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GLOSSARY OF AMERICANM INDIAN

tenms and ancient place names

Agquehonga Mana chknong— Staten Island
guke— land, ground
huskanaw— mtes of manhood
Keonaande Kongh— vilage locsted on Marhattan betwean what is new
Lexirgter Axermae and Madison Av erme from 98th
to 100th Streets
Mahizanituk— the Hudson Fiver
o jik ha di gé& ga— the Atlantic Ocean (roqueis)
sachern— chief
Saperewa cl— Marble Hll, Brome
Sapokanikan— a place situated on the banke of the Hudsen Fiver
nesr what & now Garsevoon Strest in lower
Manhattan
sharman— medicihe man, healer
Shatermuc— another name for the River Hudson



D Prologue
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merging from the dark side of Phito, the thy alien ship

flashed silver in the light of the distant sun. Across the egg-

shaped vessels prow were stenciled neat, red symbels,
strange dots and slashes meaningless to Earthlings' eves, In
English, they might read:

Intergalactic Society for Planetary Conservation
HA HM. Patrol Scout Class I /Pod &6

Thers was no break in the pods peolished sides, no hatch or
porthole, The hollow interior—the cabin—was richly studded wih
many -colored cry stals, some small as a thumbnail; others big as
a fist: the ship's hstnumentation. Here and thers, crystals wirkeed
on and off at differing frequencies. Most were dark and unlit,
awaiting some signal that would trigger them to ther proper tasks.



Amidships, the cabin traced the vessel's ovoid curve, Fore and
aft, the walls were flat. The front wall housed three tiers of square
boxes, twelve to a row,. At first glance, they locked likke a bank of
soreens ina TV store, A closer loock would show they were not flat
at all, but 3-D projectors, or holographs, fobbares.

When activated, these holoboxes presanted visual data from the
ship's scanners: charts, graphs, computer-generated constracts;
lnear models of rivers, seas, and mowntains, These boxes wers
currently set in pordffofe mode, acting as windows to the outside,
Al together, they formed a compound eve, giving a 260° sweep of
the shin's sumoundings.

The cabin's back wall housed a storage panel, wih rows of
doors like lockers ma gym

And the pilot?

b the middle of the floor was a platform, On the platform was
a giant cylinder, seven feet long wih hinged lid: the ship's LSEM—
Lfe-Support and Eepair Moduls, In that oylnder the piot lay
enclosed; n dark bhie jumpsuit with high neck and long red
sleeves, his head encased i a sibver cap cormected to the cylinder
walls by varicus tubes and wires, He looked quite dead. His chest
never moved n that aittight, mylar-padded cocoon; his eyelids
never waversd. Thers he lay, in stasis, awaiting a signal that would
trigger him to lfe, while the craft sped on, past Neptune, then
Urarus, and then Satum, and in toward Jupitern

Time passed, registered and calbrated in fractions of light years.

The spotless cabin hurmmed with noise: clicks, and snicks, and
whirrings, as the vessel constantly checked and modfied its

course around Mars, then in toward the thrd planet from the sun.
Suddenly, as the aaft neared that thrd planst, crystals wirdeed
on i clusters, filllhg the cabin with radiance. The LSEM lid slowly
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lfted. Hahn stired, opened his eyes, and blinked up at the ceiling.
Disengaging himsef from the metal cap, he rubbed his shaven
head and climbed out onto the floor, He touched a crystal inthe
cylinder's side, a panel opened at his feet, and the LSEM sank nto
the floor

Hahn moved nto the newl aeated space and stretched,
spreading his amms wide, pressing his large palns aganst the
cabin ceiling. He was big-boned and tall, wih generous features,
and well-shaped skull. His feet, large alo, were encased in dark
shoes, lke nunning shoes, that mads no sound as he moved to
inspect the ship's hstnumentation and the flickering monitor wall,
He had been activated: now to find out why, Leaving the top boxes
on porthole mode, Hahn tapped out a series of rhythmic codes,
converting the lower lines to show other data,

Stars gave way to charts and nmurbers,

Hahn surveyed them in surprise. That third planet out from its
sun: the last time he'd swung by locking for signs of significant
lfe—eons ago, local time—is atmosphere had been anaerobic:
largely methane and carbon dicxide, allowing none but the most
primitive of life forms: simple-celled bacteria. But according to the
sigrals now comig in, between his last visit and this one, the
planst had "hicocupped," and reversed itselff. Now its atmosphers
was predominartly oxygern—aercbic—which could mean . . .

The data was streaming h now. No doubt about it. Things had
moved radically since his last patrol. ¥ some more complex beng
now lived upon that world, he'd find it. He had been prograrmmed
to identfy all shapes and fomms of intelligent life, which was just as
well, for of all those he'd found on over one hundred different
worlds during his career, very few had been remotely hurman., .

