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Introduction

You hold this book thanks largely to Robert Gleason. Having been my
editor for a

long time, he felt that there ought to be something covering a still
longer

span, my writing through the half century since it first appeared. What
he had

in mind was not simply another collection, but a retrospective—besides
stories,

something about their origins, backgrounds, contexts, a historical
overview of

the science fiction and fantasy field throughout those decades.

Of course, this isn’t really possible. I have been only one writer among
many,

and how wonderfully diverse a lot they were and are! Simply naming the
giants,



from Asimov to Zelazny, with brief remarks about what each accomplished,
would

require a volume. Besides, who would be unfairly left out? No few who
were less

prolific or less widely acclaimed gave us classic works, pervasively and
lastingly influential. All I can safely say is that the best of it
offers us

mind-opening ideas, narrative vitality, and a high literary standard.
Lest this look too pompous, let me just say that good science fiction
and

fantasy are entertaining. They engage our attention in ways agreeable
and often

challenging. Good art of every kind does, of course, including the most
solemn

or tragic. In that sense, Mozart’sRequiem and Shakespeare’sHamlet are
entertaining, as are, in their different ways, a Duke Ellington jazz
concert or

aP. G. Wodehouse story. You could even call themfun

I don’t claim that the finest achievements in our field belong on the
same

heights as the acknowledged great literature of the world. I merely
think they

are well worth reading. Beyond that, let posterity be the judge.

Nor will I attempt a history of the field. Several already exist. What I
offer

here is one man’s experience of it-not from its origins, which lie very
far

back, but through some sixty years—as reader, writer, and acquaintance,
often

friend, of a number of people who had much to do with its evolution.
Even so limited an undertaking must necessarily be incomplete, a sketch,
leaving

out vastly more than it touches on. I can only hope that it will give a
little

perspective. More importantly, I hope you’ll find the stories and
factual

anecdotes..entertaining.

This is no autobiography. My entry in the Gale ResearchContemporary
Authors

series tells as much about my life as I would ever want anybody to
publish.

However, chances are you haven’t seen that. Since this book deals with
my

personal experience, probably a little background is in order. Every
writer,

like every other human being, is unique, partly because of the accidents
of

heredity, partly because of the events of his or her life, perhaps
especially

early life. In relating what I think has most influenced the course that
my

particular career took, I hope to suggest the infinite variety that has
done it

for others.

My ancestors were mostly Danish, with a few dashes of other
nationalities and,

on my father’s side, one branch that became American soon after the
Civil War,

although maintaining contact with the old country. His surname was
originally

spelled “Andersen”—no relation to Hans Christian. As small boys, my



brother and

I were excited on getting the impression that one of our forebears had
been a

pirate, then disappointed to learn that he was actually a perfectly
legitimate

privateer in the Napoleonic Wars, who afterward settled down as a
merchant in

Copenhagen. The seafaring tradition persisted; my paternal grandfather
was the

captain of a ship on the Greenland run. He met and married a lady on the
American side, and my father was born in Philadelphia. However, the home
was in

Denmark and he was educated there together with his brother.

The skipper took his young sons along on two or three voyages, high
points in my

father’s life. He wanted to be a mariner himself, but dutifully heeded
the old

man’s dying wish and gave up the dream. Instead, he studied engineering.
When

the United States entered the first World War he patriotically came back
to

enlist in the army. There he grew tired of explaining how his name was
spelled,

and Anglicized it to Anderson. After discharge, he remained in the
States.

My maternal grandfather was Poul Hertz. He stemmed from the poet and
playwright

Henrik Hertz, his wife from the poet Carsten Hauch, but he himself was a
physician in Copenhagen. Among their children was my mother Astrid.
Always adventurous, she worked for a year as a medical secretary in a
hospital,

then with the Danish diplomatic mission to Switzerland at the end of the
war,

and then crossed over to Washington, D.C., to take a similar post at the
Danish
Legation (now Embassy). She and my father had been schoolmates for a

while in

Denmark, but lost touch with one another. By sheer chance, they met
again. Soon

they were dating, and in January 1926 they were married. I joined them
on 25

November of the same year. My mother named me after her own father,
Poul,

thereby throwing me right back into the same difficulty; but I’ve been
too

stubborn to change, and it has of course become a trademark. The
pronunciation

is not an Anglo-Saxon noise, so I’ll answer to any.

This was in Bristol, Pennsylvania. I have no memory of that town,
because I was

an infant when my father got a new job and we moved to Port Arthur,
Texas. He

did well in those Depression years, becoming chief estimator at the
Texaco

offices. My brother John, born in 1930, and I enjoyed a happy
boyhood—except for

school—in a pleasant suburb that still had plenty of vacant lots for
kids to

play in. Yet our father’s heart was always with the sea. He had a fair-
sized

collection of books about it, he did a beautiful model of theFlying



Cloud, and

he built two large motor sailers in succession, both namedHobo , for
family and

friends to spend many delightful hours on the waters reaching into
Louisiana.

Insisting, quite rightly, that we boys learn proper English and
everything else

appropriate to being American, our parents nevertheless also made a

point of

speaking Danish at home, so that John and I grew up bilingual. We have
always

been grateful for that. Though he couldn’t get enough vacation time to
go along,

our father twice sent his wife and us on extended visits with her family
overseas, not exactly usual when travel was by rail and ship. Thus I got
acquainted early on with that charming country.

I hope all this detail hasn’t been too boring. The aim has simply been
to look

at some important influences on me as a writer. You can see where
certain

recurring themes in my stories come from—the sea, Scandinavian history
and

culture, a solid and loving home life.

That last suffered a shattering blow in late 1937, when John’s and my
father was

killed in an automobile accident. He was our mother’s one and only man.
In spite

of several offers over the years, she never remarried. We two boys were
all that

really mattered. Not that she ever wanted to dominate us, emotionally or
in any

other way. Throughout, she did her best to raise us into independent
manhood.

In 1938 she took us back to Denmark. She had plenty of influential
connections

there to help us. But after some months she left again. Another war was
too

clearly coming. Besides, we were Americans, and her sons ought to grow
up in

their own country. Port Arthur, though, was too haunted. She got her old
job

back with the Danish diplomatic corps in Washington. Here the
Smithsonian

Institution and a scientifically minded classmate, Neil Waldrop, had
their

effects on me.

Otherwise this was not a very fortunate period, and Mother quit next
year. Her

brother Jakob—Jack—had settled in Minnesota, where his wife had kinfolk.
He

proposed that they two siblings buy small farms there and work them
together.

“Tt seemed like a good idea at the time.” Mother had been left enough
money for

her share of the venture, and she thought it would provide us boys with
a

wholesome environment. After a cross—-country trip, which introduced me
to the

wonders of the West and the Pacific Coast, we lodged at the college town
Northfield while our farmland and buildings were being readied, and took
possession in the summer of 1940.



In nearly every way it was a dreadful mistake. Uncle Jack soon went into
war

work and made a lot of money, but was of no help to us. We had no man on
our

premises except for a series of expensive, often incompetent hirelings.
Neighbors joined each other for such jobs as threshing, but could do
little else

for us. John and I were on hand for chores morning and evening, as well
as

having more time on weekends and in the summers—and in winter when we’d
get

snowed in for several days—but otherwise, besides school in Northfield,
there

was a long bus ride to and fro. In any event, already then forty acres
weren'’t

enough to make pay. In about four years Mother had gone broke.

She never felt it was an utter loss. At least the necessities of farm
life

imposed a discipline on her fatherless boys which probably did stand us
in good

stead afterward. And you can find such themes in my writing as
countryside,

cold, storm, animals, and men and women who make their livings with
their hands.

Distance joined with wartime gasoline rationing to keep us isolated from
most

activities in town. That troubled me less than it did my outgoing
brother. By

nature I was bookish and not very social. A childhood ear infection that
left me

hard of hearing reinforced this. I turned to our bookshelves, which
included a

number of Scandinavian works. And, to be sure, there was science
fiction.

After I’'d left the Washington area, Neil Waldrop and I kept up a
correspondence.

When he sent me a package of science fiction magazines, I was promptly
and

thoroughly hooked. We’d write stories in longhand, swapping them back
and forth

for comment, which strengthened that habit in me. Not that I intended to
become

a writer. But maybe, just maybe I could moonlight at it, and someday see
my work

in print alongside the creations of Robert Heinlein, L. Sprague de Camp,
and the

other gods.

Through a friend, Mother got a position in the library at Carleton
College in

Northfield, where she worked until retirement, widely beloved, sparkling
good

company right up to the end many years later—but it was from her that I
learned

what indomitability means. She managed to sell the farm, which helped
finance my

further education. Rejected for military service because of my scarred
eardrums,

I entered the University of Minnesota in 1944, with a major in physics,
minors

in mathematics and chemistry. Though I did not become a scientist, this
training



has clearly been basic to much of what I do and how I go about it.

In those years I finally got up the courage to submit my stories, and
sold two

or three while still an undergraduate. I did not go on to graduate
studies; the

money was exhausted. Instead, I supported myself precariously by writing
while I

searched for a job. The search grew more and more half-hearted, until
presently

I realized that a writer was what nature had cut me out for. John won
honest

employment, becoming a geologist and full professor.

College also brought me out of my shell. When I discovered and joined
the

Minneapolis Fantasy Society, it led to enduring friendships, some love
affairs,

and a network of fellow enthusiasts around the world. That’s where this
book

properly begins.

—POULANDERSON

I

There are times when somehow the spirit opens up to the awe and mystery
of the

universe. Afterward dailiness returns; but those minutes or hours live
on, not

only as memories. They become a part of life itself, giving it much of
its

meaning and even its direction.

They have come to me when I have been camped out under skies wholly
clear and

dark, more full of stars than of night. Once it happened when I held a
primitive

hand ax, a piece of flint chipped into shape in the Middle Acheulean
period,

perhaps a hundred thousand years ago, by a hunter—Homo erectus, not yet
Neandertal—and saw a tiny fossil embedded in it, left by a mollusc in a
sea that

drained and dried away perhaps a hundred million years ago. And
others—but

surely you too have had your moments.

My earliest that I recall goes back to childhood, age six or seven or
thereabouts. We lived in a new suburb, with plenty of vacant lots for
boys to

romp in and no street lights. Nor did anybody anywhere have air
conditioning.

One evening after a hot summer day we went outside to enjoy the cool.
Twilight

gathered, purple and quiet. Stars began to blink forth. “That red one,”

said my

mother. “Is that Mars?”

“T believe so,” answered my father. He had made a few voyages with his
own

father, a sea captain, when navigation was mainly celestial.

“Do you think there’s life on it?”

“Who knows?”

Wonder struck through me like lightning. I’d learned a little about the
planets,

of course. Now suddenly it came fully home to me, that I was looking at
a whole

otherworld, as real as the ground beneath my feet but millions of miles
remote



and altogether strange.
Thereafter I could not read enough astronomy books. We had a

fourteenth-editionEncyclopaedia Britannica . Again and again I went back
to its

articles on the planets, and I can still see the blurry telescopic
photographs,

as if they lay here before me, and none of their glamour has faded. Mars
was

foremost—were those markings regions of growth amidst ruddy deserts and
canals

that watered them?—-but what had made the craters and rays on the Moon,
what did

the clouds of Venus hide, what were the belts and zones and Great Red
Spot of

Jupiter?

Saturn of the jewelwork rings had a magic all its own. To this day, the
sight of

it through a telescope brings the same enchantment as did the very first
such

viewing; beauty never grows wearisome.

The years passed, until late in 1980 my wife Karen and I found ourselves
at the

Jet Propulsion Laboratory in Pasadena to witness Voyager One’s flyby of
this

very planet. We’d been there for earlier events of the series, and would
return

for later ones, with press credentials to admit us. A number of science
fiction

writers did likewise; their kind of work had made its slow way from
pulpish

disrepute to respectability, many working scientists were openly among
their

readers, and they themselves were often interviewed. Those were great
reunions

of the old gang. But the purpose was always to experience the
achievement and

discoveries at first hand—to share, in however small a way, in yet
another

fulfillment of a lifelong dream, and find that the reality was more
wondrous

than any of our imaginings.

Now, as revelation after revelation unfolded, I couldn’t help feeling a
little

extra excitement, even tension. I’d lately written a story set on
Tapetus. It

would see magazine publication in a couple of months. Voyager was going
to scan

that enigmatic Saturnian moon. Would my speculations prove completely
mistaken?

It’s a risk that science fiction always takes, a risk that in the long
run

becomes an inevitability. But would this piece of mine have any run of
might-be-so at all?

Not worth worrying about. I gave myself back to the wonders before me.
The Saturn Game

1

If we would understand what happened, which is vital if we would avoid
repeated

and worse tragedies in the future, we must begin by dismissing all
accusations.

Nobody was negligent; no action was foolish. For who could have



predicted the

eventuality, or recognized its nature, until too late? Rather should we
appreciate the spirit with which those people struggled against
disaster, inward

and outward, after they knew. The fact is that thresholds exist
throughout

reality, and that things on their far sides are altogether different
from things

on their hither sides. TheChronos crossed more than an abyss, it crossed
a

threshold of human experience.

—Francis L. Minamoto,

Death Under Saturn: A Dissenting View

(Apollo University Communications, Leyburg, Luna, 2057)

“The City of Ice is now on my horizon,”Kendrick says. Its towers gleam
blue

“My griffin spreads his wings to glide.”Wind whistles among those great,
rainbow-shimmering pinions. His cloak blows back from his shoulders; the
air

strikes through his ring mail and sheathes him in cold . “I lean over
and peer

after you.”The spear in his left hand counterbalances him. Its head
flickers

palely with the moonlight that Wayland Smith hammered into the steel
“Yes, I see the griffin,”Ricia tells him , “high and far, like a comet
above the

courtyard walls. I run out from under the portico for a better look. A
guard

tries to stop me, grabs my sleeve, but I tear the spider-silk apart and
dash

forth into the open.”The elven castle wavers as if its sculptured ice
were

turning to smoke. Passionately, she cries, “Is it in truth you, my
darling?”

“Hold, there!”warns Alvarlan from his cave of arcana ten thousand
leagues away

“T send your mind the message that if the King suspects this is Sir
Kendrick of

the Isles, he will raise a dragon against him, or spirit you off beyond
any

chance of rescue. Go back, Princess of Maranoa. Pretend you decide that
it is

only an eagle. I will cast a belief-spell on your words.”

“T stay far aloft,”Kendrick says . “Save he use a scrying stone, the E1f
King

will not be aware this beast has a rider. From here I’1ll spy out city
and

castle.”And then—? He knows not. He knows simply that he must set her
free or

die in the quest. How long will it take him, how many more nights will
she lie

in the King’s embrace?

“T thought you were supposed to spy out Iapetus,” Mark Danzig
interrupted.

His dry tone startled the three others into alertness. Jean Broberg
flushed with

embarrassment, Colin Scobie with irritation; Luis Garcilaso shrugged,
grinned,

and turned his gaze to the pilot console before which he sat harnessed.
For a

moment silence filled the cabin, and shadows, and radiance from the



universe.

To help observation, all lights were out except a few dim glows at
instruments.

The sunward ports were lidded. Elsewhere thronged stars, so many and so
brilliant that they well-nigh drowned the blackness which held them. The
Milky

Way was a torrent of silver. One port framed Saturn at half phase,
dayside pale

gold and rich bands amidst the jewelry of its rings, nightside wanly
ashimmer

with starlight and moonlight upon clouds, as big to the sight as Earth
over

Luna.

Forward was Iapetus. The spacecraft rotated while orbiting the moon, to
maintain

a steady optical field. It had crossed the dawn line, presently at the
middle of

the inward-facing hemisphere. Thus it had left bare, crater-pocked land
behind

it in the dark, and was passing above sunlit glacier country. Whiteness
dazzled,

glittered in sparks and shards of color, reached fantastic shapes
heavenward;

cirques, crevasses, caverns brimmed with blue.

“I'm sorry,” Jean Broberg whispered. “It’s too beautiful, unbelievably
beautiful, and..almost like the place where our game had brought us—Took
us by

surprise—"

“Huh!” Mark Danzig said. *“You had a pretty good idea of what to expect,
therefore you made your play go in the direction of something that
resembled it.

Don’t tell me any different. I’ve watched these acts for eight years.”
Colin Scobie made a savage gesture. Spin and gravity were too slight to
give

noticeable weight. His movement sent him through the air, across the
crowded

cabin, until he checked himself by a handhold just short of the chemist.
“Are

you calling Jean a liar?” he growled.

Most times he was cheerful, in a bluff fashion. Perhaps because of that,
he

suddenly appeared menacing. He was a big, sandy-haired man in his mid-
thirties;

a coverall did not disguise the muscles beneath, and the scowl on his
face

brought forth its ruggedness.

“Please!” Broberg exclaimed. “Not a quarrel, Colin.”

The geologist glanced back at her. She was slender and fine-featured. At
her age

of forty-two, despite longevity treatment, the reddish-brown hair that
fell to

her shoulders was becoming streaked with white, and lines were engraved
around

large gray eyes. “Mark is right,” she sighed. “We’re here to do science,
not

daydream.” She reached forth to touch Scobie’s arm, smiled shyly.
“You’re still

full of your Kendrick persona, aren’t you? Gallant, protective—" She
stopped.

Her voice had quickened with more than a hint of Ricia. She covered her
lips and



flushed again. A tear broke free and sparkled off on air currents. She
forced a

laugh. “But I’m just physicist Broberg, wife of astronomer Tom, mother
of

Johnnie and Billy.”

Her glance went Saturnward, as if seeking the ship where her family
waited. She

might have spied it, too, as a star that moved among stars, by the solar
sail.

However, that was now furled, and naked vision could not find even such

huge

hulls asChronos possessed, across millions of kilometers.

Luis Garcilaso asked from his pilot’s chair: “What harm if we carry on
our

littlecommedia dell’ arte ?” His Arizona drawl soothed the ear. “We
won’t be

landin’ for a while yet, and everything’s on automatic till then.” He

was small,

swart, deft, still in his twenties.

Danzig twisted the leather of his countenance into a frown. At sixty,
thanks to

his habits as well as to longevity, he kept springiness in a lank frame;
he

could joke about wrinkles and encroaching baldness. In this hour, he set
humor

aside.

“Do you mean you don’t know what’s the matter?” His beak of a nose
pecked at a

scanner screen which magnified the moonscape. “Almighty God! That’s a
new world

we’re about to touch down on—tiny, but a world, and strange in ways we
can’t

guess. Nothing’s been here before us except one unmanned flyby and one
unmanned

lander that soon quit sending. We can’t rely on meters and cameras
alone. We've

got to use our eyes and brains.
realize that

in your bones, Colin, if nobody else aboard does. You’ve worked on Luna
as well

as Earth. In spite of all the settlements, in spite of all the study
that’s been

done, did you never hit any nasty surprises?”

The burly man had recovered his temper. Into his own voice came a
softness that

”

He addressed Scobie. “You should

recalled the serenity of the Idaho mountains whence he hailed. “True,”
he

admitted. “There’s no such thing as having too much information when
you’re off

Earth, or enough information, for that matter.” He paused.
“Nevertheless,

timidity can be as dangerous as rashness—not that you’re timid, Mark,”
he added

in haste. “Why, you and Rachel could’ve been in a nice 0’Neill on a nice
pension—"
Danzig relaxed and smiled. “This was a challenge, if I may sound

pompous. Just

the same, we want to get home when we’re finished here. We should be in
time for

the Bar Mitzvah of a great—-grandson or two. Which requires staying
alive.”



“My point is, if you let yourself get buffaloed, you may end up in a
worse bind

than—0Oh, never mind. You’re probably right, and we should not have begun
fantasizing. The spectacle sort of grabbed us. It won’t happen again.”
Yet when Scobie’s eyes looked anew on the glacier, they had not quite
the

dispassion of a scientist in them. Nor did Broberg’s or Garcilaso’s.
Danzig

slammed fist into palm. “The game, the damned childish game,” he
muttered, too

low for his companions to hear. “Was nothing saner possible for them?”
2

Was nothing saner possible for them? Perhaps not.

If we are to answer the question, we should first review some history.
When

early industrial operations in space offered the hope of rescuing
civilization,

and Earth, from ruin, then greater knowledge of sister planets, prior to
their

development, became a clear necessity. The effort must start with Mars,
the

least hostile. No natural law forbade sending small manned spacecraft

yonder.

What did was the absurdity of as much fuel, time, and effort as were
required,

in order that three or four persons might spend a few days in a single
locality.

Construction of theJd. Peter Vajk took longer and cost more, but paid off
when

it, virtually a colony, spread its immense solar sail and took a
thousand people

to their goal in half a year and in comparative comfort. The payoff grew
overwhelming when they, from orbit, launched Earthward the beneficiated
minerals

of Phobos that they did not need for their own purposes. Those purposes,
of

course, turned on the truly thorough, long-term study of Mars, and
included

landings of auxiliary craft, for ever lengthier stays, all over the
surface.

Sufficient to remind you of this much; no need to detail the triumphs of
the

same basic concept throughout the inner Solar System, as far as Jupiter.
The

tragedy of theVladimir became a reason to try again for Mercury..and, in
a

left-handed, political way, pushed the Britannic-American consortium
into

itsChronos project.

They named the ship better than they knew. Sailing time to Saturn was
eight

years.

Not only the scientists must be healthy, lively-minded people. Crewfolk,
technicians, medics, constables, teachers, clergy, entertainers, every
element

of an entire community must be. Each must command more than a single
skill, for

emergency backup, and keep those skills alive by regular, tedious
rehearsal. The

environment was limited and austere; communication with home was soon a
matter



of beamcasts; cosmopolitans found themselves in what amounted to an
isolated

village. What were they todo ?

Assigned tasks. Civic projects, especially work on improving the
interior of the

vessel. Research, or writing a book, or the study of a subject, or
sports, or

hobby clubs, or service and handicraft enterprises, or more private
interactions, or—There was a wide choice of television tapes, but
Central

Control made sets usable for only three hours in twenty-four. You dared
not get

into the habit of passivity.

Individuals grumbled, squabbled, formed and dissolved cliques, formed
and

dissolved marriages or less explicit relationships, begot and raised
occasional

children, worshipped, mocked, learned, yearned, and for the most part
found

reasonable satisfaction in life. But for some, including a large
proportion of

the gifted, what made the difference between this and misery was their
psychodramas.

—Minamoto

Dawn crept past the ice, out onto the rock. It was a light both dim and
harsh,

yet sufficient to give Garcilaso the last data he wanted for descent.
The hiss of the motor died away, a thump shivered through the hull,
landing

jacks leveled it, stillness fell. The crew did not speak for a while.
They were

staring out at Iapetus.

Immediately around them was desolation like that which reigns in much of
the

Solar System. A darkling plain curved visibly away to a horizon that, at
man-height, was a bare three kilometers distant; higher up in the cabin,
you saw

farther, but that only sharpened the sense of being on a minute ball
awhirl

among the stars. The ground was thinly covered with cosmic dust and
gravel; here

and there a minor crater or an upthrust mass lifted out of the regolith
to cast

long, knife-edged, utterly black shadows. Light reflections lessened the
number

of visible stars, turning heaven into a bowlful of night. Halfway
between the

zenith and the south, half-Saturn and its rings made the vista
beautiful.

Likewise did the glacier—or the glaciers? Nobody was sure. The sole
knowledge

was that, seen from afar, Iapetus gleamed bright at the western end of
its orbit

and grew dull at the eastern end, because one side was covered with
whitish

material while the other side was not; the dividing line passed nearly
beneath

the planet which it eternally faced. The probes fromChronos had reported
the

layer was thick, with puzzling spectra that varied from place to place,
and



little more about it.

In this hour, four humans gazed across pitted emptiness and saw wonder
rear over

the world-rim. From north to south went ramparts, battlements, spires,

depths,

peaks, cliffs, their shapes and shadings an infinity of fantasies. On
the right

Saturn cast soft amber, but that was nearly lost in the glare from the
east,

where a sun dwarfed almost to stellar size nonetheless blazed too fierce
to look

at, just above the summit. There the silvery sheen exploded in
brilliance,

diamond-glitter of shattered light, chill blues and greens; dazzled to
tears,

eyes saw the vision glimmer and waver, as if it bordered on dreamland,
or on

Faerie. But despite all delicate intricacies, underneath was a sense of
chill

and of brutal mass; here dwelt also the Frost Giants.

Broberg was the first to breathe forth a word. “The City of Ice.”
“Magic,” said Garcilaso as low. “My spirit could lose itself forever,
wanderin’

yonder. I’m not sure I’d mind. My cave is nothin’ like this, nothin’—"
“Wait a minute!” snapped Danzig in alarm.
“Oh, yes. Curb the imagination, please.”
utter

sobrieties, they sounded drier than needful. “We know from probe
transmissions

the scarp is, well, Grand Canyon-like. Sure, it’s more spectacular than
we

realized, which I suppose makes it still more of a mystery.” He turned
to

Broberg. “I’ve never seen ice or snow as sculptured as this. Have you,
Jean?

You’ve mentioned visiting a lot of mountain and winter scenery when you
were a

girl in Canada.”

The physicist shook her head. “No. Never. It doesn’t seem possible. What
could

have done it? There’s no weather here..is there?”

“Perhaps the same phenomenon is responsible that laid a hemisphere
bare,” Danzig

suggested.

“Or that covered a hemisphere,
hundred

kilometers across shouldn’t have gases, frozen or otherwise. Unless it'’s
a ball

of such stuff clear through, like a comet. Which we know it’s not.” As
if to

demonstrate, he unclipped a pair of pliers from a nearby tool rack,
tossed 1it,

and caught it on its slow way down. His own ninety kilos of mass weighed
about

seven. For that, the satellite must be essentially rocky.

Garcilaso registered impatience. “Let’s stop tradin’ facts and theories
we

already know about, and start findin’ answers.”

Rapture welled in Broberg. “Yes, let’s get out. Overthere
“Hold on,” protested Danzig as Garcilaso and Scobie nodded eagerly. “You
can’t

Though Scobie was quick to

”

Scobie said. “An object seventeen

”



be serious. Caution, step-by-step advance—"

“No, it’s too wonderful for that.” Broberg’s tone shivered.

“Yeah, to hell with fiddlin’ around,” Garcilaso said. “We need at least
a

preliminary scout right away.”

The furrows deepened in Danzig’s visage. “You mean you too, Luis? But
you’re our

pilot!”

“On the ground I’'m general assistant, chief cook, and bottle washer to
you

scientists. Do you imagine I want to sit idle, with somethin’ like that
to

explore?” Garcilaso calmed his voice. “Besides, if I should come to
grief, any

of you can fly back, given a bit of radio talk fromChronos and a final
approach

under remote control.”

“It’s quite reasonable, Mark,” Scobie argued. “Contrary to doctrine,
true; but

doctrine was made for us, not vice versa. A short distance, low gravity,
and

we’ll be on the lookout for hazards. The point is, until we have some
notion of

what that ice is like, we don’t know what the devil to pay attention to
in this

vicinity, either. No, we’ll take a gquick jaunt. When we return, then
we’ll

plan.”

Danzig stiffened. “May I remind you, if anything goes wrong, help is at
least a

hundred hours away? An auxiliary like this can’t boost any higher if
it’s to get

back, and it’d take longer than that to disengage the big boats from
Saturn and

Titan.”

Scobie reddened at the implied insult. “And may I remind you, on the
ground I am

the captain? I say an immediate reconnaissance is safe and desirable.
Stay

behind if you want—In fact, yes, you must. Doctrine is right in saying
the

vessel mustn’t be deserted.”

Danzig studied him for several seconds before murmuring, *“Luis goes,
however, 1is

that it?”

“Yes!” cried Garcilaso so that the cabin rang.

Broberg patted Danzig’s limp hand. “It’s okay, Mark,” she said gently.
“We’1ll

bring back samples for you to study. After that, I wouldn’t be surprised
but

what the best ideas about procedure will be yours.”

He shook his head. Suddenly he looked very tired. “No,” he replied in a
monotone, “that won’t happen. You see, I’'m only a hardnosed industrial
chemist

who saw this expedition as a chance to do interesting research. The
whole way

through space, I kept myself busy with ordinary affairs, including, you
remember, a couple of inventions I’d wanted leisure to develop. You
three,

you’re younger, you’re romantics—"

“Aw, come off it, Mark.” Scobie tried to laugh. “Maybe Jean and Luis



are, a
little, but me, I’'m about as other-worldly as a plate of haggis.”
“You played the game, year after year, until at last the game started

playing

you. That’s what’s going on this minute, no matter how you rationalize
your

motives.” Danzig’s gaze on the geologist, who was his friend, lost the
defiance

that had been in it and turned wistful. “You might try recalling Delia
Ames."”

Scobie bristled. “What about her? The business was hers and mine, nobody
else’s.”

“Except afterward she cried on Rachel’s shoulder, and Rachel doesn’t
keep

secrets from me. Don’t worry, I’m not about to blab. Anyhow, Delia got
over it.
But if you’d recollect objectively, you’d see what had happened to you,

already

three years ago.”

Scobie set his jaw. Danzig smiled in the left corner of his mouth. “No,
I

suppose you can’t,” he went on. “I admit I’d no idea either, till now,
how far

the process had gone. At least keep your fantasies in the background
while
you’re outside, will you? Can you?”

In half a decade of travel, Scobie’s apartment had become
idiosyncratically

his—perhaps more so than was usual, since he remained a bachelor who
seldom had

women visitors for longer than a few nightwatches at a time. Much of the
furniture he had made himself; the agrosections ofChronos produced wood,
hide,

and fiber as well as food and fresh air. His handiwork ran to
massiveness and

archaic carved decorations. Most of what he wanted to read he screened
from the

data banks, of course, but a shelf held a few old books, Childe’s border
ballads, an eighteenth-century family Bible (despite his agnosticism), a
copy

0ofThe Machinery of Freedom which had nearly disintegrated but displayed
the

signature of the author, and other valued miscellany. Above them stood a
model

of a sailboat in which he had cruised Northern European waters, and a
trophy he

had won in handball aboard this ship. On the bulkheads hung his fencing
sabers

and numerous pictures—of parents and siblings, of wilderness areas he
had

tramped on Earth, of castles and mountains and heaths in Scotland where
he had

often been too, of his geological team on Luna, of Thomas Jefferson and,
imagined, Robert the Bruce.

On a certain evenwatch he had, though, been seated before his
telescreen. Lights

were turned low in order that he might fully savor the image. Auxiliary
craft

were out in a joint exercise, and a couple of their personnel used the
opportunity to beam back views of what they saw.



That was splendor. Starful space made a chalice forChronos . The two

huge,

majestically counter-rotating cylinders, the entire complex of linkages,
ports,

locks, shields, collectors, transmitters, docks, all became Japanesely
exquisite

at a distance of several hundred kilometers. It was the solar sail which
filled

most of the screen, like a turning golden sun-wheel; yet remote vision
could

also appreciate its spiderweb intricacy, soaring and subtle curvatures,
even the

less—-than-gossamer thinness. A mightier work than the Pyramids, a finer
work

than a refashioned chromosome, the ship moved on toward a Saturn which
had

become the second brightest beacon in the firmament.

The door chime hauled Scobie out of his exaltation. As he started across
the

deck, he stubbed his toe on a table leg. Coriolis force caused that. It
was

slight, when a hull this size spun to give a full gee of weight, and a
thing to

which he had long since adapted; but now and then he got so interested
in

something that terrestrial habits returned. He swore at his absent-
mindedness,

good—-naturedly, since he anticipated a pleasurable time.

When he opened the door, Delia Ames entered in a single stride. At once
she

closed it behind her and stood braced against it. She was a tall blonde
woman

who did electronics maintenance and kept up a number of outside
activities.

“Hey!” Scobie said. “What’s wrong? You look like—" he tried for levity
“—something my cat wouldn’t’ve dragged in, if we had any mice or beached
fish

aboard.”

She drew a ragged breath. Her Australian accent thickened till he had
trouble

understanding: “I..today..I happened to be at the same cafeteria table as
George

Harding—"

Unease tingled through Scobie. Harding worked in Ames’ department but
had much

more in common with him. In the same group to which they both belonged,
Harding

likewise took a vaguely ancestral role, N’Kuma the Lionslayer.

“What happened?” Scobie asked.

Woe stared back at him. “He mentioned..you and he and the rest..you’d be
taking

your next holiday together..to carry on your, your bloody act
uninterrupted.”

“Well, yes. Work at the new park over in Starboard Hull will be
suspended till

enough metal’s been recycled for the water pipes. The area will be
vacant, and

my gang has arranged to spend a week'’s worth of days—"

“But you and I were going to Lake Armstrong!”

“Uh, wait, that was just a notion we talked about, no definite plan yet,
and



this is such an unusual chance—Later, sweetheart. I’'m sorry.” He took
her hands.

They felt cold. He essayed a smile. “Now, c’mon, we were going to cook a
festive

dinner together and afterward spend a, shall we say, quiet evening at
home. But

for a start, this absolutely gorgeous presentation on the screen—”

She jerked free of him. The gesture seemed to calm her. “No, thanks,”
she said,

flat-voiced. “Not when you’d rather be with that Broberg woman. I only
came by

to tell you in person I’'m getting out of the way of you two.”

“Huh?”He stepped back. “What the flaming hell do you mean?”

“You know jolly well.”

“T don’t! She, I, she’s happily married, got two kids, she’s older than
me,

we’re friends, sure, but there’s never been a thing between us that
wasn’t in

the open and on the level-'
love

with her?”

Ames looked away. Her fingers writhed together. “I’'m not about to go on
being a

mere convenience to you, Colin. You have plenty of those. Myself, I’d
hoped—But

I was wrong, and I’'m going to cut my losses before they get worse.”
“But..Dee, I swear I haven’t fallen for anybody else, and I, I swear
you’re more

than a body to me, you’re a fine person—’
Scobie

gnawed his lip before he could tell her: “Okay, I admit it, a main
reason I

volunteered for this trip was I’d lost out in a love affair on Earth.
Not that

the project doesn’t interest me, but I’ve come to realize what a big
chunk out

of my life it is. You, more than any other woman, Dee, you’ve gotten me
to feel

better about the situation.”

She grimaced. “But not as much as your psychodrama has, right?”

“Hey, you must think I’m obsessed with the game. I’'m not. It’s fun
and—oh, maybe

‘fun’ is too weak a word—-but anyhow, it’s just little bunches of people
getting

together fairly regularly to play. Like my fencing, or a chess club, or,
or

anything.”

She squared her shoulders. “Well, then,” she asked, “will you cancel the
date

you’ve made and spend your holiday with me?”

“T, uh, I can’t do that. Not at this stage. Kendrick isn’t off on the
periphery

of current events, he’s closely involved with everybody else. If I
didn’t show,

it’d spoil things for the rest.”

Her glance steadied upon them. “Very well. A promise is a promise, or so
I

imagined. But afterward-Don’t be afraid. I’'m not trying to trap you.
That would

be no good, would it? However, if I maintain this liaison of ours, will
you
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Scobie swallowed. “You suppose maybe I’'m in
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She stood mute and withdrawn.



phase out of your game?”

“T can’t—" Anger seized him. “No, God damn it!” he roared.

“Then goodbye, Colin,” she said, and departed. He stared for minutes at
the door

she had shut behind her.

Unlike the large Titan and Saturn-vicinity explorers, landers on the
airless

moons were simply modified Luna-to-space shuttles, reliable but with
limited

capabilities. When the blocky shape had dropped below the horizon,
Garcilaso

said into his radio: “We’ve lost sight of the boat, Mark. I must say it
improves

the view.” One of the relay microsatellites which had been sown in orbit
passed

his words on.

“Better start blazing your trail, then,” Danzig reminded.

“My, my, youare a fussbudget, aren’t you?” Nevertheless Garcilaso
unholstered

the squirt gun at his hip and splashed a vividly fluorescent circle of
paint on

the ground. He would do it at eyeball intervals until his party reached
the

glacier. Except where dust lay thick over the regolith, footprints were
faint,

under the feeble gravity, and absent when a walker crossed continuous
rock.

Walker? No, leaper. The three bounded exultant, little hindered by
spacesuits,

life support units, tool and ration packs. The naked land fled from
their haste,

and even higher, ever more clear and glorious to see, loomed the ice
ahead of

them.

