't
said a thing out of Iine, he added, all in the split sec-

onds of the greeting.

Rhyssa gave Altenbach a genuinely glad smile, then
nodded politely to the fiercely scow ing Barchenka and
t he bl and-faced Per Duom . "Just the people |I hoped

to see. Wien | saw you were to be in Washi ngton

Madame Barchenka, | realized that | should put in an
appear ance before matters get out of hand.”

"Now, Rhyssa," Altenbach said, signaling a waiter

to bring a chair and set up another place for his unex-
pected guest, "you can't disrupt the established proce-
dure of |obbying. That's not the way to play the gane."

"Nor is going behind ny back," Rhyssa said, snil-

ing to take the sting out of her criticism She turned to
Bar chenka. "You have a schedule to keep. Wat you

will not appreciate is that one cannot schedul e Tal ent

or lobby it. The kinetics you so desperately need cannot
materialize to help you neet your schedul e. That nmany
kinetics don't exist. Talent is a random and highly in-
dividual trait, not an inposed one. No one can dictate
to a Tal ent and expect the person to performto the best
of her or his ability. That dictation inhibits the Tal ent
as surely as seasickness inhibits appetite. There is no
legislation in the world that may chain the mnd."

"There is legislation that will recruit those needed to
do the job that the entire world has decided nust be

done." Barchenka's stolid words conplinmented her un-
conprom sing expression. "The platformwi Il be fin-
i shed as schedul ed. The kinetics will participate."

Rhyssa caught anot her strong enmnation, this tine



from Per Duom, who nodded solemmly to support Bar-
chenka's statenent.

"There are ways," Barchenka added, her cold eyes
scanni ng Rhyssa's whol e appearance fromthe el egantly
coined hair and subtle nakeup to the couture outfit.

"Legal ?" Rhyssa asked with a slight smle

The secretary cleared his throat and handed Rhyssa a
menu. "I"'mstill of the opinion that this--inpasse--can
be negotiated to the satisfaction of all concerned.”

Bar chenka rmade a nonosyl | abi ¢ noi se of disbelief and
resummed her perusal of the nenu. After only seconds,
she tossed it negligently to the table. "I would prefer
nutritious food to this ..."

Johnny Greene beckoned to the maitre d', who was
famous for his poise under the nost trying situations
t hat Washi ngton coul d produce. "D Amato, Manager

Bar chenka requires the other nmenu."

At a snap of D Amato's fingers, an underling ap-

peared and handed hima slimfolder, which he pre-
sented to Barchenka with a flourish. She gave him then
Johnny, a sardonic |look that turned to agreeable sur-
prise as she scanned a menu conposed of the foodstuffs
avai |l abl e on the platform

"Five, twelve, and twenty, taken with tea," she said
in a voice that still vibrated with controlled anger

Watch it, Rhyssa! Johnny cautioned. Did you catch
that flash? She's poi son-sure she's got us where she
wants us.

Si mul t aneously three other minders, dining with their
charges in the same room sent Rhyssa sinilar warn-

ings. She was particularly glad to feel the nmental touch
of CGordon Havers, the youngest Supreme Court justice
ever appoi nted, whose expertise mght be extrenely
useful .

Fi ne! Now di scover what? Rhyssa said nmentally as
vocal | y she chose her |uncheon of cold fruit, soup, and
sal ad. Cordie, are you available for sone quick scans
of obsolete statutes that could cover such a contin-
gency?

Been driving nyself and ny clerks all hours trying to
find one, Rhyssa, replied Gordon Havers. There's noth-
ing in our constitution, but since the Russians won the
contract for Padrugoi, there may be something in the
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Russi an section that does! Their |egal systemis as con-
vol uted as their granmar!

"You can, of course, invoke sonme forgotten but stil
active statute," Rhyssa remarked all too blandly, wait-
ing for reactions, "to conscript Talents ..." Both Bar-
chenka and Duoni | ooked startl ed.

Bi ngo! CGordie cried. I'll concentrate on the Russian
end of space | aw.

"But," Rhyssa continued soothingly, "it has al ways

proved unwi se to force Talent to performin an area that

is either personally or professionally distasteful to them
and under punitive conditions."

"W have been too lenient with your tenperanenta

tricks and traits," Barchenka said, |eaning across the
table in anger. "You will do this, you won't do that!"
She affected a child' s petulant tone. "Many conces-

sions were made to eater to the whinms and fads of your
Talents, and still no significant nunbers will vol unteer
for the nost inportant world project of all history. Your

attitude is unacceptable.™

"I am protecting ny coll eagues, not being obstruc-
tive. | must repeat," Rhyssa continued smoothly, "it
has al ways proved unwi se to force Talent to perform
duties unacceptable to them and under punitive living

conditions."

"That will change! WIIl be changed! The platform

wi Il be finished on schedule!” Barchenka's voi ce had
risen with each sentence until it stopped conversation
t hr oughout the opul ent dining room She pushed hersel f
fromher chair, wobbling slightly as her novements,
nore suited to half grav, brought her stocky body pon-
derously to an upright position. She kicked the chair
away fromher. "I do not tolerate insubordination!”
And she clunped away fromthe table.

"I was doing ny best for you," Venon Altenbach
said to Rhyssa, his face and manner resigned as he rose,
his chair pulled back by a hovering waiter.

"You do not understand our position. Director

Onen, " Per Duonmi added, but he, made no nove to

| eave the table. "W are forced to use unpl easant al -
ternatives to avert far nore serious disasters overtaking
the world!"

"I'l'l see if | can cal mher down, make her see rea-
son," Venon said with a gesture for Johnny to remain.
"D Amato, send ny neal and hers to the private room
['I'l be there."



"Do you believe, in your own heart. Per Duoni,"
Rhyssa asked, |eaning across the table to the man, "that
we are evading our duty to the world?"

He shrugged, his mnd, with its netal shield, as im
pervi ous, Rhyssa thought, as his unwillingness to un-
derstand the nature of Talent. "It is the opinion that
this--reluctance--puts the whole platformproject in

j eopardy. "

"It is Ludnilla Barchenka who puts it in jeopardy,"
Rhyssa said with nore heat than she had intended. She
sm | ed quickly, hoping to repair the danage of her can-
dor. Per Duom m ght not be Tal ented, but he was
scarcel y stupid.

"Ah! My esteened col |l eague was correct," he said.
"I amnot standing in her way. | am protecting ny
prof essi onal s even as she is protecting her project."

Vll, she is why Talents won't work for her, Johnny
said in swift reassurance. And we all know it!

Cordi e: Yeah, but she stays! This will be an interest-
i ng power struggle, speaking froma purely legalistic
Vi ewpoi nt .

"I adm re Barchenka's unquestionable abilities as a
spatial engineer. | would prefer that she return the pro-
fessional conplinment,"” Rhyssa said am ably. "This

soup is excellent. Per Duomi . Let us enjoy it."
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You' ve got it! I've been over the statute--and it is
Russi an, fromthe pre-glasnost days, and shoul d have
been repealed long ago it's so archaic. In the good old
Bol shevi k days, it was illegal--get that, illegal--to be
unenpl oyed. The State was the only enpl oyer--not the
enpl oyer of last resort--but the only enployer. Ergo,
everyone worked. Consequently, the only enployer in a
systemthat nmakes it illegal to be unenpl oyed can cer-
tainly do whatever is deened necessary with its work
force. Legally, it gives Barchenka the right, under Pad-
rugoi's International Charter, to draft any technicians,
prof essionals, or workers required by the space effort--
the space effort in terns of the original |aw being the
Russi an one. But the statute is still in effect, and, by
| egal crook, she can apply it to Talents. W can fight
it, of course!

And? she pronpt ed.



Wth a glib-tongued attorney like Lester Favelly, we
mght just win. But the trial would take years, and could
be construed by Barchenka to prove her contention--

that the Talents are obstructing the Good Wrk. He

paused significantly. W could just give her enough rope
to hang hersel f?

The Talents will be niserable, and they won't per-
formwell. That was what rankled Rhyssa's fine sense

of integrity. Talents did the best they could no matter
what the circunstances. To give the slightest suggestion
that they skinped was agai nst the nobst stringent of te-
nets for the parapsychic. But, in space, worn down by
puni shi ng hours and psychic static they could not avoid,
inevitably their performances woul d suffer.

Exactly, Cordie said. Ask the other directors. You
nmust appear to be accepting the inevitable.

The sort of press this could give Talents woul d undo
the work of the last century, Rhyssa said despairingly.

/ know. Although to sweeten this very bitter pill
Rhyssa, Mallie Vaden sees nothing goi ng w ong.

Anne McCaffrey

Whose side is she on? Rhyssa coul <
bitterness out of her tone.

Qurs, as you well know, was Gordon

reply. Ergo, it has to work out by our c<
I'"ve initiated sone investigations that m,
a | ever agai nst Barchenka. Meanwhile, c,
Qui ck action nmight shift public support
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CHAPTER 5

"A N Sonme of the fourteen other Center directors were

not best pleased to be roused by her urgent request for
conference in the nmddle of their nighttimes, and there
was sone grumbling. Though all Centers were theoret-
ically equal, no director decided issues mat woul d affect
all Talents without consulting the others first, and
Rhyssa--in charge of negotiations for the Talents be-
cause Padrugoi's administrative headquarters was in
Jerhattan--deened a neeting necessary. As soon as al

were attending, she explained the situation

And fromwhat equally .critical positions does this
Russi an think we can draft these essential kinetics?
Lance Baden, the Australian director, demanded.

Rhyssa al ways found it odd that his nental voice was
devoi d of the Aussie accent. W sent everyone we coul d
bri be or blackmail up there. Sheer Dbl oody-m ndedness



keeps sone of 'emin place, but ny staff's down to
nubbi ns or feather-novers

| have told Ludmlla Ivanovo, said Vsevol od Ge-

browski of me Leningrad bureau at his npst apol ogeti c,
time and again, that there are few kinetics not already
doi ng double, triple work in order to supply essenti al
services in Russia. Believe nme, | have tried to educate
her to the practicalities

W do believe you, Geb, we do, was the nass thought
that reassured him

What's the | evy, Rhyssa? M klos Horvath, the West
Coast director, asked.
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She' s demandi ng one hundred forty-four kinetics!
Rhyssa said grimy, and threw up a buffer against the
cries of outrage. The nunber of registered Talents in
every Center was open know edge to every director, as
transfers constantly shifted key Talents at need from
one Center to another.

W don't happen to have a handy gross of kinetics,

the Brazil director said angrily. And | spent six nonths
up there, in the nost godforsaken barrio |I've ever seen
Constant noi se! Dreadful food--nutritious food could at

| east have a distinctive flavor. How she can expect us
to junction ...

If we use the discretionary clause, we can renove the
requi red nunber from comerce and industry. Max

Peri geaux of the | arge European bureau began in his
sl ow, thoughtful way.

I gnoring the hows .

Under the circunstances, at least we 're not liable to
penalties ..

That's a real confort to those forced up to Padru-
goi . ..

Wl |, Commerce and Industry want this station--they 'l
have to suck | enons along with the rest of us

Max went on, his nessage weavi ng inexorably

anong the asides: . . . put the trainees where at | east
they can be overseen, we could just about manage it.

But how can we expect our people to endure the con-
ditions up at the platformand still performcreditably?
To do | ess than our best reduces our reputations, but
how can anyone operate at his best in that nilieu! And
the noise! The tall aesthetic man i maged a shudder of
revul si on.

But sonet hing nust be done to give those who are
conscripted some relief!



Bar chenka believes we set up the conditions of
shi el ded quarters and short hours to be obstructive!
Rhyssa said. / was inforned that there is no noise in
t he vacuum of space, and, because there is also no
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gravity, there is less physical stress and | onger hours
can be worked, not fewer.

The wonman is utterly without a shred of understand-
ing or enpathy, the director of Africa North said.

Has anyone tried to adjust her thinking? Hongkong
Ji mry asked.

You' ve never net Barchenka, have you? Shiel ds
tighter'n a chastity belt! Baden said in an acid tone.

What's a chastity belt? Hongkong Jimy flicked back

i n genui ne innocence.

I mmges from ni ne hel pful telepaths enlighted his ig-
norance. Rhyssa was grateful to himfor easing the
growing tension in the linkage with that byplay.

W are conpelled to conply, are we not! Perigeaux

said, at his nost mournful. And w thout delay, so that
we can bargain on the best possible conditions for those
who nmust sacrifice thenselves. A rotation schene, per-

haps .

If she's after the gross, that makes rotation inpossi-
bl e!

| can try to insist on sone sort of short-term stretches,
Rhyssa sai d.

Let us al so issue some publicity, Mklos Horvath sug-
gested, about conditions up there.

O dubi ous val ue when she needs to recruit so many
grunts. You know she has to go to the shelters for any-
one below G vil Service-8

But the public nust see that Talent's objections to

wor ki ng in space are valid!



The nost valid being Barchenka hersel f.

Can no one | ean on her?

It's been tried

Who' s the best we've got?

What about her associ ate, PerDuom ? Any chinks in

hi n?
It isn 't that we don't want to help with the project,

but she is her own worst eneny.
D d she specify kinetics only?

No one's told her that sone kinetics are also tele-
pat hs!

Don't anyone mention that! Lance Baden said with
unusual vehenence.

Wul dn't dream of it!
You nean, she doesn 't know?

Ludm |l a I vanovo knows what she wants to know,
Vsevol od said wearily. She only hears the expl anations
she wi shes to hear.

In twelve mnutes of rapid-fire exchanges, the Talents
arrived at a grim but workable course of action. Max,
Baden, and Jimy woul d do the actual selection of suit-
abl e kinetics. Some Talents could be excused on

grounds of infirmty, pregnancy, or unsuitable skills---
t hough two of Baden's "feather-dusters" were well able
to handl e the fine tunings. Rhyssa, MKklos, and Dol ores
of the Brazilian Center would attenpt to achieve
shi el ded quarters and work shifts of six hours naxi -
mum four for the | ess experienced kinetics. Barchenka
m ght be running her operation twenty-four hours a day,
but eight hours of tel ekinesis were inpossibly draining,
even in space and hi 0.5-grav conditions.

What we nust al so organi ze, for ourselves, Kayan-

kira of the Del hi Center said as the nain issues had

been resolved, is an emergency systemin a disaster
situation. In her mnd churned i mages of the previous
year's catastrophic floods in the northeastern sections of
t he I ndian subcontinent, mtigated only by the rapid
nmobi i zati on of hundreds of kinetics when the precog

had come in

Kayan, you 've had far nore experience with that sort
of thing than anyone needs, Baden said with unexpected
hum lity. Advise us and we will conply.

You al ways do! We'll have to strip all nonessenti al
i ndustrial firms and reduce Port Authority staff to a
dangerous nini mum But we shall be very short of those



we nost need.
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Weat her permitting! was Hongkong Jimy's droll re-
mar k. When are we going to find a weat herman ?

If we weather this one, Mklos said, we can all apply!

The mindlink was di ssol ved, and despite the nassive
task ahead, the Center directors were nuch heartened

by the contact. Wen Rhyssa i nfornmed Cordie Havers

of the results, he gave a loud nental cheer for solidar-

ity.

There're going to be sone nighty unhappy kinetics!
she told him Every Center is going to be stripped, and
I"msteeling nyself to endure the slings and arrows of

out raged busi nesses.

Machi nery predated kinetics, and nen used their

nmuscl es before that. Let 'em go back to traditiona
ways. It'Il make 'em appreciate us nore than ever
Cordi e i maged an archaic block and tackle to nove na-
teriel usually hoisted by a kinetic. Wio's handling the
publicity ?

W 're going to have to be careful about that--don't
want Barchenka to say we're interfering with her on-
goi ng enpl oynment drive.

The man | have in mind is not a valid Tal ent, but

he's a brilliant publicist, Rhyssa. Let ne get Dave Le-
hardt to wave the flag for us,

Dave Lehardt?

He put our honored president in the Wite House.

And he's not Talented? That's unfair! That camnpaign
was sheer geni us!

W have to allow the Mites a few prerogatives, you
know. Shall | approach himon this delicate matter?

Pl ease do. I'lIl give himall the help | can
By the by, did you realize that nost of what you do

is totally illegal in Scotland, which still has antiw tch-
craft laws on the books ?



Spare nel

| had, and | ook what it got us. |I'd been working up
to the Russkis by '"way of the British Isles and Scandi -

navi a. Sorry about that! You never know where to start
in nullifying age-old bigotry, do you

When Cordie had broken their mental |ink, Rhyssa
spoke to Sascha.

You got touched agai n? he demanded.

In the head, but not by mnmy peeper. She put in his
mnd all that had happened in the past half hour.

He whistled in a descending scale. W're going to
get a lot of flak from Cormerce and | ndustry!

They can't have it both ways. They 're the group that

gave Barchenka such punitive fines if she doesn't de-

liver on time. That clause is just com ng home to roost

where they didn 't expect it. They 'Il have to dust off their
machi nery and toughen up their nuscles. W' ve nade

it far too easy for them

What if they like the ol d-fashi oned ways and don't
want to rehire our people?

Rhyssa snorted derisively. Just consider how nmuch
nmoney ki netics save industry every year in equi pnent
and mai nt enance costs--the argunents we used to get
themto take kinetics in the first place!

Yeah, but how do we explain it to our kinetics?

Rhyssa projected an i mage of her on her knees, tear-
ing her hair out, pleading to anmorphous faces, offering
jewel s and ingots of gold. Enlistnment has al ways been
preferable to conscription. And then we can insist on
shi el ding and short shifts. We can't if she inplenents
that blue law. W 're over a barrel, and every Tal ent
will realize that!

Vsevol od can't help us there? Sascha asked.

He was appal |l ed, apol ogetic, and all, but apopleptic
that one of his nationals was doing this to us.

Not hi ng nenti oned about getting the | aw w ped off
t he books?

Cordie's working on it! Rhyssa did not bother to
lighten the gri mess she felt.
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Dave Lehardt swung into Rhyssa's tower office at the
Henner estate within an hour of the Talents' reluctant

acceptance of the inevitable.

"My God, do you have wi ngs?" Rhyssa commented

as the energetic Lehardt shook her hand. He was a ful
two neters tall, athletic in build, and he enanated a
conpetence and geniality that could only come froma
secure, well-adjusted personality. He was handsone
enough, with md-brown hair, blue eyes, and regul ar
but not remarkable features, and he dressed with con-
servative el egance

"Not wi ngs! Vanes! More reliable,” he said with a
charm ng grin. He began sorting through the papers in

his attache case. "CGordie said it was urgent, and | watch
the news." He stopped when he noticed her baffled ex-
pression. "What's the matter? Did | break out in

spot s?"
"No, but you haven't an ounce of Talent, and you
ought to."

"Why?" Dave Lehardt shrugged. "I've never needed
it. Astute student of human psychol ogy and keen ob-
server of body | anguage.'

He al so had an inpenetrable natural shield. Wth all
her skill, she could not read his mind

"Now, " he said, hauling a spare chair up beside hers

and spreading out hard copy of advertisenments and
graphics, "we get in there before Barchenka even thinks
of crowing in triunph, so the public will see that Tal -
ents are graciously nobilizing all avail abl e personnel to
be sure Padrugoi Platformis finished on schedule--wth
phrases that inmply she can't nmake it on her own without

Tal ented hel p. "

"That's true enough," Rhyssa said grimy

"Ah, but there are ways and ways of saying the sane
thing," Dave Lehardt said with a truly malicious snile
"I tangled briefly with the Barchenka Stonewall for an-
other client, and believe ne, I'mon your side!"

Rhyssa smiled to herself. Dave Lehardt did have

something like a Talent--a self-confidence that radiated
fromhimlike an aura. She had never met soneone |ike

hi m bef ore: someone whose nmentality she coul d not

delve into, however discreetly. It was a new experi -
ence, and she found herself watching his expressive
face, noting the way his hands enphasi zed points and
how he occasional |y added a shoul der nmovenent that



rei nforced what he said. He al so kept glancing at her
neeting her eyes as few non-Talents would. Cearly he
was not the least bit in ame of being in the presence of
one of the top telepathic Talents.

ol ivious to her reactions, he went on. "I've been
yearning to score on our gracious 'Mlla." A flicker of
some qui ckly suppressed enotion shot across his face,

but Rhyssa coul d not decipher it. "Al-out Talent as-

si stance, even at the expense of |ong-established Iinks
with the public sector, at considerable personal sacri-
fice--"MIla doesn't pay the going rates, since hers is a
priority contract and has worl dw de backing."

"She will not believe that nmoney is not a'considera-
tion . "

"Are you aware of the size of her bonus if she gets
the station fully operational on tinme?"

Rhyssa grinned. "One of the best-kept secrets of the
Talents. W al so know the percentage she has to cough
up if she doesn't."

"You are well informed!" He paused with a hopefu
expression and then sighed as she nerely smled. "No,

| didn't think you'd tell me." He snagged the comer of

a graphic sheet fromnme pile and spread it out. "To
address your two points: six-hour shifts and shiel di ng---

very alliterative. I"'mgoing to be able to use that as a
sl ogan, you know . . . Have you denonstrated the
pr obl en?"

"How do you nmean ' denonstrated ?"

"Time and notion studies, energy expenditures--that
sort of recordable data. Renmenber, |'ve seen your Kki-
netics in action, but | doubt that Ludmilla or even Per
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Duoni have taken the trouble to watch them work

They' ve been too busy hitching about weightl essness

and the silence of space to appreciate the effort Kkinesis
actual ly takes. | thought you m ght not have thought of
that gimmick. So | had a chat with a Talent |I know who

was up on the platform and he gave ne sone remarKk-

able insights into the actual shift mechanics. If the day's
materi el was properly organized, the kinetic could put
everything in place for the grunts to | ock on and wel d.

"Then, the noise elenment. Sanjan ran sonme of the

''noi ses' past nme--" He grinaced and crossed his eyes

in synpathy, "--and | think if we did a tape simnulation
, of what a sensitive hears in unshielded quarters and



pl ayed it back ..
"Not to Ludmlla. She insists there is no noise in

space. "

"She's nore of a Mute than I am"”
"But | take your point. | hadn't thought of a trick

like that."

"No trick, ny dear, just presentation--and that's
where I'mthe expert." His grin was a mxture of im
pudence and mali ce.

For the first tine in her Talented life, Rhyssa found
herself fascinated by a Muite, and half of that fascina-
tion was due to the fact that she could not predict what
he woul d do or say next. It was fun matching wits with
hi m duri ng subsequent interviews, giving the onerous
task an unexpected exhil aration.

Dave Lehardt was at her side for the initial mneeting

wi th a Barchenka who oozed smug satisfaction that she
made no attenpt to disguise. Rhyssa was hard put to
remain civil. Dave Lehardt tal ked so fast that the en-
gineer had to listen attentively to catch his points. Per
Duomi was, as usual, with her, but Rhyssa had been
spared another confrontation with Prince Phani bal

"Al'l we have had is talk, enpty talk," Ludm |l a Bar-
chenka sai d when Dave had expl ai ned the dual prob-
I ens of short shifts and shielding. "Even the physically

impaired are able to work proper shifts in space: no
gravity, no sound!" She shot an accusatory | ook at
Rhyssa.

"Ah, but it is not gravity which is a problem nor the
vacuum Ludmlla Ivanova, | have arranged a denon-
stration ..."

"I have no tinme for denpnstrations," the Exalted

Engi neer stated dism ssively. "I nust return to the plat-
form Already there are del ays which must be recti-
fied. "

"Under st ood, Engi neer Barchenka," Dave said

soothingly, with just the right anount of respect and
under st andi ng. "Perhaps Per Duom will attend. This
denonstration is likely to put the basic problens into
proper perspective, and thus help us all resolve the main
problems with the maxi mum benefit to your project.”

Duonmi woul d be nmuch easier to deal with--his mind

was not totally closed, although he was as dedicated to
me project as Barchenka. |If they could prove their points
to him they would be halfway to victory.

"I think she's disappointed she didn't have to invoke



that wetched statute,” Rhyssa told Sascha |ater

"D you think we gave in too easily?" he asked.
"The news quotes Barchenka calling it the 'cowardly
capitulation of the effete." "

"Let her. If we can just swing Duom to our side."
Rhyssa frowned. "I don't see what el se we coul d have
done. Dave Lehardt is running public-opinion polls.
One point is clear: Everyone wants Padrugoi to be fin-
i shed, everyone wants soneone else to work up there,
and everyone thinks peopl e who vol unteer for anything
are crazy."

The next day, Dave Lehardt and Rhyssa Owen t ook

Per sonnel Manager Per Duoni to the npst prestigious
exercise conplex in Jerhattan, a facility that occupied
me first nine floors of a Residential ziggurat near Cen-
tral Park. The | argest gymmasi umwas set up with three
sets of stress-nonitoring paraphernalia and technicians,
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t hree pyram ds of standard-size packages, a forldift, a
bevy of inpartial observers, and the Conpl ex director
Menasherat ibn Malik, who had been a multiple Aym

pic gold nedalist for four tines running.

Per Duomi was suitably inpressed by ibn Malik. So

was Rhyssa, for the man exuded physical vitality and
conpetence. He al so had no nore Tal ent than Dave
Lehardt, who appeared well acquainted with him Dave
stood by, a slight snile on his face, while ibn Mlik
accepted Per Duom's honage and conversed am ably

wi th him

"Now, Manager Duomi," the Conplex director said,
gesturing to the three nen who entered fromthe side.
Stripped down to their shorts, they were all festooned
with wires, which were in turn hooked up to the na-
chines. "Let me introduce you to Pavel Korl, bronze
nmedal i st in heavywei ght boxing; Chas Huntley, a fork-
lift operator with International Canning; and Ri ck Hob-
son, me kinetic."

Rhyssa was al nost as bemused as Per Duom as ibn
Mal i k made the introductions. Korl and Huntley were
big men, towering over Duom and certainly naking
Ri ck Hobson, who was average in height and build,

| ook insignificant.

"Now, if you would care to check the novables in



each pile. Manager Duomi, to assure yourself that they
are equal in weight "

Duomi conplied, and it was clear that he had to
struggle to lift any of them

"Then once our guinea pigs' wres are doubl e-

checked, we can start the test--which is rather sinple.

By nuscle, by machine, and by m nd, our subjects will
transfer their piles across the floor. The energy |evels
required, the stress factors, and calories consuned w |
be di splayed on the nonitors. Now, " ibn Mlik said,

nmoving to the big screen set in the wall for use at sport-
i ng events, "on Padrugoi, three nen will be doing ex-
actly the sane in Q hangar." He spoke into his collar

m ke. "If you're ready up at Padrugoi ?" The big screen
it up with a scene not dissimlar to the one around
them except that all the men wore space suits. "In

space, our hand shifter is Jesus Manrique, the lifter is
operated by G nny Stanley, and the kinetic is Kevin
dark. Are you all ready? On your marks--" The gold
nmedal i st raised his arm "Get set--go!" H s arm cane
down, and the activity on the gymfloor and in Q hangar
commenced. ' 'This test will last an hour,'' he inforned
Per Duomi, gesturing for the observers to take seats to
one si de.

After the first few m nutes, Per Duom stopped

wat ching the burly figure of Korl manhandling the
packages down the floor, or Huntley zipping back and
forth on the |l oader. He kept his eyes either on R ck
who had seated hinself at a table and, with no visible
effort, kept a steady stream of packages flow ng, or on
the platformkinetic, who was doing his work while

| eani ng agai nst a stanchion. Cccasionally Duom flicked
a look at the nonitors chattering out their hard copy.

Both Tal ents worked their way through their piles in

half the time it took the others. The instrunentation
proved that they had expended hal f again as much en-

ergy and used up twi ce as nmany cal ori es.

When the test had been conpl eted, Dave Lehardt
stripped the hard-copy sheets fromall six printers.
Neatly folding them he handed the sheaf to Per Duom,
who took it without a word. The test subjects were al
t hanked and left the gym Rick Hobson throw ng Rhyssa
an i npudent wink as he wal ked by.

"You will, of course, wish to analyze the results of
this test with your own notion experts. Manager
Duom ," Dave Lehardt said, "but I'msure you rec-

ogni zed the fact that wei ghtl essness grants no bonuses
to the kinetic. As to the noise factor " The publici st
took a conpact recorder fromhis hip pocket and

thunbed it on.

At the babel and squeaks and netallic groans. Per



60 PEGASUS I N FLI GAT

Duom covered his ears in defense and stared in shock
at Rhyssa.

"That is what a sensitive 'hears' on the station,"”

Dave said, raising his voice and inserting his words in
between the worst of the noise. It was a fair selection
representing the streanms of consci ousness of eighty
mentalities: resentnents, conplaints, shouts, pains, an-
gers, and nyriad nmetallic noises that sone of the Ki-
netics endured. "Wth ten thousand people living up
there already, the mental noise is never-ending. So al
that garbage is a constant secondary drain on their
nerves, reducing their efficiency if they have no respite
fromit in shielded quarters.”

Havi ng set the decibel rate herself, Rhyssa knew that
covering his ears gave Duom frail protection, but she
did not reduce the volune until Dave had finished his
little speech.

"I see that you hadn't realized just what we neant

by noise," she said finally. "But the cost of shielding
personnel quarters for the kinetics is going to be |ess
than the cost of materiel |ost or danaged due to tired
m nds. "

"You have nmade your points," Per Duom said with
a grimexpression. "I shall present themto Ludmlla
Bar chenka. "

"Present them and insure their inplenmentation, Per
Duonmi, and you will have the kinetic assistance you
require. Ch, and one other ninor point," she added,
smling to take the sting out. "Barchenka is to relay al
orders to the kinetics through the regul ar channels. W
wi Il have no nore of her rousting Talents out of their
quarters at inappropriate hours and insisting on 'extra
duty' because her schedule is two mnutes out of |inel
Have | made mysel f clear on that point?

He nodded, his expression sol em.

Rhyssa hoped he coul d convi nce Barchenka.

CHAPTER 6

A No, please V Peter Reidinger cried as the el ec-
trician was about to disconnect the tri-d in the ward.
H s cry was echoed by the other children

#1# <

"Look, kids, there's sone kind of freaky drain on

the hospital's power supply, and we've finally traced it
to this ward. | gotta fix it, or some of your support



systems will go down when they shouldn't,"” the el ec-
trician said with a hint of exasperation in his tone.

"No, wait, please," Peter said. "The program s al
about the space platformand the Talents."

"Huh?" The electrician took a better | ook at the
noni t or.

"It"ll only be a few m nutes! Just the newscast!"
Pet er pl eaded.

"Wal, | guess-"

"Shhhh," Peter interrupted, straining to hear the
commentator. Not that he really needed the voice-over
to identify the scene as the estate of the |ate George
Henner, one of the earliest supporters of the parapsy-
chics. As the camera panned across the trees and | awns,
the boy was startled by the place's eerie famliarity.
This was the place he had sought--a place of tranqui
greenery and huge old trees and vi ne-covered buil di ngs.
The place that had scared hi maway. And now he knew
why. They woul d not want to have their precinct in-
vaded. They needed their privacy to do all the wonder-
ful things they did. Like help to finish the last three
61
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spokes of the Padrugoi Platformso that mankind coul d,
at last, reach for the stars.

"It's not only the Tal ented who are making a sacri -
fice," the cormentator went on, still standing in that
mar vel ous oasis, "for Industry and Conmmerce have
granted | eave of absence to their Tal ented enpl oyees to
assist with this final push out to space. Pl atform Man-
ager Ludmi |l a Barchenka announces that the nobst am
bitious world project yet undertaken will be conpleted
on schedule. And now to other news in the Jerhattan
district ..."
"Ckay, mster," Peter said, relaxing against his
frame. "That's what we wanted to see.”

"You're not |ooking for a career in space, are you?"
the electrician asked, half-teasing. He was always a lit-
tl e nervous around kids who were so badly injured.

Peter cocked his head at him "Wy not? Wth no
gravity, | wouldn't be stuck in this franme, and a push
of my toe or my little finger--" He waggled the two
extremeties, which were, after nonths of therapy, al

he could nove. "--1 could fl oat about."

"Yeah, | guess you could. Now, nurse, can | start
with this frame?" the el ectrician asked, gesturing to the



mul ti pl e-taski ng device that gave Peter what indepen-
dence he had in his condition

"Yes, it's time for Peter's body-brace session any-
way," Sue Ronmero said. "C non, Peter.'

"Aw, do | have to? Couldn't | watch what he
does?"

"No, the monment for positive thinking has cone.
Let me see that |inbic-systemsnile on your face."

Peter hated the body brace and the nmorning's 'tor-
ture session,' as he mentally categorized the therapy.
He felt heavy in the frane, his body nore lifeless
than ever. "But see, | can nove ny big toe and ny
little finger. Please ..."

"Hey, what the--?" the electrician exclained.

The di agnostic reader he had just hooked up had un-
expectedly registered a blip.

Whil e Peter ganely concentrated on his body-brace
drills, the electrician checked out the bed s wring,
but except for that one brief blip, he could find no
short, no dysfunction in any of the circuitry. By the
ti me an exhausted Peter was back in his bed, the

el ectrician had done a thorough test of all the spe-
cialized treatnment electronics in the ward. Baffled by
the continual surges on the ward's circuits, the man
left a small nonitor attached to the one piece of

equi prent that had registered an abnormality, slight
t hough it had been, and left.

Peter knew by her face that Sue Romero was dis-
appointed in him He did try to make his body re-
menber how to nove. The frame sent electrica

i mpul ses into his atrophied nmuscles, the theory being
that the little jolts would restinulate neural and nus-
cular activity. He hated that intrusion into his body
even nore than he hated being paral yzed.

"Peter, if you would only stop resisting the nech-
anism" Sue said reproachfully. "If you would only

go with it, instead of denying the help it could give
you. You could, you know, even get to the platform
Your school work was excellent--there'd be no prob-
lemwi th the educational end . . ," She trailed off,
fighting her own dispiritedness. Sometines with the
very badly damaged children, she felt she was
poundi ng at the well-known i movabl e obj ect--gen-
erally, as in Peter's case, the child itself.

The boy was exhausted, eyes closed, arms and | egs
spraw ed just as he had been rolled out of the body
brace. Sue Ronero could not afford to pity him-it
was unprof essional and hel ped neither of themin his
rehabilitation--but she did. As she turned away, she
t hought he was sl eeping. She woul d have been



amazed to leamthat he was review ng that vision of
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the Center, with its trees and lawns and . . . Rhyssa
Onen.

That ni ght, Rhyssa was wakeful, going over and over

that tel ecast. She had felt good about it during filn ng.
Dave Lehardt had done his job well. They would, of

course, have to wait until opinions had been sanpled, but
Rhyssa felt that Barchenka was coning out a poor second

at the nonent, despite her apparent triunmph at the cow
ardly capitulation of the effete Talents. Rhyssa fretted that
she had somehow weakened the consolidated strength of

Tal ents and wondered how she could rectify what was

still, in the mnds of npbst Tal ented, an untenable position
wi t h Barchenka getting her way.

She felt then the gossaner touch--envious, yearning,
wi stful, and so terribly sad that a sob cl ogged her throat.

VWit, little friend,. she murmured in the softest of
t ones.

Say what? Wth the voice came m xed inpressions

of stardenment, sense of apol ogy-denial -rejection, and
an astringent snell. And then the touch--tinorous and
rel uct ant - -was gone.

Rhyssa tried to follow, her touch feather soft, but the
retreat had been too swift, like a flicker of shadow
across the noonlight outside her wi ndow. She nade a
qui ck note of the tine: 3:43. Then she lay there savor-
ing that touch, examning it, letting her perception an-
alyze it.

Such swi ftness suggested a young mnd--no old

t houghts or experiences to slow the instantaneity of ac-
tion. A boy on a prank ... A boy? Doing an out-of -

body nmaneuver? A boy in a hospital--yes, a hospita
woul d account for the astringent odor--his novenent
constrained so that only his nmind could travel ?

That fit the pieces together so perfectly that Rhyssa
got out of bed and paced over to the consol e.

"Bud, | want a call out to all hospital Talents," she
said, unable to keep the el ation out of her voice.
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"The peeper caught you agai n?"
"That's right. An adol escent boy, quite likely crip-

pl ed or paralyzed. | want to see who was awake on the
wards at three-forty-three this norning."



"The last thing you need tonight is some pinple-
faced nerd rousing you."

"On the contrary. Bud, | think that's exactly what
did need. A youngster able to go out of body? He's got
to have fantastic potential."

"For what ?" Budworth wanted to know.

"That," Rhyssa said with a surge of hope, "is what
we'll have to find out."

As she clinbed back into bed, she had a lot to think
about before she coul d conmpose herself for sleep. How
long had it been since a new Talent that strong had been
identified? And what sort of a Talent was it? Even strong
tel epathy did not | eave an inage, however transparent.

A new type of kinesis? Very few kinetics could nove

t hensel ves! | nani mate objects, yes, but aninmate ones,

no. Mbst out-of -body experiences were the results of
traumas and useless in a conmercial sense--and theo-
rists still argued over whether the out-of-body phenom
enon was a kinetic manifestation or a strong tel epathic
pr oj ecti on.

Just remenber, she told herself that it was the com
nmerci al applications of Talents that provided us with

| egal immunities, good jobs, and special status for the
past four score years . . . and let us get marvel ously
conpl acent. Maybe it wasn't really "noise" that even

ki netics heard in space but sone other formof inter-
stellar communication, a nultilingual garble that they
wer e picking up. Open your mnd up, gal. Look around
you. Look at Dave Lehaidt. He has to be Tal ented,

even if it won't register on a Goosegg graph

Why, Rhyssa Omen, she asked hersel f, does Dave
Lehardt have to be Tal ented?

And that was the quandary she fussed over as she
finally slipped into an uneasy sl eep
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"I discovered sonme interesting new facets of enploy-
ment on the platform" Dave Lehardt told Rhyssa in
her office two days later. "Came out in further talks
with nmy platformcontact, Sanjan, and a few judicious
inquiries." He gave her a hunorless grin. "The casu-
alties.”

"Yes, the total is horrific." Rhyssa shuddered. "But
wor ki ng in space there were bound to be sone.™

"Sonme?" Dave raised his eyebrows. "Sone, yes,
but when | checked with Johnny Greene in Altenbach's
office, we found several different sets of figures on the



casualty rate."

Rhyssa strai ghtened. When Dave had arrived unex-
pectedly, she had been busy reshuffling the rotas of the
Center's kinetics, steeling herself to endure their un-
der st andabl e reproaches and argunents. Any interrup-
tion was wel cone.

"Then | got JG and Sanj an together, and they both

did a bit of research," he went on, "and, using their
security clearances, they cane up with what we think
are the real statistics." H's expression was bl eak, and
there was a stillness about his body that forewarned her
"You know how the unenpl oyed are terrified to be
conscripted to Padrugoi ? They may not be Tal ented, but
they' ve got an instinct about baaaaaad situations. They
have good reason not to want to get conscripted. She

| oses grunts at a frightening rate, far beyond the all ow
abl e. The maj or reason is because Barchenka's so

bl oody- mi nded about keeping her Sacred Schedul es, she
won't interrupt a shift to retrieve drifters!™

To be sure she understood his meaning, Rhyssa un-
consciously tried to read his mnd. It was |ike stubbing
her toe on a stair raiser, and she blinked. "Run that
past ne again, please, Dave," she asked, struggling

with confusion at her inability to read himthe way she
was used to readi ng nost of her friends.

"Surely you' ve seen the pronotional footage," he

said, "with the grunts suited up and pushing gi - nonnous
sections of a spoke with the tips of their fingers or a
spare foot?"

"Yes ...

"I'n the real working situation, not that nockup they

did for recruitnent, a worker'll push too hard, and with
every action causing a reaction in space, the poor sod
goes spinning off into the dark deeps."

"Yes ...

"Wel |, Barchenka doesn't stop work to rescue them

Oh, no, anyone that stupid has to wait until the shift is
over before his buddies are allowed to go after him

That is, if a skiff is available, and if the bod' s been
tracked. "

Appal l ed at the vivid scene his words evoked, Rhyssa
stared at him "lIs this public know edge?"

He gave her a cynical |ook. "Wy do you think the

grunts never take surface leave? It's not the fact that
they're paid so little that they can't afford surface | eave,
or that there's no avail abl e space on shuttles for nere
grunts, or that they're unlikely to have any famly to
visit on Earth. It's that they're plain not allowed back
down to tell anyone what's happening. The grunts are



al so segregated so that even the observant anong the
nore elite enpl oyees don't know exactly what's going

on. It took both JG and Sanj an and sone | ong program

anal yses to piece fact out of the publicly available fic-
tions."

"But all the recruitnment films show safety |ines

and ..." Part of Rhyssa crowed with delight at discov-

ering Barchenka resorting to very questionable tactics,
whi | e another part bal ked at the enormity of the crine.
' "That's pronmo footage, ny dear director. The theory

is great. In practice, Barchenka dispensed with safety
lines--they kept getting tangled in equi pment, slow ng
down her precious work schedule. So safety lines are a
space mnyth.

"And Barchenka has such saving ways." Dave Le-
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hardt perched his |lean frame on the edge of her desk

"For instance, we discovered by an analysis of records
that a suited grunt is given only enough air in his tanks
for that shift and maybe a sniff or two left over. Onh,
there's plenty of safety regs for the engi neers and su-
pervisors and skill ed technicians--but not the grunts.
She doesn't care what happens to them There' re plenty
nore where they came from™

Rhyssa was outraged. "You just validated ny in-
stincts about that worman. Law be dammed, | won't ask
nmy kinetics to face such risks!™"

Dave gave a snort. "They're far too valuable to be

ri sked. There'd be too much of a stink kicked up if a
drifting Talent wasn't retrieved right then. Overworked,
yes. Sanjan confirmed the notion that eight-hour shifts
are another platformfallacy.

"On top of that conspi cuous savi ngs of consumabl es,
| uncovered several other little anomalies: grunt suits
have |imted-range corn units. They can't be heard
shrieking for help! Mght disturb their fell ow workers."

Rhyssa stared at hi m aghast.

"There's also a high incidence of agoraphobia anong
the grunts and genui ne space cafard. But ailing grunts
are never transferred down. They just di sappear! Acci-
dental death! Never suicide! Al ways accidental. After
all," he said, taking on a nmock Russian accent, "ev-
eryone knows how dangerous it is to ignore safety



war ni ngs and procedures. And then there appears to be

a neat little system which causes unexpected casualties
during the routine drills they so conspicuously hold from
time to time on Padrugoi." Dave paused agai n.

"Checki ng through nedical records, it becones appar-

ent that the unfortunate victins of those drill 'accidents'
are always either the injured or the headcases."

"Ch, my CGod, Dave!" Rhyssa propelled herself from
her chair to pace agitatedly up and down the tower
room "Why haven't any of the precogs caught this?"

"According to ,your brief summary on Talents' ca-

pabilities, precogs usually latch onto |arge numnbers,
Rhyssa. There are never enough--"

"Nurerics is no excuse!" Rhyssa was surprised by

a vehenmence that answered the despair in his voice. She
wondered if his mind, too, was filled with facel ess
forms, twisting and turning in space, drifting farther
and farther fromthe network of lights that was the oasis
of air and warnmth in the blackness, and a viol ent shud-
der seized her.

A warm hand cupped her shoul der. "Easy! Tal ent
spreads itself thin enough as it is. You're not God, or
gods, to mark each sparrow s fall."

She blinked and | ooked up at him Though his nind

was as closed to her as ever, the synpathy and under-
standing in his warm bl ue eyes was obvi ous. She woul d

not tell himthat Talents generally disliked tactile con-
tact--surprisingly enough, she had discovered that she

i ked hi mtouchi ng her

"Armed with this information, however, you can

spread Barchenka over a barrel." H s voice was soft
and teasing. "If you see what | nean. O, nmaybe you
Talents are too sinmon-pure to | ower yourselves to out-
right blackmail."

"Not when the lives and safety of ny Talents are at

risk, I'mnot," Rhyssa declared stoutly. "Not to nen-

tion those poor sods who' ve not even been given half a
chance to survive. I'Il insist on short shifts and shields,
and we'll increase that ante to safety lines for everyone
wor ki ng on the platformand the depl oynent of rescue
skin's. Or do skiffs have linmted power and air on them
too, so as to save costs?"

He crossed his arns on his chest, grinning at her

"Your Talents wouldn't be at risk anyway, unless |'ve

m sunder stood their capabilities. There's no way Bar-
chenka can pull the same tricks on themthat she does
with the poor grunts. And unl ess your response i S unique
anong your ilk, | can't see your fol k standing by for
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some of her tricks, once they know what to | ook for
Sone of the kinetics are telepaths, aren't they?"

"Quite a few. " Rhyssa gave a sardonic chuckle. "A
fact we haven't actually nentioned to Barchenka, whose
understanding of Talent is severely linted."

Dave |l et out a bark of l|augh. "Not the whole truth

nor even half the truth, huh? Good girl, Rhyssa!" He

pl ayful ly knuckl ed her chin. "Is distance a probl en?

O the vacuum of space?" Wien Rhyssa shook her

head, he went on. "Well, you guys could sure be pop-
ular with the grunts because yo""--he waggled his fin-
ger at her--"could be their insurance. A Talent could
haul back a drifter, couldn't he? Wthout asking for
perm ssion during his shift, or waiting for a skiff?" He

gave her a broad snmile. "That'll help a | ot of ways.
Damed good PR, too. The best, because it proves that
the Talents will help the ordinary grunt where Bar-

chenka just sinmply hasn't!"

Rhyssa suddenly turned away, not wanting Dave to
see her expression. Sascha? she called. |'ve just found
the perfect job for Madlyn! Tell you later

| can read your evil mnd, Sascha said, and she's not
even on the list for the platform

She is, as of right now, Rhyssa replied. How often

have you said that Madlyn could be heard at the space
platforn? W'll just put it to the test! She snoothed her
expression and | ooked up at Dave Lehardt, who was

eyei ng her keenly.

"Who were you talking to just then? And don't hold
out on ne. I'magetting used to your ways, woman!"
H's voice rippled with an odd enotion, and the gl eam
in his eyes intensified.

Rhyssa's grin was half enbarrassment at his scrutiny
and half delight with her inspiration. "W' ve got a tele-

path with an extraordinarily |loud voice. W'll send her
up in an adnministrative capacity. Put her on a radar
scope, and she'll locate and reassure any drifters for the

nearest kinetic t&haul back to safety.”

"Lady, you don't realize what a difference that could
make to norale up at the platform" Dave's grin was

so infectious that Rhyssa had to grin back. "Not only

i s Barchenka unaware that she's her own worst eneny,
but her ignorance about Talent in general will prevent
her fromrealizing that she's just hired a battalion of
under cover agents."



"That's the beauty part!" Rhyssa said, grinning nore
broadly. "Does Duom ? O Prince Phani bal ?"

Dave Lehardt considered briefly. "Prince Phani ba

m ght, but he's not on the platformas nmuch | ately-

some crisis in Malaysia that occupies a ot of his tine.
Besides, | read himas being just ornery enough not to
tell her something as crucial at this time for the sheer
pl easure of watching her squirm Now what's this
energency cl ause Lance Baden wants added to the con-
tracts?"

"In case of a major energency, we nust be able to

bring Tal ents back down. You renenber the floods | ast
nmonsoon on the Indian continent and that major shake

in Azerbaijan? W knew about each of themten days
before, so we were able to nuster help and reduce the

ef fect of the catastrophe. Sending her a hundred and
forty-four kinetics has w ped out our disaster-squad or-
gani zation. W want a twenty-four-hour clause--to

bring key personnel back to Earth in time to cope here.'

"Can't you teleport 'em down?"

Rhyssa | aughed. "No, nore's the pity. Qur Talents

are finite, definite, and nowhere near such a fantasy
application as instantaneous transnissions. That takes
nore power than a human brain can generate."

"I thought the Mral Code on legitimte bio-
engi neering permtted--"

"Hold it right there, Dave." Rhyssa held up a
war di ng hand. "Read the Code: congenital defects,
yes--mani pul ati ons, no. And | doubt any genetic en-
gi neer would nonkey with the brain yet--even a
nmonkey's brain."
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"I'f you can find one. Though don't you think it's
likely that someone has been doing illicit experinmenta-
tion, the world being what it is these days?"

"That's cyni cal of you, Dave."

"Sometines- saying no is registering a challenge,”
he replied with a shrug. "I wouldn't nile out the pos-
sibility."

"Meanwhil e," Rhyssa said, bringing the discussion
firmy back to relevant matters, "I'd very nmuch like to
see a full report on what JG and Sanj an have been

di scoveri ng about platform personnel problens."

Dave grinned, taking three diskettes froma breast



pocket. "I thought you might. Gves you a stronger
bar gai ni ng position for shields, short shift--"
"Safety lines and skiffs," Rhyssa finished, taking the

di skettes but letting her fingers linger on his a little |on-
ger than the transactions required. "I thank you, sir."

What on earth was happening to her in Dave Lehant's
presence? She felt as giddy as--as Madlyn could be in
Sascha' s conpany.

When Per Duoni, Prince Phani bal Shimaz, and two

other mnor officials, one of themthe accomodati ons
officer, arrived to settle the mnor details, Dave Lehardt
had anot her presentation that altered the proceedi ngs.
Rhyssa, sitting with Max Perigeaux, Gordie Havers,

and Lance Baden, found the nmeeting emnently satis-

fying.

Showi ng the accurate fatality statistics--figures that
bl eached all color fromthe faces of Duoni and the
prince--Dave Lehardt tal ked know edgeably of some of
the "mnor" problenms that the Talents would be will -
ing to undertake, such as the retrieval of any suited
wor kers experiencing "mal function of suit jets," and
tel epathic contact "with those using short-range corn
units,"” plus nonitoring systens; they would also in-
clude anong the Talents two with broad diagnostic ca-
pabilities. Dave pointed out that the savings on skiff
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fuel and man-hours required for retrieval would nore
than compensate for the cost of shielding required in
Tal ent acconmodat i ons.

Nor was there any discussion about the emergency
cl ause. Lance Baden announced that he was to be Tal -
ent liaison with the engineering staff and that was that.

And what were they saying about cowardly capitu-
| ati ons? Lance conment ed.

Rhyssa was so weary from accumnul ated stresses t hat

she experienced no elation at having forced every single
concession out of the Padrugoi officials. She wanted
not hi ng nore than a qui et supper and sone nenta

peace. Per Duom had a natural shield, but the other
project representatives at the nmeeting had not, and when
their initial euphoria at coercing Talents onto the work
force was burst by hard facts and figures and conpro-

m ses, their enotional responses of anger, horror, and
enbarrassnment had been hard to deflect.

Sascha: |'ve cleared everyone out of the first floor
Rel ax!

Rhyssa: Ch, you are a pet!

Sascha: Lot of good it does me! But she knew he was
only teasing.



