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Keyhol e

There's a story about a psychol ogi st who was studying the intelligence of a chinpanzee. He
led the chinp into a roomfull of toys, went out, closed the door and put his eye to the keyhol e
to see what the chinp was doing. He found hinmself gazing into a glittering interested brown eye
only inches fromhis own. The chinp was | ooking through the keyhole to see what the psychol ogi st
was doi ng.

When they brought Butch into the station in Tycho Crater he seened to shrivel as the
gravity coils in the air lock went on. He was inpossible to begin with. He was all big eyes and
skinny arns and | egs, and he was very young and he didn't need air to breathe. Wrden saw himas a
linp bundle of bristly fur and terrified eyes as his captors handed hi m over

“Are you crazy?” demanded Worden angrily. “Bringing himin like this? Wuld you take a
human baby into eight gravities? Get out of the way!”

He rushed for the nursery that had been nmade ready for sonebody |ike Butch. There was a
rebuilt dwelling cave on one side. The other side was a human school room And under the nursery
the gravity coils had been turned off so that in that roomthings had only the weight that was
proper to them on the Mon.

The rest of the station had coils to bring everything up to normal weight for Earth.

O herwi se the staff of the station would be seasick nmost of the tine. Butch was in the Earth-
gravity part of the station when he was delivered, and he couldn’t lift a furry spindly paw.

In the nursery, though, it was different. Wrden put himon the floor. Wrden was the
unconfortabl e one there—his weight only twenty pounds instead of a normal hundred and sixty. He
swayed and reel ed as a man does on the Moon without gravity coils to steady him

But that was the nornmal thing to Butch. He uncurled hinself and suddenly flashed across
the nursery to the reconstructed dwelling-cave. It was a pretty good job, that cave. There were
the five-foot chipped rocks shaped |ike dunce caps, found in all residences of Butch’'s race. There
was the rocking stone on its base of other flattened rocks. But the spear stones were fastened
down with wire in case Butch got ideas.

Butch streaked it to these faniliar objects. He swarned up one of the dunce-cap stones and
| ocked his arnms and | egs about its top, clinging close. Then he was still. Wrden regarded him
Butch was notionless for minutes, seenming to take in as nmuch as possible of his surroundi ngs
wi t hout nmoving even his eyes.

Suddenly his head noved. He took in nore of his environnment. Then he stirred a third tine
and seemed to | ook at Wirden with an extraordi nary intensity—whether of fear or pleading Wrden
could not tell.

“Hmm ” said Worden, “so that’s what those stones are for! Perches or beds or roosts, eh?
I"myour nurse, fella. We're playing a dirty trick on you but we can't help it.”

He knew Butch couldn’t understand, but he talked to himas a man does talk to a dog or a
baby. It isn't sensible, but it’'s necessary.

“We're going to raise you up to be a traitor to your kinfolk,” he said with sone gri mess
“lI don’t like it, but it has to be done. So |I'mgoing to be very kind to you as part of the
conspiracy. Real kindness would suggest that | kill you instead—but | can't do that.”

Butch stared at him unblinking and notionless. He | ooked sonething |ike an Earth nonkey
but not too nmuch so. He was conpletely inpossible but he | ooked patheti c.

Wirden said bitterly, “You're in your nursery, Butch. Mike yourself at hone!”

He went out and cl osed the door behind him Qutside he glanced at the video screens that
showed the interior of the nursery fromfour different angles. Butch remained still for a |ong
time. Then he slipped down to the floor. This tine he ignored the dwelling-cave of the nursery.

He went interestedly to the human-culture part. He exani ned everything there with his
oversi zed soft eyes. He touched everything with his incredibly handlike tiny paws. But his touches
were tentative. Nothing was actually disturbed when he finished his exam nation

He went swiftly back to the dunce-cap rock, swarnmed up it, |locked his arnms and | egs about
it again, blinked rapidly and seened to go to sleep. He renmi ned notionless with closed eyes unti
Worden grew tired of watching himand noved away.

The whol e al Tair was preposterous and infuriating. The first nen to |l and on the Moon knew
that it was a dead worl d. The astrononers had been saying so for a hundred years, and the first
and second expeditions to reach Luna fromEarth found nothing to contradict the theory.

