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might not be able to do it at all. " He sat down excitedly at the 
computer. 

Albany whispered, "If Fargo's going to get all computerized, 
I' d better consult with Norby about getting back to our own time. 
He's a little cranky after being imprisoned for two days, and I 
suspect he doesn't enjoy your spending all your concern on Uhfy. " 

"But I've got to be friendly with Uhfy. He might be the key to 
the Hleno. " 

"Yes, but you know Norby," Albany's whisper was even 
lower. "If I don't smooth him down, he might never manage to 
hit the right time. " She disappeared down the corridor. 

Jeff waited at the air lock, feeling miserable and swinging his 
feet as he sat at the rim, watching Uhfy cavort in the water. 

"What's the matter, Jeff! " asked the Grand Dragon, coming 
out of the air lock and blinking in the sunlight. Oola was at her 
feet, stretching and yawning. 

"Well, if you want me to give it by the numbers, your Dragon­
ship, then: one, I hate being lost in time because I'm always 
afraid we'll be stuck there; two, I wish I were home; and three, 
I'm hungry. This is my third day without a decent meal. " 

"There's nothing to be done at the moment about getting you 
to your right time and place, Jeff," said the Grand Dragon, "but 
at least you can eat. I will make a snack with my own claws. " 

"That will make it taste all the better, ma'am," said Jeff po­
litely. "Could you make something for Uhfy, too? Something like 
those green or brown cubes the Hleno eat?" 

"Ugh," said the dragon. She went off quickly and returned 
quite soon with a peanut butter and jelly sandwich on protein 
bread for Jeff and a large hunk of protein bread for Uhfy. 

"Hey, Uhfy, " she yelled in the highest note she could reach. 
The young Hleno, who had just popped to the surface again, 

looked up, and she threw the bread. He caught it easily, ate it 
quickly and, waved at her. 

"I guess he likes it, " she said. 
Jeff chewed away hungrily at his sandwich. It wasn't the most 

sophisticated food in the world, but it tasted like heaven to him. 
He was astonished to find that putting just a little of it in his 
stomach eased his longing for home perceptibly. 

Oola, with a thoughtful meow, was watching Uhfy cavorting 
in the water. Bunching her feet, she jumped into the air, was 
carried over the water by her collar, and dropped into the ocean. 
She came up dog-or rather cat-paddling. 
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'1 didn't know Oola could swim," said the Grand Dragon. 
"She can do more than that," said Jeff proudly. "She turned 

inlo a fish when we first got to this planet and saved my life that 
way." 

It was warm in the sunlight and, with his stomach crammed 
wicb bread, peanut butter, and jelly, Jeff felt himself beginning to 
drop off. Maybe they were so far back in time that the ancient 
ones had not yet had a chance to develop a civilization. He slept 
with his head on the Grand Dragon's shoulder. She slept, too, 
and was snoring. 

Jeff dreamed he was the Dookaza vine, watching the early 
efforts of those who became the ancient ones. They were primi­
tive, but They built little huts and cooked their food and made 
boats for fishing. They had not yet trained the Hleno to do their 
fishing for them-

He thought he felt someone brush past him, but he resisted 
waking and kept seeing them in his mind, tall and slim and 
strange-

"Jeff! Help!" 
He woke with a start and looked down at the water. Fargo's 

head was there, and around him underwater were Hleno but so 
near the surface that their shapes were visible. They were very 
small, much smaller even than Uhfy, and as sleek as sharks! 

"'They're circling me," Fargo called out, "and they're not 
friendly. They are primitive Hleno, and there's no intelligence 
here to speak of. "  He threshed and kicked at the small Hleno. 

1bc Grand Dragon was awake. ''I'll tell Norby to bring the 
ship closer so we can get him up. What's he doing in the water 
anyway? And where's Uhfy? And Oola?" Then, with astonish­
ment, she called out, "-Look, Jeff!" 

In the distance, but coming rapidly closer, was a fleet of boats 
shaped something like long canoes, with tiny outrigger floats 
lashed to boards that crossed the center of each boat. Tall, slender 
creatures that vaguely resembled human beings were paddling the 
canoes toward the Hopeful. 

Albany came running with a stun-gun in her hand. "Fargo! If 
you can get a little distance away from them, I'll stun every last 
one of them." 

"Wait," said Jeff, "they may not be dangerous. Let's not use 
any weapons unless we have to ." He put his hands to his mouth, 
"Fargo! Oola's out there. Find her and come back using her col­
lar." 
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"I can't find her anywhere and I'm getting tired of fighting off 
these creatures." 

The canoes were still far away, and Jeff didn't know whcthec 
they were full of additional enemies or of possible friends. He 
stood up, ready to dive to his brother, when the Hopeful lurched 
and began to move. Jeff caught the side of the air lock as the ship 
drew so close to the surface that each small wave wet his shoes. 

Fargo swam toward Jeff's outstretched hand, but the small 
Hleno were also reaching for him, and he suddenly yelled and 
went under. 

''They've got him trapped under water," said Jeff. "Get 
Norby! The ship has to get to him. Meanwhile-" 

"Don't jump," said Albany, getting a firm grip on his pants. 
"You 'II be caught, too. I'll fire at them." 

"But you might stun Fargo and then he would drown for 
sure. " 

Fargo's head broke the surface again, and he took a deep 
breath. "One of them has his tentacles around my legs, but I gave 
him a karate chop and he's not pulling me under at the moment. 
They haven't got the kind of mouths they can bite with, fortu­
nately, but if they keep pulling me under the water-Well, isn't 
anyone going to help me? Where is Norby, the rescuer?" 

"I'm trying! " called out Norby's voice through the ship's 
speaker system. ''The Hleno keep moving you just as I am about 
to maneuver the ship over you. Can't you keep still?" 

Fargo's head went under, and he came up again sputtering. 
"No, I can't. Now another one's got hold of me." 

"Well, look at that," shouted the Grand Dragon. 
Beside the lead canoe was a gray shape racing through the 

water. It pulled ahead of the canoe, plunged so deep that Jeff 
couldn't see it anymore, and then the water around Fargo began 
to froth. 

"Hot dog! " yelled Fargo, swimming free just as Norby 
brought the Hopeful directly over him again. Jeff leaned down 
and pulled his brother back to the air lock. Except for a few 
marks on his legs, Fargo was intact. 

Waves heaved up to splash everyone at the air lock, and the 
Uhfy rose from the water, shaking assorted primitive ltleno who 
dropped to speed away through the water. 

"What were you doing in the ocean, Fargo?" demanded Jeff. 
"I wasn't there to fool around," said Fargo. "I went to give 

Uhfy my new gadget." 
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Ubfy floated to the air lock and held on to the edge with a 
tc:otaclc, while another touched Fargo. 

---If I 'd known you were planning to go swimming, 
Fargo, I'd have warned you about the primitives. 

Jeff reached down to touch Uhfy and said, "Where's Oola?" 
---1 can't find her, Jeff. She was swimming with me in 

the water when the Hleno arrived and then she disappeared. I 
thought she went back to the ship. 

"She didn't," said Jeff, feeling heartsick. 
At that point, the canoes arrived, and the lead paddler raised 

bis paddle in what must have been a greeting. 
"Here, Uhfy," said Fargo. He unclipped a small metal box 

from his belt and pulled out two cords. He fastened the box to 
Ubfy's throat, tying it around with the cords. "Try this." 