Rhyssa entered the Henner house, appreciative of the
deep silence in the elegantly appointed roonms. Very lit-
tle had been altered fromthe days of Ceorge Henner,

t he parapsychics' first benefactor: all had been |ovingly
preserved in his nmenory. The subterranean offices, the
annexes, and her tower were nodem w th state-of-the-
art technol ogy, but the main reception roons were re-

m nders of nore leisurely tinmes. The kitchen, where
nodem appoi nt nents were hi dden behi nd ol d-fashi oned
cupboards, exuded an aura of confort--it was spacious,
with an archaic but working fireplace, a huge table, and
confortable chairs. The dining portion faced onto the
gardens at the rear of the main house, bright with

bl oons and bushes.
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Sone thoughtful kinetic had activated the kettle. She
made herself a cup of tea, found sandw ches in the
crisper, and kicking off her shoes, curled up in one of
the wi ng chairs.

There was sonet hing amazingly restorative about

| ooki ng out onto the garden, watching the flowers nove
in the light breeze. She set her mind adrift, savoring
the quiet, despite the deep-seated naggi ng presentinment.

"I"'mnot a precog," she told herself and sipped her
tea. "What | amfeeling is just reaction to the last few
hectic days. A quite natural depression."

Then she felt ne touch, once again colored with w st-
ful ness and a deep sadness that pierced her to the heart,
maki ng her own mal ai se seeminsignificant.

She dared not reach out for fear of startling the boy.
Boy he was, and despairing. Had her transitory unease
triggered a response fromhimmdday? O was it his

need seeki ng consol ati on? What could so desolate a

young person? One coul d endure detached m sery-

tragedy happening at a distance to people one had never
nmet--but to feel the palpitating msery of another person
was an i ntense experience.

Delicately she inpinged on the boy's mnd, hoping

to gain some clue to his whereabouts. He was dreading
somet hing, and the yearning for trees and | awn and
flowers and sonepl ace that was not hospital had precip-
itated the nebul ous contact. And her nmind, |ess con-
trolled than usual in its weariness, had attracted his.
Dr eadi ng what ? She inserted the question

The body brace!

Rhyssa had not expected an answer. She tried to keep
the Iightest of contacts, though, oddly enough, he felt
very close at that noment. Isn't it nmeant to hel p? she
asked cautiously.



It doesn't. It hurts. It's artificial, it's awful. It's a

cage. The bed is bad enough. | don't want to. |I--don't--
want - - t o!
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A wail fromthe depth of a forlorn and confortl ess
m nd reached her--then it was abruptly cut off.

"W got another one of those surges this afternoon--
usually we get 'emat night," the hospital's maintenance
man said as he held up the printout to the consultant en-
gi neer whom t he concerned hospital adm nistration had
finally called in.

The engi neer peered at the peak, a sudden sharp devi-
ation lasting seventy-two seconds. He asked for the other
anomal i es and was presented with further exanples.

"Shoul dn't be any drain on the systens at three-forty-
three, three-oh-three, three-fifty-two, or three-thirteen
You' ve checked all the equi prent ?"

"I put neters on several floors. Got a blip on PedOth
Ward Twel ve when | was installing it. So | took every-
thing apart on that ward and there wasn't nothing nal -
functioning. Craziest thing I've ever seen. And you
know how Adnmi n is when you got outages and anom

alies with all themlife-support systemnms hooked up
Funny t hough, nothing in the |ICUs."

"Ckay, screen nme your schematics for all the equip-
ment on PedOrth and see what's being used there." The
engi neer sighed heavily--he could see it was going to
be one of those days.

A stir around the beds in the circular ward alerted

Pet er Rei di nger, and he blinked away the screen that

bl ocked his view A very old |lady stood in the doorway,
Mz Alien hovering with her "you' d-better-behave"

| ook on her face as she gl anced around the ward to be
sure everything was in order for the visitor

Instantly Peter's attention was riveted on the | ady.
She was different. That becanme nore apparent to him
as Mz Alien began to introduce her to the kids in the
ward. Cecily even snmled and answered the |ady. Cec-
ily was a spina bifida case who "ought" to have been
corrected in utero but had not been. Gsteonyelitis had
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caused her to have one | eg anputated, and her recovery
fromthat operation was very slow. She rarely opened

up to other people--and particularly not to strangers--
so her response to the old lady was a mnor mracle.

Peter was in a sweat of anticipation by the tine the |ady
reached him

"This is Peter Reidinger, Ms. Horvath." The way
Mz Alien cocked her right eyebrow told Peter that he



had better behave hinsel f.

Ms. Horvath just smiled dowmn at him her eyes tw n-
kling, and they were not at all old, or rheumny, or hard.
He wondered she let herself | ook so old.

| prom sed ny husband that | would grow old grace-
fully, she startled himby saying. That way | woul dn't
surprise people so much when | don't act mny age.

Pet er goggl ed at her. She had not noved her |ips--
and yet he had heard her voice clearly in his mind

"Pet er Mz Alien pronpted him
"Pl eased ta neetcha!" Peter managed to get out. Mz
Alien cleared her throat wam ngly.

"Thank you, Ms. Alien, I'll just chat a bit with
Peter," Dorotea Horvath said, pulling a chair to Peter's
bedsi de and dismissing Mz Alien in a manner that
astounded the boy. Mz Alien doesn't really believe in
tel epathy and Talents. And we just haven't had the
chance to go around the pediatric wards lately. So we

m ssed you.

"M ssed nme?"

Dorotea sniled again, a snile that was magi cal be-
cause it seened to envelop Peter with warnth and car -
ing. The hard knot of self-pity and resentnment that had
been building up at the thought of another body-brace
sessi on di spersed.

"That is, until you started visiting Rhyssa."
"Rhyssa?"

Into his nmind came a new touch. |I'm Rhyssa. | sent
Dorotea to you because you run away from me. Doro-
tea says you can't run away from her right now, Peter
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Rei di nger. Pl ease come live with us where | know you
long to be.

"Now t hat you've had an official invitation, will you
accept ?" Dorotea asked, brinmm ng over with anuse-
ment at his stunned reaction

"But | can't. I'mcrippled. I can't go anywhere ..

Ahahahaha! Dorotea chided him still smling. A boy
who can go out of body on tours of Jernattan at three
in the nmorning is no cripple!

"But | can't use the body brace!" Peter was horrified
to hear himself blubbering and to feel tears streaning
down his face. He had not cried in nonths.



Crying's a natural release for enotional pressures,
Dorotea said as she blotted his cheeks matter-of-factly.
Al that manly repression has al so been bl ocking Tal -

ent. | do believe that the brace also posed an inhibition
| think it short-circuited natural ability. We'll sort it
out. Cytbat |I'm positive.

And suddenly Peter had no doubt at all

"First, of course, we have to get your parents' per-
m ssion." Dorotea was always practical. "Do you think
they' Il m nd?"

"M nd?" Peter nearly shouted. He knew that the

hospital fees, even with the huge conpensation the city
was forced to pay since he had been injured on city-
owned property, had been a terrible financial drain on
his parents. H's nother cane to see himregularly, but
his father's visits grew fewer and shorter. H s nother
al ways had sone pl ausi bl e expl anation for Dad's ab-
sence, but Peter had not been fool ed.

Suddenly Dorotea's eyes w dened in pleased surprise.
"I don't think you'll need nmuch training after all," she
said, pointing at him

"What ?" And at that nonment Peter realized that he
was hovering above his bed--and that an al armjust be-
neath it had gone off.
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Rhyssa! Dorotea's nmental shout was a very wel cone
di versi on for Rhyssa.

The Eastern director had not been able to nake that

first contact for several reasons, the forenpost one being
the Padrugoi priority. The other reason was that Dor-
otea was still the nost accurate Talent diviner in the
entire world, with the deftest touch to allay fear and
suspi ci on.

Rhyssa, Peter Reidinger reeks of Talent. | can't

i magi ne why the resident didn't tunble to it a long tine
ago, despite the fact that Peter's been suppressing his
natural feelings to be considered a brave boy. Being in
a hospital situation, he 'd have to blank out all periph-
eral static or get wound up in everyone else's pain.
Though he's not your garden-variety kinetic or tele-
path. In fact, |I've never touched anyone quite like him
One thing's sure, he no nore needed a body brace than
you need a vi deophone.

Can you expedite his rel ease to us? Rhyssa asked.

In ny best granny node! | don't anticipate any trou-
ble with the fam |ly--they' ve been struggling under the
nmedi cal costs. | gather the father has trouble visiting
his "crippled" son. They should regain sone perspec-



tive now that Peter'll be able to pay his own way.
How medi cal is he?

Dorotea gave a nental snort. Wth a little help from
his friends, he won't be medi cal past the gate of the
Center. Wioops! We've just been charged by an irate
el ectrician and a stupefied consultant, and--ny God!

Dor ot ea broke off contact, startling Rhyssa--Dorotea
usual |y had no troubl e doubl e-tal ki ng. Rhyssa waited
for the old woman to cone back and expl ain her abrupt

di sappearance. After three mnutes with no further word
fromher, Rhyssa reluctantly resumed her inmediate

t ask.

Wrried about Dorotea and the boy, it was difficult
for her to keep her mind on the reassignment of kinetic
Tal ents, but the-nmatter had to be cleared up as soon as
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possi bl e. The Eastern Center would be left with just ten
to do the work of thirty, along with five trai nees who
could be slotted into sonme of the | ess exacting hoi st
work. Airshuttle clients, passengers or conmmerci al

were just going to have to wait longer to collect their

| uggage; all construction firns would | ose kinetics, save
those on two nearly conpleted projects where kinesis

was the only way to safely install heavy equi pnent on

t he uppernost stories.

She and M kl os Horvath, Dorotea's grandson on the

West Coast, also had to arrange "fetch and cany”

teans, telepaths and ki netics who could work in tandem
and at |ong distance. But such skills were exhausting
and woul d have to be reserved for energencies.

Dave Lehardt had cone up with yet another valid
suggestion that mght not inprove relations with Bar-
chenka and Duomi but would certainly nake nore ef-
fective use of the four-hour shift of each Kkinetic.

"l | ooked at sone of the notion studies,” he had

told her, "and sone videos of an actual working day.
Sanj an nentioned that he spent a good portion of every
shift on Padrugoi doing nothing--waiting until materiel
was organi zed fromthe storage yard or bins, or while

t he engi neers sorted out mnor discrepancies. So | got
Sanj an and Bel a Rondomanski, who was Space Lab

designer, together with Lance Baden, who's a trained
engi neer. Bela said a |lot of the delays on Space Lab
were caused by a chronic disorganization in Supply.
Lance said that the problenms hadn'-t been conpletely

sol ved when he did two tours at Padrugoi, but one of
Barchenka's strengths is her organizational skills. Take
them one nore step forward, and, in a four-hour shift,

a kinetic can get everything in a spoke section |ined up
so that all the grunts need to do during the next twenty
hours of shift time is give a tiny shove and the el enents



will fall into place.

"OfF course, it'll nean a good deal of reorganization
in the stores and materiel already up at Padrugoi, and
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maybe sone shipment rearranging, lighting a fire under
the taidy suppliers, but the tine spent doing that wll
cut down on the man-hours upstairs.”

"Duom's returned to the station,"” Rhyssa said.

"We' || just borrow Hangar Q again for another handy
little denonstration. 1'll work out the details. Hey,
you' re | ooking mghty good today. New hairstyle? Sure
shows off your skunk streak." Her screen diffused on
anot her of his famous confidence-inspiring grins.

Skunk streak indeed, she thought, her fingers

snoothing it back. At |east he had noticed. Wth a sigh
she went back to her analyses, until she realized that
she had not heard another squeak from Dor ot ea.

Then, as abruptly as the contact had been broken
Dor ot ea returned.

Well, | said |'d cone back as soon as | could. It's

too soon to be sure what he does do, Rhyssa, but he
apparently taps into electrical sources. He's been
glitching the hospital circuits fit to drive the electrician
and a high-priced consultant barmy. And it al so ex-

pl ai ns why he couldn't cope with the body brace: the

i mpul ses which were fed directly into his synapses were
short-circuiting inherent abilities, so the poor |ad was
trying to cope with an overload. Sue Ronero is in bits

t hi nking of all she's been doing to Peter, and he's in a
state because he had no way of expl aining why the body
brace was all wong/or him . . and the head nurse, M z,
Alien, is one of those by-the-bookers and conpounded the
problem Oh, his famly are delighted, especially to know
that Peter will not be "handi capped”--but their heads

read "crippled, useless, financial drain. " It'll be stan-
dard contract until he's eighteen and fully trained. Here's
one kinetic Barchenka won't get her space gl oves on

When can you bring hi m honme?

We're on our way! Dorotea replied triunmphantly. Get
Roddy's roomin ny house ready. She shot Rhyssa a
mental glinpse of Space-Force posters on every wall
nodel s of space' shuttles, nmass passenger hotels,
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steal ths, space |abs, and generation ships descending
fromthe ceiling, and a bunk bed with desk space be-
low. Nothing could be nmore distant fromthe antiseptic
environnent he's been living in for nonths.



The physical neeting between Rhyssa Omen and Pe-

ter Reidinger was not quite an anticlimx. Dorotea had
warned her that Peter's nother and ol der sister were
acconpanying himin the heli-anb, excited but slightly
apprehensi ve at his new circunstances.

lisa Reidinger was a pl easant enough woman, terribly
concerned for and certainly extrenely proud of her Pe-
tey. She struggled with a | ess than congenial job in
order to help nmeet the nedical bills. The sixteen-year-
old sister, Katya, was what Dorotea called "pushy,"
trying to figure out how her brother's good fortune m ght
spill over on her and disgruntled that Peter had Tal ent
and she had none. Dorotea said that Katya resented Pe-
ter because the cost of his hospitalization had kept her
from having many of the things that she, the elder child,
ought to have been able to enjoy. Perfectly understand-
abl e reaction, Dorotea told Rhyssa as the wonen deftly
maneuvered Peter's guney into Dorotea's house and on

t hrough into Roddy's room

Both tel epaths could feel Peter's spirit lifting as he
saw t he unmedi cal furnishings and artifacts.

"But how Il you do all that has to be done/or him
all the tinme?" lisa Reidinger began in surprise.

"Ch, Peter'1l only need a little help in the beginning,
Ms. Reidinger," Dorotea said. Her nmental Alley oop
was the signal for Rick Hobson to "lift" Peter up into
the bunk bed. "Now, let's all clear out and | et him
settle hinmself in. And," Dorotea added as she shooed
everyone before her, "the heli-anb is waiting to take
you and your daughter home. Here's the vid numnber.

As you saw, Peter has a set in the room Call himany
time. Unlike the hospital, here you can see what ms-
chief he's getting into. Al right?"
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Dorotea's positive manner made refusal inpossible,
and soon the heli-anmb was thunking its way up out of
the Center's grounds.

Ri ck, hopk ne up a line fromthe 4.5-kpm generat or
in the garden shed and bring it right into the roomwth
Peter, Dorotea requested.

What is this all about? Rhyssa demanded.

/ told you, Dorotea said, then added al oud since they
were now al one, "he seenms to tap into the electrica
system and use that for power. Sone sort of a gestalt.
I want some of our engineer Talents to link with ne
when he's rested enough for us to do some testing. But
it'll have to be you and me for a while, Rhyssa. He's
had such a terrible tine."

Dorotea's eyes welled with tears, and automatically
Rhyssa gat hered the ol der woman into her arns, snoth-



ering her with love, affection, and admration
"I"'msorry, dear," Dorotea said with alittle sniff,
pul l'ing herself away. "You ve had a lot to cope with
now, and you don't need ne turning into a watering
pot, but--" She poured into Rhyssa's mind the junble
of pai n/ despondency/angui sh/guilt, the self-accusation
and the soul -destroying terror that Peter had been en-
duri ng.

Easing Dorotea to the couch, Rhyssa sat beside her,
shaken by that accounting despite years of dealing with
the bizarre nental states of emergent Tal ents.

"I think a spot of tea would go down well right

now, " Dorotea said, and Rhyssa gave a weak little

| augh at Dorotea's ever practical mnd. Peter? A cup of
tea? Lenon, mlk, sugar?

Yes, please, was Peter's answer, surprising Rhyssa.

You see? He needed only a little help to project his
t hought s instead of squashing them down. Dorotea's
face wore an exaggeratedly smug smile

They were all enjoying a cup of tea when Ri ck Hob-
son bounced in, festooned with an electrician's belt and
heavy-duty cable."'
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"I don't know what kind of an outlet or receptacle
you need, Dorotea," he said, w nking at her, nodding
to Rhyssa, and then waving a hand at Peter, who was
watching it all from his bunk

"Well, Peter, what do you think you need?" Dorotea
asked. "He'd just been sort of hooking in to the el ec-
troni c gadgets of the bed," she told Rick

Bot h wonmen caught Peter's hesitation and concern.

"Ch, well, it's as easy to sort the specifics out |ater
Rick said easily, catching Rhyssa's warning |ook. "At
any rate, the generator's right outside and powered up
Any tinme you need it, it's there." Wth a cheery wave
to all, he left.

"It's all a bit much, isn't it, Peter?" Rhyssa said
gently.

"I don't know what | did that rmakes you think |'m
any good at all," Peter said in a voice as pale as his
conpl exi on just then

"Dorotea thinks you used avail able el ectrical power

to assist those dawn visits you made to me," Rhyssa
told him She gave hima m schievous smile to reassure
him ' '"I'"mhonored that it was ny nind you linked wth
to bring you where you wanted to be."



"You are?" Peter turned his head away fromthe
drinking strawin his teacup so that he could | ook down
at Rhyssa.

"I don't get many nen invading ny bedroom | as-
sure you."

Subt |y Dorotea was supporting her, increasing for

Peter the sense that his intrusion had been clever and
original. Both wormen generated sublimnal thoughts

to bol ster his perception of hinmself, reversing the | ow
self-esteemthat was currently inhibiting any forward
progr ess.

"I didn't nmean to intrude."”

"You will soon understand that anobng tel epaths a

m dni ght knock on the door isn't considered an intru-
sion."
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"But all those lights ..

Rhyssa | et her thoughts echo the annoyance she had
felt at that proprietary supervision. "You didn't hear
me chewi ng them out for scaring you off, either.”

"Ooooh, Rhyssa was angry," Dorotea added.

"You were doi ng what many have tried and failed at
m serably,” Rhyssa went on.

"l was?"

"I't's what we call an out-of-body experience,"”
Rhyssa went on. "Very few people ever achieve that
degree of nental control."

"They don't?" Peter was w de-eyed in awe. "But
it's not hard."

Dor ot ea and Rhyssa exchanged anused gl ances.

"Not hi ng' s hard when you know exactly how to do
it, Peter," Rhyssa said, "and you've apparently mas-
tered the art. Dorotea and | are both hoping you can
teach us. | don't have nuch kinetic ability ..."

Sascha: And aren't you glad of that right now? He
sent an inmage of a space-suited Rhyssa whirling about
Padrugoi chased by a whi p-w el di ng Bar chenka.

Rhyssa: Don't you dare interfere, Bearman! This is
tricky enough as it is without you in nmy mnd! GCh, ny



God! And suddenly Rhyssa began to fathomthe poten-

tial of the boy. G ve young Peter Reidinger access to
sufficiently powerful electronic sources, and his kinetic
Tal ent m ght boggle the mind of the nost optimstic
theorist. Wiy, his Talent was as far from spoon bend-

i ng as nodem precognition was from priestly auguries

di vined fromox intestines!

There was an instant response from Sascha, Dorotea,
Sirikit, R ck, and Madlyn. Danp it down, Rhyssa. Have
a heart!

Dorotea: WU, you've all got the picture now, so
| eave us alone with the boy. W can't ness this one up

Rhyssa had to take a deep breath, hoping that the
sudden revel ati on she had been unable to keep from
other strong telepaths in the Center had not al so been

pi cked up by Peter Reidinger's still-emerging skill. He
was certainly not reacting.

Dorotea: / blocked him Rhyssa. Get ahold of your-
sel f.

"So, Peter," Rhyssa managed to go on, "if | could
get the hang of what you're doing with the generators,
it could be an extremely val uabl e added whamy. "

Dorotea: / couldn 't have put it nore discreetly ny-
sel f.

Rhyssa: Thanks.
"I don't know what |'m doing," Peter said sadly.

"It's the sort of thing you don't think about doing,
Peter. You just do it--because you want to, because
you need to. And Dorotea and | will help." Rhyssa
grinned at him "Communication is where tel epathy ex-
cels. The spoken word sonetimes isn't as clear as it
shoul d be: words can be mi sused, inappropriately as-
si gned muddy neani ngs. You're accustoned to a word
nmeani ng one thing; soneone else will think it neans
somet hing el se entirely and ni sunderstand what you j ust
sai d. Speaking mnd-to-mnd clears up a |lot of such
confusions. O have | just confused you nore?"

Peter began to smile suddenly. "Like how | couldn't
explain to Mz Romero just why | hated the body
brace. "

"That's a very apt exanple, Peter. You just didn't
have the words for the concept of that sort of interfer-
ence. "

"But how !l | nove without a brace?"

"By the power of your mind alone, which is exactly
what you did when you were goi ng out of body. Only



we'll teach you how to take your body al ong with you!
And manage nost of your daily care. You won't be
dependent on nurses or orderiies or anyone. In one sense
it was what Sue was trying to get you to do--make your

m nd notivate your body to renenber what it once

could do. Only you took it one step beyond that, and
neither of you knew you had latent kinetic ability. So,
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of course you couldn't do what she wanted. You were

a good jump ahead of her."

He was still skeptical. "I'mkinetic?"

"Do you know what the word neans?"

"Sure. But | didn't think I was."

Rhyssa rose. "Well, you are. So think about it."
Dorotea retrieved his cup. "You take a rest now,

dear. Then I'Il show you about the house so you'll know

where everything is when you want it.
CHAPTER 7

At Although Sascha usually handl ed training, the
affinity established between Peter and Rhyssa made it
sensible for her to guide his initiation

“I'"ll help as much as | can," Dorotea told Rhyssa,
a | ook of resigned di sappoi ntnent on her face, ' 'but |
am ei ghty-four, and I've slowed down a lot.'' Then she
smled with bright mschief. "OF course, |'ve al ways

i ked cooking for a nmale appetite. And he'll be able to
do nost things for hinself in short order. |I'msure of
it. I know a strong Talent when |I bunmp minds with

it."

So Rhyssa, Dorotea, and Sascha nmade a little cere-
nmony of adding Peter Reidinger's nane to the Registry
of Talents at the Eastern Center. Peter was still not
quite certain of his great good fortune. Ri ck Hobson
who was enpathic as well as kinetic, nonitored the

ki netic aspects; Don Usenik, the Center's versatile
nmedi c, kept a close check on the boy's physical con-
dition; and the boy resided in Dorotea's house.

"I can still handle the nmothering bits," the old
worman sai d staunchly, "especially since Rhyssa has
enough to administer.'

By the end of the first week, Peter was able to handle
all his intimte problens, a success of imeasurable
proportion for a sensitive boy. The norning he man-
aged to take a shower all by hinself was cel ebrated by



his mentors as the achievenment it was. The first tine
he had attenpted a shower, he had nearly scalded him
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self and then overcontroll ed and had to be rescued from
icy water by Dorotea.

It also took tinme, and finesse, to descend fromhis
bed without hitting the floor in a heap. O to keep
fromcolliding with furniture as he reeled around the
house. Gradually he achieved a delicate control of the
gestalt and managed to imtate wal king; only the re-
ally observant would notice that his feet never quite
touched the ground and that the bend of his knees
only approxi mted a nornmal wal k. He could not grasp

t hi ngs, but he arranged his hands in appropriate po-
sitions so that he appeared to be carrying objects.
Wth such acconplishnents, he was a different boy

al t oget her, and the change astoni shed his nother on
her next visit.

"There's never been any Talent in our famly, on
either side," she confided in Dorotea at one point. "I
just can't imagi ne where he got it from"

"Necessity, Ms. Reidinger," Dorotea said at her
nost grandnotherly. "The accident has forced himto
transfer notor functions to another part of his brain.
Even the best of us only utilize about two-fifths of our
brain potential."

lisa Reidinger did not really understand Dorotea's ex-
pl anati on, but she accepted it because Dorotea spoke
wi th such authority.

"The human body | earns to conpensate, Ms. Rei-

di nger," Dorotea went on soothingly. "Al Peter

needed was a chance to train in new ways. Which,

must say, he has done extraordinarily well. W' re very
pl eased with his progress.” She beaned placidly at her
guest .

"Yes, but what will he doT' lisa Reidinger asked
pl ai ntively.

"Why, Peter will do very well here at the Center
hel pi ng ot her youngsters--and adults, too--who have to
learn to compensate for drastic handi caps.” Sensing the
woman' s reservations on that score, Dorotea added
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"Ch, the work pays very well. He's on a training schol -

arship right now, of course, but his profession pays very
wel |l indeed. He's all set for a fine career at the Center



You' re going to be very proud of him"

Dor ot ea chose to ignore Dsa Reidinger's other dom

i nant thought: that if Peter was Tal ented, Katya mnust

be, too. The girl was being ever so difficult, wanting to
know why Peter got all the luck and she was stuck in a
bori ng school, doing boring studies while Peter was
getting everything his way just because he had gotten

[ ucky.

"Can he read mnds?" is what |isa Reidinger asked
out |oud. The idea nade her unconfortabl e.

"Peter has a very limted range," Dorotea replied

nmendaci ously, intimating regret. "He can hear very

strong thoughts, but his projections are short-range. Hi s
Talent lies in kinetics. Do you understand that word?"

"Yes, it nmeans people can push things about with-

out having to touch them Like the ones going up to
Padrugoi Station to help get it assenbled so we can
coloni ze the stars." The glib phrasing canme from Dave
Lehardt's clever publicity canpaign on the tri-d.

Then lisa asked nore tinorously, "Wuld Petey go

into space?" In her very audible public mnd, Iisa de-
cided that whatever the answer, she would not nention
that to Katya.

"Quite unlikely. The platformw Il be finished before
Peter's received all his necessary training." The very
t hought of Barchenka conscripting Peter Reidinger nade
Dor ot ea queasy. |isa Reidinger was disappoi nted, how
ever, suffering fromthe usual maternal syndrome of
wanting her son to be unique, which he was; fanous,

whi ch the Center would not wi sh on him and perhaps
rich, which Peter would al so be, in that, as a Tal ent,
he coul d purchase through the Center anything he really
desired. "He shows a truly unique Talent." Let that be
a sop to her pride

"Yes, but what exactly does Petey do?"
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"Well, you saw hi mwal k and serve us tea quite by
hinsel f. That is all acconplished by his kinetic Tal ent.
So you see, he is no | onger dependent on mechanica

or prosthetic devices to conduct normal activities. Wen
he's surer of his abilities, we'll add nore conplicated
tasks "

"He'll be able to hold down a job?"

lisa Reidinger really had not even grasped the ba-
sics, Dorotea thought, or conprehended the obvious
achi evenents. She had barely grasped the fact that Pe-
ter would no longer be a financial or an enotional
burden to his fanmly. She was just a nice woman who
had certainly been devoted to Peter during his conva-



| escence, but the strain had taken a toll on her, too.
Dorotea ventured to wax nore enthusiastic about Pe-
ter's potenti al

It suddenly occurred to Dorotea to wonder if the test-
ing routines, established by Daffyd op Oanen, needed to
be updated or made nore sensitive. Hospitals were usu-
ally well staffed with Talents of all descriptions. Wy
hadn't someone spotted Peter? She really ought to dis-
cuss that notion with Rhyssa--when the mess with Bar-
chenka was snoot hed out.

"I shouldn't think there'd be much young Peter can't
do if he sets his mnd toit.'

"Being a kinetic, you nean?"

"A rather special one, at that, since he's had to over-
cone severe physical limtations."

Still slightly puzzled by the fuss being made over her
Peter but inmensely relieved by his future prospects,
i sa Reidinger departed.

It never occurred to Dorotea that her remarks, neant
to allay a nother's natural concern, would have unex-
pected repercussions. Certainly she and Rhyssa were
beginning to realize the boy's inmense potential, but
even to coll eagues they had been discreet.

"It's a case of make speed slowy. Lance," Rhyssa
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told the Australian director, who seemed to spend nore
time on a spacehotol and in the Jerhattan area than ar-
ranging matters in Canberra for his | eave of absence on
Padrugoi . He had dropped in to see her on his way from
yet another |ong schem ng session with Dave Lehardt

and Sanj an.

"I"ve seen sone fair dinkuns, dealing with the Ab-
origines and the Maoris, Rhyssa," Lance replied in his
distinctive drawl as he slouched on a chair in her tower
office, "but this |ad takes the peach. If he's come on
this fast with only a li'l four-point-five kpm generat or
for himto play with, think what he could do with rea
power . "

"Al'l the nore reason to nmake speed slowy. Contro

is the nost vital part of his training." She projected an
i mge of Peter, head first, zipping around Jerhattan on

a whirlwind tour, with a tail of detritus, people, small
vehi cl es, and oddnents caught up in the wake of his
passage.

Lance grinned, his teeth very white against his per-
petual tan, his sea green eyes glittering. "Too right,
mate. | get the drift. But with a Talent like his and a
proper generator, we could bl eeding near shift drones



all the way to the nearest planet."

Think that in your nost private mnd. Lance, she told
himsharply. Don't let a whisper of it escape your
shi el d.

Lance propped his angul ar body upright, his expres-
sion conmpletely serious. | was funning!

Rhyssa nodded slowy, and he let out a | ong whistle.

Yeah, but just imagine the | ook on Barchenka 's face
if we could tell her that precious Padrugoi project had
just turned obsol ete.

"Not quite," Rhyssa said with a vindictive grin. She
had entertained a few very satisfying fantasies on that
very thene herself! "A facility like Padrugoi is re-
qui red for any number of valid reasons apart froma

j unpi ng-off point to the stars.™
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&w many know a&owf Petey 60y?

About his potential? Main staff know he's unusual .

was too excited when | realized the possibilities inher-
ent in his gestalt, but they only know | was excited
about the boy. There are just three of us--myself, Dor-
otea, and Sascha--who realize that the boy m ght be
unusual . | don't think Sascha 's had the chance to ap-
preciate the potential that Dorotea and | are just be-
ginning to grasp. Rick Hobson thinks the boy is

i nordinately quick, but we had to have a kinetic in on
his initial training. Like you. Rick's got to go to Pad-
rugoi, so we 're cramm ng as nuch technique in as pos-
sible. He and Peter nesh well. You are ny choice for

his nmore advanced training, so don't do anything stupid
up on Padrugoi, will you?

No way! That's a nean carrot to dangle in front of

me for six lIong nonths! Lance rose. "Pure shane that

Dave Lehardt's not a real Talent. He's wi zard at han-
dling the Finn and that slimy little Neester bl oke."

Rhyssa gave a little convul sive shudder at the nere
mention of Prince Phani bal

"You don't like himeither, do you?" Lance asked.
"No!

Lance chuckl ed. "Al ways knew you were a wonan
of good sense, ducks."

Rhyssa did worry about Peter--he | ooked so frail af-

ter so long in a hospital bed. So did Dorotea, both keep-
ing their concerns from Peter, whose tel empathy was
steadily inmproving along with his kinesis. He was not
limted nerely to receiving or sending enotions, but



was devel oping a true telepathy, the ability to send and
recei ve both abstract and lingual messages. Nor did
Rhyssa or Dorotea call attention to those nonents

when, in sheer ebullience, Peter did not draw on the
generator in kinetic exercises.

Dor ot ea enj oyed cooking for his eager appetite, and
once Peter was able to performroutine tasks, she fine-

tuned his kinesis with food-preparation exercises. He
coul d pare appl es and potatoes, scrape carrots, and cut
up vegetables, all kinetically. He ate anything and ev-
erything, and his body began to fill out with good firm
flesh; Rick showed hi mexercises for muscle tone, and
hours spent in Dorotea's garden tanned his skin to a
heal thy gl ow. Peter no |onger |ooked the wasted para-
[ytic with atrophied nuscles. Still, extreme care was
needed in all his activities, since he continued to have
no feeling in his extremties or |ower torso and woul d
be unaware of cutting or burning or bruising hinself in
some of his peranbul ations.

When Rick finally had to | eave for his tour at Pad-
rugoi, Peter took it hard, noping about the next day.

"Rick will be back, Peter," Rhyssa said when she
joined themthat evening at dinner. "He's taught you
about all he knows. Now, you have to teach yourself,
whi ch' I | behai d. "

"Teach nysel f?" Peter was so shocked that his good
manners briefly deserted him Hi s fork hovered above
his plate. He and Dorotea had an agreenent--he coul d
get the food to his mouth however he chose if he was

al one, but he was to observe proper etiquette with any-
one el se.

"Yes, teach yourself," Dorotea replied blandly.

"Ri ck has given you the basics,"” Rhyssa added with

a warmsmle. "Certainly you' re now able to do every-
thing for yourself and help out in the house and the
garden. Now you begin the next step--testing yourself.
Don't worry. Rick left along list for you to conplete
by the time his tour of duty is over."

"But he didn't tell ne how..." Peter was clearly
f I ounderi ng.

"You know how," Rhyssa said, acting surprised at

his reaction. "Al'l paranormal Talents cone from an
instinctive level. Sharpen your instinct." She smled
at him patting his armsoothingly. "That instinct |ed
you right to the Center, didn't it? Don't worry about
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the "how! Rely on your instinct. Use it by sending
different types of inert objects to destinations farther
and farther away. First to places you are famliar wth.
Then by menorizing tri-d visuals and maybe even us-

i ng mat hemati cal coordi nates. For exanple, that fork-

ful of mashed potato. Where would you like to put
it?"

The fork's burden of mashed potato di sappear ed.
Sascha: What is going on down there?
Rhyssa: Does it concern a portion of mashed potato?

Sascha, sonewhat disgusted: It does! He sent her an
image of a white glob in the mddle of his desk

"And where did you send it, Peter?" Dorotea asked
nonconmittally.

"Sascha's desk. But on the wood, not on anyt hi ng
i mportant,"” Peter assured her

"I won't require you to eat it, but do bring it back!"

The wel | -travel ed forkful reappeared on the edge of
Peter's plate.

Sascha, sarcastically: Thank you

You' re wel cone! Peter giggled |ike any youngster
succeeding with a practical joke.

Sascha to Rhyssa and Dorotea: W just get Madlyn
house-trai ned and now we have Peter! Somnetimes .

| suppose, if he's up to tricks, he's adjusting to Rick's
departure.

Peter was also up to work the next day, using the
gestalt with the generator to shift various itens about
the Center. Dorotea started himoff noving snmall ob-
jects fromone roomto another, enphasizing accuracy

of placement and picking locations with which Peter

was familiar. By the end of the norning he was shifting
heavy bal es of conputer paper from storage to the Con-
trol Room getting his placenents from squares cray-
oned onto the floor until Budworth finally signaled that
hi s ai mwas perfect.

"Wei ght seens'to be no object," Sascha said, re-
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viewi ng the achi evenents at lunch with Rhyssa. "How
much did he have to rely on the gestalt?"

"Not much. We've got a graph on its usage," Rhyssa
replied. "H s need is verging on the psychol ogical ."

"Ah, but that doesn't alter the fact that he does use



it," Sascha said thoughtfully. "Can and does. By damm,
Rhyssa, he's extraordi nary! Once he can really | ean on
generator power, there isn't anything he can't shift, is
there?" Hi s eyes were shining with excitenment. "If only
we could figure out just how he achieves the gestalt."

Rhyssa shook her head, with a rueful snmile
"Coul d Ri ck?" he asked.

Rhyssa sighed. "Rick did just the basic kinetic
training exercises with him He didn't have nore tine.
Dam Bar chenka. Wyul dn't you just know that we'd

have a prom sing energent who'd benefit fromtrain-

ing with the very kinetics that she's yanked out of our
reach. Why didn't we have an earlier precog of this?"

Sascha | eaned back in his chair, regarding his good
friend and director with an uncharacteristically solemm
expression. "Rhyssa, hon, could you follow his

m nd?"

She gave a short laugh. "I'man adept at tel epathy,
but Peter's going where no man has gone before. Mybe
anot her strong kinetic could follow |'mgoing to dra-

goon Lance Baden as his advanced trai ner as soon as
that wetched Padrugoi is finished.'' She blued the nmen-
tal air with assorted i mages of her frustration

Sascha nodded sympathetically. "Then we'll just

have to continue doing kindergarten stuff with himunti
Lance is free. And build himup physically. Does Don
Useni k see any chance of exercise restimulating those
damaged nerves? Now that--"

"Troubl e!" Budworth's voice rang through the spe-
cial alarm speaker in Rhyssa's office.

What ki nd? she asked i medi ately.

"Goddammit, | want to speak to Director Onen
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now " said a voice on the room address system as Bud-
worth patched the call through.

"You are," Rhyssa replied coolly. "Please identify
yoursel f."

"Dammit, didn't they tell you? Bob Gaskin, Jerhat-

tan Port Authority. You took our kinetic away from us,

and now we've a container pinning three nen down and

no bloody way to lift it quick enough to save their lives.
Ri ght now only the safety bar on the forklift is--"



"Do you have the area on vi deo?"
' 'l do--the whole yard.'

"Relay it to this screen inmediately," she ordered.
Dorotea, bring Peter to ny office. W 've got to try to
hel p. They 're patching through the image.

Dorotea: Dare we?

Rhyssa: W 'Il never know unless we do. Lives are at
stake. He's got the potential, and he's done well enough
al ready with bul ky, heavy things.

Dorotea: That's hal fway across the city. But. . . al
right. I'lIl have Peter there in a dash

Sascha and Rhyssa kept their eyes on the screen

whi ch was showi ng the container, the hoist cables at
one end of it still whipping hi backlash. It had cone
down askew across a small forklift, the sturdy frane of
whi ch was keeping it fromcrushing the driver and two
men who had been working near him The Talents could
see the dangling arm of one man pinned at one side,

the feet of a second protrudi ng under one coner--and
nothing at all of me driver.

"Why did that hoist cable part, M. Gaskin?" Rhyssa
asked calmy. "Surely you checked all your equi pnent
before you put it in use again." She deliberately made
hersel f sound censori ous.

The office door opened and Dorotea and Peter en-
tered; Peter's eyes went inmmediately to me screen

"I'f your goddammed Center hadn't pulled our ki-
netic," Gaskin exploded, "this wouldn't have--Holy
hell! How d you gel someone here this quick?"

Rhyssa, Dorotea, and Sascha held their breath as they
wat ched the I ong unwi el dy mass of the container slowy
rise off the crunbled forklift, revealing the driver

sl unped across his controls and anot her man spraw ed

flat on the ground while the third staggered to his feet,
hol ding his injured arm They were al so aware of a

hunm ng that they could feel through the floorboards

of Rhyssa's office. The hum peaked off as the contai ner
was | owered carefully to the waiting truck | oadbed.

"Bravo, Peter, beautifully done! Magnificent!"
Rhyssa sai d--and then she saw hi mcrunpled on the
floor. "Ch, Lord! Did you strain yourself, |ove?"

Sascha reached the boy before she did, lifting him
gently and depositing himon Rhyssa's conformabl e
chair, which instantly altered to fit the boy's |inp body.

"WIl the nen be all right?" Peter wanted to know,
his white face contorted with angui sh. They were hurt-



i ng bad.

"More to the point, young nan," Sascha said
frowning, "are you all right?" Don, get up here on the
doubl e!

"By God, ma'am how d you do that?" Bob Gaskin
cried. The Port Authority nanager was mnopping his
face with shaki ng hands.

"You haven't been conpletely abandoned by Tal ent,

M. Gaskin. W have a skeleton crew'--Sascha's im

age of Peter's frail form bony structure enphasized,
made it very hard for Rhyssa to keep her features com
posed--"which we can throw into gear for emergencies
of this nature. Do pl ease now overhaul your equipmnent.
W don't have the manpower for unnecessary acci-
dents, you know." She ignored Sascha's exaggerat ed

gri mace as she saw medics rushing to assist the injured
men as a Sout hside heli-anb | anded nearby. "Good
nmor ni ng, M. Gaskin.

"We' || check in with Southside General Hospita
| ater, Peter," Rhyssa assured the boy.

"After Don's checked you out, young man," Dor o-
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tea added, "though your concern for the men does you
credit.”

/ know we had to, Rhyssa, Sascha said on a tight band
to Rhyssa, but should we have?

Rhyssa nmade a face. Hobson's choice, Sascha. W
mai ntain an official position of the skeleton crew. By
the way, don't do that to me again real soon, huh?

Sascha rolled his eyes, expressing renorse but no
reassurance. |I'mnot sure howlong we'll be able to

hang that lie, so would you get all uptight if | tried to
follow his mind s thrust when he's lifting? | didn't re-
alize how quickly he's emerging to full use of his Tal-
ent .

No, after this exhibition of Peter's ability, | was about
to ask you if you could spare sonme time to work with

him | need your insight, since you 're nore expert at
training. If we could duplicate the gestalt, even our

f eat her wei ght s coul d nove cont ai ners.

"Ckay, who's done what to whom now?" Don

Useni k demanded as he entered the room He | ooked
around, then spotted the wan Peter on Rhyssa's chair.
"\What have you been doi ng? Movi ng nount ai ns?"



"Whi ch do you want first? The good news, or the
bad news?" Dave Lehardt asked Rhyssa a week |ater

She could tell nothing fromhis expression--the | ook

of his eyes was curiously intent on her face. He m ght
not be a Talent, but he was unusual ly astute at picking
up m nute body-l anguage signs. She was so glad to see
himthat she really did not care what news he brought,
but she followed his cue.

"The bad!"

"Barchenka is certain you' ve been hol ding out on

her. She's heard that you have a team of kinetic Talents
that are not on your official register. She's about to
create a stink. And | have to tell you that |'ve heard
some mghty peculiar runors circul ating."

Rhyssa | aughed. "We're not hol ding out on her--
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Talents can't. Tel enpaths can al ways detect a lie. She
has Russian tel enpaths on her payroll. Tell her to ask
them What's the good news?"

Dave Lehardt rai sed one eyebrow in a skeptical arch.
"The polls are again favorable to the Tal ented. Wen
busi nesses enpl oyi ng them had to cope with ol d-

fashi oned ways, Talent popularity hit a fifty-year |ow
wor se even than after the Hawaiian vol cano di saster-
even though everyone was pro-Padrugoi and everyone,
nmeani ng the Tal ents, was doing their share. Seens that
this nonexi stent team of yours has provided energency
services. Only no Tal ent has been observed on the
scene. "

"It's a renote techni que that we've been devel opi ng

for emergency situations,"” Rhyssa said, schooling her

face to reveal nothing. It was not that she did not trust
Dave Lehardt, but she wanted to protect Peter. "And

it's the one reason we felt we could strip all our Centers
of kinetics to help Padrugoi.""'

"A renote techni que?"

"That's what | said."

' "No Talent |'ve spoken to knows anythi ng about it.
"I said it was renmote," Rhyssa repeated, struggling
to keep anusenent out of her voice. "Not something
we want to go public on just yet. |I'msure you can
appreci ate thatV

"So Ludmilla can't get her hands on it?"
"She's coerced al nost every kinetic we have onto

Padrugoi. She's got sufficient nunbers and skills right
now to finish her work on schedul e. She shouldn't get



greedier!"”

"She wants to conme in under schedul e, and the way
your Talents are working, she could.”

"I's a bonus involved in eariy conpl etion?" Rhyssa
was annoyed. Damm the worman to a disintegrating or-
bi t!

"Didn't you know?" Dave Lehardt seemed surprised.
"I heard a great deal about penalties and a com
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pl eti on bonus, but strangely enough, nothing was
said, or even hinted, that early conpletion was her
goal . "

"I'"ll do what | can to squash the runors--and, if |

may be so bold, you should keep that new team out of
operation if at all possible. No nore cavalry charges to
the rescue without warning nme, huh? Pl ease?"

That was very sound advice, which Rhyssa intended

to follow. Since the enmergency lift, she had been chary

of using Peter's skill. It just took too rmuch out of his
not - so-sturdy body. He was strengthening hinself

dai | y- - exerci sing was beconi ng al nost an obsessi on

with him But she was still rigorously restricting the use
of his Talent to life-threatening situations in the Jerhat-
tan area, which, fortunately, were few Manwhile, in

t he ongoi ng training sessions, he was using fax pl ace-

ment photos to send itens to other Centers.

"I can follow his thoughts all the way," Sascha told
Rhyssa after a week of linking minds with Peter during

those exercises. "I can even feel the vibrations of the
generator in his cerebrum but how he effects the gestalt
is still beyond ne. And, as nearly as | can tell, he's

relying less and |l ess on the power. At l|least for |ight
stuff.”

"I'f he keeps on this way, naybe Lance is right,"
Rhyssa remarked. "Plug himinto a powerful enough
source and he coul d probably obviate the need for Pad-
rugoi."

Sascha blinked, then projected a series of inmages

depi cting Barchenka's expression, the consternation on
the egg-splattered faces of the space station's mgjor
supporters, and one small boy sending out starships
the way children his age | aunched paper pl anes. The

| ast and | argest i mage was of Sascha hinsel f, el on-
gated nmouth wi de open, chin to his chest. "Could

he?"



Rhyssa | aughed, rolling her eyes. "I won't say he
couldn't. But you know as well as | do that all Talent

has limtations. Nowis not the tinme to put any sort of
pressure on Peter. He's such a happy boy now. "

"We can thank God he is!"™ H's nmental picture was
of himself, patiently controlling ne |ovel orn Madlyn
Luvaro, huge wads of cotton wool in his ears.

Rhyssa retorted with an inmage of stray forkfuls of
potato festooning his office. "A kinetic has far nore
options than a tel epath!”

"He's easier to keep happy than Madlyn ever was,

too," Sascha said, stretching his long | egs. "The odd
traffic snarl or two a day, and he feels he's worth his
keep. Wiich rem nds nme, |'ve had sone pretty pointed
remarks fromindustrial VIPs lately about this renote
team of ours. My answer is that we've managed to
conbine the trainees with an experienced feather-

wei ght to achi eve the necessary heft, but the applica-
tionis limted due to the extreme youth of the

partici pants. "

Rhyssa sighed. "That old tangl ed-web routine, huh?"

Sascha quirked an eyebrow. "Favoring Shakespeare?
Thought your family ran to Popery."

Rhyssa | aughed, envisioning her illustrious grandsire,
Dafl yd op Onen, as she renmenbered him tall, silver-
haired, slender, with the face of a poet and the chin of
an ltalian prince. "Sometines the Bard fits better

Wi ch industrialists have asked?"

"Nail on the head, girl. Every one of them supplies

somet hing to Padrugoi! And, as you know, there've

been delays in getting materiel up to the station, weather
problems mainly, with all those freak stornms messing

up launch w ndows. "

Rhyssa frowned and, in an uncharacteristic show of
nervousness, flipped a stylus end over end. "Lifesav-
ing, yes; and with the techni que he's been show ng over
di stances, | think he probably could | aunch a drone up
to Padrugoi through any sort of weather. But there's no
way Peter's going to help Secure her bonus or prevent
her fines."

102 PEGASUS | N FLI GHT

Sascha grinned. "I won't nmention the possibility of

such fan and ganes to him you spoilsport." He threw

her an image of himhastily raising a solid barrier against
t he barbs energing fromher eyes. "She couldn't hire



hi m anyway. He's only fourteen. Underage, even under
existing Russian law"

Rhyssa let out a low whistle, then grinned. "Yes, he
is amnor, isn't he? And Dorotea rem nded ne that

he's been working pretty hard with you. Tonorrow he
has a day off. And |I've got all these files--" She ges-
tured resignedly at the stacks on the edge of her desk
"Testing reports to go through."

"Why don't you take a night off?" Sascha sug-
gested, grinning drolly. "Wth Dave."

Rhyssa sat bolt upright, closing her mnd
"Honey, | don't have to peek," he told her
Rhyssa groaned. "He's not a Talent."

"There's no law in the Charter that says you have to
marry Tal ent, you know. "

"But that's the way to increase ..

"Yeah, and where did Peter Reidinger cone fron? |

thi nk soretinmes, ny dear friend," he said, |eaning over
the desk toward her, "we have to |look with our eyes

i nstead of our heads. Just thought | ought to nention
it. Dave's the best friend Talent's got."

"It's not up to me, Sascha,"” Rhyssa added, feeling
unconfortable for the first time in her old friend' s pres-
ence.

"Coul d be. Maybe not. Lehardt's clever enough to
do his own prono work." Wth that Sascha |eft her

As Tiria entered the Main Concourse of Linear G

she sensed an aura of excitenent, telling her that sone-
thi ng was about to happen to relieve the tedium of Lin-
ear living. As always, there were sonme general workers
scurrying to the Plaza to see if the WrkBoard was
scrolling out any jobs for abl e-bodi eds, concerned with
getting enough da>y work to keep out of Conscriptive
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Wrk Services. No self-respecting Linearite wanted to

be sent on a hard-labor tour or, worse, spaced out to

t he shipyards around the Big Weel. Few C\5 ever

earned a return ticket. And now even the Talents were

not exenpt. So nost of the little knots of excited people
wer e conmposed of wonen

Tiria edged cl ose enough to a group of Hi spanics to
pick up the drift.

"He lay hands on ...

"Church is always lo mismo . . . The singing is



bad. "

"My Juan now . . . when he is renmi nded of the
purity of the Virgin, he doesn't beat ne for a day or
two ..."

'The true man of God provides food for the soul

Tiria snorted to herself. Food for the soul was not
hi gh on her priorities when her belly was enpty.

"I have heard," Consuel a Laguna was sayi ng ear-

nestly, "that if he lays hands on the [ ane, he cures."
Consuel a' s son was handi capped beyond renedy or

repair, but she remai ned positive that sonehow,
sonetine, her Manuelito would be restored to health

by sone new nmiracle treatnment, and she was al ways
asking Tiria to translate the nmedical bulletins for her

So, Tiria thought, a Religious Event had been unex-
pectedly schedul ed for Linear G That was odd. The

Public Health neeting had been only four weeks ear-

lier. It was true that there had not been an RE in a |ong
time, but still she was suspicious. Two specials within
four weeks?

She noved on to the next group, all Neesters from

t he Levant, and they were babbling about how they
could get their men to attend that night instead of ad-
journing to Mahmoud's squat to see his new belly
dancer. Then she slipped around to an Asian gaggl e

who were chattering excitedly about cures and whet her
the RE woul d be bad for business. Asians provided an-
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cient remedies for the many minor ailnents that beset
those in the warreny Residentials.

"He has cone as prom sed . " she heard as she
slid up to Marma Bobchi k. The old woman's bl ack eyes
were wi de; her cheeks a nottled glowi ng red of excite-
ment. "You cone, too, dushka," she said, catching
Tirla's arm "You must tell us his words, exactly. The
last time | could not hear what was said, and ny sou
is black with sin."