There was no describing it, not really. You could speak of lower slopes
and

palisades above, to a mean height of perhaps a hundred meters, with
spires

towering farther still. You could speak of gracefully curved tiers going
up

those braes, of lacy parapets and fluted crags and arched openings to
caves

filled with wonders, of mysterious blues in the depths and greens where
light

streamed through translucencies, of gem-sparkle across whiteness where
radiance

and shadow wove mandalas—and none of it would convey anything more than
Scobie’s

earlier, altogether inadequate comparison to the Grand Canyon.

“Stop,” he said for the dozenth time. “I want to take a few pictures.”
“Will anybody understand them who hasn’t been here?” whispered Broberg.
“Probably not,” said Garcilaso in the same hushed tone. “Maybe no one
but us

ever will.”

“What do you mean by that?” demanded Danzig’s voice.

“Never mind,” snapped Scobie.

“I..think..I..know,” the chemist said. “Yes, it is a great piece of
scenery, but

you’re letting it hypnotize you.”

“If you don’t cut out that drivel,” Scobie warned, “we’ll cut you out of



the

circuit. Damn it, we’ve got work to do. Get off our backs.”

Danzig gusted a sigh. “Sorry. Uh, are you finding any clues to the
nature of

that—that thing?”

Scobie focused his camera. “Well,” he said, partly mollified, “the
different

shades and textures, and no doubt the different shapes, seem to confirm
what the

reflection spectra from the flyby suggested. The composition is a
mixture, or a

jumble, or both, of several materials, and varies from place to place.
Water ice

is obvious, but I feel sure of carbon dioxide too, and I’d bet on
ammonia,

methane, and presumably lesser amounts of other stuff.”

“Methane? Could they stay solid at ambient temperature, in a vacuum?”
“We’ll have to find out for sure. However, I’d guess that most of the
time it’s

cold enough, at least for methane strata that occur down inside where
there’s

pressure on them.”

Within the vitryl globe of her helmet, Broberg’s features showed
delight.

“Wait!” she cried. “I have an idea—about what happened to the probe that
landed.” She drew breath. “It came down almost at the foot of the
glacier, you

recall. Our view of the site from space seemed to indicate that an
avalanche

buried it, but we couldn’t understand how that might have been
triggered. Well,

suppose a methane layer at exactly the wrong location melted. Heat
radiation

from the jets may have warmed it, and later the radar beam used to map
contours

added the last few degrees necessary. The stratum flowed, and down came
everything that had rested on top of it.”

“Plausible,” Scobie said. *“Congratulations, Jean.”

“Nobody thought of the possibility in advance?” Garcilaso scoffed. “What
kind of

scientists have we got along?”

“The kind who were being overwhelmed by work after we reached Saturn,
and still

more by data input,”
or

anybody can realize, hotshot.”

4

Scobie answered. “The universe is bigger than you

“Oh. Sure. No offense.” Garcilaso’s glance returned to the ice. “Yes,
we'’ll

never run out of mysteries, will we?”

“Never.” Broberg’s eyes glowed enormous. “At the heart of things will

always be
magic. The E1f King rules—"

Scobie returned his camera to its pouch. “Stow the gab and move on,” he
ordered

curtly.

His gaze locked for an instant with Broberg’s. In the weird, mingled
light, it

could be seen that she went pale, then red, before she sprang off beside
him.

Ricia had gone alone into Moonwood on Midsummer Eve. The King found her
there



and took her unto him as she had hoped. Ecstasy became terror when he
afterward

bore her off; yet her captivity in the City of Ice brought her many more
such

hours, and beauties and marvels unknown among mortals. Alvarlan, her
mentor,

sent his spirit in quest of her, and was himself beguiled by what he
found. It

was an effort of will for him to tell Sir Kendrick of the Isles where
she was,

albeit he pledged his help in freeing her.

N’Kuma the Lionslayer, Béla of Eastmarch, Karina of the Far West, Lady
Aurelia,

Olav Harpmaster had none of them been present when this happened.

The glacier (a wrong name for something that might have no counterpart
in the

Solar System) lifted off the plain abruptly as a wall. Standing there,
the three

could no longer see the heights. They could, though, see that the slope
which

curved steeply upward to a filigree-topped edge was not smooth. Shadows

lay blue

in countless small craters. The sun had climbed just sufficiently high
to beget

them; a Iapetan day is more than seventy-nine of Earth’s.

Danzig’s question crackled in earphones: “Now are you satisfied? Will

you come
back before a fresh landslide catches you?”

“Tt won’t,” Scobie replied. “We aren’t a vehicle, and the local
configuration

has clearly been stable for centuries or better. Besides, what’s the
point of a

manned expedition if nobody investigates anything?”

“I’11 see i1f I can climb,” Garcilaso offered.
“No, wait,” Scobie commanded. “I’ve had experience with mountains and
snowpacks,

for whatever that may be worth. Let me study out a route for us first.”
“You’re going onto that stuff, the whole gaggle of you?” exploded

Danzig. “Have

you completely lost your minds?”

Scobie’s brow and lips tightened. “Mark, I warn you again, if you don’t
get your

emotions under control we’ll cut you off. We’ll hike on a ways if I
decide it's

safe.”

He paced, in floating low-weight fashion, back and forth while he
surveyed the

jokull. Layers and blocks of distinct substances were plain to see, like
separate ashlars laid by an elvish mason..where they were not so huge
that a

giant must have been at work... The craterlets might be sentry posts on
this

lowest embankment of the City’s defenses...

Garcilaso, most vivacious of men, stood motionless and let his wvision
lose

itself in the sight. Broberg knelt down to examine the ground, but her
own gaze

kept wandering aloft.

Finally she beckoned. “Colin, come over here, please,’
believe I've

4

she said. “I



made a discovery.”

Scobie joined her. As she rose, she scooped a handful of fine black
particles

off the shards on which she stood and let it trickle from her glove. “I
suspect

this is the reason the boundary of the ice is sharp,” she told him.
“What 1is?” Danzig inquired from afar. He got no answer.

“T noticed more and more dust as we went along,” Broberg continued. “If
it fell

on patches and lumps of frozen stuff, isolated from the main mass, and
covered

them, it would absorb solar heat till they melted or, likelier,
sublimed. Even

water molecules would escape to space, in this weak gravity. The main
mass was

too big for that; square-cube law. Dust grains there would simply melt
their way

down a short distance, then be covered as surrounding material collapsed
on

them, and the process would stop.”

“H’m.” Scobie raised a hand to stroke his chin, encountered his helmet,
and

sketched a grin at himself. “Sounds reasonable. But where did so much
dust come

from—and the ice, for that matter?”

“T think—" Her voice dropped until he could barely hear, and her look
went the

way of Garcilaso’s. His remained upon her face, profiled against stars.
“T think

this bears out your comet hypothesis, Colin. A comet struck Iapetus. It
came

from the direction it did because of getting so near Saturn that it was
forced

to swing in a hairpin bend around the planet. It was enormous; the ice
of it

covered almost a hemisphere, in spite of much more being vaporized and
lost. The

dust is partly from it, partly generated by the impact.”

He clasped her armored shoulder. “Yourtheory, Jean. I was not the first
to

propose a comet, but you’re the first to corroborate with details.”

She didn’t appear to notice, except that she murmured further: “Dust can
account

for the erosion that made those lovely formations, too. It caused
differential

melting and sublimation on the surface, according to the patterns it
happened to

fall in and the mixes of ices it clung to, until it was washed away or
encysted.

The craters, these small ones and the major ones we’ve observed from
above, they

have a separate but similar origin. Meteorites—"

“Whoa, there,” he objected. “Any sizeable meteorite would release enough
energy

to steam off most of the entire field.”

“T know. Which shows the comet collision was recent, less than a
thousand years

ago, or we wouldn’t be seeing this miracle today. Nothing big has since
happened

to strike, yet. I’'m thinking of little stones, cosmic sand, in prograde
orbits



around Saturn so that they hit with low relative speed. Most simply make
dimples

in the ice. Lying there, however, they collect solar heat because of
being dark,

and re-radiate it to melt away their surroundings, till they sink
beneath. The

concavities they leave reflect incident radiation from side to side, and
thus

continue to grow. The pothole effect. And again, because the different
ices have

different properties, you don’t get perfectly smooth craters, but those
fantastic bowls we saw before we landed.”

“By God!” Scobie hugged her. “You'’re a genius.”

Helmet against helmet, she smiled and said, “No. It’s obvious, once
you’ve seen

for yourself.” She was quiet for a bit while still they held each other.
“Scientific intuition is a funny thing, I admit,” she went on at last.
“Considering the problem, I was hardly aware of my logical mind. What I
thought

was—the City of Ice, made with starstones out of that which a god called
down

from heaven—"

“Jesus Maria!” Garcilaso spun about to stare at them.
Scobie released the woman. “We’ll go after confirmation,” he said
unsteadily.

“To the large crater you’ll remember we spotted a few klicks inward. The
surface

appears quite safe to walk on.”

“T called that crater the E1f King’s Dance Hall,” Broberg mused, as if a
dream

were coming back to her.

“Have a care.” Garcilaso’s laugh rattled. “Heap big medicine yonder. The
King is

only an inheritor; it was giants who built these walls, for the gods.”
“Well, I’'ve got to find a way in, don’t I?” Scobie responded.

“Indeed, "Alvarlan says . “I cannot guide you from this point. My spirit
can only

see through mortal eyes. I can but lend you my counsel, until we have
neared the

gates.”

“Are you sleepwalking in that fairytale of yours?” Danzig yelled. “Come
back

before you get yourselves killed!”

“Will you dry up?” Scobie snarled. “It’s nothing but a style of talk
we’ve got

between us. If you can’t understand that, you’ve got less use of your
brain than

we do.”

“Listen, won’t you? I didn’t say you’re crazy. You don’t have delusions
or

anything like that. I do say you’ve steered your fantasies toward this
kind of

place, and now the reality has reinforced them till you’re under a
compulsion

you don’t recognize. Would you go ahead so recklessly anywhere else in
the

universe? Think!”

“That does it. We’ll resume contact after you’ve had time to improve
your
manners.
stayed

" Scobie snapped off his main radio switch. The circuits that



active served for close-by communication but had no power to reach an
orbital

relay. His companions did likewise.

The three faced the awesomeness before them. “You can help me find the
Princess

when we are inside, Alvarlan,”Kendrick says

“That I can and will,”the sorcerer voOws

“T wait for you, most steadfast of my lovers,”Ricia croons .

Alone in the spacecraft, Danzig well-nigh sobbed, “Oh, damn that game
forever!”

The sound fell away into emptiness.

3

To condemn psychodrama, even in its enhanced form, would be to condemn
human

nature.

It begins in childhood. Play is necessary to an immature mammal, a means
of

learning to handle the body, the perceptions, and the outside world. The
young

human plays, must play, with its brain too. The more intelligent the
child, the

more its imagination needs exercise. There are degrees of activity, from
the

passive watching of a show on a screen, onward through reading,
daydreaming,

storytelling, and psychodrama..for which the child has no such fancy
name.

We cannot give this behavior any single description, for the shape and
course it

takes depend on endlessly many variables. Sex, age, culture, and
companions are

only the most obvious. For example, in pre-electronic North America
little girls

would often play “house” while little boys played “cowboys and Indians”
or *“cops

and robbers,’

4

whereas nowadays a mixed group of their descendants might

play

“dolphins” or *“astronauts and aliens.” In essence, a small band forms;
each

individual makes up a character to portray, or borrows one from fiction;
simple

props may be employed, such as toy weapons, or any chance object such as
a stick

may be declared something else such as a metal detector, or a thing may

be quite

imaginary, as the scenery almost always is. The children then act out a

drama

which they compose as they go along. When they cannot physically perform
a

certain action, they describe it. (“I jump real high, like you can do on
Mars,

an’ come out over the edge o’ that ol’ Valles Marineris, an’ take that
bandit by

surprise.”) A large cast of characters, especially villains, frequently
comes

into existence by fiat.

The most imaginative member of the troupe dominates the game and the
evolution

of the story line, though in a rather subtle fashion, through offering
the most

vivid possibilities. The rest, however, are brighter than average;



psychodrama

in this highly developed form does not appeal to everybody.

For those to whom it does, the effects are beneficial and lifelong.
Besides

increasing their creativity through use, it lets them try out a play
version of

different adult roles and experiences. Thereby they begin to acquire
insight

into adulthood.

Such playacting ends when adolescence commences, if not earlier—but only
in that

form, and not necessarily forever in it. Grown-ups have many dream-—
games. This

is plain to see in lodges, for example, with their titles, costumes, and
ceremonies; but does it not likewise animate all pageantry, every
ritual? To

what extent are our heroisms, sacrifices, and self-aggrandizements the
acting

out of personae that we maintain? Some thinkers have attempted to trace
this

element through every aspect of society.

Here, though, we are concerned with overt psychodrama among adults. In
Western

civilization it first appeared on a noticeable scale during the middle
twentieth

century. Psychiatrists found it a powerful diagnostic and therapeutic
technique.

Among ordinary folk, war and fantasy games, many of which involved
identification with imaginary or historical characters, became
increasingly

popular. In part this was doubtless a retreat from the restrictions and
menaces

of that unhappy period, but likely in larger part it was a revolt of the
mind

against the inactive entertainment, notably television, which had come
to

dominate recreation.

The Chaos ended those activities. Everybody knows about their revival in
recent

times—for healthier reasons, one hopes. By projecting three-dimensional
scenes

and appropriate sounds from a data bank—or, better yet, by having a
computer

produce them to order—players gained a sense of reality that intensified
their

mental and emotional commitment. Yet in those games that went on for
episode

after episode, year after real-time year, whenever two or more members
of a

group could get together to play, they found themselves less and less
dependent

on such appurtenances. It seemed that, through practice, they had
regained the

vivid imaginations of their childhoods, and could make anything, or airy
nothing

itself, into the objects and the worlds they desired.

I have deemed it necessary thus to repeat the obvious in order that we
may see

it in perspective. The news beamed from Saturn has brought widespread
revulsion.

(Why? What buried fears have been touched? This is subject matter for



potentially important research.) Overnight, adult psychodrama has become
unpopular; it may become extinct. That would, in many ways, be a worse
tragedy

than what has occurred yonder. There is no reason to suppose that the
game ever

harmed any mentally sound person on Earth; on the contrary. Beyond
doubt, it has

helped astronauts stay sane and alert on long, difficult missions. If it
has no

more medical use, that is because psychotherapy has become a branch of
applied

biochemistry.

And this last fact, the modern world’s dearth of experience with
madness, 1s at

the root of what happened. Although he could not have foreseen the exact
outcome, a twentieth-century psychiatrist might have warned against
spending

eight years, an unprecedented stretch of time, in as strange an
environment as

theChronos . Strange it certainly has been, despite all efforts—limited,
totally

man-controlled, devoid of countless cues for which our evolution on
Earth has

fashioned us. Extraterrestrial colonists have, thus far, had available
to them

any number of simulations and compensations, of which close, full
contact with

home and frequent opportunities to visit there are probably the most
significant. Sailing time to Jupiter was long, but half of that to
Saturn.

Moreover, because they were earlier, scientists in theZeus had much
research to

occupy them en route, which it would be pointless for later travelers to
duplicate; by then, the interplanetary medium between the two giants
held few

surprises.

Contemporary psychologists were aware of this. They understood that the
persons

most adversely affected would be the most intelligent, imaginative, and
dynamic—those who were supposed to make the very discoveries at Saturn
which

were the purpose of the undertaking. Being less familiar than their
predecessors

with the labyrinth that lies, Minotaur-haunted, beneath every human
consciousness, the psychologists expected purely benign consequences of
whatever

psychodramas the crew engendered.

—Minamoto

Assignments to teams had not been made in advance of departure. It was
sensible

to let professional capabilities reveal themselves and grow on the
voyage, while

personal relationships did the same. Eventually such factors would help
in

deciding what individuals should train for what tasks. Long-term
participation

in a group of players normally forged bonds of friendship that were
desirable,

if the members were otherwise qualified.

In real life, Scobie always observed strict propriety toward Broberg.
She was



attractive, but she was monogamous, and he had no wish to alienate her.
Besides,

he liked her husband. (Tom did not partake of the game. As an
astronomer, he had

plenty to keep his attention happily engaged.) They had played for a
couple of

years, their bunch had acquired as many as it could accommodate in a
narrative

whose milieu and people were becoming complex, before Scobie and Broberg
spoke

of anything intimate.

By then, the story they enacted was doing so, and maybe it was not
altogether by

chance that they met when both had several idle hours. This was in the
weightless recreation area at the spin axis. They tumbled through
aerobatics,

shouting and laughing, until they were pleasantly tired, went to the
clubhouse,

turned in their wingsuits, and showered. They had not seen each other
nude

before; neither commented, but he did not hide his enjoyment of the
sight, while

she colored and averted her glance as tactfully as she was able.
Afterward,

their clothes resumed, they decided on a drink before they went home,
and sought

the lounge.

Since evenwatch was approaching nightwatch, they had the place to
themselves. At

the bar, he thumbed a chit for Scotch, she for pinot chardonnay. The
machine

obliged them and they carried their refreshments out onto the balcony.
Seated at

a table, they looked across immensity. The clubhouse was built into the
support

frame on a Lunar gravity level. Above them they saw the sky wherein they
had

been as birds; its reach did not seem any more hemmed in by far-spaced,
spidery

girders than it was by a few drifting clouds. Beyond, and straight
ahead, decks

opposite were a commingling of masses and shapes which the scant
illumination at

this hour turned into mystery. Among those shadows the humans made out
woods,

brooks, pools, turned hoar or agleam by the light of stars which filled
the

skyview strips. Right and left, the hull stretched off beyond sight, a
dark in

which such lamps as there were appeared lost.

Air was cool, slightly jasmine-scented, drenched with silence.
Underneath and

throughout, subliminal, throbbed the myriad pulses of the ship.
“Magnificent,” Broberg said low, gazing outward. “What a surprise.”
“Eh?"” asked Scobie.

“I’'ve only been here before in daywatch. I didn’t anticipate a simple
rotation

of the reflectors would make it wonderful.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t sneer at the daytime view. Mighty impressive.”

“Yes, but—but then you see too plainly that everything is manmade,
nothing is



wild or unknown or free. The sun blots out the stars; it’s as though no
universe

existed beyond this shell we’re in. Tonight is like being in Maranoa,”
the

kingdom of which Ricia is Princess, a kingdom of ancient things and
ways,

wildernesses, enchantments

“H’'m, yeah, sometimes I feel trapped myself,” Scobie admitted. “I
believed I had

a journey’s worth of geological data to study, but my project isn’t
going

anywhere very interesting.”

“Same for me.” Broberg straightened where she sat, turned to him, and
smiled a

trifle. The dusk softened her features, made them look young. “Not that
we're

entitled to self-pity. Here we are, safe and comfortable till we reach
Saturn.

After that we should never lack for excitement, or for material to work
with on

the way home.”

“True.” Scobie raised his glass. “Well, skoal. Hope I’'m not
mispronouncing
that.”

“How should I know?” she laughed. “My maiden name was Almyer.”

“That’s right, you’ve adopted Tom’s surname. I wasn’t thinking. Though
that is

rather unusual these days, hey?”

She spread her hands. “My family was well-to-do, but they
were—are—Jerusalem

Catholics. Strict about certain things; archaistic, you might say.” She
lifted

her wine and sipped. *“Oh, yes, I’ve left the Church, but in several ways
the

Church will never leave me.”

“T see. Not to pry, but, uh, this does account for some traits of yours
I

couldn’t help wondering about.”

She regarded him over the rim of her glass. “Like what?”

“Well, you’ve got a lot of life in you, vigor, sense of fun, but you’re
also—what’s the word?—uncommonly domestic. You’ve told me you were a
quiet

faculty member of Yukon University till you married Tom.
grinned. “Since

you two kindly invited me to your last anniversary party, and I know
your

present age, I deduced that you were thirty then.” Unmentioned was the
likelihood that she had still been a virgin. “Nevertheless—oh, forget
it. I said

I don’t want to pry.”

“Go ahead, Colin,” she urged. “That line from Burns sticks in my mind,
since you

introduced me to his poetry. ‘To see oursels as others see us!’ Since it
looks

as if we may visit the same moon—"

Scobie took a hefty dollop of Scotch. “Aw, nothing much,” he said,
unwontedly

diffident. “If you must know, well, I have the impression that being in
love

wasn’t the single good reason you had for marrying Tom. He’d already
been

”

Scobie

4



accepted for this expedition, and given your personal qualifications,
that would

get you in too. In short, you’d grown tired of routine respectability
and here

was how you could kick over the traces. Am I right?”

“Yes.” Her gaze dwelt on him. “You’re more perceptive than I supposed.”
“No, not really. A roughneck rockhound. But Ricia’s made it plain to
see, you're

more than a demure wife, mother, and scientist—’
raised

a palm. “No, please, let me finish. I know it’s bad manners to claim
somebody’s

persona is a wish fulfillment, and I’m not doing that. Of course you
don’t want

to be a free-roving, free-loving female scamp, any more than I want to
ride

around cutting down assorted enemies. Still, if you’d been born and
raised in

the world of our game, I feel sure you’d be a lot like Ricia. And that
potential

is part of you, Jean.” He tossed off his drink. “If I’ve said too much,
please

excuse me. Want a refill?”

“TI'd better not, but don’t let me stop you.”

“You won’t.” He rose and bounded off.

When he returned, he saw that she had been observing him through the
vitryl

door. As he sat down, she smiled, leaned a bit across the table, and
told him

softly: “I'm glad you said what you did. Now I can declare what a

4

She parted her lips. He

complicated

man Kendrick reveals you to be.”

“What?” Scobie asked in honest surprise. “Come on! He’s a sword-and-
shield

tramp, a fellow who likes to travel, same as me; and in my teens I was a
brawler, same as him.”

“He may lack polish, but he’s a chivalrous knight, a compassionate over-
lord, a

knower of sagas and traditions, an appreciator of poetry and music, a
bitofabard.Ricia misses him. When will he get back from his latest
quest?”

“I'm bound home this minute. N’Kuma and I gave those pirates the slip
and landed

at Haverness two days ago. After we buried the swag, he wanted to visit
Béla and

Karina and join them in whatever they’ve been up to, so we bade goodbye
for the

time being.” Scobie and Harding had lately taken a few hours to conclude
that

adventure of theirs. The rest of the group had been mundanely occupied
for some

while.

Broberg’s eyes widened. “From Haverness to the Isles? But I’m in Castle
Devaranda, right in between.”

“T hoped you’d be.”

“TI can’t wait to hear your story.”

“I'm pushing on after dark. The moon is bright and I’ve got a pair of
remounts I

bought with a few gold pieces from the loot.”The dust rolls white
beneath drumming hoofs. Where a horseshoe strikes a flint pebble, sparks
fly



ardent. Kendrick scowls. “You aren’t with..what’s his name?..Joran the
Red? I

don’t like him.”

“T sent him packing a month ago. He got the idea that sharing my bed
gave him

authority over me. It was never anything but a romp. I stand alone on
the

Gerfalcon Tower, looking south over moonlit fields, and wonder how you
fare. The

road flows toward me like a gray river. Do I see a rider come at a
gallop, far

and far away?”

After many months of play, no image on a screen was necessary.Pennons on
the

night wind stream athwart the stars . “I arrive. I sound my horn to
rouse the

gatekeepers.”

“How I do remember those merry notes—"

That same night, Kendrick and Ricia become lovers. Experienced in the
game and

careful of its etiquette, Scobie and Broberg uttered no details about
the union;

they did not touch each other and maintained only fleeting eye contact;
the

ultimate goodnights were very decorous. After all, this was a story they
composed about two fictitious characters in a world that never was.

The lower slopes of the jokull rose in tiers which were themselves
deeply

concave; the humans walked around their rims and admired the extravagant
formations beneath. Names sprang onto lips; the Frost Garden, the Ghost
Bridge,

the Snow Queen’s Throne,while Kendrick advances into the City, and Ricia
awaits

him at the Dance Hall, and the spirit of Alvarlan carries word between
them so

that it is as if already she too travels beside her knight

Nevertheless they

proceeded warily, vigilant for signs of danger, especially whenever a
change of

texture or hue or anything else in the surface underfoot betokened a
change in

its nature.

Above the highest ledge reared a cliff too sheer to scale, Iapetan
gravity or

no,the fortress wall . However, from orbit the crew had spied a gouge in
the

vicinity, forming a pass, doubtless plowed by a small meteoritein the
war

between the gods and the magicians, when stones chanted down from the
sky

wrought havoc so accursed that none dared afterward rebuild . That was
an eerie

climb, hemmed in by heights which glimmered in the blue twilight they
cast,

heaven narrowed to a belt between them where stars seemed to blaze

doubly

brilliant.

“There must be guards at the opening, ”Kendrick says

“A single guard, ”answers the mind-whisper of Alvarlan , “but he is a

dragon. If



you did battle with him, the noise and flame would bring every warrior
here upon

you. Fear not. I’ll slip into his burnin’ brain and weave him such a
dream that

he’ll never see you.”

“The King might sense the spell,”says Ricia through him . “Since you’ll
be

parted from us anyway while you ride the soul of that beast, Alvarlan,
I'11 seek

him out and distract him.”

Kendrick grimaces, knowing full well what means are hers to do that. She
has

told him how she longs for freedom and her knight; she has also hinted
that

elven lovemaking transcends the human. Does she wish for a final time
before her

rescue?.Well, Ricia and Kendrick have neither plighted nor practiced
single

troth. Assuredly Colin Scobie had not. He jerked forth a grin and
continued

through the silence that had fallen on all three.

They came out on top of the glacial mass and looked around them. Scobie
whistled. Garcilaso stammered, “J-J-Jesus Christ!” Broberg smote her
hands

together.

Below them the precipice fell to the ledges, whose sculpturing took on a
wholly

new, eldritch aspect, gleam and shadow, until it ended at the plain.
Seen from

here aloft, the curvature of the moon made toes strain downward in
boots, as if

to cling fast and not be spun off among the stars which surrounded,
rather than

shone above, its ball. The spacecraft stood minute on dark, pocked
stone, like a

cenotaph raised to loneliness.

Eastward the ice reached beyond an edge of sight which was much closer.
(“Yonder

could be the rim of the world,” Garcilaso said,and Ricia replies, *“Yes,
the City

is nigh to there.”) Bowls of different sizes, hillocks, crags, no two of
them

eroded the same way, turned its otherwise level stretch into a surreal
maze. An

arabesque openwork ridge which stood at the explorers’ goal overtopped
the

horizon. Everything that was illuminated lay gently aglow. Radiant
though the

sun was, it cast the light of only, perhaps, five thousand full Lunas
upon

Earth. Southward, Saturn’s great semidisc gave about one-half more Lunar
shining; but in that direction, the wilderness sheened pale amber.

Scobie shook himself. “Well, shall we go?” His prosaic question jarred
the

others; Garcilaso frowned and Broberg winced.

She recovered. “Yes, hasten,”Ricia says . “I am by myself once more. Are
you out

of the dragon, Alvarlan?”

“Aye,”"the wizard informs her . “Kendrick is safely behind a ruined

palace. Tell
us how best to reach you.”



“You are at the time—-gnawed Crown House. Before you lies the Street of
the

Shieldsmiths—"

Scobie’s brows knitted. “It is noonday, when elves do not fare abroad,”
Kendrick

says remindingly, commandingly. “I do not wish to encounter any of them.
No

fights, no complications. We are going to fetch you and escape, without
further

trouble.”

Broberg and Garcilaso showed disappointment, but understood him. A game
broke

down when a person refused to accept something that a fellow player
tried to put

in. Often the narrative threads were not mended and picked up for many
days.

Broberg sighed.

“Follow the street to its end at a forum where a snow fountain springs,”
Ricia

directs . “Cross, and continue on Aleph Zain Boulevard. You will know it
by a

gateway in the form of a skull with open jaws. If anywhere you see a
rainbow

flicker in the air, stand motionless until it has gone by, for it will
be an

auroral wolf...”

At a low-gravity lope, the distance took some thirty minutes to cover.
In the

later part, the three were forced to detour by great banks of an ice so
fine-grained that it slid about under their bootsoles and tried to
swallow them.

Several of these lay at irregular intervals around their destination.
There the travelers stood again for a time in the grip of awe.

The bowl at their feet must reach down almost to bedrock, a hundred
meters, and

was twice as wide. On this rim lifted the wall they had seen from the
cliff, an

arc fifty meters long and high, nowhere thicker than five meters,
pierced by

intricate scrollwork, greenly agleam where it was not translucent. It
was the

uppermost edge of a stratum which made serrations down the crater. Other
outcrops and ravines were more dreamlike yet..was that a unicorn’s head,
was that

a colonnade of caryatids, was that an icicle bower..? The depths were a
lake of

cold blue shadow.

“You have come, Kendrick, beloved!”cries Ricia, and casts herself into
his arms

“Quiet, "warns the sending of Alvarlan the wise . “Rouse not our immortal

enemies.”
“Yes, we must get back.” Scobie blinked. “Judas priest, what possessed
us? Fun

is fun, but we sure have come a lot farther and faster than was smart,
haven’t

we?”

“Let us stay for a little while,
miracle—the

Elf King’s Dance Hall, which the Lord of the Dance built for him—"
“Remember, if we stay we’ll be caught, and your captivity may be

”

Broberg pleaded. “This is such a



forever.”

Scobie thumbed his main radio switch. “Hello, Mark? Do you read me?”
Neither Broberg nor Garcilaso made that move. They did not hear Danzig’s
voice:

“Oh, yes! I’ve been hunkered over the set gnawing my knuckles. How are
you?”

“All right. We’re at the big hole and will be heading back as soon as
I've

gotten a few pictures.”

“They haven’t made words to tell how relieved I am. From a scientific
standpoint, was it worth the risk?”

Scobie gasped. He stared before him.

“Colin?” Danzig called. “You still there?”

“Yes. Yes.”

“T asked what observations of any importance you made.”

“T don’t know,” Scobie mumbled. “I can’t remember. None of it after we
started

climbing seems real.”

“Better you return right away,” Danzig said grimly. “Forget about
photographs.”

“Correct.” Scobie addressed his companions: “Forward march.”

“T can’t,”Alvarlan answers . “A wanderin’ spell has caught my spirit in
tendrils

of smoke.”

“T know where a fire dagger is kept,”Ricia says . “I’'ll try to steal
it.”

Broberg moved ahead, as though to descend into the crater. Tiny ice
grains

trickled over the verge from beneath her boots. She could easily lose
her

footing and slide down.

“No, wait,”Kendrick shouts to her . “No need. My spearhead is of moon
alloy. It

can cut—"

The glacier shuddered. The ridge cracked asunder and fell in shards. The
area on

which the humans stood split free and toppled into the bowl. An
avalanche poured

after. High-flung crystals caught sunlight, glittered prismatic in
challenge to

the stars, descended slowly and lay quiet.

Except for shock waves through solids, everything had happened in the
absolute

silence of space.

Heartbeat by heartbeat, Scobie crawled back to his senses. He found
himself held

down, immobilized, in darkness and pain. His armor had saved, was still
saving

his life; he had been stunned but escaped a real concussion. Yet every
breath

hurt abominably. A rib or two on the left side seemed broken; a
monstrous impact

must have dented metal. And he was buried under more weight than he
could move.

“Hello,” he coughed. “Does anybody read me?” The single reply was the
throb of

his blood. If his radio still worked—which it should, being built into
the

suit—the mass around him screened him off.

It also sucked heat at an unknown but appalling rate. He felt no cold



because

the electrical system drew energy from his fuel cell as fast as needed
to keep

him warm and to recycle his air chemically. As a normal thing, when he
lost heat

through the slow process of radiation—and, a trifle, through kerofoam-
lined

bootsoles—the latter demand was much the greater. Now conduction was at
work on

every square centimeter. He had a spare unit in the equipment on his
back, but

no means of getting at it.

Unless—He barked forth a chuckle. Straining he felt the stuff that
entombed him

yield the least bit under the pressure of arms and legs. And his helmet

rang
slightly with noise, a rustle, a gurgle. This wasn’t water ice that
imprisoned

him, but stuff with a much lower freezing point. He was melting it,
subliming

it, making room for himself.

If he lay passive, he would sink, while frozenness above slid down to
keep him

in his grave. He might evoke superb new formations, but he would not see
them.

Instead, he must use the small capability given him to work his way
upward,

scrabble, get a purchase on matter that was not yet aflow, burrow to the
stars.

He began.

Agony soon racked him, breath rasped in and out of lungs aflame,
strength

drained away and trembling took its place, he could not tell whether he
ascended

or slipped back. Blind, half suffocated, Scobie made mole-claws of his
hands and

dug.

It was too much to endure. He fled from it—

His strong enchantments failing, the El1f King brought down his towers of
fear in

wreck. If the spirit of Alvarlan returned to its body, the wizard would
brood

upon things he had seen, and understand what they meant, and such
knowledge

would give mortals a terrible power against Faerie. Waking from sleep,
the King

scryed Kendrick about to release that fetch. There was no time to do
more than

break the spell which upheld the Dance Hall. It was largely built of
mist and

starshine, but enough blocks quarried from the cold side of Ginnungagap
were in

it that when they crashed they should kill the knight. Ricia would
perish too,

and in his quicksilver intellect the King regretted that. Nevertheless
he spoke

the necessary word.

He did not comprehend how much abuse flesh and bone can bear. Sir
Kendrick

fights his way clear of the ruins, to seek and save his lady. While he
does, he



heartens himself with thoughts of adventures past and future—

—and suddenly the blindness broke apart and Saturn stood lambent within
rings.

Scobie belly-flopped onto the surface and lay shuddering.

He must rise, no matter how his injuries screamed, lest he melt himself
a new

burial place. He lurched to his feet and glared around.

Little but outcroppings and scars was left of the sculpture. For the
most part,

the crater had become a smooth-sided whiteness under heaven. Scarcity of
shadows

made distances hard to gauge, but Scobie guessed the new depth as about
seventy-five meters. And empty, empty.

“Mark, do you hear?” he cried.

“That you, Colin?” rang in his earpieces. “Name of mercy, what'’s
happened? I

heard you call out, and saw a cloud rise and sink..then nothing for more
than an

hour. Are you okay?”

“T am, sort of. I don’t see Jean or Luis. A landslide took us by
surprise and

buried us. Hold on while I search.”

When he stood upright, Scobie’s ribs hurt less. He could move about
rather

handily if he took care. The two types of standard analgesic in his kit
were

alike useless, one too weak to give noticeable relief, one so strong
that it

would turn him sluggish. Casting to and fro, he soon found what he
expected, a

concavity in the tumbled snowlike material, slightly aboil.

Also a standard part of his gear was a trenching tool. Scobie set pain
aside and

dug. A helmet appeared. Broberg’s head was within it. She too had been
tunneling

out.

“Jean!”—"Kendrick!” She crept free and they embraced, suit to suit. “Oh,
Colin.”

“How are you?” rattled from him.

“Alive,” she answered. “No serious harm done, I think. A lot to be said
for low

gravity... You? Luis?” Blood was clotted in a streak beneath her nose,
and a

bruise on her forehead was turning purple, but she stood firmly and
spoke

clearly.

“I'm functional. Haven’t found Luis yet. Help me look. First, though,
we’d

better check out our equipment.”

She hugged arms around chest, as if that would do any good here. “I’'m
chilled,”

she admitted.

Scobie pointed at a telltale. “No wonder. Your fuel cell’s down to its
last

couple of ergs. Mine isn’t in a lot better shape. Let’s change.”

They didn’t waste time removing their backpacks, but reached into each
other’s.

Tossing the spent units to the ground, where vapors and holes
immediately

appeared and then froze, they plugged the fresh ones into their suits.
“Turn



your thermostat down,” Scobie advised. “We won’t find shelter soon.
Physical

activity will help us keep warm.”

“And require faster air recycling,” Broberg reminded.

“Yeah. But for the moment, at least, we can conserve the energy in the
cells.

Okay, next let’s check for strains, potential leaks, any kind of damage
or loss.

Hurry. Luis is still down underneath.”

Inspection was a routine made automatic by years of drill. While her
fingers

searched across the man’s spacesuit, Broberg let her eyes wander. “The
Dance

Hall is gone,”Ricia murmurs . “I think the King smashed it to prevent
our

escape.”

“Me too. If he finds out we’re alive, and seeking for Alvarlan’s
soul—Hey, wait!

None of that!”

Danzig’s voice quavered. “How’re you doing?”

“We’re in fair shape, seems like,” Scobie replied. “My corselet took a
beating

but didn’t split or anything. Now to find Luis..Jean, suppose you spiral
right, I

left, across the crater floor.”

