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‘Yeah, you heard. I'm all through, finished, retiring, :\

rﬂir\gingmyiham-ﬂooh, the works. I'm sick of this business,

obscure life-forms with too many legs habits

repulsive .
I'm sick of rounding ‘em up and jammin’ ‘em into stasis- (;
prisms and haulin’ them back to homeworld so you and your
rich Tau-Cetian buddies can sit around at dinner parties and
taik about how liberal you all are, putting these critters out to
Asteroid

Wildlife for the rest of their in-
74 gives a slithering Squork if these things live or die.

this has been building up for a long time. This
Isn’t something | just decided in the heat of the moment. Look
at the jobs I've been getting lately.
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Last season you sent me after those Lesser Iridescent
Snorky’s Planet. Yeah, | know there’s only five of the things

left in the whole Universe, but that’s not the point. The point }

is that | had to spend three weeks wading thorax-deep in
frozen, stinking methane, looking for some ugly, radicactive-

3 looking little squirm-ball that just giagied at me when | finally

found it.

Then there was that Ecto Wombat from Floobool IV. And
the Exploding Marsupials from Prark. | still haven’t finished
cleaning out the ship after those little beauties, and that was
months ago. But it wasn't any of those things that made me
decide to hand in my notice. Oh no. It was that last job that did
it. You've probably forgotten all about it, so allow me to
refresh your memony.

You sent me out to Sol lll, which has to be one of the
maost depressing places in known space. You can teli that by

the name the locals have for their own planet. They call it (Ul

"Dirt". Or was that “Mud"? | don’t remember,

ay, you told me there was some life-form there |

Anywi
that was so close to becoming extinct that there were only

So anyway, there | am, just nosing my Zoo-Ship into the
filthy disgusting atmosphere of this miserable little planet,
and I'm running a check through on my computer just so |

have all the background information I'm going to need for this .

Jjob. Right there, | hit my first problem.
See, nobody had bothered to tell me, but it turned out
that these two endangered animais looked more or less

o1l exactly the same as the natives of this “Mud” place, of which

4| therewere about

p of legs, same
ber of heads, ab y identical in every detail.

But I'm a pretty resourceful guy. | did an Alpha-Wave

brainscan on the entire lousy planet (which explains those

billion. 5

N overtime sheets you queried, you fat cheapskate) and | found

4| just two brain-patterns that matched up with what | had on [
my species profile. One of ‘em was a female, and the other |

& one was a guy. The scan had the guy located in the middle of

this big ugly city slap in the middle of one of the major
continents.

How, since in my line of business | usually find that
female animals are . tougher and more dang than
the males, | decided it'd be easler if | went after the guy first.

284 Logical, right? So | zero in on his scanner-blip and then, when |

) some sort of st

have him properly triangulated | pick up my nets and trank-

| guns and stuff and teleport myself down to say hello.

| find myseif in this tiny littie room, | dunno, looks like

ge area or thing, and I'm jooking at
this guy, and he's looking at me and it's a toss-up which of us
was most surprised.

Straight away | could see why he was on the endangered
species fist. | mean, he looked so pathetically puny. He had
sort of hunched up shoulders and some of those little lenses
over his eyes that certain types of animal wear when there’s
something wrong with how good they see. And of course, he

Snicker-Fish thiat live out on the frozen Methane-Flats of |

thing was,
] while I'm still trying to work out if the gun had
Jammed or something, he walks across to me and grabs it by

| the barrel.

And then he tears it up, Like paper. | still don’t believe it.
Rip, rip, rip, rip. Ten th d pl worth 3
Iying in ti

mating season.
50 | throw the net at this sickly little specimen with the

two left in the whole of space, According to my brief, they'd [}
both come to this “Dirt” place when the world they originally [fid]
came from blew up, which accounts for there being just two of |
them. What | say is, if these things can’t look after their own |
planets in the first place, why give ‘em anather chance? But |
nobody listens to me. I'm just the quy who does all the work.

It flies through the air towards him, right? He looks at
it, right? Stares at it.
And it meits,

Meits into a puddie of grey gloop on the fioor, right next

il to the bits of trank . Listen, you tell me, what in the

before it takes any more of its clothes off. | mean, if
it can meit with its eyes, no telling what it's gonna do

with its navel,
‘m back in the transporter booth on the ship
out what sort of weapons I'm gonna need
ter, | load myself up with a Heutrino-
of subspace and some other
stuff, and for some reason | happen to look up at the scan-
chech if he’s still in the building where | left

are faulty,




