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CORDWAINER SMITH: THE SHAPER OF MYTHS

In an obscure and short-lived magazine caled Fantasy Book, there appeared in 1950 a story called
"ScannersLiveinVan."

No one had ever heard of the author, Cordwainer Smith. And it appeared for atime that he would
never be heard from again in the world of sciencefiction.

But "ScannersLivein Van" wasagory that refused to die, and its republication in two anthologies
encouraged the elusive Smith to begin submitting to other SF markets.

Today, heis recognized as one of the most creative SF writers of modern times. But, paradoxically,
heisone of the least known or understood. Until shortly before his death, his very identity wasaclosdy
guarded secret.

Not that Dr. Paul Myron Anthony Linebarger (1913-66) was ashamed of sciencefiction. Hewas
proud of the field, and had even boasted once to the Baltimore Sun that SF had attracted more Ph.D.'s
than any other branch of fiction.

But he was a sendtive, emotiona writer—and rd uctant to become involved with his readers—to be
forced to "explain® himsdf in away that might destroy the spontaneity of hiswork.

Beyond that, he probably enjoyed being aman of mystery, aseusive as some of thedlusonsin his
stories. Smith was a mythmaker in science fiction, and perhapsiit takes a somewhat mythica figureto
cregte true myths.

A new acquaintance unsure of the number of syllablesin Dr. Linebarger's name would be answered
by asgnificant gesture to the three Chinese characters on histie. Only later would he learn the characters
stood for Lin Bah Loh, or "Forest of Incandescent Bliss'—the name given him as godson to Sun Yat
Sen, founder of the Chinese Republic.

Dr. Linebarger'slife was certainly severa cuts above the ordinary.

At the age of seventeen, he negotiated asilver loan for Chinaon behaf of hisfather—Sun'slega
advisor and one of the financiers of the Revolution of 1911. He later became acolond in U.S. Army
Intelligence, despite partia blindness and generd ill health—he once shocked guests at adinner party by
downing a"cocktail" of hydrochloric acid to aid hisdigestion.

Although born in Milwaukee—his father wanted to be sure that as a natural-born citizen his son
would be digible for the presidency—Linebarger spent hisformative yearsin Japan, China, France and
Germany. By the time he grew up, he knew six languages and had become intimate with severa cultures,
both Oriental and Occidenta.

He was only twenty-three when he earned hisPh.D. in political science at Johns Hopkins University,
where he was later Professor of Agatic politicsfor many years. Shortly thereafter, he graduated from
editing hisfather's books to publishing his own highly regarded works on Far Eagtern affairs.

When World War 11 broke out, he used his position on the Operations Planning and Intelligence
Board to draft aset of qualificationsfor an intelligence operative in Chinathat only he could meet-so off
he went to Chungking as an Army lieutenant. By war's end, hewasamgor.

Dr. Linebarger turned his wartime experiencesinto Psychologicd Warfare, il regarded as the most

authoritative text in thefield. Asacolond, he was advisor to the British forcesin Maayaand tothe U. S.
Eighth Army in Korea. But this self-gtyled "visitor to small wars' passed up Vietnam, feding American



involvement therewas amistake.

Travels around the world took him to Austrdia, Greece, Egypt and many other countries; and his
expertise was sufficiently valued that he became aleading member of the Foreign Policy Association and
an advisor to President Kennedy.

But even in childhood, histhoughts had turned to fiction-including sciencefiction. Like many budding
SF writers, he discovered the genre at an early age. Since hewasliving in Germany at the time, he added
to thefamiliar classics of Verne, Wells, Doyle and others such works as Alfred Doblin's Giganten to his
lig of favorites.

Hewas only fifteen when hisfirst SF story, "War No. 8i-Q," was published. But unfortunately, no
one seemsto remember where. According to hiswidow, Genevieve, the story was bylined Anthony
Bearden—a pseudonym later used for poetry published in little magazines. Two examples of this poetry
appear in Nordtrilia, also published by Balantine.

During the 19305, Dr. Linebarger began keeping a secret notebook—ypart personal diary, part story
ideas. Then in 1937, he began writing serious stories, mostly set in ancient or modern China, or in
contemporary locaes elsewhere. None were ever published, but their range—some use the same
Chinese narrative techniques that later turn up in SF workslike"The Dead Lady of Clown Town"—is
remarkable.