"Greetings, stranger," said the creature in the canoe. His red­
dish-purple skin was smooth, and it bulged with muscles. He had 
three eyes, a short neck that flowed down from a bulbous head, 
and two sets of arms that were not joined the way human arms 
arc. 

"I can hear them!" shouted Uhfy. His voice, through the 
speech box, was high and tinny, but it could be easily heard by 
human ears. 

"Can you hear us?" asked Fargo, not touching Uhfy. 
"Yes! Yes!" 
"I can hear you, too," said the being in the canoe. "Your 

language is understandable, but your accent is vile. I do not un­
derstand why you do not return my greeting. Why are you in­
volved with this large Hleno?" 

"We do not mean to be impolite to you, sir. You catch us, 
however, in what is part of a long, complicated story," said the 
talkative Fargo, drawing a deep breath. 

"Which we won't bore you with," said Jeff, kicking Fargo. 
"This Hleno is from another place, where the Hleno are civilized 
and can fly." It was impossible to say more than that. They were 
in the past, and Jeff knew that any knowledge they imparted now 
might result in changes in the future-their own present. Fargo 
would think of that in a moment, Jeff was sure. 

"Excellent," said the native. "He seems to be a variety we can 
hear easily. The others we cannot." 

''This one has a hearing aid," said Albany. "A hearing and 
speaking aid." 

"Interesting," said the native. "You seem to be intelligent, so 
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it is puzzling that you cannot speak the language any better than 
you do . It grates on the car as you pronounce it. Nevertheless, if 
you would like to visit our village , we will make you welcome."  

"No," said Norby's voice . "We don't  want to ." 
"What we mean to say," said Jeff politely, "is  that we would 

dearly wish to , but we have important work that must be done 
first. We regret this very much." 

"Yes," said Fargo, switching to a whisper in Terran Basic . 
"We•  d better return to our own time before we louse up all of 
history. " 

"We still can't  go," said Jeff out of the comer of his mouth. 
"Oola is missing ."  

"Jeff," said Norby's voice , " I  have been scanning the canoes 
with our sensors . I suggest you ask the chief or whoever that is to 
give you back your property. I think it's in the last canoe. I saw 
them pick up something from the water on the way over here ."  

"What property?" asked the chief suspiciously. 
Uhfy let go of the Hopeful and sailed out over the last canoe, 

whose occupants cowered in fear. Uhfy descended, plucked 
something out of the canoe with his tentacles , and sped back to 
the ship. 

"Is this what Norby means?" asked Uhfy, handing it to Jeff. 
It was a short, broad, leathery green cylinder, rather like a 

hassock, except that it had prickly spines upon it. 
Jeff said with delight . "That's Oola. That's the form she takes 

when she 's in danger. She must have grown spines to make sure 
the primitive Hleno didn't eat her. " He would have hugged her 
but for the spines .  

"Odd," said the chief. "You refer to that object as  ' she . '  Is  i t  a 
stage in the life-cycle of your people? That is possible , I suppose . 
Anything is possible , since there are no people like you on the 
world. We know that , for we have explored every island. Unless 
you come from under the ice .' '  

Jeff said, "We come from-elsewhere . '' 
The chief thought about that. Then he said, "I think perhaps I 

see what you mean . This is a world and we call it Nuhlenony, and 
it is ours . There is the large light in the sky that we call our sun , 
and at night there are many small lights . Why should not the 
small lights be suns, far away, with other worlds around them? 
We have reasoned this out , and I think you must come from 
another such world and,  if so , that proves our reasoning is cor­
rect ."  

Jeff listened to the other's musical , elaborate version of Jamyn 



NORBY: ROBOT FOR HIRE 1 8 1  

wall arlmiration but he said in a low voice. "I think he's already 
...... a dangerous amount from us. We must leave." 

"Good," said the Grand Dragon. "Let's go to our own time." 
··Yes," said Fargo, "since Oola's back." 
1bcy all stepped back into the ship and helped Uhfy struggle 

abomd. 
"Farewell," Jeff shouted to the chief, still standing proudly in 

llia canoe. ·'What is your name?" 
1be name rolled out of the chief's mouth, many-syllabled, 

musical , unpronounceable by any human. 
'1bank you," said Jeff. "I am Jeff." 
··wm you return to visit our village, strange Jeff?" 
"Perhaps not. But I think some day you will visit other 

worlds . I wish you well." 
1be air lock closed and the ship took off. 
"Thanks for saving Fargo's life, Uhfy," said Jeff. 
"I was glad to do so, Jeff. You and the Grand Dragon recently 

saved mine. If you have forgotten, I have not.'' 
Once again, Norby threw the Hopeful into hyperspace. 



1 2  

THE H lENO 

Nuhlenoy was , once again, an all-water planet. The Hopeful haci 
to orbit it a number of times before Jeff, watching the viewscreea 
intently, could locate the lighter patch of ocean where the under­
water building sent its black air vents up from the water. 

Once more the Hleno rose from the water with their tentacles 
ready to meet the ship as it sank downward, but this time the 
Hopeful was ready-and so was Uhfy. 

With the speaker apparatus around his neck and the Hopeful'• 
communication system adjusted, Uhfy spoke to his kindred. 

"Hello , father," said Uhfy in a rather diffident tone . 'This is 
your son, Uhfy. I was rescued by these kind and civilized crea­
tures who have gone through a great many perils and dangers to 
bring me safely home. Please don't attack the ship because the 
creatures here don't deserve it, and because the vibrations injure 
me, too."  

His own speech was broadcast outside by  the ship's communi­
cation system and was , at the same time, deepened in pitch inside 
for the rest of the Hopeful's occupants to hear. 

"Uhfy !  My son ! Your mother and I thought you were dead 
when we found you gone and the Dookaza vine ripped from the 
soil of the zoo ." 

Uhfy's father's voice was picked up by the ship's adjusted 
sensors and given to the control room at two pitches of sound, 
one for Uhfy and one for the others . Uhfy's father spoke in roll­
ing tones like high thunder. 

"I will explain everything, father, if you let us join you in the 
recreation room. These creatures cannot breathe under water so 
we must meet them there, where everyone can be comfortable ." 

"We will accede to your request, my son, but request these 

182 
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aemaes to bring no mechanical devices with them. We cannot 
parmit technology upon this planet."  

"'Jell your father," said Fargo grimly, "that we can't  possibly 
swim to the air lock of your building without our scuba equip­
lDCDt." 

"And I cannot go without Norby," said Jeff. 
While Uhfy attempted to explain this to his father, Fargo said, 

'"Listen, Albany dear, you stay aboard the Hopeful. You can navi­
plle her reasonably well , and if we have to run-uh, swim for it, 
you can pick us up."  

Albany frowned. "Am I being left behind because I 'm a 
woman? You'll need me down there."  

. .  Let's not argue, Lieutenant. I outrank you . This is an order." 
"Who outranks whom? I 'm higher up in the Manhattan police 

foo::e than you are in Yobo's secret service ."  
''Please, Albany," interposed Jeff. "If you don't stay, Fargo 

will have to, because we have to get Norby into that building, 
and Norby won't come without me. And if Fargo stays behind, 
be 'll sulk, and you know him-if he sulks, he will probably 
clccide not to pick us up if we try to leave in a hurry." 

Albany smiled. "Your argument is a good one, young Jeff. In 
view of Fargo's childish personality, we 'd better let him have his 
way." 

''Childish personality?" began Fargo indignantly, but Uhfy in-
lemlpted. 