But a man fromthe third expedition saw sonethi ng novi ng anong the upflung rocks of the
Moon' s | andscape and he shot it and the existence of Butch’'s kind was discovered. It was
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i nconcei vabl e of course that there should be living creatures where there was neither air nor
water. But Butch’'s folk did, live under exactly those conditions.

The dead body of the first living creature killed on the Mon was carried back to Earth
and bi ol ogi sts grew indignant. Even with a specinmen to dissect and study they were inclined to
insist that there sinply wasn't any such creature. So the fourth and fifth and sixth |unar
expeditions hunted Butch’'s relatives very earnestly for further specinens for the advancenent of
sci ence.

The sixth expedition |ost two nen whose spacesuits were punctured by what seened to be
weapons while they were hunting. The seventh expedition was wi ped out to the last man. Butch’'s
relatives evidently didn't |ike being shot as biological specinens.

It wasn’t until the tenth expedition of four ships established a base in Tycho Crater that
men had any assurance of being able to I and on the Mbon and get away again. Even then the staff of
the station felt as if it were under permanent siege.

Worden nmade his report to Earth. A baby |unar creature had been captured by a tractor
party and brought into Tycho Station. A nursery was ready and the infant was there now, alive. He
seenmed to be uninjured. He seened not to mind an environnent of breathable air for which he had no
use. He was active and apparently curious and his intelligence was narked.

There was so far no clue to what he ate—+f he ate at all—though he had a nouth |ike the
ot her collected specinmens and the toothlike concretions which night serve as teeth. Wrden would
of course continue to report in detail. At the monent he was all owing Butch to accustom hinself to
hi s new surroundi ngs.

He settled down in the recreation roomto scow at his conpanion scientists and try to
think, despite the program beanmed on radar frequency fromEarth. He definitely didn’t like his
job, but he knew that it had to be done. Butch had to be donesticated. He had to be persuaded that
he was a human being, so human beings could find out how to exterm nate his kind.

It had been observed before, on Earth, that a kitten raised with a litter of puppies canme
to consider itself a dog and that even pet ducks came to prefer human society to that of their own
species. Sone tal king birds of high intelligence appeared to be convinced that they were people
and acted that way. If Butch reacted sinmilarly he would becone a traitor to his kind for the
benefit of man. And it was necessary!

Men had to have the Moon, and that was all there was to it. Gravity on the Mbon was one
eighth that of gravity on Earth. A rocket ship could nake the Moon’ voyage and carry a cargo, but
no ship yet built could carry fuel for a trip to Mars or Venus if it started out from Earth.

Wth a fueling stop on the Moon, though, the natter was sinple. Eight drums of rocket fue
on the Moon weighed no nmore than on Earth. A ship itself weighed only one eighth as nmuch on Luna.
So a rocket that took off fromEarth with ten druns of fuel could stop at a fuel base on the Mpon
and soar away again with two hundred, and sonetines nore.

Wth the Moon as’a fueling base nen could conquer the solar system Wthout the Mon
manki nd was earthbound. Men had to have the Mon

But Butch's relatives prevented it. By normal experience there could not be Iife on an
airless desert with such nonstrous extremes of heat and cold as the Mwon' s surface experienced.
But there was life there. Butch’'s kinfolk did not breathe oxygen. Apparently they ate it in sone
m neral conbination and it interacted with other ninerals in their bodies to yield heat and
ener gy.

Men thought squids peculiar because their blood stream used copper in place of iron, but
Butch and his kindred seenmed to have conpl ex carbon conpounds in place of both. They were
intelligent in some fashion, it was clear. They used tools, they chipped stone, and they had | ong,
needl el i ke stone crystals which they threw as weapons.

No nmetals, of course, for lack of fire to snmelt them There couldn’t be fire without air.
But Worden reflectéd that in ancient days sone experinmenters had nelted netals and set wood abl aze
with mrrors concentrating the heat of the sun. Wth the naked sunlight of the Mon's surface, not
tenpered by air and clouds, Butch's folk could have netals if they only contrived nmirrors and
curved themproperly like the nirrors of tel escopes on Earth.