"Nakonetz, " Tiria agreed easily. Mst Religious In-
terpreter Groups generally said nothing, in the nost or-
nanent ed phraseol ogy. She coul d amuse hersel f by
anticipating the trite phrases and flowery words. "So
the Assenbly extension was granted after all?" she
asked, eager to mmintain her reputation of know ng al
that went on in the Linear

"Da, eto tak!" Mama Bobchi k happily reassured

her. "My man was sent word to prepare late | ast

ni ght." Argol Bobchi k was one of the Linear's sani-

tary engineers. "The word is that this Religious is all-
seei ng," Mama babbled on, "with an excell ent backup



group. They were well received at Linear P. Early as

it is, already this norning many traders have booked
space. It will be an occasion. W have not had religion
here in Gfor sone nonths. W are all in need of

gui dance. The souls of nmany are dark with sin and

must be purged.”

Tiria nodded solemmly. Mama Bobchi k was certainly
ol d enough to be facing a nystic accounting of the sins
on her soul. Too bad no LEO nan would be there to

hear it.

But how had Tiria m ssed such a juicy runmor? Maybe

it had been decided very late the previous night. At any
rate, the presence of traders would make it easier for
her to wash the tied credits for the Yassi mman. She
shuddered at the thought of him She did not like to
hold onto his nmoney too | ong. Not that he had any

reason to distrust' her--she just wanted to nake certain

he never did. Especially if he suspected she was cl ose
to sal able age. She was small and thin enough to pass
for the nine years she admtted to. Sonmeday sonmeone
woul d count fingers on her. Fromtinme to time she

t hought about what she would do then--and tried to

keep enough floaters stuck inside her blouse at all tines
so that she could flee to another Linear if she had to.
She had even managed to get her hands on a highly
illegal copy of the cargo-train schedul es and had found
her way to the nearest access points to the subterranean
concourse to eyeball escape routes.

Deftly di sengagi ng hersel f from Mama Bobchi k' s f at
fingers, she noved on to the Pakis, who were chattering
about bringing in sonme relatives fromLinear E and ar-
gui ng over the advisability of such a nove. Some in-
sisted that, since the extension was |egal, there would
be no risk. Then Mrda Khan--a person Tiria was al -
ways careful to please--came up and quickly di sm ssed
such stupid generosity.

"The bl essings of such a Lama woul d be few "

Mrda nuttered in an intense and angry tone just audi-
ble to those around her, "for he cannot waste his holy
strength on the trivial. Such as he woul d be gracious
enough to di spense nust be for us, here, in Linear G

For us," she said again, poking her thin breastbone

with a broad flat thunb, "the true believers, his faithfu
in Linear G"

' "The Very Revered Ponsit Prosit has been at Linear P,'
one of the other women nurnured reverently. "Pandit
heard of the mracles he perforned.”

Tiria was skeptical of miracles for, on close inspec-
tion, there were always alternate explanations for heal -
i ngs and savings and revel ations. But they were fun to
del ve.



"Then we save such for ourselves!" Mrda replied
fiercely, defying contradiction. Suddenly she spun
around, sonehow aware of being the object of scru-
tiny--but Tiria was quicker, moving to flatten herself
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agai nst the Concourse pillar. She had heard enough
anyhow and | eft.

So this Religious Interpreter, this RRG had a rep-
utation? As Tiria was quite aware, it took a real clever
talker to keep fromviolating the variety of conplex
doctrines in a Linear. This Ponsit Prosit mght well

be worth listening to--and watching closely. In her
precarious situation, Tiria was always open to point-
ers.

If the whole thing was legit. She mulled over the

pr obabl es as she ducked into side aisles before com ng
out again onto the Main Concourse, far enough away
fromthe Pakis to be screened by other groups. Then
she glanced up at the nearest publi-text screen. She
wat ched through the usual notices and announcenents
until it scrolled down to 2200 hours, where a | ega
extension for use of the Assenbly was posted, with
tradi ng and drinking permtted.

The full details were being vividly proclainmed, com
plete with fanfares of brass instrunents and sni ppets of
t he Respected Venerable Homilifier Ponsit Prosit snmil-
ing beatifically at vast audi ences. A chorus was prom

i sed, and a short blast of five-part harnony and high
soprano descant was presented as an enticenent to at-
tend the full show This VR & Holy Religious Inter-
pretati on G oup purportedly had only recently returned
fromthe Eastern Cities of Faith, where Ponsit Prosit
had endured "fasting neditations of great |ength and
illumnation." Linear Gwas fortunate in the extrene
that he was able to fit that evening's assenbly into his
busy tour. So, he had not had a booking in a while,
Tiria thought cynically. Well, Religious Interpretations
were very popular in Linears, better than fights sone-
times and often nore showy. Tiria |iked shows--and

| egal extensions.
There had been a Public Health roundup recently, so

a second, covert one was unlikely in her experience.
And while a Religious Event could be staged to nask
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nmore illicit operations than washing tieds in public,
there still might not be any undercover LEGCs. Crowd

Controllers would be around, of course--that was stan-
dard procedure--but Tiria knew nost of them despite



the way they altered their appearances.

The inportant thing was that she had the Yassimtieds
to change. She shoul d never have agreed to do it, but
Bul bar had been insistent and the "talker"--a hit man
whom she would not willingly offend--had told her that
she was being given the opportunity in reward for ser-
vi ces already rendered. Having consented to a profes-
si onal engagenment with Mama Bobchi k, who was not

only another person it was unwi se to offend but sone-
one who, having presided over Tiria' s birth, wuld al-
ways defend the girl, Tiria was commtted on two
counts to attend.

Prepared with several contingency plans, Tiria began
her usual norning routine--bargaining for the day's
nmeal s and getting a bath and a clean issue of clothing.
But as she proceeded, she was stopped by various fe-
mal e clients, each wanting her conmpany during this Re-
i gious Event because the featured Lama-shaman was
reputed to speak in tongues and Tiria was absolutely
the only person who would faithfully tell them every-
thing he said. There was a limt, however, to how nmany
people Tiria could adequately represent. Surrounded by
very insistent, vocal, and physically active prospective
clients, none of whom she cared to antagoni ze, she at-
tempted to organi ze them

"Bilala, you and Pilau nust come together. Anna,

you teamup with Marika. Zaveta, Elpidia cones as

wel | . Chi-shu, Lao Wang with you. Cyoto, Ari-san is
your partner.'' And so she grouped them Ten pairs was
as unmanageabl e as it was unavoi dabl e. Before she got
into any further difficulties, Tiria discreetly renoved
herself from public view She still had to get the tied
credits out of their hidey holes and secreted about her
for easy access.
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W have an Incident,"” Sirildt said, her light, crisp
voi ce carrying easily to Budworth, who was duty officer
in the Parapsych Control Room

"Who?" Budworth sent his ginballed chair spinning
across the tiled floor to her station. Seeing himnaneu-
ver so rapidly around the Control Room made people
forget that his spine had been crushed in an acci dent
and that he had only mnimal noverment of his head

and two fingers.

"Auer." Sirikit's surprise was reflected in her voice.



"Real Il y!"
"And Bertha!"
"That's an unusual conbi nation."

"Not if Ponsit Prosit the Geat Flinflamis invol ved.
| caught the p.a. for Linear G"

"It is very true she would have his guts for garters,"”
Budwort h said, grinning wyly. Bertha Zoccol a was
generally a relaxed and tol erant individual, but nmention
of that particular R G was enough to enrage her. Bud-
worth set hinmself for her fury in reporting a precog

i nvol ving the nan.

Whenever precognitive Talents responded to an In-
cident, they would flash the Center, alerting Contro

to receive a verbal description of what they had pre-

vi ewed. Budworth positioned his chair at the finger-
board next to Sirikit and scratched his chin on the rim
of his bead support, feeling the surge of excited an-
ticipation that he al ways experienced at such no-

nment s.

"C non, you net-heads, report!" he excl ai nmed.

Sirikit glanced away from her screen to grin at
him Then a bl eep sounded, startling both of them
even though they were expecting an entry.

"Auer here," the enotionless voice announced, and
the precog's face appeared in one of the response
screens. "A real nessy one. Hi gh panic, screanms, nob,
kids tranpl ed, the usual thing. Wy don't you grab
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Ponsit and space himto the shipyards? I'mtired of pro-
tecting that scuzfart."

"You saw Flinflam hinself, Auer?" Sirikit asked
encour agi ngly. At Budworth's nod, she took over the
routi ne questions. She was one of the npst deft at post-
I nci dental debriefing, and Auer always responded wel |

to her. Budworth busied hinmself with tapping out a
query for schedul ed public events. More crowd contro
woul d have to be assigned to Linear G

Auer shrugged with an indifference both observers
knew was false. "He's prominent. Al colored lights
and glittering hands. Then running away. As usual
Never stays to cal mthe audi ences he excites to riot
pitch."

"Where?" Sirikit encouraged him

"Your typical Residential assenbly hall. Usual Pon-
sit backdrops. Nothing unusual . . . except--" Auer



paused, frowning down at sonething. "Except--that's
odd! "

"What's odd, Auer?"

"Al'l over a scrawny girl?" Wen he | ooked up, his
eyes were haunt ed.

"Yesg?"

"I feel . . . and her danger is acute. It doesn't end

tonight. She's Talented!" That was said in a surprised
voi ce; then Auer passed a hand across his eyes, scrub-
bi ng downward. "It's gone now. It's gone." The screen

bl ackened.

Anot her screen bright ened.

"You shouldn't allowthat nan a pernmt at all\"

Bert ha Zoccola was bristling with indignation.

"You' ve caught himdealing tine and again! Those
peopl e don't have the credits to spend on nystica
cures and niracle healings. He spouts the nost ap-
palling sort of pantheist tripe. And in the worst |an-
guage! "

"What did you see. Bertha?" Budworth asked the

plump little woman, who still cherished a worn deck of
110
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Tarot cards that her great-grandnother had once read
wi th a high enough degree of accuracy to earn a signif-
icant credit bal ance.

"I keep telling you that man is nothing but trouble."
Her doubl e chin quivered, and her expression was con-

cerned. "I don't care if the Donestic Satisfaction |ndex

does rise after he's played a Residential. Wiy should
we Tal ents protect a quacksal ver, a faker, a pharisee,
hoaxer, a gyp! An arrant came!"

"We're not protecting him Now, what did you see,
Bert ha?"

"Hal fway through that--that gibberous effort of his--
you never can tell what he's saying in that nunmbo-
junble of his--there's a movenent, to the left of the
platform..." She jingled her left hand, her many
wrist bracelets clacking noisily. "Or do | nean his
right?" She raised the other hand, splaying fingers
crammed with rings. "There's a comotion. It has to
do with a large group of wonmen." She waggl ed her

hand agai n, frowning. "Then everything goes wild!l A
nane! They're all calling a nanme! And | can't hear

a



what it is! Ch, wouldn't that cause a saint to swear!

The one vital detail! And | thought |I heard it so clearly
" She pursed her lips in concentration and then

slowy shook her head, sighing. "No, it's gone. |'m

SO sorry."

"Thanks, Bertha dear. You've filled in sone de-
tails."

"Who el se?" Bertha asked, as al ways.
" Auer . "

"Hi n?" Bertha was incredul ous. "Well, what'd' ya
know about that? Do keep me screened, Buddy."

"You bet." Budworth was punching Sascha's office
as her picture dissolved. "Sascha, we got an Incident."

"There's only one crowd controller assigned to the
RIG Budworth,” Sirikit murnmured to him "Residen-
tial Linear Gis listed as blue, calm"

"Well, it's about to change col or unless we can

neutralize. Sascha, something's going to bust w de at
Ponsit's neeting at G tonight."

"Li near G?" The large blue eyes in Sascha's Sl avic-
cast face widened with surprise. "W'd nothing planned
there,” he nmurnured. "Who saw it?"

"Bertha and Auer."

"What ?" Sascha raised his eyebrows. "That's a

first. 1'll be back to you. Buddy. I'Il organize our in-
filtration with the Bro.'' Rhyssa, we 've got an incipi-
ent riot.

That sort of thing's nmore your bailiw ck than mnine
was Rhyssa's reply. Gve ny regards to Boris.

As the contact with Sascha faded, Budworth grunted,
absently scratching his jaw. He hoped there woul d be
renote visuals set up so that he could watch what went
on, and if Sascha's LEO brother, Boris, was involved,
there woul d be. Whether his experience was vicarious

or not, Budworth appreciated being involved in these
unexpect ed spectacul ars. One never knew what woul d
happen during an Incident. He was honest enough in

the back of his mind--the only safe place to think in
the Center--to realize that he had not been a physically
brave person even before his accident. Still and all, he
found the breathless anticipation and stinmulation to be
very pleasant sensations for one husked by a nobility
chair.

Sirikit was making rapid entries, documenting the In-
cident. Although the Tal ented had come to have im



mense credibility, and the neticul ously kept daily files
m ght generally be scanned only by Research, the
procedures outlined by the Parapsychic Center's first
adm ni strator. Henry Darrow, were scrupulously fol-

| owed. The full spectrum of Talent was far from being
known and certain facets of Talent were not at all fully
devel oped, as in the case of young Peter Reidinger's
Talent for an electrical gestalt. And who knew what sort
of unusual Talent m ght yet be discovered anong
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energent s? Budworth sighed as he turned back to
t asks whi ch once woul d have seened far from nun-
dane.

CHAPTERS

#~n N Til-la did not dare be late to the meeting, but she
al so did not want to arrive too soon and risk being has-
sl ed by even nore peopl e demandi ng her particul ar ser-
vices. No matter what baksheesh was offered, she could
translate for only so many at a tinme, especially with the
other, nore pressing, matter to conplete. That had to

be managed. She chose to arrive with enough tinme to

do a quick survey and identify the best vendors, as well
as any undercover LEOCs or PHOs. The fortuitous

schedul i ng of the Religious Event still bothered her

Unless ... It occurred to Tiria that maybe there
woul d be sone Treasury persons in the crowd, checking
up on vendors, that noney |laundering itself was the
target of this occasion. But the Ts were easy to spot.
They were al ways so obvi ous about blending into the
crowd.

Havi ng arranged to neet the wonen at the main

sout heast entrance, Tiria entered the Assenbly atrium
fromone of the side northwest gates. Someone el se had
al ready di sabled the entrance eye that read | Ds and
counted attendance, saving her the trouble. The petty
vendors had their booths up and nerchandi se di spl ayed:

mai nly trinkets and synth clothes, goods that could be
qui ckly shifted. But there were air-cushion carts being
angl ed through the w der doorways, proving that sone
serious trading woul d be done. She felt sonewhat easier
in her mind. The big traders would not risk thensel ves
or their merchandi se at a risky-disky.
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She took note of prices as she wended her way

t hrough the gathering crowd. She hoped there woul d be
some fresh produce--well, fresh in that it had been re-
cently nicked fromthe underground warehouses t hat
supplied Jerhattan's markets. She would treat herself to
a nice crisp pepper, carrot, or apple fromthe day's
ear ni ngs, sonething to sink her teeth into instead of the
subsi stence nush or conpound protein | oaf. She wanted

to get a stick of real chewing gum too, to keep her
nmout h moi st when she started translating. She spared
only a glance for the activity on the platform where
hands were rushi ng about, draping curtains and swags

and hauling lighting and sound equi prent about. She

was never inpressed by packagi ng--just the quality of
the contents. She found gumat Feller's stall and nade
hi m | aunder one of the smaller tied notes.

She was just savoring the nminty flavor of her gum

when she caught sight of an all too famliar profile in
totally unfanmiliar synth-issue clothing. Yassimwas ac-
tual ly here? She ducked behind a large nman in a stained
robe that had once been the height of fashion. He was
hol di ng up both arnms, w gwaggi ng at soneone on the
stage. The snell of himnearly nade her swall ow her

gum but his outline conpletely obscured her

What was Yassi m doi ng here? Tiria wondered. Didn't
he trust her? As her canoufl age dropped one armto cup
his hand to his nouth to shout a direction, Tiria chanced

a second | ook.

Yes, it was him He was unni st akabl e. He had done

somet hing subtle to his face, altering its shape--probably
pads in his cheeks and | ower |ip--but he had not, could
not, alter that long thin hooked nose and the sl oping
forehead. He wal ked, as always, as if he owned the

pl ace, strutting about in a | oose overrobe that had not
suffered nuch cleaning in its long life. H s headgear

was al so appropriately worn, torn, and stained. It was

a creditable attenpt to blend in, but Tiria knew the man
was Yassim There he was, sauntering about, inspect-

ing trinkets, pausing to ask questions of vendors, ap-
pearing to go fromone group of friends to another
friends she quickly identified as sone of his rmultitude
of ladrones, hitters, and sassins. Well and discreetly
guarded though he was, why was he there?

Her odorous bl ocker noved and she noved w th him
keepi ng himas cover. Wen he stopped, roaring out

i nstructions, she, too, did--and saw Yassimtalking to
three Neester nothers who had young children with

them Suddenly Tiria knew what he was doi ng there.

Wth equal certainty, Tiria did not want to be anywhere
in his vicinity while child buying was on his mind. She
did, however, make a mental note of which | adrones

and sassins she knew anong his foll owers. There had



to be one she could trust to give his boss the tieds she
had exchanged into floaters. There was no way she
could avoi d that chore.

Sublim nal rnusic had started, and the lighting in the
Assenbly Hall began to alter subtly, heralding the be-
ginning of the Religious Interpretation. Tiria ducked
behi nd the nearest vendor's shillboard and slipped to
t he sout heast entrance.

An agitated Mrda Khan seened to have eyes in the

back of her mrror-adomed headdress, for she swung
around, her face as sharp as a predatory bird's, as Tiria
approached. She hooked her fingers painfully into Tir-
ia's grasp and hauled the girl to her

"Where were you? Where were you?" M rda shook

her angrily, showering her with spittle and sour breath
so that Tiria pulled back as far as she could. The ot her
wormren who had commi ssioned her to translate the

RIG S words forned a close circle around her. But since
their bodies al so shielded her fromYassims notice, she
did not resist.

"I was pricing the merch," she said, unrepentantly.

Bilala and Pilau were trying to edge around M rda
and pull Tiria to their segnment of the circle. Mrda
jamred Tiria tight against her angul ar body while
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Mama Bobchi k sonmehow got ahold of Tirla's free arm
ef fectively pinning her between the two form dably |arge

WwoIiren.

"He's here," Tiria said to Mrda, squirmng to give
herself a little space. She repeated the phrase until al
her custoners knew.

"He?" Mrda stretched to peer over the heads of

their little knot. She gave a snort. "Yassim U roast in
hell before |I sell himanother child." Her fingers tight-
ened convul sively on Tirla's shoulder. "You stay away
fromhim You hear nme good?'

Tiria nodded enthusiastically. If Mrda knew Yassi m
was there a chance she could inveigle the woman to
pass on the laundry? Not with any sure know edge t hat
all of it would reach him

"He gives a good price," El pidia whined. She had a

girl child old enough to spin off. She also had a drug
habit to keep, for which she exchanged the yearly fruits
of her wonb once they were of an age to be sold off
profitably. She fretted whether or not to go back to her



squat and bring down the child for him

"I would not sell to such as him" Mrda snapped in
her own | anguage, bl ack eyes flashing scornfully. "Price
or not. Even selling to the station is better."

"What did she say?" El pidia demanded of Tiria.

Tiria shrugged. ' 'l amhired to translate the speaker
not settle disputes between clients, and she is not one
to annoy."

El pidia scow ed at Mrda Khan, who hauled Tiria
around, nearly wenching her left armout of Mma
Bobchi k' s hand.

"Come," Mrda said. Her outer robe billowing its

musty folds across Tirla's face, she led the group for-
ward, acting as a spearhead through the still thinly scat-
tered gathering. She halted right under the stage, where
no one could thrust in front of themto block their view
She was about to push Tiria forward when the girl wig-
gled free

" 'l nust be able to see him | will stand here, where
| can see, and where all of you can hear." She repeated
this until it was clearly understood by all her clients.

Wthin the circle she felt safe from Yassim She be-
gan to relax and even to enjoy the music despite the
pat chy sound of the shrill replay as it ground through a
multi-ethnic repertoire. Wiere were the fanous live
backup perforners? This had been publicly billed as an
occasion! Tiria took note of activity on the stage, the
draperies billow ng suddenly here and there from nove-
ment behind them She could just catch a glinpse of

the right-hand wi ngs and people nulling about, waiting
to go on. So, there was a chorus. She much preferred
live singing.

Qut of the comer of her eye she caught a glinpse of

a big man to her right, wandering with all too apparent
i ndi fference. She sensed a penetrating assessnent of her
conpani ons goi ng on under the brimof a battered peak
cap, and she |l eaned surreptiously into Mama Bobchi k.

She felt something el se then, a soothing brush across
her m nd whi ch caused the high, sharp chatter of the
worren to fall off into a |l ess excited pitch. She was not
sure what that was all about.

The man was not Treasury. She followed his prog-

ress, aware that he was in contact sonehow with two

worren who gave every evi dence of being oblivious to
himas they chattered and | aughed together, jostling

t hrough the early coners to find a good position near

the stage. She peered suspiciously at the two, their faces
painted with carel ess hands, one of them obviously
pregnant, though she wore the gear of a prostitute. Their
faces were unfanmliar, and Tiria was begi nning to won-
der if the neeting really had been staged by an authority
like Treasury or PH when a third wonman, well known



to Tiria, greeted them effusively and stayed to gossip.
Reading fromtheir |ips the commonpl ace remarks they
exchanged soothed the girl. It was seeing Yassim here
that made her so nervous. She certainly did not owe
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hi m so nuch that he would cone after her. She was not
even overdue with the laundered credits. Wat had hap-
pened to his stock? He was not often caught short
enough to brave a public affair. She touched the little
pouches of tieds in the clever vest she wore for the
pur pose under her issue suit and reassured hersel f that
all were in place,

A fanfare blasted for attention, and the excited babble
di ed down to eager anticipation. Not a bad nourish
Tiria thought, quite willing to be carried along by a
good show.

Then the choir stal ked out self-consciously and ar-

ranged thensel ves with some poking and pulling on one

side of stage center. As close as she was, Tiria could see
that their costunmes were neither clean nor new. Not all of
t hem managed to find the right pitch fromthe final note
of the recorded blurt of brass. Tiria knew the song they
were singing, areally old good one, so the fact that they
were singing it badly was inexcusable. She only had to
translate it for Cyoto and Ari--everyone el se rmunbl ed

al ong in then- own | anguages.

Then the entee cane out, falsely bright, and started

the pitch, waffling on about the training and nerits of
the Revered Venerable Ponsit Prosit. As he was nerely
repeating all the claptrap about mystical training in Par
Asia fromthe public announcenent, Tiria did not start

to translate it until Bilala hissed at her to earn her fee.

There was anot her song, one which slipped from one

nmusi cal ethic to another with no respect for tonality or
rhythm Perversely, the singers nanaged to performthe
travesty conpetently. Tiria identified six who were
spaced out on sonething. That they could sing at al

m ght indeed be a minor mracle of this R G

There were flourishes of recorded instrunents and

rolls of drums, which stirred even Tirla's cynical pulses.
Druns could be so exciting! A great crashing of cym

bals, a painfully glaring display of assorted Iights and
narrow beans, an ear-blasting crescendo of bugle synths

acconpani ed by fragrant snoke bonbs, and the Re-
vered Venerable Religious Interpreter arrived, his robes
artfully gl eam ng.

Her clients were suitably inpressed by his "nagi-
cal" appearance, but Tiria had caught a glinpse of the



square aperture in the floor before he shot up through

the densest veil of snoke to hover on his columm above

the stage and the awed spectators. She preferred some-
thing nore dramatic; she had seen that sort of entrance

so frequently that it had | ost any inpact. But clearly she
was a mnority. Even Mrda pretended to be afraid,
covering her face with a fold of her head cloth.

The Religious Interpreter went into his act inmedi-
ately, face upturned so Tirla's best view was of a wag-
gling chin and dark holes of nostrils. The |ight show
dazzl ed as taped music supported his nournings--for
that was what they were, syllables meaning absolutely
not hing, with random words from every | anguage she

had ever heard tossed in to confuse.

"What does he say, the holy man?" M rda de-
manded.

"Tell me what he say?" Mama Bobchik pulled Tiria

to her. Bilala and Pilau were equally insistent: one
kicked Tirla's shin, while the other transferred a sub-
stantial amount of her weight onto Tirla's undefended

t oes.

"Nothing," Tiria replied, disgusted. "He says noth-
ing!"~

She was poked, pushed, and pull ed.
"He's saying sonething." "He speaks nystically."
"Tell us what he says." "Ah, | understand that word
for nyself! I will pay you nothing, bitch."

Tiria was furious at that threat. Furious at the RIG
She woul d transl ate when he said sonething transl at-
abl e. She was pinched and tweaked and sl apped. In

sel f-def ense she caught the pattern of his babble and,
involuntarily mmcking his stance and delivery, rat-
tled off the nonsensical sounds in an undertone, trans-
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| ati ng the occasional real word into as nmany | anguages
as she coul d before picking up the gi bberish again.

Then the man stopped tal king and spread his arns,

his beatific smle radiant in the flood of |ight picking
himout, seemingly afloat in the air above the stage.
Then Tiria realized that he was staring in her direction

In a gesture that startled her as well as her clients, he
| unged forward, eyes flashing, face contorted, his ac-
cusing finger pointing straight at her



"Unbel i evers, profaning a sacred nmonment with chat -

ter. Hear, |eam obey, repent your evil uncaring ways.
Be taken into the light of the world. Be admtted into
the holy sepul cher. Be one with humanity and all |ov-
ing, caring creatures. Be purified. Be saved! Be!l" Hs
accusi ng hand lifted and spread open as a beam of |i ght
caught his fingers and spilled down his raised arm

Tiria, translating as rapidly as possible in the dra-
mati ¢ pause, was thankful for sone coherent phrases.

Her clients mght be listening to her, but their eyes were
on him He had the crowd's rapt attention now Tiria

was fairly sure that no one outside the circle could see
her, but dared not stop tal king. She kept spew ng out

t he gi bberish, worrying that such nonsense woul d not

be worth the noney prom sed her. They night not pay

her at all. She was already regretting that she would
mss the taste of the crisp green pepper she had hoped
to purchase with her fee.

The Lanma-shanman assuned anot her dramatic pose
arnms out, palns upturned in entreaty.

"Bring ne your sick, your weary, your wetched

souls. Let ne heal them A touch will ease the tortured
m nd, the fevered body, the twisted |linb, the blurred
sight. Approach! Be not afeared. Al things cone to

t hose who deserve. All creatures deserve Love. For it
is Love, Love, Love that heals!"

Tiriarattled it all off easily, trying to peer through
t he shi el ding bodies to see who woul d be working the
scam Banmey with his lizard eyelids--one blink, and
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his eyes were milky white blind; another, and he could
"see clear once again, hallelujah!" Maybe Mahnoud

with his double joints all tw sted out of shape--one
touch of the Lama-shaman's healing touch and they
woul d straighten. O would it be Maria with her weep-

i ng sores?

The Lama-shaman threw back his head, his hands

turned gold in the narrow spot-beans, glittering from
some sort of paint he nust have used. Her clients in-
haled with awe at the sight, their faces rapt as he nade
nmystic passes with his magi cal hands. distening strands
and bits whirled fromhis fingertips, disappearing in
brief sparks as they left the Iight beans. That was a
new trick, Tiria thought. Not bad. Pilau tried to catch
a strand, but it disintegrated, leaving no trace in her
grubby fingers.

Just then another strand, stronger, shot fromthe stage
and fell on the head of a benused man. He was | ess
benused when, wi th another grand flourish, the Lama-
shaman began to reel himin.



"You have been chosen, brother. Come to ne! Em

brace me!" A ranp extruded fromthe stage, straight
toward the chosen one, who gl anced about with appre-
hensi on as he was pushed onto the ramp by those be-

hi nd hi mand propelled forward by those on either side.
"Kneel, brother," the Lama-shaman intoned, and ap-
peared to glide down the air.

Tiria could feel the faint vibration of the stage nech-
ani smthat supplied the effect, but she did not pause in
her translations. It was a pretty good gi mm ck. She
wonder ed where the control was. The mark appeared

genui nely stunned at being chosen. He knelt obediently,
a dazed expression on his face.

"' Ral | amadanot huri asti cal | i gomahn ozi ni t hi oapo-

doci amot uri al i st ashadi oal i syngquepodi al - - Orat hurt o-

di spasi onat usi nperadomnusi gen al | i szwei genpol ast onu
cheval i skyri el i sonandi a. Mdyss pirialistusquandoruul a-
bet odomari gat oi nust endi ati onal | amegrachi atus ..."
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t he Revered Venerabl e intoned, holding his hand above
the mark's head.

More syll ables and al nost-words that Tiria could

not anticipate enough to mnic. She could appreciate
and admire the Venerable's truly respectable breath
control. Wiy, he sounded as if he could go on for-
ever!

'What does he say?" Mrda pinched her sharply.

"How can | hear when you babble at ne?" Tiria
replied and made up suitable phrases, which she then
transl ated. "Wops!"

Strange things were happeni ng above the chosen

one's head. How did the Lama-shaman do that with

sl eeves so tight at his wists? Tiria wondered. Hair,
face, and throat of the mark were shimrering with

gol d; the man's expression was first |udicrous and then
ecstatic. Tiria wondered what the Venerable Praynman
could be using. She was beginning to enjoy the spec-
tacle.

The Revered slowy turned back to the audience, his
face al so gol den-hued, the whites of his eyes visible.
"The power is with me. Womelse will it touch?"

Rai sing his arns agai n and extending his hands for-
ward, he gave the audience sufficient time to see the
effect the "power" had had on the first "chosen." Wth

a twist of his wists, his palns turned over and strands
shot out in all directions. Before Tiria could duck, one
of the filanents |anded on her head. Watever it was
stuck tightly in her hair despite quick efforts on her
part to get rid of it. Her hands were caught by the
adhesi ve, bound to her head now. She began to panic.



There was no way she w shed to be haul ed up in pub-
l[ic. Not with Yassimin the hall. Not with tieds on
her, credits she had no right to possess under any cir-
cunst ances.

The choir began to chant for the chosen to come for-
ward, to receive power. The audi ence caught up the
refrain, and Tiria could hear the om nous overtone of

envy fromthose who felt thensel ves nmore worthy of
such an honor.

"She's been chosen!" Bilala and Pilau shrieked,

bursting into an ululation that shot panic through Tiria's
heart as they tried to push her forward toward the ranp
nearest them

"No, she's got to stay. She's got to tell us!"™ Mamm
Bobchi k and M rda Khan were not to be cheated. They
pul led Tiria back.

"Break it, Cyoto. Help ne, Lao Wang. El pidi a!
Zavetal" Tiria began struggling in earnest, terror start-
ing to chill her guts.

All the other newy chosen were making their way

up to the stage. The strand tightened, pulling at her
hair. She twi sted. Then suddenly she was snapped free.
She caught the glint of a knife blade as she fell back
agai nst the solid Mama Bobchi k. Zaveta and M rda

| ocked with the screaming Bilala and Pilau, who were
attenpting to regain control of Tiria.

As she had done before in such situations, Tiria

dropped to the floor and plunged to one side, tripping
someone, who fell heavily on her left foot. She ignored
the stab of pain and craw ed on, her breath coming in
sobs. She rolled free of her encircling clients and
scranbled to her feet, plow ng through the chanters.
Soneone saw the dangling gol den strand and grabbed

it, nearly jerking her off her feet. To free herself she
wrenched the tangled hair from her head, |eaving the

bit of scalp dangling in the man's hand.

"Grab her!" The chant was interrupted to set up

the cry. She squeezed past several grasping hands,
frantic to get to the | obby and the nearest emnergency
exit.

"Here, | gotcha!" She was encircled by massive

forearns. She lifted her arns and slithered down; a Kkick
was ai med at her belly, but despite being w nded, she
rolled, too accustoned to such dirty tactics not to have
sel f-preserving instincts. She had a glinpse of one of
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Yassim s sassins, face weathed in a witless grin of suc-
cess, before she | anded against the far wall, and sud-
denly two pairs of trousered |egs shiel ded her

She was hel ped to her feet by kind hands and nade
consci ous of soothing thoughts of assistance, under-
standi ng, and synpathy. She recogni zed the aura just

as her splayed fingers felt the doorfranme. Managing to
el ude the hands, she whi pped out the door and sped
across the foyer, paying no heed to pleas to stop. An
incredible multi-toned bell ow rose behind her, an angry
frustrated noi se that gave inpetus to her punping |egs.
As she pounded down the access aisle, she heard a fa-
mliar thunping thud in the air above.

LEGs! Had they been on hand? O had they been

called? But it took time for LEO ships to assenble. She
found the small square duct she needed, whipped off

the cover, crawl ed inside, and, with sone difficulty in
the restricted space, snapped it back into place. She
crouched in the dirt and grinme, tilting her face away
fromthe light as her lungs fought to repay her heart for
the strain.

She heard people racing by, heard their exclamations

as they reached the dead end, heard themturn and cone
back, and heard their steps continue on past her refuge.
Despite the noise, Tiria fell asleep

"Rhyssa!" The al arned voice of the duty officer was
acconpani ed by an i nmpul se through her headnet that
roused her instantly.

"Yes?"
"Maj or disaster precog," Budworth said.

Great! Rhyssa thought sleepily. Two major trouble
precogs in not quite two days and not a trenble about
matters which urgently concerned all Talents.

"Recorded all across Asia," Budworth went on
"Looks |ike Kayankira's going to get another nobnsoon
overl oad. They haven't repaired the restrai ning dams
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fromthe | ast one. How re we going to cope, with al
the strong kinetics on the station?

"I's there time to bring any down?"

"That's the panic! There's tinme enough, but weather
conditions all across the world are freaky. Even if a
Padrugoi shuttle [ aunched, the nearest clear landing site
is Wonera. The kinetics have to be on site to be ef-
fective." Wiat Budworth did not say--"if Barchenka

would allow 'emto | eave the station"--flashed |ike a
neon sign in Rhyssa's nind.



"CGet Sascha up for me, will you, Buddy?"

He di d, Sascha assured her. Are you considering
Peter? Hi s nental tone m xed eagerness to try and
awar eness of the multiple risks involved.

/ must consider Peter's unique capabilities in a sit-
uation as critical as this, she told him

How? W thout conprom sing Peter's security?

They both slapped up internal shields as they felt the
arrival of other thoughts.

Kayanki ra: Rhyssa, |'ve got to have all the kinetics
you have left. | understand there's no chance of getting
any of them down from Padrugoi ?

Rhyssa: That's my under st andi ng.

Vsevol od CGebrowski: / shall insist! | shall take this

to the Wrld Council. They have deplored the situation
in India. Let themput words into action. Reducing the
density of population in that area of Bangl adesh al so

di m ni shed the avail abl e workforce, and the necessary

wor k has not been conpleted on tine. Now we pay for

t hat .

Mkl os Horvath: Not if we draft the kinetics on Pad-
rugoi down to help. And the cleanup effort will be re-
duced by ki nesis now

Rhyssa: If we can force the weather to give us a
br eak!

Bessi e Dundall at Canberra: The precogs all indicate
the worst flooding ever in Bangl adesh. The new | evees
haven't been conpletely restored, so floodwaters wl|l
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drown this year's harvest. The barriers won't work for
some reason--1 suspect their erection will prove that
once again corruption and bribery have been wi de-
spread. W have to do somet hi ng!

Al paraci n: Rhyssa, what about that team of yours

hear about ?

Rhyssa: They're not well-enough trained for a disas-
ter of this magnitude, dear friend. They 'd be burned

out .

Peter: No, | wouldn "t.



Qui et! Sascha, Rhyssa, and Dorotea ordered as one.
Peter: | was, that was just to you.

Rhyssa held her breath. But no Tal ent queried the
unknown voice. Naturally Eastern will do whatever we

can, she told the others. May we have copies of the
precogs? But | assure you that highly skilled kinetics
are going to have trouble coping with this sort of thing,

and all | have are a handful of fourteen-year-old trainee
ki neti cs.
Madl yn here

Sascha: Honey, you're one voice that never has to
identify. What have you heard? He i naged to Rhyssa a
vi sion of Madlyn Luvaro, hands to her nouth to nake
a negaphone, |eaning out of an airlock and shouting
down to a wi ncing Earth.

Madl yn: Lance has been arguing w th Barchenka

since he got the precog. She absolutely refuses to risk

a shuttle or a pilot. You gotta adnit the weather's pretty
freaky all over right now | can see it clear as day: lots
of turbul ence, and not just over the Indian continent.
Lance says there has to be one safe place on Earth they
can | and, and they've got to help. He's citing her for
contractual violation. She says it's too dangerous to

risk so many Tal ents--now she's doing the matri archal

pr ot ecti ng-you- agai nst-your-own-al truism Ha

And there isn 't a pilot we 've talked to who 'Il risk a
drop into the soup kettle down there, she went on. Wit!
Lance says--Madlyn's nmental tone altered to a rote-

recital level--nows the tinme to try. He says you 'Il know
what he neans. He accepts that it could be a risk, but

if ever to put it to the test, nows the tine. Have you
got all that? She sounded nystified.

Sascha: You've cone through | oud and cl ear
Madl yn, and we copy.

Lance says that the precog indicates even nore hor-
rendous damage than the | ast nonsoon flood caused,

so Talent has got to give kinetic support. He's dra-
gooned a pilot into comng, but the guy's scared of
attenpting to | and anywhere. Lance has assured him

that all the kinetics on board will do the |anding okay.
I s Lance gone space-crazy? Al right, I"'mtelling them
He says he, and a contingent of the heavy-duty kinet-

i cs--enough to effect flood control--will be on the shut-
tle Erasrmus in Hangar G at 0800. They're okay in

space, but they "Il need the help | anding. That doesn 't
make sense to me, but that's what |'m supposed to tel
you.

Sascha canme stormng into Rhyssa's room He had
pul l ed his pants on but was carrying his shirt in his



hand. He really did have a superb body, Rhyssa thought
privately. Wiy isn't there the necessary chemnistry be-
tween us? W' d make beautiful children. He | ooked so
magni fi cent angry.

"Lance is out of his wig if he thinks Peter's up to a
controlled landing in Dacca weather," he announced.
"Landing pallets in a warehouse is a considerably dif-
ferent can of wornms to a shuttle full of live folk we
can't afford to smear across a gal e-struck concrete run-
way. "

Rhyssa fed a direct repeat of Lance's earlier conver-
sation on Peter's potential and a simlar situation into
Sascha's mind. "He was only joking at the tinme," she
said ruefully. "Quite a legitimte extrapolation."

"We just can't risk it," Sascha said, pacing up and
down the room whil e Rhyssa untangl ed herself from her
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"As neat a

past el - covered duvet and started dressing.
solution to the lack of kinetics as it is.”

Rhyssa, with ineffable sadness: Sascha-bear, you're
hal fway to figuring out just how he can do it!

They were both startled by a tinorous tap on her
door.

"Yes?" She and Sascha exchanged gl ances.

"It's Peter. Can | cone in?"

Sascha threw his arms up dramatically.

"Yes, yes," Rhyssa said, shooting a conprehensive
war ni ng at Sascha.

In his distress, Peter floated rather than wal ked into

the room

"No one bothered to channel their thoughts," he said,
bot h apprehensi ve and defensive. "I couldn't help hear-
ing."

"No, of course you couldn't, Peter," Rhyssa said.

Is Peter there? Dorotea's anxious tone startled them

I''m here!



Young man, if you ever |eave ne again in that abrupt
fashion, I'Il tan your bottom

Rhyssa and Sascha had never heard mat particul ar
note in the telepath's voice before.

/ was trying to explain the problemto hi mwhen he
zi pped out of here so fast | thought he'd actually tele-
ported hinself.

| know the problem Dorotea, Peter said in a very
patient tone. To land the shuttle safely at Dacca. And,
wi th enough power, it'a. be no nmore difficult than that
container was, or the steel | sent to San Franci sco.

"The turbul ence of a nobnsoon is totally unpredict-
abl e," Sascha began

Peter's expressi on was one of abused patience. "It'd

be the same principle in spite of turbulence. And better
because the shuttle won't be powered, so that won't
throw off the snatch and grab of ny gestalt.”

"Si npl e when explained in that fashion," Sascha said

at his driest. Then he flung up his hands in exasperation
and turned to Rhyssa.

She took a reasonabl e stance. "The distance, the nass
i nvol ved, even the turbul ence are not factors you've
dealt with before. W can't, and won't, risk burning
you out."

Peter grinned. "You wouldn't. Though |I'd need

much nore than four-point-five kpm To be safe, I'd
need sonme real power--like the city's turbos. They
m ght seize up--but | wouldn't.'

"We don't know that, Peter," Rhyssa said gently,
permtting himto sense her anxiety.

"But / know that about me," Peter said, and |evi-
tated to the bed, where he perched beside her, upright
enough, but with his arns and | egs draped in unnatura
positions. He made adjustments when he caught Rhys-
sa's look. "Instinctively!"

Then she hugged him feeling tears of pride for the

shi ning self-confidence that had energed in the past few
weeks. She held his | ax narrow body for a | ong no-

ment; then, sensing his enbarrassnment, she ruffled his
hair and rel eased him

"Peter," Sascha said, hunkering down by the boy,

"this is different fromthe exerci ses we've had you do.
And this gestalt ability of yours is unique! W just can't
risk it."

"DOrotea said | should trust ny instincts,"” Peter said
so firmy that both Sascha and Rhyssa regarded himfor



a long noment. "I also read the precog report. If there

aren't enough kinetics, many people will lose their lives,
as well as everything they' ve been struggling to build
over the past two years. There'll be nmassive ecol ogi ca

damage, nore plague, starvation. You keep feeding ne

all this stuff about the responsibility we Talents have to
the rest of the world, how we're supposed to reduce

death and damage. If I'mwlling to take a little risk

I'd be a real Talent.

"I al so heard what Madlyn said to you." Peter
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grinned i ngenuously, wincing as if avoiding a | oud
noi se. "M . Baden nmeans ne, doesn't he? That it's

time to really try me."
Sascha sat down on the bed on Peter's other side and

| ooked hel pl essly at Rhyssa.

"As | see it," Peter went on, clearly nore in charge

of the situation than his adult nentors, "we Talents

don't have any option. W need the ones with M. Ba-

den in the Erasnus. Sascha, when | shifted that stee

the other day, you said | had graduated into a really
useful category of kinesis. Wth enough power in the

gestalt, | know |l can land the shuttle."

Sascha sl oWy shook his head. "There's another ma-
jor consideration, son ..."

"I"ve been studying schematics on power genera-
tion," Peter continued blithely. "Turbos in particular

as they're nmore reliable.™
"You have?" Rhyssa was constantly being surprised

by the turns of Peter's avid studying.

"Well, | thought | ought to get sone sort of basic
concepts fromwhich to work . " He saw their ex-
pressions and gave thema little smle. "I used to watch
a lot of college-level vid courses. They were a |l ot nore
i nteresting than nost of the |ate-night recreational gar-
bage. Having to think hard took ny mnd off myself

for a while. Engineering was a good think."

Sascha and Rhyssa were reduced to nodding in be-
| at ed conprehension

"Especially," Peter added, his eyes tw nkling, "as



no one really seemed to know what to make of mnmy ges-
talting. And that's the other consideration, isn't it,
Sascha? Keeping gestalt kinesis under waps?''

"He's got us there, Rhyssa," Sascha said with a cha-
grined expression

"That's what you're really worried about, but | ook

if the pilot brings the shuttle down far enough, | know
| can get it safely through the turbulence and land it.
And even the pilot doesn't need to know it wasn't M.

Baden and the other kinetics who steadied the shuttle."
When he saw that they were seriously considering his
suggestion, he added, "It isn't as if 1'd be bringing the
shuttle all the way down from Padrugoi by nyself, you
know. "

"And you think the city's power systemw || supply
t he necessary gestalt for you?" Sascha asked in a wy
t one.

"The East Side Jerhattan power station's turbos
shoul d be enough." Peter's eyes glowed at the prospect
of all that power at his disposal

Rhyssa and Sascha began to | augh at the sheer im
pudence.

"You know, | really think that'll work," Dorotea

said, entering the room She was still in her night-
clothes, a fetching pale lilac mat set off her lovely white
hai r and porcel ai n conpl exi on. "Si nce eavesdroppi ng

is in general order today, |'ve been follow ng the con-
versations with great interest. There won't be tine to
talk that idiot of a power resources conm ssioner into
agreeing to anything of such an experinental, and
highly confidential, nature. The fewer people who know
what we're doing the better." Her face took on an ex-
ceedingly sly look, totally uncharacteristic. "Let's in-
voke a G and H" She chortled, |ooking exceedingly

pl eased with herself. "All we have to do nen is cal
Boris--get himto clear the power station and use his

of ficial capacity to get us in."

"I nvoke a G and H?" Rhyssa stared at the elderly
telepath as if she had never seen her before.

"What's a G and H?" Peter asked just as Sascha
began to guffaw

"Why didn't | think of that?" Rhyssa exclainmed in
exasperation. To the nystified Peter, she expl ai ned,
"That's our mayday code, for George--that's Ceorge
Henner, who once owned this house--and Henry-

nmeani ng Henry Darrow, who established Talent as a
verifiable paranormal skill. If a Talent invokes a G and



132 PEGASUS | N FLI GHT

H, he gets imedi ate and unquesti oned cooperation from
every other Talent."

Sascha nbbed his hands together. "You know, |'ve

al ways wanted the excuse to invoke that mayday code."
Brother, he called. It's a Gand H we need escort to

the East Side power station, and it's to be cl eared!
Shouldn 't be difficult with only a mnimal night crew on
call.

Boris: A G and H? Fascinating. |I'mcleaning up after
a major riot and you elect this nonent in time to cal
a George and Henry?

Sascha: All we need is you and a LEO heli.
Just nme? Boris responded sarcastically.

Sascha agreeably: You to get us the cooperation we
need.

And | can expect return cooperation fromyou ? Boris,
slyly.

Sascha: It's a George Henry mayday, Bro. You can't
ref use.

Boris; Quid pro quo, Bro. | was about to request
your presence!

Sascha: For a riot?

Boris: / could certainly use your help on this one,
Bro. Sonme oddities have cropped up that require your
particularly acute tel epathic Tal ent.

Sascha rai sed his eyebrows inquiringly at Rhyssa
who reluctantly gave an assenting nod.

"Did you follow that, Peter?" Rhyssa asked, notic-
ing that the boy's face was still registering surprise.

"Yes," he said tentatively.

Sascha said en-

"You don't really need ne, Peter,’
couragingly. "You' ve got Rhyssa ..

"And Dorotea," the | ady added stoutly.
"To buffer your mind," Sascha continued. Don, as
well, I think, he added to Rhyssa. Wy does Boris have

to need ne at this noment in tinme?

Dorotea: Boris always did have an awkward streak



in him Cones frombeing a LEO by tenperanent.
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Rhyssa turned briskly to Peter. "Now, you'd better
get dressed. Fetch your clothes here. And what should
he get for you, Dorotea? You can change in ny bath-
room"

"I"ll get down to Budworth for the vital statistics we
need, " Sascha said. "The weight of the shuttle, a radar
link with the shuttle, repros of Dacca--in good

weat her - -weat her reports." If | really think about this
in any detail, I'lIl go crackers! he added on a very fine
thread to the two wonen.

Rhyssa and Dorotea replied with equal fervor: You 'l
have company!

If Peter thinks he can do it, | prefer to think he can
Rhyssa added. After all, it's the thought that counts.

Dorotea: That's what does the trick

The necessary equations, based on Peter's established
use of the gestalt plus distance, weight, and opti mm
speed of the shuttle, atnospheric conditions, and tur-
bul ence at the landing site, were all conpleted by the
time the LEO heli arrived to transport them

"I thought you were having a riot of a time and we'd
get a deputy," Sascha said, but he was exceedingly
relieved to have his brother's support.

"I am but |I'mne best authority you have for

what ever's going on." Boris smiled with white-toothed
malice. "You'll want to be in on this one, Bro. W've
got a |l ead on the ki dnappings."

Sascha swore with great ingenuity.

That's as inportant as this, Sascha, Rhyssa con-
ceded. Wth Dorotea and Don to help nme buffer him
he' Il be fine.

I wouldn't interfere with a mayday if | didn't have
to, the LEO comm ssioner said, even as he reached
down to assist Dorotea into ne heli

Sascha, the kidnappers nust be stopped, Dorotea said

so sternly that her tone startled all the tel epaths. There!
That's settl ed!
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"And this is Peter Reidinger?" Boris asked, as Peter
reached the steps in his treading-water gait. "H!"

From the stunned | ook on Peter's face, Rhyssa sud-
denly realized that no one had thought to nention to



the boy that the LEO commi ssioner was Sascha's twn
br ot her.

"No, you're not seeing double. I'molder by five
m nutes," Boris went on am ably, deftly taking Peter
under the arms and hoi sting himaboard. W "Il both see

them safely there before |I abduct you, Bro, for ny |less
nef ari ous purposes. The boy's the G and H?

Sascha waggl ed his finger at his brother. Naughty,
naughty! He swung aboard and started stow ng the

nmedi cal equi pnent Don Useni k handed up, ignoring
Boris's grunbling. Wen Don clinbed in, Sascha slid

t he door shut, and the big heli-bus glided upward and
sout heast .

Boris had strapped Peter into a w ndow seat, and ut-
terly entranced, the boy gazed down the black canyon
of the Hudson to the mass of lights that gl owed from
every ziggurat and ribbonway of Jerhattan

"Rat her breathtaking no matter how often you see

it," Rhyssa said to Peter, who nodded wi t hout taking

his eyes fromthe view By the tinme they |anded on the
roof of the facility, all the Talents were subtly aware of
t he enptiness of the massive structure.

"Well done, Boris," Dorotea said. "This way, Pe-
ter!"

"I hope you know what you're doing," Boris re-
marked wyly. "My office is on the line in this!"

"Thanks, Boris," Rhyssa said. "Can you retrieve us
when we shout ?"

"If I can't spare Sascha, |'ll send someone you can
trust,"” the LEO conmi ssioner said as he handed Don
his monitors. Then the big heli lifted away fromthe
hel i pad.

Rhyssa t ook one equi prent case from Don as he

haul ed open the roof door. As soon as Peter glided in-
side, he began to emanate excitenment, his eyes spar-
kling with anticipation while he maneuvered down t he
stairs. They entered above the huge turbines, which
were humm ng slightly as they served the needs of the
great metropolis. They turned into the control room
that overl ooked the turbine floor, a roomlined with

t he equi pnent that registered the flow of electricity to
the various substations. Wth an ineffable air, Peter
assuned the confornmabl e chair of the duty engineer
swinging it idly fromside to side until the adults or-
gani zed the nonitors and started hooking hi mup

Above the wi ndows overl ooking the turbines were
sufficient vid screens to display what Peter needed to
see. Rhyssa began entering the appropriate prograns,
bringing up on one screen a high-resolution fax print of
the Erasmus; on another, a display of its specifications;



then weat her simulations; and finally linking the sta-
tion's conmunications grid to the main NASA board to
follow the shuttle's descent. The Erasmus was al ready
in flight, having begun its descent pronptly at 0800
station time, 0130 Earth time. The power-station clock
read 0550 as the deep radar net began to show t he shut-
tie's spiraling descent. The final screen pictured the
Dacca airport, lashed with rain and whi pped by fierce
gusts of winds that shifted tree trunks, parts of cars,
crates, and all sorts of debris across the concrete run-
way where Peter was to bring the Erasmus safely down.