While back in China, he took on the name Fdlix C. Forrest—a pun on his Chinese name—for two
psychologica novels mailed homein ingtalments and published after thewar. Ria and Carola were
remarkable novesfor their feminine viewpoint and for the subtle interplay of cultura influences behind the
interplay of character. Under the name Carmichagl Smith, Dr. Linebarger wrote Atomsk, aspy thriller
st in the Soviet Union.

But his career in science fiction came about amost by accident. He may have submitted some
storiesto Amazing while still in Chinaduring the war; but if so, nothing ever came of them. It was during
idle hours at the Pentagon after hisreturn that he turned an ideathat had been bothering him into
"ScannersLiveinVan."

The story was dmost writtenin vain, for it was rejected by every mgor publication in thefield.
Fantasy Book, to which it was submitted five yearslater asalast resort, did not even pay for it.
Although he had written another Cordwainer Smith tory, "Himself in Anachron” (recently adapted by his
widow for Harlan Ellison'santhology Last Dangerous Visions) in 1946, he may well have despaired of
any recognitionin the genre.

But there were readers who took notice. Never mind that Fantasy Book had never before
published aworthwhile story, never mind that the author was atota unknown. "ScannersLiveinVan'
got to them.

"Martd was angry. He did not even adjust hisblood away from anger ... "

It was more than just the bizarre Situation that attracted attention—it wasthe way it was treated.
From the opening lines, readers became part of Martel's universe—auniverse asrea asour own, for al
its strangeness. They were intrigued, and no doubt my<tified.

What was this Insrumentaity of Mankind, which even the scanners held in awe? What were the
Beasts and the manshonyaggers and the Unforgiven? One could sense their importance to the hero, hut
beyond that-only wonder.

Smith clearly knew more about this universe than he let on—more, in fact, than he ever would let on.
Hisuniverse had been forming in hismind at least since the time he wrote hisfirst published story in 1928,
and it took further shape in his secret notebook during the 1930s and 1940s.

Already in"War No. 8i-Q," hiswidow recdls, he had made reference to the Instrumentality—that
al-powerful eite hierarchy that was to become central to the Cordwainer Smith stories twenty years and
more later. Even the word may have had far more significance than it would appear &t fird.



Linebarger had been raised in aHigh Church Episcopdian family—his grandfather was a
minister—and was devoutly religious. Theword "instrumentdity” has adistinct religious connotation, for
in Roman Catholic and Episcopdian theology the priest performing the sacramentsisthe " insrumentaity”
of God Himsdf.

At thetime hewrote "War No. 8i-Q," young Linebarger was dso having afling with
Communism—atendency hisfather eventualy cured by sending him on atrip to the Soviet Union for his
eighteenth birthday. But he remained struck by the sense of vocation and conviction of historica destiny
to which Communism gppealed.

In Cordwainer Smith's epic of the future, the Insrumentality of Mankind has the hallmarks of both a
political elite and a priesthood. Its hegemony isthat, not of the galactic empire so typicd of less
imaginative SF, but of something far more subtle and pervasive—at once political and spiritud. Itslords
see themselves not as mere governors or bureaucrats or politicians, but asinstruments of human destiny
itdf.

Linebarger's sense of religion infused hiswork in other ways, and not merely in referencesto the Old
Strong Religion and the Holy Insurgency of Nordtriliaand other late works.

Thereis, for example, the emphasis on quas-rdigious ritual—compare, for instance, the Code of the
Scannersto the Saying of the Law in H. G. Wédlls Theldand of Dr. Moreau. Furthermore, thereisthe
strong sense of vocation expressed by the scanners, sailors, pinlighters, Go-captains and the lords
themselves—something very spiritud, even if not expressed in rdigiousterms.

But Linebarger was no mere Chrigtian gpologist who used SF as a vehicle for orthodox religious
messages like those of, say, C. S. Lewis.

Hewas aso asocia and psychologica thinker, whose experience with diverse cultures gave him
peculiar and seemingly contradictory ideas about human nature and mordity.