Worden had an odd sensation just then. He | ooked around sharply as if sonebody had made a
sudden novenent. But the video screen nerely displayed a conedi ain back on Earth, wearing a funny
hat. Everybody | ooked at the screen

As Worden wat ched, the conmedi an was snothered in a mass of soapsuds and the studio
audi ence two hundred and thirty thousand mles away squeal ed and appl auded the exqui site hunor of
the scene. In the Mon station in Tycho Crater sonehow it was |ess than conical

Worden got up and shook hinself. He went to | ook again at the screens that showed the
interior of the nursery. Butch was notionless on the absurd cone-shaped stone. H s eyes were
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closed. He was sinply a furry, pathetic little bundle, stolen fromthe airless wastes outside to
be bred into a traitor to his own race.

Worden went to his cabin and turned in. Before he slept, though, he reflected that there
was still sone hope for Butch. Nobody understood his netabolism Nobody could guess at what he
ate. Butch might starve to death. If he did he would be lucky. But it was Wrden's job to prevent
it. Butch’s relatives were at war with men. The tractors that crawl ed away fromthe stati on—they
went amazingly fast on the Moon—were watched by big-eyed furry creatures fromrock crevices and
from behind the boulders that dotted the lunar | andscape. Needl e-sharp throw ng stones flicked
through enptiness. They splintered on the tractor bodies and on the tractor ports, but sonetines
they jamed or broke a tread and then the tractor had to stop. Sonebody had to go out and clear
things or nmake repairs. And then a stormof throw ng stones poured upon him

A needl e-poi nted stone, traveling a hundred feet a second, hit just as hard on Luna as it
did on Earth—and it traveled farther. Spacesuits were punctured. Men died. Now tractor treads
were being arnored and special repair-suits were under construction, nmade of hardened st eel
pl ates. Men who reached the Mon in rocket ships were having to wear arnor |ike nedieval knights
and nmen-at-arnms! There was a war on. A traitor was needed. And Butch was elected to be that
traitor.

When Worden went into the nursery agai n—+he days and nights on the Mon are two weeks-| ong
api ece, so nen ignored such matters inside the station—Butch | eaped for the dunce-cap stone and
clung to its top. He had been funbling around the rocking stone. It still swayed back and forth on
its plate. Now he seenmed to try to squeeze hinself to unity with the stone spire, his eyes staring
eni gmatically at Wrden.

“l don’t know whether we’ll get anywhere or not,’
you'll put up a fight if | touch you. But we'll see.”

He reached out his hand. The small furry body—neither hot nor cold but the tenperature of
the air in the station—+esisted desperately. But Butch was very young. Wrden peel ed him| oose and
carried himacross the roomto the human school room equi pment. Butch curled up, staring fearfully.

“I"'mplaying dirty,” said Wrden, “by being nice to you, Butch. Here’'s a toy.”

Butch stirred in his grasp. Hi s eyes blinked rapidly. Wrden put himdown and wound up a
tiny mechanical toy. It noved. Butch watched intently. Wen it stopped he | ooked back at Wrden
Worden wound it up again. Again Butch watched. Wien it ran down a second tinme the tiny handlike
paw reached out.

Wth an odd tentativeness, Butch tried to turn the wi nding key. He was not strong enough
After an instant he went |oping across to the dwelling-cave. The wi nding key was a netal ring.
Butch fitted that over a throw stone point, and twi sted the toy about. He wound it up. He put the
toy on the floor and watched it work. Worden's jaw dropped.

“Brains!” he said” wyly. “Too bad, Butch! You know the principle of the lever. At a guess
you’' ve an eight-year-old human brain! I'msorry for you, fellal”

At the regular communicati on hour he nade his report to Earth. Butch was teachable. He
only had to see a thing done once—er at nobst twice—to be able to repeat the notions invol ved.