It took a while, for the seething which marked Garcilaso’s burial was
minuscule.

Scobie started to dig. Broberg watched how he moved, heard how he
breathed, and

said, “Give me that tool. Just where are you bunged up, anyway?”

He admitted his condition and stepped back. Crusty chunks flew from her
toil.

She progressed fast, since whatever kind of ice lay at this point was,
luckily,

friable, and under Iapetan gravity she could cut a hole with almost
vertical

sides.

“T'11 make myself useful,” Scobie said, “namely, find us a way out.”
When he started up the nearest slope, it shivered. All at once he was
borne back

in a tide that made rustly noises through his armor, while a fog of dry
white

motes blinded him. Painfully, he scratched himself free at the bottom
and tried

elsewhere. In the end he could report to Danzig: “I’'m afraid there is no
easy

route. When the rim collapsed where we stood, it did more than produce a
shock

which wrecked the delicate formations throughout the crater. It let tons
of

stuff pour down from the surface—a particular sort of ice that, under
local

conditions, is like fine sand. The walls are covered by it. Most places,
it lies

meters deep over more stable material. We’d slide faster than we could
climb,

where the layer is thin; where it’s thick, we’d sink.”

Danzig sighed. “I guess I get to take a nice, healthy hike.”

“T assume you’ve called for help.”

“0Of course. They’ll have two boats here in about a hundred hours. The
best they



can manage. You knew that already.”

“Uh-huh. And our fuel cells are good for perhaps fifty hours.”

“Oh, well, not to worry about that. I’ll bring extras and toss them to
you, if

you’re stuck till the rescue party arrives. M-m-m..maybe I’d better rig a
slingshot or something first.”

“You might have a problem locating us. This isn’t a true crater, it’s a
glorified pothole, the lip of it flush with the top of the glacier. The
landmark

we guided ourselves by, that fancy ridge, is gone.”

“No big deal. I’'ve got a bearing on you from the directional antenna,
remember.

A magnetic compass may be no use here, but I can keep myself oriented by
the

heavens. Saturn scarcely moves in this sky, and the sun and the stars
don’t move

fast.”

“Damn! You’re right. I wasn’t thinking. Got Luis on my mind, if nothing
else.”

Scobie looked across bleakness toward Broberg. Perforce she was taking a
short

rest, stoop-shouldered above her excavation. His earpieces brought him
the harsh

sound in her windpipe.

He must maintain what strength was left him, against later need. He
sipped from

his water nipple, pushed a bite of food through his chowlock, pretended
an

appetite. “I may as well try reconstructing what happened,”
“Okay,

Mark, you were right, we got crazy reckless. The game—Eight years was
too long

to play the game, in an environment that gave us too few reminders of
reality.

But who could have foreseen it? My God, warnChronos ! I happen to know
that one

of the Titan teams started playing an expedition to the merfolk under
the

Crimson Ocean—on account of the red mists—deliberately, like us, before
they set

off...”

Scobie gulped. “Well,” he slogged on, “I don’t suppose we’ll ever know
exactly

what went wrong here. But plain to see, the configuration was only
metastable.

On Earth, too, avalanches can be fatally easy to touch off. I’d guess at
a

methane layer underneath the surface. It turned a little slushy when
temperatures rose after dawn, but that didn’t matter in low gravity and
vacuum..till we came along. Heat, vibration—Anyhow, the stratum slid out
from

under us, which triggered a general collapse. Does that guess seem
reasonable?”

4

he said.

“Yes, to an amateur like me,” Danzig said. “I admire how you can stay
academic

under these circumstances.”

“I'm being practical,” Scobie retorted. “Luis may need medical attention
earlier

than those boats can come for him. If so, how do we get him to ours?”
Danzig’s voice turned stark. “Any ideas?”

“I'm fumbling my way toward that. Look, the bowl still has the same



basic form.

The whole shebang didn’t cave in. That implies hard material, water ice
and

actual rock. In fact, I see a few remaining promontories, jutting out
above the

sandlike stuff. As for whatit is—maybe an ammonia-carbon dioxide
combination,

maybe more exotic—that’ll be for you to discover later. Right now..my
geological

instruments should help me trace where the solid masses are least deeply
covered. We all carry trenching tools, of course. We can try to shovel a
path

clear, along a zigzag of least effort. Sure, that may well often bring
more

garbage slipping down on us from above, but that in turn may expedite
our

progress. Where the uncovered shelves are too steep or slippery to
climb, we can

chip footholds. Slow and tough work; and we may run into a bluff higher
than we

can jump, or something like that.”

“T can help,” Danzig proposed. “While I waited to hear from you, I
inventoried

our stock of spare cable, cord, equipment I can cannibalize for wire,
clothes

and bedding I can cut into strips, whatever might be knotted together to
make a

rope. We won’t need much tensile strength. Well, I estimate I can get
about

forty meters. According to your description, that’s about half the slope
length

of that trap you’re in. If you can climb halfway up while I trek there,
I can

haul you the rest of the way.”

“Thanks,” Scobie said, *“although—"

“Luis!” shrieked in his helmet. “Colin, come fast, help me, this is
dreadful!”

Regardless of pain, except for a curse or two, Scobie sped to Broberg’s
aid.

Garcilaso was not quite unconscious. In that lay much of the horror.
They heard

him mumble, “—Hell, the King threw my soul into Hell, I can’t find my
way out,

I’'m lost, if only Hell weren’t so cold—
the inside

of his helmet was crusted with frost. Deeper and longer buried than the
others,

badly hurt in addition, he would have died shortly after his fuel cell
was

exhausted. Broberg had uncovered him barely in time, if that.

Crouched in the shaft she had dug, she rolled him over onto his belly.
His limbs

flopped about and he babbled, “A demon attacks me, I’m blind here but I
feel the

wind of its wings,’
and

tossed it aloft, saying, “We should return this to the ship if we can.”
Not

uncommonly do trivial details serve as crutches.

Above, Scobie gave the object a morbid stare. It didn’t even retain the

”

They could not see his face;
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in a blurred monotone. She unplugged the energy unit



warmth

to make a little wvapor, like his and hers, but lay quite inert. Its case
was a

metal box, thirty centimeters by fifteen by six, featureless except for
two

plug-in prongs on one of the broad sides. Controls built into the
spacesuit

circuits allowed you to start and stop the chemical reactions within and
regulate their rate manually; but as a rule you left that chore to your
thermostat and aerostat. Now those reactions had run their course. Until
it was

recharged, the cell was merely a lump.

Scobie leaned over to watch Broberg, some ten meters below him. She had
extracted the reserve unit from Garcilaso’s gear, inserted it properly
at the

small of his back, and secured it by clips on the bottom of his
packframe.

“Let’s have your contribution, Colin,” she said. Scobie dropped the
meter of

heavy-gauge insulated wire which was standard issue on extravehicular
missions,

in case you needed to make a special electrical connection or a repair.
She

joined it by Western Union splices to the two she already had, made a
loop at

the end and, awkwardly reaching over her left shoulder, secured the
opposite end

by a hitch to the top of her packframe. The triple strand bobbled above
her like

an antenna.

Stooping, she gathered Garcilaso in her arms. The Iapetan weight of him
and his

apparatus was under ten kilos, of her and hers about the same.
Theoretically she

could jump straight out of the hole with her burden. In practice, her
spacesuit

was too hampering; constant-volume joints allowed considerable freedom
of

movement, but not as much as bare skin, especially when circum-Saturnian
temperatures required extra insulation. Besides, if she could have
reached the

top, she could not have stayed. Soft ice would have crumbled beneath her
fingers

and she would have tumbled back down.

“Here goes,” she said. “This had better be right the first time, Colin.
I don't

think Luis can take much jouncing.”

“Kendrick, Ricia, where are you?” Garcilaso moaned. “Are you in Hell
too?”

Scobie dug heels into the ground near the edge and crouched ready. The
loop in

the wire rose to view. His right hand grabbed hold. He threw himself
backward,

lest he slide forward, and felt the mass he had captured slam to a halt.
Anguish

exploded in his rib cage. Somehow he dragged his burden to safety before
he

fainted.

He came out of that in a minute. “I’'m okay,” he rasped at the anxious
voices of

Broberg and Danzig. “Only lemme rest a while.”



The physicist nodded and knelt to minister to the pilot. She stripped
his

packframe in order that he might lie flat on it, head and legs supported
by the

packs themselves. That would prevent significant heat loss by convection
and cut

loss by conduction. Still, his fuel cell would be drained faster than if
he were

on his feet, and first it had a terrible energy deficit to make up.
“The ice is clearing away inside his helmet,” she reported. “Merciful
Mary, the

blood! Seems to be from the scalp, though; it isn’t running any more.
His

occiput must have been slammed against the vitryl. We ought to wear
padded caps

in these rigs. Yes, I know accidents like this haven’t happened before,
but—"

She unclipped the flashlight at her waist, stooped, and shone it
downward. “His

eyes are open. The pupils—yes, a severe concussion, and likely a skull
fracture,

which may be hemorrhaging into the brain. I’'m surprised he isn’t
vomiting. Did

the cold prevent that? Will he start soon? He could choke on his own
vomit, in

there where nobody can lay a hand on him.”

Scobie’s pain had subsided to a bearable intensity. He rose, went over
to look,

whistled, and said, “I judge he’s doomed unless we get him to the boat
and give

him proper care almighty soon. Which isn’t possible.”

“Oh, Luis.” Tears ran silently down Broberg’s cheeks.

“You think he can’t last till I bring my rope and we carry him back?”
Danzig

asked.

“'Fraid not,” Scobie replied. “I’ve taken paramedical courses, and in
fact I’ve

seen a case like this before. How come you know the symptoms, Jean?”

“TI read a lot,” she said dully.

“They weep, the dead children weep,” Garcilaso muttered.

Danzig sighed. “Okay, then. I’1l1 fly over to you.”

“Huh?”burst from Scobie, and from Broberg: “Have you also gone insane?”
“No, listen,” Danzig said fast. “I’m no skilled pilot, but I have the
same basic

training in this type of craft that everybody does who might ride in
one. It's

expendable; the rescue vessels can bring us back. There’d be no
significant gain

if I landed close to the glacier—I’d still have to make that rope and so
forth—and we know from what happened to the probe that there would be a
real

hazard. Better I make straight for your crater.”

“Coming down on a surface that the jets will vaporize out from under
you?”

Scobie snorted. “I bet Luis would consider that a hairy stunt. You, my
friend,

would crack up.”

“Nu?” They could almost see the shrug. “A crash from low altitude, in
this

gravity, shouldn’t do more than rattle my teeth. The blast will cut a
hole clear

’



to bedrock. True, then surrounding ice will collapse in around the hull
and trap

it. You may need to dig to reach the airlock, though I suspect thermal
radiation

from the cabin will keep the upper parts of the structure free. Even if
the

craft topples and strikes sidewise—in which case, it’ll sink down into a
deflating cushion—even if it did that on bare rock, it shouldn’t be
seriously

damaged. It’s designed to withstand heavier impacts.’
“of

course, could be this would endanger you. I’'m confident I won’t fry you
with the

jets, assuming I descend near the middle and you’re as far offside as
you can

get. Maybe, though, maybe I’d cause a..an ice quake that’ll kill you. No
sense in

losing two more lives.”

“Or three, Mark,” Broberg said low. “In spite of your brave words, you
could

come to grief yourself.”

“Oh, well, I'm an oldish man. I'm fond of living, yes, but you guys have
a whole

lot more years due you. Look, suppose the worst, suppose I don’t just
make a

messy landing but wreck the boat utterly. Then Luis dies, but he would
anyway .

You two, however, you should have access to the stores aboard, including
those

extra fuel cells. I'm willing to run what I consider to be a small risk

’

Danzig hesitated.

of my
own neck, for the sake of giving Luis a chance at survival.”
“Um-m-m, ” went Scobie, deep in his throat. A hand strayed in search of

his chin,

while his gaze roved around the glimmer of the bowl.

“T repeat,” Danzig proceeded, “if you think this might jeopardize you in
any

way, we scrub it. No heroics, please. Luis would surely agree; better
three

people safe and one dead than four stuck with a high probability of
death.”

“Let me think.” Scobie was mute for minutes before he said: “No, I don’t
believe

we’d get in too much trouble here. As I remarked earlier, the vicinity
has had

its avalanche and must be in a reasonably stable configuration. True,
ice will

volatilize. In the case of deposits with low boiling points, that could
happen

explosively and cause tremors. But the vapor will carry heat away so
fast that

only material in your immediate area should change state. I daresay that
the

fine-grained stuff will get shaken down the slopes, but it’s got too low
a

density to do serious harm; for the most part, it should simply act like
a brief

snowstorm. The floor will make adjustments, of course, which may be
rather

violent. However, we can be above it—do you see that shelf of rock over
yonder,



Jean, at jumping height? It has to be part of a buried hill; solid.
That’s our

place to wait... Okay, Mark, it’s go as far as we’re concerned. I can’t
be

absolutely certain, but whoever is about anything? It seems like a good
bet.”

“What are we overlooking?” Broberg wondered. She glanced down to him who
lay at

her feet. “While we considered all the possibilities, Luis would die.
Yes, fly

if you want to, Mark, and God bless you.”

—But when she and Scobie had brought Garcilaso to the ledge, she
gestured from

Saturn to Polaris and: “I will sing a spell, I will cast what small
magic is

mine, in aid of the Dragon Lord, that he may deliver Alvarlan’s soul
from

Hell, ”says Ricia

4

No reasonable person will blame any interplanetary explorer for
miscalculations

about the actual environment, especially whensome decision has to be
made, in

haste and under stress. Occasional errors are inevitable. If we knew
exactly

what to expect throughout the Solar System, we would have no reason to
explore

it.

—Minamoto

The boat lifted. Cosmic dust smoked away from its jets. A hundred and
fifty

meters aloft, thrust lessened and it stood still on a pillar of fire.
Within the cabin was little noise, a low hiss and a bone-deep but nearly
inaudible rumble. Sweat studded Danzig’s features, clung glistening to
his beard

stubble, soaked his coverall and made it reek. He was about to undertake
a

maneuver as difficult as rendezvous, and without guidance.

Gingerly, he advanced a vernier. A side jet woke. The boat lurched
toward a

nosedive. Danzig’s hands jerked across the console. He must adjust the
forces

that held his vessel on high and those that pushed it horizontally, to
get a

resultant that would carry him eastward at a slow, steady pace. The
vectors

would change instant by instant, as they do when a human walks. The
control

computer, linked to the sensors, handled much of the balancing act, but
not the

crucial part. He must tell it what he wanted it to do.

His handling was inexpert. He had realized it would be. More altitude
would have

given him more margin for error, but deprived him of cues that his eyes
found on

the terrain beneath and the horizon ahead. Besides, when he reached the
glacier

he would perforce fly low, to find his goal. He would be too busy for
the

precise celestial navigation he could have practiced afoot.

Seeking to correct his error, he overcompensated, and the boat pitched



in a

different direction. He punched for “hold steady” and the computer took
over.

Motionless again, he took a minute to catch his breath, regain his
nerve,

rehearse in his mind. Biting his lip, he tried afresh. This time he did
not

quite approach disaster. Jets aflicker, the boat staggered drunkenly
over the

moonscape.

The ice cliff loomed nearer and nearer. He saw its fragile loveliness
and

regretted that he must cut a swathe of ruin. Yet what did any natural
wonder

mean unless a conscious mind was there to know it? He passed the lowest
slope.

It vanished in billows of steam.

Onward. Beyond the boiling, right and left and ahead, the Faerie
architecture

crumbled. He crossed the palisade. Now he was a bare fifty meters above
surface,

and the clouds reached vengefully close before they disappeared into
vacuum. He

squinted through the port and made the scanner sweep a magnified
overview across

its screen, a search for his destination.

A white volcano erupted. The outburst engulfed him. Suddenly he was
flying

blind. Shocks belled through the hull when upflung stones hit. Frost
sheathed

the craft; the scanner screen went as blank as the ports. Danzig should
have

ordered ascent, but he was inexperienced. A human in danger has less of
an

instinct to jump than to run. He tried to scuttle sideways. Without
exterior

vision to aid him, he sent the vessel tumbling end over end. By the time
he saw

his mistake, less than a second, it was too late. He was out of control.
The

computer might have retrieved the situation after a while, but the
glacier was

too close. The boat crashed.

“Hello, Mark?” Scobie cried. “Mark, do you read me? Where are you, for
Christ’s

sake?”

Silence replied. He gave Broberg a look which lingered. “Everything
seemed to be

in order,” he said, “till we heard a shout, and a lot of racket, and

nothing. He

should’ve reached us by now. Instead, he’s run into trouble. I hope it
wasn’t

lethal.”

“What can we do?” she asked as redundantly. They needed talk, any talk,
for

Garcilaso lay beside them and his delirious voice was dwindling fast.
“TIf we don’t get fresh fuel cells within the next forty or fifty hours,
we’ll be

at the end of our particular trail. The boat should be someplace near.
We’ll



have to get out of this hole under our own power, seems like. Wait here
with

Luis and I’11 scratch around for a possible route.”

Scobie started downward. Broberg crouched by the pilot.

“—alone forever in the dark—" she heard.

“No, Alvarlan.” She embraced him. Most likely he could not feel that,
but she

could. “Alvarlan, hearken to me. This is Ricia. I hear in my mind how
your

spirit calls. Let me help, let me lead you back to the light.”

“Have a care,” advised Scobie. “We’re too damn close to rehypnotizing
ourselves

as is.”

“But I might, I just might get through to Luis and..comfort him.Alvarlan,
Kendrick and I escaped. He'’s seeking a way home for us. I’'m seeking you.
Alvarlan, here is my hand, come take it.”

On the crater floor, Scobie shook his head, clicked his tongue, and
unlimbered

his equipment. Binoculars would help him locate the most promising
areas.

Devices that ranged from a metal rod to a portable geosonar would give
him a

more exact idea of what sort of footing lay buried under what depth of
unclimbable sand-ice. Admittedly the scope of such probes was very
limited. He

did not have time to shovel tons of material aside in order that he
could mount

higher and test further. He would simply have to get some preliminary
results,

make an educated guess at which path up the side of the bowl would prove
negotiable, and trust he was right.

He shut Broberg and Garcilaso out of his consciousness as much as he was
able,

and commenced work.

An hour later, he was ignoring pain while clearing a strip across a
layer of

rock. He thought a berg of good, hard frozen water lay ahead, but wanted
to make

sure.

“Jean! Colin! Do you read?”

Scobie straightened and stood rigid. Dimly he heard Broberg: “If I can’t
do

anything else, Alvarlan, let me pray for your soul’s repose.”

“Mark!” ripped from Scobie. “You okay? What the hell happened?”

“Yeah, I wasn’t too badly knocked around,” Danzig said, “and the boat’s
habitable, though I’'m afraid it’1ll never fly again. How are you? Luis?”
“Sinking fast. All right, let’s hear the news.”

Danzig described his misfortune. “I wobbled off in an unknown direction
for an

unknown distance. It can’t have been extremely far, since the time was
short

before I hit. Evidently I plowed into a large, um, snowbank, which
softened the

impact but blocked radio transmission. It’s evaporated from the cabin
area now.

I see tumbled whiteness around, and formations in the offing... I’m not
sure what

damage the jacks and the stern jets suffered. The boat’s on its side at
about a

forty-five degree angle, presumably with rock beneath. But the after
part is



still buried in less whiffable stuff—water and CO2ices, I think—that’s
reached

temperature equilibrium. The jets must be clogged with it. If I tried to
blast,

I’'d destroy the whole works.”

Scobie nodded. “You would, for sure.”

Danzig’s voice broke. “Oh, God, Colin! What have I done? I wanted to
help Luis,

but I may have killed you and Jean.”

Scobie’s lips tightened. “Let’s not start crying before we’re hurt.
True, this

has been quite a run of bad luck. But neither you nor I nor anybody
could have

known that you’d touch off a bomb underneath yourself.”

“What was it? Have you any notion? Nothing of the sort ever occurred at
rendezvous with a comet. And you believe the glacier is a wrecked comet,
don’t

you?”

“Uh-huh, except that conditions have obviously modified it. The impact
produced

heat, shock, turbulence. Molecules got scrambled. Plasmas must have been
momentarily present. Mixtures, compounds, clathrates, alloys—stuff
formed that

never existed in free space. We can learn a lot of chemistry here.”
“That’s why I came along... Well, then, I crossed a deposit of some
substance or

substances that the jets caused to sublime with tremendous force. A
certain kind

of vapor refroze when it encountered the hull. I had to defrost the
ports from

inside after the snow had cooked off them.”

“Where are you in relation to us?”

“T told you, I don’t know. And I’'m not sure I can determine it. The
crash

crumpled the direction-finding antenna. Let me go outside for a better
look.”

“Do that,” Scobie said. “I’11 keep busy meanwhile.”

He did, until a ghastly rattling noise and Broberg’s wail brought him at
full

speed back to the rock.

Scobie switched off Garcilaso’s fuel cell. “This may make the difference
that

carries us through,” he said low. “Think of it as a gift. Thanks, Luis.”
Broberg let go of the pilot and rose from her knees. She straightened
the limbs

that had threshed about in the death struggle and crossed his hands on
his

breast. There was nothing she could do about the fallen jaw or the eyes
that

glared at heaven. Taking him out of his suit, here, would have worsened
his

appearance. Nor could she wipe tears off her own face. She could merely
try to

stop their flow. “Goodbye, Luis,” she whispered.

Turning to Scobie, she asked, *“Can you give me a new job? Please.”

“Come along,” he directed. “I’1ll explain what I have in mind about
making our

way to the surface.”

They were midway across the bowl when Danzig called. He had not let his
comrade’s dying slow his efforts, nor said much while it happened. Once,



most

softly, he had offered Kaddish.

“No luck,” he reported like a machine. “I’ve traversed the largest
circle I

could while keeping the boat in sight, and found only weird, frozen
shapes. I

can’t be a huge distance from you, or I’d see an identifiably different
sky, on

this miserable little ball. You’re probably within a twenty or thirty
kilometer

radius of me. But that covers a bunch of territory.”
“Right,” Scobie said. “Chances are you can’t find us in the time we’ve
got.

Return to the boat.”

“Hey, wait,” Danzig protested. “I can spiral onward, marking my trail. I
might

come across you.”

“TIt’11l be more useful if you return,” Scobie told him. “Assuming we
climb out,

we should be able to hike to you, but we’ll need a beacon. What occurs
to me is

the ice itself. A small energy release, if it’s concentrated, should
release a

large plume of methane or something similarly volatile. The gas will
cool as it

expands, recondense around dust particles that have been carried
along—it’11

steam—and the cloud ought to get high enough, before it evaporates
again, to be

visible from here.”

“Gotcha!” A tinge of excitement livened Danzig’s words. “I’1ll go
straight to it.

Make tests, find a spot where I can get the showiest result, and.how
about I rig

a thermite bomb?..No, that might be too hot. Well, I’1l1 develop a
gadget.”

“Keep us posted.”

“But I, I don’t think we’ll care to chatter idly,” Broberg ventured.
“No, we’ll be working our tails off, you and I,” Scobie agreed.

“Uh, wait,” said Danzig. “What if you find you can’t get clear to the
top? You

implied that’s a distinct possibility.”

“Well, then it’1ll be time for more radical procedures, whatever they
turn out to

be,” Scobie responded. “Frankly, at this moment my head is too full
of..of Luis,

and of choosing an optimum escape route..for much thought about anything
else.”

“M-m, yeah, I guess we’ve got an ample supply of trouble without
borrowing more.

Tell you what, though. After my beacon’s ready to fire off, I’11l make
that rope

we talked of. You might find you prefer having it to clean clothes and
sheets

when you arrive.”’
damn it,

youwill arrive.”

4

’

Danzig was silent for seconds before he ended: “God

Scobie chose a point on the north side for his and Broberg’s attempt.
Two rock
shelves jutted forth, near the floor and several meters higher,



indicating that

stone reached at least that far. Beyond, in a staggered pattern, were
similar

outcrops of hard ices. Between them, and onward from the uppermost,
which was

scarcely more than halfway to the rim, was nothing but the featureless,
footingless slope of powder crystals. Its angle of repose gave a
steepness that

made the surface doubly treacherous. The question, unanswerable save by
experience, was how deeply it covered layers on which humans could
climb, and

whether such layers extended the entire distance aloft.

At the spot, Scobie signalled a halt. “Take it easy, Jean,” he said.
“1'11 go

ahead and commence digging.”

“Why don’t we together? I have my own tool, you know.”

“Because I can’t tell how so large a bank of that pseudo—-quicksand will
behave.

It might react to the disturbance by a gigantic slide.”

She bridled. Her haggard countenance registered mutiny. “Why not me
first, then?

Do you suppose I always wait passive for Kendrick to save me?”

“As a matter of fact,” he rapped, “I’ll bargain because my rib is giving
me

billy hell, which is eating away what strength I’ve got left. If we run
into

trouble, you can better come to my help than I to yours.”

Broberg bent her neck. “Oh. I’m sorry. I must be in a fairly bad state
myself,

if I let false pride interfere with our business.” Her look went toward
Saturn,

around whichChronos orbited, bearing her husband and children.

“You're forgiven.” Scobie bunched his legs and sprang the five meters to
the

lower ledge. The next one was slightly too far for such a jump, when he
had no

room for a running start.

Stooping, he scraped his trenching tool against the bottom of the
declivity that

sparkled before him, and shoveled. Grains poured from above, a
billionfold, to

cover what he cleared. He worked like a robot possessed. Each spadeful
was

nearly weightless, but the number of spadefuls was nearly endless. He
did not

bring the entire bowlside down on himself as he had half feared, half
hoped. (If

that didn’t kill him, it would save a lot of toil.) A dry torrent went
right and

left over his ankles. Yet at last somewhat more of the underlying rock
began to

show.

From beneath, Broberg listened to him breathe. It sounded rough, often
broken by

a gasp or a curse. In his spacesuit, in the raw, wan sunshine, he
resembled a

knight who, in despite of wounds, did battle against a monster.

“All right,” he called at last. “I think I’ve learned what to expect and
how we

should operate. It’1ll take the two of us.”

“Yes..oh, yes, my Kendrick.”



The hours passed. Ever so slowly, the sun climbed and the stars wheeled
and

Saturn waned.

Most places, the humans labored side by side. They did not require more
than the

narrowest of lanes—but unless they cut it wide to begin with, the banks
to right

and left would promptly slip down and bury it. Sometimes the
conformation

underneath allowed a single person at a time to work. Then the other
could rest.

Soon it was Scobie who must oftenest take advantage of that. Sometimes
they both

stopped briefly, for food and drink and reclining on their packs.

Rock yielded to water ice. Where this rose very sharply, the couple knew
it,

because the sand-ice that they undercut would come down in a mass. After
the

first such incident, when they were nearly swept away, Scobie always
drove his

geologist’s hammer into each new stratum. At any sign of danger, he
would seize

its handle and Broberg would cast an arm around his waist. Their other
hands

clutched their trenching tools. Anchored, but forced to strain every
muscle,

they would stand while the flood poured around them, knee-high, once
even

chest-high, seeking to bury them irretrievably deep in its quasi-fluid
substance. Afterward they would confront a bare stretch. It was
generally too

steep to climb unaided, and they chipped footholds.

Weariness was another tide to which they dared not yield. At best, their
progress was dismayingly slow. They needed little heat input to keep
warm,

except when they took a rest, but their lungs put a furious demand on
air

recyclers. Garcilaso’s fuel cell, which they had brought along, could
give a

single person extra hours of life, though depleted as it was after
coping with

his hypothermia, the time would be insufficient for rescue by the teams
fromChronos . Unspoken was the idea of taking turns with it. That would
put them

in wretched shape, chilled and stifling, but at least they would leave
the

universe together.

Thus it was hardly a surprise that their minds fled from pain, soreness,
exhaustion, stench, despair. Without that respite, they could not have
gone on

as long as they did.

At ease for a few minutes, their backs against a blue-shimmering parapet
which

they must scale, they gazed across the bowl, where Garcilaso’s suited
body

gleamed like a remote pyre, and up the curve opposite to Saturn. The
planet

shone lambent amber, softly banded, the rings a coronet which a shadow
band

across their arc seemed to make all the brighter. That radiance overcame



sight

of most nearby stars, but elsewhere they arrayed themselves
multitudinous, in

splendor, around the silver road which the galaxy clove between them.
“How right a tomb for Alvarlan,”Ricia says in a dreamer’s murmur

“Has he died, then?”Kendrick asks

“You do not know?”

“T have been too busied. After we won free of the ruins and I left you
to

recover while I went scouting, I encountered a troop of warriors. I
escaped, but

must needs return to you by devious, hidden ways.”Kendrick strokes
Ricia’s sunny

hair . “Besides, dearest dear, it has ever been you, not I, who had the
gift of

hearing spirits.”

“Brave darling... Yes, it is a glory to me that I was able to call his

soul out

of Hell. It sought his body, but that was old and frail and could not
survive

the knowledge it now had. Yet Alvarlan passed peacefully, and before he
did, for

his last magic he made himself a tomb from whose ceiling starlight will
eternally shine.”

“May he sleep well. But for us there is no sleep. Not yet. We have far
to

travel.”

“Aye. But already we have left the wreckage behind. Look! Everywhere
around in

this meadow, anemones peep through the grass. A lark sings above.”
“These lands are not always calm. We may well have more adventures ahead
of us.

But we shall meet them with high hearts.”

Kendrick and Ricia rise to continue their journey.

Cramped on a meager ledge, Scobie and Broberg shoveled for an hour
without

broadening it much. The sand-ice slid from above as fast as they could
cast it

down. “We’d better quit this as a bad job,” the man finally decided.
“The best

we’ve done is flatten the slope ahead of us a tiny bit. No telling how
far

inward the shelf goes before there’s a solid layer on top. Maybe there
isn’t

any."”

“What shall we do instead?” Broberg asked in the same worn tone.

He jerked a thumb. “Scramble back to the level beneath and try a
different

direction. But first we absolutely require a break.”

They spread kerofoam pads and sat. After a while during which they
merely

stared, stunned by fatigue, Broberg spoke.

“T go to the brook,”Ricia relates . “It chimes under arches of green
boughs.

Light falls between them to sparkle on it. I kneel and drink. The water
is cold,

pure, sweet. When I raise my eyes, I see the figure of a young woman,
naked, her

tresses the color of leaves. A wood nymph. She smiles.”

“Yes, I see her too,”Kendrick joins in . “I approach carefully, not to



frighten

her off. She asks our names and errands. We explain that we are lost.
She tells

us how to find an oracle which may give us counsel.”

They depart to find it.

Flesh could no longer stave off sleep. “Give us a yell in an hour, will
you,

Mark?” Scobie requested.

“Sure,” Danzig said, “but will that be enough?”

“It’s the most we can afford, after the setbacks we’ve had. We’ve come
less than

a third of the way.”

“If I haven’t talked to you,” Danzig said slowly, “it’s not because I’ve
been

hard at work, though I have been. It’s that I figured you two were
having a

plenty bad time without me nagging you. However—Do you think it’s wise
to

fantasize the way you have been?”

A flush crept across Broberg’s cheeks and down toward her bosom. “You
listened,

Mark?”

“Well, yes, of course. You might have an urgent word for me at any
minute—"

“Why? What could you do? A game is a personal affair.”

“Uh, yes, yes—"

Ricia and Kendrick have made love whenever they can. The accounts were
never

explicit, but the words were often passionate.

“We’ll keep you tuned in when we need you, like for an alarm clock,”

Broberg

clipped. “Otherwise we’ll cut the circuit.”

“But—Look, I never meant to—"

“T know,” Scobie sighed. “You’re a nice guy and I daresay we’'re over-—
reacting.

Still, that’s the way it’s got to be. Call us when I told you.”

Deep within the grotto, the Pythoness sways on her throne, in the ebb
and flow

of her oracular dream. As nearly as Ricia and Kendrick can understand
what she

chants, she tells them to fare westward on the Stag Path until they met
a

one—eyed graybeard who will give them further guidance; but they must be
wary in

his presence, for he is easily angered. They make obeisance and depart.
On their

way out, they pass the offering they brought. Since they have little
with them

other than garments and his weapons, the Princess gave the shrine her
golden

hair. The knight insists that, close-cropped, she remains beautiful.
“Hey, whoops, we’ve cleared us an easy twenty meters,” Scobie said,
albeit in a

voice which weariness had hammered flat.At first the journey, through
the land

of Narce, is a delight

His oath afterward had no more life in it. “Another blind alley, seems
like.”The

old man in the blue cloak and wide-brimmed hat was indeed wrathful when



Ricia

refused him her favors and Kendrick’s spear struck his own aside.
Cunningly, he

has pretended to make peace and told them what road they should take
next. But

at the end of it are trolls. The wayfarers elude them and double back
“My brain’s stumbling around in a swamp, a fog,”
busted rib

isn’t exactly helping, either. If I don’t get another nap I’1ll keep on
making

misjudgments till we run out of time.”

Scobie groaned. “My

“By all means, Colin,” Broberg said. “I’ll stand watch and rouse you in
an

hour.”

“What?” he asked in dim surprise. “Why not join me and have Mark call us
as he

did before?”

She grimaced. “No need to bother him. I'm tired, yes, but not sleepy.”
He lacked wit or strength to argue. “Okay,” he said, stretched his
insulating

pad on the ice, and toppled out of awareness.

Broberg settled herself next to him. They were halfway to the heights,
but they

had been struggling, with occasional breaks, for worse than twenty
hours, and

progress grew more hard and tricky even as they themselves grew more
weak and

stupefied. If ever they reached the top and spied Danzig’s signal, they
would

have something like a couple of hours’ stiff travel to shelter.

Saturn, sun, stars shone through vitryl. Broberg smiled down at Scobie’s
face.

He was no Greek god, and sweat, grime, unshavenness, the manifold marks
of

exhaustion were upon him, but—For that matter, she was scarcely an image
of

glamour herself.

Princess Ricia sits by her knight, where he slumbers in the dwarf’s
cottage, and

strums a harp the dwarf lent her before he went off to his mine, and
sings a

lullaby to sweeten the dreams of Kendrick. When it is done, she passes
her lips

lightly across his, and drifts into the same gentle sleep.

Scobie woke a piece at a time. “Ricia, beloved, ”"Kendrick whispers, and
feels

after her. He will summon her up with kisses —

He scrambled to his feet. “Judas priest!” She lay unmoving. He heard her
breath

in his earplugs, before the roaring of his pulse drowned it. The sun
glared

farther aloft, he could see it had moved, and Saturn’s crescent had
thinned

more, forming sharp horns at its ends. He forced his eyes toward the
watch on

his left wrist.

“Ten hours,” he choked.

He knelt and shook his companion. “Come, for Christ’s sake!” Her lashes
fluttered. When she saw the horror on his visage, drowsiness fled from



her.

“0Oh, no,” she said, “Please, no.”

Scobie climbed stiffly erect and flicked his main radio switch. “Mark,
do you

receive?”

“Colin!” Danzig chattered. “Thank God! I was going out of my head from
worry."”

“You’re not off that hook, my friend. We just finished a ten-hour
snooze.”

“What? How far did you get first?”

“To about forty meters’ elevation. The going looks tougher ahead than in
back.

I'm afraid we won’t make it.”

“Don’tsay that, Colin,” Danzig begged.

“My fault,” Broberg declared. She stood rigid, fists doubled, features a
mask.

Her tone was steady. “He was worn out, had to have a nap. I offered to
wake him,

but fell asleep myself.”

“Not your fault, Jean,” Scobie began.

She interrupted: “Yes. Mine. Perhaps I can make it good. Take my fuel
cell. 1’11

still have deprived you of my help, of course, but you might survive and
reach

the boat anyway.”

He seized her hands. They did not unclench. “If you imagine I, I could
do that—"

“If you don’t, we’re both finished,” she said unbendingly. “I’d rather
go out

with a clear conscience.”

“And what about my conscience?” he shouted. Checking himself, he wet his
lips

and said fast: “Besides, you’re not to blame. Sleep slugged you. If I’d
been

thinking, I’d have realized it was bound to do so, and contacted Mark.
The fact

that you didn’t either shows how far gone you were yourself. And..you’ve
got Tom

and the kids waiting for you. Take my cell.” He paused. “And my
blessing.”

“Shall Ricia forsake her true knight?”