He could, for example, admire the samurai values of fantasy, courage and honor, and he showed his
gopreciaion of Orientd art and literature in the furnishing of hishome and hisfiction. Y et hewas so
horrified by the tradition-bound fatalism and indifference to human life hefound in the Orient that he
became obsessed with the sanctity of life on any terms, as something too preciousto sacrifice to any
concept of honor or moraity—OQriental or Occidental.

Whilein Korea, Linebarger masterminded the surrender of thousands of Chinese troopswho
consdered it shameful to give up their arms. He drafted lesflets explaining how the soldiers could come
forward waving their guns and shouting Chinesewordslike "love," "virtue" and "humanity"—words that
just happened, when pronounced in the right order, to sound like "I surrender” in English. He considered
this seemingly cynica act to be the sngle most worthwhile thing he had donein hislife.

Linebarger's attitude is reflected in the gpparently casua manner in which matters such as
brainwashing are treated in his SF. For the Hunter and Elaine a the end of "The Dead Lady of Clown
Town," that isamore humane, if less"honorable’ fate than desth. Throughout the Smith canon, lifeis
usualy placed before honor, no matter how much the Oriental codes of honor and formaity may
permeste the hybrid culture of the future.

Y et Linebarger felt there was ameaning to life beyond mere living. "The God he had faith in had to
do with the soul of man and with the unfolding of history and of the destiny of al living creatures,” his
Audrdian friend Arthur Burns once remarked, and it isthis exploration of human—and more than
human—destiny that gives Smith'swork itsunity.

Behind the invented cultures, behind the intricacies of plot and the joy or suffering of characters,
there is Smith the philosopher, striving in amanner akin to that of Tellhard de Chardin (although thereis
no evidence of any direct influence) to reconcile science and religion, to create a synthesis of Chrigtianity
and evolution that will shed light on the nature of man and the meaning of history.

The oriesin thisvolume, collected in their proper order for thefirgt time, form part of avast
historical cycletaking place over some fifteen thousand years. They are based on materia from



Linebarger's origina notebook and a second notebook—unfortunately lost—that he began keeping in the
1950s as new problems began to concern him.

Mankind is till haunted by the Ancient Wars and the Dark Age that followed as this volume opens
with "ScannersLivein Van." Other sories, one unpublished, hint at millenniaof historicd stasi's, during
which the true men sought inhuman perfection behind the eectronic paes of therr cities, whileleaving the
Wild to survivors of the Ancient World—the Beasts, manshonyaggers and Unforgiven.

Into this future came the Vomacht sisters, daughters of a German scientist who placed themin
satellites in suspended animation at the close of World War I1. Returning to Earth in the latter days of the
Dark Age, they bring the"gift of vitaity"—a concept that seemsto have meant to Smith what the "life
force" meant to Bergson and Shaw——back to mankind. Founders of the Vomact family, they represent a
forcein human nature that can be either good or evil, but is perhaps ultimately beyond either, and a
necessary means for the working out of human destiny through evolution.

The dua nature of the Vomacts and the force they represent is symbolized in the origin of their
name: "Acht" isaGerman word with a double meaning: "proscribed” or "forbidden” and "care’ or
"attention.” And the VVomeacts dternate as outlaws and benefactors throughout the Smith epic.

But the gift of vitaity setsanew cycle of history in motion—the heroic age of the scanners,
pinlighters and Go-captains. What stands out in these early storiesis the starkness of the emotional
impact—the impact of strange new experiences and relationships, whether of the telepathic symbioss of
men and partnersin "The Game of Rat and Dragon” or the woman become a functioning part of her
gpacecraft in "The Lady Who Sailed The Soul.”

Some of Linebarger's own experiences went into hiswork. Captain Wow was the name of one of
his cats at his Washington home when hewrote "The Game of Rat and Dragon™ a a single Sitting one day
in 1954. Cat Mdanie was later to ingpire C'mell, heroine of the under-people, who were created by men
from mere animals. Then, too, Linebarger's frequent staysin hospitals, dependent on medica technology,
gave him afed for thelinkage of man and machine.