"I'm not getting very far with my father," said Uhfy. "He's a 
very proud Hleno."  

Uhfy's father's voice sounded at this moment, "You may bring 
your equipment that will keep you alive, aliens , and you may 
bring your pet robot, but you will have to stand trial for your 
earlier invasion of the zoo ."  

"No trial ," said Fargo, "or we stay here and keep your son. "  
Uhfy began to c ry  at this , great tears gushing out o f  his yellow 

eyes. "My father is so proud," he whimpered. 
"Don't cry, Uhfy," said the Grand Dragon, rubbing him gently 

with the scales of one ann. "/ will talk to your father. I can't 
stand people who are proud without reason. It isn't as though he 
is Grand Dragon of Jamya. You there , Hleno . Are you the chief? 
What's your name?" 

"I am Sector Chief of this portion of Nuhlenony, alien, and 
my name is Buhlric . Release my son."  

"Do not take the liberty of  giving me orders, miserable Sector 
Olief of a minor planet. You are speaking to the Grand Dragon of 
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Jamya, the world you raided without warning and deprived of ita 
Mentor robots in a barbaric manner. I will puncture your wi 
bags and scorch your hides if you don't learn some manners . The 
ancient ones were far better mannered than you are ."  

Fargo had been making violent gestures at  the Grand Drap 
to speak more gently, but he might as well have waved at 
thunderstorm. 

Buhlric , however, in markedly softer tones said, "The ancient 
ones? Have you indeed seen them?" 

Fargo took advantage of the change in attitude at once . He 
said, "We have indeed seen the ancient ones , and they have 
treated us well-as they should, since we are related." 

There was a great stir among the Hleno at this . They withdrew 
some meters and clustered together, vibrating as though engaged 
in a great and solemn discussion. 

Jeff whispered to Fargo, "How can you say that, Fargo? 
There's no relation at all among us . "  

"The Hleno don' t  know that . So  far all they've seen i s  the 
Grand Dragon. No Hleno but the one who brought you here­
and Uhfy, of course-ever saw you . Your kidnapper was proba­
bly only a common soldier who knew nothing about the ancient 
ones , and Uhfy's only a kid. Now we're dealing with at least one 
important official , maybe others . "  

"Yes , but-" 
"Never mind the 'buts . '  We stand upright and have a head and 

arms and eyes in the right place . We 're short an eye each and two 
arms , but they won't  notice that . They' ll just see a resemblance 
to the ancient ones. I 'm going to open the air lock and let them 
see us . Jeff, you get the scuba equipment for yourself and me and 
the Grand Dragon ."  

'There are only two sets ," said Jeff. "The Grand Dragon will 
have to stay here."  

"Not at all ," said Norby. " I  can protect Jeff in  my personal 
field as we go through the water. The two sets can be for Fargo 
and her Dragonship. The only thing is-is it safe for me? Even if 
those horrible beings think you're some version of the ancient 
ones , they have this barbaric dislike for robots and they may put 
me in prison again . "  

"I don't think Uhfy would allow that," said Jeff uneasily. 
"Buhlric himself won't allow that ," said Fargo, with an air of 

perfect confidence . "Not after he gets a good look at us . They 
have looked up to the ancient ones as the beings who made them 
intelligent and gave them civilization. Even though they de-
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..,,. the planet with their technology in the end , the Hleno still 
ea: * them. Look at how they reacted when they thought we 

oaty saw the ancient ones." 
"Well ," said Jeff, still uncertain ,  "let's show ourselves to the 

Hleoo and see how they react . And Albany, please take care of 
Oola while we're gone . I don't  know how long she ' ll stay in her 
lllassock form."  

Fargo had opened the air lock and stepped out to its rim.  He 
hunched up his shoulders to make it look as if he had no neck, 
ad he held his anns diagonally upward to emphasize their pres­
cace , even though he was two short. "Stand behind and to my 
right, Jeff," he said, and Jeff did so. 

The Hleno reacted as Fargo had predicted. Their tentacles 
splayed out stiffly on all sides from their heads , and slowly, tail 
irst, they sank downward till they almost touched the water. 

"That's probably their gesture of abasement," said Fargo, 
grinning. 

"I hope so," said Jeff. 
There was no question about it once Buhlric spoke . His voice 

DO longer sounded like high-pitched thunder. It was mild and 
slow. He said , "Aliens , we give you all respect and ask your 
pardon for any threats we may have made . You are representa­
tions of the ancient ones , and you will all be safe with us . We 
will take no exception to the machines you need for life or even 
-even the small robot you bring , if you will do us the great 
courtesy of holding it tightly at all times and taking it with you 
when you go ."  

"That we will guarantee ," said Fargo and, adjusting the scuba 
apparatus , he dropped into the water. 

Jeff helped the Grand Dragon with her scuba gear and said, 
"Your most graceful jump, your Dragonship ."  

She jumped, and Jeff, holding Norby tightly, jumped without 
any apparatus at all .  

When they were all i n  the recreation room o f  the underground 
building , the Grand Dragon , Fargo, and Jeff (holding Norby 
tightly) were standing near the pool. Uhfy floated very near 
them, protectively, while his father Buhlric faced them all head 
on, with several other Hleno in respectful positions to his rear. 

Uhfy had finished telling his stqry, and there was silence-as 
far as human ears could tell- while the Hleno talked among 
lbemselves . Then Uhfy handed his communicator to his father 
and helped him put it on. 

Buhlric said, "We never realized the Dookaza was either intel-
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ligent or dangerous. We are glad that it is gone and that my son 
has been rescued from it. We will not forget that you are the 
agents of that rescue. How is it, though, that my son has become 
able to understand speech that is not said aloud-what you call 
telepathic?" 

"Telepathic only when touching another who is telepathic," 
said Jeff. "We human beings are telepathic only because we are 
friends with the dragons. If you let the Grand Dragon take a small 
bite of you, then you will become telepathic also." 

Buhlric looked at the Grand Dragon and didn't move. 
Uhfy took back the communicator and said, "It won't hurt, 

father. The Grand Dragon is very friendly. She stroked me when I 
was unhappy. Isn' t that so, your Dragonship?" 

"That is so," s aid the Grand Dragon solemnly. But, of course, 
Buhlric, without the communicator, could not hear her. 

Nevertheless,  he held out a tentacle toward the Grand Dragon. 
Delicately taking it in her claws, the Grand Dragon poked at it 

with one front fang, just enough to penetrate slightly. Then she 
tilted her head at the Hleno, turned away, and said, "It didn't 
work, Fargo. I thought at him and he didn't respond." 

For a moment, the brothers were silent, and then Jeff said, 
"Don' t dragon teeth have a tiny core in them with fluid that seeps 
into the bloodstream of anyone bitten?" 

"That's quite true," said the Grand Dragon. 
"Well then, the diamond caps on your queenly fangs, ma'am, 

may prevent the fluid from entering Buhlric." 
"I think Jeff is right," said Fargo. "Try again with one of your 

back teeth, Stately Monarch." 
"I love the way you talk," said the Grand Dragon. Taking up 

Buhlric's tentacle again, she punctured it again with her back 
teeth. 

Buhlric's response was noiseless, but the blast of thought en­
tering the Grand Dragon made it plain that he was now telepath­
ically gifted-and also outraged. 

---,Sorry (said the Grand Dragon), I didn't know my own 
strength. 

She turned to Fargo and Jeff. "I did it that time, but I think 
he's just a little annoyed." 

Jeff walked up to Buhlric and put his hand on the Hleno's 
broad back. 