“And,” said Wrden, carefully detached, “he isn't afraid of me now He understands that |
intend to be friendly. Wiile | was carrying himl talked to him He felt the vibration of ny chest

sai d Worden conversationally. “Mybe

fromny voice. “Just before | left himl picked himup and tal ked to himagain. He | ooked at mny
mouth as it moved and put his paw on ny chest to feel the vibrations. | put his paw at ny throat.
The vibrations are clearer there. He seened fascinated. | don’t know how you'd rate his
intelligence but it’'s above that of a human baby.”

Then he said with even greater detachnment, “lI amdisturbed. |If you must know, | don't Iike
the idea of exterminating his kind. They have tools, they have intelligence. | think we should try
to conmmunicate with themin some way—try to nake friends—stop killing themfor dissectiop.”

The communi cator was silent for the second and a half it took his voice to travel to Earth
and the second and a half it took to come back. Then the recording clerk’s voice said bristly,
“Very good, M. Wrden! Your voice was very clear!”

Wor den shrugged his shoul ders. The lunar station in Tycho was a highly officia
enterprise. The staff on the Mon had to be conpetent—and besides, political appointees did not
want to risk their precious |lives—but the Earth end of the business of the Space Exploration
Bureau was run by the sort of people who do get on official payrolls; Wrden felt sorry for
Butch—and for Butch's relatives

In a later | esson session Wrden took an enpty coffee tin into the nursery. He showed
Butch that its bottom vibrated when he spoke into it, just as his throat did. Butch experinmented
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busily. He discovered for hinself that it had to be pointed at Worden to catch the vibrations.

Worden was. unhappy. He woul d have preferred Butch to be a little less rational. But for
the next | esson he presented Butch with a really thin metal diaphragm stretched across a hoop
Butch caught the idea at once

When Worden nmade his next report to Earth he felt angry.

“Butch has no experience of sound as we have, of course,” he said curtly. “There’s no air
on the Moon. But sound travels through rocks. He's sensitive to vibrations in solid objects just
as a deaf person can feel the vibrations of a dance floor if the nmusic is | oud enough

“Maybe Butch’'s kind has a | anguage or a code of sounds sent through the rock underfoot.
They do communi cate sonehow And if they' ve brains and a nmeans of comunication they aren't
ani mal s and shoul dn’t be exterm nated for our convenience!”

He stopped. The chief biologist of the Space Exploration Bureau was at the other end of
the conmuni cati on beamthen. After the necessary pause for distance his voice cane bl andly.

“Spl endi d, Wirden! Splendid reasoning! But we have to take the |onger view Exploration of
Mars and Venus is a very popular idea with the public. If we are to have funds—and the
appropriations cone up for a vote shortly—we have to nake progress toward the nearer planets. The
public demands it. Unless we can begin work on a refueling base on the Mon, public interest will
cease!”

Worden said urgently, “Suppose | send sonme pictures of Butch? He's very human, sir! He's
extraordinarily appealing! He has personality! A reel or two of Butch at his | essons ought to be
popul ar!”

Again that irritating wait while his voice traveled a quarter nillion niles at the speed
of light and the wait for the reply.

“The—ah—unar creatures, Wrden,” said the chief biologist regretfully, “have killed a
nunber of nmen who have been publicized as martyrs to science. W cannot give favorable publicity
to creatures that have killed men!” Then he added bl andly, “But you are progressing splendidly,
Wor den—spl endidly! Carry on!”

H s inmage faded fromthe video screen. Wrden sai d naughty words as he turned away-. He'd
cone to like Butch. Butch trusted him Butch now slid dowmn fromthat crazy perch of his and cane
rushing to his arns every tine he entered the nursery.

But ch was ridiculously small—no nore than eighteen inches high. He was preposterously
light and fragile in his nursery, where only Mon gravity obtained. And Butch was such an earnest
little creature, so soberly absorbed in everything that Wrden showed him

He was still fascinated by the phenonena of sound. Hunmm ng or singi ng—even Wrden's
hunmi ng and si ngi ng—entranced him Wen Wrden's |ips noved now Butch struck an attitude and held
up the hoop diaphragmwith a tiny finger pressed to it to catch the vibrations Wrden's voice
made.