“Wait, hold on, listen,” Danzig called. “Look, this is terrible, but—oh,
hell,

excuse me, but I’ve got to remind you that dramatics only clutter the
action.

From what descriptions you’ve sent, I don’t see how either of you can
possibly

proceed solo. Together, you might yet. At least you’re rested—sore in
the

muscles, no doubt, but clearer in the head. The climb before you may
prove

easier than you think. Try!”

Scobie and Broberg regarded each other for a whole minute. A thawing
went

through her, and warmed him. Finally they smiled and embraced. “Yeah,
right,” he

growled. “We’re off. But first a bite to eat. I’'m plain, old-fashioned
hungry.

Aren’t you?” She nodded.

“That’s the spirit,” Danzig encouraged them. “Uh, may I make another
suggestion?



I am just a spectator, which is pretty hellish but does give me an
overall view.

Drop that game of yours.”

Scobie and Broberg tautened.

“It’s the real culprit,” Danzig pleaded. “Weariness alone wouldn’t have
clouded

your judgment. You’d never have cut me off, and—-But weariness and shock
and

grief did lower your defenses to the point where the damned game took
you over.

You weren’t yourselves when you fell asleep. You were those dream-world
characters. They had no reason not to cork off!”

Broberg shook her head wviolently. “Mark,” said Scobie, *“you are correct
about

being a spectator. That means there are some things you don’t
understand. Why

subject you to the torture of listening in, hour after hour? We’ll call

you back

from time to time, naturally. Take care.” He broke the circuit.
“He’s wrong,” Broberg insisted.

Scobie shrugged. “Right or wrong, what difference? We won’t pass out

again in

the time we have left. The game didn’t handicap us as we traveled. In
fact, it

helped, by making the situation feel less gruesome.”

“Aye. Let us break our fast and set forth anew on our pilgrimage.”

The struggle grew stiffer. “Belike the White Witch has cast a spell on
this

road, "says Ricia

“She shall not daunt us,”vows Kendrick

“No, never while we fare side by side, you and I, noblest of men.”

A slide overcame them and swept them back a dozen meters. They lodged
against a

crag. After the flow had passed by, they lifted their bruised bodies and
limped

in search of a different approach. The place where the geologist’s
hammer

remained was no longer accessible.

“What shattered the bridge?”asks Ricia

“A giant,”answers Kendrick . “I saw him as I fell into the river. He
lunged at

me, and we fought in the shallows until he fled. He bore away my sword
in his

thigh.”

“You have your spear that Wayland forged,”Ricia says, *“and always you
have my

heart.”

They stopped on the last small outcrop they uncovered. It proved to be
not a

shelf but a pinnacle of water ice. Around it glittered sand-ice, again
quiescent. Ahead was a slope thirty meters in length, and then the rim,
and

stars. The distance might as well have been thirty light-years. Whoever
tried to

cross would immediately sink to an unknown depth.

There was no point in crawling back down the bared side of the pinnacle.
Broberg

had clung to it for an hour while she chipped niches to climb by with
her knife.



Scobie’s condition had not allowed him to help. If they sought to
return, they

could easily slip, fall, and be engulfed. If they avoided that, they
would never

find a new path. Less than two hours’ worth of energy abode in their
fuel cells.

Attempting to push onward while swapping Garcilaso’s back and forth
would be an

exercise in futility.

They settled themselves, legs dangling over the abyss, and held hands
and looked

at Saturn and at one another.

“TI do not think the orcs can burst the iron door of this tower, "Kendrick
says ,

“but they will besiege us until we starve to death.”

“You never yielded up your hope erenow, my knight, ”replies Ricia, and
kisses his

temple . “Shall we search about? These walls are unutterably ancient.
Who knows

what relics of wizardry lie forgotten within? A pair of phoenix-feather
cloaks,

that will bear us laughing through the sky to our home—2?"

“T fear not, my darling. Our weird is upon us.”Kendrick touches the
spear that

leans agleam against the battlement . “Sad and gray will the world be
without

you. We can but meet our doom bravely.”

“Happily, since we are together.”Ricia’s gamin smile breaks forth . “I
did

notice that a certain room holds a bed. Shall we try it?”

Kendrick frowns. “Rather should we seek to set our minds and souls in
order.”

She tugs his elbow. “Later, yes. Besides—who knows?—when we dust off the

blanket, we may find it is a Tarnkappe that will take us invisible
through the

enemy.”

“You dream.”

Fear stirs behind her eyes. “What if I do?”Her words tremble . “I can
dream us

free if you will help.”

Scobie’s fist smote the ice. “No!” he croaked. “I’11 die in the world
that is.”

Ricia shrinks from him. He sees terror invade her. “You, you rave,
beloved, ”"she

stammers

He twisted about and caught her by the arms. “Don’t you want to remember
Tom and

your boys?”

“Who—"2"

Kendrick slumps. “I don’t know. I have forgotten too.”

She leans against him, there on the windy height. A hawk circles above.
“The

residuum of an evil enchantment, surely. Oh, my heart, my life, cast it
from

you! Help me find the means to save us.”Yet her entreaty is uneven, and
through

it speaks dread.

Kendrick straightens. He lays hand on Wayland’s spear, and it is though
strength

flows thence, into him. “A spell in truth,”he says. His tone gathers
force . “I



will not abide in its darkness, nor suffer it to blind and deafen you,
my lady

in domnei.”His gaze takes hold of hers, which cannot break away . “There
is but

a single road to our freedom. It goes through the gates of death.”

She waits, mute and shuddering.

“Whatever we do, we must die, Ricia. Let us fare hence as our own folk.”
“I—no—I won’t—I will-—"

“You see before you the means of your deliverance. It is sharp, I am
strong; you

will feel no pain.”

She bares her bosom. “Then quickly, Kendrick, before I am lost!”

He drives the weapon home. “I love you,”he says. She sinks at his feet
III

follow you, my darling, ”he says, withdraws the steel, braces shaft
against

stone, lunges forward, falls beside her . “Now we are free.”

“That was..a nightmare.” Broberg sounded barely awake.

Scobie’s voice shook. “Necessary, I think, for both of us.” He gazed
straight

before him, letting Saturn fill his eyes with dazzle. “Else we’d have
stayed..insane? Maybe not, by definition. But we’d not have been in
reality

either.”

“It would have been easier,” she mumbled.

“We’d never have known we were dying.”

“Would you have preferred that?”

Broberg shivered. The slackness in her countenance gave place to the
same

tension that was in his. “Oh, no,” she said, quite softly but in the
manner of

full consciousness. “No, you were right, of course. Thank you for your
courage.”

“You’ve always had as much guts as anybody, Jean. You just have more
imagination

than me.” Scobie’s hand chopped empty space, a gesture of dismissal.
“Okay, we

should call poor Mark and let him know. But first—" His words lost the
cadence

he had laid on them. “First—"

Her glove clasped his. “What, Colin?”

“Let’s decide about that third unit, Luis’s,” he said with difficulty,
still

confronting the great ringed planet. “Your decision, actually, though we
can

discuss the matter if you want. I will not hog it for the sake of a few
more

hours. Nor will I share it; that would be a nasty way for us both to go
out.

However, I suggest you use it.”

“To sit beside your frozen corpse?” she replied. “No. I wouldn’t even
feel the

warmth, not in my bones—"

She turned toward him so fast that she nearly fell off the pinnacle. He
caught

her.“Warmth!” she screamed, shrill as the cry of a hawk on the wing.
“Colin,

we’ll take our bones home!”

4

“In point of fact,” said Danzig, “I’ve climbed onto the hull. That'’s



high enough

for me to see over those ridges and needles. I’ve got a view of the
entire

horizon.”

“Good,” grunted Scobie. “Be prepared to survey a complete circle quick.
This

depends on a lot of factors we can’t predict. The beacon will certainly
not be

anything like as big as what you had arranged. It may be thin and short-
lived.

And, of course, it may rise too low for sighting at your distance.” He
cleared

his throat. “In that case, we two have bought the farm. But we’ll have
made a

hell of a try, which feels great by itself.”

He hefted the fuel cell, Garcilaso’s gift. A piece of heavy wire,
insulation

stripped off, joined the prongs. Without a regulator, the unit poured
its

maximum power through the short circuit. Already the strand glowed.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to do it, Colin?” Broberg asked. “Your
rib—"

He made a lopsided grin. “I’'m nonetheless better designed by nature for
throwing

things,” he said. “Allow me that much male arrogance. The bright idea
was

yours.”

“It should have been obvious from the first,” she said. “I think it

would have

been, if we weren’t bewildered in our dream.”

“M-m, often the simple answers are the hardest to find. Besides, we had
to get

this far or it wouldn’t have worked, and the game helped mightily... Are
you set,

Mark? Heave ho!”

Scobie cast the cell as if it were a baseball, hard and far through the
Tapetan

gravity field. Spinning, its incandescent wire wove a sorcerous web
across

vision. It landed somewhere beyond the rim, on the glacier’s back.
Frozen gases vaporized, whirled aloft, briefly recondensed before they
were

lost. A geyser stood white against the stars.

“T see you!” Danzig yelped. “I see your beacon, I’ve got my bearing,
I’11l be on

my way! With rope and extra energy units and everything!”

Scobie sagged to the ground and clutched at his left side. Broberg knelt
and

held him, as if either of them could lay hand on his pain. No large
matter. He

would not hurt much longer.

“How high would you guess the plume goes?” Danzig inquired, calmer.
“About a hundred meters,” Broberg replied after study.

“Uh, damn, these gloves do make it awkward punching the calculator...
Well, to

judge by what I observe of it, I’'m between ten and fifteen klicks off.
Give me

an hour or a tadge more to get there and find your exact location.
Okay?”

Broberg checked gauges. “Yes, by a hair. We’ll turn our thermostats down
and sit



very quiet to reduce oxygen demand. We’ll get cold, but we’ll survive.”
“T may be quicker,” Danzig said. “That was a worst case estimate. All
right, I'm

off. No more conversation till we meet. I won’t take any foolish
chances, but I

will need my wind for making speed.”

Faintly, those who waited heard him breathe, heard his hastening
footfalls. The

geyser died.

They sat, arms around waists, and regarded the glory which encompassed
them.

After a silence, the man said: “Well, I suppose this means the end of
the game.

For everybody.”

“Tt must certainly be brought under strict control,”
III

wonder, though, if they will abandon it altogether—out here.”

“If they must, they can.”

“Yes. We did, you and I, didn’t we?”

They turned face to face, beneath that star-beswarmed, Saturn-ruled sky.
Nothing

tempered the sunlight that revealed them to each other, she a middle-
aged wife,

he a man ordinary except for his aloneness. They would never play again.
They

could not.

A puzzled compassion was in her smile. “Dear Friend—" she began.

His uplifted palm warded her from further speech. “Best we don’t talk
unless

’

the woman answered.

it’s essential,” he said. “That’ll save a little oxygen, and we can stay
a

little warmer. Shall we try if we can sleep?”

Her eyes widened and darkened. “I dare not,” she confessed. “Not till
enough

time has gone past. Now, I might dream.”

IT

In the event, Voyager One found nothing entirely incompatible with my
ideas. The

story was published and well received, winning awards. Meanwhile Voyager
Two

also spared it. Granted, the scientific evidence points toward Iapetus
being an

icy body, the dark half only a thin layer left by an impact or produced
by the

fierce photochemistry of space. However, this isn’t yet certain, and in
any case

doesn’t seem to rule out the landscape I imagined. We’ll have to wait
till

Cassini reaches Saturn and gives us a closer look. I’'m as eager to know
for sure

as you are.

The origins of the story offer an example of how complex such things can
be.

From time to time in those years Jerry Pournelle would organize and lead
a

meeting of what he called the Citizens’ Advisory Committee on National
Space

Policy. It was avowedly an advocacy group for a strong, ongoing effort,
but each

gathering considered a specific aspect, from economic incentives to
missile



defense. Persons in attendance included scientists, astronauts,
engineers,

businessmen, high-ranking officers of the defense forces, occasional
civilians

in government or academe, and whoever else Jerry thought could
contribute

something. I sat in mostly to listen and help draft the final reports.
These

went to certain pretty high places, at least one (or a summary of it) as
far as

the White House, and may have done some good.

Lord, but we science fictioneers had become respectable! And, although
everybody

worked hard at the meetings, they were fascinating and actually
enjoyable, being

held in Larry and Marilyn Niven’s mansion. I met some great people.
One was the physicist J. Peter Vajk, who presented in well-thought-out
detail

his concept of missions with live, human crews using solar sails. When
he read

“The Saturn Game” and remarked on it, I told him, “I only steal from the
best
sources.” The least I could do was name the spaceship for him.

Before then, Karen and I had read an article or two about paradoxical
Tapetus,

and conversationally speculated. And we had long experience with such
activities

as science fiction fandom and the medievalistic Society for Creative
Anachronism. Later we saw role-playing games become popular. Now,
there’s

nothing wrong with any of these. On the contrary, for most participants
they’re

excellent, even mind-expanding recreation. But a few get wrapped up in
one of

them to an unhealthy extent, where nothing really matters except the
dream

world. (Of course, these aren’t unique in that regard. When the
obsession is

ideological, it can bring disaster on many an innocent.) All of this
came

together, and out of it grew the story.

No two happen the same way. Let me now go back in time almost thirty
years from

the Voyagers flying past Saturn, which itself occurred more than twenty
years

ago, when I’d come a long way from those early days. I hope I’'m still
moving

onward. This book is a kind of log of the journey.

Science fiction writers tend to start out young. I began making
professional

sales while in college. My aim was to become a scientist, but after
graduating,

with no money left to continue, I supported myself by writing while I
looked for

honest employment. Jobs were scarce just then; the search grew more and
more

half-hearted; gradually I realized that what I was doing was what nature
had cut

me out for. Meanwhile I was learning the craft the hard way, at least as
much

through the rejections as the acceptances.



“Gypsy” is the earliest that seems worth including here. I could do it
better

nowadays. Perhaps I wouldn’t do it at all, because the “science” in it
is mostly

what engineers and my son-in-law Greg Bear call arm waving. Still,
probably more

stories than not require such postulates. For a major instance, we have
travel

faster than light. Authors assume that present-day physics doesn’t
explain

everything—which, as a matter of fact, it doesn’t—and new discoveries
may

revolutionize our understanding as much as relativity and quantum
mechanics did.

Indeed, superluminal motion, and even time travel, no longer look as
completely

absurd as they used to.

I also find the writing style awkward. Nevertheless, this little tale is
a

landmark for me, my first attempt to celebrate the wonders of our
universe.

Gypsy

From afar, I caught a glimpse of theTraveler as my boat swung toward the
planet.

The great spaceship looked like a toy at that distance, a frail bubble
of metal

and air and energy against the enormous background of space. I thought
of the

machines within her, humming and whirring and clicking very faintly as
they

pursued their unending round of services, making that long hull into a
living

world—the hull that was now empty of life—and I had a sudden odd feeling
of

sympathy. As if she were alive, I felt that theTraveler was lonely.

The planet swelled before me, a shining blue shield blazoned with clouds
and

continents, rolling against a limitless dark and the bitterly burning
stars.

Harbor, we had named that world, the harbor at the end of our long
journey, and

there were few lovelier names. Harbor, haven, rest and peace and a sky
overhead

as roof against the naked blaze of space. It was good to get home.

I searched the heavens for another glimpse of theTraveler, but I
couldn’t find

her tiny form in that thronging wilderness of stars. No matter, she was
still on

her orbit about Harbor, moored to the planet, perhaps forever. I
concentrated on

bringing the spaceboat down.

Atmosphere whistled about the hull. After a month in the gloom and
poisonous

cold of the fifth planet, alone among utterly unhuman natives, I was
usually on

fire to get home and brought my craft down with a recklessness that
overloaded

the gravity beams. But this time I went a little more carefully, telling
myself

that I’d rather be late for supper than not arrive at all. Or perhaps it
was



that brief chance vision of theTraveler which made me suddenly
thoughtful. After

all, we had had some good times aboard her.

I sent the boat slanting toward the peninsula in the north temperate
zone on

which most of us were settled. The outraged air screamed behind me as I
slammed

down on the hard-packed earth that served us for a landing field. There
were a

few warehouses and service shops around it, long low buildings of the
heavy

timbers used by most of the colonists, and a couple of private homes a
kilometer

or so away. But otherwise only long grass rustled in the wind, gardens
and wild

groves, sunlight streaming out of a high blue sky. When I stepped from
the boat,

the fresh vivid scent of the land fairly leaped to meet me. I could hear
the sea

growling beyond the horizon.

Tokogama was on duty at the field. He was sitting on the porch of the
office,

smoking his pipe and watching the clouds sail by overhead, but he
greeted me

with the undemonstrative cordiality of old friends who know each other
too well

to need many words.

“So that’s the portmaster,
puff that

vile-smelling thing and say hello to me.”

“That’s all,” he admitted cheerfully. “I am retained only for my
uncommonly high

ornamental value.”

It was, approximately, true. Our aircraft used the field with no
formality, and

we only kept this one space vessel in operation. The portmaster was on
hand

simply to oversee servicing and in the unlikely case of some emergency
or

dispute. But none of the colony’s few public posts—captain,
communications

officer, and the rest—-required much effort in as simple a society as
ours, and

they were filled as spare-time occupations by anyone who wanted them.
There was

no compensation except getting first turn at using the machinery for
farming or

heavy construction which we owned in common.

“How was the trip?” asked Tokogama.

“Pretty good,” I said. “I gave them our machines and they filled my
holds with

their ores and alloys. And I managed to take a few more notes on their
habits,

and establish a few more code symbols for communication.”

“Which is a very notable brick added to the walls of science, but in
view of the

fact that you’re the only one who ever goes there it really makes no
odds.”

Tokogama’s dark eyes regarded me curiously. “Why do you keep on making
those

trips out there, Erling? Quite a few of the other boys wouldn’t mind

” I said. “Soft touch. All you have to do is



visiting

Five once in a while. Will and Ivan both mentioned it to me last week.”
“I'm no hog,” I said. “If either of them, or anyone else, wants a turn
at the

trading job, let ’em learn space piloting and they can go. But
meanwhile—I like

the work. You know that I was one of those who voted to continue the
search for

Earth.”

Tokogama nodded. “So you were. But that was three years ago. Even you
must have

grown some roots here.”

“Oh, I have,” I laughed. “Which reminds me I’'m hungry, and judging by
the sun

it’s the local dinner time. So I’1ll get on home, if Alanna knows I’'m
back.”

“She can’t help it,” he smiled. “The whole continent knows when you’re
back, the

way you rip the atmosphere coming in. That home cooking must have a
powerful

magnetic attraction.”

“A steak aroma of about fifty thousand gauss—"” I turned to go, calling
over my

shoulder: “Why don’t you come to dinner tomorrow evening? I’1l1l invite
the other

boys and we’ll have an old-fashioned hot air session.”
“T was sort of hinting in that direction,” said Tokogama.

I got my carplane out of the hangar and took off with a whisper of air
and a hum

of grav-beam generators. But I flew low over the woods and meadows,
dawdling

along at fifty kilometers an hour and looking across the landscape. It
lay

quietly in the evening, almost empty of man, a green fair breadth of
land veined

with bright rivers. The westering sun touched each leaf and grass blade
with

molten gold, an aureate glow which seemed to fill the cool air like a
tangible

presence, and I could hear the chirp and chatter of the great bird
flocks as

they settled down in the trees. Yes—it was good to get home.

My own house stood at the very edge of the sea, on a sandy bluff sloping
down to

the water. The windy trees which grew about it almost hid the little
stone and

timber structure, but its lawns and gardens reached far, and beyond them
were

the fields from which we got our food. Down by the beach stood the
boathouse and

the little dock I had made, and I knew our sailboat lay waiting there
for me to

take her out. I felt an almost physical hunger for the sea again, the
mighty

surge of waves out to the wild horizon, the keen salt wind and the
crying white

birds. After a month in the sterile tanked air of the spaceboat, it was
like

being born again.

I set the plane down before the house and got out. Two small bodies



fairly

exploded against me—Einar and Mike. I walked into the house with my sons
riding

my shoulders.

Alanna stood in the doorway waiting for me. She was tall, almost as tall
as I,

and slim and red-haired and the most beautiful woman in the universe. We
didn't

say much—it was unnecessary, and we were otherwise occupied for the next
few

minutes.

And afterward I sat before a leaping fire where the little flames danced
and

chuckled and cast a wavering ruddy glow over the room, and the wind
whistled

outside and rattled the door, and the sea roared on the nighted beach,
and I

told them of my fabulous space voyage, which had been hard and
monotonous and

lonely but was a glamorous adventure at home. The boys’ eyes never
stirred from

my face as I talked, I could feel the eagerness that blazed from them.
The gaunt

sun-seared crags of One, the misty jungles of Two, the mountains and
deserts of

Four, the great civilization of Five, the bitter desolation of the outer
worlds—and beyond those the stars. But we were home now, we sat in a
warm dry

house and heard the wind singing outside.

I was happy, in a quiet way that had somehow lost the exuberance of my
earlier

returns. Content, maybe.

Oh, well, I thought. These trips to the fifth world were becoming
routine, just

as life on Harbor, now that our colony was established and our automatic
and

semiautomatic machines running smoothly, had quieted down from the first
great

riot of work and danger and work again. That was progress, that was what
we had

striven for, to remove want and woe and the knife-edged uncertainty
which had

haunted our days. We had arrived, we had graduated into a solid
assurance and a

comfort which still held enough unsureness and challenge to keep us from
getting

sluggish. Grown men don’t risk their necks climbing the uppermost
branches of

trees, the way children do; they walk on the ground, and when they have
to rise

they do so safely and comfortably, in a carplane.

“What’s the matter, Erling?” asked Alanna.

“Why—nothing.” I started out of my reverie, suddenly aware that the
children

were in bed and the night near its middle. “Nothing at all. I was just
sitting

thinking. A little tired, I guess. Let’s turn in.”

“You’'re a poor liar, Erling,” she said softly. “What were you really
thinking

about?”

“Nothing,” I insisted. “That is, well, I saw the oldTraveler as I was



coming

down today. It just put me in mind of old times.”

“Tt would,” she said. And suddenly she sighed. I looked at her in some
alarm,

but she was smiling again. “You’re right, it is late, and we’d better go
to

bed.”

I took the boys out in the sailboat the next day. Alanna stayed home on
the

excuse that she had to prepare dinner, though I knew of her theory that
the

proper psychodevelopment of children required a balance of paternal and
maternal

influence. Since I was away so much of the time, out in space or with
one of the

exploring parties which were slowly mapping our planet, she made me
occupy the

center of the screen whenever I was home.

Einar, who was nine years old and getting interested in the microbooks
we had

from theTraveler —and so, ultimately, from Earth—looked at her and said:
“Back

at Sol you wouldn’t have to make food, Mother. You’d just set the
au..autochef,

and come out with us.”

“T like to cook,” she smiled. “I suppose we could make autochefs, now
that the

more important semirobot machinery has been produced, but it’d take a
lot of fun

out of life for me.”

Her eyes went past the house, down to the beach and out over the
restless

sun-sparked water. The sea breeze ruffled her red hair, it was like a
flame in

the cool shade of the trees. “I think they must miss a lot in the Solar

System, ”

she said. “They have so much there that, somehow, they can’t have what
we've

got—room to move about, lands that never saw a man before, the fun of
making

something ourselves.”

“You might like it if you went there,” I said. “After all, sweetheart,
however

wisely we may talk about Sol we know it only by hearsay.”

“T know I like what we have here,” she answered. I thought there was a

faint

note of defiance in her voice. “If Sol is just a legend, I can’t be sure
I’'d

like the reality. Certainly it could be no better than Harbor.”

“All redheads are chauvinists,” I laughed, turning down toward the
beach.

“All Swedes make unfounded generalizations,” she replied cheerfully. “I
should’a

known better than to marry a Thorkild.”

“Fortunately, Mrs. Thorkild, you didn’t.” I bowed.

The boys and I got out the sailboat. There was a spanking breeze, and in
minutes

we were scudding northward, along the woods and fields and tumbling surf
of the

coast.



“We should put a motor on theNaughty Nancy, Dad,” said Einar. “Suppose
this wind

don’t hold.”

“T like to sail,” I said. “The chance of having to man the sweeps is
part of the

fun.”

“Me too,” said Mike, a little ambiguously.

“Do they have sailboats on Earth?” asked Einar.

“They must,” I said, “since I designed theNancy after a book about them.
But I

don’t think it’d ever be quite the same, Einar. The sea must always be
full of

boats, most of them powered, and there’d be aircraft overhead and some
sort of

building wherever you made landfall. You wouldn’t have the sea to
yourself.”

“Then why’d you want to keep looking for Earth when ever’body else
wanted to

stay here?” he challenged.

A nine-year-old can ask some remarkably disconcerting questions. I said
slowly:

“T wasn’t the only one who voted to keep on searching. And—-well, I
admitted it

at the time, it wasn’t Earth but the search itself that I wanted. I
liked to

find new planets. But we’ve got a good home now, Einar, here on Harbor.”
“T still don’t understand how they ever lost Earth,” he said.

“Nobody does,” I said. “TheTraveler was carrying a load of colonists to
Alpha
Centauri—that was a star close to Sol—and men had found the hyperdrive
only a

few years before and reached the nearer stars. Anyway, something
happened. There

was a great explosion in the engines, and we found ourselves somewhere
else in

the galaxy, thousands of light-years from home. We don’t know how far
from home,

since we’ve never been able to find Sol again. But after repairing the
ship, we

spent more than twenty years looking. We never found home.” I added
quickly,

“Until we decided to settle on Harbor. That was our home.”

“T mean, how’d the ship get thrown so far off?”

I shrugged. The principles of the hyperdrive are difficult enough,
involving as

they do the concept of multiple dimensions and of discontinuous psi
functions.

No one on the ship—and everyone with a knowledge of physics had twisted
his

brains over the problem—had been able to figure out what catastrophe it
was that

had annihilated space-time for her. Speculation had involved space
warps—whatever that term means, points of infinite discontinuity, un-
dimensional

fields, and Cosmos knows what else. Could we find what had happened, and
purposefully control the phenomenon which had seized us by some blind
accident,

the galaxy would be ours. Meanwhile, we were limited to pseudovelocities
of a

couple of hundred lights, and interstellar space mocked us with
vastness.



But how explain that to a nine-year-o0ld? I said only: “If I knew that,
I'd be
wiser than anyone else, Einar. Which I’m not.”

“TI wanna go swimming,” said Mike.

“Sure,” I said. “That was our idea, wasn’t it? We’ll drop anchor in the
next

bay—"

“T wanna go swimming in Spacecamp Cove.”

I tried to hedge, but Einar was all over me, too. It was only a few
kilometers

farther up the coast, and its broad sheltered expanse, its wide sandy
beach, and

the forest immediately behind, made it ideal for such an expedition. And
after

all, I had nothing against it.

Nothing—except the lure of the place.

I sighed and surrendered. Spacecamp Cove it was.

We had a good time there, swimming and picnicking, playing ball and
loafing in

the sand and swimming some more. It was good to lie in the sun again,
with a

cool wet wind blowing in from the sea and talking in the trees. And to
the boys,

the glamour of it was a sort of crown on the day.

But I had to fight the romance. I wasn’t a child any more, playing at
spacemen

and aliens, I was the grown man with some responsibilities. The
community of

theTraveler had voted by an overwhelming majority to settle on Harbor,
and that

was that.

And here, half hidden by long grass, half buried in the blowing sand,
were the

unmistakable signs of what we had left.

There wasn’t much. A few plasticontainers for food, a couple of broken
tools of

curious shape, some scattered engine parts. Just enough to indicate that
a while

ago—ten years ago, perhaps—a party of spacemen had landed here, camped
for a

while, made some repairs, and resumed their journey.

They weren’t from the fifth planet. Those natives had never left their
world,

and even with the technological impetus we were giving them in exchange
for

their metals they weren’t ever likely to, the pressures they needed to
live were

too great. They weren’t from Sol, or even some colony world—not only
were the

remains totally unlike our equipment, but the news of a planet like
Harbor,

almost a duplicate of Earth but without a native intelligent race, would
have

brought settlers here in swarms. So—somewhere in the galaxy, someone
else had

mastered the hyperdrive and was exploring space.

As we had been doing—

I did my best to be cheerful all the way home, and think I succeeded on
the

surface. And that in spite of Einar’s wildly romantic gabble about the



unknown

campers. But I couldn’t help remembering—

In twenty years of spacing, you can see a lot of worlds, and you can
have a lot

of experience. We had been gods of a sort, flitting from star to star,
exploring, trading, learning, now and again mixing into the destinies of
the

natives. We had fought and striven, suffered and laughed and stood
silent in

wonder. For most of us, the dreadful hunger for home, the weariness of
the

hopeless quest, had shadowed that panorama of worlds which reeled
through my

mind. But—before Cosmos, I had loved every minute of it!

I fell into unrelieved moodiness as soon as we had stowed theNaughty
Nancy in

our boathouse. The boys ran ahead of me toward the house, but I followed
slowly.

Alanna met me at the door.
“Better wash up right away,”
minute.”

“Uh-huh.”

She looked at me, for a very long moment, and laid her hand on my arm.
In the

long dazzling rays of the westering sun, her eyes were brighter than I
had seen

them before. I wondered if tears were not wavering just behind them.
“You were at Spacecamp Cove,” she said quietly.

“The boys wanted to go there,” I answered. “It’s a good place.”
“Erling—" She paused. I stood looking at her, thinking how beautiful she
was. I

remembered the way she had looked on Hralfar, the first time I kissed
her. We

had wandered a ways from the camp of the detail exploring that frosty
little

world and negotiating with its natives for supplies. The sky had been
dark

overhead, with a shrunken sun casting its thin pale light on the blue-
shadowed

snow. It was quiet, breathlessly quiet, the air was like sharp fire in
our

nostrils and her hair, the only color in that white horizon, seemed to
crackle

with frost. That was quite a long time ago, but nothing had changed
between us

4

she said. “The company will be here any

’

since.

“Yes?” I prompted her. “Yes, what is it?”

Her voice came quickly, very low so the boys wouldn’t hear: “Erling, are
you

really happy here?”

“Why”—I felt an almost physical shock of surprise—*of course I am, dear.
That'’s

a silly question.”

“Or a silly answer?” She smiled, with closed lips. “We did have some
good times

on theTraveler . Even those who grumbled loudest at the time admit that,
now

when they’ve got a little perspective on the voyage and have forgotten
something
of the overcrowding and danger and weariness. But you—I sometimes think



theTraveler was your life, Erling.”

“T liked the ship, of course.” I had a somewhat desperate sense of
defending

myself. “After all, I was born and raised on her. I never really knew
anything

else. Our planetary visits were so short, and most of the worlds so
unterrestrial. You liked it too.”

“Oh, sure, it was fun to go batting around the galaxy, never knowing
what might

wait at the next sun. But a woman wants a home. And—-Erling, plenty of
others

your age, who also had never known anything else, hated it.”

“T was lucky. As an officer, I had better quarters, more privacy. And,
well,

that ‘something hid behind the ranges’ maybe meant more to me than to
most

others. But—good Cosmos, Alanna! you don’t think that now—"

“T don’t think anything, Erling. But on the ship you weren’t so
absentminded, so

apt to fall into daydreams. You didn’t sit around the place all day, you
were

always working on something...” She bit her lip. “Don’t misunderstand,
Erling. I

have no doubt you keep telling yourself how happy you are. You could go
to your

cremation, here on Harbor, thinking you’d had a rather good life. But—I
sometimes wonder!”

“Now look—" I began.

“No, no, nothing more out of you. Get inside and wash up, the company’ll
be

coming in half a minute.”

I went, with my head in a whirl. Mechanically, I scrubbed myself and
changed

into evening blouse and slacks. When I came out of the bedroom, the
first of the

guests were already waiting.

MacTeague Angus was there, the old first mate of theTraveler and captain
in the

short time between Kane’s death and our settling on Harbor. So was my
brother

Thorkild Gustav, with whom I had little in common except a mutual
liking.

Tokogama Hideyoshi, Petroff Ivan, Ortega Manuel, and a couple of others
showed

up a few minutes later. Alanna took charge of their wives and children,
and I

mixed drinks all around.

For a while the talk was of local matters. We were scattered over quite
a wide

area, and had as yet not produced enough telescreens for every house, so
that

communication was limited to direct personal travel by plane. A
hailstorm on

Gustav’s farm, a minor breakdown in the vehicle factory superintended by

Ortega,

Petroff’s project of a fleet of semirobot fishing boats—small gossip.
Presently

dinner was served.

Gustav was rapturous over the steak. “What is it?” he asked.
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“Some local animal I shot the other day,” I said. “Ungulate, reddish-



brown,

broad flat horns.”

“Oh, yes. Hm-m-m—I’11 have to try domesticating some. I’ve had pretty
good luck

with those glug-gugs.”

“Huh?” Petroff stared at him.

“Another local species,” laughed Gustav. “I had to call them something,
and they

make that kind of noise.”
“TheTraveler was never like this,”
another piece

of meat.

“T never thought the food was bad,” I said.

“No, we had the hydroponic vegetables and fruits, and the synthetic
meats, as

well as what we picked up on different planets,”
wasn’t

this good, ever. Hydroponics somehow don’t have the flavor of Earth-
grown

stuff.”

“That’s your imagination,” said Petroff. “I can prove—"

“T don’t care what you can prove, the facts remain.” Ortega glanced at
me. “But

there were compensations.”

“Not enough,” muttered Gustav. “I’ve got room to move, here on Harbor.”
“You’re being unjust to theTraveler, ” I said. *“She was only meant to
carry

about fifty people for a short voyage at that. When she lost her way for
twenty

years, and a whole new generation got jammed in with their parents, it'’s
no

wonder she grew crowded. Actually, her minimum crew is ten or so. Thirty
people—fifteen couples, say, plus their kids—could travel in her in ease
and

comfort, with private apartments for all.”

“And still..still, for over twenty years, we fought and suffered and
stood the

monotony and the hopelessness—to find Earth.” Tokogama’s voice was
musing, a

little awed. “When all the time, on any of a hundred uninhabited
terrestroid

planets, we could have had—this.”

“For at least half that time,” pointed out MacTeague, “we were simply
looking

for the right part of the galaxy. We knew Sol wasn’t anywhere near, so
we had no

hopes to be crushed, but we thought as soon as the constellations began
to look

fairly familiar we’d be quickly able to find home.” He shrugged. “But
space is

simply too big, and our astrogational tables have so little information.
Star

travel was still in its infancy when we left Sol.

“An error of, say, one percent could throw us light-years off in the
course of

several hundred parsecs. And the galaxy is lousy with GO-type suns,
which are

statistically almost certain to have neighbors sufficiently like Sol’s
to fool

an unsure observer. If our tables had given positions relative to, say,
S

’

said Ortega, helping himself to
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admitted Ortega. But it



Doradus, we could have found home easily enough. But they used Sirius
for their

bright-star point—and we couldn’t find Sirius in that swarm of stars! We
just

had to hop from star to star whichmight be Sol—and find it wasn’t, and
go on,

with the sickening fear that maybe we were getting farther away all the
time,

maybe Sol lay just off the bows, obscured by a dark nebula. In the
end—we gave

it up as a bad job.”

“There’s more to it than that,” said Tokogama. “We realized all that,
you know.

But there was Captain Kane and his tremendous personality, his driving
will to

success, and we’d all come to rely more or less blindly on him. As long
as he

lived, nobody quite believed in the possibility of failure. When he
died,

everything seemed to collapse at once.”

I nodded grimly, remembering those terrible days that followed—Seymour'’s
mutinous attempt to seize power, bringing home to us just how sick and
weary we

all were; the arrival at this star which might have solved it all, might
have

given us a happy ending, if it had been Sol; the rest on Harbor, a rest
which

became a permanent stay—

“Something else kept us going all those years, too,”
quietly. “There

was an element among the younger generation which liked to wander. The
vote to

stay here wasn’t unanimous.”

“T know,” said MacTeague. His level gaze rested thoughtfully on me. “I
often

wonder, Erling, why some of you don’t borrow the ship and visit the
nearer

stars, just to see what’s there.”

“Wouldn’t do any good,” I said tonelessly. “It’d just make our feet itch
worse

than ever—and there’d always be stars beyond those.”