When Don Useni k had conpleted his check of the

equi prent nonitoring Peter, Rhyssa and Dorotea took
seats behind them the mnd of each lightly touching

the boy's. He seened not to notice, so intent was he on
the Erasmus's course. Just as it hit the atnosphere, the
generators began to whine.

Rhyssa shook her head, as unable as the others to

reach that part of Peter's nmind that had |inked with the
enor nous power of the turbines bel ow them The whine
built, the decibels increasing to an al nost unbearabl e
pitch. Dorotea scrunched her features up, unashanedly
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covering her ears with her hands. Rhyssa was staring

in disbelief at the wildly altered readings on the contr
consol e. Don Useni k kept his eyes on his medical non-
itors. Peter remai ned outwardly conmposed. Rhyssa no-
deed the slightly condescending smle on his face and
just hoped he was not about to overreach hinself.

Si mul t aneously both she and Don noticed the per-
spiration on the boy's forehead, but the snmle re-

mai ned in place. The generators reached a frenzied
peak and maintained it. And the touch of Peter's nind
altered! It becanme hard as stone. Peter had not | ocked
mental contact out, but he had suddenly restricted the
contact area, indicating intense concentration. Rhyssa
caught Dorotea's eyes, but the ol der woman nerely
pointed to Don's patient and unal arned watch of the
nmoni tors. The descent of the Erasmus visibly steadied
and sl owed.

He's done it! Rhyssa, Dorotea, and Don excl ai nmed
m nut ed congratul atory tones.

Rhyssa hoped sonmeone was recordi ng for posterity

what was unquestionably me nost dramatic noment for

Tal ent since a Goosegg registered Henry Darrow s
delta-wave pattern during that first recorded precogni -
tive Incident. Her mind still in contact with that part
Peter's which was accessible to herself and Dorotea,
she watched the Erasnus | anding, coming to a gentle

o]

of



stop at the passenger term nal, seem ngly untouched by

the battering wind. Peter gave a little chuckle, and sud-
denly the turbul ence between shuttle and term na

abated, an eerie stormeye of absolute calm Passengers
hastily di senbarked, pausing in astoni shnent as they
became aware of the surrounding lull. One, his face

i ndistinct on the small screen, lifted cl asped hands above
his head in a victory sign and then hurried into the du-

bi ous safety of the wi nd-battered term nal

"Where should | send the shuttle, Rhyssa? Once | let

go, that turbulence will just flip-flop it all over the
pl ace."
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/ hadn't thought that far ahead, Rhyssa admitted on
the quiet to Dorotea

"The weat her charts suggest that Wonera woul d be
t he safest place, Peter, but " Dorotea quickly
scanned the worl dwi de net eorol ogi cal report.

Only a slight increase in the generators indicated the
effort involved as the Erasnus slowy turned and started
back to the main runway.

"I think we'd better warn the pilot where he's go-
i ng," Rhyssa said, and spoke urgently to Sirikit at the
Control Center.

We' ve had the npbst unusual brownout here, Sirikit
told her.

Get Main Air Control to warn the Erasnus pil ot ASAP
that he's being diverted to Wonera.

Erasmus? Diverted? For once the Thai woman's tran-
quillity slipped into astoni shment. O course! |nmedi-
ately!

Preferably before he wets his britches, Don added as
an asi de, making both Rhyssa and Dorotea grin.

None of the three adults could feel any stress in the

m nd of the boy, who was totally wapped in the curi-
ous process of gestalt. Physically he | ooked nore frai
than ever, and the bones of his skull seened to expand
under the thin skin of his head. They could all feel the
tremendous power surging through him but they could

not deduce how he effected the control

Slow y, against all the tenets of aerodynami cs and in
spite of the prevailing turbul ence, the Erasnus sped
down the runway and achi eved a perfect takeoff.

"I don't believe this," Rhyssa nuttered softly. "Wo
taught himto fly planes?"

"Every boy in this generation understands shuttle



craft,"” Don remarked, but his expression was no | ess
benused than theirs. He watched as the Erasnus

clinmbed slowmy up into the swirling rain and cl ouds

and out of sight. They followed it up to the supersonic
I evel .
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The generators wound down fromtheir busy pitch.

"There!" Peter said suddenly with a note of com
plete satisfaction in his voice. "He's firing his engines,

and he should know what to do now. | told himto |and
in Woorrera. That was fun!" he added with | ess vigor
He was extrenmely pale and still perspiring heavily.

"That was a lot of fun!" H s eyes gl eaned, and he
grinned at Don Useni k, who shook his head with incre-
dulity as he pointed to an al nbst nornmal pattern on the
bi oscan screen.

"Fun? You called that fun, Peter?" Rhyssa ex-
clained al nost angrily, realizing that she had been
under a tremendous strain of worry even if Peter had
not .

"Wth power like this, I could |oft the shuttle nuch
easier than the pilot could,'' Peter said in a voice that
was suddenly hoarse with fatigue.

Dorotea, very privately to Rhyssa: 'How re you goin'
keep 'em down on the farm after they' ve seen Paree?
She roll ed her eyes expressively.

"Marked fatigue, |ow energy |level, but even that's
within what 1'd call the normal range for a Talent,"
Don announced in a baffled tone. "You did great, Pe-
ter," he added proudly.

Clearing her throat, Rhyssa said wearily, "I don't
think Ludnmilla's going to believe that onboard Tal ents
al so 'ported the shuttle out again.”

"Well, | couldn't leave it on the runway, Rhyssa,
now could I?" Peter asked with weary irritation
"Those shuttles cost billions."

Suddenly all the tel epaths were aware of other
touches, vying to reach their mnds.

Kayanki ra: Ch, thank you, thank you. How did you
manage?

Rhyssa, Dorotea, and Don exchanged gl ances.
No, Rhyssa, Dorotea said on a very thin thread to the
other two, we didn 't think this whole thing through very

careful ly.

Rhyssa gul ped and replied with an evenness in her
ment al tone that Dorotea appl auded. Lance is right



there. It was all his idea. Areal Gand H Wasn't it,
Lance?

Lance: I'Il tell her. 1'd rather shout "Eureka" but
accept the caveat. He sent an inmage of a |large croco-
dile, jans wide in amazement, followed by a kangaroo
bouncing froma pictorial map of Australia to the noon.
You never know till you try, do you, cobber?

"Enough! " Dorotea said suddenly. "Let's get Peter
hone to bed. Don't you try to nove a nuscle, young
man. "

For one brief nonment, Peter |ooked as if he was go-
ing to disobey. Then his expression turned woeful . "I
don't think I could right now "

"Not hi ng a good night's sleep and a hearty breakfast
won't put right in next to no time," Dorotea said
briskly, but the fierce glance she gave Rhyssa suggested
that a ot nore recuperation tinme mght be required in
spite of Don's optimstic interpretation of the nonitors.
"Now, how do we get himback to the Center? Boris

and Sascha are apparently up to their eyeballs in their
riot control."

The Center vehicle's comng, Sirikit said, a ripple of
anmusenent in her voice. Just stay put!

Even through the heavy roof sheeting of the power
station, they could hear the vibrations of the approach-
ing heli. Then the roof door opened and a figure charged
t hr ough.

"You all right down there? | was told to come pick
up pieces!" Dave Lehardt cried, descending three steps
at a tinme.

Rhyssa nearly wept with relief. What had Boris, the
sly mutt, said? "Someone you could trust!"

"Hi, Peter," Dave said. "Wat have you all been

up to that your PR man gets called out of his bed in the
wee small hours of the norning? ' Then he knelt down

by the boy, his expression very gentle. "You | ook
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done in. Tell me later, huh?" Wth tender solicitude,
he gat hered up the exhausted boy and, noving with
exquisite care, started up the stairs with him Rhyssa
foll owed, i mensely grateful for his unexpected pres-
ence.

CHAPTER 9

AN Wthin minutes of the Event, an | ncident Room



was in place on the wide mall in front of the Assenbly
atrium Crowd-control Talents and LEO specialists had

qui ckly defused the volatile tenper of the incipient nob.
Al t hough a number of attendees had managed to evade

t he LEO backup, the rest were being systematically

| D d.

The focus of the Incident, some twenty wonen of

various ethnic groups, had been inmedi ately seques-

tered in one of the rehearsal roons behind the atrium
and, despite their |oud | anentations and protestations of
i nnocence, were being adroitly questioned by a speci al
Tal ent team

By then Boris and Sascha had arrived in the big heli

Al ready the tapes fromthe hi-eyes, discreetly set in the
high ceiling of the hall by two industrious electricians
who had conme with the RIG setup team were being

viewed in the Incident Roomby the original precogs,
Auer and Bertha Zoccola. Boris and Sascha took up
observation positions. The portable's walls were packed
wi th anal yzers keyed in to the LEO mai nframe. De-
briefing reports by crowd-control Talents were being
made at the various stations, while LEO personnel av-
idly read rap sheets spewed out by churning printers as
the wist-1D scans were processed. Frequently the LEO
conmi ssioner was interrupted in his viewing to initial
warrants, but the main nmeat of the Incident eluded all
141
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Reverend Venerabl e Ponsit Prosit had once again flitted
off in tine.

"So ny precog centered on the wonen," Bertha was

sayi ng, studiously avoiding eye contact with Auer. The
dour man was pulling at his lower lip, oblivious to her
as the replay continued. "Wiile his was for Flinflam
When are you going to bust that guy? He's obscene, a

m serabl e naggot of a man, |eeching off enptions--you
know that's all he is! An enotion | eech, grow ng fat
whenever he has a nob to suck! The bigger the bunch

he mani pul ates, the bigger his hit.'' She waved her arns
i n exaggerated circles.

"As |'ve expl ained before. Bertha, he inadvertenfly

serves a purpose," Boris explained patiently. "He works
them up, yes. He nmay get a vicarious pleasure holding a
crowmd in the pal mof his hand, but his histrionics defuse

a lot of pent-up garbage in a catharsis not generated by
passi ve watching of the tri-d fare. Qccasionally he runs
pretty close to dogmatic insult, but usually he's innocuous
and says not hing."

" "Says nothing' is right!" Bertha muttered indig-
nantly.



Boris went on. "He had registered sponsors for to-

ni ght, some East |ndian Mystical Concept G oup which
is properly registered and screens as legit. W had no
grounds to deny them or him the right of religious
assenbly. "

"Rel i gious assenbly!" Bertha was outraged. "Reli -

gion he ain't got. And religious assenblies are sup-
posed to be uplifting, not downtroddi ng. He's a rouser
a |l eech, a spewer of blaspheny. He's dangerous." She
waggl ed a finger violently under Boris's nose.
"There're laws against inciting to riot, and he caused
one tonight."

"Unfortunately, Bertha, your precog absol ves hi m of
primary blame." Boris tried to exude pacification. Her
voi ce was getting louder with each denunciatory re-
mark, and she had never been noted for tact.
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"Who gave himstrands, Comm sh?" she demanded.
"You can't tell me he didn't use "emwth crimna
intent!"

Boris's patience snapped, and he sent a crisp sumons
to Sascha, who was outside hel ping the tel enpat hs keep
control. "On that count, we've a search-and-find warrant
out for himright now "

"It was me twigged Flinflam Bertha Zoccola,"
Auer said, glaring furiously at the little woman. "He's
none of your business."

Sascha arrived and deftly rendered her helpless with

a heavy | ean on her speech centers just |ong enough to
escort her to a debriefing position at the opposite end
of the room

"We got another w|ld one manufacturing that strand
stuff for Flinflan?'' Auer asked Boris in a | ow voice.

"Coul d be, Auer," Boris replied unhappily. "That's

the only way fringe fanatics |like Ponsit Prosit could
obtain strands." The tangling substance was a recent

LEO i nvention, produced froman aberrant chem ca
conpound to provide a fast-drying m drange restraint.
Top secret, its formula and processing were of a com
plexity that ought not to be easily duplicatable. "There's
a real smart head out there somewhere. Forensic says

the stuff is pretty dammed close to our formula. Mre
toxic, which is bad, and | ess durable, which is fortu-
nate. You' ve a good feel for technical matters, Auer
Keep your mind open for us, will you? Report even the
slightest twinge. W've got to find this bozo as soon as
possible. | don't care what sort of Talent emerges from
Resi denti al genes but, whatever it is, it should be reg-
istered with us."



"I can't imagine Flinflam having enough credit to
hire that sort of smarts. Ah, and | see Yassinis got
hi nsel f a new | adrone?" Auer asked cynically, point-
ing at the replay.

Boris regarded himwi th approval. "You caught that
one frane of Yassin®
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Auer shook his head but pointed to the tape being

pl ayed over and over on the screen. "I keep up-to-date
on the LEO visitors' list. Every ladrone, hitter, and

sassin known to be connected with Yassi mwas here
tonight. He had to be, too. Didja get many?"

"A good crop but no one of particular inportance,"”

Boris said, and then grimaced. "You know t hose new

i ndestructi bl e door-eyes we've been installing? It could
have been Yassim s people, or maybe the new Tal ent

who supplied Flinflamw th strands, but every one of
them was di sabled. Very cleverly, with a bit of wire, a
hai rpin, even a twisted |l ength of foil--nothing irrepar-
abl e but enough to cloud the count. W're IDing ev-
eryone who didn't have a chance to | eave after the

I ncident, but we're shy counts on exactly who, and how
many, cane to the party."

Auer nodded again, synpathetic in his own sour way
to the conmi ssioner's frustration. "I'lIl keep it all in
m nd. Conmi ssioner. Leave you to it."

Boris turned his attention to the head of the team
guestioning the focus group. Norma, any |uck?

No, sir, they 're still on the boil. W 're getting anger
frustration, envy, some anxiety and worry over being
detained, mainly maternal, but really, sir, we can only
get the domi nant enotions. They're angry at being

"done.’ And not by old Ponsit Prosit Flinflam Trouble
is, none of 'em speak much Basic. Could we have a

[ i ngui st down here? Sonmeone who's got Neerest, Paki

and Asian | anguages? Ranjit, maybe?

"Il send him along presently. Anything el se?

Yes, sir. Nine of themare involved in sone kind of feud.
W 've had to separate themtw ce already to keep them
from scratching each other or pulling hair. Something
about being chosen and it wasn't right to intervene.
Doesn 't nmke any sense.

"Bei ng chosen?" Boris spoke aloud as well as nen-
tally.

Sir?



Thank you, Sergeant, you 'vejust triggered a thought!
Boris turned to the screen as yet another replay of the
I nci dent began. He forwarded it quickly and then re-
duced the speed, his eyes on the screen

You' ve got sonethi ng? Sascha was at his shoul der

If ny theory is correct that Flinflamwas fingering
peopl e for soneone--Yassi m probably, since his nen
were there in force--/ want to know what the conmon
denom nat or of choice was, Boris told his twin. Mst
of them were mal es except our focus group, which

wer e--ah, here we are!

The two brothers watched as the reduced speed clearly
showed the strand falling in the center of the focus

group.

It didn 't hit a wonan! Unl ess she was a nidget, Sa-
scha said, pointing to the thin hands claw ng up out of
the mass. Boris tapped out an enlarge, sharpening the
definition in the center of activity. A child?

No child in the group being held. Twenty wonen.
can count that many heads.

Sascha: Are some tuggi ng?
Yes, and sone resisting. Norma said the wonen are
contentious. In an overlay of thought, Boris repeated

Norma's exact words.

Sascha: And feeling cheated. Look! Knife severing
the strand. Now all hell breaks |oose.

"Ckay, who were the nearest crowd controllers?"
Bori s asked.

Cass Cutler and Suzanne Nbenbi were sunmopned,

still wearing their undercover gear, although Cass had
wi ped off the heavy makeup and di scarded the tangle

of cheap jewelry. Boris spun the tape back to the rele-
vant scene.

"Cass, Suzanne, good strong danmper work today."

"It was very close, Comm ssioner," Cass said, roll-

i ng her eyes. "Could have been a bad one w thout that
precog. "
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"Either of you two see a child with our focus
group?"

"No," Cass replied quickly, and then frowned. "At
least, | don't think she was with them W first noticed
her trying to get away from Bul bar.""'

"We woul d have intervened--no girl child should be
caught by that scuz--but she freed herself," Suz added.
"Knew wel | enough how. "

"She dodged behind us for a nmoment, on her way to

an exit. Just then the Incident erupted. Funny about that
." Cass faltered, frowing. "I felt sonething. Com

m ssioner, when | touched her. A shield solid as a wall,

and that's odd enough for a Linear kid. She m ght even

have sone | atent Talent.'

"We still haven't found the reason for the riot. Could
she have sonething to do with it if she's a possible
| atent Tal ent?" Boris nused, tapping the nonitor

Cass gave a diffident shrug, but both she and Suz

wat ched the replay closely. Boris speeded it up, stop-
pi ng at the noment when the hands appeared, | ooking

nore balletic in slow motion than frantic as the slender
fingers splayed in panic; then the sequence went on
showi ng fingers clutching at the strand, the flash of the
kni fe, and the scrinmage of the wonen.

"Can you get the perineter of the scene just before
they started to boil ?" Cass asked.

Boris tried every conbination of review, but the hi-
eye had been fixed on the precogged site of the Inci-
dent, and al though the definition was sharp, the angle
obscured what Cass wanted to see.

"Ranjit Youssef reporting as requested, sir." The
young LEO of ficer presented hinself a respectful dis-
tance fromthe absorbed cluster around the screen

"And what did the search of the assigned quarters
reveal, Lieutenant?" Boris asked formally.

"Comm ssi oner, the count of illegal children under
the age often is'eight hundred and three, including five

newbons. In fact, all the children apprehended are un-
der ten."

Al t hough the LEO conm ssioner was not actually
surprised, the total was considerably higher than esti-
mat ed. He propped hinsel f agai nst the desk edge and

fol ded his hands over his chest, rubbing his jaw pen-
sively. Eight hundred? he repeated.

And three, Sascha added, his nmental tone equally
grim



Boris: And all to be sacrificed to produce nore un-
derfed di sposable kids to be abused one way or an-
other. How can the traffic be stopped when peopl e
blindly follow an archaic ethnic inperative?

"Any with legal wist IDs?" Boris asked Ranjit
al oud.

"The nine-year-olds, sir, but so far no IDs match the
genetic print registered for the nunber. There are al so
far fewer preteens and teens than a Residential popu-

| ati on shoul d generate.™

"As usual. How many of the illegals under ten were
found in the quarters of the focus wonen?"

"Thirty-two, sone too young to run for it. The ol der
ones had sonme warni ng--they always do. But a clanp
is already initiated. No one without a wistband w |l
nmove out of this Linear," Ranjit said, "even through
di sposal chutes."

"Ah, yes, disposal chutes," Boris added with a fur-
ther sigh of resignation. "And, | trust, the cargo |ines?
Good. " He tapped a sequence and the screen showed

the architectural schematic of Linear G slowy rotating

to display every angle of the i mense ziggurat. "Nonna
Banfi el d needs your linguistic abilities. Lieutenant.

She's in the rehearsal hall to the left of the stage. She's
got a mess of ethnics with little Basic, and there are

two factions at least willing to pull hair."

"Pull hair?" Cass sat upright, a wisp of a nmenory
surfacing fromthe recent expl osion

"CGot sonet hing, Cass?" Boris asked
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"Il work on it." She sagged into as much of a re-

| axed state as the activity in the roompernmtted. Suz
began a soot hi ng massage of her neck nmuscles to en-
courage recall .

"I'"ll do what | can to help Lieutenant Banfield,"
Ranjit saluted and left.

Cass stood. "I wanna check sonething in the hall,
sir, unless sone officious noron has sent the cl eaners
in already."

"Go to it." Boris gestured broadly and turned back
to the schematic to try and figure out where refugees



m ght hide in the maze of corridors, closets, and con-
duits. Sascha, get your teams to start searching ducts.
Scared ki ds can squeeze into the damedest pl aces.
don't want a single illegal to get caught by Yassins
slimy hooks.

Done. Sascha's eyes bl anked briefly as he gave the
orders.

"I got it," Cass cried, reentering the room She gave
an eerie yodel and held the trophy up. "Her scalp, by
all that's holy!"

Wth two fastidious fingers, Boris took the hank of

hair, the dull severed strand tangled right to the bl oody
patch of skull skin. Loufan! Find out all you can about

t he person who grew this!

The technician hurried to the comm ssioner's side,
received the tress w thout expression, and went back to
hi s cubicl e.

Conmi ssioner, Ranjit said. After a polite pause to be
sure he was not interrupting, he went on. They're hid-
i ng sonet hi ng.

Nor ma: Sonmeone. | concur. Soneone inportant to
t hem

Ranjit: 7 think that's the reason for the dissension
sir.

Norma: / would go along with that. My | nudge
them sir?

Boris: By any, fair means, Lieutenant. Boris told

them He grinned to hinself, knowing Ranjit's scru-
pul ous sense of honor, and then felt the nmental touch
t hat nmeant Sascha had overheard the exchange.

Dealing with the unTal ented took heroic efforts, Bo-
ris thought. On the other hand, did he really want ev-
eryone to have paranormal abilities? O at |east sone
m nor paranornmal quirk, so that there would be |ess
hassl e? But that gave rise to envy--envy of soneone
nore Tal ented than onesel f, which only increased dis-
sension and prejudice. No, far better to have a small
m nority, dedicated--and disciplined--to perform func-
tions that the mnd-nunmb could not. And all of the pe-
culiar and unusual quirks registered!

Sir? Loufan paused. / rempoved the strand fromthe

scalp, as it interfered with the reading and is certainly
irrelevant. The subject is a Eurasian ethnic mx, pre-
adol escent femal e. Good strong genoprint, good im

mune factors, healthy, unusually so. The technician
sounded surprised. Linear G subsistence fare was nu-
tritionally adequate, of course, but if the child was il -
| egal, as Boris suspected, how had she managed to be



heal thy? And there's no match of birth ID

Boris: Did you really expect to find one?

Loufan: Yes, sir.

It was Boris's turn to be surprised.

Loufan: She coul d have been a runaway or a ki dnap

Boris: Okay. File the data, Loufan, and give the hair
to Bertha. Ask her--in your ineffably polite style--if this
artifact sparks anything off in her mnd?

Morents | ater Bertha came storm ng back to him
"Ch, the poor thing! Hair torn right out of her scal p!
Commi sh, who did it?"

"Possi bly Bul bar. Sense anyt hi ng?"

Bert ha pressed the | ock agai nst her anple bosom

cl osed her eyes, and concentrated. "Not a thing, but
it's there in my mind now" She grinaced in sudden
revul sion and thrust it back to him "Take it away!"

Sascha intercepted the | ock. "Bl ack, good |ength,"
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he nmurnured. "Sone of those wonen never cut their
hair. Heal thy, and nmuch cl eaner than you' d expect.
Shoul dn't be too hard to find a juvenile with a hunk
torn out of her scalp.”

" '"1I'd rather you give it to Carnen,'' Boris told him
Ranjit thinks quite a few of the older illegal kids eluded
the search teans, he added. Could she be one of then?

She mght lead us to the rest.

Carmen Stein laid the | ock across her thighs and
stroked it flat, using her long fingernails to separate the
tangled hairs. For several nore mnutes she fingered
them softly coaxing a sense of their grower's where-
abouts. Carnen al ways | ooked so placid and i nperturb-
abl e when she was evoking her Talent as finder. Better
t han nost, Sascha knew just how much activity her

brain was generating at such nonments. She was one of
the best searchers he had ever encountered and, because
her Tal ent was intense and exhausting, he protected her
as much as he could, limting her assignnents.

"The incident occurred how | ong ago?" she asked
wi t hout taking her eyes fromthe hair.

"Approxi mately sixty-two mnutes.”

"Ah, she is hiding. That accounts for the darkness.



| cannot see where. There is no light. A constricted
space. "

"A conduit?"

"That's possible." Carnmen sounded dubious. "I

t hi nk she sl eeps.”
"That's a cool one."

"No," Carnmen said, taking himliterally. "Not cool
Tired.'' She offered himthe hair.

"No, keep it. Carmen, for now W'Ill need to know
if she noves."

Calmy Carnen | eaned forward, took a clip fromthe
brightly enaneled jar on the table, and fastened the
tress, the scalp end now coated with a protective film
high on the right ,side of her head.

Anne McCaffrey 151

Sascha had relayed Carnmen's coments to Boris.

A conduit, huh ? There's so few of those in a Linear. The
LEO Conmi ssioner's nental tone was facetious. We're

flushing kids out of every available space. | hate this,
Sascha, | hate it. Sascha sent quick soothing thoughts to
ease the turmoil in his brother's mind, but Boris went on

The miracle of Iife should be a blessing, not a curse. How
can people be so irresponsible as to produce countl ess
unwant ed children and waste then?

Even illegal kids have rights, Sascha responded,
gently quoting his brother his own words. See that even
the [ east of them get that rmuch.

Illegals go to the space station. Boris sounded de-
f eat ed.

They don't go as grunts. They 're trained to do sone-
thing a lot nore constructive than their parents ever
did. Leave it, brother

| scratch your back, Bro, not your nose, Boris said
wyly. Now, |I'nputting in an appearance to scare sone
sense out of those flipping focus femal es!

No one better. By the way, when you have a spare
monent, listen to a news update. Then you 'Il know why
we twisted your armwith a G and H

| congratulate the triunmph | sense in your mnd, but

"Il have to wait on a replay of the event, Boris said as
he entered the rehearsal hall, thinking what a scarce
commodity time was right then

He crossed the threshold, assum ng his nost awe-
inspiring official manner. Tall, handsome, the strength



in his powerful franme shown off even by the bul ky ac-

tion uniform he succeeded in scaring the gaggle of

worren silent, a silence that did not last too | ong, though
the renewed bursts of argunentative crosstalk were con-

si derably subdued.

| just got something, Commissioner, Ranjit told him

A flash fromthe wonman fourth on the left, the plunp
young one with the caste mark. "It's all Tiria 's fault."
Tiria is, | think, a fem nine nane.

152 PEGASUS | N FLI GHT

"Transl ate for ne, Lieutenant,"” Boris said, striding
i nperiously in front of the wonen, his tone haughty.
"l am LEO Conmi ssi oner Boris Roznine. Were is the
girl child you had with you this eveni ng?"

Boris had no trouble picking up the reactions of re-
sent ment, envy, anger, dismay, and fear as he gave
Ranjit time enough to repeat his words in the various

| anguages. The wonen had had time to realize that they
were in deep trouble with Authority. Several had vivid
worries about their children, left too long alone in their
squats. Others concentrated on nursing their sense of

gri evance. He caught occasional variations on the phrase
Ranjit had tw gged, but no one el se volunteered a nane.
"It was all her fault." They contented thensel ves with

i mpersonal nalice

"Let me reassure you that the children in your homes
are being cared for until you can return to them" he
said, smling kindly.

As the inport of his sentence was understood by each
group, the wailing, breast-beating, and pulling of hair
began, and nore recrimnations were spewed. Boris was
wel | aware of fury, loss, resignation, and relief in one
case, but he could not understand any actual |inguistics
used in the varied enotional reactions.

Ranjit: This Bilala says that it is all her fault for
resisting the Lama's choosing. Ranjit was restraining
the plunp caste-marked virago fromrushing at the
haughty, hawk-nosed ol der worman on the other side of
the room She says Mrda Khan brought all this on
herself. Mrda Khan replies that--ah, the name again,
Tiria--would not have been able to translate for any of
them up on the stage. She had done little enough to
earn baksheesh, a tip.

Boris: Lieutenant, ask themwho is Tiria' s nother.

The question shut the wonmen up and briefly cl osed

down their nmental perturbations. Then they all |aunched
i nto personal |anentations again. The answer was al so
qui ck. None of themwas Tirla's nother, and w thout
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exception, just as Boris had hoped, every one of them
flashed a quick nmental image of the girl in question

CGot it, Ranjit and Norma told himin unison

As | did. Wth a gesture to signify that the wonen
could be processed or released as their condition war-
ranted, the LEO conmi ssioner hurried back to the In-
ci dent Room

Loufan awaited himthere in front of the graphics

pad, stylus ready. For this sort of transference, Boris
grasped the technician's thin shoul der and concentrated
on the vivid inmage of the Tiria child. Loufan sketched
qui ckly, capturing in a few clever lines the intense
face--remenbered by nost in its panic at being
stranded--the wi de-set, slightly tilted huge dark eyes
above prom nent cheekbones, the abundant wavi ng dark

hair framing it, the fine straight nose, the small cautious
mout h, the I ong sweep of a deternined jaw ine, the odd
cleft in the chin. A charming face, if one di scounted

the fright, intelligent despite the fear. Tiria | ooked no
nore than eight or nine, but sonme wi sp of thought--
fromthe fat old woman--suggested that she was ol der

The wonman's nenory of her went back quite a few

years.

"I's that her?" Loufan asked, transferring the sketch
to the screen.

The LEO commi ssioner allowed hinself a good | ong

| ook, matching the image on the screen to the consensus
in the mnds of twenty wonen. "Yes, that's it. Print

it, circulate it to all officers and Talents. | think we
should find that child. Cass might be right about I atent
Talent. And if Flinflamwas after her, there may be
nore to her than we realize. | also need to file an in-
telligent reason why a RI G dammed near turned into a
full-scale riot, and she just mght provide the answer,'
he concl uded. Sascha, could soneone be an instanta-
neous transl ator?

Sascha considered that. 1'd say that she displayed
nore than a nmere |anguage facility--quite possibly Tal -
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ent. Anyone who could translate ten different |anguages
as she apparently could woul d be valuable to either or
both of us. He grinned at his brother. First we 'Il have
to find her. Then we can evaluate her abilities.

Firlo!
Tiria woke suddenly, jolted out of her exhausted sl eep

by soneone calling her name softly and appealingly.
Tiria did not nove, or so nmuch as open her eyes.



Clever little trinket, isn't she? Call her again.
wn't work, Boris. She's alert now.

It had to have been part of a dream She often

dreaned that she heard her nother calling her name. It
had to be a dream because no one coul d know where

she was, despite LEGs searching the main conduits and
sendi ng drone units down the smaller ones. On her way
hone fromthe debacle of the neeting, she had escaped
all types of earnest hunters. She had seen the nunbers
of children being flushed from hi dey- hol es.

Her hunch about the neeting had been correct. It had
served as an excuse to sweep down on the pads, collect
illegal children, and check all IDs. No one, absolutely
no one, had ever known where she squatted. She did

not even think to herself where she was. And no one

was likely to discover her even in this intensive search

Sonmewhat reassured, Tiria nestled back into the
warnth of her sleep sack. Suddenly she heard noi ses
nearby and froze. She heard the doors into the cl osed
section being opened. This search was unusually thor-
ough. Not even she had been able to get into the engi-
neering space, and yet it was bei ng checked.

Not even Yassinmis nmen could find her, and they knew
all the ducks and dodges that any subbie had ever fig-
ured out. She had been so |lucky not to be caught by

Bul bar. He was w cked dangerous. Her head stil

t hr obbed where the hair had been torn away. She had
dabbed on sone di s-w pe. Bul bar coul d have been car-
rying any kind of 'mune to infect her, scabby old scuz.

Her problemw th Yassi mrenai ned. She had not

washed the tieds. How woul d he expect her to when

he, and every trader, had been |l ucky to escape the bust?
Not that he took excuses. What awful luck to be singled
out by the Lama-shaman! Wi ch of the wonen had he

really been after? And why? It made no sense to Tiria.
None of themwas pretty or young, or even on the |ay--
not with their husbands!

The noi se of search was di nni shing, and carefully

Tiria reached unerringly for the water jug and food that
she kept for such emergencies. Chewi ng the dry-eat

made terrible noises in her head. She had heard about
the wi de-range ultrasensitive gear that was said to pick
up breathing in a radius of five klicks, but there should
be enough m nor noi ses fromthe generators and air-
conditioning units to mask her chew ng, and she was
terribly hungry. Finally, thirst and hunger assuaged,
Tiria snuggl ed deeper into her sack and went to sleep
agai n.

Take a break, Carmen," Sascha told the finder. "She
won't venture out until night. If then."



Carmen rubbed delicately at her tenples and sighed.
"You're right. I'll rest. She's unusual, isn't she, Sa-
scha?"

"W believe so, even if we don't know specifically
why. "

Carmen regarded himwi th some surprise. "lIt's a

lovely clear mnd. Like a bell--when she's asleep. She's
wary and cautious awake, that one. | can touch her but
not read her. And with her in the darkness, | can't even

hel p you hone in on her."
"She'll cone out in good tine."

Carmen shot a | ook that suggested that Sascha Roz-
nine mght--this once--be wong. He grinned and

wi nked as he turned to | eave her quarters.
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"Frankly, Sascha, we've run everything we got on the
people Flinflamfingered for Yassim" Boris Rozni ne
sai d, tossing a sheaf of hard copy onto the desktop
we can't find a common denomi nator. They're nostly
abl e- bodi es, doi ng enough work to keep away from Con-
scriptive Wrk Services, only mnor m sdeneanors on
their sheets, none of 'emknown to ganble or dip."

and

Sascha smiled knowi ngly and felt his brother poke at
his mnd, but he kept his shield in place. He could do
that to Boris, whereas Boris could not keep himout at
all. "You' ve had a hard thirty hours, so I'll tell you
They were all fathers.'

"What ?" Bl ood suffused Boris's face.

"Flinflam had accessed ordinary info on residents of

the Linear. Mnd you, it was so sinple we didn't see it

at first. Bertha's sensitive to females and children, Auer
to the blacker side of life."

Boris scrubbed at his head. "Sonetines it is the sim
ple things we nmiss. So Flinflamwas fingering fathers
with likely youngsters, and the girl was a bonus?"

"I guess, and we're still in the daric about her," Sa-
scha added, aware of his brother's next query. "Car-
men's | atched, but the girl's cautious and hasn't noved
since she went to ground."



"Scared?"

"Strangely enough, no. I'd hazard that she's had to
keep a low profile before. She's a preteen and illegal."
"That will sharpen the senses.™

"How re you doing with Yassim s operation?”

"We figure he picked up at |east nineteen children

maybe a few nore." Boris grimaced. "W collected

ei ght hundred and three illegal kids fromLinear G |If
what Harv believes is possible--mat every one of the

rel ated nothers has been having a kid a year--we're

m nus a possible forty. W located eighteen of that forty
in a storage basenent, but they've got the entry janmed.
We're working on it." Boris shook his head. "They

really will be better off in hostels."

"And in space?" Sascha asked wyly.

"Even in space they have a better chance than stale-
mated in a Linear."

"But they won't be able to reproduce thenselves."
Sascha had never approved of the law that required the

sterilization of illegal offspring.
Boris raised his hands in resignation. "I don't make
the I aws, Sascha. | only enforce them" Then he | eaned

forward and tapped up a new programon his big screen
"Al'l right. Now, we have to find Yassimin his warren
and save nineteen kids or nore fromhim"''

"She's noved, Sascha," Carnen said, her tone half-
triunphant, half-anxious.

Sascha consulted his watch. "This time of day?

"Linear will be crowded with those coining off
wor k. "

"Keep as close as you can to her."

"It's very difficult, Sascha. It's alnpst as if she isn't

seeing the things she's looking at. | can't get a real fix,
except that there are people all around her. Wait! She's
stopped. No, that's no good. Al | get is a nass of

st andard-i ssue clothing. She's still in a crowd.”

"I'min touch with our teanms on the main | evels of

G Just give us a direction. Carnmen. Any direction."
Alert to our quarry! he added in a nental call to Cass
and Suz.

Tiria was relieved that it had been Mrda Khan she

first came across. Mrda was full of the whole affair,
her bl ack eyes snapping with indignation and a certain
sly malice that she had not suffered at the hands of the



Public Health--it had been a long tine since her wonb

had borne fruit. But she had the grace to nmourn her
friends' |osses, of both their existing children and their
hope of nore.

"They will see how hard it is for those of us who
have no children to sell."’
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"Was that why Yassi mwas there? To buy chil -
dren?"

"Why el se?" Mrda lifted her shoulders in an el o-
guent shrug. "He would have no interest in spiritua
t hi ngs."

"Did he get themall?" Tiria was aghast. Yet if a

big score put Yassimin a very good nood, he woul d

be easier for her to deal with over the matter of the
ti eds she had been unable to wash

"No, they got nost of them Yassimcannot have

many, but those he got he got for nothing!" Mrda was

i ndignant. "No price was paid to their grieving nothers
and fathers. They ran into his arns to escape the LEGs.
Ran! And no credits exchanged, not even a bargain

made. Ch, he will not dare to enter G again." Then
suddenly Mrda |l atched steely fingers into Tula's shoul -
der. "What was the Lama-shaman sayi ng? You didn't

tell us. Aiiiye, and to increase insult, you did not even
have the grace to accept the strand mat chose you. You
have earned the undying hatred of Bilala and Pilau for
not accepting his choice."

Tiria wenched herself free. "Choice? | am not hing-

why woul d he choose me? | think he mssed. Tell Bilala
that | think he was aimng for her and nissed. But, as
for what he said, you m ssed nothing. That Lanma-

shaman spewed stupid syllables only. Not a proper word
in any | anguage. Even in his head he wasn't using rea
words. He didn't nean to. He is a sham nman, not a
shaman. It was all set up for the Public Health to raid
Li near G "

"How coul d that be?" Mrda was startled. "No, it

could not be. Not with traders there with all their goods
and sonme of it not things the LEGCs shoul d di scover on
them And certainly not when Yassim and every | ad-

rone, hitter, and sassin he enploys, were also present.
They woul d have known. Perhaps the strand was neant

for Bilala, as you said. She felt that was proper for her
too, you understand, for she has been worthy. A wonman

who has borne a child every year for her husband.
Ai yyee, and they have taken that from her now, and his
pride fromhim He will reproach her until the day of



her death.” Mrda began to beat herself across her
breasts, and Tiria used the distraction to slip away.

So, Yassimhad children from G and had not paid for
them And she had tieds that she could not deal for him
whi ch she had better return. If he had enough children
men with luck he would not take her

It was wong of Bilala to hate her. Tiria w shed that

she had asked Mrda if any nore of her clients did. It
was essential for Tiria to stay on good terns with ev-
eryone in Linear G She was just as illegal. Bilala or
Pilau could be spiteful enough to turn her in, as a token
revenge for the loss of their own children. Unless

Unless Tiria could get a price for the children who
had run into Yassims clutches. She knew where he
kept such nerchandi se. It would depend on who he had
t aken.

She ski pped down a side aisle where, |ooking around

to be sure she was not observed, she yanked at a con-

duit grille. It resisted, and she saw that the screws had
been replaced. She felt inside the grille to be sure there
were no wires or eyes, but this was a small opening,

one only a very small or thin child could have used,

and had not been staked out. She got out the vibro-bl ade
she had earned for some |long-forgotten favor and

sheered off two screws. Then she clinbed into the dark
condui t.

Carmen was exasperated. Just when | had a good

pl acenent - -or thought | did--she's gone into the dark
again. No, wait, Sascha, there's light around her now.
She's in some sort of a cranped tunnel

Sascha: Uses the bloody conduits like a subway. I'1lI

have the schematic of G on ny screen for the next year
at this rate.
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Carmen: Think how well you 'Il know the innards of
a Residential by then

Sascha: Thanks. Keep track of our nole.

Carmen: Wait a mnute, Sascha, | think she's noving
out of G

Sascha, startled: How can she?
Carmen: She's in the underground. Red light. The
frei ght subways are the only tunnels illumnated in red,

aren't they?

Sascha: Qm god, which direction has she gone?



Sascha, Cass here. Mrda Khan was just seen talKking
with our quarry. Khan insists that the girl escaped from
her. 1'lIl believe that when pigs fty.

Sascha: What were they tal king about ?

The neeting, Flinflam Yassim Khan has gone into
pani c and isn't nmaking much sense. She's afraid--
there's suddenly a real big dollop of guilt, anxiety,
mainly fear. For herself and just a little for Tirla.

Sascha: Boris! Qur quarry nmay be venturing into one
of Yassim s industrial territories. Alert your surveil-
| ance.

At his desk in the Parapsychic Tower, Sascha Roz-

ni ne experienced the sort of frustration that plagued few
Tal ents. Hardened crimnals were easier to apprehend

t han one preadol escent child who | ooked nearly hal f her
actual age. And what on earth was the child doing in
Yassim s territory? She woul d have done better to craw
back into her very secret hidey-hole. He was tornented
with nenories of the pix of vivisected child bodies.

CHAPTER 10

A~ Barchenka was furious when inforned that she

woul d be deprived of her strongest kinetics for the week
it would take to mitigate the nonsoon flooding. She first
cried mutiny, then grand |arceny, but was brought up
short by her own Station Authority, who pointed out

that the Talents had a legal right to attend major dis-
asters such as the one that undeniably existed in the
Bangl adesh fl oodi ng. Al so, the pilot was an off-duty

vol unteer, and there had been no danage to the Eras-

mus, which he had returned to Padrugoi as soon as
Wonera cleared himfor a |aunch

Massive efforts in shoring up the | evees and carefu
mani pul ati on of the barriers and dans prevented the
Ganges fromturning the | ower portion of Bangl adesh

into a vast lagoon fromBogra to the sea. Still, whole
towns had to be evacuated and necessary supplies

shifted, difficult even kinetically in the appalling con-
ditions. The force of the channeled flood did inundate
Chi ttagong and coastal towns below it, but not as dis-
astrously as the precog had predicted. Talent once again
had reduced the inpact of a major natural catastrophe.

Pet er Reidinger, on the other hand, slept late into the
next norning, but when Don Useni k checked hi m over

he seemed none the worse for his major gestalt effort.
But nmere was no doubt that his achievement had altered
him he neither floated nor essayed to wal k--he strut-
ted, chin high, with a slightly superior smrk on his
face.

161
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"What was the saying? ' Power tends to corrupt, and
absol ute power corrupts absolutely' ?" Sascha asked
Rhyssa, peevish in his frustration over the lost girl
"He's insufferably smug this norning."

Dorotea gave a snort. "Don't overreact, Sascha!l He's
got a right to crow. Perfectly natural in anyone, espe-
cially a fourteen-year-old boy whose only avail abl e
nmoverent until recently was tonguing a switch or
blinking his eyes at tri-d to change channels. Pretty
heady stuff to save a country. | scanned himpretty
deeply at brunch while he was still sleepy, and there's
nothing in his mnd that smacks of corruption." She
grinned. "A bigger generator, nore derring-do, and
plenty of self-satisfaction."

"Li ghten up, Sascha-bear," Rhyssa said, smiling en-
couragingly. "Or don't you renenber some of the
tricks you and Boris pulled at that age?"

' "Atelepath can't get into quite the same sort of trou-
ble a kinetic can," Sascha said, grimy thinking of a
girl runbling in red-l1it freightways. Wat was her Tal -
ent?

"Peter's got a fine sense of integrity, Sascha,"
Rhyssa said. "He's sensitive and sensible. W have to
think how to bring himback to cruel reality after his
mnor mracle."

"A diversion usually hel ps,"” Dorotea remarked wth

a gleamin her eyes. "l used that ploy often with ny
| ads." She wrinkled her nose and sighed. "All too of-
ten. "

"It's going to have to be pretty good to distract him
fromthe Erasnmus stunt," Sascha said with uncharac-
teristic gl oom

Rhyssa was distracted fromthe conversation by the
mental hail of Johnny G eene. Rhyssa, you guys called
a Gand H Did it have something to do with the spec-
tacul ar | andi ng and t akeof f of t he Erasnus?

One of the phones on Rhyssa's desk rang, and being
nearest, Sascha picked it up

"Yes, Dave? No, Rhyssa's got a call on her nind
Can | help?" He listened for a noment and then re-
pl aced the handset, his face gri mer than ever

Johnny, Rhyssa was saying, it's very conplicated.

Sascha: You haven't heard the half yet, dear. Dave's
got bad news for us, too. Ludnmilla 's claimng that we 've



perjured our imortal souls and deliberately falsified
our Register.

Johnny: Vemon's had all kinds of flak from NASA
the Space Authorities, the Padrugoi Authority .

Rhyssa, fiercely: Rem nd Venon what kinetics are

doi ng on the Indian continent. Sascha, tell Dave that

his public pitch is that, despite all odds, Tal ent has kept
its covenant of disaster assistance. And | want Johnny

and Dave up here as fast as they can nake it. Partic-
ularly you, Greene. To Dorotea, she said, "I think Pe-
ter's imrediate illusions of grandeur are going to be
heavil y danpened. "

Boris entered the tel epathic conference. The Power
Resour ces commi ssioner is al so denmandi ng an expl a-
nation for a G and H that caused | ast night's brownout
and wi ped out all his power reserves, he said plain-
tively. The city comm sh wants a | ot of answers. Sas-
cha, you heard anythi ng?

Sascha, savagely: No!

Vsevol od Gebrowski, urgently: Rhyssa, Barchenka is

out to get you! And there's nothing | can do to distract
her. | told her G and H Her tel enpaths have expl ai ned
that this is a Tal ent energency code which needs no

el aborati on. She does not accept that.

Rhyssa: You tell Ludmilla from me that she's had

pl enty of secrets she doesn 't share, like early-conpletion
bonuses, as well as fines on delays. | don't question
her; she doesn't question ne.

Vsevol od: She does. | warn you

Dor ot ea, hel pfully: Amal da Vaden sees not hi ng un-
t owar d.

Rhyssa: Wiy did you bring her in on this?
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Dorotea: / think we need all the reassurance we can
get.

Sascha: Dave Lehardt, Cordie Havers, and two top
NASA general s are on the sane heli with Johnny.

Rhyssa renmenbered how satisfied Peter had | ooked
after dealing so beautifully with the Erasnus crisis. She
groaned. "He's only fourteen.”



Carmen: Sascha, |1've got a fix on her
Sascha was out the door in a flash. Good |uck
Rhyssa: Right back at you

"Peter's far nore mature than nost fourteen-year-

olds I've dealt with," Dorotea mused. "Including

you," she added, favoring Rhyssa with an adnonitory
glance. "And he's got all the right instincts for being
Tal ented. "

Tiria did not |like using the freight subways. The red
light was off-putting. However, a cargo train servicing
the automatic industrial conplexes all along the river-
side was the only way to get to the secreted hol di ng

pl ace Yassi mused to stash his merchandise, a train go-
ing into the J industrial. Then she woul d have to wal k
to the correct shunt. There were energency al coves set
at intervals all along the right-hand side, so she could
avoi d bei ng crushed by any passing cars. Dead unthink-
ing things like tramtrains did not frighten her. Live
unt hi nki ng things |ike some of Yassims sassins and
hitters did.

She waited a hundred neters fromthe yawni ng red-

and- bl ack nouth of the G shunt for nearly an hour be-

fore a J train arrived. It would have to slow as it reached
the junction, so it was no problemfor an agile person

to drop onto the first segnment, catch a good hold of the
flange, and settle down for the trip. Flattened on the

top, she was small enough to have several centineters

cl earance fromthe curved ceiling of the tunnel. She

reset her grip as the train picked up speed again, vi-
brating under her. The fetid wi nd, a noxious comnbi na-

tion of overheating netal, grease, and the acrid stink of
electricity, roared down across her body, and she an-
gl ed her face down.

When the J train finally slowed with screeching brakes
and nade the left-hand turn into the cargo docks of its
destination, she readied herself to junp off. She had to
| and cl ear of the coding machinery that opened and
sorted out the goods to be delivered fromthe | oad. But
she had done it with no problembefore and did it again,
dropping lightly down and running up the narrow | edge

by the various chutes and noving ranps that began the
unl oadi ng.

Wien she came to the first curve in the narrow tunne
and the last of the red |ight was gone, she used her
handl i ght, glad that she had filched a fresh charge for
it only the previous week. Wth the dimbeamto |ight
her way, she trotted along in a half crouch until the
muscles in her |egs and back ached. She dropped to her
knees then and rested a nonent before continuing on

Motivated by her keen sense of self-preservation



Tiria had once taken the precaution of investigating his

hol ding cell, a room hi dden behind a false wall of bar-
rels at the back of an automated factory, where the noise
of the ill-tuned machi nery would drown any screaning

But he did keep the children reasonably well cared for,
since purchasers could view themon a closed-circuit
system he provi ded. Disabling the archaic scanner

woul d be no problemfor Tiria, and she knew the pre-

cise location of the ventilator hatch in the rooms ceil-

i ng.

The kids had been in there nearly two days. They

woul d be rested, she knew, and possibly feeling pretty

good about their new conditions, which were, after all,
a considerabl e i mprovenent over squats. They m ght

not want to | eave. She w shed she knew whom Yassi m

had grabbed--then she could figure out howto stir them
to |l eave Yassim s hospitality | ong enough to force him

to pay their parents proper conpensation
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She | oosened the appropriate wires on the ancient
scanner so that the static would snow the visual. Then
gai ning entrance through the ventilator hatch, she dan-
gled fromthe ceiling to the excited clanor of young

Voi ces.

"Hey there, cool it way down!" she ordered in Ba-

sic, repeating the message for those who m ght be sl ow
to translate or need to be reassured. "Yushi, pull a mat-
tress down so | can |land soft. It's a drop."

Whi | e Yushi and his younger brother conplied, she

did a quick estimate. Yassi mnust have been quite

pl eased at his catch: twenty-four prine kids to sell. The
remai ns of a recent neal relieved her of one obstacle--
the guards were not likely to check soon again--but it
nmeant that the kids would have one | ess reason to want

to | eave such a cushy setup. Wiy, there were only two

ki ds per bunk. They all had new gear on, and the girls
were tarted up like their mothers.

"Yassi mtake any of you yet?" Tiria asked, inmbuing

her voice with trenbling urgency and w deni ng her eyes
with real fear. "I got here as quick as | could!" she
added, inplying that maybe she had not been quick
enough.

"Huh?" Yushi was good at taking orders but not at

t hi nki ng.



"They took ny sister!" Suddenly little Mnnalar's

pai nted face screwed up into tears. "They took her an
hour ago. And she had on the prettiest things--orange
and brown with gold, and new earrings ..."

"Ch, I'mso sorry. MI-malar. | did everything | could
to get here intine." As Tiria | avished synpathy on the
weepi ng seven-year-old, she could see panic beginning
to spread to the others. She got nadder than ever at
Yassim It was one thing to take ten-year-olds, but not
seven- and ei ght-year-old babies'. Wat kind of pervs
did he supply?