Now t oo when he grasped an idea Worden tried to convey, he tended to swagger. He becane
more human in his actions with every session of human contact. Once, indeed, Wrden | ooked at the
vi deo screens which spied on Butch and saw hi mall al one—sol etmly goi ng t hrough every gesture and
every novenent Worden had nade. He was pretending to give a lesson to an imaginary still tinier
conpani on. He was pretending to be Wrden, apparently for his own satisfaction

Worden felt a lunp in his throat. He was enornously fond of the little nite. It was
pai nful that he had just left Butch to help in the construction of a vibrator nicrophone device
whi ch woul d transfer his voice to rock vibrations and simultaneously pick up any other vibrations
that mght be nade in return

If the menbers of Butch’'s race did comruni cate by tapping on rocks or the like, nmen could
eavesdrop on them—<ould | ocate them could detect anmbushes in preparation, and apply mankind s
deadly mlitary countermneasures

Wor den hoped the gadget wouldn't work. But it did. Wien he put it on the floor of the
nursery and spoke into the mcrophone, Butch did feel the vibrations underfoot. He recognized
their identity with the vibrations he’'d learned to detect in air.

He made a skipping exultant hop and junp. It was plainly the utternost expression of
satisfaction. And then his tiny foot pattered and scratched furiously on the floor. It nade a
pecul i ar scratchy tappi ng. noi se which the m crophone picked up. Butch watched Wrden's face,
maki ng the sounds which were like highly el aborated ***footf ails***.

“No dice, Butch,” said Worden unhappily. “lI can’t understand it. But it |ooks as if you’ ve
started your treason already. This' |l help w pe out some of your folks.”

He reported it reluctantly to the head of the station
M crophones were inmediately set into the rocky crater floor outside the station and
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others were nmade ready for exploring parties to use for the detection of Mon creatures near them
Qddly enough, the mcrophones by the station yielded results right away.

It was near sunset. Butch had been captured near the niddle of the three-hundred-and-
thirty-four-hour lunar day. In all the hours between—a week by Earth time—he had had no
nouri shnent of any sort. W rden had conscientiously of fered himevery edible and inedible
substance in the station. Then at |east one sanple of every mineral in the station collection
Butch regarded themall with interest but wthout appetite. Wrden—iking But ch—expected himto
die of starvation and thought it a good idea. Better than enconpassing the death of all his race,
anyhow. And it did seemto himthat Butch was beginning to show a certain sluggi shness, a certain
| ack of bounce and energy. He thought it was weakness from hunger

Sunset progressed. Yard by yard, fathomby fathom half-mile by half-mile, the shadows of
the miles-high western walls of Tycho crept across the crater floor. There canme a tine when only
the central hunmp had sunlight. Then the shadow began to creep up the eastern walls. Presently the
last thin jagged line of light would vani sh and the col ossal cup of the crater would be filled to
overflowing with the night.

Worden wat ched the incandescent sunlight growi ng even narrower on the cliffs. He would see
no other sunlight for two weeks’ Earth tinme. Then abruptly an alarmbell rang. It clanged
stridently, furiously. Doors hissed shut, dividing the station into airtight sections.

Loudspeakers snapped, “Noises in the rock outside! Sounds |ike Mwon creatures talking
near by! They may plan an attack! Everybody into spacesuits and get guts ready!”

At just that instant the last thin sliver of sunshine di sappeared. Wrden thought
instantly of Butch. There was no spacesuit to fit him Then he grimaced a little. Butch didn't
need a spacesuit.

Worden got into the clumsy outfit. The lights di nmed. The harsh airl ess space outside the
station was suddenly bathed in light. The nultinillion-lumen beam mnade to guide rocket ships to a
| andi ng even at night, was turned on to expose any creatures with designs on its owners. It was
startling to see how little space was really lighted by the beam and how nmuch of stark bl ackness
spread on beyond.

The | oudspeaker snapped again. “Two Mon creatures! Running away! They’'re zi gzaggi ng!
Anybody who wants to take a shot— The voice paused. It didn't natter. Nobody is a crack shot in a
spacesuit. “They left sonething behind!” said the voice in the | oudspeaker. It was sharp and
uneasy. -

“I"l'l take a look at that,” said Wrden. H's own voice startled himbut he was depressed.
“I"ve got a hunch what it is.”