---Can you hear me, Buhlric? I speak to you with my 
mind alone. 
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---1 hear you, human being ! What a marvelous thing ! We 
must all have it. 

"He wants the Grand Dragon to bite the other Hleno present. I 
think we had better, Fargo." 

"Hmm," Fargo hesitated . 'Tm willing , but will he expect the 
Grand Dragon to come back every once in a while for further 
inoculations till the entire world is telepathized? And will he ex­
pect to have the Grand Dragon come back and bite any new 
babies that are born?" 

"I think that's a problem we' ll have to take up only when it 
arises . Perhaps the Hleno won't like telepathy after a while and 
want no more. Perhaps their children will inherit it automatically, 
as is true in the case of the Jamyn dragons . And, if not, they have 
hyperspatial travel , and they can bring their children in for biting . 
The dragons can do it in return for peace with the Nuhlenonians , 
who will be Invaders never again ." 

The Grand Dragon was tired by the time she finished, but the 
Hlcno who had accompanied Buhlric experienced their new gift 
with excitement and delight. 

"After this gift to us," said Buhlric, "we grant you freedom 
forever." 

"Thank you, but I'm afraid we need more than that," said 
Fargo, with his most charming smile . "You have taken the work 
robots from Jamya and imprisoned them here . You have also 
paralyzed the Mentor robots who are still on Jamya, perhaps be­
cause they were too heavy to carry easily. We must have the work 
robots back and the Mentors restored to activity." 

Buhlric gazed at Norby and shuddered . "Robots ! Yes ,  the an­
cient ones thought they were essential , too. They thought all of 
technology was essential and allowed it to destroy their own civi­
lization on Nuhlenony. After the ancient ones left, we Hleno 
made a vow never to use technology again except to keep this 
museum and food factory going. What is more, we have so­
lemnly vowed to save other planets that we come across in our 
search for the ancient ones. We destroy their wicked and harmful 
technology for their own good ." 

"But that is wrong," said Jeff. "Technology cannot be totally 
abandoned . You are civilized because you do not hunt the ocean 
for food the way our primitive r�latives do. You depend on the 
food factory, which is run by robots . That is technology, and it is 
that which gives you spare time for thought and culture, without 
which intelligent life is not worth living . It is not technology 
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itself that is harmful, but the unwise use of it. You cannot correct 
this by wiping out technology and destroying civilization. Cor­
rection comes when you learn to use technology moderately and 
with wisdom." 

"Father," said Uhfy. "This human creature is being logical. 
We need technology to stay civilized." 

"But we are trying to keep faith with the ancient ones," said 
Buhlric angrily. "Someday they will return, and we must show 
them we have learned the lesson: that we have not ravaged the 
planet the way they did; that we have preserved it so that they 
may correct the past mistakes and live upon it again in better 
fashion." 

"Think about what you have just  said," said Fargo. "'Ibey 
can't restore the planet without using machines and, as w� know, 
they have never actually abandoned technology. " 

"How would you know that? Uhfy tells me your visit to them 
was in the distant past. How do you know what happened to them 
after they left Nuhlenony?" 

"In our own exploration of the universe we have come across 
their traces. They went to other planets, but never stayed. They 
sometimes didn't change anything, but merely took specimens of 
animal life. That is what they did on my planet, Earth. On 
Jamya, they bioengineered the dragons, just as they did you 
Hleno here on Nuhlenony. They also left Mentor robots to teach 
the dragons-the same Mentor robots you paralyzed. Do you 
call that keeping faith with the ancient ones-destroying what 
they have made?" 

"How do you know it was the ancient ones who made the 
Mentor robots?" 

"Because the Mentors look like the ancient ones," said Fargo 
gravely. "We saw the ancient ones, and we could not help but 
note the resemblance. You see, sir, the Mentors have not aban­
doned technology, but labor to use it wisely as the ancient ones 
taught th�m to do." 

The Grand Dragon turned to Fargo. "I was s truck by the re­
semblance, too, Fargo. When I saw the s ix limbs and three eyes, 
I thought of the Mentors at once. The ancient ones are the Others, 
aren't they?" 

"I think that must be so." 
"How curious," said Jeff. "We've gone searching for the 

Others several times and ended with nothing. This time, when we 
weren't searching for them at all, we came across them. " 

Buhlric frowned in deep thought and finally said, "Can you 
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.U whether the ancient ones, or the Others as you call them, are 
sdU alive today? Can you tell whether they still use technology?" 

.. We can't say," said Fargo. "Like you, however, we search 
for them, and we think we will find them someday. Meanwhile, 
give us back the robots you have taken from Jamya. Reactivate 
both them and the Mentors that are still on Jamya." 

Buhlric hesitated. "I feel myself experiencing the impulse to 
do as you say and let you have your robots, but we do not know 
how to undo what we have done. When we vibrate our tentacles 
in a certain way to produce intense ultrasonic sound, we cari 
damage or even destroy both organic and mechanical organisms. 
However, we do not know how to undo the effects once they go 
so far as to produce paralysis or deactivation." 

Jeff said quickly, 'That is why I have brought Norby. I ask 
that he be allowed to study the robots and make use of your 
computer. He is, in some ways, cleverer than we are, and he may 
be able to find ways of restoring the robots." 

"Is that absolutely necessary?" asked Buhlric, pained. "De­
spite everything you say, it is hard for us to let a robot move 
about freely on this world."  

Fargo said, "Wait, Albany is  trying to reach us  from the ship 
-Albany, I'm receiving you. What's wrong?" 

Albany's voice sounded. "Fargo and Jeff, there's a kind of 
crisis here. Oola's hassock, or whatever you call it, was thinning, 
cracking, and beginning to be absorbed." 

Jeff said , "Oh, that's all right. Usually it takes a certain mel­
ody to stimulate the opening of Oola's security form, but it can 
happen by itself." 

'That's not the crisis," said Albany, "I was watching the proc­
ess with interest, and then Oola emerged and, before I could do a 
thing to stop her, she leaped through the open air lock into the 
ocean. She's gone." 



THE EGG 

The intercom was silent and Jeff said, his voice cracking , "Can 
you see where Oola is, Albany? Can you see her swimming?" 

"No, I don't see a thing . Shall I jump in-" 
"No !" shouted Fargo. "Stay in the ship . Someone has to."  
"I'll go ,  Jeff," said Norby, making choking gestures with his 

hands . "I'll find that insufferable , unintelligent pet that you ob­
viously think more of than you do of me." 

"When you find her, be gentle ," said Jeff. "I  do not think 
more of her than I do of you." 

"Hah," sulked Norby. "I 'm going out into the ocean ." 
He didn't have to. There was a commotion at the far end of 

the recreation hall, and a couple of Hleno came in through the 
door that Oola and Jeff had once used. They conferred with 
Buhlric , who spoke through the communicator so that all could 
hear. 

"An animal has come into the air lock, one that had gills upon 
entering and now does not." 

Jeff sighed with relief. Obviously, Oola had merely wanted to 
join them. "It's my pet, Oola," he said . "Please bring her to me ." 

She was brought in ,  held carefully in a Hleno's tentacles . She 
looked quite lively and well , though she was wet, of course , and 
seemed considerably thinner. She was carrying something that 
would ordinarily be too large for her jaws , but she had enlarged 
those jaws somewhat to allow them to do the job .  

"That animal !" said Norby with disdain . "Next time we' ll 
leave her in Manhattan . She's incredibly disobedient ." 