Hahn checked the top row of boxes, scanning the space around
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the ship carefully. Several HA H.N.s had gone missing on patrol
lately, right acoss the galaxies. Why and how, ISPYC had yet to
determine. So caution was the word, Wih scouts disappe=aring,
emergent planets were naeasingly at risk: wnrecorded, and
unprotected from alisn settlers,

Mary member worlds of the Intergalactic Federation were not
pleased with the space protection laws, Eesented ISPY s efforts to
protect evolving werlds from owtside encroachment. Defeated by
law, land-lnmngry systems were working to sabotage ISPYC's
patrols by any means, illegal, or even deadly. . . .

b view of the disappearances, all scouts were on alert. In the
event of sudden attack, evasion was the first course. But f capture
searmed nevitable, the scout, swom never to hamm his enwviron-
mert, never to be seized by any foree hostile to ISPYC, had one
final drastic step.

Hahn glanced up to a panel set high i the oorve of the cabin
wall Etched on its glossy suface was what locked lke a figurs
eight lyihg on ts side: symbeol of nfinty. Behind the panel glearmed
a large, dark quartz—his doomsday stone, as he called it. In the
final resort, Halhn would tap out the acosss code—three short, one
long, three times—on the seal, and it would release, exposing the
stone beneath. A sihgle touch on that aystal would send aaft and
scout on a one-way trp through space and time—nonstop, Cnee
activated, the cormumand could not be canceled.

Hahn eyed the docmsday stone wncorfortably, sensing the
inhibting facors mplanted deep within him. Craft and scout had
cost so much; could not easily be replaced. Therefore, these
irhibting factors were designed to prevert any scout from self-
destructing 1nless t was the last resort,

Hahn tirnied back to the holoboxes, Scanners had picked up a

12



larges rmurber of small comrmunications satelltes in orbt above the
planet's atmosphers, all of them active.

Passing the one small moon, Hahn set his ship in orbit aganst
the direction of the planets tum, scarning its night and day side
conticusly,

Data—in rapid strings of binary code—were stadking up in the
computer barks too fast for the holoboxes to handle, Scanning
them n visual, human tenms took far too long, much as Hahn
liked . He put a finger to a temminal i the left wall and stood, eyes
closed, head to one side, as though listening.

That planet was rhabited, allright, by many minds and voices,
all of which he could hear and understand simultanecusly through
his built-in translator. And those people wers human! This made
Hahn feel glad, as he had felt those other times he'd discovered
humans, although he wasn't supposed to feel disposed toward one
form more than any other, The fact that he felt glad at all puzzled
hirm highly, for he had not been built to feefarything, Perhaps, he
thought, t was that he himself was of a humanoid cast.

That world dewn there—it must have a name. Hahn rapidly
scanned the swelling data banles, finding what he sought in many
sounds and symbols, some dating back to the earliest history of
the planst:

cerde L eorthe L erthe L erdhia L jordh L L jord L L
airtha . . . tema . . .

His little craft, smerging from dark to light, and passing over a
wide land mass in the nethem hemisphers, caught and focussed
on one cverriding local name:

Earth,
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H alin glanced wistfully nto the boxes, The data banks were

almost full; his job was almost done. He had discovered

another viable world, and recorded proof of its finess to
be ertered nto the register of protected planets. Cnee he beamed
the data back to [SPYC, Earth was out-of bounds to grabby alien
settlers. Ther, his job done, he'd go back into the LSEM to lie dor-
mart while the ship carried him on to the next star system, light
years away.

He shouldn't mind going on again, Hahn told himself. He
wasn't made to mind. He was designed as a single patrol scout
unt, no more, no less,

Still, Allthose humans down thers, going about thet lives, quite
unaware of him, of his coming and geoing. Those other worlds
where he'd discovered live thinking bengs—he'd had to leave
them, too, without meeting one of them face-to face, Halin was
forbidden to nterfers with any newly discoversd world lest he



change the natural course of its evolation, In fact, ISPYC rules for-
bade him to make the slightest contad with a member of an alisn
world, or to reveal his presence n any way. His job was mer=ly to
ocbserve and record, make his report, then go on, as he'd done
faithfully, cbediently, from the moment he'd been activated. But,
lately, =ach discovery of one of those planets was leaving Hahn
meore and meore lonely for company—especially human compary.
Which was strange, for Hahn wasn't supposed to feel lonely: he'd
been programmed to operate alone.

Without thinking, Hahn had edged the ship down inte station-
ary orbt over the land mass below. The (nited States of America,
the data said.