“But why—" Gustav fumbled for words. “Why would anyonewant to
go—stargazing that

way? I..well, I’ve got my feet on ground now, my own ground, my oOwn
home..it’s

growing, I’'m building and planting and seeing it come to reality before
my own

eyes, and it’1ll be there for my children and their children. There’s air
and

wind and rain, sunlight, the sea, the woods and mountains—Cosmos! Who
wants

more? Who wants to trade it for sitting in a sterile metal tank, riding
from

star to star, homeless, hopeless?”

“Nobody,” I said hastily. “I was just trying—"

“The most pointless existence—simply to be a..a spectator in the
universe!”
“Not exactly,”
that

somebody must do something. We brought some benefits of human
civilization to

4

said Ortega

’

said Tokogama. “There was plenty we did, if you insist



quite a number of places. We did some extensive star-mapping, if we ever
see

Earthmen again they’ll find our tables useful, and our observations
within

different systems. We..well, we were wanderers, but so what? Do you blame
a bird

for not having hoofs?”
“The birds have hoofs now,
—I

flashed a glance at Alanna—*they like it.”

The conversation was getting a little too hot. I steered it into safer
channels

until we adjourned to the living room. Over coffee and tobacco it came
back.

We began reminiscing about the old days, planets we had seen, deeds we
had done.

Worlds and suns and moons, whirling through a raw dark emptiness afire
with

stars, were in our talk—strange races, foreign cities, lonely
magnificence of

mountains and plains and seas, the giant universe opening before us. Oh,
by all

the gods, we had fared far!

We had seen the blue hell-flames leaping over the naked peaks of a
planet whose

great sun almost filled its sky. We had sailed with a gang of happy
pirates over

a sea red as new-spilled blood toward the grotesque towers of a fortress
older

than their history. We had seen the rich color and flashing metal of a
tournament on Drangor and the steely immensity of the continental cities
on

Alkan. We had talked philosophy with a gross wallowing cephalopod on one
world

and been shot at by the inhumanly beautiful natives of another. We had
come as

gods to a planet to lift its barbaric natives from the grip of a plague
that

scythed them down and we had come as humble students to the ancient
laboratories

and libraries of the next. We had come near perishing in a methane storm
on a

planet far from its sun and felt then how dear life is. We had lain on
the

beaches of the paradise world Luanha and let the sea sing us to sleep.
We had

ridden centauroids who conversed with us as they went to the aerial city
of

their winged enemies—

More than the wildly romantic adventures—which, after all, had been
pretty dirty

and bloody affairs at the time—we loved to remember the worlds
themselves: a

fiery sunset on the snowfields of Hralfar; a great brown river flowing

”

I said. “They’re walking on the ground. And”

through

the rain forest which covered Atlang; a painted desert on Thyvari; the
mighty

disk of New Jupiter swelling before our bows; the cold and vastness and
cruelty

and emptiness and awe and wonder of open space itself. And, in our small
clique



of frank tramps, there had been the comradeship of the road, the calm
unspoken

knowledge of having friends who would stand firm—a feeling ofbelonging,
such as

men like Gustav had achieved only since coming here, and which we seemed
to have

lost.

Lost—yes, why not admit it? We didn’t see each other very often any
more, we

were too scattered, too busy. And the talk of the others was just a
little bit

boring.

Well, it couldn’t be helped—

It was late that night when the party broke up. Alanna and I saw the
guests out

to their planes. When the last vehicle had whispered into the sky, we
stood for

a while looking around us. The night was very still and cool, with a
high starry

sky in which the moon of Harbor was rising. Its light glittered on the
dew under

our feet, danced restlessly on the sea, threw a dim silver wveil on the
dreaming

land—our land.

I looked down at Alanna. She was staring over the darkened view, staring
as 1if

she had never seen it before—or never would again. The moonlight was
tangled

like frost in her hair.What if I never see open space again? What if I
sit here

till I die? This is worth it

She spoke at last, very slowly, as if she had to shape each word
separately:

“I'm beginning to realize it. Yes, I’'m quite sure.”

“Sure of what?” I asked.

“Don’t play dumb. You know what I mean. You and Manuel and Ivan and
Hideyoshi

and the others who were here—except Angus and Gus, of course. And quite
a few

more. You don’t belong here. None of you.”

“How—so?”

“Look, a man who had been born and raised in a city, and had a
successful life

in it, couldn’t be expected to take to the country all of a sudden.
Maybe never.

Put him among peasants, and he’d go around all the rest of his life
wondering

vaguely why he wasn’t honestly happy.”

“We—Now don’t start that again, sweetheart,” I begged.

“Why not? Somebody’s got to. After all, Erling, this is a peasantry
we'’ve got,

growing up on Harbor. More or less mechanized, to be sure, but still
rooted to

the soil, close to it, with the peasant strength and solidity and the
peasant’s

provincial outlook. Why, if a ship from Earth landed tomorrow, I don’t
think

twenty people would leave with it.

“But you, Erling, you and your friends—you grew up in the ship, and you
made a

’



successful adaptation to it. You spent your formative years wandering.
By

now—you’re cosmopolites. For you, a mountain range will always be more
than it

really is, because of what’s behind it. One horizon isn’t enough, you’ve
got to

have many, as many as there are in the universe.

“Find Earth? Why, you yourself admitted you don’t care whether Earth is
ever

found. You only want the search.

“You’'re a gypsy, Erling. And no gypsy could ever be tied to one place.”
I stood for a long while, alone with her in the cold calm moonlight, and
said

nothing. When I looked down at her, finally, she was trying not to cry,
but her

lip was trembling and the tears were bright in her eyes. Every word was
wrenched

out of me:

“You may be right, Alanna. I’'m beginning to be horribly afraid you are.
But

what’s to be done about it?”

“Done?” She laughed, a strangely desolate laugh. “Why, it’s a very
simple

problem. The answer is circling right there up in the sky. Get a crew
who feel

the way you do, and take theTraveler . Go roaming—forever!”

“But..you? You, the kids, the place here..you—"

“Don’t you see?” Her laughter rang louder now, echoing faintly in the
light

night. “Don’t you see? I want to go, too!” She almost fell into my arms.
“T want
to go, too!”

There is no reason to record the long arguments, grudging acceptances,
slow

preparations. In the end we won. Sixteen men and their wives, with half
a dozen

children, were wild to leave.

That summer blazed up into fall, winter came, spring, and summer again,
while we

made ready. Our last year on Harbor. And I had never realized how much I
loved

the planet. Almost, I gave up.

But space, free space, the open universe and the ship come alive again—!
We left the colony a complete set of plans, in the unlikely event that
they

should ever want to build a starship of their own, and a couple of
spaceboats

and duplicates of all the important automatic machinery carried by
theTraveler

We would make astrogating tables, as our official purpose, and
theoretically we

might some day come back.

But we knew we never would. We would go traveling, and our children
would carry

the journey on after us, and their children after them, a whole new
civilization

growing up between the stars, rootless but tremendously alive. Those who
wearied

of it could always colonize a planet; we would be spreading mankind over
the



galaxy. When our descendants were many, they would build other ships
until there

was a fleet, a mobile city hurtling from sun to sun. It would be a
culture to

itself, drawing on the best which all races had to offer and spreading
it over

the worlds. It would be the bloodstream of the interstellar civilization
which

was slowly gestating in the universe.

As the days and months went by, my boys grew even more impatient to be
off. I

smiled a little. Right now, they only thought of the adventure of it,
romantic

planets and great deeds to be done. Well, there were such, they would
have

eventful lives, but they would soon learn that patience and
steadfastness were

needed, that there was toil and suffering and danger—and life!

Alanna—I was a little puzzled. She was very gay when I was around,
merrier than

I had ever seen her before. But she often went out for long walks, alone
on the

beach or in the sun-dappled woods, and she started a garden which she
would

never harvest. Well—-so it went, and I was too busy with preparations to
think

much about it.

The end came, and we embarked on the long voyage, the voyage which has
not

ceased yet and, I hope, will never end. The night before, we had Angus
and

Gustav in for a farewell party, and it was a strange feeling to be
saying

good-bye knowing that we would never see them again, or hear from them.
It was

like dying.

But we were alone in the morning. We went out to our carplane, to fly to
the

landing field where the gypsies would meet. From there, a boat would
take us to

theTraveler . I still could not fully realize that I was captain—TI,
captain of

the great ship which had been my world, it didn’t seem real. I walked
slowly, my

head full of the sudden universe of responsibility.

Alanna touched my arm. “Look around, Erling,” she whispered. “Look
around at our

land. You’ll never see it again.”

I shook myself out of my reverie and let my eyes sweep the horizon. It
was

early, the grass was still wet, flashing in the new sun. The sea danced
and

glittered beyond the rustling trees, crying its old song to the fair
green land,

and the wind that blew from it was keen and cold and pungent with life.
The

fields were stirring in the wind, a long ripple of grass, and high
overhead a

bird was singing.

“It’s—very beautiful,” I said.

“Yes.” I could hardly hear her voice. *Yes, it is. Let’s go, Erling.”

4



We got into the carplane and slanted skyward. The boys crowded forward
with me,

staring ahead for the first glimpse of the landing field, not seeing the
forests

and meadows and shining rivers that slipped away beneath us.

Alanna sat behind me, looking down over the land. Her bright head was
bent away

so I couldn’t see her face. I wondered what she was thinking, but
somehow I

didn’t want to ask her.

ITT

The late great Clifford D. Simak was an inspiration to us all. He still
is. I am

more directly in his debt for the foregoing story. Very new in the
business, as

yet without an agent, I had sent it to every science fiction magazine
and gotten

it back with the comment that it was too long for its content. When I
told him,

he said in his quiet fashion, “The way to shorten a story is to write
the

ending.” I did, and immediately placed it inAstounding, nowAnalog, the
top

market.

He gave me the advice at the Minneapolis Fantasy Society, a fan group
that I had

joined in 1947 when it reconstituted itself after a wartime hiatus.
Meetings

took place regularly, every two weeks if memory serves. Afterward
several of us

would go out to drink beer and talk till the bars closed, then often
elsewhere

to drink coffee and talk till the sun came up. Soon we began getting
together in

between these times. The activities of the club as such faded away until
we were

just a group of friends—interested in science fiction, yes, but also in
everything else—with “MFS” for an informal name tag. Those friendships
will

endure until the last one of us who remembers is gone.

We didn’t see Cliff often anymore. When we did, he was as warmly amiable
as

ever. But he didn’t care for carousing, and he was a family man, with a
responsible job on a newspaper and a home in the suburbs. Others of us,
and some

new people, grew ever more close-knit. Besides putting down huge
quantities of

beer, singing, squiring women around (the bachelors, when they could),
throwing

parties, playing softball in summer and touch football in fall, we
talked. How

we talked! Our conversations wouldn’t have met the standards of an
eighteenth-centurysalon, but I think they must have ranged more widely,
from

jests through all matters personal and public—many a slam-bam argument
about

history or politics—on to science and philosophy and back to cheerful
nonsense,

or story ideas.

Those last bounced especially between Gordon Dickson and me. While a few
others



in the MFS had sold a few pieces here and there, after Cliff withdrew
Gordy and

I were the only real writers. Mostly each of us did his own work,
sometimes

helped along by a suggestion, but occasionally we collaborated. The
Hokas were

born one day when we sat in my one-room apartment over a brew or two, a
race of

beings like big, energetic teddy bears with a limitless enthusiasm for
human

cultures. Gordy, having the more imaginative sense of humor, whipped out
a first

draft, then I did a rewrite, tying up loose ends and adding whatever
bits of

business occurred to me. We went on like that for a good many years, by
telephone and mail after I moved away, and the series remains popular
enough

that I used to wonder aloud if the Hokas weren’t what Gordy and I would
be

remembered for.

Now he too is gone. Everybody still alive who knew him misses him.

Of course, mainly our separate efforts weren’t supposed to be funny.
That

includes the next story of mine in this collection. Again a bit of
introduction

is called for.

By 1950 I was no longer living hand to mouth but had enough reserves for
travel.

That year a friend and I took a cross—-country drive to a conference in
New York.

Along the way we visited MIT to see the Bush differential analyzer, the
world’s

most powerful computer. It was an awesome sight, tall stacks of blinking
vacuum

tubes reaching back through a cavernous chamber and a row of typewriters
in

front clicking away with no fingers on the keys. I didn’t foresee how
development would go, or how rapidly, until desktop sets rather than
mainframes

do almost all the work and I daily hold more mathematical capability in
my hand

than that giant had. But I’d read Norbert Wiener, and it wasn’t hard to
visualize a future pervaded by computers.

In 1951 I spent several months bicycling and youth hosteling abroad.
Those were

magnificent months, but unavoidably had their few small annoyances. One
was the

requirement to fill out a silly little form everywhere I stayed, with
such

information as my passport number, where I had last stopped, and where I
was

going next—a form that would only molder in local police archives. No
one ever

actually looked at the passport. We’ve since been afflicted with similar
things

over here, but America was more innocent then. Occasionally, somewhat
childishly, I let off steam by registering as Sam Hall, the subject of a
rowdy

old ballad we often sang in the MFS.

Returning home, I found Senator Joseph McCarthy embarked on his infamous
career



as a self-styled hunter of subversives. The time that followed was not
in fact

the reign of terror of intellectual folklore. Nevertheless this
demagogue did do

great harm to a number of individuals and careers, both directly and by
the

atmosphere he generated. (And, by thus giving anti-Communism a bad name,
he so

effectively helped screen the truth about our mortal enemies and damp
the will

to resist them that some people have seriously wondered if he wasn’t on
their

side.)
Once more, a number of elements came together and I found myself with a
story I

very much wanted to tell. Many things in it are now long since obsolete,
most

conspicuously the computer system itself, but there seems to be scant
point in

revision. I think it still has something important to say. At the very
least, it

forecast computer crime!

As said, just about all the self-respecting media and writers were in
bitter and

open opposition to McCarthy. That included us in science fiction. John
Campbell,

editor ofAnalog, was himself a political conservative of the social
Darwinist

kind. Yet he bought “Sam Hall” and gave it the cover and the lead
position when

it appeared in 1953. The only thing he bowdlerized was the ballad, and
that only

because his publisher was prudish. I’ve restored the rough-hewn lyrics
we used

to sing above our beer.

Sam Hall

CLICK. BZzZ. WHRRR.

Citizen Blank Blank, Anytown, Somewhere, U.S.A., approaches the hotel
desk.

“Single with bath.”

“Sorry, sir, our fuel ration doesn’t permit individual baths. We can
draw one

for you; that will be twenty-five dollars extra.”

“Oh, is that all? Okay.”

Citizen Blank takes out his wallet, extracts his card, gives it to the
registry

machine, an automatic set of gestures. Aluminum jaws close on it, copper
teeth

feel for the magnetic encodings, electronic tongue tastes the life of
Citizen

Blank.

Place and date of birth. Parents. Race. Religion. Educational, military,
and

civilian service records. Marital status. Children. Occupations, from
the

beginning to the present. Affiliations. Physical measurements,
fingerprints,

retinals, blood type. Basic psychotype. Loyalty rating. Loyalty index as
a

function of time to moment of last test given. Click, click. Bzzz.
“Why are you here, sir?”



“Salesman. I expect to be in Cincinnati tomorrow night.”

The clerk (32 yrs., married, two children; NB, confidential: Jewish. To
be kept

out of key occupations) punches buttons.

Click, click. The machine returns the card. Citizen Blank puts it back
in his

wallet.

“Front!”

The bellboy (19 yrs., unmarried; NB confidential: Catholic. To be kept
out of

key occupations) takes the guest’s suitcase. The elevator creaks
upstairs. The

clerk resumes his reading. The article is entitled “Has Britain Betrayed
Us?”

Companion articles in the magazine include “New Indoctrination Program
for the
Armed Forces,”
Security
Police,” *“More Plans for YOUR Future.”

The machine talks to itself. Click, click. A bulb winks at its neighbor
as 1if

they shared a private joke. The total signal goes out over the wires.
Accompanied by a thousand others, it shoots down the last cable and into
the

sorter unit of Central Records. Click, click. Bzzz. Whrrr. Wink and
glow. The

distorted molecules in a particular spool show the pattern of Citizen
Blank, and

this is sent back. It enters the comparison unit, to which the incoming
signal

corresponding to him has also been shunted. The two are perfectly in
phase;

nothing wrong. Citizen Blank is staying in the town where, last night,
he said

he would, so he has not had to file a correction.

The new information is added to the record of Citizen Blank. The whole
of his

life returns to the memory bank. It is wiped from the scanner and
comparison

units, that these may be free for the next arrival.

The machine has swallowed and digested another day. It is content.

4

“Labor Hunting on Mars,” *“I Was a Union Man for the

Thornberg entered his office at the usual time. His secretary glanced up
to say

“Good morning,’
years to

read the nuances in his carefully controlled face. “Anything wrong,
chief?”

’

and looked closer. She had been with him for enough

“No.” He spoke harshly, which was also peculiar. “No, nothing wrong. I
feel a

bit under the weather, maybe.”

“Oh.” The secretary nodded. You learned discretion in the government.
“Well, I

hope you get better soon.”

“Thanks. It’s nothing.” Thornberg limped over to his desk, sat down, and
took

out a pack of cigarettes. He held one for a moment in nicotine-yellowed
fingers

before lighting it, and there was an emptiness in his eyes. Then he
puffed

ferociously and turned to his mail. As chief technician of Central



Records, he

received a generous tobacco ration and used it all.

The office was a windowless cubicle, furnished in gaunt orderliness, its
only

decorations pictures of his son and his late wife. Thornberg seemed too
big for

the space. He was tall and lean, with thin straight features and neatly
brushed

graying hair. He wore a plain version of the Security uniform, insignia
of

Technical Division and major’s rank but none of the ribbons to which he
was

entitled. The priesthood of Matilda the Machine were a pretty informal
lot.

He chain-smoked his way through the mail. Most was related to the
changeover.

“Come on, June,” he said. Recording and later transcription sufficed for
routine

stuff, but best that his secretary take notes as well while he dictated
anything

unusual. “Let’s get this out of the way fast. I’ve got work to do.”

He held a letter before him. “To Senator E. W. Harmison, S.0.B., New
Washington.

Dear Sir: In re your communication of the 14th inst., requesting my
personal

opinion of the new ID system, may I say that it is not a technician’s
business

to express opinions. The directive that every citizen shall have a
single number

for his records—birth certificate, education, rations, taxes, wages,
transactions, public service, family, travel, etc.—has obvious long-
range

advantages, but naturally entails a good deal of work both in
reconversion and

interim data control. The president having decided that the gain
justifies our

present difficulties, the duty of citizens is to conform, not complain.
Yours,

and so forth.” He let a cold smile flicker. “There, that’ll fix him! I
don’t

know what use Congress is anyway, except to plague honest bureaucrats.”
Privately, June decided to modify the letter. Maybe a senator was only a
rubber

stamp, but you couldn’t brush him off that curtly. Part of a secretary’s
job is

to keep the boss out of trouble.

“Okay, let’s get to the next,” said Thornberg. “To Colonel M. R. Hubert,
Director of Liaison Division, Central Records Agency, Security Police,
etc. Dear

Sir: In re your memorandum of the 14th inst., requiring a definite date
for

completion of the ID conversion, may I respectfully state that it is
impossible

for me honestly to set one. You realize we must develop a memory-
modification

unit which will make the changeover in our records without our having to
take

out and alter each of three hundred million spools. You realize too that
we

cannot predict the exact time needed to complete such a project.
However,



research is progressing satisfactorily (refer him to my last report,
will you?),

and I can confidently say that conversion will be finished and all
citizens

notified of their numbers within three months at the latest.
Respectfully, and

so on. Put that in a nice form, June.”

She nodded. Thornberg continued through his mail, throwing most into a
basket

for her to answer alone. When he was done he yawned and 1lit a fresh
cigarette.

“Praise Allah that’s over. Now I can get down to the lab.”

“You have afternoon appointments,” she reminded him.

“I'11 be back after lunch. See you.” He got up and went out of the
office.

Down the escalator to a still lower sublevel, walking along a corridor,
he

returned the salutes of passing subordinates automatically. His
expression did

not bespeak anything; perhaps the stiff swinging of his arms did.
Jimmy, he thought.Jimmy, boy

At the guard chamber, he presented hand and eye to the scanners. Finger
and

retinal patterns were his pass. No alarm sounded. The door opened for
him and he

walked into the temple of Matilda.

She squatted huge, tier upon tier of control panels, meters, indicator
lights to

the lofty ceiling. The spectacle always suggested to Thornberg an Aztec
pyramid,

whose gods winked red eyes at the acolytes and suppliants creeping about
base

and flanks. But they got their sacrifices elsewhere.

For a moment Thornberg stood and watched. He smiled again, a tired smile
that

creased his face on the left side only. A recollection touched him,
booklegged

stuff from the forties and fifties of the last century which he had
read:

French, German, British, Italian. The intellectuals had been fretful
about the

Americanization of Europe, the crumbling of old culture before the
mechanized

barbarism of soft drinks, hard sells, enormous chrome-plated automobiles
(dollar

grins, the Danes had called them), chewing gum, plastics... None of them
had

protested the simultaneous Europeanization of America: bloated
government,

unlimited armament, official nosiness, censors, secret police,
chauvinism..

Well, for a while there had been objectors, but first their own excesses
and

sillinesses discredited them, then later...

Oh, well.

But Jimmy, lad, where are you now, what are they doing to you?
Thornberg sought a bench where his top engineer, Rodney, was testing a
unit.

“How’re you coming along?” he asked.

“Pretty good, chief.” Rodney didn’t bother to salute. Thornberg had, in
fact,



forbidden it in the labs as a waste of time. “A few bugs yet, but we're
chasing

them out.”

The project was, essentially, to develop a gimmick that would change
numbers

without altering anything else—not too easy a task, since the memory
banks

depended on individual magnetic domains. *“Okay,” said Thornberg. “Look,
I want

to run a few checks myself, out of the main coordinator. The program
they’ve

written for Section Thirteen during the conversion doesn’t quite satisfy
me."”

“Want an assistant?”

“No, thanks. I just want not to be bothered.”

Thornberg resumed his way across the floor. Hardness resounded dully
under his

shoes. The main coordinator was in a special armored booth nestled
against the

great pyramid. He must go through a second scan before the door admitted
him.

Not many were allowed in here. The complete archives of the nation were
too

valuable to risk.

Thornberg’s loyalty rating was AAB-2-—not absolutely perfect, but the
best

available among men and women of his professional caliber. His last
drugged

checkup had revealed certain doubts and reservations about government
policy,

but there was no question of disobedience.Prima facie, he was certainly
bound to

be loyal. He had served with distinction in the war against Brazil,
losing a leg

in action; his wife had been killed in the abortive Chinese rocket raids
ten

years ago; his son was a rising young Space Guard officer on Venus. He
had read

and listened to illegal stuff, blacklisted books, underground and
foreign

propaganda—but then, every intellectual dabbled with that; it was not a
serious

offense if your record was otherwise good and if you laughed off what
the things

said.

He sat for a moment regarding the board inside the booth. Its complexity
would

have baffled most engineers, but he had been with Matilda so long that
he didn't

even need the reference tables.

Well..

It took nerve, this. A hypnogquiz was sure to reveal what he was about to
do. But

such raids were, necessarily, in a random pattern. He wouldn’t likely be
called

up again for years, especially given his rating. By the time he was
found out,

Jack should have risen far enough in the guard ranks to be safe.

In the privacy of the booth Thornberg permitted himself a harsh grin.
“This,” he

murmured to the machine, “will hurt me worse than it does you.”



He began punching buttons.

Here were circuits which could alter the records, take out an entire
spool and

write whatever was desired in the molecules. Thornberg had done the job
a few

times for high officials. Now he was doing it for himself.

Jimmy Obrenowicz, son of his second cousin, had been hustled off at
night by

Security Police on suspicion of treason. The file showed what no private
citizen

was supposed to know: the prisoner was in Camp Fieldstone. Those who
returned

from there, not a big percentage, were very quiet, and said absolutely
nothing

about their experiences. Sometimes they were incapable of speech.

The chief of the Technical Division, Central Records, had damn well
better not

have a relative in Fieldstone. Thornberg toiled at the screens and
buttons for

an hour, erasing, changing. The job was tough; he had to go back several
generations, altering lines of descent. But when he was through, James
Obrenowicz had no kinship whatsoever to the Thornbergs.

And I thought the world of that boy. Well, I'm not doing this for me,
Jimmy.

It’s for Jack. When the cops pull your file, later today no doubt, I
can’t let

them find you’re related to Captain Thornberg on Venus and a friend of
his

father.

He slapped the switch that returned the spool to the memory banks.With
this act

do I disown thee

After that he sat for a while, relishing the quiet of the booth and the
clean

impersonality of the instruments. He didn’t even want to smoke.
Presently,

though, he began to think.

So now they were going to give every citizen a number, one number for
everything. Already they discussed tattooing it on. Thornberg foresaw
popular

slang referring to the numbers as “brands” and Security cracking down on
those

who used the term. Disloyal language.

Well, the underground was dangerous. It was supported by foreign
countries who

didn’t like an American-dominated world—at least, not one dominated by
today’s

kind of America, though once “U.S.A.” had meant “hope.” The rebels were
said to

have their own base out in space somewhere and to have honeycombed the
country

with their agents. That could well be. Their propaganda was subtle: we
don’t

want to overthrow the nation; we simply want to restore the Bill of
Rights. It

could attract a lot of unstable souls. But Security’s spy hunt was bound
to drag

in any number of citizens who had never meditated treason. Like Jimmy—or
had

Jimmy been an undergrounder after all? You never knew. Nobody ever told
you.



There was a sour taste in Thornberg’s mouth. He grimaced. A line of a
song came

back to him.”I hate you one and all.” How had it gone? They used to sing
it in

his college days. Something about a very bitter character who’d
committed a
murder.

Oh, yes. “Sam Hall.” How did it go, now? You needed a gravelly bass to
sing it
properly.

Oh, my name it is Sam Hall, it is Sam Hall.

Yes, my name is Sam Hall, it is Sam Hall.

Oh, my name it is Sam Hall,

And I hate you one and all,

Yes, I hate you one and all, God damn your eyes.

That was it. And Sam Hall was about to swing for murder. Thornberg
remembered

now. He felt like Sam Hall himself. He looked at the machine and
wondered how
many Sam Halls were in it.

Idly, postponing his return to work, he punched for the data-name,
Samuel Hall,

no further specifications. The machine mumbled. Presently it spewed out
a stack

of papers, microprinted on the spot from the memory banks. Complete
dossier on

every Sam Hall, living and dead, from the time the records began to be
kept. To

hell with it. Thornberg chucked the sheets down the incinerator slot.
“Oh, I killed a man, they say, so they say—"

The impulse was blinding in its savagery. They were dealing with Jimmy
at this
moment, probably pounding him over the kidneys, and he, Thornberg, sat
here

waiting for the cops to requisition Jimmy’s file, and there was nothing
he could

do. His hands were empty.

By God,he thought,I’ll give them Sam Hall!

His fingers began to race; he lost his nausea in the intricate technical
problem. Slipping a fake spool into Matilda wasn’t easy. You couldn’t
duplicate

numbers, and every citizen had a lot of them. You had to account for
each day of

his life.
Well, some of that could be simplified. The machine had only existed for
twenty-five years; before then, records had been kept in a dozen
different

offices. Let’s make Sam Hall a resident of New York, his dossier there
lost in

the bombing thirty years ago. Such of his papers as were in New
Washington had

also been lost, in the Chinese attack. That meant he simply reported as
much

detail as he could remember, which needn’t be a lot.

Let’s see. “Sam Hall” was an English song, so Sam Hall should be British
himself. Came over with his parents, oh, thirty-eight years ago, when he
was

three, and got naturalized with them; that was before the total ban on
immigration. Grew up on New York’s Lower East Side, a tough kid, a slum
kid.

School records lost in the bombing, but he claimed to have gone through



the

tenth grade. No living relatives. No family. No definite occupation,
just a

series of unskilled jobs. Loyalty rating BBA-O, which meant that purely
routine

questions showed him to have no political opinions that mattered.

Too colorless. Give him some violence in his background. Thornberg
punched for

information on New York police stations and civilian-police officers
destroyed

in the last raids. He used them as the source of records that Sam Hall
had been

continually in trouble—drunkenness, disorderly conduct, brawls, a
suspicion of

holdups and burglary, but not strong enough to warrant calling in
Security’s

hypnotechnicians for quizzing him.

Hmm. Better make him 4-F, no military service. Reason? Well, a slight
drug

addiction; men weren’t so badly needed nowadays that hopheads had to be
cured.

Neo-coke didn’t impair the faculties too much. Indeed, the addict was
abnormally

fast and strong under the influence, though he suffered a tough reaction
afterwards.

Then he would have had to put in an additional term of civilian service.
Let'’s

see. He spent his four years as a common laborer on the Colorado Dam
project. In

such a mess of men, who would remember him? At any rate, it would be
hard

finding somebody who did.

Now to fill in. Thornberg called on a number of automatic devices to
help him.

He must account for every day in twenty-five years; but of course the
majority

would show no change of circumstances. Thornberg punched for cheap
hotels, the

kind which didn’t bother keeping records of their own after the data
went to

Matilda. Who could remember a shabby individual patron? For Sam Hall'’s
current

address he chose the Triton, a glorified flophouse on the East Side not
far from

the craters. At present his man was unemployed, putatively living off
savings,

likelier off odd jobs and petty crime. Oh, blast! Income tax returns.
Thornberg

could be sketchy in creating those, however. The poor weren’t expected
to be

meticulous, nor were they audited annually like the middle class and the
rich.

Hmm..physical ID. Make him of average height, stocky, black-haired and
black-eyed, a bent nose, a scar on his forehead—tough-looking, though
not enough

to be unusually memorable. Thornberg entered the precise measurements.
Fingerprints and retinals being encoded, they were easy to fake; he
wrote a

censor into his ongoing program, lest he duplicate somebody else’s by
chance.

Finally he leaned back and sighed. The record was still shot full of



holes, but

he could plug those at his leisure. The main job was done—a couple of
hours”’

hard work, utterly pointless, except that he had blown off steam. He
felt a lot

better.

He glanced at his watch.Time to get back on the job, son . For a
rebellious

moment he wished no one had ever invented clocks. They had made possible
the

science he loved, but they had then proceeded to mechanize man. Oh,
well, too

late now. He left the booth. The door closed itself behind him.

About a month later, Sam Hall committed his first murder.

The night before, Thornberg had been at home. His rank entitled him to
good

housing in spite of his living alone: two rooms and bath on the ninety-
eighth

floor of a unit in town not far from the camouflaged entrance to
Matilda'’s

underground domain. The fact that he was in Security, even if he didn’t
belong

to the man-hunting branch, got him so much deference that he often felt
lonely.

The superintendent had offered him his daughter once—*Only twenty-three,
sir,

just released by a gentleman of marshal’s rank, and looking for a nice
patron,

sir.” Thornberg had refused, trying not to be prissy about it.Autres
temps,

autres moeurs —but still, she wouldn’t have had any choice about getting
client

status, the first time anyway. And Thornberg’s marriage had been a long
and

happy one.

He had been looking through his bookshelves for something to read. The
Literary

Bureau was trumpeting Whitman as an early example of Americanism, but
though

Thornberg had always liked the poet, his hands strayed perversely to a
dog—-eared

volume of Marlowe. Was that escapism? The L.B. was very down on
escapism. These

were tough times. It wasn’t easy to belong to the nation which was
enforcing

peace on a sullen world. You must be realistic and energetic and all the
rest,

no doubt.

The phone buzzed. He clicked on the receiver. Martha Obrenowicz’s plain
plump

face showed in the screen; her gray hair was wild and her voice a harsh
croak.

“Uh—hello,” he said uneasily. He hadn’t called her since the news of her
son’s
arrest. “How are you?”

“Jimmy is dead,” she told him.

He stood for a long while. His skull felt hollow.

“T got word today that he died in camp,” said Martha. “I thought you’d
want to

know.”



Thornberg shook his head, back and forth, quite slowly. “That isn’t news
I ever

wanted, Martha,” he said.
“Tt isn’tright !” she shrieked. “Jimmy wasn’t a traitor. I knew my son.
Who

ought to know him better? He had some friends I was kind of doubtful of,
but

Jimmy, he wouldn’t ever—"

Something cold formed in Thornberg’s breast. You never knew when calls
were

being tapped.

“I'm sorry, Martha,” he said without tone. “But the police are careful
about

these things. They wouldn’t act till they were sure. Justice is in our
traditions.”

She regarded him for a long time. Her eyes held a hard glitter. “You
too,” she

said at last.

“Be careful, Martha,” he warned her. “I know this is a blow to you, but
don’t

say anything you might regret later. After all, Jimmy may have died
accidentally. Those things happen.”

“I—forgot,” she said jerkily. “You..are in Security..yourself.”
“Be calm,” he said. “Think of it as a sacrifice for the national
interest.”

She switched off on him. He knew she wouldn’t call him again. And he
couldn’t

safely see her.

“Good-bye, Martha,” he said aloud. It was like a stranger speaking.

He turned back to the bookshelf.Not for me, he told himself.For Jack
He

touched the binding ofleaves of Grass. Oh, Whitman, old rebel, he
thought, a

curious dry laughter in him,are they calling you Whirling Walt now?
That night he took an extra sleeping pill. His head still felt fuzzy
when he

reported for work, and after a while he gave up trying to answer the
mail and

went down to the lab.

While he was engaged with Rodney, and making a poor job of understanding
the

technical problem under discussion, his eyes strayed to Matilda.
Suddenly he

realized what he needed for a cathartic. He broke off as soon as
possible and

went into the coordinator booth.

For a moment he paused at the keyboard. The day-by-day creation of Sam
Hall had

been an odd experience. He, quiet and introverted, had shaped a rowdy
life and

painted a rugged personality. Sam Hall was more real to him than many of
his

associates.Well, I’'m a schizoid type myself. Maybe I should have been a
writer

No, that would have meant too many restrictions, too much fear of
offending the

censor. He had done exactly as he pleased with Sam Hall.

He drew a breath and punched for unsolved murders of Security officers,
New York

City area, during the past month. They were surprisingly common. Could
dissatisfaction be more general than the government admitted? But when



the bulk
of a nation harbors thoughts labeled treasonous, does the label still
apply?
He found what he wanted. Sergeant Brady had incautiously entered the
Crater
district after dark on the twenty-seventh on a routine checkup mission;
he had
worn the black uniform, presumably to give himself the full weight of
authority.
The next morning he had been found in an alley, his skull shattered.
Oh, I killed a man, they say, so they say.
Yes, I killed a man, they say, so they say.

I beat him on the head,
And I left him there for dead,
Yes, I left him there for dead, God damn his eyes.
Newspapers had no doubt deplored this brutality perpetrated by the
treacherous

agent of enemy powers. (“Oh, the parson, he did come, he did come.”) A
number of

suspects had been rounded up and given a stiff quizzing. (“And the
sheriff, he

came too, he came too.”) Nothing was proven as yet, though a Joe

Nikolsky (fifth

generation American, mechanic, married, four children, underground
pamphlets

found in his room) had been arrested yesterday on suspicion.

Thornberg sighed. He knew enough of Security methods to be sure they
would get

somebody for such a killing. They couldn’t allow their reputation for
infallibility to be smirched by a lack of conclusive evidence. Maybe
Nikolsky

had done the crime—he couldn’tprove he had simply been out for a walk
that

evening—and maybe he hadn’t. But, hell’s fire, why not give him a break?
He had

four kids. With such a black mark, their mother would find work only in
a

recreation house.

Thornberg scratched his head. This had to be done carefully. Let’s see.
Brady’s

body would have been cremated by now, but of course there had been a
thorough

study first. Thornberg withdrew the dead man’s file from the machine and
microprinted a replica of the evidence—zero. Erasing that, he entered
the

statement that a blurred thumbprint had been found on the victim’s
collar and

referred to ID labs for reconstruction. In the ID file he inserted the
report of

such a job, finished only yesterday due to a great press of work.
(Plausible.

They were busy lately on material sent from Mars, seized in a raid on a
rebel

meeting place.) The probable pattern of the whorls was—and here he
inserted Sam

Hall’s right thumb.

He returned the spools and leaned back in his chair. It was risky; if
anyone

thought to query the ID lab, he was in trouble. But that was unlikely.
The

chances were that New York would accept the findings with a routine



acknowledgement which some clerk at the lab would file without studying.
The

more obvious dangers were not too great either: a busy police force
would not

stop to ask if any of their fingerprint men had actually developed that
smudge;

and as for hypnoquizzing showing Nikolsky really was the murderer, well,
then

the print would be assumed that of a passerby who had found the body and
not

reported it.