Oola paid no attention to Norby nor, after she was released, 
did she do more than glance at Jeff. She went from one low-ho­
vering Hleno to another, sniffing, until she found Uhfy, and then 
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lhe dropped her burden at his tentacles. 
It was a miniature hassock, green and leathery. 
"How do you like that?" said Fargo. "She's produced an egg. " 
"But what is it?" asked Uhfy plaintively. "What am I supposed 

to do with it?" 
"It's something out of which another All-Purpose-Pet will 

come. It's Oola's child, and I think she wants you to have it, 
Uhfy. " 

"Is the child inside this object?" 
"Yes," said Fargo, clearing his throat. "I will now sing you 

the All-Purpose-Pet's hassock-opening song, in perfect pitch . "  
He proceeded to sing the whole thing through without a mistake. 

Yet nothing happened. Oola's egg stayed shut. 
"Perhaps it's not ready yet," said Fargo, a little disconcerted. 

"Don't hens sit on eggs for days before they're ready to hatch?" 
"Oola isn't a hen," said Jeff. "I don't know what's wrong. " 

He added in Terran Basic, "Norby, think of something. The 
Hleno are getting restless. " 

"I don't trust them," said Norby. "They said we were free and 
that they were grateful to us for the telepathy, but I don't like the 
way they look at me. I think they hate me. I want to go home." 

"It is impolite to speak in another language that we do not 
understand," said Buhlric, "and it is a poor return for our willing­
ness to tolerate you. What are you plotting against us?" 

"Absolutely nothing," said Jeff quickly. "We're only confer­
ring on how to open Oola's egg. " 

"I don't see why it's important to do so, " said Uhfy's mother 
haughtily. "I think my husband is too ready to treat you aliens as 
friends. We have no use for a green, air-breathing animal, except 
as an exhibit in the zoo, and I, for one, have no use for any of 
you and especially not the robot . "  

"But they're all my friends," said Uhfy and began to cry. His 
mother swatted him with a tentacle. 

"I dislike these Hleno more and more," said Norby. 
Jeff squatted down to pet Oola, whose fur was still wet . She 

seemed awfully pleased with herself, rolling onto her back to 
have the underside of her chin scratched. He kneaded the soft fur 
and whispered, "Oola, shall we take the egg with us to the Hope­
ful or leave it here?" 

Jeff knew that an All-Purpose-Pet understands no language, 
not even Terran Basic, but Oola was made to be very responsive 
to the wishes of her owner. However, she gave no sign-but 
merely purred as if Jeff's anxiety was of no consequence. 
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Buhlric said, '·You see, then, that there is a limit to what we 
can do for you creatures who resemble the ancient ones oaly 
slightly. We will not return to Jamya, or destroy the technology 
on any planet. We promise you that much. However, we cannot 
help you with the Jamya robots we have removed or deactivated. 
That is done and cannot be undone, so you might as well leave 
this planet now. We give you permission to do so." 

Fargo said, "We can't very well leave till our robot, Norby, 
determines how to undo what you call done." 

"If I explore this building," said Norby, 'TU find a computer. 
It doesn't make sense for a building like this not to have one. " 

"You'll do no exploring without me," said Jeff. 
"He will do no exploring at all," said Buhlric, more angrily 

than before. "Leave at once." 
"Father," cried Uhfy with a wary eye on his short-tempered 

mother, "don't do this. These are my friends. They helped me, 
even when they thought I was an enemy. They were very kind to 
me, and I promised them that we Hleno would restore their 
robots to them in working order." 

Buhlric shook all his tentacles at Uhfy. "My son, you should 
not make promises to aliens you can't keep. It is because they 
were kind to you that we have set them at liberty and given them 
permission to return to their own planets. We can do no more." 

Jeff shook his head and murmured to Oola, whom he was still 
stroking. "See what you've done, Oola. If you hadn't delayed us 
and complicated things by bringing that egg ... " 

"Meow?" said Oola, getting to her feet and lashing her tail. 
She picked up her egg in her jaws, walked to the Hleno swim­
ming pool, stuck her head out over the water, opened her jaws, 
and dropped the egg into the pool. 

"Hey! " shouted Jeff. "I didn't mean for you to destroy it." 
And at that moment, a very wet Albany Jones burst into the 

recreation room with scuba equipment slung around her neck and 
brandishing two stun devices. 

"What are you doing here?" asked Fargo. "Why aren' t you in 
the ship?" 

"I've put the ship on automatic pilot," Albany said, "I just 
couldn't stand not knowing what was going on." 

"But how did you get in?" asked Jeff. 
"I  remembered your telling us how you did. I found the two 

dimples in the door and pressed them both at the same time. Are 
you in trouble? I don't think these dirigibles look friendly. " 

Buhlric burst out, "You continue to speak an incomprehensi-
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tie language . That cannot be endured. Nor has this new creature 
lleea given permission to enter. Seize her." 

Two of the nearest Hleno extended their tentacles toward her, 
1Jut the gun Albany held in her hand fired. The Hleno were hurled 
backward and, after a pause , drifted upward, rubbing their heads 
with their tentacles . 

Jeff shouted in Jamyn, "Don't  do that anymore, Albany." 
'Turning to Buhlric , he said, 'That was a very mild stroke. We 
laave dangerous weapons designed by our ancestors who used 
acchnology unwisely at times . We have tried to deal with you 
kindly and not threaten you with such weapons .  You see that if 
we had done so , you would be in great danger, but we do not 
wish to put you in danger. Can't you treat us with similar gener-
osity?" 

At that moment , Oola stopped the proceedings by yowling in 
a high pitch so that reverberation filled the room. 

"She's safely here," Albany said joyfully as she noticed the 
All-Purpose-Pet for the first time . "Well , that's a relief. But why 
is she screaming like that?" 

Jeff pointed to the pool where the hassock was floating on the 
water and slowly splitting open . Something came out and Oola 
stopped yowling at once . She sat down to wash herself as if 
absolutely nothing had happened . 

"What is polluting our pool?" demanded Uhfy's mother. 
The head of the creature from the hassock could be seen 

clea
r
ly above the surface of the pool . It looked exactly like Oola 

in one of her thinner cat phases , only miniature. 
"Ooff!" said the creature. 
"Wowrr," said Oola, getting up , bending over the pool, and 

hauling up her offspring by the scruff of its neck. 
Oola's baby had a full set of gills ,  powerful back flippers , and 

little front flippers . It sat on the hind ones and looked up at the 
Hleno , making tiny little yowls almost too high to hear. 

"It must have lungs, too," said Fargo in an awestruck voice. 
"It's breathing air. " 

"Just like me ," said Uhfy. "I can breathe in air or water. I 've 
always wanted a pet like this ." 

"She's yours ," said Jeff. "Oola must have wanted you to have 
her, because she brought her to y�u . Except that the other Hleno 
may be wanting her as well . "  

The Hleno crowded around, reaching out tentacles toward the 
little thing . Even Uhfy's mother seemed interested. 

Uhfy charged in, squeezing between the various bodies , push-
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ing tentacles aside and lifting the little creature in his own . .. She 
is mine. She is a gift from the strangers . If you want to touch her, 
you'll have to be kind to the strangers ." 

Buhlric said, "My son is right. We cannot take without giv­
ing ." He pointed to Jeff with a tentacle. "You and the robot may 
explore the building, but I do hope you will not take long."  