M nutes later he went out through the air lock. He noved |ightly despite the cunbrous suit
he wore. There were two other staff nenbers with him Al three were arned and the searchlight
beam st abbed here and there erratically to expose any relative of Butch who might try to approach
themin the darkness.

Wth the light at his back Worden could see that trillions of stars | ooked down upon Luna.
The zenith was filled with infinitesiml specks of |ight of every conceivable color. The famliar
constellations burned ten tinmes as brightly as on Earth. And Earth itself hung nearly overhead. It
was three-quarters full—a nonstrous bluish giant in the sky, four tines the Mon's dianeter, its
ice caps and continents mistily to be seen. -

Worden went forebodingly to the object left behind by Butch’s kin. He wasn’t mnuch
surprised when he saw what it was. It was a rocking stone on its plate with a fine inpal pabl e dust
on the plate, as if sonething had been crushed under the egg-shaped upper stone acting as a mll.

Wirden said sourly into his hel met mcrophone, “It’'s a present for Butch. His kinfol k know
he was captured alive. They suspect he's hungry: They' ve |eft some grub for himof the kind he
wants or needs nost.”

That was plainly what it was. It did not make Wirden feel proud. A baby-—Butch—had been
ki dnapped by the enemies of its race. That baby was a prisoner and its captors woul d have not hi ng
with which to feed it. So soneone, greatly dari ng—¥rden wondered sonberly if it was Butch’'s
father and nother—had risked their lives to | eave food for himwith a rocking stone to tag it for
recognition as food.

“It’s a dirty shane,” said Wrden bitterly. “All right! Let's carry it back. Careful not
to spill the powdered stuff!”

H s |ack of pride was enphasized when Butch fell upon the unidentified powder wth narked
enthusiasm Tiny pinch by tiny pinch Butch consuned it with an air of vast satisfaction. Wrden
felt ashaned.

“You're getting treated pretty rough, Butch,” said Wrden. “Wat |’'ve already |earned from
you wi Il cost a good many hundred of your folks' lives. And they're taking chances to feed you
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I"mmaking you a traitor and nyself a scoundrel.” -

Butch thoughtfully held up the hoop di aphragmto catch the voice vibrations in the air. He
was small and furry and absorbed. He decided that he could pick up sounds better fromthe rock
underfoot. He pressed the conmuni cator nicrophone on Wrden. He waited.

“No!” said Wirden roughly. “Your people are too human. Don’t let nme find out any nore,
Butch. Be smart and play dunb!”

But Butch didn’t, It wasn't very |long before Wrden was teaching himto read. Qddly,

t hough, the rock m crophones that had given the alarmat the station didn't help the tractor
parties at all. Butch's kinfolk seened to vani sh fromthe nei ghborhood of the station altogether
O course if that kept up, the construction of a fuel base could be begun and the actua

exterm nation of the species carried out later. But the reports on Butch were suggesting other
possibilities.

“I'f your fol ks stay vani shed,” Wrden told Butch, “it’'Il be all right for a while—and only
for a while. I"'mbeing urged to try to get you used to Earth gravity. If | succeed, they' |l want
you on Earth in a zoo. And if that works—why, they’'ll be sending other expeditions to get nore of

your kinfolk to put in other zoos.”

But ch wat ched Worden, notionless. “And al so”-Wrden's tone was very grim—there's sone
m niature nining machi nery coming up by the next rocket. |I'm supposed to see if you can learn to
run it.”

But ch made scratching sounds on the floor. It was unintelligible of course, but it was an
expression of interest at |least. Butch seenmed to enjoy the vibrations of Wirden’s voice, just as a
dog likes to have his naster talk to him Wrden grunted.

“We humans class you as an aninal, Butch. W tell ourselves that all the animal world
shoul d be subject to us. Animals should work for us. If you act too snmart well hunt down all your

relatives and set themto work digging mnerals for us. You'll be with them But | don't want you
to work your heart out in a mine, Butch! It’s wong!”
Butch remained quite still. Wrden thought sickishly of small furry creatures |ike Butch

driven to labor in airless mnes in the Mon's frigid depths. Wth guards in spacesuits watching
|l est any try to escape to the freedomthey' d known before the com ng of nen. Wth guns nount ed
agai nst revolt. Wth punishnents- for rebellion or weariness.