"Whaddya nmean?" Tonbi, Bilala's el dest son
asked, his manner slightly aggressive. He was nibbling

at a sweetbar; judging fromthe smears on his face, it
was one of a series.

"We gotta git out of here," Tiria said, releasing Mr-
mal ar with a reassuring pat. "This place has a baaaad
stink."

"It ain't got any at all," Tonmbi replied, though he
turned his head inrediately to the rudi nentary sanitary
unit in the coner.

"They take Raina already, you all are in biiiiig trou-
ble. 1'"mgonna get you all out. Now. Before nore bad
men come. You girls know what | nean," she added,
waggling a stemfinger at them Tonbi and Di k snick-
ered. "Sanme thing happens you guys, too, and you

know you too small for that cany-on yet.'

Tombi stopped ni bbling the sweet and | ooked appre-
hensi vely at the door.

"Sure they feed you up good. Sweet stuff comi ng out
your ass, giving you a bellyache," she said, dismssing
the remains of the recent nmeal. "This place's good to
keep you fromcrying nuch. You cry plenty soon and

no one hear you ever. Stick it up you good, every which
way, and that's the best of it. You know what your

nmot hers tol' you. You know what to watch out for."

She was succeeding in scaring them-the younger ones
wer e beginning to weep. She did not want them so

scared that they could not nmove. "Yushi, Dik, Tombi,
hel p ne nove the bunks. W make a stepstair. There's
roomup there to stand.'

"I ain't goin'," Tonmbi said, glaring defiance at her
He was heavier and taller than Tiria, but she kicked
him so hard that he doubl ed up

"You' re going 'cause your nother sent nme to get
you," Tiria knew how scared Tonbi was ofBilala. "So
you' re com ng. Now, move! And crying won't do no
good, so stop. You need your breath for clinbing and
wal ki ng. "



Just then the enormty of moving twenty-four scared
and perhaps unwilling kids sank in. Tiria allowed her-
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self only a nonent to reflect on it. She had to do it,
somehow, because ot herw se she would have to | eave

G and she did not want to. Linear G was home. She

had made herself a place there, she had a business--she
was safe there. Well, safe enough, if she laid low for a

whi | e.

She chivvied and bullied all the kids up into the ven-
tilation shaft, kicked the telltale bunk over, and re-
pl aced the grille. Soneone night think that the kids
were small enough to escape through it, but where
woul d twenty-four of them go7

She |l ed the way, grouping the kids so that there were
bi gger ones hol di ng the hands of the smallest. She nade
Tombi rear guard to give himsone responsibility and
put Yushi in the mddle. He would always foll ow or-
ders.

The unloading platformwith its eerie red |ight gave

her no confort--she knew that sonme of the kids would

not be able to manage the acrobatics needed to get on

one of the drones. They could, of course, straddle tracks
all the way back to G but it was a long, |ong walKk,

and there woul d be danger every tine one of the speed-
ing trains went by.

Vel |, maybe they could all make it back one station

to |l and get lost in that industrial conplex. It was safer
than staying in J. Or was it? Maybe she would just take

t he ol der ones, who would be in nore danger? No, they
were all in danger, because whoever was |eft could be
made to tell who had rescued the others. Maybe if she

put the younger ones in a safe place and went back for
help . . . Mrmalar's father adored his daughters and
woul d do anything to save the renmai ning one. And Yu-

shi's father was one of the strongest men in G

The vibrations that told her a train was on the tracks
beyond the shunt alerted her. How rmuch tinme did they
have before they would know if its destination was J?
"Hide in the tunnels! Quickly! Stand on the | edges!"
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She took Mrmalar herself, for the little girl was puck-
ering up to cry again.



"Ah, there's never anyone on goods trains," Tombi
sai d.

"Yeah, and how d'you think Yassins people get
back and forth? Dunper cars are big enough to hold a
dozen people."

That shut Tonmbi silent and |ost himnore face in the
eyes of the other boys. Tiria shoved himtoward a tun-
nel as she pulled Mrmalar after her

The screech of distressed netal announced anot her

goods train being shunted into J fromthe north. She

had not counted on one arriving quite so soon. She

woul d never get the kids on this one even if it was going
inthe right direction for themto get home--unless there
was a dunper car.

But there was sonething odd here: Tiria realized with

a sinking feeling that there was no cargo waiting on the
platformto be | oaded onto the arriving train. If a goods
train was conming in here, what was it com ng./w? Coul d
Yassi m have sonmeone in the main Dispatch office?

Coul d he know that she had enptied his cage?

There were five cars on the doubl e-ended train. Two

| ooked i ke enpty dunpers. Wthout waiting to ques-
tion such great good fortune, Tiria hauled Mrmalar out
onto the platform

"Quickly. It won't stop long. We rmust all get in.

They were, therefore, all on the platformwhen the
train stopped. So none of them escaped the sleep gas

t hat suddenly spewed out, catching themall inits mst.
They fell like wilted flowers onto the plastic-coated

| oadi ng surface.

"She's sone kid," Sascha said as he and Carnen

carefully placed the object of their intensive search on
a bl anket pad and covered her. "Christ, but she's a bit
of nothing."

Carmen smiled slowy and turned the sleeping child's
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head to one side to see where the |ock of hair had been
wr enched out. Her other hand reached hal fway to touch

it but then stopped. "She's nothing but skin and bones,
Sascha. We'll have to inprove her."



Sascha frowned a bit, |ooking around to see the rest
of the team attending the other children. "W may not
want to. Carmen. Boris and | have a feeling about this
one."

"So do |I." Carnmen smiled at himw th her nost nys-
terious smle.

Boris: Did you catch her?

Yes, Brother dear, her and them She'd sprung the
ot of "em She nust have known exactly where to go
Sascha spoke al oud. "I'm wondering how. "

What the hell possessed her? Boris swore with frus-
tration. He and Sascha had followed Carnen's | ead,
and while Tiria was harangui ng the kids, a team had
been cautiously organized, aware that Yassimhad in-
terests in Industrial J.

How about we find out where they were kept? Sascha
asked.

What good will that do now? He's not likely to reuse
a holding area that's been breached.

He might if he thought the kids had escaped on their
own.

Can you manage that? Boris's tone | eaped to hope-
ful ness.

| can try.

If you could, and rigged it, we 'd have one nore bolt-
hole filed on Yassim Wy did she do it?

"Let's wake Tiria up," Sascha said to Carnen,
reaching for the oxygen. "If she can show us where,
we can get some good out of this operation.”

"W al ready have. W've found nore than we
hoped, haven't we?"

"Yes, and no. Bear with me. Carnen. There's a | ot
nore than this valuable young girl at stake.™

Revived, Tiria went i mediately on the defensive, wary

and cont ai ned, her dark eyes darting around, taking in the
unconsci ous bodi es and noticing the medic, who was

daubi ng scrapes and bnises with nu-skin. Carmen offered

a restorative drink, deliberately taking a | ong swal | ow of
it before handing the cup to Tiria.

Sascha, lightly trying to get inside the girl's nind
could sense only her fierce thirst. Wth great restraint,
she took a very small sip, rolling it around in her mouth
bef ore drinking nore deeply. Her bright dark eyes chal -

| enged him He sat down beside her in a rel axed posi-



tion, hooking his hands around his knees and | eani ng
back against the wall.

"Tiria," he began. He saw her start of surprise. "OCh,
you're well known in G And your bravery in rel easing
the children will be appreciated, and not just by their
grieving famlies."

"How could you find nme here, with then?" She

glanced inquiringly fromhimto Carnen and then saw
the lock of her hair, which Carnen still wore as talis-
man. Involuntarily her hand started to the scabby patch
on her head. Her shoul ders sagged around her narrow
chest, but any enptional reaction was carefully guarded
in her mnd. "I've heard of people Iike you. You found
me because you had ny hair."

"It's not witchcraft, Tiria," Carnmen said gently. She
handed the strand back to the girl. "I have a Tal ent
which allows me to find | ost people and things."

"I wasn't lost."

"No," Sascha said conversationally, with an approv-
ing grin, "but you found what was m ssing from Li near
G

"He hadn't paid for them™

Carmen gasped. "You nean, once he's paid for
them he can have t hem agai n?"

"Sure. The parents |live on subsistence. They need
the noney for extras only floaters can buy."

Sascha was well aware that the girl's seem ng cal -
| ousness di stressed Carnmen, who had seen the child in
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a much different light. "Also puts you in well with your
clients, who were rather upset with your abrupt depar-
ture fromthe neeting," he said am ably.

Eyes never |leaving his, Tiria nodded once.

"They're all illegal, aren't they?"

Tirla's thin shoulders lifted in an indifferent shrug.
"Sure, so it's no credit out of your stash what happens

to them"

"Ch, no," Carnen said, pained. "They're alive.



They have rights!"

Tiria gave her a quick | ook before resum ng her scru-
tiny of Sascha. "Illegals don't have rights."

"Only their births are illegal, Tiria," Sascha said.
"They're alive. They have the right to shelter, food,

cl ot hing, training, and useful occupation. They do not
have the right to reproduce thensel ves." Sascha was
about to explain the I egal anomaly in sinple terns when
he realized that she understood perfectly. She was na-
ture far in excess of her chronol ogi cal age, and well
conditioned to the realities of Residential |ife. She was
not a romantic like Carmen. "But they do not deserve

t he occupations Yassimhad in mind for them" Sascha
caught that instant spurt of fear, followed by the hard-
eni ng of the young eyes and the flick of hatred. "You
don't like Yassimeither."

Agai n one of her indifferent shrugs.
"Wul d you by any chance hel p us di sabl e hi n?"

She had been wary before, but now she appeared to
Sascha to coil in on herself. "You re not LEO Wy
do you want to queer YassinP"

"No, |I'mnot LEO nyself, but we have a connec-
tion. Especially against someone |ike Yassim''

Tiria gave a snort. "Someone |ike Yassi mbuys him
self off every tine LEO collars him He has powerful
friends; LEO can never nmke it stick."

"You wi sh that LEO coul d?"
She hesitated briefly, then gave hima candid | ook

"There will always be nmen |like Yassim but | could do
wi t hout hi mvery nuch, thank you."

Sascha woul d have given a great deal then to have

been able to read her mnd, to delve that reply. Tiria
was far deeper than they'd had any reason to suspect.
She sat there in front of him cross-legged, conpletely
conposed, alert--and bargaining just as if she could get
up and | eave the scene at any nonent.

"I want to get rid of Yassim too, Tiria. WIIl you
hel p me?"

A glimer of a smile touched her eyes and nout h.
"What's in it for me?"

Carmen inhaled in surprise. Sascha sent the finder
soot hi ng thoughts, urging her to let himhandle the sit-
uation his way. He flicked his fingers, fanning out crisp
new fl oater notes.

"How di d you manage that?" Her eyes w dened in



surprise and indignation

Sascha did not often enploy his kinetic ability, but
this trick was always effective. "You help nme now -
and we nust be quick about it before Yassimdiscovers
his birds have flown--and these are yours."

She eyed the notes. Casually she scratched about her
ribs. Sascha kept his grin to hinself, know ng that she
was checking on the tied notes hidden there. She con-
sidered his offer with all the solemity of a computer
anal yst .

"There's the little matter of your legality, Tiria," he
added gently.

Bori s nudged himnentally. C non, Brother, we
don't have tine for ami able lipflap

On the contrary,--we nave all the tinme we need,
Brother. This is a strong personality and a deep one.
"' mnot rushing her.

CGet on with it then.

Tiria gave hima w de-eyed bright smle. "I amthe
only child of my nother."

"But not her legally registered issue."
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"How woul d you know?"

Sascha touched her hair. "That told us. But it is a
smal |l matter that can be quickly remedied.”

She regarded himfrom narrowed eyes. "A small

matter?" The twi st of her |ips was cynical. "You mnust
be in real good with LEO. " She considered, obliquely
wat chi ng Carmen's expression. "And | get to keep the
floaters, as well?" Her tone was ingenuous.

Sascha suppressed a grin. Legality would be the nost
val uabl e reward he could offer, and still her fingers
itched to relieve himof the noney. Not that he had
of fered a | arge sum but the anmount woul d keep her in
extras for several nonths.

"If we get a nove on--now " he said, draw ng out

hi s accept ance.

She spat in her right palmand held it out to him

Wthout a second thought, he accepted the deal in ar-



chaic ritual. Her grip was unusually strong for the del-
i cacy of her bones. Physical contact with the conscious
and vibrant personality startled Sascha with an odd

jolt--a sense of precognition that was gone too fast for

himto pin it down.
Boris caught the edge of it. Wiat did she do to you,

Sascha?
I'"mnot sure, Brother, but this one we handl e very,

very carefully. I want a special ID for Tiria when we

get back. Hear nme ?
To hear is to obey! Boris mght sound facetious, but

Sascha was relieved by his conpliance. Keep the bar-
gain, but I want this wild one under control

The deal struck, Tiria rose with lithe grace to her feet
and tilted her head back to | ook appraisingly up at Sas-
cha. "So how do we disable YassinP"

"Can you lead nme to where he kept the children?"
When she nodded, he went on. "W want to fix it so

that he will think the children escaped by thensel ves."
Tiria snorted contenptuously. "I had to frighten them
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to make themleave at all. Such things | had to tel

them Though it was all very true."
' "How woul d Yassi m know that they were all docile?
It need only look as if they had broken out. That one
of the guards had been carel ess locking themin."

She considered that. "Yes, that could have hap-

pened. They had only just brought food.'' She gave him
a shrewdly appraising glance. "You will have to
crawl . " That seened to anuse her

"Up this tunnel ?"

She nodded, then | ooked over her shoul der, for the
first time betraying sone apprehension. "What happens
to thenf"

"They can sleep on until we get back," he replied.
"W've got to nove now. "

She led himinto the tunnel, and he did have to craw,
wonderi ng how she had managed her initial trip unti

he saw the small circle of light that guided her steps.
She had the courtesy not to go faster than he could
follow, and he had time to reflect: she m ght not have
an ounce of telenmpathy, or was perhaps too wary to |et
down the shield that had protected her so long in her
young life, but there was no question that she possessed



consi der abl e Tal ent.

She halted at the end of the tunnel and turned to him
"You woul dn't fit down the hatch | used, but if you
know how to open that inspection door, that's an easier
way to get to where he held the kids."

Sascha took the scranbler fromhis belt and decoded

the door. He opened it cautiously, aware of the hissing

i ntake of her breath, and |istened--on another |evel than
Tiria, who was kneeling at the lower half of the open-
ing. The level and conplexity of noise in the main in-
dustrial conplex was appropriate for an automated
factory. He sensed nothing human, but it was Tiria who
first slid through the door. He opened it enough for his
| arger frane and closed it carefully behind them

Though the industrial space was lit only by occa-
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sional green lights of operational machinery, Tida
noved confidently forward. Sascha woul d have passed
right by the false wall, but she went unerringly to the
doubl e drum and pi npoi nted the | ock mechani smwth
her pencil light. She glanced questioningly at him

"Electronic, | hope?" he murnured, and she nod-
ded.

He scranbled the circuit, and the door swung back

to reveal the deserted room the overturned bunk bed,
and the table with the enpty food packages. She pulled
t he door shut behind them shooting him a di sapproving
| ook for his careless entry.

"How di d you get them out?" he asked.
She pointed to the darker square of the grille in the

cei ling.

"Good work." He righted the bunk bed and pushed

it back into its former position, managing to stick a

m nuscul e device on the wall behind it. Then he | ooked
about the place. It stank of many things, not all tangi-
ble. "I think you'd better masterm nd this escape, Tirla.
Make it look like a kid had done it."

Tiria's upper lip curled in derision. "None of them

woul d have!"

"Point taken, but for Yassims benefit it should seem



SO.

Wth her eyes half-veiled, Tirla considered the prob-
lem Sascha waited patiently, w shing he could have
been in her head, noting her thought processes.

"Ckay," she said finally, |eading across the roomto

t he coner where pieces of clothing had been di scarded.
Del i berately she tore strips fromseveral garnents, her
hands clever in finding the break in a hemor seamthat
would rip. "There'll be a fight . . ." She haul ed mat -
tress pads off two of the | ower bunks, and the soiled
bl ankets of f the upper ones. She went back to the comer
and, using a shirt, gathered up sone of the containers
and the remai ning food before she knocked over the
makeshi ft table. "Now, we open the door just enough

to let kids out, and start leaving trails. Come out, I|'ll
just close the door over a bit. Now, you drop stuff half-
way to that wall. Then circle around. I'mgoing this

way. |'Il meet you at the maintenance door."

He did as she directed, and they net again in the
chucki ng, clanking dark of the automated manufactory.

"Lock it?" Sascha held the door ajar
"Yes."
"But how will Yassi mknow how they got out?"

"They're not there, are they? The cage door is

open." Sascha saw her shrug and felt, rather than saw,
her malicious smle. "Wy should | nake it easy for

hi nP"

By the time they reached the |oading dock, Sascha's
nmuscl es were protesting their abuse. The team had

| oaded the children into the cars, and the dock was ful
of cargo to be transshi pped.

"You cut that fine, Sascha," the team/| eader told
him "There'll be a goods train through here in two
m nutes. We're not supposed to disrupt the service."

Tiria tugged inperiously at Sascha's sleeve. "M
floaters."

Wth one hand he passed themto her, with the other
he grabbed her wist. "No tricks now There's nore
busi ness we can do together. We'll discuss it back in
G

Sascha did not know whether it was her surprise that
allowed himto capture her or if she was willingly co-
operating with him But she entered the car ahead of
himas he tried to keep his grip frombreaking fragile
bones.

0! he told the driver, and the starting pressure of



the special train pushed hi magai nst the padded end of
his car.

"Are you taking us all to G?" Her tone was casual

"That's what you wanted, wasn't it? To get the kids
back to G?"

178 PEGASUS I N FLI GAT

"I kept our bargain." Her voice held an el ement of

ant agoni sm

"So will I. Back at G Then we deal again."
She was silent for a long tine, thinking that over

CHAPTER 11

AN Peter tried to followthe tri-d neteorologist's re-
port on the latest freak weather conditions that seened
wor | dwi de, Bangl adesh being the worst exanple. It was
difficult to concentrate when he felt "problent hover-
ing in the air. He knew he had done nothing wong; in
fact, he knew that he had done sonethi ng nost extraor-
di nary, about which he felt very good indeed. But it
was hard not to be worried. He could sense the nebu-

| ous anxi ety emanating from Rhyssa, Dorotea, and Sa-
scha. He should not have asked Dorotea about a bigger
generator. The noment the words were out of his

nmout h, he knew it was the wong tinme. But he had
proved what he could do with enough power to increase
the gestalt, and that 4.5 felt Iike puny kid stuff now

Kid stuff! Peter grinned to hinself and gave the 4.5
alittle shove; it whined obediently. Like a dog. And
who was he kidding? He was still only a fourteen-year-
ol d boy. He had al ready absorbed enough Tal ent dis-

ci pline and seen enough exanples of the sort of people
Talents were to realize that he had rushed the gate. One
did not clinb nmountains when one could not wal k.
Rhyssa, Sascha, and Dorotea had supported him

t hroughout the entire Erasmus incident, ready to help
him ready to keep himfrom burning hinself out. And
he hadn't. But had it been because they had been right
there to protect hinP Think about that, Petey boy, and
get your swelled head back to normal. There are a | ot
of things you can't do just yet.
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He poured hinmself another glass of orange juice and

brought it to the living roomas the broadcaster an-
nounced t hat once again supply shuttles for Padrugo

had been grounded by weat her conditions. The screen
depicted the rank of four perpendi cul ar space vehicles,

| ocked into their gantries, waiting for lift-off conditions
with urgently needed materiel so that the First Wrld
Project would be finished in tine.

Talents were helping to do that, Peter thought with a
little thrill of corporate pride. He had just started won-
dering how big a generator he would need to send a
shuttle safely through the foul weather when the pro-
gram switched to coverage of the flooding in Bangl a-
desh. There were no scenes actually showi ng the Tal ents
at work; teams of doctors and rescue workers were
filmed rushing about. There was al so no nmention of
exactly how the Erasmus had | anded so safely at Dacca.
He had not really expected to be nentioned publicly.

But one would think that there would have been sone
comment that Talents were risking their lives in the
appal I i ng nonsoon conditions. The results of their work
were shown, all right enough, but sonehow that did not
seemto be enough

Rhyssa and Dorotea were always subtly nentioning

how i nportant it was not to rub Talent into people's
noses. People resented differences. Talent had al ways

to be discreet. The way his nother |ooked at hi m had
denonstrated that\ Peter grimaced. H s own not her was
scared of himnow. When he had been totally hel pless,
she had been so good about coming to see him hugging
him kissing him always bringing himsonething: a fax
clip about his favorite ball team a couple of her special
cookies, a few flowers. Now when she visited she woul d
not hug him she sat bolt upright in the chair and tried
not to | ook at hi mwhen he wanted so nuch to show

her what Talent allowed himto do.

When Mum was there he redoubled his efforts to ap-
pear to walk normally and carry things properly so it

woul d not freak her out. How often had she said she
prayed every night to see Petey on his feet and wal ki ng
around? And she never | ooked at hi m now. She never

once nmentioned his ball team Not that he would ever
pl ay sandl ot baseball again . . . Then Peter grinned,

t hi nki ng what homers he coul d whack and how fast he
could run the bases. Maybe now he coul d be the pitcher
he had al ways wanted to be ... Hs fastball would be
somet hing el se\ Even if he only used the 4.5!

But he had gone past that sort of ordinary thing,
hadn't he? Wen one could zap shuttles about |ike
ganeboard pi eces, ordinary acconplishnents no |onger
sati sfied.

He drank his orange juice. Not all ordinary things,
t hough. Some very ordinary and extrenely honely ac-



tions--like getting hinself an orange juice when he felt
thirsty for it--were, in a special way, far nore inpor-
tant than what he had done with the Erasnus.

He sent the enpty gl ass back to the kitchen, rinsed
it out, and put it upside-down on the drainboard.

He had to keep things in perspective. It was nore

i mportant to have the freedomto do little things and the
option to do bigger ones. But, jeez, it had been a won-
derful feeling to have all that power and do somet hing

no one else could have done with it--just when help

was needed.

The tri-d was showi ng fl oodwater flow ng obediently

away froma small town and its surrounding fields. The
sandbags and barriers along its torrent seermed to be
containing it, but Peter could recognize the subtle signs
of kinetic force. He wondered which Tal ent was at

wor k. Ri ck Hobson? M. Baden? Now, if he'd had ac-

cess to a generator, he would have been able to do that.
He settled down to | eam what he coul d about fl ood

control fromthe program Next tinme he would be ready

to help. The 4.5-kpm was portable, wasn't it?

H s thoughts were interrupted by Rhyssa's nenta
call. Peter, would you come up to ny office, please?
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Sure! He leaned briefly into the generator and sped

out to Rhyssa's building and in through the front door

sl owi ng to maneuver the staircase; he got his feet to the
ground as he reached the carpeted hallway | eading to
Rhyssa's office. No effort!

Show of f. Rhyssa was standing by her office door, but
she was smiling. "W don't have any nountains for

you to nove today, but there's trouble in the wi nd, dear
boy, there's trouble in the wind."

Peter stunbled in his forward noti on and corrected
hi nsel f.

Troubl e? Why? W didn't do anythi ng w ong!

Her touch reassured him as it always did. Dorotea

was great: she treated himcasually, as she would any
of her grandchildren, and that relaxed attitude nade
many things easier for him But Rhyssa was different:

her m nd had so nuch depth--not that he had di sobeyed
the prime rule of mental privacy, but he could not help
but sense the depth and purity that was there. She was
al so the nost beautiful worman Peter had ever seen, on
or off the tri-d. And she was so good! Everything about
her was shining and brilliant. She nmade himfeel whole



and strong.
"We did sonething a shade too right," Rhyssa said.
"And we were not quite as discreet as we should have

been. "

Morentarily afraid, he reached out to see exactly
what they had done w ong.

Pet er!

"Sorry."

Rhyssa, nore fiercely than Peter had ever heard her
Damm t hat Barchenka wonan!

"Was | supposed to hear that?" Peter was confused.

"Yes, and doubl e-damm Bar chenka!" Rhyssa sai d
al oud, and waved himon through to her office, closing
t he door behind them

He halted, sensing the aura of crisis. Dorotea, who
was rarely perturbed, was brushing i magi nary threads

from her slacks. Things nust really be bad. He zi gged
si deways, aware that Rhyssa just m ssed bumping into
hi m

Dorotea: Wel| done, Peter

"This is a strategy council, Peter," Rhyssa said, ges-

turing for himto sit as she resuned her chair in the
t ower bay wi ndow.

Peter floated over to the conformabl e seat, grateful
for its automatically adjusted support.

' "Don't ever forget just how proud we all are of you,'
Rhyssa said, her gesture including the entire Center
"You' ve added a brand new di nension to Talent." She
gave himan inpish smle. "And rem nded this Cen-

ter's manager not to get too conplacent."

Wthout violating etiquette, Peter could hear what she
was not saying al oud: Tal ent was very happy; the
unTal ented were not.

Dor ot ea: The unTal ented al ways resist a new Tal ent
whi ch we haven't carefully led themto expect. In this
i nstance, you!

Rhyssa: W don't do sonething right, Peter, w thout
doi ng somet hi ng wong! Peter sensed a second qualifi -
cation behind the thought and, renenbering his man-
ners, broke the contact.

Dorotea: And we've got to figure out how to inprove



our testing nethods! She cleared her throat in a busi-
nessli ke manner, then w nked at Peter

He thought, very privately to hinself, that sonething
bad was definitely about to happen, but he was assured
of their love and approval and that was all that really
mattered to him

"I'f your main desire right now," Rhyssa said, sml-

ing with that special twinkle in her eye which she saved
for Peter, "is to have the biggest generator on the pl anet
at your disposal"--Peter flushed, |ooking hard at his
bony knees--"then the main desire of half the indus-

tries on Earth and in space is to have you using theirs,
and theirs alone.”
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Space? He could get into space? He | ooked up in
surprise, staring at her. Cearly she did not nean his

way.

"How do they know about me?" He felt suddenly

very defensel ess. His father was al ways tal ki ng about
t he managers working a man to death with no consid-
eration for himas a human being, only how productive
he was, a cipher in a gigantic program

"They don't know it's you," Dorotea said.
"That's the problem" Rhyssa went on
"Why?" Peter asked, thinking of big generators.

"Candidly," Dorotea said, "you're fourteen, you're
only just beginning to understand your Talent, and pre-
mat ure exposure coul d--"

"Bum me out," Peter finished for her, though pri-

vately he did not think he could bumout--if he had the
ri ght power source for anything he wanted to shift. "But
| didn't bumout..."

"Wthout in the |east dimnishing your achi evenent,

Peter, we were closely nmonitoring you the other night,"
Rhyssa went on. "Wat they have in mnd for you is

anot her can of worns altogether. Speaking as a Center
director, | nust tell you that it has never been the policy
of the Centers to assign trainees even part-time work

until they're at |east eighteen."

"Even |," Dorotea put in, her hand gracefully



sweepi ng her chest, "wasn't pernitted to do nuch unti

| was eighteen!" She made a face. "As a child, |

t hought | was just playing a gane, guessing which ones

in the roomcoul d hear me--people who thought they

m ght be Talented."” She shot Peter an image of herself

as a five-year-old, prettily dressed--and her early beauty
was still apparent in her face and manner--wal ki ng

t hrough the Center's crowded reception area.

"But |'ve proved what | can do," Peter said. "And
| was the only one who could |l and the Erasnus.”

"The situation is not about right or wong, Peter,”
Rhyssa said, leaning toward him a sad expression in

her eyes and face, "or even a noral obligation to re-
duce suffering and mitigate disaster." Then she opened
her mind to himso he could directly assess the current
pr obl em

Pet er had known, of course, that the Parapsychic

Centers had had to send the best kinetics to Padrugoi to
hel p conplete the station on time. He had not realized
all the undercurrents beneath the carefully contrived
public image of Padrugoi, nuch | ess the nachinations

of Ludm |l a Barchenka, who had forced the capitulation
of Centers, ruthlessly stripping themof kinetics in what
was basically a face-saving operation. He fumed when

he saw that this Barchenka wonman was threatening his
Rhyssa with all kinds of offenses when it was now pa-
tently clear to himthat Barchenka was at fault. And he
was part of the problem No, at the nmonent, he was

all of the problem because Barchenka was out to add
himto her force of Talent.

"And | used to think working on the station would
be the nost special thing you could do," he said slowy.
It just was not fair!

"No, not fair, Peter," Rhyssa replied, "but Tal ent
recogni zes that conpleting the station is far nore im
portant than individual personal considerations. Com
pleting it on tine is obviously Ludnilla's personal goal
| can't deny her that, only her nmeans of achieving it,
since by her achi evenent, manki nd has made anot her

giant step to the stars. Don't be deflected too nuch by
the skeletons in the space | ockers. There's been no na-
jor forward progress in all of human history that has not
been acconpani ed by sone probl ens."

"Like letting people float out into space and di e be-
cause rescue woul d put her behind schedul e?" Peter
was aghast.

"That's been taken care of," Dorotea reninded him
"By Tal ents, and now she thinks she can conscri pt
tae?" Peter was so agitated that he fl oated above the
chair.



PEGASUS | N FLI GHT
186
Dorotea, prosaically: You're drifting, dear

Peter settled down. Well, | just won't work for a per-
son like her. And you 're not going to ask me to!

"I ndeed and we're not," Rhyssa assured him "But
first,"” she said with a grin, her eyes tw nkling, "we
have to prove to themthat you're you\ W' ve been try-
ing very hard to keep you sheltered until you've nore
control "

How much control do | need if | can npbve a shuttle
about the worl d?

"Peter!" Despite the sharpness in her voice, Peter
knew t hat Rhyssa was amused by his outrage, proud of
hi s achi evenent, and concerned for his future all at
once. He subsided. "Thank you. Now, we were warned

to expect visitors of high rank and great prestige. W
wanted to brief you, since you are the cat we are about
to let out of the bag."

"I rather think he's the cat anong the pigeons," Dor-
otea said with a sarcastic snort.

"Pi geons? War hawks, Dorotea," Rhyssa corrected,
settling into her chair. Then they all heard the unm s-
t akabl e thunking of a big helicopter Ianding on the X
out si de Henner House. "Peter, don't let the fuss get to
you. There's bound to be sone bruised feelings and
outraged sensibilities. You just pay them no heed!"

But he could not help but heed the fine but controlled
aura of apprehension. They were worried. About him

For him

Ragnar's voice cane through on the intercom He

was duty officer, and twenty years in the Center had

made hi minpervious to rank and prestige. "Rhyssa,
there's a bunch here to see you. Do I send 'em up?"

"Yes, |'m expecting them Ragnar."

H s "hunph" cane over the speaker, and Peter no-

ticed Rhyssa's little smle. He also noticed that she was
nervously running the stylus through her fingers. Dor-
otea sat even straighter in her chair and nanaged to | ook
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not only larger and nore inposing but very, very



queenl y.

There was a polite knock on the door, and Rhyssa

pressed the rel ease button. The first nan in the room

was a telepath, Peter realized, and he was directing tight
private warni ngs at Rhyssa. The second man, very tall
thin, and w se-looking, gazed directly at Peter and nod-
ded. He knew who Peter was even if Peter did not know

him and he was also a tel epath. He courteously iden-
tified hinself to Peter as Justice Cordon Havers.

Peter knew the third man, Dave Lehardt, who im

nmedi ately noved to stand by Rhyssa's desk, facing the
others as they filed in. He made his partisanship very
clear. He exchanged a gl ance with Rhyssa and gave an
al nost i nmperceptible nod of his head. She had a slight
snmle on her face, and Peter sensed that she was very
gl ad to have Dave Lehardt so close by. But know ng
that Dave was not a Talent, Peter was surprised by the
inti mate exchange. He felt a flair of jeal ousy.

The next six men to enter were obviously inportant
peopl e; four were in uniformand only one of them was
Tal ented. That one appeared very nervous and kept

| ooki ng from Rhyssa to Dorotea. The |last man to enter
gaped at Rhyssa in a fashion that nade Peter very un-
easy--his eyes and his nmanner nmade Peter wonder if he
was one of those perverts his nother used to warn him
about .

As Rhyssa asked themall to be seated, Peter picked

up nanes: Venon Altenbach, who was secretary of

space; the Russian officer was General Shevchenko,
Padrugoi liaison official, and even with the shield he
wore, he was bristling with aggression. The tel enpath
was Andrei Grushkov, and Peter felt sorry for him-he
had to be truthful to his enployer, the general, but he
felt obscurely that he was betraying Talent in doing so.
There were two NASA officers, a general and a col onel
and that pervert was the world-famus Josephson-
junction specialist, and a Malay sian prince besides, who
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did such fantastic programmi ng of air and space traffic.
Peter did not Iike the man any belter once he knew he
was a genius, not when the man kept sloppily ogling
Rhyssa. The man who had cone in first was Col one

John Greene, and Peter watched in sone awe as the nost
successful etop pilot of the early days of the Padrugo
Project placed a chair next to him Peter Reidinger, and
smled quite pleasantly at him Col onel G eene seened to
be the only one who was smiling. Even Justice Havers

| ooked sol emn.

"I't would be pointless for me to deny that | am aware



of the reason for your visit," Rhyssa said calmy
"Shall | call up the Eastern Center Register for you to
check on our nenbershi ps?" She placed her fingers

over the keyboard.

Peter regarded her with pride. She even had a little
smle on her face. And that pervert kept smarmni ng at

her.

The Russian liaison general cleared his throat. "W
have already seen it, Madane. But we believe that you
have not honestly declared your full kinetic strength."
He crooked his head to see his telenpath's face.

"Andrei can certainly assure you that our declaration
i s honest and conplete. W have nothing to hide. No
Tal ent does."

"Andrei has also assured nme, Madane Owen," the

general continued ponderously, "that no kinetic any-
where coul d have successfully | anded the Erasmnus, not
even the twenty-two on board her, or--" He paused
dramatically, "--assisted its takeoff fromthe Dacca
field in the weather conditions prevailing that day." His
chest seenmed to deflate slightly once he had delivered
hi s accusati on.

"I't was me," Peter said. He wanted to get it all over
wi th, and get that smarmy-faced man out of the room
and away from Rhyssa. "I nean, it was |."

The stunned sil ence was worse than noisy disclaim
ers. Then Col onel Greene started to chuckle and Dave

Lehardt began to | augh. He al so wi nked approvingly at
Peter. Not one of the other visitors appeared to be the
| east bit anused.

"And tell nme just how, young nman," Venon Al -
tenbach asked, skeptically, "you acconplished such a
f eat ?"

Stick to the facts, man, the facts, Rhyssa said, nental
| aughter rippling her tone.

"Well, the Erasnus needed hel p | andi ng at Dacca

because the kinetics had to be there to reduce the di-
saster potential. So Rhyssa called a Gand H-that's a
Tal ent mayday--and | got to use the generators at the
East Side power station," Peter replied. He kept his

face straight, but he was enjoying the incredulity of the
non-Tal ented in his audi ence; even the Russian telem
path was admiring, and Peter sat hinself even straighter
in the chair.

Dorotea: Well said, Peter

CGordon Havers: In times of doubt, honesty is the best
policy.



Johnny Greene: You better believe it, because they're
not! Unobtrusively, he patted Peter's knee.

"You have, | nust assune, a kinetic Tal ent?" Ver-
non conti nued.

"Yes, sir. I'min training as a kinetic, but I can't do
as much as 1'd |like because the people who shoul d be
training ne are all up on the station."

Rhyssa: Don't spread it on too thick, Peter

Johnny: Nonsense. They deserve that kick in the
shi ns.

"How much training have you had then?" the gen-
eral asked.

"Well, Rhyssa and Dorotea do the best they can, but
they're telepaths ..."

Rhyssa, dryly: Thank you

Cordon: He's sticking to the truth.
"Initially R ck Hobson was hel pi ng ne,

Pet er went
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on, "but we'd only just gotten past the necessary stuff
when he got conscripted to the station.'

"Tal ents were not conscripted,” General Shev-
chenko objected forcefully. "They volunteered to assi st
in the conpletion of the first Geat Wrld Project."’

Peter gave a contenptuous little snort. "If you' re not
gi ven a choi ce, you've been conscripted.”

"And you expect us to believe that a frail boy ma-
ni pul ated the Erasmusf" Prince Phani bal Shinmaz shot
out of his chair and stood belligerently in front of Peter

shaking his finger at him "I, Phanibal Shimaz, prince
of Mal aysia West, know that this would have been im
possi bl e from such a source! Tell us the truth, little

boy!" he demanded, naking the adjective pejorative.

"He is telling the truth," Johnny G eene said, rising
to his feet to | ook down at the rmuch shorter prince.
Dave Lehardt and Rhyssa junped to their feet angrily,
ready to leap into the fray if need be.

"As Andrei confirms to ne," GCeneral Shevchenko
said in a hard voice. "You exceed your authority. Your

H ghness. "

"And | shall prove it," Peter added, glaring back at
the prince. Just because he could do ganes with Jo-



sephson junctions and traffic-flow patterns that no one
el se could do did not make himan authority on Tal ent.
"Look!" And Peter raised his right arm w shing he

had enough small notor control to point a finger, but
he had not quite mastered that yet.

Actually, it was easy enough with power diverted
fromthe Center's equi pnent to raise and hold the big
hel i copter just outside Rhyssa's bay w ndow so that al
could see it--and see that the huge rotor blades noved
idly in the breeze of its ascent.

"Do be careful with it, Peter," Johnny G eene said
am ably, one of the fewin the room enjoying the no-
ment. "It's government property."

"I'"m al ways careful, Colonel Geene," Peter replied,
feeling the euphoria of potency. He was al nbost sorry that

he coul d not think of an even nore convinci ng denon-
stration of his kinetic Talent. Dorotea was glaring at him
significantly in her enough-is-enough | ook. He returned
the vehicle gently to the ground.

"How ol d are you, Peter?" Col onel G eene asked,
just as if he and Peter were the only ones in the room

"I was fourteen on the eighth of Septenber."

"And you get about now yourself under your own
power ?" the col onel inquired.

Peter could see in his eyes that the man knew the true
extent of his handi cap.

"I was that nuch"--his fingers measured a two-
centimeter gap--"away from parapl egi a nysel f after
M ssi on Nunmber 20," Greene continued.

Peter realized that Col onel G eene was very nuch on

their side and making it very clear to everyone el se that
Peter's Talent was off limts. "lI've |learned howto
conpensate just fine," he replied, and a gl ance at the
colonel told himthat that was the right answer to make.
"Ri ck Hobson really hel ped me. W were just begin-

ning to go on to tougher things when he had to go to

Padr ugoi .’

"So you' ve been Rhyssa's skeleton crew? Al by
yoursel f?" Col onel Greene chuckl ed and | ooked across
at the secretary of space.

"I"'mnot nearly as much of a skeleton as | used to
be." Peter extended his arms and | egs and regarded

t hem di spassionately. "I'll get some muscle on them

yet. I've got to build slowy, you see, and it takes
tinme."

Col onel Greene rose. "I think that's the answer, gen-

tlemen. It takes time to build nuscle, any kind of nus-



cle, and you build slowmy to |ast |onger."

"Now wait just a nmoment here," Prince Phaniba

said, recovering fromhis initial surprise. "That is not
the answer | cane to find. You have indeed conceal ed
fromithe world a kinetic Talent of denpbnstrated ability.
He can take the place of those at Bangladesh . . ."He
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| eaned across Rhyssa's desk, and Peter saw her flinch
back from such a menaci ng posture.

Peter could not stand it. Kinetically he dragged Prince
Phani bal backward from Rhyssa, the prince's face set

in a paralyzed rictus of amazenent. The door t hat
opened to allow his exit closed firmy behind him

"Peter!" Rhyssa could not quite disguise her relief
or her consternation at his breach of courtesy.

"He's got no right to threaten you, Rhyssal No right
at all!"

Dor ot ea: Bravo, Peter, though |I shouldn 't encourage

you!

"Now see here, young man--" Shevchenko took one
step toward Peter and stopped, blinking in astoni shrment
when sone invisible force prevented himfrom noving
farther forward.
"That's enough, Peter," Rhyssa said with appropri-

ate severity. That was rather clever of you, dear, even
if you wouldn 't realize it. The mental image in her mnd

showed suppressed | aughter. "The general will not in-
timdate you any further. General, | think Peter has in-
advertently displ ayed anot her cogent reason why the

Center is unwilling to utilize his unique abilities except

inacrisis. At fourteen, he does not always abide by the
courtesies that a nore mature personality has | earned.™

"I demand that the boy apol ogi ze to Hi s Highness
Prince Phani bal inmediately."

"You may demand all you wi sh, Ceneral," Rhyssa
said sharply, "but | don't even know why a traffic man-
ager, royal or not, was included in this gathering."

"Engi neer Barchenka insisted on his inclusion,"



Vermon Al tenbach remarked, attenpting sone diplo-
nacy.

"I insist that he be excluded fromany future neet-
i ngs involving the Center or nyself."

Peter: He's a slineball!
Johnny Green and Gordon Havers, sinultaneously:
Where did you stash him?

Peter: He's in the helicopter, and he can't seemto
get the seat buckle undone. He could not hel p grinning.
/ won't let him

Johnny: Buckl e down, W nsockie, buckle down!

Dorotea: | didn't think anyone in your generation
knew that ol d song.

"Now, gentlenen, you have, | trust, seen to your

own satisfaction that we have only been protecting

young Peter, not deliberately denying the platformhis
Talent. I'msorry that you had a long trip for nothing,"
Rhyssa sai d, comi ng around her desk to shake hands

with Andrei G ushkov. "However, when Peter is fully

trai ned and we have a better understanding of the pa-
raneters of his potential, we will, of course, be obliged
to |l et prospective enployers bid for his contractual ser-
vices."

Vermon Al tenbach eased the di sgruntled Russian gen-

eral out the door, the NASA colonel and the tel enpath
assisting. But the others lingered until the first group
had entered the el evator

"Ms. Onen," the NASA general began. "Is it pos-

sible, given the boy's display of incredible ability, that
he could--fromtine to tine, that is ... Wll, we do

have a serious crisis right now..."

"What ki nd?" Rhyssa asked in an unencouragi ng
t one.

"NASA' s supply schedule is at a standstill with the

current worldw de weat her conditions ..

Peter zoomed out of his chair, hovering between

Rhyssa and the general. Please consider it, Rhyssa
Wor ki ng for NASA woul dn't be the same as working for
Barchenka, would it? But it would be al nbst as good

as being in space. He exerted all his mind s pressure

agai nst hers, begging her consideration. He felt her stem
resolve not to exploit him

\ Johnny: It's sonmething to consider, Rhyssa, though
we' won't be pushy about it. If you say no, we'll go
quietly. But it would gall me personally, and profes-



194 PEGASUS | N FLI GHT Anne McCaffrey 195

sionally, to have Barchenka saying that the Anericans
couldn 't neet their contractual obligations. He cocked
his head at Rhyssa, grinning wyly.

Peter could feel Rhyssa beginning to relent.

Dorotea: Consider it a training diversion, Rhyssa.

Rhyssa: But that's it! He's had hardly any training!

Johnny: Repetition hones skills, gal, and it sure re-
duces the gl anour quoti ent.

Peter did not understand that but felt Dorotea's ap-
proval beconme nore urgent. He sensed that at |ast
Rhyssa was seriously considering the suggestion

"Look," Johnny said aloud, "this is so inportant
that Venmon woul d actually get hinsel f another m nder

for a few weeks. | know all the technical data that Peter
needs to understand if he's flinging shuttles about the
stratosphere. Hell, 1'd get a vicarious thrill out of it

nmysel f, getting back into space by proxy. And if Peter's
wor ki ng for NASA, Barchenka can't say Tal ent has
been obstructing Padrugoi's tinely conpletion.”

"I know it appears that it's always we who conpro-

m se," Gordon Havers said, entering the discussion
"but we put a wedge in her works if suddenly we insure
delivery of the materiel she needs.”

"You'd have to go with Peter, Rhyssa. |I'mno |onger

up to that sort of sustained effort," Dorotea said. "Sa-
scha's too involved in the present crisis at Linear Gto
| eave that. And frankly, my dear, you are the stronger

telepath and, | think, nore tuned in to Peter's mnd than
Sascha is. Sonmeone has to nonitor himduring the ge-
stalts. | can see you squirmng to go, Peter Reidinger

Is it what you really want? WII you behave |Iike a ma-
ture Tal ent?"

Peter managed to curl his fingers around Rhyssa's.
"I'"ll behave. I'll do just as I'mtold. | prom se! And
| dl eanal ot . "

"You'd call the nobves, Rhyssa,"
sai d.

Johnny Greene

"I don't think we have any choice in this either,"

Rhyssa said, and Peter |eaned agai nst her, w shing for
her not to sound so defeated. She | ooked down at him
and cupped his head with one hand, smiling tenderly at
him "1'mnot defeated, Peter dear, but |I intensely dis-
like being left with no options."



"Think of the options that you' ve cancel ed,” Johnny
Greene said with a malicious note in his voice as he
lifted his nmiddle finger skyward.

"Put like that," Cordie said, grinning, "we're one
up on Barchenka."

Rhyssa turned to Dave Lehardt, her expression se-
vere. "And you keep Peter's nane out of the 'casts and
the fax."

"Your skeleton crew at work agai n?" Dave asked
pretending to ward off an attack.

" ' Dem bones, dem bones, dem dry bones, and hear

the word of the Lord!" " Johnny G eene sang, doing an
intricate breakdance step.
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CHAPTER 12

#N <$# 'phe blond man had an air about himthat fasci-
nated Tirla. She had never had nuch to do with Talents,
and she surreptitiously crossed her wists. She had heard
such fol k discussed in the Residential often enough, in
fearful, awed whispers, but she had not believed half

of the powers alleged to them finders of persons and

t hi ngs, seers of souls, readers of secrets, prophets of
future things, and novers of nountains.

She stole a |l ook at himwhere he sat with his head
| eaned back agai nst the padded wall and his eyes cl osed;

daring to observe himnore closely, she noticed the
qui ck flow of facial nuscles, as if he were having an
argunent in his head. Hi s jaw tightened in anger, and
his lips thinned. He should have been pleased with his
day's work, Tirla thought. She was startled then, when
his nouth relaxed into a half snmile, a clever sort of
smle, and his eyebrows twi tched. Had he won his in-
ternal argunent? He was a strange man, she thought,
even though outwardly he appeared no different from

ot hers.

He was not LEO, and yet he was, and she coul d not
figure out where he fit in, or how he and his teanms had
appeared so conveniently at the J shunt--especially
when she had just realized the difficulty of cajoling
scared whiney brats |like Tonbi into riding cargo pods
back to G Wthout that unexpected rescue, Yassinis

| adrones woul d surely have recaptured them herself in-
cl uded. She shudder ed.
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So they had been rescued from Yassim But not from
Authority. She wanted no part of Authority: too many
conflicting rules and regulations and silly restrictions
that only begged to be ignored or evaded. The prospect
of a new ID briefly dazzled her, to the point where she
could feel the narrow plastic strip knocki ng agai nst her
wrist bone. But she did not--quite--believe that the man
woul d be able to produce any such I D, no natter how

wel |l he seemed in with the LEGs.

No matter! She had clean floaters--nore than she

needed for the tieds she had been supposed to | aunder
for Yassim-so she was well ahead in the game. The
matter of the hot tieds bothered her, but she was |oath
to face Yassimas long as he was in the market for kids.
And it was very likely that the LEGs could not collar
Yassim and that he would go into deep hiding sone-
where to wait out the furor. So, norally, she could hide
the tieds for a while and di screetly exchange them es-
pecially if Yassi mwas out of circulation, over the next
several nmonths. This was the biggest hit she had ever
made.

But still she was uneasy. She was trapped in the

cl osed cargo pod and did not really know where they

wer e goi ng, though she had been keepi ng mental count

of the rail junctions. The blond man could just as easily
| eave, her off at the hostel with the others. Wwo would
bel i eve that she had an arrangement with hin? The train
began to decelerate, and Tirla, with a spurt of dread
anticipation, waited for the shunt connect. They were
going to the G platform She was both conforted and

concer ned.

"Where are we now?" she asked.

Sascha opened his eyes, and she saw that they were

an unusual shade of |ight blue. He | ooked amused.

"You know we're at G So now we return the lost chil-
dren'to,their grieving parents. That is inmportant to you,
isn"t it, Tirla? That Bilala, Zaveta, Pilau, and especially
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M rda Khan and Mama Bobchi k know t hat you hel ped
retrieve their |ost ones?"

Now how coul d he know that? How much did he

know about her? Why was he playing her along this
way? He was a sharp one indeed. What sort of a scam
was he running? Not all of this action had to do with
that perv Yassim

She refused to be drawn by what could just be a
shrewd guess on his part. LEGCs were not above putting
surveillance on Meetings, even a silly RRGw th that
Lama- shaman. Perhaps there had been eyes on her cli-



ents, although why such a gaggle of silly wonmen woul d

be the object of LEO interest she did not know- -unless
it had to do with selling kids. But none of them had
been there to deal kids--nost of theirs were too young
yet. They had all been | ooking for "nessages" and

"sal vations." Yet Sascha had identified her clients, and
he had even known that M rda Khan and Mama Bob-

chi k were especially inportant.

"It just pays to be a good nei ghbor," she answered

diffidently.

"Ch, you have definitely been a good nei ghbor to-

day, Tirla. And a very good citizen!" He |aughed

softly, throwing his head back and showi ng |large white
even teeth. It would be a very nice laugh, Tirla thought,
if it had not worried her that he was | aughing at all.
Perversely she liked him for his strong grip and his
droll words, but she did not trust himany further than
she coul d have thrown Bul bar

She gave hima quick stare for calling her ' 'citizen.'
Citizens lived across the river in the beautiful hives,
[ uxury cones, platforns, and conpl exes, not in Linears.

"Trust ne, Tirla?" H s eyes were not |aughing, nor
was his nouth, and his voice was gentle and entreating.

"l have no reason to."
"I'f I give you one?"

She snorted scornfully. Just then the train braked to
an easy stop, an'd the lids of the pods opened to revea

a group of adults, waiting to lift out the unconscious
children. A slimwoman in a LEO uniform standi ng at
the edge of the platform spotted Sascha and thrust a
narrow plastic case at him

"Here's a reason, Tirla." Sascha showed her the ID
bracelet in the case. He took advantage of her surprise
to clasp it around her wist.

She stared at it, holding her arnms away from her,

trying to absorb the significance of having a | egal iden-
tity and then the slowy dawni ng know edge that the
bracel et was not banded in the usual Residential col-
ors. Green banding meant that one could travel be-

tween Linears, but what did the gold and bl ack stripes
nmean?

"You are now legal, Tirla."

Just then the four freight elevators reached the cargo
| evel . A mass of wonen flowed out onto the platform

rai sing loud | amentati ons when they saw | i np bodi es

on nedi pads. Sascha drew Tirla to one side as Public
Heal t h personnel circul ated, establishing the parentage
of those Tirla had rescued.



