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"Jeff Blake!" Holly O'Toole's knotted hand reached out and
grasped the right hand of the passenger descending from the rocket
transport. "This is a hell of a night to come home, when a man's
been away as long as you have."

Jeff Blake laughed, and swung down to his side to stand on the
wind- and rain-swept dock. He towered above O'Toole, lanky and
smooth skinned. His face was tanned a deep brown from space travel
and little wrinkles curled out from the corners of his mouth.
Wrinkles that indicated a willing smile. There was a cheerful
warmth of sincerity in his voice.

"Weather doesn't seem to bother me much any more. I've been in
and out of a lot of it. This rain isn't much compared to those
space turn-overs we've had around moon the last few weeks."

They walked together toward the lighted office. Once inside,
Holly O'Toole tossed his coat across the warm elector-rad heater
and turned admiring eyes on Jeff Blake's tall frame.

"They sure made a man of you in space service," he said. "The
last time you left Hope you were a half-baked kid with a yen for a
ray gun."

O'Toole sat back comfortably as Blake removed his jacket and
threw it over the heater. Blake was hard, and yet as Holly watched
him, there seemed to be a touch of softness in his eyes that hadn't
been there when Blake was a kid. A little more of Wade Blake,
maybe. When two men were born identical twins, they were bound
together in a lot of odd little ways.

The faintest suggestion of a bitter smile started across Jeff
Blake's young face. Then he relaxed, sat down. Lighting a cigarette
he sucked deeply and let the smoke drift from his lips.

"The last time I saw you, O'Toole, you were a little red-headed
Irishman who stirred up more trouble than my brother and I could
get out of in a month. What is it now?"

Holly O'Toole's dark face grew concerned. At once Blake knew his
trip would be interesting. Knew that the trouble he had been
expecting was close at hand.

"It's your brother, Wade," O'Toole went on. "Wade's in hot water
again, and he's in over his head."

That same sardonic smile flitted across Blake's face, and faded
immediately. O'Toole was under a terrific strain. The man was only
forty-five, yet the once brilliant battle flag of red hair had
grown thin in spots. His eyes, once clear and snapping, were a
washed-out blue.

"Go on," Blake said kindly. "When I got your message it wasn't
easy to drop everything and come. I expected something like
this."

O'Toole stared at him, hating to say what he knew he had to.

"Wade is planning to marry Dauna Ferrell."

"Dauna?" Blake was plainly puzzled. "Why, Dauna was a tow-headed
brat when I left Earth. But if Wade wants her, why not?"

O'Toole shook his head a little impatiently.

"It isn't that he wants her," he said. "I can't explain
everything now. Let's just say that Wade is giving up every chance
he'll ever have of owning the 'Hope to Horn' line. He's stirring up
trouble between Dauna and her father and making a dangerous ass of
himself in the bargain."

 

Blake flicked the long ash from his cigarette.

"He must be a busy man," he admitted. "But where do I fit into
this puzzle?"

Holly O'Toole was plainly bewildered.

"I wish I knew," he admitted. "I can't handle every angle alone,
and if some changes don't come in a hurry, Wade, Dauna and Walter
Ferrell will lose everything they have, including their sanity.
You're the only man who can pound any brains into Wade's head. I
figured you might be willing to try it, before it's too late."

He stood up rather stiffly, drew his belt up over his rounded
paunch. Blake watched him with narrowed, speculative eyes. O'Toole
looked at his watch.

"Where is Wade now?" Blake asked.

"At South Station since last night," O'Toole said.

"Does he know I'm on Earth?"

O'Toole looked doubtful.

"I'm afraid he does," he admitted. "I sent your radio-wave last
week and he was in the office at the time. I can't explain why, but
I have the feeling he checked up after I left and found out who I
had radioed."

Blake followed O'Toole to the door, drew on his heavy coat.

"Let's get it over with," he shrugged his shoulders. "I've had
to take Wade in hand a couple of times. Once more won't do any
harm. We'll go to South Station."

O'Toole hesitated. He had something else to get off his
chest.

"Jeff," he spoke gravely. "It's only fair to tell you that being
Wade's twin may get you into some pretty heavy trouble."

Jeff grinned queerly.

"Good!" he said. "I sort of like the stuff."

The door slammed behind them and the light from the single
window faded against the dark field.

 

A swift shadow of a man darted from between the empty space
docks. The stranger's arm went high and jerked straight. A wicked
knife flicked from the steeled fingers. It missed Blake's neck by
inches; struck the heavy door behind him. Blake took two swift
steps forward, realized the man was already lost in the night. He
stopped and pivoted. O'Toole had already jerked the knife from the
door, was staring at it with tight lips.

"Playful bunch of goons you've got around here," Blake said
mirthlessly.

"I'm afraid that's some of the trouble I mentioned," O'Toole
replied. "I told you Wade is stirring up a pack of trouble and I'm
afraid you're dropping right into the middle of it."

He held the knife out toward Blake and the younger man took
it.

"My brother must have changed a lot since I saw him last. Ten
years ago he spent most of his time playing the violin and raising
flowers."

"Still does," O'Toole answered in a far-off voice. "But he has a
few other hobbies now. Games that he's learned to play too well for
his own good."

Blake was studying the knife that had missed his head. He ran a
thumb lightly over the razor edge of the weapon.

"Games that you play with knives?"

O'Toole nodded.

"Unless I'm greatly mistaken," he answered grimly. "That nice
little fellow who tossed the bread knife at you is one of Grudge
Harror's play boys."

"Now," Blake said, "we're getting some place. Who is Grudge
Harror and what's he got against Wade?"

"I'll try to tell you what I know of Harror while we're on our
way to make that next mono-train," O'Toole said. He took another
quick glance at his watch. "She pulls out in half an hour, so keep
away from lights and let's get to the station before we miss
her."

 

They went out of the fenced space-field, bending double against
the storm. For several minutes O'Toole led Jeff Blake through
deserted streets. Reaching the lighted dome that was the Hope
Mono-Terminal, he explained.
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