But in"The Burning of the Brain," we aready begin to see Sgns of the Pleasure Revolution, atrend
which Linebarger detested in his own time and which he saw putting an end to the heroic agein his
imagined future. Near immortality—thanks to the santaclara drug, or stroon, grown in Norgtrilia—makes
lifeless desperate, but dso less meaningful.

Red experience gives way to synthetic experience; in " Golden the Ship Was—Oh! Oh! Oh!" (asin
"The Lady Who Sailed The Soul," which was dso co-authored by Genevieve Linebarger), the hero
seeks pleasure directly from an ectric current—and only an epoch-making criss affords him a chance
to seethat there is a better way.

Under the ruthless benevolence of the Instrumentality, a bland Utopia takes shape. Men are freed of
the fear of desth, the burden or labor, the risks of the unknown—Dbut deprived of hope and freedom. The
underpeople, created to do the labor of mankind, are more human than their creators. The gift of vitality,
seemingly, has been logt, and history cometo astop.

In these dories, it is the underpeople—and the more enlightened lords of the Instrumentality who
heed them—who hold the salvation of humanity intheir hands. In "The Dead Lady of Clown Town," the
despised, animal-derived workers and robots must teach humans the meaning of humanity, in order to
free mankind from its seeming euphoria

Lord Jestocost isingpired by the martyrdom of the dog-woman D'joan, and Santunais transformed
by the experiencesin "Under Old Earth" into the Lady Alice More. Together, they become the architects
of the Rediscovery of Man—hringing back freedom, risk, uncertainty and even evil.

Paralleling these events are glimpses of other parts of the universe of the Instrumentality. In "Mother
Hitton's Littul Kittons" welearn why Old North Audraiaisthe most heavily defended planet in the
gaaxy; but ViolaSdereaisjust as srange. And where dsein sciencefiction isthereaworld like"A
Planet Named Shayol," where adaring conception in biologica engineering iswedded to aclasscvison



of Hdl?

Orienta narrative techniques, especidly in "The Dead Lady of Clown Town" and "The Ballad of
Lost Cmél" are prominent in the later stories. So isthe sense of myth, whereby the just-mentioned
stories are supposedly explanations of popular legends. But just how much of what istold "Under Old
Earth" ever redlly took place?

Smith crestes a sense of immense time having passed. To Paul and Virginia, newly freed by the
Rediscovery of Man in " Alpha RaphaBoulevard,”" our own ageislost in the dim past and is seen only
through layer upon layer of haf-forgotten history. Smith's effect has rarely been duplicated—thefirst half
of Robert Silverberg's Nightwingsis (perhaps) the most successful gpproximation.

Smith'suniverse remainsinfinitely greater than our knowledge of it—we shdl never know what
empire once conquered Earth and brought tribute up that fabulous boulevard; nor the identity of the
Robot, the Rat and the Copt, whose visons are referred to in Norgtriliaand elsewhere; nor what
ultimately becomes of the cat-people created in " The Crime and Glory of Commander Suzdd."

Then thereisthat unfulfilled sense of anticipation—where was Smith leading us? What comes after
the Rediscovery of Man and the liberation of the underpeople by Cmell? Linebarger gives hintsof a
common destiny for men and underpeople—some religious fulfillment of history, perhaps. But they
remain hints.

Thework of Cordwainer Smith will awaysretain its enigmas. But that is part of its gpped. In
reading his stories, we are caught up in experiences asred aslife itsdf-and just as mysterious.

—John J. Fierce
Berkeley Heights, New Jersey January, 1975

SCANNERS LIVE IN VAIN

Here, humanity is still emerging from the Dark Age that is more fully described in the stories
"Queen of the Afternoon™ and "Mark EIf" and which reveal the "Beasts" to be mutated
intelligent animals and the "manshonyaggers' to be old German killing machines—taken from
Menschenj tiger, or "hunter of men." At the time Smith wrote the story in 1945, there was an
abandoned shop in his neighborhood called The Little Cranch—what "cranch" meant, he had no
idea—but he used the word anyway. The "ancient lady" ancestress of Vomact was one of the
VomAcht sisters mentioned in Dark Age stories—which one, we don't know.