"What happens to thenP" Tirla asked. This was not

what she had had in mnd when she set out on her mnad
venture. Parents woul d not be pleased that their chil-
dren were in the hands of Authority. Nor would they
profit as she had intended. She had an ID bracel et and
nmore credit than she had ever possessed in her life-
but what good would it do her if the tenuous position
she had carved for herself, her clients, her nmeans of
supporting herself, were gone? Suddenly her future
seenmed as bl eak as that of the children she had saved
from Yassi m

A tall, slender, very handsome young man in a LEO

uni form planted hinself squarely in front of the Sascha
person and sal uted. "Wat do you wish ne to tell the
wonen, sir?" he asked.

"That Tirla here," Sascha said, nmoving her to stand
in front of him his hands lightly--and, she felt,
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ki ndl y--on her shoul ders, "found where Yassi m had

hi dden their children. She was | eadi ng them back hone,
to their nothers and fathers, when we, al so searching,
cane upon them ™"

In a voice that penetrated the tunult of wailing
worren, the young man rattled off the announcenent

in the required | anguages--a task that made Tiria rest-
| ess under Sascha's hands. As each of the linguistic
groups understood, they fell to whispering anong

t hemsel ves. When the translator had finished, Mrda
Khan and Mama Bobchi k waded forward, their ex-
pressions grim Under Sascha's hands, Tirla's narrow
shoul ders tensed, and surreptitiously she shiel ded her
brand-new I D bracel et by nmoving her armslightly be-
hi nd her.

"And the children?" Mrda Khan demanded in Ba-
sic, jutting her chin out. She stared pointedly at Tiria.

"The records have been checked," Sascha said, his
voi ce diplomatically apologetic. "Their births were il-
l egal . "

When M rda Khan frowned, Sascha signaled for Ran-

jit to translate. The wave of hysterical weeping was
punctuated as nothers of now officially illegal children
threw t hensel ves across the unconsci ous bodi es, obvi-
ously determined to resist attenpts to renove them
Sascha ordered the crowd-control partners to neutralize



the incipient hysterics. He danpened his own reception
but he could not remain inmune to the intense eno-
tional agitation that battered his senses. He was per-
pl exed. These sane wonen woul d have sold their sons
and daughters in a few years

Boris, he said, it's going to be a |lot easier to buy
t hese wonen of f w th sonething.

How about the truth? Isn't a hostel a better fate than
the future Yassi m pl anned/ or thenf?

I would think so, Sascha replied, but I do not think
they'Il see it in the same light. 1'll tap our slush/and if
you won't ante lip. Anything, Sascha thought, to shut

up the spine-crawling ululations. He was not used to
having to deal on this |evel

CGetting soft. Brother?

You're not here and listening. And there's Tiria to
t hi nk of.

You 're taking charge of her, aren 't you ? Boris asked.

I'd rather she wasn't jeopardized. Her Talent could
be very useful in multilanguage groups.

The noi se was fearful, the aura exceedi ngly unpl eas-
ant for any Talents with the | east nodi cum of enpat hy.
Tears were stream ng down Carnmen's face

"How much, Tiria?" Sascha asked.

Startled, she twisted in his hands to see his expres-
si on.

"How much will stop their tears and relieve their
| 0ss?" he went on.

"You' d pay?"

He saw the | eap of astonishnent in her velvety brown
eyes before a canny veil settled over her expression
Brother, this one's going to deal for the hairs on our
chests.

"For the youngest, you don't have to give nuch."
She named a figure. "Add ten percent for each year
t hey have, and that should be enough.™

"I'd say five percent for each year."

"Seven!'' she retorted. ' The bigger they are the nore
it takes to fill their bellies.”

He spit in his hand and held it out. She closed the
deal and then stepped four paces nearer to Mrda Khan



Ranjit, nonitor this for ne! Sascha ordered.

She' s speaking Arabic, Ranjit said. She's saying that
she has been arguing hard for the grieving nothers ever
since they were caught in the tunnel. Only because she
has spoken out so forcefully has a way been made to

ease the sorrow of the nothers. Illegal children have
rights, the big nman says, and she believes him They
will be nmuch safer than with Yassim for which every

not her shoul d be thankful, knowi ng perfectly well the
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fate which awaited the children, despite the grief it
causes. For how el se can people survive on nere sub-
sistence al one? A price has been agreed, as they nust
have seen, and she has acted in good faith. Sascha,
Ranjit added as Tiria turned to face another section of
the wonen, this child is amazing. She's speaking Urdu
now as glibly as she did Arabic. GCho!

There was a comotion, and a plunmp little wonman,

her face contorted with conflicting emotions until her
beady eyes were hidden in the folds of her cheeks,
pushed t hrough. Sascha recogni zed her from her caste
mark and the vindictiveness of her roiling thoughts. She
woul d have | eaped upon Tiria if Mrda Khan and Mana
Bobchi k had not intervened. Sascha sprang forward to
protect Tiria, berating hinself for not anticipating an
attack.

"Unwanted bitch," me worman shrieked in Basic.

"Il'legal, you! The bint is illegal! She is illegal!" She
struggl ed agai nst the restraini ng hands. "Take her. You
take her if you take my Tombi. You take her!"

"OfF course | amillegal, wasted barren worman whose
husband wi |l beat her norning, noon, and evening for
refusing a fair price that will feed himfor many days

to come on lanb and papaduns.” Tiria |l eaned with

fervor into the task of returning verbal abuse. She had,
Sascha noted, managed to run her bracel et up under her
sl eeve, out of sight.

Sascha restrained Tiria by her shoulders. "She is il-
| egal , worman. She conmes with us. Tell them Ranjit!"
When the nessage had been transl ated, he added, "The
deal she spoke of will be good for only three nore

m nutes." He | ooked pointedly at his digital watch.
"Then there is no nore to tal k about. Let each nother
who accepts the offer stand by her child."

Then, to shut up the renewal ofBilala's caterwauling,
Sascha shot a strong sil encing command conpul si on on
the hysterical wonan. She fell back in the arnms of the

worren who hel d her, her mouth working soundl essly.



An awed hush fell over the platform

The busi ness was qui ckly concluded then, and Tiria

wat ched solemmly as crisp floaters changed hands. She

had never seen so nuch noney in circul ation at one

time and in front of everyone. It was better so. No one
could claimafterward that one had received nore than

anot her. Sonme of the wonen |ingered, displaying rea
distress as their children were | oaded back into the front
four cars. Sascha propelled Tiria towards the |ast car

whi ch the search group was boardi ng.

Tiria held up her braceleted arm "You keep the bar-
gain in fact but not in spirit?" she demanded as the
drone cover slid shut. She tugged at the coveted wi st-
band.

"The bargain is kept in fact and in spirit, Tiria, but
you can't go back to G not with Bilala your eneny."

"Huh! That one!" Tiria snorted derisively. "She
wouldn't find me if | didn't want her to. I'mnot afraid
of that stupid woman."

"Frankly, | would be, were | you," Sascha said.
"She'll certainly nake sure Yassi m knows what part
you had in clearing out his hide."

That caused her to reflect, although Sascha still could
not nudge his way past her shields.

"Then what was the point of making it seemas if
t hey' d escaped?" she denanded with sone exaspera-
tion.

"That seenmed a sensible safeguard at the tine. Up
until you'd wanted to be such a good nei ghbor. C nobn

" Sascha held out his hand. "I think I can find you
a safe squat for a few days with a friend of nine."
Dor ot ea? he called. Can you spare a nonent for this
wai f ?

Tiria |looked at his hand as if it were covered in acid.
"At the hostel? Wth them"

"You're |l egal, remenber?" he reassured her with
alittle snmile. "Technically, you're free to nove any-
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where you want to now. You' ve got a wad of floaters,
but--" He raised his hand in a cautionary gesture.
"--you know as well as | do that an unattached kid in
a Linear right nowis in jeopardy. Yassimhas got to
find replacenents, and M rda Khan and Mama Bobchi k
woul dn't be there to defend you."



"Defend me?" Tiria was both indignant and aston-
i shed.

"Ch, they did, in their own ways. And if a | adrone
didn't snap you up, the Public Health would, as you're
underage and should be in school." Ww he excl ai ned
to Dorotea as he sensed Tirla's sudden reaction. That
opened up an excited crack

# Dorotea: Keep working it then

"Frankly, | would be wary, were | you," Sascha

sai d.

Tiria fingered her precious ID. "School? |I could ac-
cess Teacher?"

"You've the right to all the education you can stuff
into your head--that is, once you overcone the little
probl em of being an unattached minor. C non, get into
the pod. It's ready to go, and | want you out of this
hostil e environment."

Tiria cast a | ook over her shoul der at the knot of
worren around Bilala and said "Stupid cunt” under her
breath, but she did not resist Sascha's guidi ng hand.

"Once you' ve caught up with the grade |evel, you
could even go to a regul ar school ."

"Me? In a school?" Tiria was skeptical as well as
cont enpt uous.

"l suspect you've got a lot nore talent than you re-
alize, Tiria."

Dorotea, acidly: You were never one to understate a
cause.

Tiria hunkered down beside him bal ancing her torso
bet ween spread knees, hands dangling linply between
her | egs, her butt against the padded end of the cargo
pod. She cocked her head up at him hauling the strands

of dark hair off her face, her dark eyes sparkling wth,
it seemed to Sascha, a private anusenent that, for al
his telepathic skill, he could not penetrate.

"Tal ent ?" she repeated.

"Yes," he said. "Talent." He settled down beside
her just as the train began to ease forward.

"I"'mnothing like you," Tiria said warily, swaying
alittle.

"No, you're not. | cannot talk to everyone in their
own | anguage as glibly as you do."

Tiria thought for a nonent and then shrugged.
"That's not hard to do."



"Not for you. Ranjit, who's quite a linguist, was
maki ng heavy weat her of the translations just now "

Tiria shrugged agai n, dismssively.

"In a few years, you could earn a big wage just trans-
lating." He could feel her attention. "Enough to live
at the top of any Linear and never have to worry about
the Yassins of this world."

"Wirking for LEO?" She was plainly unwlling.

"For soneone with your gift of |anguages, there are
far better opportunities than LEO You do need sone
school i ng. "

"I got schooling." Her tone was both rebellious and
i ndi ghant. At Sascha's pronpting, she added, "I used
my brother's ID--as long as | had it. | got schooling."

Dor ot ea, woul d you check that out? The brother's
nane and I D are on the Incident report.

| caught a glinpse again, Sascha, Dorotea said. |'m
goi ng to need personal contact with her to get past that
shield. | gather you plan to bring her to ny place and
I"'mto play sweet frail harnl ess grandmama? Boy, this
has been a day! In for a penny, in for a pound. Did

you get any of the high-level interview?

Caught nost of it! Sascha sent an inmage of him cheer-
ing like a mad soccer supporter

Wien all the excitenent dies down, Sascha, we are
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goi ng through the testing procedures with the prover-
bial fine-tooth conb.

Just then Sascha felt the jar as the four forward cars
were detached to go on to the western hostel that would
accommodate the illegal children. He caught the | ook

of apprehension on Tirla's face and her quick gl ance at
hi m

"Il take her to nmy spare roomif you 'd rather, he told

Dor ot ea.

Nonsense. | may hate typecasting but I'mfar nore
sui tabl e. Though you 're doing rather well, Dorotea al-
| owed sonewhat grudgingly.



Sascha smled and resettled hinmself. "It'Il be
snmoot her fromnow on," he said to Tiria. "W're be-
ing shunted to the comuter track.'

"\Where are you taking nme?"
"To ny grandnot her."

I"'mnot sure | care to be related to a glib philanderer
i ke you, Sascha Roznine. No norals.

"I'f she'll have you for a few days until | can find the
right Residential school for you," he amended. "That
woul d sol ve the problem of nosy Public Health officials
and keep you out of Yassims notice." The nention of
school briefly opened her shield and he saw a fearfu
startl ement--a hunger and a withdrawal --before it |ow
ered. He went on casually. "But, as | said, you' ve a
legal 1D, floaters enough for nmonths, and you can suit
yoursel f."

Their car had been shunted several times, and the
progress becane snoother and faster. Tiria noticed it,
and she al so noticed how the other people in the car
were relaxing, smling and chatting confortably with
one anot her.

Resi denti al school, my ass! Boris's disgusted tone
echoed in Sascha's mnd. / can just see Fairnmont or
Hol yoke taking in that subbie.

Tol erance, Bro, tolerance. She's clean and healthy,
and that tight m nd m ght conceal a geni us.

Boris: For scans!

Dorotea, steel in her tone: You just let us handl e one
of our own.

Since when am | di sowned? Boris asked.

Dor ot ea: When you 're wearing nothing but your LEO
hat !

Sascha had a nental inmage of his brother wthdraw

ing quietly, offending hat in hand. No one took on Dor-
otea in a crusadi ng nood. He glanced down at Tiria,

who was deep in thought, staring down at the floor

t hough her body appeared rel axed. Wen the cargo- pod
door opened as they reached the vehicle park in the
qui et grounds of the Eastern Center for Parapsy chics,
she reacted with anmazenent and disbelief. As the other
menbers of Sascha's team piled out, |aughing and
chatting over the successful assignment, Tiria just
stood, her large eyes wide and white as she stared
around her. Sascha did not hurry her. The ol d Henner
estate, with its big old beeches, nmaples, and oaks, the
wi de |l awmns and the attractive two-story residential
units, was unusual enough in nodem Jerhattan and



had to be a revelation to a Linear resident. Tiria | ooked
appal | ed.

"My grandnother |lives over there," Sascha said
pointing to the dwelling that had once been the garde-
ner's | odge. "There she is, weeding the border." You
are' the nost conplete ham Dorotea. Weding?

True enough, but | wasn 't going to swathe nyself in
bl ack subsi stence and bedeck nyself with bracel ets and
nose rings to make her feel at ease. And the border
does need weedi ng.

What about your arthritis?

| always suffer for my art, mdear. |'ve recruited
Peter, too. He needs to clinb down fromrarefied at-
nospheres, and sonet hing honely will help. Al so, he

may be ol der than she is, but he | ooks young. He's
to appear with eats. Refreshnents are always a good
way to start off a conversation, particularly for sone-
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one with a Near East background. "Wy, Sascha,

what a pl easant surprise!" Dorotea hoisted herself to
her feet and held out her arms to him Kiss nme, you

[ out. Even grandnothers need a ration of passion now
and agai n!

"Grandnother, this is Tiria . . . Tunnelle."
I nventive boy! Dorotea conmmrented.

"She needs a place to stay for a few days. Wuld it
be too much of an inposition?"

Dorotea extracted herself from Sascha's enthusiastic
enbrace and extended a nud-daubed hand to Tiria.

Si nce Dorotea had been accepted and acceptable from

t he nonent of her birth, she had about her an aura that
made rejection from anyone inpossible; Tiria del ayed
only a nonment before grasping the extended hand. She's
got bones like a bird's, Sascha. How coul d she possibly
do all she's just done ?

"Tiria, this is Dorotea Horvath." There's nothing
frail about Tiria's mnd, Dorotea.

"Actually, | was just about to quit and have sone-

thing to eat and drink. The sun's warmtoday. Peter, is
the juice ready?" she called, and gestured for her guests
to precede her into the little house.

Sascha was gl ad that he had thought of Dorotea, in-
stead of taking Tiria to the far nore daunti ng nmanor
house and its formality. Judging by the girl's stunned



expression, even this homey roomwas far outside her
experi ence.

"I expect you'll want to wash up, and | need to,"
Dorotea said gently, touching Tiria's armand pointing
to the little hall. "Lavatory's second door on the left,

dear, plenty of towels. Peter," she said as she nade
for the small kitchen, "we have two nore guests.”

Peter: What's she |ike?

Sascha: Scared.

Peter, wyly: Know the feeling!

Dor ot ea: Tight shield.

Peter, earnestly: 1'Il be careful.

Dorotea: And don't show off. You'll terrify her

Peter: / did all the showing off I"mgoing to do this
nor ni ng.

An apprehensive Tiria reentered the room surrepti-
tiously trailing fingers al ong wooden surfaces and across
me sofa backs. Sascha noticed that she had washed

hands, arms, neck, face, and that portion of her chest
that was visible above the round neck of her rather worn
cl ot hi ng. She had brushed her long hair neatly back

over her shoul ders. Sascha thought of the cheerless
functionality of subsistence living quarters and gave
Tiria another full mark for nonchal ance.

"Here we are," Dorotea said, arriving with a large

tray laden with all sorts of fingerfoods: savories, small
open-faced sandwi ches, wedges of fruit, and strips of
fresh vegetables. "Peter, don't drop the glasses!" For-
tunately, Tiria's back was to the boy who, with both
hands on the huge pitcher of orange juice, was allow ng
four large tunblers to float al ong beside him

"Hold it while I pour,"” Peter said, handing Tiria a

gl ass, a diversion that kept her fromnoticing the other
gl asses sliding to positions on the |ow table near Dor-
ot ea and Sascha.

Dor ot ea: Peter!
Peter: She didn 't see it.

When all had been served with juice, Peter bounced

into theichair beside Tiria and took a long drink of the
juice, wiping his nouth and exclaimng with satisfac-
tion at the taste.

"Don't inhale the juice, Peter," Dorotea said as she
offered Tiria the tray of snacks. An uncomon fondness
for green pepper, she noted when she saw Tiria's eyes
brighten at the sight of the slices. Cosely watching



Dorotea, me girl had closed her fingers about three,
then increased her haul to six when there was no reac-
tion. "The cheese puffs are hot and fresh," Dorotea
sai d, pushing themtoward Tiria. "You' d better get

t hem now before Sascha or Peter hog themall."
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Tida let the pepper strips fall into her lap and obe-
diently took a cheese puff.

/ couldn't nake nyself sone coffee, could |, Doro?
Sascha asked pl aintively.

Dri nk! Anything. She won't until we all do. "Peter

this is just what | needed. | nust have dehydrated in
the sun. Sascha, there're asparagus in the breadrolls.

I know you like them And Peter, you are not to eat

all the chicken sandw ches. He woul d, you know, "
Dorotea rattled on, nibbling at a cheese puff which she
then put to one side to take a bite of a pated cracker
Vell, we 've all sanpled everything to prove there's no
poi son or drugs: Ah, good! GCh, nmy word! She's

starved!

Tiria had started to drink and eat with quick sharp
bites and snatched swall ows, as if she was torn between
eating and drinking and afraid that the food woul d sud-
denly disappear. Al three telepaths were aware of a
sudden lightening of her carefully guarded thoughts as
she made inroads on the snacks. The pastry nelted in

her mouth, releasing tastes that satisfied unknown crav-
ings with textures that titillated her tongue, fromthe
reassuring crisp watery tang of the green peppers to the
bite of sharp cheese and savory neat fillings.

Food would be a trigger, Dorotea went on wyly,

when you consi der she's probably been hungry all her

life. She took a long drink of the orange juice. ' 'l hope
you've nore in the kitchen, Peter, because it tastes mar-
vel ous. But then, fresh-squeezed orange juice al ways

does, don't you think so, Tiria?"

Sascha! Boris's tone was authoritative. Your waif's

i n good hands. Someone just snatched one of the Jer-
hattan school ki ds we stranded t hree weeks ago.

"Well," Sascha said, rising and dusting crunbs off

his fingers. "I'Il leave you to it, Tiria. You' re safe
enough here for a few days, and Peter can show you
how to log on to Teacher. Ri ght?"

As he strode across the lawn to the main house, Dor-
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otea told him She paused in her eating when you left,



but | fear the snack tray and the orange juice pitcher
are of far greater nmonent than you, honey.

Sascha was not certain, in his private mnd, if he
i ked taking second place to a batch of canapes, even
with a preadol escent.

CHAPTER 13

#$" #$" you been here long?" Tiria asked Peter the next
nmorni ng as they ate breakfast in the pleasant and, to
Tiria, amazing kitchen room Dorotea was preparing
eggs--fresh eggs--in a pan at the stove, using, of al
things, a naked flame. Tiria did not wish to distract her
fromthe dangerous procedure, so she spoke in a | ow

Voi ce.

"Hrim " Peter said am ably, taking neat spoonfuls
of the ripe nelon. "Ever since | got out of the hospi-
tal."

Tiria watched to see how he dealt with the food--she
woul d have sliced it thin and eaten down to the rind.
"Why were you in the hospital ?" she asked. Hospitals
were fearsone places to Tiria, who had al ways nade a
practice of avoiding nedics, as well as quacks. She al so
had a wary di strust of sick people, never having been
ill or injured herself.

Peter gave a diffident shrug of one shoulder. "A wall
col | apsed all over ne."

"You must have been hurt bad." In Tiria' s experi-
ence people did not survive walls com ng down on
t hem

"Couldn't walk for months. Couldn't even feed ny-
self." H's eyes took on an unfocused cast.

"And they let you live?" Tiria was stunned at such
good fortune.

Peter regarded her with some surprise. "OF course,

though for a while there, | really didn't want to live."
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Tiria absorbed that renarkabl e statenment as she bent

to the task of eating nelon. It was really good--not
gone off like nost of those she scrounged. She nicked
careful glances at Dorotea to make sure the fire was
under control. Wiy didn't the wonman use the hotter she
had right there in the wall? One of the first things one
| earned in the Linears was not to ness w th naked
flames. Fire was a sure way to bring down the wath of
the LEGs.



"Why did you?" Tiria asked, realizing that Peter
was waiting for her to conment. "Live, | nean.”

"Rhyssa taught ne how to nove again."

"You do nmove sort of oddly," she said, having no-
ticed the peculiar gliding notion he used. He did not,
in fact, seemto take real steps, though his | egs noved.

Peter snickered, his nouth full of nelon. He swal -

| owed and grinned broadly. "That's because |I'm not
really walking. | inpel nyself kinetically." H s eyes
glinted with mschief at her nystification. "I make ny
body nove. It can't."

Tiria stopped eating, staring at himuntil she recalled
that even in Linears a lengthy stare was inpolite. "Your
body doesn't nobve? But you're eating. You're using

your arm and your hand--just like me." She held her

own hand up.

"I"mpretty good at it, aren't |?" Peter was delighted

with his effect on Tiria. "I've done sone other stuff,
too, noving--" He broke off, with a slightly ruefu
grin. "l hear you're pretty good at your Talent, too.

That was | arky--getting the kids away fromthe per-
vert."

Tiria slowy shook her head, dism ssing her achieve-
ment. "Nothing |like what you do. | don't have nuch
Talent at all."

Peter snorted with good-natured contenpt. "That's

what you think. It's not what Rhyssa said. |'mgood at
what | do. But you're very very good at what you do.
Don't knock it."
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Slightly enbarrassed by the sincerity of Peter's tone,
Tiria changed the subject, eager to punmp himon puz-
zling topics. "You said Rhyssa hel ped you? Is she the
dar k- hai red one who was here | ast night after Sascha
left?"

Pet er nodded his head. "She's the director here."

"Not Sascha?"

Peter shook his head, grinning. " Sascha's the deputy
chief. He takes over when Rhyssa's involved wth
someone. Like ne! 1'mher special project--" He broke
of f, blinking his eyes rapidly, and flashed a quick, al-
nost apol ogetic gl ance at Dorotea before he grinned.
"Rhyssa has |l ots of special duties, being the director



I"'mnot the only one.™

Tiria noticed that his cheeks flaned briefly. What

could enbarrass a boy like Peter? Then Dorotea was
passing plates with freshly cooked eggs and bacon and
urging Tiria to sanple the hot toast. Tiria ate until she
was stuffed. She thanked Dorotea profusely for the ef-
fort of handcooki ng.

"I enjoy it," Dorotea replied, smling gently. "Es-
pecially for appreciative appetites. Peter, why don't you
take Tiria to the study and | og her in? You ve got to go
t hrough some assessnents first, honey, but once your
standard' s been decided, you'll be expected to be pre-
sent for all the classes you're assigned."

Tiria nodded briefly, far nmore interested in the way
Peter got down fromhis chair--indeed he did glide as
he conducted her to the study, and the curious fluidity
of his novenents fascinated her

"And you aren't really wal ki ng?" she asked.

"Nope, it's all kinetic. My spinal cord got severed
when the wall fell on ne. Medical science can't splice
that--yet--but kinetic science gives me novenent. Bet-
ter'n being stuck in a support chair," he assured her
blithely. "Here's your termnal, and here're your ear-
plugs. |'ve got to do my hours with Teacher, too. Can't
slip out of that with kinesis!" He made a face as she

slid into the chair he indicated. Wen she had slipped
the plugs into her ears, he typed a sequence with an odd
finger movenent, and suddenly the blank screen

cl ear ed.

"Tiria Tunnelle, may |, as your personal Teacher

wel cone you to this Educational Program" The screen
showed the School Room and a pl easant-faced woman
seated at the desk. Tiria knew that the Teacher was a
construct, devised to reproduce the old teacher-pupi
confrontation, but she had always |iked the | ook of
Teacher; sonmeone a person could trust, who would not

| augh at questions or honest m stakes, who was there
to help one eam "Sascha Roznine told us that you
have had sonme credits under the name of Kail, Linear
Gresident. Flat 8732a. Today, if you will bear with
me, Tiria, we will just see how nuch of those early

| essons you renmenber. Now, shall we begin? If you
need to be refreshed about the function keys, please
type Hfor help. O, if you're ready to begin, strike
RETURN, and we'll begin the assessment."

Wth conflicting enptions--awe at realizing a |ong-held
dream and fear that the mracle nmight be wthdrawn for
some capricious reason--Tiria touched RETURN

"I think," Dorotea began, drunm ng her fingers rap-
idly on the kitchen table, "Tiria is going into an
education-overkill phase. She won't |eave the termnal



t hough Peter has been as slyly devious as you, Sascha,

in getting her outside. | also think she finds the grounds
daunting instead of pleasant. She sticks to the paths and
won't use the playground facilities. But all this study
and no play is not an inprovenent."

Don Useni k, who had joined the informal meeting as
medi cal advi sor, shook his head, mldly amused by
Dorotea's fervor. "According to the nedical reports,
she's in excellent shape. Amazingly so when you con-
sider the conditions under which she's |ived."

"Well, | think it's wong for a child her age to try
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and absorb two years' education in four days," Dorotea

mai nt ai ned.
"Any inprovenent in receptivity?" Rhyssa asked

"What does Peter say?" Dorotea countered wth
sone heat.

Rhyssa | aughed. ' 'Peter thinks she could if she woul d.
When she's involved in her studying, he can hear an
ongoi ng mental comentary. She has amazing retentive
powers, visual as well as auditory. She's answered him
tel epathically once or tw ce when she didn't realize it."

"W have got to make her aware of her potential,"”
Sascha said, frustrated

Rhyssa | eaned across the table. "It will take tine,
Sascha. There's no need to force scope to her Talent."

"Boris would |i ke a hundred nore |ike her," Sascha

sai d, frowning.

"But | thought you and Boris had found the Jerfiattan
child," Rhyssa said, having followed his thought. She
did not like what she read: that Boris wanted Tiria to
wor k under cover with Cass.

"Ch, we found and rescued her all right enough,"”
Sascha replied with no sense of achi evenent, "and two
others, but there were no | eads whatever of any use.
Only a minor | adrone who reports by phone--anot her

of those conveniently illegal connects. So a dead end.
The girls could tell us nothing; they had been gassed,
bl i ndf ol ded, stuck in sone sort of smpoth plastic co-
coon. Their trauma went pretty deep."

"The psychol ogi cal scarring of their incarceration is
going to be difficult to neutralize," Don remarked,



frowning. "A new winkle in rendering the abducted
docile--tactile disorientation. Villainous trick." He
shook his head. "You and Peter are off today, aren't
you? So that |eaves Dorotea and me to come up with
some brilliant ideas on sharpening up the Tests, huh?"

"And me," Sascha said, coming out of his gloom

"I amafter all, director of training for this Center. The
trouble with a unique like Tiria is that she doesn't re-
alize she's got Talent in the first place. And in the sec-
ond, how can you test children that aren't supposed to

exi st ?"

"What training have you planned for Tiria then?"
Rhyssa sai d.

Sascha shrugged. "Training? She's a natural at what

she does--getting into the comruni cati on center of any-
one's brain and adapting to whatever |anguage they're
using." He spread his hands w de. "How can we im

prove on that? And she can't explain any nore than
Peter can explain how he does what he does."

"I"'d do it nyself, but I hate crowmds and | can't wal k
far," Dorotea said suddenly, "but Sascha, why don't
you start by hauling her away from Teacher for an af-
ternoon? Those issue shoes are usel ess, and while she
m ght feel happy in subsistence issue, | would like to
see her dressed in something nicer. Several sonething
ni cers."

"Me?" Sascha glanced first at Dorotea and then at
Rhyssa and pretended not to see Don's amused expres-
si on.

"You!" Dorotea pointed a stemfinger at him "She
trusts you."

"But |'ve never bought clothes for a kid."
"No need to panic," Dorotea replied unfeelingly.

"I"'msure Tiria knows what she'd be confortabl e wear-

ing; and*that's all you need to go by. She's still a trifle
young to want to bedeck herself alluringly."

Wanna bet? Rhyssa said in a tight aside to Dorotea,
who gave her an unfathomabl e gl ance w t hout betraying
a nental explanation

"Take her to one of the good nmalls. Let her see how

the other half lives--the one she's inhabiting now "
Dorotea went on. "And then treat her to something
tooth-rottening and utterly satiating. Spoil her a bit.
Show her there's nmore to life on this level than a square
box and a wist ID."
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"She m ght know of other kids wth unusual apti -
tudes, " Rhyssa added. "She doesn't m ss much."
"That's for sure," Sascha replied heartily. "Your
heli just |anded, Rhyssa. I'Ill just see you all off."

"Peter!" Rhyssa called. "Dave and Johnny are on
their way. Are you all packed?"

Dorotea snorted. "He's been ready since before you
t hought of the--" She paused and gri nned w ckedly.
"--distraction.”

"I"'mcomng," Peter called. He glided to Tiria's
room "I'Il see you," he told her. "Keep clocking in
the study tinme."

She hit the HOLD and regarded himin surprise.
"You goi ng sonewhere?"

Peter grinned nmischievously. "Rhyssa's got a job for
me." He w nked.

"Job? For you?"
"Sure. I'mvery useful, 1'll have you know. "

Tiria gave hima | ong disbelieving | ook. "Doing
what ?"

"More of what |'m good at."

Tiria gave hima | ook of profound disbelief. "What
could you be good at?"

Peter made a clicking sound in his mouth, since he
could not snap his fingers. "I just wish | could tell you,
Tiria. But it's a professional secret."

"So don't tell ne. | got better things to do than guess
secrets!" Tiria turned back to the nonitor

"But 1'll be gone weeks."

Tiria wiggled her fingers at himover her shoul der
"Have a good tine," she said, keeping her eyes on the
screen. The Teacher on hold had her nouth open and

hand hal f-rai sed as she was making a particul ar point
inthe lesson. Tiria tried to resume her studying, but
the truth of the matter, though she could not let on to
Peter, was that she would miss him Weks?

He was the first boy she had ever met who had sone
sense. She knew he was supposed to be a very clever

ki netic--he had tal ked to her about thought transfer and
tel epat hy, which nade her a bit nervous--but he had

al so been good about hel ping her with some of the

har der probl ens Teacher set her. At |east Sascha woul d



be around. She would not |ike Sascha to be gone for
weeks.

She was surprised to have her lesson interrupted a
second tine--and by Sascha.

"Tirial Have you stirred out of this roomtoday?"

"No," she said, tapping out the answer to the prob-
lemon the screen

"Tirial Turn that damed thing off! W' ve got sone-
thing better to do with the afternoon.”

She roll ed over on her side to |l ook up at him
"What ?"

"Buy you some new shoes and cl ot hes."

Tiria | ooked down at the toes that were visible
through the latest cracks in her footwear. "I did try to
find the issue slot, but Dorotea doesn't have one."

Sascha hunkered down and firmy punched the Of
Swit ch.

"Hey!" Tiria regarded himw th astoni shnent that
qui ckly turned to antagoni sm She reached for the
swi tch, and he caught her hand.

"You can pick up where you left off when we get
back. On your feet!" Sascha gave her hand a warni ng

pull, "We don't have issue slots at the Center. Gener-
ally we get ordinary stuff fromthe Renote Mail, but as

| haven't a notion of your shoe size or what colors you
like, I think this once, we'll go in the flesh. Wen we're

done, we're going to have a treat."

That got Tiria's interest. She bounced to her feet, her
bl ack eyes sparkling. "What kind of treat?"

"That'll be entirely up to you, ny dear," he said,
| eading the way to the transport lot. "mour malls
there's a lot to choose from" he added in a provocative
t one.

What ever m sgi vi ngs Sascha m ght have entertai ned

220 PEGASUS I N FLI GHT Anne McCaffrey 221

about shopping for a child were swiftly conpounded.

First Tiria had to recover fromher initial shock at the
size of the mall that Sascha had chosen. Then she | ed
hi m a dance through every departnent of the twelve-
story conpl ex, eyes and head constantly on the nove

as she did an initial reconnai ssance.



Back on the first floor, she nmused at |ength over the
various itens that had caught her attention the first tinme
and then began a second tar. On the fourth level, for-
tunately the one dealing with shoes and apparel for

young peopl e, the sole of one shoe disintegrated--
"Fromthe heat of the speed at which she was travel -

ing," Sascha told Dorotea |ater

Wien an officious floor wal ker noved in on Tiria

with the obvious intent of renmoving the waif fromthe
el egant premni ses, Sascha intercepted him

"I wouldn't," Sascha said in a | ow voice, pushing

out his sleeve so the special design of his wist ID was

visible. "lI'mescorting her. |Is she acceptable as a pa-
tron now?"
"Yes, sir, I'msorry, sir, but you must admt "

"That's why we're shopping.”

The man wal ked qui ckly out of Sascha's vicinity with
several anxi ous backward gl ances.

"You weren't going to hex him were you, Sascha?"
an anused voi ce beside hi m asked.

He turned to see Cass Cutler grinning up at him "If
| could, 1'd put a hurry one on Tiria," he said. "W
went through all twelve levels of this place |like a dose
of salts, and now she's settling down for a second tour."

Cass | aughed at his disconfort. "And they sent you
out on your own with your protegee?" She |aughed
again. "That's unkind."

"It's supposed to be nmutually instructive."

Tiria reappeared and | atched onto Sascha's hand, re-
garding Cass very narrowy from her suddenly inscru-
tabl e eyes.

"I remenber you," Cass said. "You ricocheted off

me and ny partner at Linear G And you messed up
Flinflamis scamto a fare-thee-well. My congratul a-
tions!"

"You're one of him" Tiria accused, jerking her head
toward Sascha

Cass | aughed again, a throaty, genuine |augh. Sascha
could feel Tirla's fingers relaxing. "Not quite, chip.
W're on the sanme side, but right now |I'm assigned to
LEO, crowd control."

Tiria | ooked about her, slightly contenptuous. "Not
much of a crowd here today."

"I"'mnot on duty today," Cass replied, grinning



down at Tiria. "l see you're on a day off, too. \Wat've
you found that appeals to you?"

W1l you help ne, Cciss? Please say yes! Sascha

pl eaded. |'ve a hideous presentinent that that child in-
tends to case the entire nall again before she'll even
try sonething on.

"I'f you don't mind me saying it, Tiria, you'll be able
to walk further with a decent pair of shoes on your feet.
There're some good bargains to be had right now What
strikes your fancy?"

Wth a sense of reprieve, Sascha foll owed Cass and

Tiria to the shoe departnment. An hour later, after two
harried human cl erks had replaced the mechanical fitter
Tiria's small, narrow, and very dainty feet ended up in
soft purple leather boots, in the only pair that would fit
her feet.

Totally unsuitable for a child, of course, Cass said,
but they do fit,

And she adores theml Sascha saw how Tiria's face

gl owed as she strutted frommrror to mrror, regarding
her feet.

"M. Roznine," the head clerk said wearily as ne
docket spun out of me teller machine, "your young
conpani on has a nost delicate and unusual foot to fit.
May | recommend this concern? They do very fine cus-
tom work. "
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Sascha read the man easily and caught the unspoken
nmessage: "So we won't have to go through this again."

But he was just as grateful to take the card, which could
be inserted in Dorotea's mall machine for home shop-

pi ng.

He bl essed Cass with every new purchase, for the
worman actually seemed to enjoy the |ooking, the try-
i ng, and the endl ess discussions of fit, style, and col or

"The concept of having unlimted funds to spend is
foreign to the child, Sascha," Cass said at one point,
"but you nust admit that she knows what suits her."

Tiria was nmodeling a one-piece outfit as different from
subsi stence i ssue as di anonds fromrhinestones. The

mai n col or was a soft blue with purple accents in seam
stitching, pocket trim and fasteners. Once Tiria found



that outfit to her taste and Sascha's--it was al ways
Sascha to whom she turned for approval--it took the
conbi ned efforts of both Sascha and Cass to get her to
buy additional cl othing.

"Way do | need nore? |'ve boots, and this material's
hard wearing. It'll do for weeks. Even if | had to catch
freights again,” Tiria added, peering mschieviously up
at Sascha.

He had to chuckle at her inmpudence. "It's a fetching
outfit, Tiria, there's no question of it. But even Teacher
will get tired of seeing you in it."

Tiria gave hima long hard | ook. "Teacher doesn't
see ne."

"No, but Dorotea and | do, so do Sirikit, Budworth,
Don, and Peter, and Rhyssa. You never see them wear-
ing the sane clothes two days in a row. "

"Ch, they have lots of clothes. Dorotea has closets
full." Tiria did not sound envious--if anything her tone
was slightly censorious, as if she felt it was inproper
for people to have so many things to wear.

"A few changes are in order," Cass said. "I've got
quite a few nyself," she added encouragingly while
Tiria nerely stared back, her hands plunged into the

deep pockets and her shoul ders hunched under the
snoot h fabric.

"This isn't coming out of your floaters, Tiria,"
Sascha began, suddenly realizing what m ght be caus-
i ng her hesitation. "Dorotea and Rhyssa want you to
be suitably dressed now that you're a Talent. You're
not a subbie anynore, you know. " He pointed to her
wist ID

"Ch." There was | ook of surprised wondernent on

the girl's face as she regarded her bracelet w th dawni ng
conprehension. "lIs that why those sal espersons were

SO nice to nme?"

"Quite likely," Cass said in a dry tone of voice.
"Everyone in malls like these recogni zes the distinctive
pattern.”

Tiria twirled hers on her fragile wist. "They do?"
She settled the band outside the cuff of her new cl ot hes.
"How much can | buy with just this?"

Sascha di sgui sed a choke of dismay with a cough just
as Cass caught himin the ribs with her el bow.

"Let's find out, shall we, chip?" Cass asked cheer-
fully and held out her hand.

Tiria took it readily enough, but her other hand im



nmedi at el y sought Sascha's, and then she was draggi ng

them after her toward a rack of brilliantly colored trou-

Sers.

Shekwas not as profligate as Sascha feared, but she
ended up with "something different to wear every day
of the week." Then Sascha nade good his prom se of

atreat, inviting Cass to join themin the A d-Fashi oned

Parl or of Gastronom cal Confections and Irresistible
Desserts.

Tiria managed to get through three i mense, rich
concoctions that Sascha privately thought revolting.

Cass: Let her enjoy, Sascha. Ice creamis something
she's only heard about.

Sascha: What if she conmes hone sick? Dorotea wll
skin nme alive.
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Cass: This child has an iron constitution if she's sur-
vived subbie slop until now. And | ook at how rnuch
pl easure she's havi ng.

Sascha, groaning: I'll be sick

It was then that Tiria realized there were other girls
and boys enjoying the parlor. Her spoon on automatic,
she took full note of the other youngsters.

That bl onde ought never to wear bright colors. She 'd
| ook better in pastel shades. Boy, what's he wearing
such tight pants for? He'll squeeze 'emdry. Now that
red outfit mght | ook good on nme. Maybe | can get \
something like that next time Sascha wants to spend
noney.

Sascha gl anced surreptitiously at Cass, who rolled her
eyes.

Sascha: Stream of consci ousness and | oud and cl ear,
Does she realize she's broadcasting ?

Cass, busily spooning up the last of her treat: Highly

unlikely. That child's had to be on the qui vive all her

life. Frankly, Sascha, | take it as a high conplinent
that she's rel axed enough in our presence to do sone
unguar ded t hi nki ng.

Sascha: Good point.
As nonchal antly as he could, Sascha observed Tiria,

listening to her pithy and acute renmarks about physica
appear ances, style, clothing, manners, and a range of

ot her subjects that flowed across her alert and fascinat-

\



i ng mnd.

Then Cass, with apparent reluctance, rose and said

that she had to get back to the Center, as she had an
evening assignment. Tiria even | ooked di sappoi nted that
their threesome had to break up.

' '"Look, chip, anytine you want to have a gawk round

some of the other

"There are other

mal | s--" Cass started.

ones?" Tiria exclaimed, shooting

an accusing glare at Sascha.

"Thousands, '

Cass told her with an unrepentant grin.

"But you can't really do nore than one at a tinme, or it

all gets junbled

up in your head as to what you saw

where and which price. Believe me, | know "

Tiria saw the ner

it of that and, tucking her hand in

Sascha's, was content to return to their transport and

the Center.

By the time they

reached Dorotea's, their purchases

had arrived by express package tube and were piled

neatly about the

"What a charm ng

room

conbi nati on!" Dor ot ea excl ai ned

on seeing Tiria's clothes. Did you buy the mall out,

Sascha?

Gve her alittle while and she probably will. Cass

made the mi stake
nore just like &G
pay her bills.

Dor ot ea | aughed.
supper, Tiria."

of inform ng her there are a thousand
afton 's, and we may never be able to

"I"ll expect a fashion show after

"Show? Why? | can put on sonething new every day

this week. That'l

| show you," Tiria replied. "Wiat's

for supper? It smells good!"

"After all you just finished eating?" Sascha de-

manded.

"That was the treat. Don't | get supper after a treat?"

"OfF course you do,"'

Sascha.

Dor ot ea assured her, glaring at

If you 'd seen the three huge, gooey, sickeningly sweet
t hi ngs\ she consunmed only a half hour ago, you mi ght

not be so quick t
ti oned.

"Wash your hands,
Are you stayi ng,

o stuff her with supper, Sascha cau-

Tiria, and I'Il serve inmmedi ately.
Sascha?"



"No, thanks," he said, managing to sound polite.
Peter was right about her being tel epathic. But she
doesn 't know she is.

Hrmm You see, you did team sonething from her
today. What did she learn fromyou ?

How t o spend noney, Sascha replied sourly, and left.

226 PEGASUS I N FLI GHT Anne McCaffrey 227

If the official spectators at the |launch even noticed

t he youngster seated to one side in the upper contro
room they woul d have supposed himto be a child on

a special tour, his youth according hima treat. The nen
certainly noticed the woman who sat beside him for

she had an arresting beauty and an unusual silver streak
in her dark hair. However, her attention never strayed
fromthe boy. Equally involved in himwas the tall dark-
haired man in fatigues with a colonel's eagle on one
collar tab. So few spared the trio nore than a passing
gl ance. The real action was taking place out by the mas-
sive towering gantry, where gal e-force w nds whi pped

the steamfromthe shuttle's rocket end. Al recent

| aunches had been pretty tricky, the bad weat her caus-
ing havoc with all air transport but none nore so than
the critical first mnutes of a shuttle launch

The count down echoed through the shiel ded roont -

at the count of eight, the spectators were jockeying for
position for an uni npeded view through the treated slit
wi ndows, eager for ignition and takeoff. Fingers were
surreptitiously crossed, for this was the thirteenth suc-
cessive shuttle flight.

"W have ignition!" As often as that phrase was
uttered, it was always said with a ring of quiet triunph

As the shuttle engines began their full-throated roar
none of the spectators would be able to hear another noise,
that of power generators pul sing at ever-increasing speed:

a subtle whine that built and then | evel ed on" just as the
shuttle, one of the majestic new Rigel class, began its
first inmperceptible upward thrust. The final link to the

[ aunch tower fell away. Everyone held his or her breath.
Then, despite the howing wind and the | ashing rain,

the shuttle crept upward fromthe reinforced concrete

wi t hout deviating a centinmeter fromthe opti numtake-

off trajectory. Lift became obvious with increasing ac-
celeration, and suddenly the bird was up and runni ng,

di sappearing, except for the radiance of its rockets, into
the lowering ceiling of dark gray swirling clouds.

| mredi ately all eyes turned to the newWy installed



infrared nmonitors that continued to track the shuttle on
its unswerving path through the atnmosphere and safely
above the turbul ence, well on its way to Padrugoi Sta-
tion, where its payl oad was urgently needed.

"The pilot has the conn," Peter Reidinger said,
opening his eyes. He glanced first at Rhyssa and she
nodded, sniling reassurance as she renoved her hand
fromhis. He liked her to be touching himin these no-
nments, even if he could not feel it.

"You have the conn, Crosbie," the controller said,
letting out a small sigh of relief. "Good thrust, Pete.
You're working like a charm Got the whol e thing down
to a science."

"It is," Johnny G eene rem nded him grinning.

"You know what | nean, Colonel," the controller
sai d, flapping his hand.

"He's teasing you," Peter said, turning his attention

to the monitor. He did not really need it--he could fol-

| ow the ascent of the shuttle like a pulse in his vein, a
tingle of power running up and down his bones. He

could feel that.

"Very economnical thrust, Peter," Johnny said, pe-
rusing the printout on the generator control panel
"That's the third one in a row at that |evel gestalt.

thi nk we can now establish certain paraneters to power
usage i n bad-weat her | aunches--even if | still can't tel
how you do it." He nade a disgruntled noise in his
throat. The ex-etop pilot had been hoping that he could
learn Peter's gestalt link by following his mnd during
a launch. He and Rhyssa had decided that the fact that

he had only latent kinetic Talent might be all to the
good--for a pure kinetic mght be unable to adapt to
Peter's ways. But he had had no nore |uck than Sascha

at di scerning the boy's nethod.

"Maybe you're trying too hard, JG" Peter sug-
gested. "I keep as open as | can ..."

"I know you do, |lad. Wde open. |I'mjust too clunsy
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to get through the door. | think it's going to have to be
a trained kinetic."
"Second-stage ignition," the controller said, alerted
by his board. "On its way! You do good work, Pete.
Good work. "

"Cnon, tinme for your swimmng | esson, Pete,"
Johnny said. "CGotta keep you fit enough to |launch these



birds."

"Can't | stay? To be sure it docks okay?" Peter

woul d not admit, even deep in his skull where Rhyssa
m ght see, that he did not have enough energy left im
nmedi ately after a |launch to nove fromthe couch. He
grasped at any excuse to gain the few necessary no-
ments to reenergize hinself.

"The bird's okay," the controller assured him
"Look all you want," Johnny said, reseating him
self. If he had guessed Peter's secret, he never let on

The spectators bel ow were beginning to file out of
the gallery, hunching into wet-weather gear, bracing
t hensel ves for the stiff winds. Wth a w nk, the con-
troller turned on the intercom

"I tell you. Senator, it is a nmeasure of the state of
the art in space technology that we're now able to |aunch
despite the weather."

"I'f I had a nickel for every hold I've had to wait

t hrough, miboy, 1'd be able to buy drinks for the entire
base. Just how much did you say this new technol ogy

cost us?"

The figure mentioned by the congressman was three
times as nuch as Peter's contract had actually cost. And
nearly one hundred percent nore than the generator

Peter grinned broadly, thoroughly enjoying the

eavesdr oppi ng. He had been appalled at how nuch a

bi g generator cost--though Col onel G eene assured him
that it was a pittance when conpared to other itens
purchased for Canaveral --and he could not believe the
contract figure, for his short-termservices. Not to nen-
tion the bonuses for every successful |aunch. He had
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been even nore delighted when Rhyssa suggested that
the Center increase the pension that was being sent to
hi s parents.

Tal ents were generally not contracted until they were
at | east eighteen years old, but the circunstances and
his unusual ability had been construed as sufficient to
make an exception--a brief exception.

Venon's advice to the Center had been that if the
technol ogy cost, it was bound to be considered nore
efficient than something in the nmediumrange. The dif-
ference between fact and fiction went into the Center's
research fund.

At that, it had taken sone finagling on Altenbach's
part to get the Canaveral staff to consider the "new



technol ogy," even with the enthusiastic assistance of
Ceneral Hall oway and Col onel Straub. Peter had not
been nentioned; the generators had, plus sone very

odd "instrunentation." Peter, in fact, had been hidden
behi nd a screen wi th Rhyssa when the "new technol -
ogy" had had its first test. He had kinetically flown a
drone from Canaveral to Eglin Field despite gale-force
wi nds and a ceiling of 100 neters. He had landed it
right on the target painted on the runway--to show the
preci sion of the "new technol ogy."” He was then al -
lowed to |aunch a | oaded drone into orbit, where it
could be retrieved by a Padrugoi-based craft. H's pre-
ci sion again was the deciding factor: so many drones
had wandered off course that the drone program had
been drastically curtail ed.

Two days |ater a proper shuttle |aunch was grudg-

ingly permtted. There was no foreseeable change in the
terrible weather patterns, and shiprments had fallen
weeks behind delivery. That first norning, Peter had
been a trifle anxious, and the shuttle had ascended at
such an astonishing rate that the controllers had thought
that a msfire had occurred, and they had been about to
abort the nmission. Peter, with Johnny tel epathically as-
sisting him had reduced the thrust and the m ssion had
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continued. The pilot later was heard to nention that his
instrumentation had registered a g-force of 11 for the
first few nmonents--he had been scared shitless thinking
he woul d not even be able to activate the escape-pod

control on his arnrest.

The "new technol ogy" inproved in finesse over the
ensui ng | aunches, and NASA breathed a corporate sigh

of relief that it could conplete all the programred sup-
ply runs to Padrugoi .

Rhyssa and Johnny wat ched the expression on the
boy's rapt face as he followed the current shuttle's
progress. The controller handed them coffee as they
wai ted through Peter's absorption

"Ckay," the boy said finally, as the screen showed

the shuttle nearing its docking rendezvous and he had
recovered sufficiently. "The new technol ogy is ready

for its swm'' Though still a bit weak, he managed a
proper descent fromhis chair, raising his right hand in
a creditable wave to the controller as he maneuvered

the steps to the ground exit of the room

It had taken four |aunches before the mission | aunch
controller was confortable with "new technol ogy" and
Peter's peculiar part in its schematics, but he had cone
to like the youngster and had given up trying to figure
out how he did what he did--whatever it was.



"Cet your slicker on, Pete," Johnny said.