So now Sam Hall had killed a Security officer—grabbed him by the neck
and

smashed his brainpan with a weighted club. Thornberg felt considerably
happier.

New York Security shot a request to Central Records for any new material
on the

Brady case. An automaton compared the codes and saw that fresh
information had

been added. The message flashed back, plus the dossier on Sam Hall and
two

others—for the reconstruction could not be absolutely accurate.

The two were safe, as it turned out. Both had alibis. The squad that
stormed

into the Triton Hotel and demanded Sam Hall met blank stares. No such
person was

registered. No one of that description was known there. A thorough
quizzing

corroborated this. Then Sam Hall had managed to fake an address. He
could have

done that easily by punching the buttons on the hotel register when
nobody was

looking. Sam Hall could be anywhere!

Joe Nikolsky, having been hypnoed and found harmless, was released. The
fine for

possessing subversive literature would put him in debt for the next few
years—he

had no influential friends to get it suspended—but he’d be all right if
he

watched his step. Security sent out an alarm for Sam Hall.

Thornberg derived a sardonic amusement from watching the progress of the
hunt as

it came to Matilda. No man with that ID card had bought tickets on any

public

transportation. That proved nothing. Of the hundreds who vanished every
year,

some at least must have been murdered for their cards, and their bodies
disposed

of. Matilda was set to give the alarm when the ID of a disappeared
person showed

up somewhere. Thornberg faked a few such reports, just to give the
police

something to do.

He slept more poorly each night, and his work suffered. Once he met
Martha

Obrenowicz on the street—passed by hastily without greeting her—and
couldn’t

sleep at all, even after maximum permissible drugging.

The new ID system was completed. Machines sent notices to every citizen,
with



orders to have their numbers tatooed on the right shoulder blade within
six

weeks. As each center reported that such-and-such a person had had the
job done,

Matilda changed the record appropriately. Sam Hall, AX-428-399-075, did
not

report for his tattoo. Thornberg chuckled at the AX symbol.

Then the telecasts flashed a story that made the nation exclaim. Bandits
had

held up the First National Bank in Americatown, Idaho (formerly Moscow),
collecting a good five million dollars in assorted bills. From their
discipline

and equipment it was assumed that they were rebel agents, possibly
having come

in a spaceship from their unknown interplanetary base, and that the raid
was

intended to help finance their nefarious activities. Security was

cooperating

with the armed forces to track down the evildoers, and arrests were
expected

hourly, etc., etc.

Thornberg went to Matilda for a complete account. It had been a bold
job. The

robbers had apparently worn plastic face masks and light body armor
under
ordinary clothes. In the scuffle of the getaway one man’s mask had

slipped

aside—only for a moment, but a clerk who saw had, under hypnosis, given
a fairly

good description. A brown-haired, heavyset fellow, Roman nose, thin
lips,

toothbrush mustache.

Thornberg hesitated. A joke was a joke; and helping poor Nikolsky was
perhaps

morally defensible; but aiding and abetting a felony which was in all
likelihood

an act of treason—

He grinned to himself, with scant humor. It was too much fun playing
God.

Swiftly he changed the record. The crook had been of medium height,
dark,

scar—faced, broken-nosed... Hesat fora while wondering how sane he was.
How sane

anybody was.

Security Central requisitioned complete data on the incident and any
correlations the logic units could make. The description they got could
have

fitted many men, but geography left just a single possibility.Sam Hall.
The hounds bayed forth. That night Thornberg slept well.

Dear Dad,

Sorry I haven’t written before. We’ve been too busy here. I myself was
on patrol

duty in the Austin Highlands. The idea was, if we can take advantage of
reduced

atmospheric pressure at that altitude to construct a military spaceport,
a

foreign country might sneak in and do the same, probably for the benefit
of our

domestic insurrectionists. I’'m glad to say we found nothing. But it was
grim

going for us. Frankly, everything here is. Sometimes I wonder if I’11



ever see
the sun again. And lakes and forests—life; who wrote that line about the
green

hills of Earth? My mind feels rusty as well. We don’t get much to read,
and I

don’t care for the taped shows. Not that I’'m complaining, of course.
This is a

necessary job.

We’d hardly gotten back when we were bundled into bathyplanes and
ferried to the

lowlands. I’d never been there before—thought Venus was awful, but you
have to

get down in that red-black ocean of hell-hot air, way down, before you
know what

“awful” means. Then we transferred straight to mobile sealtanks and went
into

action. The convicts in the new thorium mine were refusing to work on
account of

conditions and casualties. We needed guns to bring them to reason. Dad,
I hated

that. I actually felt sorry for the poor devils, I don’t mind admitting
it.

Rocks and hammers and sluice hoses against machine guns! And
conditionsarerugged. TheyDELETED BY CENSORsomeone has to do that job
too, and if

no one will volunteer, for any kind of pay, they have to assign
convicts. It'’s

for the state.

Otherwise nothing new. Life is pretty monotonous. Don’t believe the
adventure

stories. Adventure is weeks of boredom punctuated by moments of being
scared

gutless. Sorry to be so brief, but I want to get this on the outbound
rocket.

Won'’t be another for a couple of months. Everything well, really. I hope
the

same for you and live for the day we’ll meet again. Thanks a million for
the

cookies—you know you can’t afford to pay the freight, you old
spendthrift!

Martha baked them, didn’t she? I recognized the Obrenowicz touch. Say
hello to

her and Jim for me. And most of all, my kindest thoughts go to you.

As ever,

Jack

The telecasts carried “Wanted” messages for Sam Hall. No photographs of
him were

available, but an artist could draw an accurate likeness from Matilda’s
description, and his truculent face began to adorn public places. Not
long

thereafter, the Security offices in Denver were wrecked by a grenade
tossed from

a speeding car that vanished into traffic. A witness said he had
glimpsed the

thrower, and the fragmentary picture given under hypnosis was not unlike
Sam

Hall’s. Thornberg doctored the record a bit to make it still more
similar. The

tampering was risky; if Security ever became suspicious, they could
easily check

back with their witnesses. But the chance was not too big to take, for a



scientifically quizzed man told everything germane to the subject which
his

memory, conscious, subconscious, and cellular, held. There was never any
reason

to repeat such an interrogation.

Thornberg often tried to analyze his motives. Plainly, he disliked the
government. He must have contained that hate all his life, carefully
suppressed

from awareness, and recently it had been forced into his conscious mind.
Not

even his subconscious could have formulated it earlier, or he would have
been

caught by the loyalty probes. The hate derived from a lifetime of doubts
(Had

there been any real reason to fight Brazil, other than to obtain those
bases and

mineral concessions? Had the Chinese attack perhaps been provoked—or
even faked,

for their government denied it?) and the million petty frustrations of
the

garrison state. Still—the strength of his feelings! The violence!

By creating Sam Hall he had struck back. But that was an ineffectual
blow, a

timid gesture. Most likely his basic motive was simply to find a halfway
safe

release. In Sam Hall he lived vicariously the things that the beast
within him

wanted to do. Several times he had intended to discontinue his sabotage,
but it

was like a drug: Sam Hall was becoming necessary to his own stability.
The thought was alarming. He ought to see a psychiatrist—but no, the
doctor

would be bound to report his tale, he would go to camp, and Jack, if not
exactly

ruined, would be under a cloud for the rest of his life. Thornberg had
no desire

to go to camp, anyway. His existence had compensations, interesting
work, a few

good friends, art and music and literature, decent wine, sunsets and
mountains,

memories. He had started this game on impulse, and now he was simply too
late to

stop it.

For Sam Hall had been promoted to Public Enemy Number One.

Winter came, and the slopes of the Rockies under which Matilda lay were
white

beneath a cold greenish sky. Air traffic around the nearby town was lost
in that

hugeness: brief hurtling meteors against infinity, ground traffic that
could not

be seen from the Records entrance. Thornberg took the special tubeway to
work

every morning, but he often walked the ten kilometers back, and his
Sundays were

usually spent in long hikes over slippery trails. That was a foolish
thing to do

alone in winter, except that he felt reckless.

He was in his office shortly before Christmas when the intercom said:
“Major

Sorensen to see you, sir. From Investigation.”



Thornberg felt his stomach tie itself into a cold knot. “All right,” he
answered

in a voice whose levelness surprised him. “Cancel any other
appointments.”

Security Investigation took AAA priority.

Sorensen strode in with a clack of bootheels. He was a big blond man,
heavy-shouldered, face expressionless, eyes pale and remote as the
winter sky.

His black uniform fitted him like a skin; against it, the lightning
badge of his

service glittered frosty. He halted before the desk. Thornberg rose to
give him

an awkward salute.

“Please sit down, Major Sorensen. What can I do for you?”

“Thanks.” The agent’s tone crackled. He lowered his bulk into a chair
and let
his gaze drill Thornberg. “I’ve come about the Sam Hall case.”

“Oh, the rebel?” Thornberg’s flesh prickled. He could barely meet those
eyes.

“How do you know he’s a rebel?” Sorensen demanded. “That’s never been
stated

officially.”

“Why—I assumed—bank raid—attacks on personnel in your service—"

Sorensen slightly inclined his cropped head. When he spoke again, he
sounded

relaxed, almost casual. “Tell me, Major Thornberg, have you followed the
Hall

developments in detail?”

Thornberg hesitated. He was not supposed to do so unless ordered; he
only kept

the machine running. He remembered a principle from reading and, yes,
furtively

cynical conversation. “When suspected of a major sin, admit minor ones
frankly.

That may satisfy them.”

“As a matter of fact, I have,
was

interested and—-well, I couldn’t see any harm in it. I’ve not discussed
it with

anybody, of course.”

“No matter.” Sorensen waved a muscular hand. “If you hadn’t, I’d have
ordered

you to. I want your opinion on this.”

“Why—I'm not a detective—"

“You know more about Records, though, than any other person. I’11l be
frank with

you—under the rose, naturally.’
it a

trick to put his prey off guard? “You see, there are some puzzling
features

about this case.”

Thornberg kept silent. He wondered if Sorensen could hear the thudding
of his

heart.

“Sam Hall is a shadow,’
eliminate any

chance of his being identical with anyone else of that name. In fact,
we'’ve

learned that the name occurs in a violent old drinking song. Is this
coincidence, or did the song suggest crime to Sam Hall, or did he by
some

”

he said. “I know it’s against regs, but I

4

Sorensen seemed almost friendly now.Was

’

said the agent. “The most careful checkups



incredible process get that alias into his record instead of his real
name”?

Whatever the answer there, we know that he’s ostensibly without military
training, yet he’s pulled off some beautiful pieces of precision attack.
His IQ

is only 110, but he evades our traps. He has no politics, yet he turns
on

Security without warning. We have not been able to find a single
individual who

remembers him—not one, and believe me, we have been thorough. Oh, there
are a

few subconscious memories which might be of him, but probably aren’t;
and so

aggressive a personality should be remembered consciously. No
undergrounder or

foreign operative we’ve caught had any knowledge of him, which defies
probability. The whole business seems impossible.”

Thornberg licked his lips. Sorensen, the hunter of men, must know he was
frightened; but would he assume that to be the normal nervousness of a
man in

the presence of a Security officer?

Sorensen’s face broke into a hard smile. “As Sherlock Holmes remarked,”
he said,

“when you have eliminated every other hypothesis, then the one which
remains,

however improbable, must be right.”

Despite himself, Thornberg was jolted. Sorensen hadn’t struck him as a
reader.

“Well,” he asked slowly, *“what is your remaining hypothesis?”

His visitor watched him for a long time, it seemed forever, before
replying.

“The underground is more powerful and widespread than people realize.
They’ve

had seventy years to prepare, and many good brains in their ranks. They
carry on

scientific research of their own. It’s top secret, but we know they have
perfected a type of weapon we cannot duplicate yet. It seems to be a
hand gun

throwing bolts of energy—a blaster, you might call it—of immense power.
Sooner

or later they’re going to wage open war against the government.

“Now, could they have done something comparable in psychology? Could
they have

found a way to erase or cover up memories selectively, even on the
cellular

level? Could they know how to fool a personality tester, how to disguise
the

mind itself? If so, we may have any number of Sam Halls in our midst,
undetectable until the moment comes for them to strike.”

Thornberg felt almost boneless. He couldn’t help gasping his relief, and
hoped

Sorensen would take it for a sign of alarm.

“The possibility is frightening, no?” The blond man laughed
metallically. “You

can imagine what is being felt in high official circles. We’ve put all
the

psychological researchers we could get to work on the problem—bah!
Fools! They

go by the book; they’re afraid to be original even when the state tells
them to.

“This may just be a wild fancy, of course. I hope it is. But we have



toknow

That’s why I approached you personally, instead of sending the usual
requisition. I want you to make a search of the records—everything
pertaining to

the subject, every man, every discovery, every hypothesis. You have a
broad

technical background and, from your psychorecord, an unusual amount of
creative

imagination. I want you to do what you can to correlate your data. Coopt
whoever

you need. Submit to my office a report on the possibility—or should I
say

probability—of this notion; and if you find any likelihood of its being
true,

sketch out a research program which will enable us to duplicate the
results and

counteract them.”

Thornberg fumbled for words. “I’1l1l try,” he said lamely. “I’11 do my
best.”

“Good. It’s for the state.”

Sorensen had finished his official business, but he didn’t go at once.
“Rebel

propaganda is subtle stuff,” he said quietly, after a pause. “It’s
dangerous

because it uses our own slogans, with a twisted meaning. Liberty,
equality,

justice, peace. Too many people can’t appreciate that times have changed
and the

meanings of words have necessarily changed likewise.”

“T suppose not,” said Thornberg. He added the lie: “I never thought much
about

that kind of question.”

“You should,” said Sorensen. “Study your history. When we lost World War
ITI we

had to militarize to win World War IV, and after that mount guard on the
whole

human race. The people demanded it at the time.”

The people,thought Thornberg,never appreciated freedom till they’d lost
it. They

were always willing to sell their birthright. Or was it merely that,
being

untrained in thinking, they couldn’t see through demagoguery, couldn’t
visualize

the ultimate consequences of their wishes? He was vaguely shocked at the
thought; wasn’t he able to control his mind any longer?

“The rebels,” said Sorensen, “claim that conditions have changed, that
militarization is no longer necessary—if it ever was—and that America
would be

safe in a union of free countries. Devilishly clever propaganda, Major
Thornberg. Watch out for it.”

He got up and took his leave. Thornberg sat for a long time staring at
the door.

Sorensen’s last words had been odd, to say the least. Were they a
hint—or a

bait?

The next day Matilda received a news item which was carefully edited for
the

public channels. An insurrectionist force had landed aircraft in the
stockade of

Camp Forbes, in Utah, gunned down the guards, and taken away the
prisoners. The



institution’s doctor had been spared, and related that the leader of the
raid, a

stocky man in a mask, had said to him: “Tell your friends I’11l call
again. My

name is Sam Hall.”

Space Guard ship blown up on Mesa Verde Field. On a fragment of metal
someone

has scrawled: “Compliments of Sam Hall.”

Squad of Security Police, raiding a suspected underground hideout in
Philadelphia, cut down by tommy—-gun fire. Voice from a hidden bullhorn
cries:

“My name, it is Sam Hall!”

Matthew Williamson, chemist in Seattle, suspected of subversive
connections, 1s

gone when the arresting officers break into his home. A note left on his
desk

says: “Off to visit Sam Hall. Back for liberation. M.W.”

Defense plant producing important robomb components near Miami is
sabotaged by a

planted bomb, after a phone warning gives the workers time to evacuate.
The

caller, who leaves the visio circuit off, styles himself Sam Hall.
Various

similar places get similar warnings. These are fakes, but each costs a
day’s

valuable work in the alarm and the search.

Scribbled on walls from New York to San Diego, from Duluth to El Paso:
Sam Hall,

Sam Hall, Sam Hall.

Obviously, thought Thornberg, the underground had seized on the
invisible and

invincible man of legend and turned him to their own purposes. Reports
of him

poured in from all over the country, hundreds every day—Sam Hall seen
here, Sam

Hall seen there. Ninety-nine percent could be dismissed as hoaxes,
hallucinations, mistakes; it was another national craze, fruit of a
jittery

time, like the sixteenth- and seventeenth-century witch-hunts or the
twentieth-century flying saucers. But Security and civilian police had
to check

on every one.

Thornberg planted a number of them himself.

Mostly, though, he was busy on his assignment. He could understand what
it meant

to the government. Life in the garrison state was inevitably founded on
fear and

mistrust, every man’s eye on his neighbor; but at least psychotyping and
hypnoquizzing had given a degree of surety. Now, that staff knocked out
from

under them—

His preliminary studies indicated that an invention such as Sorensen had
hypothesized, while not impossible, was too far beyond the scope of
contemporary

science for the rebels to have perfected. Such research carried on
nowadays

would, from the standpoint of practicality if not of knowledge, be a
waste of

time and trained men.



He spent a good many sleepless hours and a month’s cigarette ration
before he

could decide what to do. All right, he’d aided insurrection in a small
way, and

he shouldn’t boggle at the next step. Still-nevertheless—did he want to?
Jack—his son had a career lined out for himself. He loved the big deeps
beyond

the sky as he would love a woman. If things changed, what then of Jack’s
career?

Well, what was it now? Stuck on a dreary planet as guardsman and
executioner of

homesick starvelings poisoned by radiocactivity; never even seeing the
sun. Come

the day, Jack could surely wrangle a berth on a real spacer. They’d need
bold

men to explore beyond Saturn. Jack was too honest to make a good rebel,
but

Thornberg felt that after the initial shock he would welcome a new
government.

But treason! Oaths!

When in the course of human events..

It was a small thing that decided Thornberg. He passed a shop downtown
and

noticed a group of the Youth Guard smashing the windows and spattering
yellow

paint over the goods, O Moses, Jesus, Mendelssohn, Hertz, and Einstein!
Once he

had chosen his path, a curious serenity possessed him. He stole a vial
of

prussic acid from a chemist friend and carried it in his pocket; and as
for

Jack, the boy would have to take his chances too.

The work was demanding and dangerous. He had to alter recorded facts
which were

available elsewhere, in books and journals and the minds of men. Nothing
could

be done about basic theory. But quantitative results could be juggled a
little

to set the overall picture subtly askew. He would co-opt carefully
chosen

experts, men whose psychotypes indicated they would take the easy course
of

relying on Matilda instead of checking original sources. And the
correlation and

integration of innumerable data, the empirical equations and
extrapolations

thereof, could be tampered with.

He turned his regular job over to Rodney and devoted himself entirely to
the new

one. He grew thin and testy; when Sorensen called, trying to hurry him,
he

snapped back: “Do you want speed or quality?” and wasn’t too surprised
at

himself afterward. He got little sleep, but his mind seemed unnaturally
clear.

Winter faded into spring while Thornberg and his experts labored and
while the

nation shook, psychically and physically, under the growing violence of
Sam

Hall. The report Thornberg submitted in May was so voluminous and
detailed that



he didn’t think the government researchers would bother referring to any
other

source. Its conclusion: Yes, given a brilliant man applying Belloni

matrices to

cybernetic formulas and using some unknown kind of colloidal probe, a

psychological masking technique was plausible.

The government yanked every man it could find into research. Thornberg

knew it

was only a matter of time before they realized they had been had. How

much time,

he couldn’t say. But when they were sure..

Now up the rope I go, up I go.

Now up the rope I go, up I go.
And the bastards down below,
They say, “Sam, we told you so.”
They say, “Sam, we told you so,”

REBELS ATTACK

SPACESHIPS LAND UNDER COVER OF RAINSTORM,

SEIZE POINTS NEAR N. DETROIT

FLAME WEAPONS USED AGAINST ARMY BY REBELS

“The infamous legions of the traitors have taken ground throughout the

nation,

but already our gallant forces have hurled them back. They have come out
in

early summer like toadstools, and will wither as fast—WHEEEEEEOOOOOQO!”
Silence.

“All citizens will keep calm, remain loyal to their country, and stay at
their

usual tasks, until otherwise ordered. Civilians will report to their
local

defense officers. Military reservists will report immediately for active
duty.”

“Hello, Hawaii! Are you there? Come in, Hawaii! Calling Hawaii!”

“CQ, Mars GHQ calling.bzzz, wheeee..seized Syrtis Major Colony
and..whoooo..help

needed...”

The lunar rocket bases are assaulted and carried. The commander blows
them up

rather than surrender. A pinpoint flash on the moon’s face, a new
crater; what

will they name it?

“So they’ve got Seattle, have they? Send a robomb flight. Scrub the

place off

the map... Citizens? To hell with citizens! This is war!”

“.1in NewYork. Secretly drilled rebels emerged from the notorious Crater
district

and stormed..”

“.assassins were shot down. The new president has already been sworn
inand..”

BRITAIN, CANADA, AUSTRALIA REFUSE

ASSISTANCE TO GOV'T

God damn their eyes.

“.no, sir. The bombs reached Seattle all right. But they were stopped
before

they hit—some kind of energy gun...”

“COMECO to army commanders in Florida and Georgia: Enemy action has made
Florida

and the keys temporarily untenable. Your units will withdraw as
follows...”

“Today a rebel force engaging a military convoy in Donner Pass was
annihilated



by a well-placed tactical atomic bomb. Though our own men suffered
losses on

this account..”

“COMWECO to army commanders in California: the mutiny of units stationed
around

San Francisco poses a grave problem...”

SP RAID REBEL HIDEOUT,

BAG FIVE OFFICERS

“Okay, so the enemy is about to capture Boston. Wecan’t issue weapons to
the

citizens. They might turn them on us!”

SPACE GUARD UNITS EXPECTED

FROM VENUS

Jack, Jack, Jack!

It was strange, living in the midst of a war. Thornberg had never
thought it

would be like this. Drawn faces, furtive looks, chaos in the telecast
news and

the irregularly arriving papers, blackouts, civil defense drills,
shortages,

occasional panic when a rebel jet whistled overhead—but nothing else. No
gunfire, no bombs, no more than the unreal combats you heard about. The
only

local casualty list were due to Security; people kept disappearing, and
nobody

spoke about them.

But then, why should the enemy bother with this unimportant mountain
town? The

self-styled Libertarian Army was grabbing key points of manufacture,
transportation, communication, was engaging in pitched battles,
sabotaging

buildings and machines, assassinating officials. By its very purpose, it
couldn’t wage total war, couldn’t annihilate the folk it wanted to
free—an

attitude historically rare among revolutionaries, Thornberg knew. Rumor
said the

defenders were less finicky.

Most citizens were passive. They always are. Probably no more than one-
fourth

of the population was ever in earshot of an engagement. City dwellers
might see

fire in the sky, hear crump and whistle and crash of artillery, scramble
aside

from soldiers and armored vehicles, cower in shelters when rockets arced
overhead; but the action was outside of town. If matters came to street
fighting, the rebels never pushed far in. They would either lay siege or
they

would rely on agents inside the town. Then a citizen might hear the
crack of

rifles and grenades, rattle of machine guns, sizzle of lasers, and see
corpses.

But the end was either a return of military government or the rebels
marching in

and setting up their own provisional councils. (They rarely met cheers
and

flowers. Nobody knew how the war would end. But they heard words
whispered, and

usually got good service.) As nearly as possible, the average American
continued

his average life.



Thornberg stayed on his personal rails. Matilda, the information nexus,
was in

such demand that users queued for their shared time. If the rebels ever
learned

where she was—

Or did they know?

He got few opportunities to conduct his private sabotages, but on that
account

planned each of them extra carefully. The Sam Hall reports were almost
standardized in his mind—Sam Hall here, Sam Hall there, pulling off this
or that

incredible stunt. But what did one superman count for in these gigantic
days? He

needed something more.

Television and newspapers jubilantly announced that Venus had finally
been

contacted. Luna and Mars had fallen, but the Guard units on Venus had
quickly

smashed a few feeble uprisings. Mere survival there demanded gquantities
of

powerful, sophisticated equipment, readily adaptable to military
purposes. The

troops would be returning at once, fully armed. Given present planetary
configurations, the highest boost could not deliver them on Earth for a
good six

weeks. But then they might prove a decisive reinforcement.

“Looks like you may see your boy soon, chief,” Rodney remarked.

“Yes,"” said Thornberg, “I may.”

“Tough fighting.” Rodney shook his head. “I’d sure as hell hate to be in
it.”

If Jack is killed by a rebel gun, when I have aided the rebels’ cause..
Sam Hall, reflected Thornberg, had lived a hard life, all violence and
enmity

and suspicion. Even his wife hadn’t trusted him.

..And my Nellie dressed in blue,

Says, “Your trifling days are through.

Now I know that you’ll be true, God damn your eyes.”

Poor Sam Hall. No wonder he had killed a man.

Suspicion!

Thornberg stood for a moment while a tingle went through him. The police
state

was founded on suspicion. Nobody could trust anybody else. And with the
new fear

of psychomasking, and research on that project suspended during the
crisis—

Steady, boy, steady. Can’t rush into action. Have to plan very
carefully.

Thornberg punched for the dossiers of key men in the administration, in
the

military, in Security. He did this in the presence of two assistants,
for he

thought that his own frequent sessions alone in the coordination booth
were

beginning to look funny.

“Top secret,” he warned them, pleased with his cool manner. He was
becoming a

regular Machiavelli. *“You’ll be skinned alive if you mention it to
anyone.”

Rodney gave him a shrewd glance. “So they’re not even sure of their top
men now,

are they?” he murmured.



4

“I’'ve been told to make some checks,” snapped Thornberg. “That’s all you
need to

know.”

He studied the files for many hours before coming to a decision. Secret
observations were, of course, made of everyone from time to time. A
cross check

with Matilda showed that the cop who filed the last report on Lindahl
had been

killed the next day in a spontaneous and abortive uprising. The report
was

innocuous: Lindahl had stayed at home, studying various papers; he had
been

alone in the house except for a bodyguard in another room who had not
seen him.

And Lindahl was Undersecretary of Defense.

Thornberg changed the record. A masked man—stocky, black-haired—had come
in and

talked for three hours with Lindahl. They had spoken low, so that the
cop’s

ears, outside the window, couldn’t catch what was said. After the
visitor left,

Lindahl had retired. The cop went back in great excitement, made out his
report,

and gave it to the signalman, who had sent it on to Matilda.

Tough on the signalman,thought Thornberg.They’1ll want to know why he
didn’t tell

this to his chief in New Washington, if the observer was killed before
doing so.

He’1ll deny every such report, and they’ll hypnoquiz him—but they don’t
trust

that method anymore!

His sympathy quickly faded. What counted was having the war over before
Jack got

home. He refiled the altered spool and did a little backtracking,
shifting the

last report of Sam Hall from Salt Lake City to Atlanta. More plausible.
Then, as

opportunity permitted, he worked on real men’s records.

He must wait two haggard days before the next order came from Security
for a

check on Sam Hall. The scanners trod out their intricate measure,
transistors

awoke, in due course a cog turned. LINDAHL unrolled before the
microprinter.

Cross references ramified in all directions. Thornberg attached a query
to the

preliminary report: this looked interesting; did his superiors want more
information?

They did!

Next day the telecast announced a shake-up in the Department of Defense.
Nobody

heard more about Lindahl.

And I, Thornberg reflected,have grabbed a very large tiger by the tail.
Now

they’11 have to check everybody. How does a solitary man keep ahead of
the

Security Police?

Lindahl is a traitor. How did his chief ever let him get such a
sensitive

position? Secretary Hoheimer was a personal friend of Lindahl, too. Have
Records



check Hoheimer.

What’s this? Hoheimer himself! Five years ago, yes, but even so—the
dossier

shows he lived in an apartment unit whereSam Hall was janitor! Grab
Hoheimer!

Who’1ll take his place? General Halliburton? That stupid old bastard?
Well, at

least his nose is clean. Can’t trust those slick characters.

Hoheimer has a brother in Security, general’s rank, good detection
record. A

blind? Who knows? Slap the brother in jail, at least for the duration.
Better

check his staff... Central Records shows that his chief field agent,
Jones, has

five days unaccounted for a year ago; he claimed Security secrecy at the
time,

but a double cross check shows it wasn’t true. Shoot Jones! He has a
nephew in

the army, a captain. Pull that unit out of the firing line till we can
study it

man by man! We’ve had too many mutinies already.

Lindahl was also a close friend of Benson, in charge of the Tennessee
Atomic

Ordnance Works. Haul Benson in! Check every man connected with him! No
trusting

those scientists; they’re always blabbing secrets.

The first Hoheimer’s son is an industrialist, owns a petroleum-synthesis
plant

in Texas. Nab him! His wife is a sister of Leslie, head of the War
Production

Coordination Board. Get Leslie too. Sure, he’s doing a good job, but he
may be

sending information to the enemy. Or he may just be waiting for the
signal to

sabotage the whole works. We can’t trustanybody, I tell you!

What’s this? Records relays an Intelligence report that the mayor of
Tampa was

in cahoots with the rebels. It’s marked “Unreliable, Rumor”—but Tampa
did

surrender without a fight. The mayor’s business partner is Gale, who has
a

cousin in the army, commanding a robomb base in New Mexico. Check both
the

Gales, Records... So the cousin was absent four days without filing his
whereabouts, was he? Military privilege or not, arrest him and find out
where he

was!

sAttention, Records, attention, Records, urgent. Brigadier John
Harmsworth Gale,

etc., etc., refused to divulge information required by Security
Officers,

claiming to have been at his base all the time. Can this be an error on
your

part?

*Records to Security Central, ref: etc., etc. No possibility of error
exists

except in information received.

*To Records, ref: etc., etc. Gale’s story corroborated by three of his
of-ficers.

Put that whole damned base under arrest! Recheck those reports! Who sent
them



in, anyway?

*To Records, ref: etc., etc. On attempt to arrest entire personnel,
Robomb Base

37-J fired on Security detachment and repulsed it. At last reports Gale
was

calling for rebel forces fifty miles off to assist him. Details will
follow for

the files as soon as possible.

So Gale was a traitor. Or was he driven by fear? Have Records find out
who filed

that information about him in the first place.

We can’t trust anybody!

Thornberg was not much surprised when his door was kicked open and the
Security

squad entered. He had been expecting it for days, maybe weeks. A
solitary man

can’t keep ahead of the game forever. No doubt accumulated
inconsistencies had

finally drawn suspicion his way; or, ironically, the chains of
accusation he

forged had by chance led to him; perhaps somebody here, like Rodney, had
decided

something was amiss and lodged a tip.

Were that last the case, he laid no blame. The tragedy of civil war was
that it

turned brother against brother. Millions of decent people were with the
government because they had pledged themselves to be, or simply because
they

didn’t believe in the alternative. Mostly, Thornberg felt tired.

He looked down the barrel of a revolver and up to the eyes of the
blackcoat

behind. They were equally empty of feeling. “I assume I’'m under arrest?”
he said

tonelessly.

“On your feet,” the leader snapped.

June could not hold back a whimper of pain. The man who held her was

4

twisting

her arm behind her back, obviously enjoying himself. “Don’t do that,”
Thornberg

said. “She’s innocent. Had no idea what I was carrying out.”

“On your feet, I told you.” The leader thrust his gun closer.

“T suggest you leave me alone, too.” Thornberg lifted his right hand, to
show a

ball he had taken from his desk when the squad arrived. “Do you see
this? A

thing I made against contingencies. Not a bombper se —but a radio
trigger. If my

fingers relax, the rubber will expand and close a circuit. I believe
such a

device is called a dead-man switch.”

The squad stiffened. Thornberg heard an oath. “Release the lady,” he
said.

“You surrender first!” said June’s captor. He wrenched. She screamed.
“No,"” Thornberg said. “June, dear, I’'m sorry. But have no fears. You
see, I

expected this visit, and made my preparations. The radio signaller won'’t
touch

off anything as melodramatic as a bomb. No, instead it will close a
relay which

will activate a certain program in Matilda—the Records computer, you



know, the

data machine. Every spool will be wiped. The government will have not a
record

left. Myself, I am prepared to die. But if you men let me complete that
circuit,

I imagine you’ll wish there had been a bomb. Now do let go of the lady.”
The blackcoat did, as if she had suddenly turned incandescent. She
slumped

sobbing to the floor.

“A bluff!” the leader shouted. Sweat made his face shiny.

“Do you wish to call it?” Thornberg made a smile. “By all means.”
“You traitor—"
“T prefer ‘patriot,’ if you please. But be the semantics as they may,

you must

admit I was effective. The government has been turned end for end and
upside

down. The army is breaking apart, officers deserting right and left for
fear

they’1l1l be arrested next, or defecting, or leading mutinies. Security is
chasing

its own tail around half a continent. Far more administrators are being
murdered

by their colleagues than the underground could possibly assassinate. The
Libertarians take city after city without resistance. My guess is that
they will

occupy New Washington inside another week.”

“Your doing!” Finger quivered on trigger.

“Oh, no. Spare my blushes. But I did make a contribution of some
significance,

yes. Unless you say Sam Hall did, which is fine by me.”

“What..will..you do now?”

“That depends on you, my friend. Whether I am killed or only rendered
unconscious, Matilda dies. You could have the technicians check out
whether I’'m

telling the truth, and if I am, you could have them yank that program.
However,

at the first sign of any such move on your part, I will naturally let
the ball

go. Look in my mouth.” He opened it briefly. “Yes, the conventional
glass vial

of prussic acid. I apologize for the cliché, but you will understand
that I have

no wish to share the fate that you people bring on yourselves.”
Bafflement wrestled rage in the countenances before Thornberg. They
weren’t used

to thinking, those men.

“0Of course,” he went on, *you have an alternative. At last reports, a
Liberation

unit was established less than two hundred kilometers from here. We
could call

and ask them to send a force, explaining the importance of this place.
That

would be to your advantage too. There is going to be a day of reckoning
with you

blackcoats. My influence could help you personally, however little you
deserve

to get off the hook.”

The stared at each other. After a very long while, wherein the only
sounds were

June’s diminishing sobs, unevenly drawn breaths among the police, and
Thornberg’s pulse rapid in his ears, the leader spat, “No! You lie!” He



aimed

his gun.

The man behind him drew and shot him in the head.

The result was ugly to see. As soon as he knew he was fully in charge,
Thornberg

did his best to comfort June.

“As a matter of fact,” he told Sorensen, “Iwas bluffing. That was just a
ball;

the poison alone was real. Not that it made much difference at that
stage,

except to me.”

“We’ll need Matilda for a while yet,” said Sorensen. “Want to stay on?”

“Sure, provided I can take a vacation when my son comes home.”

“That shouldn’t be long now. You’ll be glad to hear we’ve finally
contacted the

Venus units of the Space Guard, on their way back. The commander agreed
to stay

out of fighting, on the grounds that his service’s obligation is to the
legitimate government and we’ll need an election to determine what that
is. Your

boy will be safe.”

Thornberg could find no words of response. Instead he remarked with
hard-held

casualness, “You know, I’'m surprised to learn you were an
undergrounder.”
“We got a few into Security, who wrangled things so they gave each other

”

clearances and loyalty checks.” Sorensen grimaced. “That was the only
part of it

I enjoyed, though, till quite lately.”

He leaned back in his chair, which creaked under his weight. In civilian
clothes

which nothing but an armband made into the uniform of a Libertarian
officer, he

did seem an altogether different man. Where his bulk had formerly
crowded

Thornberg’s office, today his vitality irradiated it.

“Then Sam Hall came along,” he said. “They had their suspicions at first
in

Security. My bosses were evil but not stupid. Well, I got myself
assigned to the

job of checking you out. Right away I guessed you harbored disruptive
thoughts;

so I gave you a clean bill of health. Afterward I cooked up that fantasy
of the

psychological mask and got several high-ranking men worried. When you
followed

my lead, I was sure you were on our side. Consequently, though the
Libertarian

command knew all along where Matilda was, of course they left her
alone!”

“You must have joined them in person very recently.”

“Yeah, the witch-hunt you started inside of Security was getting too
close to

me. Well worth a risk, though, to see those cockroaches busily stepping
on each

other.”

Thornberg sat quiet awhile, then leaned over his desk. “I haven'’t
enlisted under

your banner yet,” he said gravely. *“I had to assume the Libertarian

words about



freedom were not mere rhetoric. But..you mentioned Matilda. You want me
to
continue in my work here. What are your plans for her?”

Sorensen turned equally serious. “I was waiting for you to ask that,
Thorny.