The only way down from the recreation room was by way of a 
narrow stone staircase that wound downward into such darkness 
that Norby had to tum on the light in his hat. Their footsteps 
echoed, and the air smelled damp. 

At the very bottom was a series of rooms, filled with ma­
chinery, some of which was still working. 

"The stuff in this room is for air circulation," said Norby, "and 
there's no computer. We' ll have to go on." 

Norby led the way. Jeff was glad because he felt more than 
uncomfortable . He wished he'd asked Fargo-or better yet , Al­
bany and her gun-to come along. He was ashamed of himself, 
but he didn't like the feeling that he was walking through the 
distant past of Nuhlenony, a past forgotten and now perhaps 
dying out completely. 

They entered another room which seemed larger than the first. 
It did not have much equipment in it, and one wall looked as if 
pieces of stone and rubbish had been piled against it. 

"Jeff! I feel something ! There's a machine back there. We'll 
have to remove all this junk to get at it ." 

Jeff and Norby worked to take away what had been piled 
against the wall . Norby had it the easier because, with antigrav, 
he simply took hold of an object and sailed over to another comer 
with it . When they were finished, Norby shone his light on the 
bared wall . 

"It looks like the front of a strange computer," said Jeff. 
"Not so strange," said Norby. "It's like a much more primitive 

version of the computer on Jamya in the Mentor's castle . The 
Others-I mean the Nuhlenony ancient ones-must have made 
the one on Jamya much later than this one ." 

"Of course," said Jeff. "Nuhlenony was where they started, 
after all .  Just think, Norby, this may have been the one computer 
they left running when they abandoned the planet to the Hleno. Is 
it dead now?" 

"Not completely, but it seems to be partly turned off. I hope 
the data banks are intact ." Norby moved slowly through the air, 
passing over the entire surface of the computer wall, studying the 
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dclges, dents , and other aspects of the surface that were part of 
ay 1erran computer. 

"Norby!" said Jeff. "I hear something. Listen !" 
After a moment, Norby said, "It 's just water dripping." 
"But that might be bad for the computer." 
"It's not here, Jeff. It must be in the far room. Go and look." 
"How? I can't see anything in the dark." 
"Just a minute. I think I can fix that." Norby played his hands 

over the surface of the computer, and suddenly the room lit up. It 
was appallingly dirty with fungus growing over everything. 

'The next room seemed to be lighted also, so Jeff clamped 
down on his nervousness and walked into it. It was a vast room 
of many levels, some below the one on which he was standing. 
lbere was water everywhere, almost up to Jeff 's feet, and he 
could see it dripping slowly from side beams in the wall. He ran 
back to Norby. 

"1be building is leaking! And I bet the Hleno don't know how 
to repair it." 

"Of course they don't. They can't repair anything," said 
Norby contemptuously. "They've destroyed or paralyzed all the 
robots who could have kept this place going." 

"Like the many I saw in that prison behind the zoo," said Jeff. 
"I wonder if any of them still work?" 

"Why not? I did, when you got me out of the bubble," said 
Norby. He began jiggling on hi'> two-faced feet. "I've got it ! I 've 
found out how to turn on the computer fully! Keep quiet, Jeff, 
while I see if there's a data bank and anything useful in it." 

While Jeff waited, the dripping water sounded loud and omi­
nous. Unless the building were repaired, the sea would eventu­
ally possess it completely; the last building of the Others would 
be lost, and with it all the land plants and creatures preserved in 
the zoo. 

Just when the wait began to seem interminable, Norby said, 
"I've finished, Jeff. Let's go." Norby took Jeff 's hand, elevated, 
and pulled Jeff through the air, all the way up the winding stairs 
to where the rest of them were waiting. 

Norby insisted on doing the talking. "That bag of wind has to 
learn how to be polite to me," he said. Just the same, when he 
spoke to Buhlric, he was careful.to be tremendously polite him­
self. 

Norby said, "It is clear, sir, that the building must be repaired 
or it will be destroyed. The walls have deteriorated to the point 
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where there are numerous leaks, and eventually the machioery 
will be brought to a total halt. My suggestion is that several of 
you journey to Jamya and bring back a few reactivated Mentor 
robots. They will help you fix it. Meanwhile, you can reprogram 
the worker robots locked up in your prison. They will also help 
so that repairs can be made quickly, and all of the robots can be 
returned to Jamya with, I hope, your thanks and gratitude." 

Buhlric's tentacles hung down despondently. " I  see you are 
correct in saying intelligent species must keep their technology or 
become primitive once more. We no longer know how to reacti­
vate the robots, so we can't carry out the repairs. And who knows 
what will become of us? The last building of the ancient ones is 
doomed." 

"Not at all," said Norby. "I found the instructions for reactiva­
tion in the data banks of the computer in the base of the building. 
After all, the robots were manufactured by the ancient ones, you 
know. And so was part of me." 

"Will the robots punish us?" asked Buhlric a bit timorously. 
"Certainly not," said the Grand Dragon, "but I hope they will 

teach you a few things about tolerance and open-mindedness." 
She sniffed, breathed out a tiny flame just to emphasize her re,. 
marks, and stalked toward the air lock exit. 
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BAck HoM E AT LAST 

Some Mentor robots had already gone to Nuhlenony, stolidly suf­
fering themselves to be carried in the tentacles of the visiting 
Hleno, who had apologized over and over to the Jamyn dragons. 
The lights were on in the Mentors' castle, and everyone was 
celebrating the liberation of Jamya. 

"I wish Uhfy's mother had let him come to Jamya with us," 
said Jeff. 

"I  think that the All-Purpose-Pet baby will console him," said 
Norby. "You can be friends with me instead." 

'T m always friends with you, Norby," said Jeff. "There's no 
one else like you." 

"I am very glad to be freed from paralysis," said Mentor First. 
"It was a most unpleasant experience. And as soon as all the 
robots come back, Jamya will return to normal." 

Fargo stretched and said, "I feel as if I've been exerting my­
self excessively. I think I'll -just relax and make up a few new 
songs in praise of the Grand Dragon. What's more, I do not plan 
to go swimming for a long, long time." 

"You don't?" said Jeff indignantly. "I was dropped into the 
ocean on Nuhlenony twice and into the mud on Melodia twice. 
Which reminds me, Norby, what possessed you to take us to 
Melodia anyway? I should think you'd never want to see that 
dreadful place." 

"It wasn't my fault," said Norby. "I was in the bubble, and I 
only had contact with you for a few seconds. And, in the hurry 
and excitement, the only coordinates I could remember were Me­
lodia's. It's your fault for letting me be trapped." 

"I wouldn't mind relaxing for awhile, " said Albany, stroking 
Oola. "When we get back to Earth, though, let's go to the water 
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carnival in Hawaii that you were talking about, Fargo. " 
"I've changed my mind, " said Fargo, shuddering ... No watel'." 
"Well, I've got to get back to the space academy! " said Jeff. 

"For the last few days everyone has been wanting to go home. 
First Zargl, then the Grand Dragon, then Uhfy, then Norby. 
Everyone is home now except us, and it's my tum. I want to go 
home." 

"We'll all go home, " Fargo reassured him. "Let's just have 
some rest and relaxation first." 

Zargl flew into the Great Hall, landed in front of her grcat­
aunt, and said in excitement, "Ma'am, there's a ship outside." 

Everyone rushed out and gazed upward-and then down­
ward, because the very small ship wobbled in the air and slowly 
fell partway down the hill in front of the castle. It dented its nose 
only slightly. 