It woul dn’t be unprecedented. The Indians in Cuba when the Spanish canme . . . Negro
slavery in both Arericas . . . concentration camps . . .

Butch nmoved. He put a snall furry paw on Wrden's knee. W rden scow ed at him

“Bad business,” he said harshly. “lI’d rather not get fond of you. You're a likable little
cuss but your race is dooned. The trouble is that you didn’t bother to develop a civilization. And
if you had, | suspect we'd have snashed it. W hunmans aren’t what you’'d call admirable.”

Butch went over to the bl ackboard. He took a piece of pastel chal k—erdinary chal k was too
hard for his Mwon-gravity nuscles -to use—and soberly began to nmake nmarks on the slate. The marks
formed letters. The letters made words. The words nade sense.

YOU, wote Butdh quite incredibly in neat pica lettering, GOOD FRI END

He turned his head to stare at Wrden. Wrden went white. “lI haven't taught you those
words, Butch!” he said very quietly. “Wat’'s up?”

He'd forgotten that his words, to Butch, were nerely vibrations in the air or in the
floor. He'd forgotten they had no meani ng. But Butch seened to have forgotten it too. He marked
soberly: -
MY FRI END GET SPACESUI T. He | ooked at Worden and marked once nore. TAKE ME QUT. | COVE
BACK W TH YOQOU.

He | ooked at Wrden with |arge incongruously soft and appealing eyes. And Worden's brain

seemed to spin inside his skull. After a long time Butch printed agai n—YES

Then Worden sat very still indeed. There was only Mon gravity in the nursery and he
wei ghed only one eighth as nuch as on Earth. But he felt very weak. Then he felt grim

“Not nmuch else to do, | suppose,” he said slowy. “But |I'Il have to carry you through

Earth gravity to the air |ock.”

He got to his feet. Butch nade a little leap up into his arnms. He curled up there, staring
at Worden’s face. Just before Wirden stepped through the door Butch reached up a skinny paw and
caressed Wrden's cheek tentatively.

“Here we go!” said Wrden. “The idea was for you to be a traitor. | wonder—

But with Butch a furry ball, suffering in the multiplied weight Earth-gravity inposed upon
him Wrden made his way to the air |ock. He donned a spacesuit. He went out.

It was near sunrise then. Along tinme had passed and Earth was now in its |ast quarter and
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the very highest peak of all that nade up the crater wall gl owed i ncandescent in the sunshine. But
the stars were still quite visible and very bright. Wrden wal ked away fromthe station, guided by
the Earth-shine on the ground under foot.

Three hours | ater he cane back. Butch ski pped and hopped beside his spacesuited figure.
Behi nd them cane two other figures. They were snaller than Wrden but nmuch | arger than Butch. They
were skinny and furry and they carried a burden. A nmle fromthe station he switched on his suit
radio. He called. A startled voice answered in his earphones.

“It’s Wirden,” he said dryly. “lI’ve been out for a walk with Butch. W visited his famly
and |1've a couple of his cousins with nme. They want to pay a visit and present sone gifts. WII
you let us in wthout shooting?”

There were excl amations. There was confusion. But Wrden went on steadily toward the
station while another high peak glowed in sunrise light and a third seenmed to burst into
i ncandescence. Dawn was definitely on the way.

The aft-1ock door opened. The party fromthe airless Moon went in. Wen the air |ock
filled, though, and the gravity coils went on, BUch and his relatives becane hel pl ess. They had
to be carried to the nursery. There they uncurled thensel ves and blinked enigmatically at the nen
who crowded into the roomwhere gravity was normal for the Moon and at the other nen who stared in
t he door.

“I"ve got a sort of message,” said Wirden. “Butch and his relatives want to nake a dea
with us. You' |l notice that they’'ve put thenselves at our nercy. W can kill all three of them
But they want to nake a deal .”

The head of the station said unconfortably, “You' ve managed two-way conmmunication,

Wor den.”