Look. Besides needing her to help us find some people we want rather
badly, we

are responsible for the sheer physical survival of the country. I’d feel
easier
too if we could take her apart this minute. But—"

“Yes?”

“But we’ve got to transcribe a lot of information first, strictly
practical

facts.Then we wipe everything else and ceremoniously dynamite this
building.

You’re invited, no, urgently asked to sit on the board that decides the
details—in other words, we want you to help work yourself out of a job.”
“Thank you,” Thornberg whispered.

After a moment, in a sudden tide of happiness, he chuckled. “And that
will be

the end of Sam Hall,” he said. “He’ll go to whatever Valhalla there is
for the

great characters of fiction. I can see him squabbling with Sherlock
Holmes and

shocking the hell out of King Arthur and striking up a beautiful
friendship with

Long John Silver. Do you know how the ballad ends?” He sang softly: “Now
up in

heaven I dwell, in heaven I dwell...”

Unfortunately, the conclusion is rugged. Sam Hall never was satisfied.
Iv

In 1952 I attended the world science fiction convention in Chicago and
there

encountered a young lady named Karen Kruse. We quickly became
inseparable, right

through the last party in the hotel penthouse, where Stuart Byrne sang
Gilbert

and Sullivan till, side by side with Anthony Boucher, we saw daybreak
over Lake

Michigan. Afterward we kept in touch—only by mail, she being a Kentucky
girl now

living in the Washington, D.C. area, but the letters grew more and more
frequent. Committed to go back to Europe next summer, on the way I
visited her

for some days, and we realized we were in love. We both wanted a change
of scene

and decided to try the San Francisco Bay area. I’d already seen it and
liked it.

Besides, through science fiction we’d become friends with a number of
people

there. She moved out to Berkeley and got a job. After I returned in the
fall I

joined her. She soon lost the job, but that was a liberation. We were
married

late that year. Our daughter Astrid was born in 1954. In 1960 we bought
a house

in suburban Orinda where, except for travels, we’ve lived ever since.
Anthony Boucher, co-founder and at the time co-editor ofThe Magazine of
Fantasy

and Science Fiction (later sole editor until he resigned), become one of
the



dearest of those friends. He was also a mystery writer, a book reviewer,
an

expert on Sherlock Holmes, a linguist, an opera buff with a radio
program on

which he played items from his large collection of rare recordings, a
gourmet

who could cook to meet his own standards, a limerickologist, a fluent
and witty

public speaker, a tolerant but devout Roman Catholic who knew more about
his

faith than most priests do, a fiendish poker player, and an all-around
delightful human being. So was his wife in her quieter way.

He never let friendship affect his editorial or critical judgment, but
he did

buy quite a lot from me. This was where the Time Patrol stories got
started and

most of them appeared. They have been collected in two volumes, The Time
Patrol

andThe Shield of Time . Then, just a few years ago, Katherine Kurtz
invited me

to contribute to a book she was getting together,Tales of the Knights
Templar,

and it seemed a good place for another. Since that paperback is probably
less

readily available by now, I'm letting this item represent the series;
but I hope

Tony would have liked it.

Ms. Kurtz moved its exposition of the background assumption from the
body of it

to the front. She was right, and I’1l1l put those few words here.

“‘What is truth?’ said jesting Pilate, and would not stay for an
answer.” What

is real, what is might-be or might-have-been? The quantum universe
flickers to

and fro on the edge of the knowable. There is no way to foretell the
destiny of

a single particle; and in a chaotic world, larger destinies may turn on
it. St.

Thomas Aquinas declared that God Himself cannot change the past, because
to hold

otherwise would be a contradiction in terms; but St. Thomas was limited
to the

logic of Aristotle. Go into that past, and you are as free as ever you
have been

in your own day, free to create or destroy, guide or misguide, stride or
stumble. If thereby you change the course of events that was in the
history you

learned, you will abide untouched, but the future that brought you into
being

will have gone, will never have been; it will be a reality different
from what

you remember. Perhaps the difference will be slight, even insignificant.
Perhaps

it will be monstrous. Those humans who first mastered the means of
traveling

through time brought about this danger. Therefore the superhumans who
dwell in

the ages beyond them returned to their era to ordain and establish the
Time

Patrol.

Death and the Knight



PARIS, TUESDAY, 10 OCTOBER 1307

Clouds raced low, the hue of iron, on a wind that boomed through the
streets and

whined in the galleries overhanging them. Dust whirled aloft. Though the
chill

lessened stenches—offal, horse droppings, privies, graves, smoke ripped
ragged

out of flues—the city din seemed louder than erstwhile: footfalls, hoof-
beats,

wheels creaking, hammers thudding, voices raised in chatter, anger,
plea, pitch,

song, sometimes prayer. Folk surged on their manifold ways, a housewife
bound

for market, an artisan bound for a task, a priest bound for a deathbed,
a

mountebank in his shabby finery, a blind beggar, a merchant escorted by
two

apprentices, a drunken man-at-arms, a begowned student from the
university, a

wondering visitor from foreign parts, a carter driving his load through
the

crowd with whip and oaths, others and others and others in their
hundreds.

Church bells had lately rung tierce and the work of the day was fully
acourse.

All made way for Hugues’s Marot. That was less because of his height,
towering

over most men, than his garb. Tunic, hose, and shoes were of good stuff,
severe

cut, subdued color, and the mantle over them was plain brown; but upon
it stood

the red cross that signed him a Templar. Likewise did the short black
hair and

rough beard. Whether or no the rumors were true that the Order was in
disfavor

with the king, one did not wish to offend such a power. The grimness on
his lean

features gave urgency to deference. At his heels trotted the boy who had
brought

his summons to him.

They kept close to the housefronts, avoiding as much as possible the
muck in the

middle of the street. Presently they came to a building somewhat bigger
than its

similar and substantial neighbors. Beyond its stableyard, now vacant and
with

the gate shut, was an oaken door set in half-timbered walls that rose
three

stories. This had been the home and business place of a well-to-do
draper. He

fell in debt to the Templars, who seized the property. It was some
distance from

the Paris Temple, but upon occasion could accommodate a high-born
visitor or a

confidential meeting.

Hugues stopped at the front door and struck it with his knuckles. A
panel slid

back from an opening. Someone peered through, then slowly the door swung
aside.

Two men gave him salutation as befitted his rank. Their faces and
stances were



taut, and halberds lifted in their fists—not ceremonial, but working
weapons.

Hugues stared.

“Do you await attack already, brothers, that you go armed indoors?” he
asked.

“It is by command of the Knight Companion Fulk,
tone

rasped.

Hugues glanced from side to side. As if to forestall any retreat, the
second man

added, “We are to bring you to him straightway, brother. Pray come.” To
the

messenger: “Back to your quarters, you.” The lad sped off.

Flanked by the warrior monks, Hugues entered a vestibule from which a
stairway

ascended. A door on his right, to the stableyard, was barred. A door on
his left

stood open on a flagged space filling most of the ground floor. Formerly
used

for work, sales, and storage, this echoed empty around wooden pillars
supporting

the ceiling beams. The stair went up over an equally deserted
strongroom. The

men climbed to the second story, where were the rooms meant for family
and

guests; underlings slept in the attic. Hugues was ushered to the parlor.
It was

still darkly wainscoted and richly furnished. A charcoal brazier made
the air

warm and close.

Fulk de Buchy stood waiting. He was tall, only two inches less than
Hugues,

hooknosed, grizzled, but as yet lithe and possessing most of his teeth.
His

mantle was white, as befitted a celibate knight bound by lifelong vows.
At his

hip hung a sword.

Hugues stopped. “In God’s name..greeting,” he faltered.

Fulk signed to his men, who took positions outside in the corridor, and
beckoned. Hugues trod closer.

“In what may I serve you, Master?” he asked. Formality could be a
fragile armor.

The word conveyed by the boy had been just that he come at once and
discreetly.

Fulk sighed. After their years together, Hugues knew that seldom-heard
sound. An

inward sadness had whispered past the stern mask.

“We may speak freely,” Fulk said. “These are trusty men, who will keep
silence.

I have dismissed everyone else.”

“Could we not always speak our minds, you and I?” Hugues blurted.

“0f late, I wonder,” Fulk answered. “But we shall see.” After a moment:
“At

last, we shall see.”

Hugues clenched his fists, forced them open again, and said as levelly
as he was

able, “Never did I lie to you. I looked on you as not only my superior,
not only

my brother in the Order, but my—"” His voice broke. “My friend,” he
finished.

The knight bit his lip. Blood trickled forth into the beard.

”

replied the larger. His



“Why else would I warn you of danger afoot?” Hugues pleaded. “I could
have

departed and saved myself. But I warn you anew, Fulk, and beg you to
escape

while time remains. In less than three days now, the ax falls.”

“You were not so exact before,” the other man said without tone.

“The hour was not so nigh. And I hoped—"

Fulk’s hand chopped the protest short. “Have done!” he cried.

Hugues stiffened. Fulk began pacing, back and forth, like one in a cage.
He bit

off his words, each by each.

“Yes, you claimed a certain foresight, and what you said came to pass.
Minor

though those things were, they impressed me enough that when you hinted
at a

terrible morrow, I passed it on in a letter to my kinsman—after all, we
know

charges are being raised against us. But you were never clear about how
you got

your power. Only in these past few days, thinking, have I seen how
obscure was

your talk of Moorish astrologic lore and prophetic dreams.” He halted,
confronting his suspect, and flung, “The Devil can say truth when it
fits his

purposes. Whence comes your knowledge, you who call yourself Hugues
Marot?”

The younger man made the sign of the cross. “Lawful, Christian—"
“Then why did you not tell me more, tell me fully what to await, that I
might go

to the Grand Master and all our brothers have time to make ready?”
Hugues lifted his hands to his face. “I could not. Oh, Fulk, dear
friend, I

cannot, even now. My tongue is locked. What I—I could utter—that little
was

forbidden—But youknow me!”

Starkness responded. “I know you would have me flee, saying naught to
anyone. At

what peril to my soul, that I break every pledge I ever swore and
abandon my

brethren in Christ?” Fulk drew breath. “No, brother, if brother you be,
no. I

have arranged that you are under my command for the next several days.
You shall

remain here, sequestered, secret from all but myself and these your
warders.

Then, if indeed the king strikes at us, I can perhaps give you over to
the

Inquisition—a sorcerer, a fountainhead of evil, whom the Knights of the
Temple

have discovered among themselves and cast from them—"

The breath sobbed. Pain stretched the face out of shape. “But meanwhile,
Hugues,

I will hourly pray, with great vows, pray that you prove innocent—merely
mistaken, and innocent of all save love. And can you then forgive me?”
He stood for a moment. When he spoke again, the words tolled. “It is for
the

Order, which we have plighted our loyalty under God. Raoul, Jehan, take
him

away.”

Tears glistened on Hugues’s cheekbones. The guards entered. He had no
weapon but



a knife. With a convulsive movement, he drew it and offered it hilt
foremost to

Fulk. The knight kept his hands back and it dropped on the floor. Mute,
Hugues

went off between the men. As he walked, he gripped a small crucifix that
hung

about his neck, symbol and source of help from beyond this world.

SAN FRANCISCO, THURSDAY, 8 MARCH 1990

Manse Everard returned to Wanda Tamberly near sunset. Light streamed
through the

Golden Gate. From their suite they saw cable cars go clanging down
toward the

waterfront, islands and the farther shore rising steep from a silver-
blue bay,

sails like wings of some wandering flock. They had hoped to be out there
themselves.

When he came in, she read his battered face and said quietly, “You'’re on
a new

mission, aren’t you?”

He nodded. “It was pretty clear that was what HQ had in mind when Nick
phoned.”

She could not keep all resentment out of her voice. Their time together
had been

less than two months. “They never leave you alone, do they? How many
other

Unattached agents has the Patrol got, anyway?”

“Nowhere near enough. I didn’t have to accept, you know. But after
studying the

report, I did have to agree I’m probably the best man available for this
job.”

That was what had kept him since morning. The report was the equivalent
of a

library, most of it not text or audiovisual but direct brain
input—history,

language, law, customs, dangers.

“01’ noblesse oblige.” Wanda sighed. She met him, laid her cheek on his
breast,

pressed close against the big body. “Well, it was bound to happen sooner
or

later. Get it done and pop back to the same hour you tell me good-bye,
you

hear?”

He grinned. “My idea exactly.” He stroked the blond hair. “But look, I
don’t

have to leave right away. I would like to get it behind me”—on his
intricately

looping world line—*but let’s first make whoopee from now through
tomorrow

night.”

“Best offer I’ve had all day.” She raised her lips toward his and for a
while

the only sound in the room was murmurs.

Stepping back at last, she said, *“Hey, that was fine, but before we get
down to

serious business, suppose you explain what the hell your assignment is.”
Her

voice did not sound altogether steady.

“Sure,” he answered. “Over beer?” When she nodded, he fetched two Sierra
Nevada

Pale. She settled down on the couch with hers. Restless, he kept his
feet and



loaded his pipe.

“Paris, early fourteenth century,” he began. “A field scientist, Hugh
Marlow by
name, has gotten himself in deep yogurt and we need to haul him out.”
Speaking

English rather than Temporal, he perforce used tenses and moods ill-
suited to

chronokinetics. “I’ve had medieval European experience.” She shivered
slightly.

They had shared a part of it. *“Also, he’s my contemporary by birth—-not
American:

British, but a twentieth-century Western man who must think pretty much
like me.

That might help a bit.” A few generations can make aliens of ancestor
and

descendant.

“What kind of trouble?” she asked.

“He was studying the Templars, there in France where they were centered
at the

time, though they had chapters all over. You remember who they were?”
“Just vaguely, I'm afraid.”

Everard struck fire to tobacco, drank smoke, and followed it with ale.
“One of

the military religious orders founded during the Crusades. After those
failed,

the Templars continued to be a power, almost sovereign, in fact. Besides
war,

they went in for banking, and ended up mainly doing that. The outfit got
hog-rich. Apparently, though, most of its members stayed pretty austere,
and

many remained soldiers or sailors. They made themselves unpopular, being
a hard

and overbearing lot even by the standards of that era, but they seem to
have

been essentially innocent of the charges that were finally brought
against them.

You see, among other things King Philip the Fair wanted their treasury.
He’d

wrung all the gold he could out of the Jews and Lombards, and his
ambitions were

huge. The Pope, Clement V, was his creature and would back him up. On
October

thirteenth, 1307, every Templar in France who didn’t manage a getaway
was

arrested in a set of very well-organized surprise raids. The accusations
included idolatry, blasphemy, sodomy, you name it. Torture produced the
confessions the king wanted. What followed is a long and complicated
story. The

upshot was that the Templar organization was destroyed and a number of
its

members, including Grand Master Jacques de Molay, were burned at the
stake.”

Wanda grimaced. “Poor bastards. Why’d anybody want to research them?”
“Well, they were important.” Everard left unspoken that the Time Patrol
required

full and accurate information on the ages it guarded. She knew. Oh, but
she

knew! “They did keep certain of their rites and gatherings secret, for
more than

a century—quite a feat, huh? Of course, in the end that proved helpful
to



getting them railroaded.

“But what really went on? The chronicles don’t say anything reliable.
It’d be

interesting to know, and the data might be significant. For instance,
could

surviving Templars, scattered across Europe, North Africa, and the Near
East,

have influenced, underground, the development of Christian heresies and
Muslim

sects? Quite a few of them joined the Moors.”

Everard puffed for a minute and admired Wanda’s head, bright against the
deepening sky, before he proceeded.

“Marlow established an identity and enlisted in the Order. He spent a
dozen

years working his way up in it, till he became a close companion of a
ranking

knight and was let into the secrets. Then, on the eve of Philip’s hit,
that

knight seized him and confined him incommunicado in a house. Marlow’d
talked too

much.”

“What?” she wondered, puzzled. “He was—is—conditioned, isn’t he?”
“Sure. Incapable of telling any unauthorized person he’s from the
future. But

you have to give operatives plenty of leeway, let ’em use their own
judgment as

situations arise, and—" Everard shrugged. “Marlow’s a scientist, an
academic

type, not a cop. Softhearted, maybe.”

“5till, he’d have to be tough and smart to survive in that filthy
period,

wouldn’t he?” she said.

“Uh-huh. I’'11 be downright eager to quiz him and learn what beans he did
spill,

and how.” Everard paused. “To be quite fair, he did have to show a bit
of occult

power—forecasting events now and then, that kind of thing, if he was to
advance

within the Templars in anything like a reasonable time. Similar claims
were

common throughout the Middle Ages, and winked at if a blueblood thought
they

were genuine and useful to him. Marlow had permission to do it. Probably
he

overdid it.

“Anyhow, he got this knight, one Fulk de Buchy, believing that disaster
with the

king and the Inquisition was imminent. The conditioning wouldn’t let him
go into

detail, and my guess is that Fulk realized it’d take impossibly long to
get the

ear of the Grand Master and convince him, if it could be done at all.
However

that is, what happened was that Fulk nabbed Marlow, with the idea of
turning him

over to the authorities as a sorcerer if the dire prediction came true.
He could

hope it’d count in the Templars’ favor, show they actually were good
Christians

and so on.”

“Hmm."” Wanda frowned. “How does the Patrol know this?”



“Why, naturally, Marlow has a miniature radiophone in a crucifix he
always

carries. Nobody would take that away from him. Once he was locked up
alone, he

called the milieu base and told them his problem.”

“Sorry. I'm being stupid.”

“Nonsense.” Everard strode across to lay a hand on her shoulder. She
smiled at
him. “You’re simply not accustomed to the devious ways of the Patrol,

even after

the experiences you’ve had.”

Her smile vanished. “I hope this operation of yours will be..devious, not
dangerous,” she said slowly.

“Aw, now, don’t worry. You don’t get paid for it. All I have to do is
snatch

Marlow out of his room.”

“Then why do they wantyou to do it?” she challenged. “Any officer could
hop a

timecycle into there, take him aboard, and hop back out.”

“Um-m, the situation is a bit delicate.”

“How?"

Everard sought his drink again and paced as he talked. “That’s a
critical point

in a critical timespan. Philip isn’t simply wrecking the Templars, he’s
undermining his feudal lords, drawing more and more power to himself.
The

Church, too. I said he has Pope Clement in his pocket. The Babylonian
Captivity

of the Popes in Avignon begins during Philip’s reign. They’ll return to
Rome

eventually, but they’ll never be the same. In other words, what’s in
embryo

there is the modern, almighty state, Louis XIV, Napoleon, Stalin, IRS.”
Everard

considered. “I don’t say that aborting it might not be a nice idea in
principle,

but it’s part of our history, the one the Patrol is here to preserve.”
“T see,” Wanda replied low. “This calls for a top-notch operator. All
kinds of

hysteria about the Templars, fanned by the king’s party. Any incident
that

looked like sorcery in action—or divine intervention, for that matter, I
suppose—it could make the whole scene explode. With unforeseeable
consequences

to later events. We can’t afford to blunder.”

“Yeah. You are a smart girl. At the same time, you understand, we'’ve got
to

rescue Marlow. He’s one of ours. Besides, if he gets questioned under
torture..he

can’t admit to the fact of time travel, but what the Inquisition can
wring out

of him could lead it to our other agents. They’d skip, sure, but that
would be

the end of our presence in Philip’s France. And it is, I repeat, a
milieu we

need to keep a close eye on.”

“We did remain there, though. Didn’t we?”

“Yes. In our history. That doesn’t mean we inevitably did. I have to
make

certain.”

Wanda shuddered. Then she rose, went to him, took his pipe from him and



laid it

in an ashtray, caught both his hands in hers, and said almost calmly,
“You’ll

come home safe and successful, Manse. I know you.”

She did not know that he would. The hazards of paradox and the wounds to
the

soul would be overmuch, did Time Patrol people go back to visit their
beloved

dead or forward to see what was to become of their beloved living.
HARFLEUR, WEDNESDAY, 11 OCTOBER 1307

The chief seaport of northwestern France was a logical site for
operations

headquarters. Where men and cargoes arrived from many different lands
and

internationally ranging bargains were struck, occasional strange
features,

manners, or doings drew relatively scant attention. Inland, all except
criminals

lived in a tightly pulled net of regulations, duties, social standing,
tax

collection, expectations of how to act and speak and think—*sort of like
late

twentieth-century USA,” Everard grumbled to himself. It made discretion
difficult, often precarious.

Not that it was ever easy, even in Harfleur. Since first Boniface
Reynaud came

here from his birthtime nine hundred years futureward, he had spent two
decades

creating the career of Reinault Bodel, who worked his way from youthful
obscurity to the status of a respectable dealer in wool. He did it so
well that

nobody wondered much about a dockside shed that he kept locked. Suffice
it that

he had freely shown the proper officials it was empty; if it stood idle,
that

was his affair, and indeed he talked about someday expanding his
business. Nor

did anybody grow unduly suspicious of the outsiders who came and went,
conferring alone with him. He had chosen his servants, laborers,
apprentices,

and wife most carefully. To his children he was a kindly father, as
medieval

fathers went.

Everard’s timecycle appeared in the secret space about 9A.M . He let
himself out

with a Patrol key and walked to the merchant’s place. Big in his own
era,

gigantic in this, he left a wake of stares. However, his rough garb
suggested he

was a mariner, likeliest English, not one to mess with. He had sent a
dispatch

capsule ahead and was admitted immediately to Maistre Bodel’s upstairs
parlor.

Its door closed behind him.

In one corner were a high stool and a table cluttered with things
pertaining to

business and religion or personal items—ledgers, quills, an inkwell,
assorted

knives, a fanciful map, a small image of the Virgin, on and on.
Otherwise the

chamber was rather stately. A single window admitted sufficient light



but no

real view of the outside, for the glass in the cames, although
reasonably clear,

was blurringly wavy. It was noise that seeped through, Asianlike clamor
of the

street below, mumble and bustle of work within, once bell-thunder from
the

cathedral nearby. Smells were of wool, smoke, bodies, and clothes not
washed

very often. Yet, beneath everything, Everard had a sense of crackling
energy.

Harfleur—Hareflot, they still called it, as had its Norman founders—was
a

rookery of merchant adventurers. From harbors like this, a few lifetimes
hence,

men would set sail for the New World.

He took a chair across the table from Reynaud’s. They had backs,
armrests, and

cushions, an unusual luxury. After a few hasty courtesies, he snapped in
Temporal, “What can you tell me about Marlow and his situation?”

“When last he called, the situation appeared unchanged,” replied the
portly man

in the fur-trimmed robe. “He is confined to the strongroom. It has a
pallet for

him to sleep on. His guards bring him food and water twice a day, and at
such

times a boy empties his chamber pot for him. They speak to him no more
than is

barely necessary. I think my message described the neighbors as being
wary of

the Templars and therefore leaving them strictly alone.”

“M-hm. But what about Marlow? Has he told you how much information he
let slip,

and in what style he did it?”

“That is our main concern, of course. Correct?” Reynaud rubbed his chin.
Everard

heard the bristles scratching; contemporary razors didn’t shave smooth.
“He

dares not speak to us at length or often. A listener at the door could
too

easily realize that he isn’t actually at prayer, and so may be talking
to a

familiar spirit or casting a spell or the like. From what he has said,
and what

he earlier entered in his periodic reports—until recently, he was
careful. You

know he had leave to make a few predictions, describe a few events in
distant

places, et cetera. He explained this to the Templars partly as dreams
and

visions, partly as astrology. Both are everywhere taken seriously; and
the

Templars are especially disposed to occultism.”

Everard raised his brows. “You mean they are, in fact, doing forbidden
things?”

Reynaud shook his head. “No. At least, not to any great degree.
Everybody

nowadays 1s superstitious. Heresy is widespread, if mostly covert;
likewise

witchcraft and other pagan survivals. Heterodoxy in a thousand different
forms



is almost universal among the illiterate majority, ignorant of orthodox
theology. The Templars have long been exposed to Islam, not always in a
hostile

fashion, and the Muslim world is full of magicians. It is no surprise
that their

leaders, their intellectuals, developed certain ideas and practices that
they

feel are legitimate but had better not be made public. Marlow’s accounts
of

these are fascinating.”

Everard couldn’t resist. “Okay”—American word—*“whatis this idol Baphomet
they’11

be accused of worshiping?”

“‘Baphomet’ is merely a corruption of ‘Mahomet,’ a smear by their

enemies. It’s

true that the object has the shape of a head, but it is a reliquary. The
relic,

acquired long ago in the Holy Land, is believed to be the jawbone of
Abraham.”

Everard whistled. “Heterodox for sure. Dangerous. Inquisitors might
recall that

the ancient Greeks kept the jawbones of heroes for oracles. But still,
yes,

inner-circle Templars could well imagine they can venerate this while
staying

Christian...

He sat straight. “Let’s stick to our work.” Wincing, he muttered out of
an

irrational need, *“Sure, it’s unpleasant. A lot of men, mostly simple,
harmless

rank-and-file, are going to be jailed, terrorized, tortured, some
burned, the

rest left with their lives wrecked, just to glut that son-of-a-bitch
Philip. But

heis the government, and governments are like that, and this is the
history that

produced us”—and everybody and everything they cared for. Their task was
to

safeguard it. Louder, harshly: “What did Marlow tell his knightly
friend, and

why?"”

“More than a friend,” Reynaud said. “They became lovers. He admits now,
he could

no longer endure the thought of what would happen to Fulk de Buchy.”
“Hmm! So the allegations of homosexuality aren’t false?”

“Not entirely.” Reynaud shrugged. “What do you expect in an organization
supposed to be celibate? I don’t imagine more goes on than does in the
average

monastery. And how many kings and nobles keep favorites?”

“Oh, I’'m not passing moral judgments. On the contrary.” Everard thought
of the

lengths to which he might go were Wanda so threatened. “People’s
bedrooms are

none of my business. But hereabouts, the state makes them its business,
and may

put you to the stake because you loved the wrong person.” He scowled.
“I'm just

trying to understand what we’re up against. How much did Marlow let out,
and how

convinced is Fulk?”

“Marlow told him in general terms that the king plans an attack on the



Templars

and it will be soon. He begged Fulk to make an excuse to leave France.
Kings

elsewhere won’t follow suit at once, and in such countries as Scotland
and

Portugal the Templars never will be persecuted. The warning was
plausible. As

you doubtless know, accusations have been circulating for several years,
and an

investigation, officially impartial, is in progress. Fulk took Marlow
seriously

enough to send a letter to a cousin of his, who commands the Templar
fleet,

urging him to keep his crews alert for trouble.”

“Hey!"” Everard exclaimed. “I remember—but my briefing only said it’s a
historical mystery what became of the fleet. It was never seized, nor
heard of

again, as far as the chronicles go... What will happen?”

Reynaud was, naturally, kept informed about future developments, as the
Patrol’s

field scientists traced them out. “When the arrests begin, the ships
will put to

sea,” he answered. “Most will go to the Moors, like many individual
Templars

ashore, the men feeling betrayed and disgusted. The Moors will, quite
wisely,

disperse them among the naval forces of various emirs.”

“So already Marlow has had a real impact,” said Everard bleakly. “What
else

might Fulk do, even at this late hour? Once we’ve rescued Marlow, we’ll
have to

deal with that gentleman..somehow.”

“What is your plan for Marlow?” Reynaud asked.

“That’s what I’'m here to discuss and arrange,” Everard replied. “We’ll
have to

work out fail-safe tactics. Nothing that’ll smack of the supernatural or
anything else extraordinary. God knows what that could lead to.”

“T expect you have ideas,” Reynaud said. An unattached agent was bound
to.
Everard nodded. “Can you find me a few bully boys who know their way

around? My

notion is that, tonight, we break into the house in Paris. Evidently
nobody’s

staying there but the prisoner, two guards, and a scullion—a novice, I
suppose.

A robber gang could hear about that and decide to take advantage of it.
We’ll

steal whatever portable goods we find and carry Marlow off with us,
presumably

to hold him for ransom. What with everything that’s about to take place,
who’11

give him further thought? The robbers figured they couldn’t get a ransom
after

all, cut his throat, and dumped him in the Seine.” He paused. “I hope we
won’t

hurt any innocent bystanders too badly.”

Sometimes the Patrol must be as ruthless as history itself.

PARIS, WEDNESDAY, 11 OCTOBER 1307

After curfew, when the city gates had closed, none went abroad without
necessity, save for the watch and the underworld. The timecycle appeared
in a



street wholly deserted. An outsize machine bearing saddles for eight, it
settled

onto the cobblestones with a squelp of mire that seemed loud in the
silence.

Everard and his men sprang off. Narrow between high walls and elevated
galleries, the street lay blacker than any open field, its air foul and
cold.

Glow from two small windows well up in one housefront merely deepened
the dark.

The raiders saw clearly. Their light-amplifying goggles ought to be
taken for

grotesque masks. Otherwise they wore the patched and dirty garments of
the poor.

All bore knives; two carried hatchets, one a cudgel, one a quarterstaff;
Everard’s belt upheld a falchion, short, its blade broad and
curved—plausible

weapons for bandits.

He squinted at the dim windows. “Damn!” he growled in English. “Somebody
awake

in there? Maybe just a night lamp. Well, in we go.” He switched to
Temporal. His

team had birthdays scattered through several future centuries and around
the

globe. “All right, Yan, shoot.”

Marlow had described the front door as massive. It would be barred on
the

inside. Speed was vital. When the racket began, neighbors probably
wouldn’t dare

come to help, but they might send someone looking for a squad of the
watch, or

by itself it might attract that primitive constabulary. Everard’s men
must be

gone before then, leaving no trace that lacked an ordinary explanation.
Yan, who would stand by at the transporter, saluted and swiveled around
a mortar

mounted on the frame. Everard had suggested the design, after which its
forging

and testing had taken many man-hours. It boomed. A balk of hardwood
sprang out.

A crash resounded. The front door sagged, splinterful, half torn from
its

hinges, the bar snapped. The timber could be left behind, evidence that
the

marauders had used a battering ram. That they must have been uncommonly
strong

men would be cause for alarm, but the Templar sensation ought to take
minds off

it.

Everard was already running. Tabarin, Rosny, Hyman, and Uhl came after.
Over the

threshold, through the gap and the vestibule—its own inner door
open—into the

workroom! There they deployed in a line, their leader at the middle, and
peered

about them.

Pillared and stone—-floored, the chamber reached hollow. The kitchen
entrance at

the far end was shut for the night. The furniture remaining here was an
iron

coffer, three stools, and the big sales counter, on which four tallow
candles in



sticks made a wavery dusk to see by. They stank. In the right wall was
the door

to a separate room below the stairs from the vestibule, formerly for
storing

valuables, now secured by an ornate built-in lock. A tough-looking man
in the

brown habit of the Order crouched before it, gripping a halberd and

yelling.

“Hold!"” Everard cried in the Parisian gutter dialect he had acquired.
“Lay down

your pole and we’ll spare you.”

“God’s bones, no!” the Templar clamored. Had he been a common soldier

before he

took his vows? “Jehan! My lord! Help!”

Everard signaled his followers. They dashed for either side of the
guard.

They didn’t want to kill. Sonic stun guns were nested inside their
weapons. Let

them close in, distract him, give him a jolt. He’d wake up supposing
he’d been

whacked from behind—yes, it’d be needful to bang his head with the club,
but

cautiously.

Two more men sprang out of the vestibule. They were naked, as folk
wontedly

slept, but armed. The shorter, grubby one likewise carried a halberd.
The tall

one lifted a long, straight sword. Its blade caught the wan light in a
ripple as

of fire. Its wielder—

Everard knew that aquiline face. Marlow had often surreptitiously
recorded it

with a microscanner, to put in his reports along with other views. Did
he mean

to look at it, over and over, when his mission was done and he must
return home?

Fulk de Buchy, Knight of the Temple.

“Ho!” he bayed. “Go for the watch, someone!” Laughter gibed at Everard.
“They’11

cart away your corpses, swine.”

Others clustered in the entry, half a dozen men and boys, unarmed,
dismayed,

imploring the saints, but witnesses.

Goddamn it,Everard groaned inwardly,Fulk’s spending the night, and he’s
recalled

the household staff

“Careful with the stunners!” he barked in Temporal. Don’t strike the
opposition

down with an invisible, sorcerous blow. Maybe he needn’t have warned.
These were

Patrolmen he commanded. They weren’t cops like him, though, they were
simply the

most promising he’d found among personnel familiar with this milieu,
hastily

briefed and drilled.

They mixed it up with the halberdiers. Fulk was plunging at him.

Too flinking much visibility here. I can’t stun him unless we get so
close I can

fake something—or I can maneuver him in back of a pillar—and his sword’s
got the

reach of mine, and chances are he’s better. I know fencing techniques



that

haven’t been invented yet, but they aren’t a lot of use when blades like
these

play. Not for the first time, Everard saw that he might get killed.

As always, he was too busy to feel scared. It was as if his inner self
stood

aside, watching, interested in a detached fashion, now and then offering
advice.

The rest of him was in action.

The longsword flashed at his skull. He blocked with his falchion. Metal
rang.

Everard shoved. His was the advantage in mass and muscle. He forced
Fulk’s

weapon up. His free fist doubled. No knight would expect an uppercut.
Fulk

disengaged with feline smoothness and flowed out of range.

For an instant they glared across two yards of stone. Everard realized
how the

posts hemmed him in. It could prove fatal. Almost, he reversed his sword
to use

the gun in the pommel. He could then move quickly enough that none would
notice

his enemy had fallen before being struck. But while others rioted around
this

chamber, Fulk stepped forward. His glaive leaped.

Everard was in karate stance. Reflex eased the tension he kept on one
knee and

swung him aside from the slash. It passed within an inch. Everard struck
for the

wrist.

Again Fulk was too swift. Rising, his blade nearly tore the Patrolman’s
hilt

loose from the hand. He kept his left side half toward the foe, arm
slanted over

breast. It was as if he bore a phantom crusader shield, cross-
emblazoned. Above,

he grinned with battle glee. His steel snaked forth.

Everard had already cast himself downward. The sword whined barely above
his

head. He hit the floor in full control. Such martial arts were unknown
here.

Fulk would have slain a man who flopped while he tried to scramble
erect.

Everard was coiled, his torso up. He had perhaps half a second until the
knight

hewed. His falchion smote the thigh.

It bit to the bone. Blood spouted. Fulk howled. He went to his sound
knee. Once

more he raised his sword. Once more Everard had time only to strike. Now
the

metal caught the belly. Momentum drove it deep and across. A loop of gut
slipped

out through a red torrent.

Fulk crumpled. Everard jumped back to his feet. Both swords lay
unheeded. He

bent over the sprawled man. Blood had splashed him. It dripped down into
what

was pumping forth and spreading wide. Even as he stood, the spurt
lessened, the

strong heart failed.

Teeth gleamed in Fulk’s beard. A last snarl at his slayer? His right



hand

lifted. Shakily, he drew the Christian sign. But the words he gasped
were”Hugues, O Hugues—"

The hand fell. Eyes rolled back, mouth gaped, torn bowels went slack.
Everard

caught the reek of death.

“I'm sorry,” he croaked. “I didn’t want that.”

But he had work to do. He looked around him. Both pikemen were down,
unconscious

but apparently not seriously hurt. It must have happened seconds ago, or
his

squad would have come to his aid.Those Templars put up a good fight,
they did

Seeing him hale, the Patrolmen turned their attention to the help
huddled in the

entry.

“Be off or we’ll kill you, too!” they bawled.

The attendants weren’t schooled in battle. They bolted in abrupt,
trampling

panic, with a backwash of moans and screams, out the vestibule and the
broken

door beyond.

Stumbling through the night, they might nonetheless find city guards.
“Get

busy,” Everard ordered. “Collect an armful of loot apiece and we’ll
clear out.

That’s as much as a gang who’d raised this kind of ruckus would stop to
take.”

His mind couldn’t keep from adding in English,If they hung around,
they’d

assuredly hang . A thought more real nudged him. “Try for well-made
things, and

handle with care if you can. They’re going to museums uptime, you know.”
And so a few bits of loveliness would be saved from oblivion, for the
enjoyment

of a world that, possibly, this operation had also saved. He couldn’t be
sure.

The Patrol might have managed some different corrective action. Or
events might

have shaped themselves to restore their long-term course; the continuum
has

considerable resilience. He had merely done what seemed best.

He glanced downward at the dead man. “We had our duty,” he whispered. “I
think

you’d’ve understood.”

While his team hastened upstairs, he sought the strongroom. The clumsy
lock

would have yielded to almost any burglar tools, but those in his pouch
were

special and it clicked directly over. He swung the door aside.