Mantel was angry. He did not even adjust his blood away from anger. He stamped across the room
by judgment, not by sight. When he saw the table hit the floor, and could tell by the expresson on Luci's
face that the table must have made aloud crash, he looked down to seeif hisleg was broken. It was not.
Scanner to the core, he had to scan himself. The action was reflex and automatic. The inventory included
his legs, abdomen, chestbox of instruments, hands, arms, face and back with the mirror. Only then did
Martel go back to being angry. He taked with his voice, even though he knew that hiswife hated its
blare and preferred to have him write.

"I tell you, I must cranch. | have to cranch. It'smy worry, isn't it?" When Luci answered, he saw
only apart of her words as heread her lips. "Darling ... you're my husband ... right to love you ...
dangerous... doit ... dangerous... wait ... "

Hefaced her, but put sound in hisvoice, letting the blare hurt her again: "l tell you, I'm going to
cranch.”

Catching her expression, he became rueful and alittle tender: "Can't you understand what it means
to me? To get out of thishorrible prison in my own head? To be aman again—hearing your voice,
smelling smoke? To fed again—to fed my feet on the ground, to fed the air move againgt my face? Don't



you know what it means?'

Her wide-eyed worrisome concern thrust him back into pure annoyance. He read only afew words
asher lipsmoved: " ... loveyou ... your own good ... don't you think | want you to be human? ... your
owngood ... too much ... hesaid ... they said ... "

When heroared a her, he redlized that his voice must be particularly bad. He knew that the sound
hurt her no lessthan did the words. "Do you think | wanted you to marry ascanner? Didn't | tell you
we're amost as low as the habermans? We're dead, | tell you. We've got to be dead to do our work.
How can anybody go to the up-and-out? Can you dream what raw spaceis? | warned you. But you
married me. All right, you married aman. Please, darling, let me be aman. Let me hear your voice, let
mefed thewarmth of being dive, of being human. Let me!”

He saw by her look of stricken assent that he had won the argument. He did not use his voice again.
Instead, he pulled histablet up from where it hung againgt his chest. He wrote on it, using the pointed
fingernall of hisright forefinger—thetaking nail of a scanner—in quick cleancut script: Pls, dring, whrs
crnching wire?

She pulled the long gold-sheathed wire out of the pocket of her apron. Shelet itsfidd spherefal to
the carpeted floor. Swiftly, dutifully, with the deft obedience of a scanner'swife, she wound the cranching
wire around his head, spirdly around his neck and chest. She avoided the instruments set in his chest.
She even avoided the radiating scars around the instruments, the stigmata of men who had gone up and
into the out. Mechanicaly helifted afoot as she dipped the wire between hisfeet. She drew the wire
taut. She snapped the smdll plug into the high-burden control next to his heart-reader. She helped him to
gt down, arranging his hands for him, pushing his head back into the cup at the top of the chair. She
turned then, full-face toward him, so that he could read her lips easily. Her expression was composed.

She knelt, scooped up the sphere at the other end of the wire, stood erect calmly, her back to him.
He scanned her, and saw nothing in her posture but grief which would have escaped the eye of anyone
but a scanner. She spoke: he could see her chest-muscles moving. She redlized that she was not facing
him, and turned so that he could see her lips.

"Ready at last?"
Hesgamiled ayes.

Sheturned her back to him again. (Luci could never bear to watch him go under thewire.) She
tossed thewire-sphereinto the air. It caught in the force-field, and hung there. Suddenly it glowed. That
was all. All—except for the sudden red stinking roar of coming back to his senses. Coming back, across
thewild threshold of pain.

When he awakened, under the wire, he did not feel as though he had just cranched. Even though it
was the second cranching within the week, hefelt fit. Helay in the chair. His ears drank in the sound of
air touching thingsin the room. He heard Luci breathing in the next room, where she was hanging up the
wireto cool. He smelt the thousand and one smdllsthat are in anybody's room: the crisp freshness of the
germ-burner, the sour-sweet tang of the humidifier, the odor of the dinner they had just esten, the smells
of clothes, furniture, of people themsalves. All these were pure delight. He sang a phrase or two of his
favorite song:

"Here's to the haberman, Up-and-out!