Peter had di scovered that he could kinetically keep
rain fromsoaking him but he tried to resist the tenp-
tation to show of f unnecessarily. Dutifully he flipped
the slicker over him Exiting the concrete bunker, they
all nmade a dash for their waiting aircar

Two weeks after Rhyssa and Peter went to Florida,

Boris made one of his rare visits to the Center to apprise
Sascha of the fact that undercover agents believed nore
children had been sold. The agents had noticed a | ot of
floaters being,spent in Linears A, B, and C So Cass

and Suz were sent on assignment to Linear E. As the
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two wonen frequented all the Jersey Linears, they were
known to the inhabitants. Cass's pregnancy nade her

even | ess suspicious, and she pretended ill health to
account for Suz's conpany. So far they had nothing to
report, not even a ripple of expectation. \Whenever con-
tact permtted, they stuck a locating strand in the hair
of each child they encountered.

Simlar teans were stranding Linear children

t hr oughout the Jerhattan area. Scan teans worked

around the clock, waiting for a strand to show up in an
unli kel y area.
"You know, Bro," Boris said, "we've got nothing

but stopgap techniques. Planting a tel enmpath won't stop
ki ds bei ng abducted." Sascha was in Rhyssa's office,
attending to routine adm nistration details as he took a
break from formul ati ng new testing procedures. Boris

was standing at the w ndow, | ooking out on the peace-

ful scene bel ow.

"No, no, no, and no, Bro," Sascha said w thout
| ooking up fromthe nonitor. He nade a rapid notion
across the keyboard, then sw vel ed about to give his
brother a hard stare. "There is no way in which I'l]
permt Tiria to be used as bait!"

"But she's a natural,"” Boris said. "She knows how
to deci pher Linear runors the way no ot her operative
available to us can."

"Yourthink |,"--Sascha jabbed his chest with his
fingers--"would risk her?"

"Candidly, | don't think Tiria would be at risk,"
Boris went on, beginning to pace. "W could put her
inwith Cass and Suz, set her up with every telltale
known to technol ogy. She knows Linears, she can speak
any lingo, she's clever as can stare, and--"

"She's twelve years old and you're not using her as
bait," Sascha roared, not bothering to dampen his out-



rage and fury.

Boris regarded himwi th surprise. "That kid was
never twelve! And what's the matter with using the one
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advant age we've found in dealing with Linear abduc-
tions? She's got a unique Talent, a natural canoufl age,
and an ability for this sort of thing. Look how she man-
aged in Linear G"

"Linear G was a once-off. I'mnot putting her at risk
like that again."

"She was never at risk. Except maybe from you!'\

Boris glared right back at his brother. "And this was
Cass's idea. | think it has potential. One thing sure,
Bro--unl ess we can get at the nasterni nd behind this
despicable traffic, we're going to be losing kids. Kids
who mi ght well be Talented, too."

"You step up your search-and-seizes, Boris. Leave
Tiria out of your calculations. There are other ways,
et hi cal and technol ogi cal ways, to solve LEO prob-
lens."

"Sascha, if | had the personnel to do it the hard way,

| would," Boris replied, his face reddening in an effort
to keep his tenper in the face of his twin's intransi-
gence.

"Use sone of the Linear G kids as bait then. They'd
| ove a chance to get out of the hostel!l™

Boris gave his brother one |ong | ook. "You know,
that's not a bad idea. I'll check '"emout.”" Wth that he
strode out of the room

CHAPTER 14

#? #%$# Despite the work, those last three weeks in Flor-
i da had been al nost vacation tinme for Rhyssa, John
Greene, and Peter. Launching thirteen of the eighteen
supply shuttles occupied two or three hours of a day at
the nost for Peter.

When Johnny Greene started to explain the nechan-

ics of lift, trajectory, orbiting, and other such matters
pertaining to the job at hand, he and Rhyssa di scovered
that there were woeful gaps in Peter's education. He

had not even had bedsi de schooling during his nonths

in the hospital. So a telenpathic tutor was imredi ately
hi r ed.

Al an Eton quickly discovered that Peter had the usua
boyi sh disregard for grammar, spelling, and syntax,



t hough his vocabulary skills were, in technical areas,
beyond his age group. Hs mathematics were well into
first,-yea® university, and his understanding of certain
aspects of physics was curiously advanced. Wth the
colonel as his role nodel, Peter was eager to progress
in those sciences. Taking advantage of the boy's ad-
mration, John Greene suggested that he had better im
prove his conmputer and English skills, as well, even if
he was kinetically superior. While Peter understood
some chemi cal and biol ogi cal concepts--particularly
those that had a bearing on his accident--he had, nat-
urally, had no | aboratory experience. A course of study
was initiated and regul ar school hours kept, with Al an
guiding Peter deftly into independent study of whatever
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the boy wanted to learn while filling in the nore obvi -
ous | acks. A university degree, bachel or or advanced,

was not at issue for Peter Reidinger: his career was well
underway, but if he was to develop to his full potential
it was essential for himto have an overall understanding
of many di sciplines. COccasionally, as he struggl ed

t hrough his I essons, he wondered how Tiria was doi ng

and what sort of training Sascha was giving her.

Physi ot herapy was still a necessity, and wi thout the

i nhi biting body brace Peter had no troubl e exercising
his linmbs, which he did religiously, hoping to acquire
sone nuscl e.

"There have been instances," the physiotherapist had
tol d Rhyssa and Johnny, "where even badly damaged
neural tissue has been stinulated. That's what we can
wi sh for Peter. To feel and to nove normally."

"What's the probability?" Rhyssa asked.

The physi ot herapi st had shrugged rueful ly. "Wo

knows? It certainly does no harmfor himto exercise
kinetically. Inproves muscle tone and fluidity of nove-
ment. 1'I1 be honest, | wouldn't have guessed he was
wal ki ng kinetically when he entered the gymthe first
tinme."

Swi mm ng was Peter's favorite sport. Water sup-

ported his body, and with mnimal effort he could give
the illusion of swiming. He could even do incredible
dives oif the board, hovering in the air as he nmade his
body twi st and then entering the water cleanly. There
had not been enough sun in those weeks to produce a

tan, but surrogate facilities had given him an excellent
color. Rhyssa had benefited, as well.



"You needed this rest,"” Johnny told her as they

| ounged on the sunbeds whil e keeping an eye on Peter
who was spl ashi ng happily about in the pool, pretend-
i ng he was a dol phin.

"You know," she said with a deep sigh, "I think
did. It's been pretty hectic the last few nonths." She
si ghed agahL "But that's the rigors of being Center

director--and | wouldn't be anything else in spite of the
negati ves. "

"You ever going to marry, or have kids?" Johnny
asked at his nost casual

"Johnny Greene, what are you |eading up to?" She
cocked an eyebrow, which warned himthat, if he was
not straight with her, she would probably w nkle the
i nformation out of his mnd.

Johnny gave her a rakish grin. "Nothing--except that

Dave Lehardt just arrived." His grin broadened as he

saw her reaction. "Ah! So! You're not entirely inmmune
to his charm after all."

Rhyssa managed a | augh, though she could not hide
t he sudden flush of pleasure at the news. "How do you
know? You can't 'hear' himif | can't."

"I saw himget out of the car. He's conming around
t hrough the house." The gleamin Johnny's eyes was
intolerable to her.

"We're just working friends," she said, and heard a
ment al ha-ha from Johnny as Dave Lehardt strode into

t he pool room Johnny chuckl ed agai n as Dave's gl ance
rested on her just that nonent |onger before he greeted
t he ot hers.

"H there, Skeleteam" Dave called to Peter, who
had an arm | ooped around the pool stair rail. "Need a
hand out ?"

"I think you'd better, Pete," Rhyssa said. "Your
lips are blue, and your skin's winkled. H , Dave."

Johnny, on a tight band: You'd nake a good team
you know. Hi s beauty and your intelligence!

Rhyssa projected an i mage of herself chasing Johnny
with an outsized hunk of wood with the words "bl unt
instrument” carved on it.

Johnny: Dorotea thinks so, too.

Rhyssa: You guys let me do nmy own thinking.

Johnny: Dave will, because he can't hear you. And

that's about the only drawback. He lusts after you, you
know. '
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"Real |y inpressive |launch today, Pete," Dave went
on, hauling the boy out of the pool by one arm and
deftly covering himwi th a huge towel.

"He gets better every time," Johnny said, |atching
onto a spare lounger with his artificial foot and hauling
it closer to where he and Rhyssa were sitting.

Rhyssa: You watch yoursel f, John Greene. |I've ny
own m nder, she recalled with anusenment Peter's handy
treatment of the annoying Prince Phanibal, and I'Il tel

himto dunk you if you m sbehave.

Johnny sent her an inage of w de-eyed innocence.

Me? Step out of line--especially if you threaten to short-
circuit my cybernetic linbs in a |lousy pool? D 'you know
what salt water does to ny spare parts? He i maged a

vi ol ent shudder that sent bits and pieces spinning off his
artificial armand | eg.

"Actually, the last three shoots have been within a
jog of the sane power settings," Rhyssa said to the
new arrival .

Dave Lehardt periscoped his lean length to seat him
self on a |l ounger and grinned at Rhyssa. WAs she inag-
ining that his eyes were wanner when he | ooked at her?
Dam him for not having a Talent! Damm himfor hav-
ing such a naturally dense nental shield! She had no
real clue--except in blue eyes she wanted to drown in-
to go on. No wonder the unTal ented regularly bungl ed
rel ati onshi ps. And yet..

"NASA is delighted with the effectiveness of its new
gui dance- and-tracki ng system" Dave was sayi ng,

| ooki ng well pleased, "and they're quite happy to | eave
it inthe 'need to know category. Mre queries from
Padrugoi, requesting details of this top-secret Gand T
as a possible adjunct to their systens."

"And?" Johnny queried, flipping over on the sunbed,
eyes narrowed to slits and his body relaxing in the
war nt h.

"Ceneral Halloway hems and haws with the best of
them about a' trial nodel, with a form dable test

schedul e ahead of it, by no neans a totally proven
system..."

"I amtoo a proven system" Peter said, |ooking dis-
gruntled as he fl oated over, an eerie-I|ooking maneuver
since his feet were invisible under the swathing of towel
that he was trying to keep out of the puddles around the



pool. Hs teeth chattered.

"Ch here," Rhyssa said, making roomfor himon

the sunbed. She would have fallen off if Dave had not
qui ckly prevented it with hands and knees. She felt
war m where he touched her, a warnth that was not hing
generated by a sunbed. Then she settled Peter beside
her, adjusting his linbs. "You're up to fifteen m nutes
sunni ng today, aren't you?"

"Tell you one thing," Dave went on, still supporting
Rhyssa's body. "I'm going to have to change the nick-
nane Skel eteam You don't |ook so rmuch |ike one any-
nore."

"Al'l this good whol esonme Fl orida sunshine," Peter

said, grinning at Dave. He had finally gotten over his
jealousy of the PR man: it was difficult to be jeal ous of
a guy he liked so nuch, who could think up neat treats
and found the best places to eat. Johnny often argued
to Rhyssa--when Dave was not around--that the man

had to have Talent but that it sinply wasn't neasurable.
Then he discussed things |ike traumatic breakt hroughs
and psychol ogi cal reluctances, and Rhyssa replied that
sonetines it was nice to know sonmeone who coul d al -

ways surprise you.

"If you see any of that whol esone sunshine, let ne

know, huh?" Dave remarked, referring to the fact that

the rain had lifted only briefly in the past three weeks.
"When are you guys going to develop a reliable

Weat her Tal ent ?"

"Look, we just got one minor mracle up and run-
ning," Rhyssa replied. "Gve us at |east three days!"

"CGod, only rested one day," Dave said, deepening
his voice to a bass register and | ooki ng pious.
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"Three weeks, three nonths, three years, three de-
cades, " Johnny replied in a sepulchral tone. "Can't
even figure ol' Petey boy out, and |'ve been busting ny
buns for weeks now "

"Pete," Dave began, "how do you see what you do?
M ght as well ask the source right out straight," he
added in a broad aside to Rhyssa.

Peter | aughed and pretended to consider the question,
knotting his brows and rubbing his chin the way Johnny
sonetines did. "lIt's like I think that's what | want to



do--nove the shuttle up--and | sort of lean into the
generators, revving themup, and then | sort of--he
shrugged his thin shoul ders--"let go."

"Li ke a stone froma slingshot?" Dave asked.
"Yeah, sort of like that."

"You don't sound sure."”

"I"'mnot. It needs doing. | do it."

Rhyssa, sensing Peter's distress about being unable

to expl ain adequately, put a warning hand on Dave's
knee. H s hand i nmedi ately covered hers, keeping her
armin a slightly awkward position. Over Peter's prone
body, Johnny grinned at her.

"There are many operations,"” Rhyssa went on

qui ckly, "that one acconplishes strictly on an invol -
untary basis. Like breathing. You don't consciously go

t hrough the steps of drawing breath in and exhaling it--
it's an involuntary procedure. O take reaching for a

gl ass. You don't consciously tell your hand to extend
the required distance, tell your fingers to encircle it and
your armto lift the light weight. The task is accom
plished w thout nuch conscious effort. Peter is working
on such a deeply involuntary basis that he cannot--yet--
anal yze the requisite steps. Once Lance Baden is re-

| eased fromdurance vile on the station, | think we'll
see progress in understandi ng what Skel et eam does as
easily as he breathes."

"It's not quite that easy," Peter said.

"Don't hurt Skeleteams feelings,'
nock affront. "He'll strikel™

Johnny said in

"Not with his contract, he won't,"
ingly.

Rhyssa said feel -

"You know, Pete," Johnny began in a thoughtfu

tone, "what you sai d about sonething needing to be
done and doing it. You really don't stop to think how?
You just do it?"

"As you yourself, if | may renm nd you, |anded a
badl y damaged shuttle on your twenty-first mssion,"

Dave put in. "Experts still haven't figured out how you
did that!"

John Greene grinned at him "Neither have |I. Sorry,
Pete. "

"You were using kinesis?" Peter asked.

"Not hi ng el se woul d have gotten us down that day

with one wing crunpled and the tail assenbly bl own

of f. Technically |I had what they call a traumatic explo-
sion of Tal ent necessitated by an intense urge to sur-



vive."

"What hit you?" Peter asked then. He had al ways
wanted to ask, but it had never been quite the right
nonment and he was not sure if the colonel |iked to be
rem nded of how he had | ost an armand a | eg.

"Some dammed-f ool hal f-trained cl owns, doing aer-
obatics through the flight path,"” Johnny told him curs-
ing fluently and inventively on both audible and
telepathic levels. Peter's eyes rounded with awe at the
flavorful |anguage. "Fortunately they didn't survive to
answer to me, or the law, for their antics."

"Ch!" was Peter's reaction to John's uncharacteri s-
tic bitterness.

"You're not going to waste the pool, are you

Dave?" Rhyssa asked, to change the subject, and in the
hope of regaining control of her hand before her aim
fell asleep.

"You're stuck with me for a few days at any rate,"
Dave replied. "Wthout benefit of the Skel eteam the
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airport's socked in solid." He rose and, whistling a
jaunty tune, began to pick his way through the puddl es
in the direction of the changi ng room

Johnny heaved a sigh and resettled hinself on the
sunbed, hands cushi oning his head. The nu-skin sheat h-
ing his artificial armlooked real enough except, Rhyssa
noticed, that it did not take a tan. Peter, however, was
becoming a rich brown that nade hi m appear |ike any
other healthy, if scrawny, boy his age. He was al so
falling asleep, considerably nore tired by the norning's
activities than he would ever adnmit. Smiling tenderly
down at the boy, Rhyssa eased herself off the sunbed

and onto the | ounger that Dave had just vacated. She
checked the timer: Peter had ten minutes to go. She

rel axed on the soft mattress.

'7e-sus Christ!"

Dave' s sudden expl etive roused her, and she watched

hel plessly as, in mdair, he flailed with arms and | egs
froma slip in a puddle, his |Iong body poised to cone
down right across the conmer of the tiled pool in what
woul d be a serious fall. The sunbed Iights went off, and
the next instant his abrupt descent was halted and he
cane to rest gently on the poolside, unharned, un-



brui sed, but consi derably shaken
"How the hell . . ."

"My God!" Johnny Greene exclainmed. "Did you do

that, Pete?" he asked. The very slightest of snores an-
swered him "My God\ | didit! I didit! / didit!" Hs
voice rose in a crescendo as he stared at Rhyssa in a
state of shocked delight and surprise.

Rhyssa began to shake her head, grinning so hard at
t he breakt hrough that she thought her face would split.

"That was all you," she assured him "Once again
Johnny on the spot!"

The nonent Dave Lehardt entered the kitchen that
eveni ng as Rhyssa was clearing up the debris of their
cel ebratory neal, she knew "a nmonent" had cone.

Over the last few nonths of their close association, she
had | earned to pick up the subtle hints of his body |an-
guage and her own responses to him She felt her heart-
beat begin to speed up, and she tried not to crash dishes
about or drop things. Wrse, she could extract no hel p-
ful clues fromthis man's mnd. Perhaps that was why

Dave appeared to be so much nore romantic than any

of her Tal ented associ ati ons.

He canme right up to her so that she had to | ook about,
to acknow edge his proxinity.

"The hardest thing in dealing with you Talents is to
catch you when no one else is listening," he began

H s blue eyes held a very intense | ook. He took the
saucepan away fromher and returned it to the soapy

wat er, then put both hands on her arms and turned her
slightly but decisively toward him "Pete and Johnny

are so involved in a rehash of ny pratfall, they coul dn't
be paying attention to anything else.” Wth a little pres-
sure of his hands, he pulled her against him

Johnny: Don't you dare be coy!
Rhyssa: Get out of ny head, Johnny G eene.

Peter: Ah, just when it's getting interesting. How Il |
ever learn howit's done!l

Rhyssa: Break off! Both of you! If I feel so nmuch as
a tendril of thought.

Johnny: / think she means it!
Peter: / know she does!
Her mind was filled with a deafening silence.

"They're not," Rhyssa assured him



"I"ve been told and warned, obliquely and right to

my face, that 1've no right to ask a worman of your
obvious Talent, and talents, to many a man w t hout an
ounce of the right stuff in him"'

Rhyssa felt a surge of anger flare deep inside. She
wonder ed who had been inhibiting this wonderful, car-

i ng man--especially considering all he had done to aid
Tal ents. Then she willed himnot to stop tal king such
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marvel ously romantic stuff and tilted her head up en-
couragi ngly. She shivered with anticipation.

"But | think such a decision is up to you and ne,"

he went on. "And |'mso totally besotted with you that

I can't think straight when you're in the sane roomw th
me, and | don't think of much else but you when we're
apart. Rbyssa Owen, would you even consi der many-

i ng me?"

"What took you so many eons to ask?" she replied,
fol ding her arns about his neck and grinning up at him

Wth a gl adness that seenmed to emanate from every

pore of him he clasped her firmly in his arms and ki ssed
her with a great deal of entirely satisfactory expertise,
just as if he had read her m nd

CHAPTER 15
AN Saschal

He could not ignore Dorotea's call, but it was coning

at an awkward nonment. He lifted his hand to signal to
Budworth and Sirikit for a slight break in their discus-
si on.

Dorotea's nmental tone was colored by vexation. As

you showed her how to use her wistband to purchase
dammed near anythi ng anywhere, you may now teach

her thrift and budgeting. And sone sense of order in
her own room There's not an inch of space that isn 't
stacked ceiling-high with "bargains. "

Sascha: Were is she?

Dorotea, at the end of her patience: Trying on clothes
whil e view ng today's | essons!

"Look, Bud, run those ethnic groupings again,"

Sascha ordered. "W've at |least got a statistical fore-
cast of how many psionic Tal ents each generation has
produced since Darrow and op Omen's time. Now let's
break it down into individual Talent nanifestations:



precogs, finders, affinities, kinetics, telepaths, telem
pat hs. "

Budwort h shrugged equably and began to formul ate
t he program

"I still don't know how," Sirikit said in her soft,
lilting tones, "that's going to help us discover Tal ent
in the Linears."

"Where there's snmoke, there's gotta be a fire or
twe, " Sascha commented cryptically as he exited. But
243
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his mnd was al ready on one particul ar Tal ent who had
cone so far fromher early years in the Linears.

Since that fateful shopping trip three weeks before,
Tiria had di scovered a new pastinme that al nost rivaled
her hunger for learning. At first, Dorotea had been
anmused. "It's hunger of another sort: acquisition. It'll
pass. "

Cass had acconpani ed her on two nore expeditions,
showi ng her how to use the subway transport, and
thought it was fun to watch Tiria slip into the nopst
excl usi ve shops and bouti ques. Then she had started
shoppi ng on her own, and scoffed when Dorotea wor-
ried that child-stealers would snatch her

"Snatch me? Not likely," Tiria replied scathingly.
"I can smell their sort comng on the streets. |I'msafe
inthe malls."

But the malls were not free fromall peril, for she was
detai ned twi ce by overzeal ous officials and, to her
credit, had waited patiently until soneone--usually
Sascha--arrived fromthe Center to verify her right to
wear the ID bracel et and nmake charges agai nst the Cen-
ter's account.

She was nore anused by the detentions than al arned,

and determned to enjoy her new pastine. Certainly she
was not deterred from her expeditions, and since Sascha
backed Cass's opinion that Tiria was capable of han-
dling herself, Dorotea's apprehension waned. Invari -
ably, Tiria ended her afternoons at the d d-Fashi oned
Parlor. Wen Tiria announced that she was going to

wor k her way right through the five pages of confec-
tionery sel ections, Dorotea had | aughed.



"I't mght put alittle weight on those bird bones of
hers, and she al ways eats her dinner," she said. "I w sh
she woul d put on wei ght. Wat nust those shop atten-
dants think when that child | ooks hal f-starved all the
time?"

Dorotea was standing in the living roomwhen Sascha
arrived in answer to her summons, and she pointed

sternly toward Tiria's room Sascha tapped on the door
and Tiria's cheerful hum broke off.

"Who is it?" There was always that note of appre-
hensi on when the girl was caught unawares. Once she
could break into the tel epathic node that Sascha was
certain she possessed, she would rarely be caught off-
guard agai n.

"Sascha! "
"Just a mnute."

For just a nonment, Sascha thought he caught a stray

coy thought, and then the door opened, in stages, be-
cause Tiria had to rearrange things to get it w de enough
for himto enter. Sascha | ooked in and groaned.

"Tiria, what happened to the kid who had to be

coaxed into buying nore than one outfit?" It was the
first thing that came into his head, and it was probably
not at all the way to handl e the situation

Dorotea, in disgust: Ham handed twit!

Tiria blinked at Sascha. "But you told ne |I could

shop whenever | wanted to. Just |ook what | found to-
day!" And she held up a pair of stiletto-heeled sandal s
with jewel ed straps. "And they fit. They didn't cost
much, because the shopkeeper had had them around for
decades and practically gave themto ne. Aren't they

| ovel y? D you want to see them on? They make ne

much taller."”

"I"'msure they do, Tiria, but to be candid, they're
not the sort of thing a girl your age should wear."

"They fit!" she repeated as if that were the nopst
i mportant aspect.

"Tirial Is there no place | can sit down in here? And
that's what has Dorotea so upset. You know how neat
she keeps everything in the house."

Dorotea: That's right. Blame ne.

"Whil e Tal ents nmay have what they need, and al so

what they want, within reason,'" he went on, "that's
th™ operative phrase. This--" He gestured broadly,
hooki ng a hanger and its layers of clothing off the door
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The pile tunbled to enlarge a mass of col orful bl ouses
| ying beside the door. "This is no | onger reasonable!"

Tiria nerely | ooked up at him her face expression-

| ess, but he sensed so deep a hurt and di sappoi nt ment
that he relented instantly. "I don't think | can send it
all back," she said. "lI've tried everything on."

"Look, chip," he said, using Cass's affectionate

ni ckname for her, "sending it all back is not the an-
swer. "

It's a start! Dorotea put in.

"Learning to buy wisely is. Some of this stuff--"

Sascha pointed to itens of intimte apparel in |lace and
gauze that were far too sophisticated for even a twenty-
year-old. "--can be packed up and stored ..."

Dorotea, acidly: Were?

"In the vaults." He began picking up other inappro-

priate garnents. "And we'll get the clutter down to
manageabl e proportions."” In doing so he exposed a
small hill of shoes, of all colors and in a variety of

styles that astonished him-and all of them small enough
to fit Tirla's dainty feet.

Dor ot ea: Cinderella conplex?

Sascha: Pairs, every single one of them he said
wyly.

Dor ot ea: Then how can they be pairs?

"Five pairs of shoes, no nore, Tirla." He saw her

sul ky expression. "Five pairs at one tine. And ten dif-
ferent outfits in the closet. None of this . . ."He held
up an enerald green ball gown with exquisitely detailed
beadwork in silver and | eaf green. It was exceedi ngly
stylish, and the col or was perfect for Tirla--but not un-
til she reached twenty. Eighteen, at least. "I'll have
some trunks sent over so you can put everything away.
Then we're going to sit down and work out a budget."

"Budget ? Li ke they do for cities and projects?" Sur-
prised, Tirla cane out of her sulk.

"Yes. Th& Center has a budget, | have a budget,
Pet er has a budget "

Dorotea: All God's chillun got budgets!

"Then | won't be able to go shoppi nhg agai n?"



Sascha was not inpervious to her broken voice and

her sad expression. "Shop all you want. Look in every
dammed nmal |l on Manhattan, Long Island, and the Jer-
sey Shore. Just don't buy anything. Wndow shop to
your heart's content."

"Never buy anything agai n?"

La da da, da da da dah! Dorotea sang, m m cking a
nostalgic violin air.

Al right, Sascha retorted. And how woul d you curb
a kid who's never had rmuch in her |ife and suddenly
can have anythi ng she wants?

More or less as you 're doing, Dorotea admitted. Just
don't waver at the sight of tears in her big black eyes!

Sascha caught an undertone in Dorotea's voice that
puzzled him But he ignored it and returned his ful
attention to Tirla. "No, chip, not never. Just not so
much so constantly, things you don't really need right
now, because you've got enough--of practically every-
thing, as far as | can see."

She sank to the edge of her barely visible bed. "But
it's not fun to wi ndow shop unl ess you've got sonmeone
with you. Where's Cass? She loves to shop.™

"Cass is out on assignnent."

Tirla cocked her head up at him no |onger a disap-
poi nted and confused twel ve-year-old. "Mre kids

m ssi ng?"

"Not yet," he said nmendaciously. "W want to keep
it that way."

"I's she in a Linear?" Excitenment brightened her ex-
pr essi on.

Sascha nodded.

Dorotea: For the love of little apples, don't tell her
where, or she'll track Cass down.

"Why don't you let me work undercover with her?
could be her kid and--"

"Nol "
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Tul a rocked back on the bed at the vehenence of his
response. She | ooked hurt and confused again and even
younger than her chronol ogi cal age.



"Sorry, chip." Sascha ruffled her sleek and shining
hair in an effort to conpensate for his tactl essness.
"Gve yourself a little break. W didn't catch Yassim
and if he spots you, he'd have you wasted so fast, none
of us could help you."

Tiria noticeably pal ed.
Dorotea: Well, she's still afraid of Yassim

Tiria seened so afraid that Sascha gathered her up in
his arms and rocked her. "Yassimcan't get you here

in the Center, Tiria. You're safe here. | want to keep
you safe so you can grow up and use that rare Tal -
ent you have ... to earn enough noney to pay for al

you' ve been buying." He tried to nake a joke of it.

He felt her stiffen in his arms. "No, not your float-
ers!" And he had to laugh. The little witch. Her hoard
was precious to her, never to be broached. "Just think
how little you'd have left if you had spent your stash
Thi nk of that the next tine you want to buy some-
thing. Pretend you're spending your noney."

"I wouldn 't spend my noney," she nunbl ed agai nst
hi s chest.

Wth the slender little body curled trustfully in his

| ap, Sascha permitted hinself just a few nmonents to
caress her hair and savor the feel of her in his arnmns.
Wy Tiria? O all the wonen in the world, how could
this little waif, streetw se and precoci ous, have becone
so entangled in his emptions and heart? She coul d not
possi bl y understand how nuch she nmeant to him She

was far too young for that aspect of maturing to have
touched her. And yet... she responded to him as she
did to no one else. Wth a final little hug, he put her
fromhimas gently as he could. One day, eight or nine
years in the future

Dor ot ea had no comment to nmake. To his surprise
Tiria obediently began to fold up her possessions, neatly
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and carefully. Sascha watched for a few nore nonents
and then went to arrange for trunks.

Peter and Rhyssa returned in quiet triunph the day
that Cass Cutler reported to Boris that three Neesters
and two Hispanics in Linear E were suspiciously nore
af fluent than they had any right to be. Boris decided
that he woul d not darken the happy return with such
news and did not even inform Sascha of the event.

Dorotea and Tiria both exclainmed over how well Pe-

ter | ooked, tanned and healthy and nmoving with nore
confidence, while Rhyssa listened, an oddly soft snmile
on her face. Dave Lehardt had renained behind in Flor-
ida to finalize his PR campaign, setting the stage for
Col onel Johnny Greene to assune the role of Skele-



t eam

In his turn, Peter took full notice of Tirla s new el e-
gance and was anmzed that she had shopped the malls
hersel .

"Wl |, Sascha took ne the first tine," she admtted.

Dorotea, privately to Rhyssa: And said "Open Ses-
ame,"” and in a week Tirla's roomwas as full as a
bazaar.

Sascha: / heard that. Knock it off!
Rhyssa: Did she pick that outfit hersel f?

Dor ot ea: She picked out everything herself and a | ot
of things a twelve-year-old girl has no need of--yet.

Rhyssa: She's got good taste--in what she's wearing
NOW.

Dorotea: Good taste all round. Just a trifle sophisti-
cat ed.

Awar e that Sascha was seet hing, Dorotea changed
t he subj ect.

Peter and Tiria slipped out of the room

"How cone you're allowed to go to the mall all the
ti me?" Peter asked Tiria, envious of her freedom He
was never allowed to go anywhere on his own.

Tiria shrugged. "Ch, they tried to tell me how dan-
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gerous it was." She giggled. "As if | didn't know how
to take care of nyself in any old Linear. Particularly
one as straight as the ones here in Jerhattan."

"And you go whenever you want ?"

"Nearly every day." She cocked her head at him
"You ever been to the A d-Fashioned Parl or of Gastro-
nom cal Delights?"

"Me?" Peter thunped his hand agai nst his chest,

then grimaced. He still didn't have the small-nuscle
control needed to use just a thunmb or a finger. He was
feeling aggrieved on several counts. "Ch, | heard about
me Parlor." He pretended indifference, but then his
pose faltered. "Is it really that good?"

"Good?" Tirla's enthusiasm bubbl ed out of her.
"It's spectacular. You wouldn't believe the concoc-



tions they serve. 'The nost,' she quoted fromthe
menu, " 'scrunptious, del ectable nmonstrosities of
confections you'll ever experience.' " Sensing Peter's
longing, Tiria deliberately encouraged it. "Any kind
of flavor of ice cream all honmemade, every topping
known to nman . "

"And you just go?"

"Sure. Wiy not? It's only four stops away on the
subway." She jerked her thunb at the murmur of adult
voi ces comng fromthe living room "Wo'd mss us
for half an hour, anyway?" \Wen she saw the hesita-
tion on his face, she added al nost chall engi ngly,
"They're busy. We'd be back before they'd know we'd
gone! "

That deci ded Peter, though he knew perfectly well

that his physical circunstances were far different from
Tirla's. Neverthel ess, she was younger than he was,

and if she was all owed, he was, too.

They left the house by the side door, Tiria skipping
besi de Peter in delight at his conmpany. It was going to
be such fan showi ng him just how well she knew her

way around.

Peter could sense how pleased Tiria was to be able

to take him soneplace fanmiliar to her but new to him

So he just smled as they took their seats on the subway
fromthe Center platform Oher Talents on the sane

car grinned at the two, sending tel epathic greetings and
congratul ations to Peter, who had | earned to assune a
nodest deneanor in public, even ampbng ot her Tal ents.

Tiria was describing in great detail her favorite gas-
tronom cal delight--the one with four kinds of ice
cream four Kkinds of toppings, four kinds of nuts, and
cherries, coconut, and nulticol ored sprinkles.

"My nother took me to a place like that," Peter
said, "oh, a long tine ago now. For ny tenth birthday.
My sister goes a lot; Mther says that's why she has
spots so often.”

" Spot s?"
"Pinples. Zits. Facial eruptions."

"Ch," Tiriareplied in a tone that expressed unen-
lightenment. Peter imaged a pinpled face at her. "On!
That sort." Surreptitiously she ran her hand over her
face.

Peter | aughed. "You may never get spots, Tiria,"
Peter said encouragingly. "They keep us on a healthy
di et anyhow. Not subbie food."



"What was Florida |ike?" Tiria asked.

Peter had |l earned a | ot from watchi ng Dave Lehar dt

answer difficult questions tactfully. So he told her about
the flat land and the palmtrees, the sand, the good

food, the pool, and the sunbeds, and she seened quite
content at his inplication that he and Rhyssa had been

t aki ng a hol i day.

She assumed | eadership as soon as they reached the
right station and eagerly started running up the steps
ahead of him before she renenbered his disability.
When she stopped, he was right beside her

"Your vacation did you a lot of good, didn't it?" she
said, and plowed on upward. "See--there's the Parl or
just inside the mall entrance,"” she added, pointing.
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Nei t her youngster noticed that their progress was be-
ing closely observed by two men, just descending from
an el egant private hopper parked on the mall's helipad.
The shorter man took a small black instrument fromhis
pocket and pointed it at them

"How exceedi ngly careless. Neither of them has been
stranded! | want them taken! Especially that odious lit-
tle boy! I want no slipup, no excuses. You won't have
too much trouble with the boy, but his conpanion

mustn't be allowed to spread an alarm Do it as fast as
you can assenble a crew. Have | made nysel f plain?"

"Yes, sir.

Peter was able to shout just once, his cry nore indig-
nant than al armed. Then an omi nous sil ence descended
despite Rhyssa's attenpts to reestablish communica-
tions. She wasted no nore tine on the silence but
broadcast on the w dest band possi bl e.

ALERT, ALL TALENTS, ALL LEO PERSONNEL!
Pet er Rei di nger may have been abducted. Presumably
invicinity of dd-Fashioned Parlor. Tiria was with him

TI RLAl Sascha's blast was nearly as |oud as hers.

Conpl yi ng! canme Boris's calmng bass tone. Al units
in the area are to conmmence search procedures. Fax
phot os of the children are being dispatched to all ve-
hicles. |I'm proceeding inmediately to question any pos-
sible witnesses. This is a Top Priority.

This is a Gand H Priority! Sascha added with bitter
vehenence. Sirikit, what does Budworth have on the
strand scanner? There was a | ong and stunned pause.
Oh, ny God. | never stranded Tirla. Rhyssa?



Peter neither, was Rhyssa's horrified reply. How
could we have been so stupid?

You weren't, Dorotea said in a bracing tone. Their
I D bracel ets can be traced far nore accurately than a
stranded ki d.

The exchanges had taken bare seconds whil e Rhyssa,
Sascha, and Dorotea sped toward the Control Room
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where the nonitoring equi prent woul d, they hoped, be
able to give them sone indication of where the children
ver e.

Budworth was in front of the appropriate screen, his
face twi sted by anger and distress. "Bracel ets were cut
of f. Scanner has "emin a sewer drain in the mall hell-
lot."

"Ch, my CGod!" Sascha's exclamation cane out in a

sob, then he shook hinself. Carnen, get in here. Ber-
t ha, Auer, you cone, too. Dorotea, any chance that you
can reach Tirla?

If you can't, I"'mnot likely to. There was a quality of

i neffable sorrow in her response. She's keyed to you like
no one el se.

"There's nothing, nothing there at all," Rhyssa nur-
mur ed, her voice breaking. "I've always been able to
hear Peter's mind."

"Not if he's been anesthetized, ny dear," Dorotea
said. "That's the only tine he couldn't hear or an-
swer." Then she spoke to Sirikit on a very tight band.
Phone Dave Lehardt and tell himto get here as fast as
he can.

Sirikit, her own eyes bl eak, discreetly conplied.

"C nmon, Bro, c'non! How | ong does it take your
squads to get noving!" Sascha demanded, paci ng anx-
iously.”

The Talents had' to wait another five agonizing mn-
utes before Boris contacted them

The kids sat by thenmselves. Tirla's well known here,

and she introduced her friend, Peter, to her usual wait-
ress. She saw them | eave the place. She caught a

glinpse of thementering a small hopper with the Tal ent
Center enmblem There were four nmen, but she didn 't

see their faces. She didn't see anything odd, except that
t he boy wal ked funny and then seened to be assisted by
.one of the men. And no, she didn't notice the registra-
tion, I've an APB on small hoppers with Talent em
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blems in Jerkattan, but it'd be helpful if your scanners
have picked up their bracelets.

Sascha: The IDs were cut off. Left in the sewer out-
side the mall.

Boris: That would be the first thing. So, can you pick
somet hing up yet on the strand scanners?

Rhyssa, heavily: Neither Peter nor Tiria was
stranded.

Boris, exploding: In the nane of all that's holy, why
not? The two nobst inportant young Tal ents? You have
everyone runni ng about |ike lunatics, stranding dunb
subbi e ki ds and pampered hive children, and you don't
strand Peter and Tiria? The silence follow ng his out-
burst was nore el oquent than anything he coul d have
added.

Rhyssa began to weep, and Dorotea tried to confort
her, tactilely and tel epathically.

Al right, then, Boris went on in a cal ner tone. W

have to assunme the abductors are followi ng their |atest
procedures. That's the only thing that woul d account

for total telepathic silence. The kids were gassed.

They' re going to be stashed sonepl ace and in those

neat little cocoons. Sorry, Rhyssa, but I'mtoo angry to
be di pl omati c. Sascha, have you called Carnmen in? My
finders are all on the case. Sonehow, we "Il find 'en
Those kids are smart. Once they wake up, they'll be

able to help us find them

Suz and Cass further danpened the spirits of the Tal-

ents by reporting that in excess of thirty children in each
Resi denti al had been sold, or just taken. Ranjit, work-

ing covertly in Residential W also confirnmed evidence

of nmore activity in the mall markets than could be dis-
creetly ignored. Such scope and audacity was nore than

LEO or the Center had anticipated. Al had happened

so snoot hly and simultaneously that both the Center

and LEO had been caught unawares.

"My synpathies go out to Rhyssa and the other Tal -
ents. It's incredible that two val uabl e young people Iike

that could also be vulnerable to this despicable group,"”
the city nmanager told Boris, who passed her nessage

on to Sascha and Rhyssa. "This has top priority, and

all the resources of the city are at your disposal. No
effort will be spared. Is there anything I, personally,
can do? Ofer a reward? Trade immunity for infornma-
tion?"

"' CGet your departnent heads thinking,'' Boris told Gty
Conmi ssi oner Teresa Aiello, "where such a significant
nunber of children could be detained. |'ve got every



avai |l abl e person on transport surveillance. They can't have
been noved out of the Jerhattan area, not in a group or
singly. | put a hold on all rail freight and every contai ner
i s being exam ned. Any cargo of a suspicious size is being
opened. They've got to be somewhere nearby--for a

while."

"Everyone on this staff will start exam ning possi-
bilities--unused warehouses, old buildings, under-
ground stores," Teresa assured Boris grinly.

Boris Roznine did not have quite all his people on
transport duty--he' had a good third picking up as many
| adrones and sassins as his teans found in mall or fac-
tory areas. LEO might just luck out and di sl odge a cl ue
from an apprehensi ve subbie.

"Peter is alive, isn't he?" Budworth asked, too con-
cerned to be tactful

"He's™alive. It's not a dead sil ence," Rhyssa said,
wi nci ng at her choice of adjective, her voice |low wth
tension. "But he's not conscious."

"Not hi ng yet. Carmen?" Sascha asked the finder
whose hands were stroking the lock of Tirla's hair. She
could not neet his eyes as she shook her head slowy.

"Christ on a crutch! How could we be so arrogant as

to believe we could protect themwith an ID bracelet!"
Sascha demanded expl osively, stal king around what free
floor space there was. "Why on Earth didn't we think
to strand then?" He pounded one fist into the other
hand. "We've wall-to-wall Talents," he said, gesturing
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al nrost scornfully at the various teans clustered about
monitors or swiftly feeding programs into the nmain-
frame. "Where could they have got to? That many bod-

ies arc too hard to hide. The kids have to be fed. They
can't have been whisked off to their--" Sascha could

not find the appropriate noun and grimaced. "Wher-

ever. Boris initiated transport surveillance within mn-
utes. Danmit, the subways and cargo routes have been
wired since the incident in G"

Sascha, ease up, Dorotea told him her warning a
very narrow qui et thought. Rhyssa's feeling guilty
enough as it is ,

Sascha: And you think | feel none for not stranding
Tiria, for encouraging her to go to the bloody mail? To
t hat unmenti onabl e bl oody confectionery parlor?
Sascha's response was | oaded with derision. She'd' ve
been bl oody safer if | had let Boris use her for bait!



Dorotea: Stop castigating yourself, Sascha. Tirla's
been safely in and out of the mall and the parlor for
weeks now.

Rhyssa, brokenly: Peter's worked so hard. . . What
coul d have possessed himto take such a risk?

Dorotea: He is just a boy, for all his power. Don't
worry, we'll hear. The | east whisper, and we'll hear
them Dorotea's mind cast restlessly for a trace of Tir-
la's. After nearly five weeks of proximty with the girl,
she should be able to spot her consciousness.

MAY ALL YOUR ORI FI CES BE CLOGGED W TH
CAMEL DUNG, YOUR BELLY ETERNALLY FULL OF
VOM T! MAY YOUR TONGUE ROT AND YOUR
TEETH FALL OUT AND YOUR GUMS SVELL W TH
BA LS! MAY YOUR LI VER ROT AND YOUR BLAD-
DER DRY UP AND YOUR GLANDS SHRI VEL AND
PUTREFY!

"Good CGod!" Dorotea was jolted to her feet. "Did
you all hear that? It was | oud enough!"

"Peter doesn't know that kind of |anguage!" Rhyssa
said, with a slight grin.
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"Tiria would," Sascha replied, beaming fromear to
ear. "Pungent, isn't she? Damm, where's she got to?
can't hear her anynore."

"Well, | can, and she's still in fine form" Dorotea
said. "Neither of you hear her now? She can certainly

br oadcast when she's of a mind to." She held up her
hand, listening, every muscle taut. Dorotea here, Tiria.
Can you hear me? Dorotea's mental tone was tranqui

and reassuri ng.

Tiria: Dorotea? Wiere are you?

Dorotea: More to the point, where are you? "Can

you hear her now, Sascha, Rhyssa?" she asked. Two

bri ef headshakes confirmed Dorotea as the primary con-
tact. She felt the light, firmmental touches of Rhyssa
and Sascha, listening in.

Tiria, savagely: You tell nme. | can't see a thing.

can't feel a thing. |I can snell, and the stench is worse
than the bottomlevel of a factory bilge. Couldn 't you
guys track ne?

No, we couldn "t, Tiria. Your bracelets were discarded
right at the nmall when you and Peter were taken. |Is Peter
near by? Sascha had notioned Carnen over, but Carnen

kept shaki ng her head at her continued inability to find
Tiria. Can you renenber what happened? Dorotea went

on.



Tiria s™isgust was obvious. / can't renmenber any-

thing. Peter and | finished the new spectacul ar they just
added to the menu. He paid for it hinmself. Said it was
his treat this time 'cause he'd just had a vacation. W
left the Parlor and were wal king toward the subway

when sonet hing covered nmy face, and | don't renenber

a thing more. Awful stuff. Sweet icky snell. How cone

I can talk to you all of a sudden?

Sonetimes it's a case of need-to, Tiria, Dorotea said,
putting a snmile of approval into her nental tone.

You needed nme to? Tiria asked. Or | needed you to
hear ne? Peter? Peter, answer ne! Dorotea caught the
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conflicting emotions in Tirla s question, but such com
petitiveness was not a bad sign

You and Peter were not the only two taken today.

Cass and Suz reported that a nunber nmust have been
taken fromE, as well. A very well-organized affair.
That's why anything you can tell us will help, Tirla.
Anyt hing, no matter how trivial

Peter's not answering ne in here. Maybe he's just
not awake yet. My stonmach's sour. | shouldn't've had
t hat spectacul ar. Peter? 'Peeeeter

Dor ot ea spoke gently. Don't panic, Tirla. Peter will
wake up soon enough if he was gassed the sanme tine
as you were. W 're very relieved to hear fromyou

bel i eve ne.
Tirla, mldly surprised: | do believe you. You can't

lie in your mnd, can you?

Not to me, you can't, Dorotea replied, gesturing im
periously for Rhyssa and Sascha to stop trying to insin-
uate questions into her head. Tirla's voice was clear
but, after the first burst of psychic outrage, neither as
strong nor as loud. She could not risk losing the Iink
Now, tell me what you can about your surroundi ngs.

They sti nk!

W 've already established that. What of ? Besi des,
assune, the unpl easant bodily di scharges of frightened
children. \Wat can you hear?

Tirla, disgusted: A lot of crying.

Even that tells nme something, Tirla. Can you isolate

t he individual crying enough to estimte how many chil -
dren are around you?



Dorotea could sense Tirla's concentration and di d not
i nterrupt.

Tirla: / think there's a lot of kids. There's sure a |ot
of crying and noani ng, and soneone's hiccupi ng. Al
around ne, all sides, above, but none bel ow. Wy'd

they blindfold us and tie us down like this? Mst of
these kids wouldn 't even try to escape.

Dorotea:' Yassimlost all the Gchildren, didn't he?

think that, unfortunately, that caused himto change his
tactics. He's now enpl oying a disorientation technique,
sensory deprivation, to reduce the children to conpli -
ance when they are released. You're not afraid, are

you?

Tirla, candidly: / don't like it, but I'mnot scared.
I'"'mmad. Her tone strengthened. / missed ny math
cl ass.

Dorotea broke into relieved laughter. An angry Tirla
woul d be far nmore useful than a frightened one. Sascha
managed a relieved chuckle, and the tention in Rhys-
sa's stance eased.

Dorotea: Stay nmad, Tirla. Anger can be a val uable
asset. Now what | want you to do is try and calmthe
children. Get themto tell you their nanes and, if pos-
sible, where they cane from E and R were not the only
Linears hit. W estimate that upward of a hundred chil -
dren were taken.

I ncl udi ng Peter and ne?

A hundred and two. Look, Tirla, we're going to have

to rely heavily on you to help us find you, Peter, and
the others. Dorotea gave Rhyssa a raised eyebrow at

her snothered protest. "Candidly, that child is | ot bet-
ter able to take care of herself."

Rely on ne? How? I'mblind and strapped in |ike

cargo! Hey, you lot! Shut up! Quit your grizzling, stu-
, pid*Neesters. Tirla then dropped into | anguages that
Dorotea coul d not understand. They prefer crying for
their nonmi es! Monmies who sold 'eml Tirla said,
suddenly dropping into Basic again. Some half dozen
are fromE, seven are fromW and two fromC. How

they bl eat! None of 'em s Peter

Dor ot ea: Ask them their nanes.
Tirla could give ten names of the estimated fifteen
children in with her. These were instantly forwarded to

Bori s.

"Where can Peter be?" Rhyssa nurmured softly. At
some point while she had been concentrating on Doro-
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tea's conversations, Dave Lehardt had joi ned the anx-
ious group in the Control Room He linked his fingers
in hers, and the physical contact was al nost nore re-
assuring than the aura of encouragenent that emanated
fromall the tel epafhs about her

"Ask her again about the various snells," Saseha
prompt ed Dorotea. "There may be something that'l
give us a clue to where.'

Wll, there's a sort of nmetal stink, Tiria replied when
Dorotea rel ayed the question. And there's a noldy mil -
dewing rotten stink that's stronger. There's anot her

snell | can't identify. Oly. I'mstuffed into sonething--
feels like plastic foam Even ny fingers are separated
into slots. I'"mbound at the wists, ankles, waist, and
across ny chest. If | was shorter, 1'd be choking. OCh,

cut the caterwauling! No one's hurting you! She roared

out repetitions in other dialects, continuing to broadcast
mental ly as she shouted at the other children

"Her predicanent is beginning to get to her," Dor-

otea said grimy. Tiria, |"'mwth you. Even if you can't
hear them Rhyssa, Saseha, Boris, Sirikit, Budworth,
Dave--we 're all here. W "Il get you out of there, |
prom se.

Tiria: Soon, please. If | have to listen to all this cry-
i ng and noani ng nuch longer, I'Il space out. What

about that woman who wore ny hair? Wiy don't you

ask her where | anf

Carmen is right here and rem nds you that she needs

light to find you! Renenber? That's why she coul dn't

| ocate you in the Linear--you were in the dark

Tiria, wyly: I"'ma lot nore in the dark now than I

was then. What if they don't turn any lights on? For the
first time, her voice was tinged nore with fear than with

out r age.

Dorotea: It may be no consolation to you right now,

Tiria, but they "Il want you to be in good condition. They "I

al so have to feed you and keep you cl ean
Tiria: Yeah? Wien? Next week sonetine?

You were taken at approximately three. It's ten-thirty
now. You can't be left without food and water nuch | on-



ger.

Tiria: You're right. That's not much consol ati on. Dor -
otea, don't stop talking to ne, will you ? | don't care what
you say. Just don't stop talking.

I"'mtotally at your conmand, Tiria. Dorotea projected

an image of a flourish and a curtsy. She was rewarded by
alittle chuckle. Shall we start with the math | esson you
m ssed?

Tiria, surprised: In ny head?

Dorotea: Wite it on the board in nmy mind. I'lIl remem
ber for you.

' "And al so increase her telepathic facility,'' Rhyssa said
with a genuine smle. "You are incorrigible, Dorotea."

' "Also very good at what | do," the old woman replied
smugl y.

Rhyssa? Rhyssa?

Rhyssa gasped with incredulity, stricken by the faint-
ness of Peter's call. Dave w apped an arm about her

shoul ders, supporting her as she held up her hand to stop
all noise in the roomas the weak voice reached her mnd
Yes, Peter. |I've been listening for you

Peter: / can't see anything. They gassed ne. |'m goi ng
to be sick.

Rhyssa kept her nental tone calmand firmas she clung
to Dave's hands. Easy, Peter. Renmenber our drills. Re-
duce the nausea.

It's never been this hard before, Rhyssa. There was an
edge of despair in his voice. Rhyssa knew so well how he
hated anesthetics. He had reactions to nost of the com

nmon ones. It was going to take time--which she did not

thi nk they had--for himto shake off the residual disori-
entation and nausea in order to bring his kinesis into use.

Rhyssa: Focus your mnd, Peter, just as you used to do

in the hospital. Focus your thoughts; ignore the extrane-
ous.
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Peter: There 're other kids in here with ne. Sone of 'em

are pretty scared.
Rhyssa: Call out for Tirla. She's sonewhere--maybe



very near by.
Dorotea, urgently: Tirla, Peter's awake. Call his nane.