“1l haven't,” Worden told him “They have. They’'ve proved to ne that they’ve brains equa
to ours. They've been treated as animals and shot as speci nens They’' ve fought back—aturally! But
they want to nmake friends. They say that we can never use the Moon except in spacesuits and in
stations like this, and they could never take Earth’s gravity. So there’s no need for us to be
enem es. W can hel p each other.”

The head of the station said dryly, “Plausible enough, but we have to act under orders,
Worden. Did you explain that?”

“They know,” said Worden. “So they ve got set to defend thenselves if necessary. They’ ve
set up snelters to handle netals. They get the heat by sun mirrors, concentrating sunlight.
They’ ve even begun to work with gases held in containers. They're not far along with el ectronics
yet, but they’ ve got the theoretic know edge and they don’t need vacuumtubes. They live in a
vacuum They can defend thensel ves from now on.”

The head said mldly, “I’ve watched Butch, you know, Wrden. And you don’t | ook crazy. But
if this sort of thing is sprung on the arned forces on Earth there’' |l be trouble. They' ve been
argui ng for arned rocket ships. If your friends start a real war for defense—f they can—smybe
rocket warships will be the answer.” —

Wor den nodded.

“Right. But our rockets aren’'t so good that they can fight this far froma fuel store, and
there couldn’'t be—one on the Moon with all of Butch’'s kinfolk civilized—as they nearly are now
and as they certainly will be within the next few weeks. Smart people, these cousins’ and such of
But ch!” -

“I"'mafraid they' Il have to prove it,” said the head “Were’'d they get this sudden surge
in culture?”

“Fromus,” said Wrden. “Snelting fromne, | think. Metallurgy and nmechani cal engi neering
fromthe tractor mechanics. Geology—all it |unology here—npstly fromyou.”

“How s that?” demanded the head.

“Think of something you d like Butch to do,” said Worden grimy, “and then watch him”

The head stared and then | ooked at Butch. Butch—small and furry and swaggeri ng—stood up
and bowed profoundly fromthe wai st. One paw was pl aced where his heart could be. The other made a
grandi ose sweepi ng gesture. He straightened up and strutted, then clinbed swiftly into Wrden’s
lap and put a skinny furry arm about his neck.

“That bow,” said the head, very pale, “is what | had in m nd. You nean—=

“Just so,” said Wirden. “Butch’s ancestors had no air to nmake noises in for speech. So
they devel oped telepathy. In tinme, to be sure, they worked out sonething |ike nusic—sounds carried
through rock. But like our nmusic it doesn't carry neaning. They communicate directly fromnind to
mnd. Only we can’t pick up communi cations fromthemand they can fromus.”

“They read our mnds!” said the head. He licked his lips. “And when we first shot themfor
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speci mens they were. trying to conmuni cate. Now they fight.”

“Natural ly,” said Wrden. “Wuldn’t we? They’ ve been picking our brains. They can put up a
terrific battle now. They could wipe out this station wi thout trouble. They let us stay so they
could learn fromus. Now they want to trade.”

“We have to report to Earth,” said the head slowy, “but—2 -

“They brought al ong sone sanples,” said Wrden. “They' || swap di anonds, weight for weight,
for records. They like our nusic. They'|ll trade eneralds for textbooks—they can read now And
they' Il set up an atomic pile and swap plutoniumfor other things they' Il think of later. Trading
on that basis should be cheaper than war!”

“Yes,” said the head. “It should. That’'s the sort of argunent nen will listen to. But

how—=

“Butch,” said Worden ironically. “Just Butch! W didn’t capture hi mthey planted him on
us! He stayed in the station and picked our brains and relayed the stuff to his relatives. W
wanted to | earn about them remenber? It’s like the story of the psychol ogi st.

There's a story about a psychol ogi st who was studying the intelligence of a chinpanzee. He
led the chinp into a roomfull of toys, went out, closed the door and put his eye to the keyhol e
to see what the chinp was doing. He found hinmself gazing into a glittering interested brown-eye
only inches fromhis own. The chinp was | ooking through the keyhole to see what the psychol ogi st
was doi ng.
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