Sprirkeles of spring were spreading wp nto the nortthem lati-
tudes, Hahn had seen it before on similar planets with frozen polar
caps, hot equators, and wobbly axes, Infact, his cwn homewerld,
Telfar, [SPYCs base, was one such., When spring came, the sap
ross; warmmth retumed to the land, and new lfe emerged nto a
season of hope and fresh starts: a time when all kinds of miracles
might happen beyond the city domes that sealed the people n.
But he had never actually winessed his homeworld's spring, and
of all the springs he had cbserved on all those other worlds, he'd
never had a chaneces to stop and saveor one, Sighing, Hahn nudgesd
his craft slowly up the eastern seaboard, scooping up final coded
sarmples of information.

The (nited States of America.

{irded. Halin likked that word, It spoke of cooperation, a cardi-
nal sign of higher ntelligence. Wouldn't be long, he thought,
before those people down thers got around to joinihg the
Federation. Another generation or so—maybe less—and they'd be
manning sxpeditions inte space. One such landing on ancther



planet, even one 1 their own local systemn, that's all it would take
to eam this world galactic recogntion. Ancther few hundred years
cnly, and they'd reach intergalactic status for sure.

Hahn zoomed in his roboscope for a view from thity thousand
feet, and caught scft blus mountains, and shining sibver rivers
flowing toward the sea. Looked more and mere like Telfar, Hahn
thought. There, also, the dominant intelligent species was human,
though it was not Telfars only form of thnking life. Maybe this was
why he lingered, looking, even though now the data banks sig-
naled FULL.

He conttmed north up the gliterng coastline, until he was
directly above an island of towers that shone like a stads of tall
quartz columns n the sun. Beautiful, s name? Habinfound it ina
blink.

Manfattan,

Lke a boat, t floated, wih the Hudson to port, and the East
Ewer to its statboard side, A crowded boat, wih many masts,
open to the ar. On Tefar these days, ctiss wers sealed under
quartz  domes, theirr atmospheres filtered and controlled.
Megalopolises, that seemed to Haln mores like nisect colonies than
human dwellings., Eapt, Haln gazed nto the holoboxes, desire
growing within him to transmat down there, How long since peo-
ple on Telfar had walied down a street feeling the sun and wind
directly on ther faces? Cr the ramn falling spontanecusly from the
sky? He focussed the roboscope on the island's southem secter,
on a particularly thick concentration of humans, streaming lise a
turbulent river through narrow, canyeon streets, Eve fixed to the
'scope, Hahn zoomed in more closely yet: three thousand fest,
three hundred. Thity, Still going, he sedged the scope's viewfinder
down between tall buildings into a narow crevasse deep in late



aftermoon shadow, lmowng and wunderstanding exactly what he
saw as if he had been bom and bred in that city, Moving the scope
around, he could pide out quite planly ndividual pedestrians
crowding the sidewalks, and street signs: Broad Street, Wall Street,
Hanover, Primitive wheeled traffic padsed the thoroughfarss, It was
Friday aftemoon rash heour, the data said. Thess humans had fin-
ished work for the weeld, and were set on getting home, Most of
them huried by alenes, chitching bags and briefoases. Some, lke
that man and woman thers, walked more slowly, rapt 1 each
other, Even as he watched, they ducked out of sight inte a coffes
shop. As they disappeared, a woman stopped to gaze into a large,
bright shopwindow, clogging the sidewalk; creating a jam.

All those humans, so many of them, So like the ones on Tefar
even f the sumoundings were more aborighnal. . . .

Hahn was just zooming n for vet a closer look when a bottormn
row box caught his eye: a 3-D radar grid of the space secter
behind him. A bright blip was aossing that grid, heading for his
ship. Haln pressed for porthols mode, maximam resolation. The
radar grid vanished, replaced by a view of stammy space, and Hahn
saw that the blip was a silver pod, just like his cwn—and it was
coming straight at him!

Even as Hahn felt his shock of surmprise, he mechanically regis-
tered the accompanying surge of adrenaling, and checlked the flow
back down to nommal. He slowed his breathing, calmed himself. All
these symptoms were the result of emotion, and smeotion was a
hurman trait, sterming from the heart. And he was supposed not
to feel but to think, and fast. Another scout pod, hers, in his patrol
sector? How? And why?

Hahn hailed the approaching pod on ship-to-ship frequenay.

Mo response.



The little craft, still on collision course, was now so close that
Hahn could see quite planly the logo on its nose:

Intergalactic Society for Planetary Conservation
H.A HM Patrol Scout Class I{/Pod §24

Pod #2472 That had gone missiig a whie badce in the
Andromeda section. How had it gotten here? And why this hostile
maneuver? Hahn reached to hail again. At that nistant, bhe light
flashed from the pods nose and hurtled across the veid toward
him. A disruptor chargs, a bolt of blue deathlight!

Hahn activated his own craft's deflector shield and swerved. His
ship shuddered as the shot grazed ts starboard side. A HA HN
turmed against his fellow? What was godzg ol

Hahr spin his ship abot to face the oncoming araft, his mind racihg,

Crders wers, when under attack, especially near an nhabted
planet, to take evasive action.