"What are those strange markings on its side?" asked the 
Grand Dragon. 

"What do you know! " said Fargo in amazement. 
"Is that what it says?" 
"No, " said Jeff. "It says 'Property of the Terran Federation.' I 

think my species has just reinvented the hyperdrive. " 
The air lock of the ship opened, and a familiar bald, black 

head appeared. He craned his neck to get a good view of every­
body, said "Huh!" loudly, and the rest of him emerged, resplen­
dent in his best uniform. 

"None of you looks in any danger whatsoever, " said Admiral 
Yobo. "I needn't have taken the trouble to come here to rescue 
you.'' 

"No, sir, " said Jeff, "but welcome back to Jamya anyway. 
We're having another banquet tomorrow and . .  . '' 

The admiral groaned. "Nothing I'd like better. I love Jamyn 
food, but I can't stay. We can't stay. You, young Wells, are over­
due at the academy, and you, Lieutenant, have used up your 
vacation time, and you, Farley Gordon Wells, have been given a 
new assignment. Come along, all of you. Get into your ship and 
we'll go home.'' 

Fargo scowled. "You realize, Admiral, that you're spoiling a 
very good time. How were you going to rescue us in that ship 
anyway? It's obviously big enough only for you and no one else. 
Were you going to do it all by yourself?" 

"This ship, " said Yobo, "has plenty of room for two people-­
three, if they're skinny. As it is, I am alone, but I can run the ship 
myself, and I am all that is required for any rescue. And now, 
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1llilb my regrets to you, ma'am,"-he bowed to the Grand 

�-"we must go home!" 

j _ !!_�as not that easy, however. The admiral's little ship refused 
-, budge. Not even Norby could do anything with it. 

"It's not my fault," said Norby. "I don't even know how it 
works . 1bc admiral knows, and he should fix it . "  

Yobo scratched his head. "It worked perfectly coming here. " 
"Well, we'll have to attach it to the Hopeful, " said Norby, 

"'and I'll tow it home." 
"What! "  said Yobo in an indignant roar. "No ship I have ever 

commanded has had to be towed. " 
'There's always a first time, Admiral, " said Albany cheer­

fully. 
Jeff put his hand on Norby's hat and spoke telepathically. 
---Norby, are you sure the Admiral's ship will come 

along when you take the Hopeful home? 
---Absolutely, positively sure, Jeff. Almost. 
Jeff shook his head and said gently, "Maybe we should leave 

your ship here, Admiral, and you can board the Hopeful with 
us. " 

"Impossible!" said Yobo. "I can't come back without the ship. 
Have you any idea what the Hyperspace-) has cost? I shouldn't 
have risked the ship just because you've all been missing for a 
lllOnth-" 

"A month?" they all yelled. 
"Certainly. You didn't think traveling with Norby was safe, 

timcwise, did you?" Yobo shook his head. "Let's go." 
They attached the Hyperspace 1 to the Hopeful with a thick 

cable, and Yobo, surveying it, muttered, "It'd better work or 
you' ll all have to come back and rescue me, and we can't keep on 
rescuing each other forever. " 

Slowly the Hopeful rose on its antigravity, and slowly the 
Hyperspace-) rose with it. 

lbc Grand Dragon followed the ships up into the atmosphere, 
shouting, "Good-bye, and thanks for rescuing me." 

"Thanks for all your help and your unfailing, heartening cour­
age, your Dragonship, " said Jeff through the communicator. 

Norby said, "If everybody's through saying good-bye, we're 
leaving. I hope we're leaving. I've got wires running along the 
cable attachment from our computer to the admiral's computer, 
and I hope that that serves to reactivate his stupid hyperdrive. 
That will make it easier than towing, I hope. Now, we 're going 
leome." 
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Jeff looked at the viewscreen to make sure the admiral 
well. He insisted on sitting in the tiny control-room of the H 
space-I . "A Yobo," he had said, "never abandons ship." 

Then suddenly, they were in hyperspace, judging from 
familiar gray in the viewscreen. 

---Norby (said Jeff), is the admiral with us? 
---The computer says his stupid ship is here as well 

ours, so I think he's all right. 
---1 hope so. 
And then they came out o( hyperspace, and it was possible 

see something on the viewscreen besides gray. The admiral w 
there, large and formidable, and Jeff heaved a sigh of relief. 

'There," said Norby grandly. "We're home!" 
"Cadet," said Yobo ominously, "look at my viewscreen! " 
Over the admiral's shoulder was his viewscreen and in it was 

fish. 
"Are we in the Pacific Ocean? Are we on Earth at 

shouted Yobo. 
"Norby," asked Albany with a frown, "where are we? " 
Norby said, "We're right here on Earth. We're right here i 

Manhattan. We just happen to be on a rock in the boating lake · 
Central Park, and the Hyperspace-I is behind us, under water. 
And it's not my fault. The computer got a little mixed-up trying 
to handle both ships at once and it missed the top of our apart 
ment house by a few blocks. I' ll readjust the computer, but if y 
don't want to wait, just get out and walk home. It's only a little 
lake and it's raining, anyway. You'd have gotten wet even if I had 
landed on the roof. " 

"Wet," said Fargo. "Not soaking. " 
Yobo rose, removing the jacket of his uniform. "I, for one, 

will not wait. If I do, who knows where Norby will take us nextii 
Now I' ll have to get wet, and I hate getting wet. " 

"But, Admiral," said Jeff, "you don't have to get wet at all. 
Albany can call police headquarters and have them send out a 
tow-flitter. It would handle us just like a broken-down air taxi." 

"No! " said Yobo. "My ship is not to be treated like a 
broken-down air taxi." 

"I was just making an analogy. Your ship would be treated 
with the utmost respect, I'm sure." 

"No, Jeff, the truth is that I would prefer not to call attention 
to the Hyperspace-I .  I took it in a rather irregular fashion in my 
eagerness to rescue you." 

�'He means he stole it," whispered Fargo, opening the Hupe-
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ft,J's air lock, which was just above the water's surface. 
Just then a rowboat charged toward them from under Bow 

Bridge. One man rowed, three others huddled in the stem with 
evil-looking devices , and a fifth sat in the prow, looking angry. 

"Get that thing out of here! " shouted the man in the prow. 
"What's he saying?" asked Yobo, tuning in through the Hope­

fal's computer. 
"It's English, " said Fargo. "It's a kind of cousin to Terran 

Basic. " 
"I'll speak to him," said Albany, smoothing her golden hair. "I 

speak perfect English, being a native Manhattanite. " 
"I'm a native Manhattanite, too," said Jeff. 
"Albany has more than linguistic power, " said Fargo. "Let 

her. " 
"We've had a little accident, " said Albany, beaming at the 

rowboat from the open air lock. "We' ll leave as soon as possi­
ble. " 

"I don' t want you to leave soon, I want you to leave now. I' ve 
got to get on with the shooting while the rain has stopped. Look, 
lady, I rented every boat in the boathouse so that no one else will 
use the lake, and my permit for shooting in the park expires 
tomorrow-'' 

"Shooting?" asked Jeff in a low voice. 
Albany fingered the stun-gun she had at her waist. "See here, 

buddy, no one is allowed to shoot anything in Central Park. " 
"Oh, yeah? I've got a permit. I'm shooting a guy and a gal in 

a love scene with rain threatening, and you' ve got to get out or 
I' m going to sue. " 

Fargo said, "I get it. They' re shooting for holoTV. " 
"We're not shooting for holy TV. We're shooting legitimate 

film, and the money involved is plenty holy. One last time-get 
out of here. " 

At that moment, it bega.11 to rain hard again, just as Jeff was 
staring at the Fifth Avenue skyline, looking toward his own 
apartment building. 