Nei t her heard the other.

"Christ! Pine team of Talents we are when our kids are
vul nerabl e!" Sascha renmarked caustically.

Tirla, echoing Sascha's frustration: Wiy doesn't Peter

just glide out of this contraption, Dorotea? Tirla asked,
unconsci ously echoing Sascha's frustration. He's the ki -
netic! \When Dorotea explained Peter's problemwth the
anesthesia, Tirla gave a bark of laughter. So it's up to ne
again, | guess. Don't forget the answers to ny equations,

wi Il you, Dorotea?

Dorotea: Tirla, what are you planning to do?
Tirla: Get out of this coffin.

Dor ot ea: How?

Tirla: They nade one m stake when they strapped ne
in here. They strapped ny fingers down, not up where
couldn 't reach anything. | should be able to dig out enough

plastic to free ny hands.

Dorotea felt the effort in Tirla's mnd, effort and fringes
of pain. "Could she do that?" she asked Sascha.

' "According to the Bro, the kids retrieved in Manhattan
had been wapped in foamed plastic cocoons. She m ght

be able to scratch at it with her fingers.'

You have nade contact with Tirla and Peter? Boris's
voi ce was excited

Contact, Bro, but not release. Both kids are cocooned.
And Peter's having a bad reaction to whatever gas they
used. Sascha nade anot her face, nmim cking the aggrava-
tion his brother was nmentally expressing. He'll need a
little time before he recovers conpletely.

Boris: Is there tine? |'ve got the city manager, and al
her deputies on ny back for action. Some of the other kids

were legal, too.'
Rhyssa was concentrating on strengthening her link with
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Peter, helping himto dissipate the residue of the anes-
thetic. Her face mirrored his desperation and sense of fail-

ure, and she | eaned heavily agai nst Dave.

There! The triunph in Tiria's voice was evident to
Dor ot ea, and she held up her band, repeating the girl's



words for the others. Canel-gutted tripe! Mserable
dung- eaters! Descendants of snake offal. Scu~farts!
Maggot s!

Good heavens! How pungent. Tirla, how have you
hurt yoursel f? Dorotea demanded, sensing pain.

Tirla: Never you mind. I'mout of this cocoon. There

are nineteen other kids stuck in '"emhere, sone of 'em
still knocked out. Peter's not one of 'em Tell Carnen
not to fracture her skull finding me. This place is black
as the bottom of an elevator pit. Ugh. | slipped in junk.
Ugh! 1've reached one wall. Faugh. It's sliny and

gritty. Too smooth and cold for netal. Ah, an opening.

A wi ndow. Plastic-coated. | can't even scratch a sliver
of f. Look, I'mgoing to try sonmething, Tirla went on

They al ways forget about ceilings. There's air com ng
in here from sonmepl ace. She was silent for a |l ong while,
t hough Dorotea was aware of strenuous physical activ-
ity. / amnot hurting you. Just using you as a stepl ad-
der. And | won't let you go, crybaby. You 're no use to
me. Quit your grizzling. Another period of silence fol-
| owed, jind Dorotea reported nore physical effort,
punctuat ed by inadvertent grunts of pain.

Tirla: Well, | was right. There is a ceiling hatch. And
| can see, a Utle. Wll, whaddya know? |'min a shunt-
ing yard. There are rows and rows of train cars, old
ones. Can't have been noved in years. And sonepl ace
down to my right there's light. Sort of around an edge,
like of a window or a door. Any idea where |I could be?

Fromthe nmonent Tirla nentioned a shunting yard,

t he description was forwarded to everyone concer ned.
Tirla: 1'"'mgoing along the tops of cars toward the

light, the girl reported. | can't hear anyone, and no one
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woul d be stupid enough to wal k around this place wth-
out a light.
Tell us how many cars have children, Tiria, Dorotea

ur ged.

Tiria: Peter! Peter! Answer me! Peter! It's Tirial An-
swer me! Ww | nearly fell off the edge of the car
Sli ppery surface, noist. Wole place is danp!

"Try for yards by the river, by the sea. Al ong the
Sound, " Sascha said, prowing up and down the bank
of nmonitors, checking patterns.

Tirial! Peter cried exultantly. Hi s voice echoed from
Tiria's mind to Dorotea and lifted the anxieties of every
Talent in the room Rhyssa sank into a chair that Dave
pul | ed over for her. Then he handed her a stimul ant



drink, gesturing her to toss it down quickly.

Tiria: So here's where they stashed you, huh? Now,
["lIl just drop in beside you. There! The tape 'Il sting
com ng off--oh, | forgot. Sorry.

Peter: / won't feel it anyway--do your worst. Just
don't take all the skin off ny wists! Isn 't there any I|ight
in this place?

Tiria: | guess not. There--you 're free. Only the tan
cane off. Here! Don't go faint. Lie back. Stay easy.

Get your breath. Now | ook, you'd better rest sone

nore. Dorotea could hear the nervous concern in Tirla's
voice, a matter she did not inpart to Rhyssa. |'m going
to |l ook around this place, Peter, Tiria went on. You
get your Kkinetics working again, 'cause there's no way
I can haul you up by mysel f.

Peter: 1'Il be okay, Tiria. 1'll be okay. Just--just cone
back.

Tiria: Oho! Aircar! Big bugger. Expensive! No |ights!
There was a | ong norment of silence. That was too
cl ose.

"Ask her if she saw a number, a description, any-
thing!" Sascha pronpted Dor ot ea.

Tiria: 1'd say that it's a nmetallic blue jetter, twelve-
seater, no lights. But | got a glinpse--a three, a dash

and R-1-G -1 think. Could have been a B, but the | and
the G were cl ear enough

When Dorotea repeated what Tiria had said, Sascha

expl oded to his feet. "R-1-G@ W couldn't be so lucky!"
He sl apped his right pal magainst his forehead. "Bud-
worth, get through to Auer and Bertha and see if they
have any tickles about Pilnflam"

"Flinflan?" Rhyssa and Dorotea said together, both
reaching into Sascha's mnd for confirmation, but he
was involved in a tight conversation with Boris and
woul d not let themin.

"Boris is doing a search on the registration," Sascha
sai d al oud, hol ding up one hand, his expression intent
and eager. "Dorotea, tell Tiria she's a star!"

Tiria, surprised: Was that enough for you? Qops.
There's another one coming in, from another direc-
tion. Also running dark. I'lIl see if | can get a better
r eadi ng.

Tiria, Dorotea replied hastily, don't risk discovery.
And Rhyssa says she 'd rather have you stay with Peter

Tiria, blithely: Peter's okay. Wrking on it. |I'm go-
ing to find out who the other dark-flier isl!



Tiria! Dorotea was nmomentarily stunned by the in-
dependence. Tiria! She turned to Rhyssa, hands out-
stretched in appeal. "The little witch has cut ne off!
Oh, just wait till | get nmy hands on that child! The

i mpudence of her.'

Rhyssa was also irritated. Peter, stop her

Peter on his dignity: / don't need a m nder, Rhyssa.
| really don't. Just enough tine to catch ny breath.
' Sides, no one could stop Tiria.

"Rat her admirable of the child, |I think," Sascha re-
plied. For a pal pabl e monent he and Rhyssa | ocked
wills. Then he continued in a gentler tone. "I do real-
i ze, Rhyssa, that Peter's inhibited by the gassing he
took. If Tiria can manage an ID on the second car, too,
we' |l maybe catch nore than just the well-deserving
Revered Ponsit Prosit."
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"Has Boris confirmed the owner of that jetcar?"
Rhyssa asked, only nmarginally appeased.

"Registered to Ponsit Prosit, a.k.a. Flinflam™

Sascha said with a grin. "Conplete with vanity plate--
VRPP/ 2403/ RIG -at a Riverside address that is nore

pal atial than reverential. Boris is sending out surveil -
| ance and standby teans. 1'd |like the Center to nuster
Tal ent as of right now'' Sascha waited | ong enough for
Rhyssa's assent and then pointed a finger at Budworth
to punch the Alert button. "W can nove once we've

got a definite fix."

"Nei ther Auer or Bertha have anything for us," Sir-
ikit told them

"That's odd," Rhyssa said with a frown. "There
shoul d be sonet hing!"

"I find a precog silence reassuring," Sascha re-
mar ked, buckling on his utility belt and checking his
trank gun. "Flinflamis at |east not going to trigger
panic in the imedi ate future, so we have a very good
chance of catching himinflagrante delicto. Dorotea, is
Tiria avail abl e agai n?"

Dor ot ea shook her head, her lips pursed in an ag-
grieved moue. "Wetched little snip of a thing!" she
said with a certain amount of reluctant adnmiration in
her tone.

' "Cot it!"" Carmen cried suddenly, jumping out of her
chair, rushing to the map terninal, and punching co-
ordi nates that brought up the South Shore area. "Tula's



cone through again. There sinply can't be two such
simlar situations. She's heading toward an ol d railway
swi tchhouse. | can just make it out. There's a crack of
light coming through a wi ndow t hat opens onto a plat-
form There seemto be hundreds of cars of old rolling
stock rusting there. Here we are!" She pointed to the
mar ked area on the map. "Here're tracks. Acres of

them And obsolete railcars waiting to be recycled."

The others all converged to | ook at the area magnified
on the screen
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A "It couldn't be better, could it,'' Dorotea said slowy
as a place to hide terrified kids!" Tirial! Answer ne'
W know where you are now.

When Tiria did not reply, Sascha gave Rhyssa a | ong

| ook and then. Dave Lehardt at their heels, the tel epaths
left the Control Room jogging to the stairs that would
take themto the aircars and teans waiting on the |and-

i ng roof.
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CHAPTER 16

AN Tirla' s night vision had adjusted to the gl oom -

part m st and part |ightlessness despite the angry red-
orange gl ow of Jerhattan that lit the rimof the horizon
on all sides. The upper |evels of distant Linears, nma-
jestic in the night, punctuated the halo of the city with
their long silhouettes. Fromtop stories, with aerials and
stacks, aircraft-warning signals blinked their Iight pat-
terns. She noved forward carefully along the curved

tops of the railcars. If she slipped, there would be noth-
ing for her to catch on to. The surface was gritty with
dirt and slippery in the noist air. She headed toward

that thin band of light and the dark bul k of the building

that franed it.

She had safely traversed five cars, two nmore with
chi l dren noani ng and weepi ng inside them when she

felt a pressure in her mnd that she recogni zed as Dor -
otea trying to contact her

Go 'way. |'ve got to concentrate.

She cursed softly as she slithered for a panicky no-
nment between cars, then waited until her heart had

st opped thuddi ng, and she was fairly sure that her
scranbl i ng had not been heard. Her sharp ears had

caught the sound of nuted voices fromthe buil ding.

The Iine of cars continued past a long platform and she



debat ed sli ppi ng down and getting cl ose enough to the
buil ding to overhear the conversations.

But conversations were usel ess tender; the registra-
tion nunber of an aircar was undeni abl e proof. She
268

craw ed forward on her belly, conscious of every noise
she made, the diyness of her nmouth, and the increas-
ingly painful stiffness of her fingers.

There was a sudden break in the nurk and there,

parked beside the | ess distinct blue jetter, was an ex-
pensi ve sports jetcar, its hull a crisp white, its tail ID
equally visible. The two cars were bal anced on the one
junction of rail that was free of rolling stock

Tiria: Peter, | got the second one. The nunber is CD
08-MAL, clear as day. And the other car is right be-
yond it. Peter?

Peter: / heard you, Tirla. | told them You cone back
here. They're mad at you for closing Dorotea out.

You 're going to have to apol ogi ze to her. Peter sounded
fierce.

Apol ogi ze? Wy? Tirla was so surprised that she

sl i pped, banging down on the railcar. Now you 've done
it! She flattened herself on the far side of the car as
light flooded out of the building, illumnating the plat-
formand the slightly bul ging side of the car on which
she | ay.

"I tell you I heard sonething!" said the man sil hou-
etted in the doorway. He peered around the doorfrane,
and Tirla had a good view of the scene behind him two
men" one of whomidly swung a short stick, clipping it
agai nst his boot with an air of indolent diffidence.

' <Shut the door, you cretin!" The door abruptly
cl osed and then opened in a much thinner crack
a good | ook around. Up, over, under, in. Mess up once
nore, maggot--you can be eagl e-spread, too."

The door closed a second tine, but not before Tirla
recogni zed the angry voice. Her guts froze. She heard

t he | adrone noving, his shoes crunching the grit on the
pl atform She heard hi m haul back one of the warped
carriage doors, the plastic creaking as he | ooked in the
carriage. He noved on down the platform cursing

softly under his breath as he dropped down to flash his
light beneath the car. Tirla could take no chances.
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Qui ckly she noved at a crouch and junped to the next

car. She was just in tine--the red pinpoint of a filtered
handl i ght shone briefly where she had just been. She

hel d her breath, hoping against hope that the searcher
woul d not notice her outline on the dusty top

As he cautiously opened the door of the building, -she
wat ched. The stick swi nger was nearest the door--she
got anot her good | ook at his haughty face, with its
beaked nose and thin-plucked brows. And she saw a
table piled with credits which two other men were
counting--floaters, by the size of them One of the
counters | ooked vaguely famliar, but her attention was
caught by the face of the other man as he turned his
head; he had a cruel face, and a hungry one. He was
idly tapping his black boot with the stick; she caught
the gl eam of gold around the handle. Only then did the
significance of the pile of floaters dawn on her

Tiria: Dorotea! The payoff's being made! Fl oaters.
More than |'ve ever seen in ny life!

Dor ot ea, her voice hard-edged: Tiria, don't you ever
dare cut nme out again. Tiria was monmentarily dis-
mayed. Wasn't she doi ng what they needed done? How
could such a sweet old | ady come on so tough and hard?

Tiria: Well, if you crazy Talents don't move your
asses, you're going to ness everything up and 1'l1 have
nothing nore to do with you. S

Peter! Help Peter now Dorotea did not sound apol -
ogetic, but she did sound anxi ous.

Tiria knew very well that Peter--not to nmention al

t he ot her kids--needed hel p. As quickly as she coul d,
she noved back along the line of cars. If the payoff had
been nade, sone of the kids mght be shifted soon. She
had to get Peter out and free as many of the others as
she could. If they all scattered and hid, it would take
all night to recapture them-if she could stop themfrom
crying |l ong enough to hel p themnsel ves.

Tiria slipped, and this time could not recover her bal -
ance, sliding down the dirt-encrusted side of the car and

| andi ng painfully on stones and cinders that bruised and
cut her feet. Cursing her clunsiness and hoping that

she had gotten far enough away so that the noise of her
fall had not been heard, she nade her way al ong the
ground, cursing the bastards who had renoved the
beautiful purple boots that she had bought on her first
trip to the mall.

Crying had been reduced to whinpering in the first

two cars. Tiria winced. How nmuch tine did she have

to get Peter out if the payoff had been made? Coul d he
make use of that special Talent of his now?



Yes, | can, Peter said, appearing out of the darkness
between two cars. He touched her hand. And | know
exactly how. C non. He led her along the track unti
she nearly stunbled over a big handle attached to one
side of the track. W're going to do a switcheroo. He
| aughed softly out [oud. Much faster than letting al
those kids | oose. There's a hundred of them

They heard a nmuffled thrumr ng and saw the white-
ness of the aircar lifting slowy from behind the build-

i ng.

C non, Peter urged. |'ve got to get to that transforner
box or ny idea won't work! | need the gestaltfor this. You
know how to uncoupl e cars? Suddenly the process was

driven into Tula's mnd and she staggered a bit, stunned
by the vivid intrusion. Then go back and uncoupl e the | ast
car with kids init. Stay there and warn nme if anyone's
com ng.

"You mean |ike, upstairs?" Tiria asked in a hoarse
whi sper, pointing to the sky.

No, them Peter pointed at the buil ding.

"When are we getting sone hel p?" Tiria demanded
in an acid-whisper, refusing to talk in her mnd when
she was nose-to-nose with Peter. "My feet hurt!"”

"Soon," Peter hissed and then gave her a shove to
hel p her on her way. "Try wal king nmy way!"

She coul dn't but wi shed she could. Her feet hurt and
her hands ached. She did not quite understand how he
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coul d possibly do what she thought he was going to do.
Rai |l cars that had not noved in years were going to make
the nost awful racket. Peter was stupid! She hurried,
hopi ng that the sound of the aircar mght cover sone

of the noise the railcars were sure to nake

She identified the last car fromthe nobaning inside it
and struggled with couplings encrusted with caked oi

and dirt. Peter, it's-- Suddenly the stiff coupling re-

| eased itself and she was knocked off bal ance, stagger-
ing back into the end of the car. Wll, thanks! A wail
arose fromw thin. Shut your faces, you stupid gits, she
ordered, forgetting that the other children could not hear
her. 1'm doing ny best to save your innards and your
virtue. She banged her fist once against the side of the
car and felt the pain worth it when the warni ng achi eved
an instant drop in the newing. That did rmuch to soothe



her aggravati ons.

Nervously she glanced up to see the aircar's sl ow
upward progress. Running dark like that, the pilot had
to be careful not to get tangled in the wires that fes-
tooned the area around the building. If Peter could just
get noving ... He was! She heard the squeal, rattle,

and cl anking as wheels long |l ocked on rails reluctantly
began to turn. She swung up to sit on the tongue of the
coupling, watching the building for any sign that sone-
one within had heard the metallic protest. But the build-
ing was two hundred neters or so away, and the aircar
was whooshi ng and t hrumi ng.

She peered at the skyline, yearning to see sone subtle
nmoverent that hinted of the approach of help. Those

Tal ents were so sl ow. How soon was "soon"? Her car

noved all too jerkily with rattlings and cl anki ngs, but

it was making progress along the track. The dark buil d-
ing with the telltale band of Iight was slowy recedi ng.
She felt the car clack across the junction, veering right,
and experienced partial relief. If that |adrone |ooked

out side and saw half the train m ssing

She saw the white blur of Peter's face as the car
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i nched past the transforner box; there was no di sguise
in the dark night for the audi ble hum emanating from
it. What was Peter doing?

She junmped down fromthe coupling, w ncing as her

cut feet hit the stony, cindery ground. The cars contin-
ued to nove obliquely away from danger, down an
enpty track

"You can't leave just enpty track. They'll know . "
Tiria put an urgent hand on his armand then coul d not

rel ease it. She could feel himshaking fromthe effort he
had al ready nmade, shaking and nore--and she was af-
fected by his shaking and whatever else it was that raced
t hrough him
"I"'mtrying," he said tensely. "A gestalt's hard with
all that anesthesia still slowing ne down. Help nel"

"Cestalt?" Tiria stuttered over the unfaniliar word,
and then Peter put the explanation in her mnd. Before
she coul d ask how she coul d possibly help with that,
she was. Her body seenmed alive with the current racing

t hrough her, like the time she had caught a jolt froman
exposed wire. Only this was not as painful as that shock
had been. But it was . . . what was it?

The netallic protest was startlingly loud on the stil
air. The white jet had noved beyond visibility into the
swirling mist. Tiria felt both stronger and weaker,
plutctung at Peter with both hands, wanting to help him



make the gestalt and needing his support. Suddenly she
was aware of novenent behind her as car after car be-
gan to slide past themonto the track-- clickety click
clickety click--far too loudly. Suddenly, with a re-
soundi ng cl ank, the new cars bounced agai nst those near
the platform and Tiria' s heart clenched when she heard
the shouts of alarmas nen piled out to investigate.

"Tell me! Did you let all those other kids |oose?"
Fl'i nfl am asked, his nose inches fromTiria' s face. She
wi shed he would bend just a little closer so she could
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bite him But he would probably poison her, the greasy,
coarse, evil scuz.

Unfortunately, before Tiria could help Peter to hide,
two of the faster |adrones had caught them They had
been roughly haul ed back to the building and into the
presence of a seething Flinflam so enraged that flecks
of foam had gathered at the comers of his nouth.
Scream ng with exasperation, Tiria had been shoved in
front of the raging nman as Peter coll apsed on the fl oor

gr oani ng.

"W didn't see no others," one of the | adrones said
anxi ously. "There wasn't a sign of them nor those
cocoons in the cars neither."

"Tell me where the children are!™ Flinflamrepeated
in one of the nmore common Neester dial ects, squeezing
hard on her swollen fingers. "Did you | et them | oose?"

Despite herself, Tiria let out a how of pain, trying
to pull her hand out of his grasp. It hurt so nuch that
she coul d not even think of a suitable nalediction to
fling at him He let her go but scooped a stick off the
tabl e and began to slash it across her back

"Hey, boss, the merch! Don't mark the merch!"

"Tell me where the children went!" he demanded in
t he nbst comon Asi an | anguage.

Tiria let tears run down her cheeks as she gl anced
qui ckly around the room as if seeking help. Then in
one of the nost obscure | anguages she knew, she an-
swered himin a piteously appealing tone. "Don't beat
me. | don't understand you! Don't beat me again!"

"OF all the--" Flinflamroared, sw veling about to
the ladrones and hitters in the room "Wat did she
say? One of you nust understand her! Just what | need.
A dunb kid! Well?"



There were murnurs and shrugs as no one adnitted
t o under st andi ng.

Dorotea, reassuringly: We're nearly there, Tiria. W
have the yard on the nightscope.

"Where--" Flinflamwas making | udicrously broad,

pant om ne gestures, so unlike his polished performance
as a RIGthat Tiria nearly |laughed even though he kept
poki ng her painfully with his stick to enphasize his
words. "Where--are--the others? Can no one talk to
her? Rouse the other one. W can't waste tine. That

bl oody Hi s Hi ghness will be sending the transports. W
nmust have the merchandi se ready. Months of planning,
everything goes without a hitch, we've got the noney--
where are the others?"

A | adrone poured water over Peter, who did not even
moan. Tiria watched hi manxiously. He | ooked terribly
pal e, crunpled up like that. He had been fine until they
had been recaptured. Perhaps the effort of noving those
heavy railcars . . . She gasped as the whip sliced her
again right over the previous welt. Tiria tried to back
away but hands cl anped on her shoul ders, hol di ng her
fast. She kicked backward with her heels, jarring feet

al ready sore, but her captor had heavy boots on and she
only achi eved nore bruises.

"Let's really put sonme fear into her," Flinflam said,
gesturing, and she was flung facedown to the hard sur-
face of the table where she had recently seen piles of
floaters. Cruel hard hands grasped her by wists and
ankl es. Suddenly pain expl oded across her already |ac-
erated feet. She screamed and screamed again at the
second horrific stab of pain, then fainted for the first
tinme in her life.

So she missed seeing Flinflamviolently propelled
backward to crash against the wall. She m ssed the ex-
pl osi ve entrance of Sascha, Rhyssa, Dave Lehardt, and
the Talent teans. And she missed the other excitenents
t hat woul d have given her i mense satisfaction
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CHAPTER 17

A##N Commi ssioner, " Ranjit said, "that's a diplo-
matic registration.”

"I wouldn't care if it was God hinsel f. Lieutenant,"

t he LEO commi ssi oner answered. "Law Enfor cenent

and Order neans just that frombottomto top, and right
on down the line again. O it's privilege, not |aw en-
forcement and order!" He neasured the distance on the
huge di splay map, fromthe South Shore train yard to



the Riverside address. "Assign the best driver we've
got to shadow that CD. And | want that beehive--not
just the penthouse Iift or the domestic floors but that
entire conpl ex--secured. Woever is in that car could
go to ground anywhere. Pack all entries with sensitives.
Tell themto hone in on any strong enotion--we nmay

get a lot of wash on this. You know how hivers hate to
have their privacy broached." He turned to anot her

aide. "Barry, get ne the city manager and tell her this
is a sensitive affair. | want her forewarned so she can
back us with the Corps. Feed the situation through Ju-
dicial and get ne four--no, make it five--John Does

and a search warrant. And let's hope that Sascha's ef-
ficient."

He shrugged on his tunic top, resplendent with the

"bravery bars" and braid, then strapped on sidearns
and gestured for Ranjit and his other aides to foll ow
himto the rooftop garage. Jet- and aircars were spin-
ning off along usual routes, having been instructed to
nove circunspecdy.
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Sascha? Boris linked with his brother as his aircar
t ook off.

Nearly there, Bro. It still takes tine to drive a car
fromthere to here. The other bird has not flown--holy
hel I, what's happeni ng? Back to you | ater

Boris felt the abruptness of the nental break and
cursed under his breath as his aircar plowed on to his
destination. The pause | engthened, causing hi msone
anxi ety. Surely Sascha was conpetent enough . . .
Shoul d he have sent nen with the Center teans? If the
child-dealers at the railyard should get a warning
through to his own quarry, the whole operation m ght
be jeopardi zed.

My God, Boris-- Sascha's voice burst in on himlike

a bellow-if you let that Shimaz slinme ooze out of this,
H ghness, Prince, manager, or whatever, | prom se you
that the Talents will handle himex officio!

The LEO conmi ssi oner had never before heard such
vindictiveness in his brother's voice.

Boris: Wat happened?

Sascha: The. Venerable Revered Ponsit Prosit used a
bastinado on Tirla's feet. And Peter's coll apsed!

Boris: Flinflamdidn't get a nmessage off, did he? If
the man had, they mght |ose the nost inportant crim
i nal .

Sascha, livid with rage: No, not when he had a little
,girl”o interrogate! Make it stick on that other bastard,



will you? O, by all that's holy, I will. Myself with no
hel p from any ot her agency, dear LEO Bro.

Boris: LEOis on the nove, Sascha. You hang onto
your tenper. Have you got the other chil dren? Have we
any proof of conplicity ?

Sascha, sarcastically: | don't suppose Tirla' s bloody
feet count for nore than assault and GBH. But we al so

t ook possession of a case full of many too many fl oaters,
ready for a night deposit, conplete with an account
nunber |'I1 bet can be traced to the Venerabl e Revered.

Boris: That should be enough to convict Flinflam
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But is there enough to catch this--what did you cal
hi n?

Sascha: Shinmaz, Prince Phani bal Shimaz, who seens

to be a whiz at nore than Josephson junctions. Flim
flams spilling his guts: Hi s Hi ghness has rather an ex-
tensive operation--child labor in his rice paddies and
m nes, child prostitution, and a child farmwhere the
heal t hi est are kept that way until someone can pay for

t he organ they need.

Boris, growing: Get me sonmething to link himto that
yard. Sonething that will stick!

They were well on the way when the conlink her-

al ded a connection from Conmi ssioner Aiello. She ap-
peared on the cabin screen dressed in formal attire.
Hoveri ng besi de her was her protocol officer, Jak, who,
for all his enpathy, could at tinmes be quite tiresone

about details.
"Do you have incontrovertible proof, Roznine?" she

asked.

"We have proof of a connection which is inconpat-
ible with any di pl omatic occupation,” Boris replied,
setting his jaw

"Who? Surely not the anbassador!" At that no-
ment, Teresa Aiello was depressed with pessimnmsm

"We are not after his Excellency, so Jak can rel ax.
Mermbers of his Corps, certainly, and an enbassy ve-
hicl e has been identified and traced fromthe abduction
site. There's no problem of proving involvenent. |Is the



DA there, too? Well, give the old dog a conforting

word in his shell-like ear. The Tal ents have cracked this
abduction ring." The last he admitted ruefully, for de-
spite protests to the contrary, he and his brother were
in constant conpetition.

The massi ve beehive was aptly nicknaned. Its bot-
tom |l evel s al ong the bl ock-square bul k, where ot her
bui | di ngs obscured vi ews, housed mmi nt enance, stor-
age, and worker accommopdations. Were the hive rose
above its neighbors, there were great curved plasgl as

panel s that were part sol ar-heating, part prestigious dis-
pl ay of wealth. Each pie-shaped apartnent boasted | ux-
uriant gardens and views fromthe outer wall, and where
the hive had an atriumcore, rare plants and trees fes-
tooned the inner walls. Naturally the top apartnents

were the nmost exclusive and expensive, wth one whol e
floor given over to private garden and garage facilities,
swi mm ng pools, game courts, and whatever other ane-
nities the residents expected, to secure the ultimte of
confort.

Is the surround conplete yet, Ranjit? Boris asked on
his helmet corn unit.

Just now-conpletely ringed, sir. No one can get in
or out wi thout being observed.

"Comm ssioner," Boris's pilot said, "here comes the
suspect vehicle now "

The sleek white jetcar swooped to settle and deposit
its passengers on the roof of the hive.

"Three nmen!"

"I can see that myself," Boris said. "Secure that
jetter the monent it's garaged. See what you can get
the pilot to say. Grab the |og, and any garage records.
And now-" He could not keep the satisfaction out of
his voice. "Let's get the bastards.”

The LEO pilot put them down on the hive roof, and

Boris Roznine and his squad nmade for the ranp down

to the entrance |l evel of the penthouse. Seeing the for-
mal and form dable attire of the LEO commi ssioner and
hi s aide, the door attendant hurried to open it. His bow
was respectful and nervous.

"\What are you doing, you naga? |'m not expecting
guests!'' exclainmed the man at the other end of the mag-
nificent white marbled reception hall. A servant was

just assisting the renoval of his el egant blue suede |ong
coat while a second man was al so shruggi ng, unas-

sisted, out of his own outerwear. "Exclude themim

medi ately. "

"I think not, Prince Phanibal," Boris said, stepping
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forward while sending Ranjit a quick thought about re-
i nforcenents.

The prince's conpani on noved w th astonishing
speed out the nearest of the many doors |eading from
the entry hall while the paral yzed doorman gaped.

"I's H's Excellency at home?" Boris asked, sone
glimer of Jak's protocol |essons seeping through his
anger. The doornman fearfully nodded before the prince
ordered himnot to respond.

"How dar e you--whoever you are--enter a diplo-

mati c residence without invitation?" Prince Phaniba
demanded, his expression haughty and totally confi-
dent. His gaze ignored the lieutenant by Boris's side
and the detachnent standing just outside the door

"Boris Roznine, conm ssioner for Law Enforcenent

and Order in Jerhattan!" Boris turned to the awed and
shaki ng doorman. "Please beg H s Excellency's indul-
gence and request an imediate interview on a matter
of grave urgency."

The attendant, ignoring the prince's counternands

and threats, opened a hidden door and di sappeared. He
had no sooner gone than all the other doors of the en-
trance hall swung open and a nunber of large nmen filed
inwith nmlitary precision. Three, black-robed and tur-
baned, with silver-nmounted belts and daggers which
were exactly the legal length pernmitted display guards,
i medi ately flanked the prince.

Boris did not need to | ook over his shoulder to know
that the LEO officers just outside the doorway, carrying
t he weaponry |l egal for them outnunbered the enmbassy
guards and were quite ready to force an entry. He waited
a nonent for the prince to absorb that fact.

"I believe that we now await Hi s Excellency's ap-
pearance," he said with a grimand ungenial smle and,
in studied insult to a royal person, seated hinself on
t he nearest decorative bench

"Do you not understand the repercussions this un-

warranted intrusion--" Prince Phani bal began inperi-
ously. "I amnot only a royal prince of ny house but
a manager of the Padrugoi. | am due back on the plat-

formon the next shuttle.’

"That is why I, as LEO conm ssioner, amhere to
explain personally to the ambassador," Boris replied.
Is this the guy who's been giving Rhyssa so nuch



grief? Perhaps if we both try, we can probe his nind,
he sent to Sascha. It's not adnissible evidence in court
since it's under duress, but it'll give us sonme clues.

There was a brief pause as the brothers tried to breach
the prince's nmind. Then Boris pulled back. He's got a
dense mind shield. He's had careful conditioning, and
I"d love to know where. No, we can't break it, not with-
out breaking the I aw

The slightest of smles tugged at the comer of the
prince's nmouth and his eyes narrowed, hiding snug

pl easure at deflecting the nmental intrusion. He raised
his left hand briefly, his fingers closing as if on sone
accust oned possession. Then he threw his fingers open

in vexation and raised the armindolently across his
chest, the smle broadening.

"Perhaps you have mislaid your little stick," Boris
heard hi nsel f saying. Sascha was there! Saving tine
and effort, brother? Boris asked.

The little stick which made raw neat of Tiria 's feet,
Sascha sai d savagely.

Prince Phanibal stiffened in surprise. "l--what?"

"The little switch that you are fond of carrying as an
af fectation, for you don't own any--animals--1 be-
lieve," the Boris/Sascha |ink continued. "The one with
the ivory handl e and the rather unusual filigree design.'

"I do not have to account for mnmy possessions to such

as you," Prince Phanibal replied as he angl ed hinsel f
obliquely fromBoris, tilting his chin arrogantly to dis-
pl ay what nmany probably considered a handsone pro-

file.

At that point the anbassador, clad in a deep purple
vel vet robe with exquisite gold designs, entered from
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the central door. He cast one startled | ook at the prince
and his pose, another at the group by the door, then
signaled for the guards to withdraw. Boris Roznine rose
and wal ked forward to nmeet the Ml aysi an

"Due to the gravity of this situation, Your Excel -

| ency,"” he said, speaking on his own although he knew
that Sascha was listening avidly, "you will pernmt ne



to dispense with formalities. This man"--he gestured

to the al oof prince--"and another have been invol ved

in activities inconpatible with any function in your em
bassy. | nmust ask you to instruct Hi s H ghness and his
conpani on to acconpany ne to the LEO headquar -

ters."

"Wth what could the Prince Phani bal be charged?”
t he anbassador asked with great dignity.

"The charge is indeed grave. Your Excellency, for

there has been traffic in abducting m nors and subjecting
themto illicit bondage for ne purpose of slave |abor

unl awful intercourse, and organ renoval ."

"You have proof of such a heinous crine?" The am
bassador drew hinself nmore erect, but he did not appear

to be all that surprised

"Yes, Your Excellency." Boris inclined his head with

a nod of regret. The anbassador was too fine an old man
to be saddled with such a scandal.' 'There are w tnesses!"
the Bori s/ Sascha |ink continued, supporting Boris's reply.
"Tal ented w tnesses. "

The prince snorted his disbelief, his poise undis-
turbed. "Such a claimtries all patience. You will dis-
m ss these deceivers. Uncle.”

Sascha: This bugger's clever

Boris: He hasn't turned a hair or adnitted a thing.
Sascha: Does he think all Talents are adults?

Boris: Tiriais on the official Register, is she not?
Sascha: Didn 't you read the ID bracel et you got her

si x weeks ago? And there are four of the | adrones, spill-
ing their guts to avoid being spaced, confirm ng what
we' ve got out of Flinflamfor turning State's evidence--

his mnd took very little pressure when he regai ned con-
sci ousness. That was sonme scamthey had goi ng. Fur-
thernore, it was the dear prince who infiltrated LEO
programs and filched the strand fornula. He had al

t he speci al clearance passwords because he was work-

i ng on Padrugoi and doing all that fine work with the
Josephson junctions. He browsed and took what he

needed. Got his island |l aboratory to perfect a variation
for Flinflamto use as a special effect in those REs he
put on. We have all the details needed to inplicate the
prince and that secretary of his. Returned fromthe re-
ligious institutions and a period of neditation in the Far
East? He was planning the whole thing with Prince
Phani bal ' s backi ng. Sascha's snort of contenpt was so
strong that Boris grunted.

The anbassador turned his head slightly over one

shoul der in Prince Phanibal's direction. "I will not dis-
m ss them Nephew. Talent cannot be forsworn." Then

he regarded Boris steadily for a nmonent and beckoned

for the prince to step forward. "You will go with



them"
"But | cannot be arrested |like a comopn crinmnal!"”

"Ch, indeed. Nephew, you are an uncomon crim

inal, for diplomatic immunity does not shield peder-
asts," the old nan said in a voice that was | eached of
all enotion.

A" You cannot permt such insult to our nane," the
prince said, slapping his fists to his legs in his barely

contained frustration and anger. "My father will hear
of this. You will hear of this. You will be disgraced!
You will never return to your honme. Your children and

your children's children are dog neat..."

I gnoring him the Ml aysi an anbassador strode to the
nearest door and closed it firmy behind him The guards
noved to cover each of the doorways, subtly renoving

of ficial protection fromthe prince.

Conmi ssioner? Ranjit said politely. The pilot has
been arrested, and we have the jetter's logs and the
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garage log. Also, Prince Shinta's conmpani on was ap-
prehended, attenpting to escape.

"I'f you will cone with us . " Boris began for-
mal |y, gesturing toward the roof |anding steps.

The prince suddenly erupted into action, his face
contorted in rage, flinging hinself toward the opening
Boris had made. Ranjit, with great presence of nind
neatly tripped the nman as he passed.

At that, it took three officers to subdue the raving
nman.

"So, despite appeals fromhis grieving father, and
protests from Ludm || a Barchenka that H s Hi ghness
Manager Phani bal Shimaz must be rel eased until the
station is conpleted,"” Sascha told Tiria, sitting on the
edge of her bed in Dorotea's house, "that scuzball wll
spend the rest of his life at hard | abor on the noon."

"And FlinflanP" Tula's eyes flashed with an anger
and hatred that startled Sascha, even though he under-
stood it.

"Ch, turning State's evidence gave hima choice of
occupations,” he said with a grin. "He elected to take
a job as a sanitation engineer on the Big Station. Not
exactly spaced out, but near enough."

"How many of the kids were illegal s?" she asked



after relishing Flinflamis future for a | ong and sati sfac-
tory nmoment. She and Peter had both been in court to

give their evidence but had not heard the sentencing.

She still was not confortable wal king very far on her
tender feet, and despite Peter's patient instruction in

ki netics, she had been unable to levitate as he did. Peter
was baffled, sure that she had sone |atent kinetic abil-
ity; he maintained that he had been unconsci ous when

Fl i nfl am had been thrown kinetically across the room

just as the rescuers arrived.

"Ei ghty-seven children," Sascha replied brusquely.

"In the hos'tels, huh?" Tiria gave a | ong sigh

"Just think what you and Peter saved them from
Tiria. You had a taste of it."

"And there haven't been any nore deals or abduc-
tions?"

Sascha shook hi s head.

The apathy that had settled over Tiria after the trial
worried everyone in the Center. Cbediently she had

wor ked with the physiotherapist to regain novenent in
her damaged feet--she had been nore severely injured
than had first been apparent. She had dutifully tried to
i mprove her tel epathic range, but Dorotea and Peter

were the only ones she could hear at any di stance; even
Sascha she could hear only if he was within a hundred
nmeters. She did test to an astoundi ng degree of enpa-
thy, the source of her unusual |inguistic feats.

She was assiduous in foll owing her education pro-

gram opting for a very wide variety of courses, sone
of whi ch Dorotea was certain she could not yet com
prehend. Her reports proved that she was nore preco-
cious than anticipated. She took no joy in the freedom
of the Center's -grounds and played with no other chil-
dren despite their repeated attenpts to interest her. She
had even refused to go on shopping trips with either
Sascha or Cass. She tended to become nore ani nated

in Peter's conpany, but she saw himonly rarely, as he
and Rhyssa were deeply involved in his highly special -
i zed training. She was virtually recovered fromthe ab-
duction, but her norale was extrenely |ow, so Dorotea
had insisted that Sascha come for a visit.

' "VWhat does it take to strand a kid?'' Tiria asked him
"Look, chip," he said, laying a gentle hand on her

knee and noting that she felt no less fragile to him

t hough she had put on weight since she had first cone
to the Center. "You can't save all the illegals. And for
t he nonent the danger is over."

"But not the appetites,"” Tiria said, brooding. "Like
that scuzzy prince." In the privacy of her room her
face took on a malicious expression. "Is it difficult to
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strand a ki d? Cass and Suz said they were strandi ng
kids in Linear E. Have they inproved the strand for a
| ong-term use?"

"I know you're biologically twelve years old, Tiria,
but you sound fifty." Sascha was exasper at ed.

She tilted her head up at him regarding himthrough
slightly narrowed eyes, a little smle playing at her lips.
"In the Linears | am You surely don't want another
scamlike that RIG do you? And like you said, even

illegal kids have rights! | know Cass has had her baby

and woul dn't want to go undercover so soon. But 1'd

bet ny last credit--"

"All of themare the Center's now, renenber?" Sa-
scha teased, and caught a sly gleamin her eyes. So
Dor ot ea was right about her squirreling some floaters
away. O d habits died hard.

"And the Center also has to give nme anything
want - -"

"Wthin reason."

"Well, I'll be reasonable. |I'mgood at | anguages-
anyone's-- but | can't keep sharp if 1'mhere," she
sai d, gesturing out the wi ndow at the |awn. "And
Teacher says | don't know all the | anguages of the

world--yet. 1'Il do you a deal, Sascha Roznine." She
cocked her head at himin what he had cone to call her
"haggling manner." "I'Ill strand illegals in every Jer-
hattan Linear. I'Il strand '"em but | won't report 'em"
She gave a mirthless grin. "If there're sweeps, and

was blamed for "em 1'd | ose ny--what do you call it-

credibility? | got ethics, too, you know. But |'d know
when trouble was brewing, and that | would report.

That'd help, wouldn't it? 1'd be a better troubl e-spotter
than any of those LEO plants of your brother's!" The

noti on seened to anuse her, and certainly she had

become nore animated. "I al ways knew who was

LEO - even who was Tal ent.”

Whil e there was no question of her affection for Sa-
scha, she was never easy in Boris's presence, though

he had tried to be ingratiating. An ingrained distrust of
all LEGs was Sascha's diagnosis, not wishing Tiria to
be at odds with his twn.

"You really wouldn't consider staying here with
Dor ot ea and extendi ng your Tal ents?"

Tiria wagged her head, grimacing. "lIt's not that I



don't like Dorotea. She's the best ever. It's just--1 don't

feel confortable in all of this." Her glance swept
around the well-appointed room "I'm a Linear brat.

My Talent, as you call it," she said, winkling her nose
in self-deprecation, "works best in a Linear environ-
ment." Her eyes tw nkl ed.

"You can't live all your life in a Linear," Dorotea
said, entering the room her expression worried. She
radi ated affection, reassurance, and support.

"Way not?" Tiria demanded, lifting her hands in a
qui ck gesture of exasperation

"I ndeed, why not?" Sascha echoed.

"Cass and Suz live on the high side of Linears when

they're undercover. 1'd really Iike ny own squat on
say, Level 19,' so |I'd have a view and not so nuch
snpg." Her grin was sheer inmpudence. "lIn case he

hasn't been listening in, ask your brother if | wouldn't
be more use to himliving in a Linear."

Sascha | aughed. Bro? Did you hear that?

Little bint! You "Il never know where you are with that
one, ' #will you? It's denonstrable that she's superb as a
pul se-keeper. There are far nore squabbl es and argu-
ments in Linear G than while she was there. | could

use a Tiria in all the big Linears. If Rhyssa doesn 't
mnd ...

Dorotea: | mnd

Boris: Sorry, Dorotea, but Tiria's a Registered Tal -

ent and too damed vital to lay about until she's of age.
But there's nothing that says she has to live at the Cen-
ter while she's waiting for her eighteenth birthday to
cone around. If she 'd be nuch happier in a Linear, she
could live in one. Wth Lessud and his famly in Island
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K? Go to school properly and still keep her ears and
eyes open for the general well-being of the comrunity.
Wth the scamdried up in Jerhattan, Long Island is the
next |ogical pool to fish in for illegal kids. W could
we a reliable pul se-keeper like Tirla.

"Did you get any of that, Tiria?" Sascha asked her
grinning. Sitting beside her, he could feel her concen-
trating on "listening," but her mnd echoed nothing but
the desire to hear.

She shook her head and gave a sad little sigh, with a
| ook of apol ogy to Dorotea, who had been trying so
hard to train her.



"The Bro wants to know if you'd prefer to live in a
Long Island Residential while you're waiting to grow
up, " Sascha expl ai ned.

"A Residential in Long Island?" Tirla becane ani -

mat ed at once, sitting up in her bed, her big dark eyes
glittering, a delicate tinge of color suffusing her cheeks,
and a hopeful smile on her lips. "That'd be living in

hi gh style!"

EPI LOGUE
#$# N Three nonths | ater
Rhyssa?

The tone, apologetic but firm roused Rhyssa from

one of those intense sleeps where it is difficult to nove
t he body even when the brain has become alert. She |ay
heavy in the bed and nanaged to open one eye to see

the clock; then she heard the fanmiliar sound of Dave
singing softly to hinself in the bathroom Once again

she had overslept. She really did not know what was

the matter with her these past few weeks--she sinply
could not seemto get enough sl eep

Rhyssa! The tone was nore urgent, and then recog-
nition cane.

Yes, Madlyn? What's the matter?

| didn 't wake you, did I? | thought | had Earth times
down pat.

| overslept. What's the matter?

It's her! Disgust, frustration, anger, and exasperation
packed into that one pronoun forewarned Rhyssa. She's
at it again. Saying we Talents are not doing our job!
W have only pulled her out o/her m dden and yet she
has the gall to blanme us for anything that goes wong
up here.

What is it this time? Rhyssa haul ed hersel f up agai nst
her pillows and reached for the coffee thernos--another
el egant notion of M. Lehardt's, and so civilized. She
started to pour herself a cup and then stopped. The snell
of it turned her stomach.
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There's one last very critical shipment due to cone
up, Madlyn went on, only it hasn 't because Johnny says
he won't ship it yet.



wn't ship ifl That blew the |ast of sleep-fog from
Rhyssa's mind. Wiat was Col onel Greene up to now?

And naturally it's essential/or her to conplete the in-
stal | ati on?

Vital! It's got the last of the internal mechani sms and
renotes. Very delicate stuff, | know, and not sonething
you want bounced about. And there's only a week nore
before the conpletion date. Then we can all cone down
to earth! There was heartfelt relief in Madlyn's tone.
So we want to know why it's being held up. Because

we are, too, you know.

I know. I'"Il sort it out, Madlyn. Indeed, | wll.

Dave was whistling | ouder now that he knew she was

awake. He night not have been tel epathic, but he dis-

pl ayed a keen sensitivity where she was concerned t hat
nore than made up for it in ways she could never have
anticipated. She grinned to herself and then recalled the
task at hand. Eight-thirty was not too early to rouse

Col onel John Greene out of his Floridian sack

Johnny boy, phone nme! He was too far away to link
telepathically with her, but her call would reach him
easily enough. She | ooked at the phone, counting down.
It rang in exactly ten seconds.

"You wi shed parl ance with ne, Madane Lehardt?"

"I do indeed. Col onel Greene. Wat hanky-panky
are you pulling on poor dear Ludnilla?"

Johnny's chuckl e was drenched in malice. "Only

what she deserves, petal. She conscripted us Talents to
be sure she finished on tine, and finished on tine she
will be. Not one nmonent earlier, not one nonent |ater.
Why ?"

"Ch, | see." Rhyssa chuckled. "And you have it
tined to the final hour?"

"Lance and | worked out the tinme it would take to
install those' controls, and we've schedul ed the kinetics
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needed. We know exactly how long it will take. Lance
nmust have forgotten to clue Madlyn. |I'm sony she's
getting hassled, but she's well able for it. Soothe her
down, will you, Rhys? W're doing it our way!"

"Ch, | quite agree. Not an hour early and not an hour
late.”

As she hung up, Dave came in the room a towel
draped about his lean hips. "I did try to wake you
Rhys," he said with a rueful expression. "You just
don't want to get up in the norning."



"I'"'mwanton enough to adnit that | |ove being in

bed with you, Dave, but preferably awake, not sl eeping
like the dead.'' She lifted her arnms and began to stretch
t hen stopped. "And what's wong with the coffee? The
snel | nakes me nauseous."

Dave grinned as he sat down on the edge of the bed,

| ooking at her: His blue eyes crinkled. "Figured it out
yet?" he asked, glancing down at her abdonen.

"I thought--1 nmean, | haven't been ill," Rhyssa said
wi t h dawni ng awar eness, "just sleepy! GCh, Dave, could
| really be pregnant?"

"Think about it a nonent, 0 wi se woman!" He got

up, shedding his towel as he began to dress. She |oved

| ooking at him no matter what he was doing, and the
intimacy of this daily act was sonething special for her.
"After all, I've been doing ny best for several nonths
now "

Awed by the possibility, Rhyssa did start thinking
about her body, placing her hands gently on her belly,
intuiting the biof eedback.

"Ch, Dave, | ampregnant. | am"

"I think you're the |ast one to have copped on, then,"
he replied, grinning broadly. "Dorotea knows."

"And she said nothing?" Rhyssa sat bolt upright
again, startled and somewhat niffed that she had been
left in the dark--and by Dorotea!

"Well, there's some things it's nore fun to find out
by yourself," he said, grinning as he stooped down to
292
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kiss her lovingly. "There's a sort of gl ow about you,
too. Everyone's noticed. They've been politely waiting
for an official announcenment." He stroked her tangled
hair, running fingers down her silver streak

She sighed, then blurted out, "Does Sascha know?"

Dave stopped in the act of pulling on his tunic and
ducked his head out of the folds to regard her with sone
alarm "Sascha? | know you're close but--"

"Well ..." Rhyssa paused. There was one of the

few drawbacks to Dave's | ack of Talent. Sonetines she
had to explain with far nore detail than a Tal ent woul d
require. "Well, Sascha's got to wait, that's all, and he
doesn't take waiting kindly."



"Wait?" Dave pulled the tunic down. "Wait for
what ?"

"For Tiria to grow up, of course," she said, gath-

ering herself to rise fromthe bed. She felt oddly pro-
tective of the new life inside her, which was silly, since
it was obviously well settled in.

"Tiria?" Dave's eyes nearly popped in astonish-
ment. "He's gone on her? Dirty old man!"

"Not so old and certainly not dirty where Tiria is
concerned. Bolt out of the blue on him all right enough
He's never felt that way about any other female."

Rhyssa permitted herself a little knowng smle. ' 'But
she's the one for him and he knows it. He just has to
wait a few years."

"That wi ght's not even--"

"Tiria is twelve now, going on two hundred,"

Rhyssa replied with sone asperity. Tiria was a very

i nteresting personality, and she and Sascha woul d dea
very well together. It was incredible, really, to have
found two such diverse Tal ents during her directorship:

one macro who woul d shift worlds and one whose skil

was a micro-Talent, eroding | anguage barriers. "Nee-
sters ripen a lot faster than we Northern and Ccci dent al
types. She'll be nore than ready in four years to marry
Sascha. "

"And that's deci ded?" Dave was skepti cal

Rhyssa smiled. "Sascha precogged it--to his intense

ast oni shment. Next tine you see themtogether, notice
how she | ooks at him Quite proprietary that young | ady
is where Sascha is concerned. And she's better for him
t han Madl yn woul d ever be."

"And they'll have Tal ented kids?"

"That's a very high probability.
smugl y.

Rhyssa snil ed

Dave paused. In her presence he always allowed his
enotions to show. He cleared his throat and asked
briskly, "What about us? When will we know?"

To reassure the man she | oved, Rhyssa sniled as she
nodded. "No problemthere."

"You sound so sure."
She put her arnms around his neck, letting her gravid

belly rest against himas she pulled his head down to
kiss him "I am He just told ne so."
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