Hugh Marlow lurched out of lightlessness. “Who’re you?” he choked in
English. “I

heard—0Oh, the Patrol.” His gaze found the knight. He forced back a
shriek. Then

he went to the body and knelt beside it, heedless of the blood,
shuddering with

the effort not to weep. Everard came after and loomed above him. Marlow
looked

up.

“Did—did you have to do this?” he stammered.

Everard nodded. “Things happened too fast. We didn’t expect we’d find



him here.”

“No. He..returned. To me. He said he could not leave me alone to
face.whatever

was on the way. I hoped.against hope..I could talk him into fleeing..but
he

wouldn’t desert his brothers, either—”

“He was a man,” Everard said. “At least he—I’'m not cheerful about this,
no, but
at least he’s been spared torture.” Bones crushed in the boot or hauled

apart on

the rack or the wheel. Flesh pulled off them by red-hot pincers. Clamps
on the

testicles. Needles—Never mind. Governments are ingenious. If, afterward,
Fulk

had recanted the confession twisted out of him and denied the dishonor
in it,

they would have burned him alive.

Marlow nodded. “That’s some consolation, isn’t it?” He leaned over his
friend.

“Adieu, Fulk de Buchy, Knight of the Temple.” Reaching out, he closed
the eyes

and held the jaw shut while he kissed the lips.

Everard helped him rise, for the floor had gone slippery.

“T'11 cooperate fully and freely,” Marlow said, flat-voiced, “and I
won’t ask

for clemency.”

“You did get reckless,” Everard answered, “and it’1ll lead to the fleet
escaping.

But that was ‘always’ in history. It just turns out that this was how it
came

about. Otherwise, no harm done.” Aside from a death. But all men die. “I
don’t

think the Patrol court will be too hard on you. No more field
assignments,

obviously. However, you can still do useful work in compilation and
analysis,

and that way redeem yourself.”

How smug it sounded.

Well, love doesn’t excuse everything by a long shot. But is love in
itself ever

a sinv?

The men were descending with their plunder. “Let’s go,” Everard said,
and led

them away.

\Y%

Tony himself accepted and published the following little piece. This was
rather

early on and I could do it better today, but will let it stand as an
example of

the diversity in his magazine. He told me what a struggle he had with
copy

editors and proofs to keep an apostrophe out of the title, which goes to
show

what kind of line editor he was.

Like John Campbell, he usually either rejected a story outright or ran
it as

written; but, also like Campbell, he was nearly always right when he
asked for

revisions. The Hokas moved over to him after their original home folded.
In the

first of these stories he got, they were playing baseball, and he went



to

considerable trouble to set the details of that game right. (Have I
mentioned

that he was a sports fan?) At one point in it, the bedeviled human
protagonist

mixed some consoling martinis. He used a shaker. Tony told me, “Those
martinis

should be stirred in a pitcher. I’'m sure that on sober reflection you
will

agree.”

Yes, diversity. The story here is not at all funny. If some of the
thinking and

feeling in it seems a bit strange, please remember that it’s from the
1950's.

That was another country.

Journeys End

—doctor bill & twinges in chest but must be all right maybe indigestion
& dinner

last night & wasn’t audrey giving me the glad eye & how the hell is a
guy to

know & maybe i can try and find out & what a fool i can look if she
doesn’t—

—goddam idiot & they shouldn’t let some people drive & oh all right so
the

examiner was pretty lenient with me i haven’t had a bad accident yet &
christ

blood all over my blood let’s face it i’m scared to drive but the buses
are no

damn good & straight up three paces & man in a green hat & judas i ran
that red

light—

In fifteen years a man got used to it, more or less. He could walk down
the

street and hold his own thoughts to himself while the surf of unvoiced
voices

was a nearly ignored mumble in his brain. Now and then, of course, you
got

something very bad, it stood up in your skull and shrieked at you.
Norman Kane, who had come here because he was in love with a girl he had
never

seen, got to the corner of University and Shattuck just when the light
turned

against him. He paused, fetching out a cigarette with nicotine-yellowed
fingers

while traffic slithered in front of his eyes.

It was an unfavorable time, four-thirty in the afternoon, homeward rush
of

nervous systems jangled with weariness and hating everything else on
feet or

wheels. Maybe he should have stayed in the bar down on San Pablo. It had
been

pleasantly cool and dim, the bartender’s mind an amiable cud-chewing
somnolence,

and he could have suppressed awareness of the woman.

No, maybe not. When the city had scraped your nerves raw, they didn’t
have much

resistance to the slime in some heads.

0dd, he reflected, how often the outwardly polite ones were the foully
twisted

inside. They wouldn’t dream of misbehaving in public, but just below the
surface



of consciousness..Better not think of it, better not remember. Berkeley
was at

least preferable to San Francisco or Oakland. The bigger the town, the
more evil

it seemed to hold, three centimeters under the frontal bone. New York
was almost

literally uninhabitable.

There was a young fellow waiting beside Kane. A girl came down the
sidewalk,

pretty, long yellow hair and a well-filled blouse. Kane focused idly on
her:

yes, she had an apartment of her own, which she had carefully picked for
a

tolerant superintendent. Lechery jumped in the young man’s nerves. His
eyes

followed the girl, Cobean-style, and she walked on..simple harmonic
motion.

Too bad. They could have enjoyed each other. Kane chuckled to himself.
He had

nothing against honest lust, anyhow not in his liberated conscious mind;
he

couldn’t do much about a degree of subconscious puritanism. Lord, you
can’t be a

telepath and remain any kind of prude. People’s lives were their own
business,

if they didn’t hurt anyone else too badly.

—the trouble is, he thought,they hurt me. but i can’t tell them that.
they’d rip

me apart and dance on the pieces. the government / the military /
wouldn’t like

a man to be alive who could read secrets but their fear-inspired anger
would be

like a baby’s tantrum beside the red blind amok of the common man
(thoughtful

husband considerate father good honest worker earnest patriot) whose
inward sins

were known. you can talk to a priest or a psychiatrist because it is
only talk &

he does not live your failings with you—

The light changed and Kane started across. It was clear fall weather,
not that

this area had marked seasons, a cool sunny day with a small wind blowing
up the

street from the water. A few blocks ahead of him, the university campus
was a

splash of manicured green under brown hills.

—flayed & burningburningburning moldering rotted flesh & the bones the
white

hard clean bones coming out gwtjklfmx—

Kane stopped dead. Through the vertigo he felt how sweat was drenching
into his

shirt.

And it was such an ordinary-looking man!

“Hey, there, buster, wake up! Ya wanna get killed?”

Kane took a sharp hold on himself and finished the walk across the
street. There

was a bench at the bus stop and he sat down till the trembling was over.
Some thoughts were unendurable.

He had a trick of recovery. He went back to Father Schliemann. The
priest’s mind

had been like a well, a deep well under sun-speckled trees, its surface



brightened with a few gold-colored autumn leaves..but there was nothing
bland

about the water, it had a sharp mineral tang, a smell of the living
earth. He

had often fled to Father Schliemann, in those days of puberty when the
telepathic power had first wakened in him. He had found good minds since
then,

happy minds, but never one so serene, none with so much strength under
the

gentleness.

“T don’t want you hanging around that papist, boy, do you understand?”
It was

his father, the lean implacable man who always wore a black tie. “Next
thing you

know, you’ll be worshiping graven images just like him.”

“But theyaren’t— "

His ears could still ring with the cuff. “Go up to your room! I don’t
want to

see you till tomorrow morning. And you’ll have two more chapters of
Deuteronomy

memorized by then. Maybe that’ll teach you the true Christian faith.”
Kane grinned wryly and 1lit another cigarette from the end of the
previous one.

He knew he smoked too much. And drank—but not heavily. Drunk, he was
defenseless

before the horrible tides of thinking.

He had had to run away from home at the age of fourteen. The only other
possibility was conflict ending with reform school. It had meant running
away

from Father Schliemann too, but how in hell’s red fire could a sensitive
adolescent dwell in the same house as his father’s brain? Were the
psychologists

now admitting the possibility of a sadistic masochist? Kaneknew the type
existed.

Give thanks for this much mercy, that the extreme telepathic range was
only a

few hundred yards. And a mind-reading boy was not altogether helpless;
he could

evade officialdom and the worst horrors of the underworld. He could find
a

decent elderly couple at the far end of the continent and talk himself
into

adoption.

Kane shook himself and got up again. He threw the cigarette to the
ground and

stubbed it out with his heel. A thousand examples told him what obscure
sexual

symbolism was involved in the act, but what the deuce..it was also a
practical

thing. Guns are phallic too, but at times you need a gun.

Weapons: he could not help wincing as he recalled dodging the draft in
1949.

He’d traveled enough to know this country was worth defending. But it
hadn’t

been any trick at all to hoodwink a psychiatrist and get himself marked
hopelessly psychoneurotic—which he would be after two years penned with
frustrated men. There had been no choice, but he could not escape a
sense of

dishonor.

—haven’t we all sinned / every one of us / is there a single human
creature on



earth without his burden of shame?—

A man was coming out of the drugstore beside him. Idly, Kane probed his
mind.

You could go quite deeply into anyone’s self if you cared to, in fact
you

couldn’t help doing so. It was impossible merely to scan verbalized
thinking:

the organism is too closely integrated. Memory is not a passive filing
cabinet,

but a continuous process beneath the level of consciousness; in a way,
you are

always reliving your entire past. And the more emotionally charged the
recollection is, the more powerfully it radiates.

The stranger’s name was—no matter. His personality was as much an
unchangeable

signature as his fingerprints. Kane had gotten into the habit of
thinking of

people as such-and-such a multidimensional symbolic topography; the name
was an

arbitrary gabble.

The man was an assistant professor of English at the university. Age
forty-two,

married, three children, making payments on a house in Albany. Steady
sober

type, but convivial, popular with his colleagues, ready to help out most
friends. He was thinking about tomorrow’s lectures, with overtones of a
movie he

wanted to see and an undercurrent of fear that he might have cancer
after all,

in spite of what the doctor said.

Below, the list of his hidden crimes. As a boy: tormenting a cat, well-
buried

Oedipean hungers, masturbation, petty theft..the usual. Later: cheating
on a few

exams, that ludicrous fumbling attempt with a girl which came to nothing
because

he was too nervous, the time he crashed a cafeteria line and had been
shoved

away with a cold remark (and praises be, Jim who had seen that was now
living in

Chicago)..still later: wincing memories of a stomach uncontrollably
rumbling at a

formal dinner, that woman in his hotel room the night he got drunk at
the

convention, standing by and letting old Carver be fired because he
didn’t have

the courage to protest to the dean..now: youngest child a nasty whining
little

snotnose, but you can’t show anyone what you really think, reading
Rosamond

Marshall when alone in his office, disturbing young breasts in tight
sweaters,

the petty spite of academic politics, giving Simonson an undeserved good
grade

because the boy was so beautiful, disgraceful sweating panic when at
night he

considered how death would annihilate his ego—

And what of it? This assistant professor was a good man, a kindly and
honest

man, his inwardness ought to be between him and the Recording Angel. Few
of his



thoughts had ever become deeds, or ever would. Let him bury them
himself, let

him be alone with them. Kane ceased focusing on him.

The telepath had grown tolerant. He expected little of anyone; nobody
matched

the mask, except possibly Father Schliemann and a few others..and those
were

human too, with human failings; the difference was that they knew peace.
It was

the emotional overtones of guilt which made Kane wince. God knew he
himself was

no better. Worse, maybe, but then his life had thrust him to it. If you
had an

ordinary human sex drive, for instance, but could not endure to cohabit
with the

thoughts of a woman, your life became one of fleeting encounters; there
was no

help for it, even if your austere boyhood training still protested.
“Pardon me, got a match?”

—lynn is dead / i still can’t understand it that i will never see her
again &

eventually you learn how to go on in a chopped-off fashion but what do
you do in

the meantime how do you get through the nights alone—

“Sure.”-maybe that is the worst: sharing sorrow and unable to help &
only able

to give him a light for his cigarette—

Kane put the matches back in his pocket and went on up University,
pausing again

at Oxford. A pair of large campus buildings jutted up to the left;
others were

visible ahead and to the right, through a screen of eucalyptus trees.
Sunlight

and shadow damascened the grass. From a passing student’s mind he
discovered

where the library was. A good big library—perhaps it held a clue, buried
somewhere in the periodical files. He had already arranged for
permission to use

the facilities: prominent young author doing research for his next
novel.

Crossing wistfully named Oxford Street, Kane smiled to himself. Writing
was

really the only possible occupation: he could live in the country and be
remote

from the jammed urgency of his fellow men. And with such an
understanding of the

soul as was his, with any five minutes on a corner giving him a dozen
stories,

he made good money at it. The only drawback was the trouble of avoiding
publicity, editorial summonses to New York, autographing parties,
literary

teas..he didn’t like those. But you could remain faceless if you
insisted.

They said nobody but his agent knew who B. Traven was. It had occurred,
wildly,

to Kane that Traven might be another like himself. He had gone on a long
journey

to find out... No. He was alone on earth, a singular and solitary mutant,
except

for—

It shivered in him, again he sat on the train. It had been three years



ago, he

was in the club car having a nightcap while the streamliner ran eastward
through

the Wyoming darkness. They passed a westbound train, not so elegant a
one. His

drink leaped from his hand to the floor and he sat for a moment in
stinging

blindness. That flicker of thought, brushing his mind and coming aflame
with

recognition and then borne away again..Damn it, damn it, he should have
pulled

the emergency cord and so shouldshe . They should have halted both
trains and

stumbled through cinders and sagebrush and found each other’s arms.

Too late. Three years yielded only a further emptiness. Somewhere in the
land

there was, or there had been, a young woman, and she was a telepath and
the

startled touch of her mind had been gentle. There had not been time to
learn

anything else. Since then he had given up on private detectives. (How
could you

tell them: “I’'m looking for a girl who was on such-and-such a train the
night

of—"?) Personal ads in all the major papers had brought him nothing but
a few

crank letters. Probably she didn’t read the personals; he’d never done
so till

his search began, there was too much unhappiness to be found in them if
you

understood humankind as well as he did.

Maybe this library here, some unnoticed item.but if there are two points
in a

finite space and one moves about so as to pass through every
infinitesimal

volumedV, it will encounter the other one in finite timeprovided that
the other

point is not moving too.

Kane shrugged and went along the curving way to the gatehouse. It was
slightly

uphill. There was a bored cop in the shelter, to make sure that only
authorized

cars were parked on campus. The progress paradox: a ton or so of steel,
burning

irreplaceable petroleum to shift one or two human bodies around, and
doing the

job so well that it becomes universal and chokes the cities which
spawned it. A

telepathic society would be more rational. When every little wound in
the

child’s soul could be felt and healed..when the thick burden of guilt was
laid

down, because everyone knew that everyone else had done the same..when
men could

not kill, because soldier and murderer felt the victim die..

—adam & eve? you can’t breed a healthy race out of two people. but if we
had

telepathic children/&we would be bound to do so i1 think because the
mutation is

obviously recessive / then we could study the heredity of it & the gift
would be



passed on to other bloodlines in logical distribution & every generation
there

would be more of our kind until we could come out openly & even the
mindmutes

could be helped by our psychiatrists & priests & each would be fair and
clean

and sane—

Students were sitting on the grass, walking under the Portland Cement
Romanesque

of the buildings, calling and laughing and talking. The day was near an
end. Now

there would be dinner, a date, a show, maybe some beer at Robbie’s or a
drive up

into the hills to neck and watch the lights below like trapped stars and
the

mighty constellation of the Bay Bridge..or perhaps, with a face-saving
grumble

about midterms, an evening of books, a world suddenly opened. It must be
good to

be young and mindmute. A dog trotted down the walk and Kane relaxed into
the

simple wordless pleasure of being a healthy and admired collie.

—so perhaps it is better to be a dog than a man? no / surely not / for
if a man

knows more grief he also knows more joy & so it is to be a telepath:
more easily

hurt yes but / god / think of the mindmutes always locked away in
aloneness and

think of sharing not only a kiss but a soul with your beloved—

The uphill trend grew steeper as he approached the library, but Kane was
in fair

shape and rather enjoyed the extra effort. At the foot of the stairs he
paused

for a quick cigarette before entering. A passing woman flicked eyes
across him

and he learned that he could also smoke in the lobby. Mind reading had
its

everyday uses. But it was good to stand here in the sunlight. He
stretched,

reaching out physically and mentally.

—let’s see now the integral of logxdxwill make a substitution suppose we
call

yvequal to log xthen this is interesting i wonder who wrote that line
about

euclid has looked on beauty bare—

Kane’s cigarette fell from his mouth.

It seemed that the wild hammering of his heart must drown out the double
thought

that rivered in his brain, the thought of a physics student, a very
ordinary

young man save that he was quite wrapped up in the primitive
satisfaction of

hounding down a problem, and the other thought, the one that was
listening in.

—she—

He stood with closed eyes, asway on his feet, breathing as if he ran up
a

mountain.—are You there? are You there?—

—not daring to believe: what do i feel?—

—1 was the man on the train—

—& 1 was the woman—



A shuddering togetherness.

“Hey! Hey, mister, is anything wrong?”

Almost, Kane snarled. Her thought was so remote, on the very rim of
indetectability, he could get nothing but sub-vocalized words, nothing
of the

self, and this busybody—*No, thanks, I’'m O0.K., just a, a little winded.”
—where

are You, where can i1 find You o my darling?—

—image of a large white building / right over here & they call it
dwinelle hall

& 1 am sitting on the bench outside & please come quickly please be here
i never

thought this could become real—

Kane broke into a run. For the first time in fifteen years, he was
unaware of

his human surroundings. There were startled looks, he didn’t see them,
he was

running to her and she was running too.

—my name is norman kane & i1 was not born to that name but took it from
people

who adopted me because i fled my father (horrible how mother died in
darkness &

he would not let her have drugs though it was cancer & he said drugs
were sinful

and pain was good for the soul & he really honestly believed that) &
when the

power first appeared i made slips and he beat me and said it was
witchcraft & i

have searched all my life since & i am a writer but only because i1 must
live but

it was not aliveness until this moment—

—0 my poor kicked beloved / i had it better / in me the power grew more
slowly

and i1 learned to cover it & i1 am twenty years old & came here to study
but what

are books at this moment—

He could see her now. She was not conventionally beautiful, but neither
was she

ugly, and there was kindness in her eyes and on her mouth.

—what shall i call you? to me you will always be You but there must be a
name

for the mindmutes & i have a place in the country among old trees & such
few

people as live nearby are good folk / as good as life will allow them to
be—

—then let me come there with you & never leave again—

They reached each other and stood a foot apart. There was no need for a
kiss or

even a handclasp..not yet. It was the minds which leaped out and enfolded
and

became one.

—I REMEMBER THAT AT THE AGE OF THREE I DRANK OUT OF THE TOILET BOWL /
THERE WAS

A PECULIAR FASCINATION TO IT&I USED TO STEAL LOOSE CHANGE FROM MY MOTHER
THOUGH

SHE HAD LITTLE ENOUGH TO CALL HER OWN SO I COULD SNEAK DOWN TO THE
DRUGSTORE FOR

ICE CREAM &I SQUIRMED OUT OF THE DRAFT &THESE ARE THE DIRTY EPISODES
INVOLVING

WOMEN —

—AS A CHILD I WAS NOT FOND OF MY GRANDMOTHER THOUGH SHE LOVED ME AND



ONCE T

PLAYED THE FOLLOWING FIENDISH TRICK ON HER&AT THE AGE OF SIXTEEN I MADE
AN UTTER

FOOL OF MYSELF IN THE FOLLOWING MANNER &I HAVE BEEN PHYSICALLY CHASTE
CHIEFLY

BECAUSE OF FEAR BUT MY VICARIOUS EXPERIENCES ARE NUMBERED IN THE
THOUSANDS —

Eyes watched eyes with horror.

—it is not that you have sinned for i know everyone has done the same or
similar

things or would if they had our gift & i know too that it is nothing
serious or

abnormal & of course you have decent instincts & are ashamed—

—just so / it is that you know what i have done & you know every last
little

wish & thought & buried uncleanness & in the top of my head i know it
doesn’t

mean anything but down underneath is all which was drilled into me when
i was

just a baby & i will not admit toANYONEelse that such things exist inME—
A car whispered by, homeward bound. The trees talked in the light sunny
wind.

A boy and girl went hand in hand.

The thought hung cold under the sky, a single thought in two minds.

—get out i hate your bloody guts.—

VI

Science fiction people are an argumentative lot. Way back when, not so
often

these days, many a story came from taking someone else’s idea and either
carrying it further or trying to prove that, given the premise, things
would

work out altogether differently. This was entirely legitimate and indeed
helped

make the literature lively. For a single example, in “If This Goes On—"
Robert

Heinlein depicted an American dictatorship in the guise of a religion,
which

used technology to pass phony miracles and so keep the populace
subservient. In

the story, it was overthrown. A while later, Fritz Leiber’s novelGather,
Darkness! supposed that the thing lasted for centuries, became
worldwide, and

established a neo-medieval society. An underground in rebellion against
this

church perforce called itself Satanistic and its own “miracles”
witchcraft.

Airplanes built to look like angels against airplanes built to look like
devils...

My story “Ghetto,” which Tony published in 1954, tried to rebut what I
felt was

a pretty poor novel by another writer. Both drew on the phenomenon of
time

dilation. Travel faster than light is impossible in relativistic
physics, but

matter can come indefinitely close to that velocity. The closer it does,
the

slower time goes for it compared to time for matter at rest—very loosely
speaking, of course. This is a reality, demonstrated over and over by
particle

accelerators and other instrumentalities. The enormous energies involved
make it



purely theoretical for large objects such as, say, a spaceship and its

crew.

However, suppose someday we can somehow get around that obstacle. Then

an

expedition might fare many light-years in a short span, but would find

on return

that as many years had passed at home.

My thought was that if this kind of traffic became common, the

traffickers would

grow ever more isolated culturally from dwellers on planets. They'’d

evolve their

own society, whose members seldom married outside it; and there could be

periods

of history in which they were the objects of cruel discrimination or

even

persecution. Yes, I had medieval Jews in mind, but tried to give the

Kith a

character of its own.

Years afterward, I did another story about it for another magazine. And

years

after that, I made “Ghetto,” much revised, a part of my novelStarfarers
I was

going to incorporate “The Horn of Time the Hunter” as well, but Karen

convinced

me that it was too dark. Here it is, then, a far-future incident,

perhaps

important only to the people involved, but to them overwhelming. History

knows

of many such.

The Horn of Time the Hunter

Now and then, on that planet, Jong Errifrans thought he heard the

distant

blowing of a horn. It would begin low, with a pulse that gquickened as

the notes

waxed, until the snarl broke in a brazen scream and sank sobbing away.

The first

time he started and asked the others if they heard. But the sound was on

the

bare edge of audibility for him, whose ears were young and sharp, and

the men

said no. “Some trick of the wind, off in the cliffs yonder,” Mons
Rainart

suggested. He shivered. “The damned wind is always hunting here.” Jong
did not

mention it again, but when he heard the noise thereafter a jag of cold
went

through him.

There was no reason for that. Nothing laired in the city but seabirds,
whose

wings made a white storm over the tower tops and whose flutings mingled
with

wind skirl and drum roll of surf; nothing more sinister had appeared
than a

great tiger-striped fish, which patrolled near the outer reefs. And
perhaps that

was why Jong feared the horn: it gave the emptiness a voice.

At night, rather than set up their glower, the four would gather wood
and give

themselves the primitive comfort of a fire. Their camping place was in
what

might once have been a forum. Blocks of polished stone thrust out of the



sand

and wiry grass that had occupied all streets; toppled colonnades
demarked a

square. More shelter was offered by the towers clustered in the city’s
heart,

still piercing the sky, the glasit windows still unbroken. But no, those
windows

were too much like a dead man’s eyes, the rooms within were too hushed,
now that

the machines that had been the city’s life lay corroded beneath the
dunes. It

was better to raise a tent under the stars. Those, at least, were much
the same,

after twenty thousand years.

The men would eat, and then Regor Lannis, the leader, would 1lift his
communicator bracelet near his mouth and report their day’s ransacking.
The

spaceboat’s radio caught the message and relayed it to theGolden Flyer,
which

orbited with the same period as the planet’s twenty-one-hour rotation,
so that

she was always above this island. “Very little news,” Regor typically
said.

“Remnants of tools and so on. We haven’t found any bones yet for a
radioactivity

dating. I don’t think we will, either. They probably cremated their
dead, to the

very end. Mons has estimated that engine block we found began rusting
some ten

thousand years ago. He’s only guessing, though. It wouldn’t have lasted
at all

if the sand hadn’t buried it, and we don’t know when that happened.”
“But you say the furnishings inside the towers are mostly intact, age-
proof

alloys and synthetics,”
deduce

anything from their, well, their arrangement or disarrangement? If the
city was

plundered—"

“No, sir, the signs are too hard to read. A lot of rooms have obviously
been

stripped. But we don’t know whether that was done in one day or over a
period

maybe of centuries, as the last colonists mined their homes for stuff
they could

no longer make. We can only be sure, from the dust, that no one’s been
inside

for longer than I like to think about.”

When Regor had signed off, Jong would usually take out his guitar and
chord the

songs they sang, the immemorial songs of the Kith, many translated from
languages spoken before ever men left Earth. It helped drown out the
wind and

the surf, booming down on the beach where once a harbor had stood. The
fire

flared high, picking their faces out of night, tinging plain work
clothes with

unrestful red, and then guttering down so that shadows swallowed the
bodies.

They looked much alike, those four men, small, lithe, with sharp, dark
features;

’

answered Captain Ilmaray’s voice. “Can’t you



for the Kith were a folk apart, marrying between their own ships, which
carried

nearly all traffic among the stars. Since a vessel might be gone from
Earth for

a century or more, the planetbound civilizations, flaring and dying and
reborn

like the flames that warmed them now, could not be theirs. The men
differed

chiefly in age, from the sixty years that furrowed Regor Lannis’s skin
to the

twenty that Jong Errifrans had marked not long ago.

Ship’s years, mostly, Jong remembered, and looked up to the Milky Way
with a

shudder. When you fled at almost the speed of light, time shrank for
you, and in

his own life he had seen the flower and the fall of an empire. He had
not

thought much about it then—it was the way of things, that the Kith
should be

quasi-immortal and the planetarians alien, transitory, not quite real.
But a

voyage of ten thousand light-years toward galactic center, and back, was
more

than anyone had ventured before; more than anyone would ever have done,
save to

expiate the crime of crimes. Did the Kith still exist? Did Earth?

After some days, Regor decided: “We’d better take a look at the
hinterland. We

may improve our luck.”

“Nothing in the interior but forest and savannah,” Neri Avelair
objected. “We

saw that from above.”

“On foot, though, you see items you miss from a boat,” Regor said. “The
colonists can’t have lived exclusively in places like this. They’d need
farms,

mines, extractor plants, outlying settlements. If we could examine one
of those,

we might find clearer indications than in this damned huge warren.”
“How much chance would we have, hacking our way through the brush?” Neri

argued.

“T say let’s investigate some of those other towns we spotted.”
“They’re more ruined yet,” Mons Rainart reminded him. “Largely
submerged.” He

need not have spoken; how could they forget? Land does not sink fast.
The fact

that the sea was eating the cities gave some idea of how long they had
been

abandoned.

“Just so.” Regor nodded. “I don’t propose plunging into the woods,
either.

That’d need more men and more time than we can spare. But there’s an
outsize

beach about a hundred kilometers north of here, fronting on a narrow-
mouthed

bay, with fertile hills right behind—hills that look as if they ought to
contain

ores. I’'d be surprised if the colonists did not exploit the area.”
Neri’s mouth twitched downward. His voice was not quite steady. “How
long do we

have to stay on this ghost planet before we admit we’ll never know what
happened?”



“Not too much longer,” Regor said. “But we’ve got to try our best before
we do

leave.”

He jerked a thumb at the city. Its towers soared above fallen walls and
marching

dunes into a sky full of birds. The bright yellow sun had bleached out
their

pastel colors, leaving them bone-white. And yet the view on their far
side was

beautiful, forest that stretched inland a hundred shades of shadow-
rippled

green, while in the opposite direction the land sloped down to a sea
that

glittered like emerald strewn with diamond dust, moving and shouting and
hurling

itself in foam against the reefs. The first generations here must have
been very

happy, Jong thought.

“Something destroyed them, and it wasn’t simply a war,” Regor said. “We
need to

know what. It may not have affected any other world. But maybe it did.”
Maybe Earth lay as empty, Jong thought, not for the first time.
TheGolden Flyer had paused here to refit before venturing back into
man’s old

domain. Captain Ilmaray had chosen an F9 star arbitrarily, three hundred
light-years from Sol’s calculated present position. They detected no
whisper of

the energies used by civilized races, who might have posed a threat. The
third

planet seemed a paradise, Earth-mass but with its land scattered in
islands

around a global ocean, warm from pole to pole. Mons Rainart was
surprised that

the carbon dioxide equilibrium was maintained with so little exposed
rock. Then

he observed weed mats everywhere on the waters, many of them hundreds of
square

kilometers in area, and decided that their photosynthesis was active
enough to

produce a Terrestrial-type atmosphere.

The shock had been to observe from orbit the ruined cities. Not that
colonization could not have reached this far, and beyond, during twenty
thousand

years. But the venture had been terminated; why?

That evening it was Jong’s turn to hold a personal conversation with
those in

the mother ship. He got his parents, via intercom, to tell them how he
fared.

The heart jumped in his breast when Sorya Rainart’s voice joined theirs.
“0Oh

ves,” the girl said, with an uneven little laugh, “I’m right here in the
apartment. Dropped in for a visit, by chance.”

Her brother chuckled at Jong’s back. The young man flushed and wished
hotly for

privacy. But of course Sorya would have known he’d call tonight... If the
Kith

still lived, there could be nothing between him and her. You brought
your wife

home from another ship. It was spaceman’s law, exogamy aiding a survival
that

was precarious at best. If, though, the last Kith ship but theirs

4



drifted dead

among the stars; or the few hundred aboard theGolden Flyer and the four
on this

world whose name was lost were the final remnants of the human race—she
was

bright and gentle and swayed sweetly when she walked.

“I—" He untangled his tongue. “I'm glad you did. How are you?”

“Lonely and frightened,” she confided. Cosmic interference seethed
around her

words. The fire spat sparks loudly into the darkness overhead. “If you
don’t

learn what went wrong here..I don’t know if I can stand wondering the
rest of my

life.”

“Cut that!” he said sharply. The rusting of morale had destroyed more
than one

ship in the past. Although—*“No, I’m sorry.” He knew she did not lack
courage.

The fear was alive in him too that he would be haunted forever by what
he had

seen here. Death in itself was an old familiar of the Kith. But this
time they

were returning from a past more ancient than the glaciers and the
mammoths had

been on Earth when they left. They needed knowledge as much as they
needed air,

to make sense of the universe. And their first stop in that spiral arm
of the

galaxy which had once been home had confronted them with a riddle that
looked

unanswerable. So deep in history were the roots of the Kith that Jong
could

recall the symbol of the Sphinx; and suddenly he saw how gruesome it
was.

“We’ll find out,” he promised Sorya. “If not here, then when we arrive
at

Earth.” Inwardly he was unsure. He made small talk and even achieved a
joke or

two. But afterward, laid out in his sleeping bag, he thought he heard
the horn

winding in the north.

The expedition rose at dawn, bolted breakfast, and stowed their gear in
the

spaceboat. It purred from the city on aerodynamic drive, leveled off,
flew at

low speed not far above ground. The sea tumbled and flashed on the
right, the

land climbed steeply on the left. No herds of large animals could be
seen there.

Probably none existed, with such scant room to develop in. But the ocean
swarmed. From above Jong could look down into transparent waters, see
shadows

that were schools of fish numbering in the hundreds of thousands.
Further off he

observed a herd of grazers, piscine but big as whales, plowing slowly
through a

weed mat. The colonists must have gotten most of their living from the
sea.

Regor set the boat down on a cliff overlooking the bay he had described.
The

escarpment ringed a curved beach of enormous length and breadth, its



sands

strewn with rocks and boulders. Kilometers away, the arc closed in on
itself,

leaving only a strait passage to the ocean. The bay was placid, clear
bluish-green beneath the early sun, but not stagnant. The tides of the
one big

moon must raise and lower it two or three meters in a day, and a river
ran in

from the southern highlands. Afar Jong could see how shells littered the
sand

below high-water mark, proof of abundant life. It seemed bitterly unfair
to him

that the colonists had had to trade so much beauty for darkness.

Regor’s lean face turned from one man to the next. “Equipment check,” he
said,

and went down the list: fulgurator, communication bracelet, energy
compass,

medikit—*My God,” said Neri, “you’d think we were off on a year’s trek,
and

separately at that.”

“We’ll disperse, looking for traces,” Regor said, “and those rocks will
often

hide us from each other.” He left the rest unspoken: that that which had
been

the death of the colony might still exist.

They emerged into cool, flowing air with the salt and iodine and clean

decay

smell of coasts on every Earthlike world, and made their way down the
scarp.

“Let’s radiate from this point,” Regor said, *“and if nobody has found
anything,

we’ll meet back here in four hours for lunch.”

Jong’s path slanted farthest north. He walked briskly at first, enjoying
the

motion of his muscles, the scrunch of sand and rattle of pebbles beneath
his

boots, the whistle of the many birds overhead. But presently he must
pick his

way across drifts of stone and among dark boulders, some as big as
houses, which

cut him off from the wind and his fellows; and he remembered Sorya'’s
aloneness.

Oh no, not that. Haven’t we paid enough?he thought. And, for a moment’s
defiance:We didn’t do the thing. We condemned the traitors ourselves,
and threw

them into space, as soon as we learned. Why should webe punished?

But the Kith had been too long isolated, themselves against the
universe, not to

hold that the sin and sorrow of one belonged to all. And Tomakan and his
coconspirators had done what they did unselfishly, to save the ship. In
those

last vicious years of the Star Empire, when Earthmen made the Kithfolk
scapegoats for their wretchedness until every crew fled to await better
times,

theGolden Flyer ’s captured people would have died horribly—had Tomakan
not

bought their freedom by betraying to the persecutors that asteroid where
two

other Kith vessels lay, readying to leave the Solar System. How could
they

afterward meet the eyes of their kindred, in the council that met at Tau



Ceti?

The sentence was just: to go exploring to the fringes of the galactic
nucleus.

Perhaps they would find the Elder Races that must dwell somewhere;
perhaps they

would bring back the knowledge and wisdom that could heal man’s inborn
lunacies.

Well, they hadn’t; but the voyage was something in itself, sufficient to
give

theGolden Flyer back her honor. No doubt everyone who had sat in council
was now

dust. Still, their descendants—

Jong stopped in midstride. His shout went ringing among the rocks.
“What is it? Who called? Anything wrong?” The questions flew from his
bracelet

like anxious bees.

He stooped over a little heap and touched it with fingers that wouldn'’t
hold

steady. “Worked flints,” he breathed. “Flakes, broken spearheads..shaped
wood..something—" He scrabbled in the sand. Sunlight struck off a piece
of metal,

rudely hammered into a dagger. It had been, it must have been fashioned
from

some of the ageless alloy in the city—long ago, for the blade was worn
so thin

that it had snapped across. He crouched over the shards and babbled.
And shortly Mons’s deep tones cut through: “Here’s another site! An
animal

skull, could only have been split with a sharp stone, a thong—Wait,
wait, I see

something carved in this block, maybe a symbol—"

Then suddenly he roared, and made a queer choked gurgle, and his voice
came to

an end.

Jong leaped erect. The communicator jabbered with calls from Neri and
Regor. He

ignored them. There was no time for dismay. He tuned his energy compass.
Each

bracelet emitted a characteristic frequency besides its carrier wave,
for

location purposes, and—-The needle swung about. His free hand unholstered
his

fulgurator, and he went bounding over the rocks.

As he broke out onto the open stretch of sand the wind hit him full in
the face.

Momentarily through its shrillness he heard the horn, louder than
before, off

beyond the cliffs. A part of him remembered fleetingly how one day on a
frontier

world he had seen a band of huntsmen gallop in pursuit of a wounded
animal that

wept as it ran, and how the chief had raised a crooked bugle to his lips
and

blown just such a call.

The note died away. Jong’s glance swept the beach. Far down its length
he saw

several figures emerge f