Even as Haln faced about, a second bolt came at him.

Despie the deflector shield, the shot skimned his craft's thin
shell, and the little shir juddered, throwing him against the wall.
Evasion was not encugh. He st fire a waming shot. Habin right -
ed himself, steadied his craft, then, fixhg pod #24 grid-center, he
touched his own deep blue fring aystal A ball of light out the
dark, hurtled toward the other ship's nose.

Hahn called ot 1 dismmay. A hit! How, when he had been at
pains to miss the craft? The stricken pod twisted, spun, then
began to fall n toward Earth's atmesphere, Hahn watched, horri-
fied. Al those pecple down there! The damage from the aash
would be catastrophic! He waited for the other HA H.IY. to use his
doomsday butten and disappear, to remeove himself from this sec-

tor of space and time.



Bt the disabled pod only contimied ts deadly dive unchanged
toward the atmosphere, Of coursel Hahin smadced his brow, If
HAHN #24 was acting llte an enemy, he would have been sub-
verted, And [SPYC's fail-safe cormmmand, erased. This HA H.IN.
wouldn't cares whether he bt anyone or not.

Mirntes now, and that pod would aash down upon those masses,

What to do?

Thers was only one option: to vaporize the stricken pod, now!
Hahn checked his power reserves, Those hits had cost. He cut his
shield to boost his drive, and dove after the disabled craft.

He had the falling ship dead-center, was just putting his finger to
the fring aystal when light shot across the space between them,
catching him full on, Hahin's pod lrched, sent him sprawling,

Fooll He'd been caught with his shield down! Bank upon bank
of warning lights signaled damage all over the cabn bt his cwn
built-in sensors alkeady wamed his ship's hull was breached, and
its stabilizers gone wild, He tried to stand, fell back again, his cwn
imner gyroscopes whrling., The snemy craft was aligning for the
kill. Mo need. Hahn's pod labored under the gathering pull of
Earth's gravity. In horror, Hahin realized that the tables were tumed:
now he, Haln, was the falling bomb!

He threw an agonized glance to the distant crowds i the
holoboxes.

Cnly mirmates now.,

Thers was no way he could stop the dive. Haln eved the
doomsday stone high i the wall, way out of reach. He struggled
to haul himself v, only to fall back again, What fo do?Blow the
ship up? There'd be encormous fallout, Crash ntact onto those
crowds? Code red code red code red— #rink/

He couldnt stop the aash, couldnt dhangs his course through space,



Thers was just one chance, one way out, maybe. Hahn mus-
tered all his strength, came up onto one elbow. Then he reached
with his free anm until his groping fingertips found a white quartz
button partway up the wall: the ship's buik-h time stone., Wers
thers encugh seconds left to pull back through fime” To find
somewhere— sormewsan—with room to crash without causihng
harm?

He was so close now, he must be almost within sight of those
crowds down there, A metecr, they'd think him; a fireball falling
from a clear blus sky.

Well, he rmust malce that fireball disappear!

Hahn tapped in the adivation code, thinking of the danger to
this worlds spaceftime contirmaum, COne emror, and his entrance
could dismupt the flow of local space and time significantly. Some
choice! That or blowing up all those people, and loosing massive
radiation!

He pressed for go.

The moving shapes in the top row boxes began to shinumer,
then blar as the ship, falling faster, raced back through time.
Where, wizes, was he headed? Would he makee t back far enough
before the crash?

Hahn slowed for a nanosecond, the merest blink of an eye—
enough to see that the skyscrapers had given way to browrstone
houses, tenements, and busy streets, And lots of people still. His
armisty despened. Only seconds now to mpact.

He went on agan. The ship was budketing badly. The pressure
in the holed cabin was dropping fast; the interior, filling wih
droplets of mist.

Five seconds left.

Hahn kept his hand finmly on the crystal, his eyes steadfast on



the changmng scene. He sped back another hundred years, then
twao, the quickening strobe of days and nights fusing inte one gray
blur, but when he slowed again to check, there were people still,
so mary of them, n long skits, bresches, wigs and phamnes.
Wooden houses, cobbled strests, horses, camiages.

Four seconds.

The houses grew smaller, rougher, and sparser on the ground.

Wowld Hrey be gorne wizren He qid

Thres, two . . one!

The streets vanished, leaving woody hills, a wide tract of marsh:
beside the marsh, rough hide shelters, an open bonfre, and lines
of drying pelts flappng n the wind.

The ground rushed up. Darkness, Trees, Beed clumps.

There came a sudden tremendous impact. A flash of light, a
deafening hiss of stearm. And humans? Hahn wondered urgently,
as his head smacked the floorn Were fhere bumans still”