1be man in the prow cursed, shook his fist at the sky, and 
ordered himself rowed back to the boathouse at the other side of 
the lake. 

"Reprieved for a moment, " said Albany and called out, 
"Norby, are you finished? We' re in a hurry to get home. " 

"Wait, "  shouted Jeff. "The apartment house isn' t  there. The 
whole skyline is wrong. We're not home at all. We' re in the past. 
No wonder the lake is so dirty and the park is so littered. " 
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"In that case, " said Fargo, "I guess part of the litter is what 
used to be called a newspaper." He dashed across the rocks 
through the rain and picked up a soggy paper. He glanced at it 
and came back groaning. "We're in the twentieth century! " 

"The late twentieth century, " s aid Norby plaintively. "I found 
that out from the computer, and that's what's taking me so long. 
It's not my fault if I have to drag along two ships instead of one." 

"I want to go home, " said Albany, her usual cheerfulness 
dimmed. "I prefer a century that knows how to keep the air and 
water clean, and where people take care of their environment." 

"I don' t mind Jamya, " said Fargo morosely, "but I certainly 
mind the twentieth century. I want to go home, too." 

"Well, I'm trying, " s aid Norby, "and you just make it worse 
by getting me upset. And besides that stupid Oola just jumped 
out of the air lock and is chasing seagulls. You shouldn' t have 
left it open." 

By  the time Jeff came back with Oola, he was soaking wet, 
but Norby only said, "Jeff, I think you'll have to link minds with 
me. I can't do it myself." 

"Go ahead, link minds , " rumbled Yoho, "and if you fail this 
time, don' t think I 'm just going to smash you into scrap. I'll also 
take away your honorary cadethood." 

"Yes, sir, " said Norby. "I mean no, sir. I won' t fail, I hope." 
Jeff sat at the control board and touched Norby. 
---You've been trying, Norby, I know that. And I know 

you do your best, even if you do get mixed-up now and then. Just 
the same let's try specially hard now, because I really want to go 
home. 

They concentrated. 
"All right, then, we're here , "  said Norby. "I got everything to 

where all I needed was another mind. We're in our own time 
exactly." 

"Good," said Yoho from the viewscreen. "I'll just run down to 
your apartment and notify the lab that the Hyperspace-] worked 
fine on the trial run and that they can pick it up on your roof-" 

"Well, Admiral, that's the only thing, " said Norby. "We're 
still in the water in Central Park. Cleaner water." 

"That does it, " roared the admiral, "Norby, I'm going to-" 
"Now, Admiral, " coaxed Albany, "it could be worse. We 

could be in a twentieth century jail trying to explain what we 're 
doing here, without giving away anything that would change his­
tory. Thanks to the rain, I'm sure our exit was unnoticed." 
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"There's one other little problem," said Jeff, looking into the 
1/(,peful' s vicwscrecn . 

"Whatr' demanded Yobo, glowering in the viewscrecn when 
Jeff turned it back to the interior of the Hyperspace-I .  

''The pond, having been dredged and cleaned many times 
since the twentieth century, is much deeper. Both ships are com­
pletely under water so we' ll have to lift off-" 

"We can't ," said Norby. "I fixed part of the computer so we 
got here through time, but ordinary travel is out. It' ll just take a 
day or two to fix . . . .  " 

"What ! I 'm due at an important meeting at Space Command!" 
"I'll  take you, Admiral ," said Norby. 'TU whisk you through 

hyperspace . . . .  " 
"Never!" 
"Admiral ," said Jeff, "if we both swim to shore and go to my 

apartment, you can call for an air taxi to take you to the nearest 
transmitter. Albany and Fargo and Oola can stay in the ship while 
Norby repairs it ."  

"Good," said Fargo. "Albany and I need a little time together. 
We' ll plan which waterless desert to visit on our next vacation ." 

Jeff swam out of the Hopefu/'s air lock and met Yobo plowing 
through the water like an angry whale . 

"I 'm sorry you had to get wet , Admiral ," said Jeff. 
The admiral slapped him on the back so hard he thought he 'd 

drown. "Cheer up , cadet. I should have known that adventures 
with Norby are like this." 

"Wet?" 
"No. In spite of everything , we always get back home. " 



Fantasy from Ace 
fanciful and fantastic! 

D 54484-3 MULENGRO: A ROMANY TALE 
Charles de Lint 

D 5 166 1 -0 A MAI.ADY OF MAGICKS 
Craig Shaw Gardner 

D 67919-6 THE PRINCFSS OF flAMFS 
Ru Emerson 

D 76674-9 SILVERLOCK 
John Myers Myers 

D 1 0264-6 CHANGELING 
Roger Zelazny 

0 89467-4 WIZARD OF THE PIGEONS 
Megan Lindholm 

D 5 1944-X MARIANNE, THE MAGUS AND 
THE MANTICORE Sheri S. Tepper 

D 77523-3 THE SONG OF MAVIN 
MANYSHAPED Sheri S. Tepper 

D 52552-0 MERLIN'S BOOKE 
Jane Yolen 

D 3 1 756- 1 THE HARP OF IMACH THYSSEL 
Patricia C. Wrede 

D 58633-3 THE NORBY CHRONICLFS 
Janet and Isaac Asimov 

Available at your local bookstore or return this form to: 

ACE 

$3.50 

$2.95 

$2.95 

$3.95 

$2.95 

$2.95 

$2.95 

$2.75 

$2.95 

$2.95 

$2.95 

A THE BERKLEY PUBLISHING GROUP. Dept. B 
f 390 Murray Hill Parkway, East Rutherford, NJ 07073 

Please send me the titles checked above. I enclose __ . Include $ 1 . 00 for postage 
and handling if one book is ordered ; add 25¢ per book for two or more not to exceed 
$ 1 .  75. CA. IL. NJ, NY. PA. and TN residents please add sales tax. Prices subject lo change 
without notice and may be higher in Canada. 

NAME---------------------

ADDRESS------------------� 

CITY __________ STATE/ZIP _______ _ 

(Allow six weeks for del ivery. )  

I 





THREE CHEERS FOR NORBY!  

Norby's the bravest , most outrageous, most lovab . .  
robot ever to save the day. Along with his ever­

faithful human companion Jeff, and a mischievous 
Al l -Purpose-Pet named Oola, the three blast off 

for interstel lar adventure. 

First the trio search for a missing princess. But things 
get a l itt le out of hand when, after they find the 
princess, she is accidental ly turned into a tree. 

Norby, Jeff and Oola must get to the root of the 
problem quickly if they want to free the princess 

from her leafy di lemma. 

Then o. friend ly, f ire-breathing dragon is kidnapped 
from the planet Jamya. And once again Norby, 

Jeff and Oola must spring into action to 
rescue their scaly friend. 

, JAN ET ASIMOV is the author of The Second 
Ex��riment and The Last Immortal as wel l as many 

short stories and articles. ISAAC ASIMOV has written 
more than 270 books on a wide variety of subjects, 
including the bestsel l ing The Robots of Dawn and 
Foundation's Edge. They have been married since 

1973. THE NORBY CHRON ICLES was the f irst 
col laboration of this creative husband-wife team. 

NORBY ROBOT FOR H IRE continues the adventure. 
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