"Up-oh!-and out-oh!-up-and-out! ..

He heard Luci chuckle in the next room. He gloated over the sounds of her dress as she swished to
the doorway .

Shegave him her crooked little smile. Y ou sound dl right. Areyou dl right, reglly?’

Even with thisluxury of senses, he scanned. He took the flash-quick inventory which congtituted his
professond skill. His eyes swept in the news of the instruments. Nothing showed off scale, beyond the
nerve compression hanging in the edge of Danger. But he could not worry about the nerve-box. That



aways came through cranching. Y ou couldn't get under the wire without having it show on the
nerve-box. Some day the box would go to Overload and drop back down to Dead. That wastheway a
haberman ended. But you couldn't have everything. People who went to the up-and-out had to pay the
price for space.

Anyhow, he should worry! He was ascanner. A good one, and he knew it. If he couldn't scan
himself, who could? This cranching wasn't too dangerous. Dangerous, but not too dangerous.

Luci put out her hand and ruffled his hair asif she had been reading his thoughts, instead of just
following them: "But you know you shouldn't have! Y ou shouldn't!”

"But | did" Hegrinned at her.

Her gaiety till forced, she said: "Come on, darling, let'shave agood time. | have amost everything
thereisin theicebox—all your favorite tastes. And | have two new recordsjust full of smells. | tried them
out mysdlf, and even | liked them. And you know me—"

"Which?'

"Which what, you old darling?’

He dipped his hand over her shoulders as he limped out of the room. (He could never go back to
feding the floor beneath hisfeet, feding the air againgt hisface, without being bewildered and clumsy. As
if cranching was real, and being a haberman was abad dream. But he was a haberman, and a scanner.
"Y ou know what | meant, Luci. The smells, which you have. Which one did you like, on the record?!

"Well-I-1," said she, judicioudy, "there were some lamb chops that were the strangest things—"

He interrupted: "What are lambtchots?’

"Wait till you smell them. Then guess. I'll tll you this much. It'sasmell hundreds and hundreds of
yearsold. They found out about it in the old books."

"|salambtchot a beast?’

"l won't tell you. Y ou've got to wait," she laughed, as she helped him sit down and spread histasting
dishes before him. He wanted to go back over the dinner first, sampling al the pretty things he had esten,
and savoring them thistime with his now—Iiving lips and tongue.

When Luci had found the music wire and had thrown its sphere up into the force-field, he reminded
her of the new smells. She took out the long glass records and set the first one into a tranamitter.

"Now sniff!"

A quesr, frightening, exciting smell came over the room. It seemed like nothing in thisworld, nor like
anything from the up-and-out. Y et it was familiar. His mouth watered. His pulse beet alittle faster; he
scanned his heartbox. (Faster, sure enough.) But that smell, what was it? In mock perplexity, he grabbed
her hands, looked into her eyes, and growled:

"Tdl me, darling! Tell me, or I'll eat you up!"

"That'sjud right!"

"What?"

"Y ou'reright. It should make you want to eat me. It's meat.”

"Meat. Who?'

"Not aperson,” said she, knowledgeably, "aBeast. A Beast which people used to eat. A lamb was
asmadl sheep—you've seen sheep out in the Wild, haven't you?—and achop is part of its
middle—herel” She pointed a her chest.

Martel did not hear her. All hisboxes had swung over toward Alarm, some to Danger. He fought
againg the roar of hisown mind, forcing his body into excess excitement. How easy it wasto bea
scanner when you redlly stood outside your own body, haberman-fashion, and looked back into it with

your eyes aone. Then you could manage the body, ruleit coldly even in the enduring agony of space. But
to redize that you were abody, that this thing was ruling you, that the mind could kick the flesh and send



it roaring off into panic! That was bad.

Hetried to remember the days before he had gone into the haberman device, before he had been
cut gpart for the up-and-out. Had he alway's been subject to the rush of hisemotions from hismind to his
body, from his body back to his mind, confounding him so that he couldn't scan? But he hadn't been a
scanner then.

He knew what had hit him. Amid the roar of hisown pulse, he knew. In the nightmare of the
up-and-out, that smell had forced itsway through to him, while their ship burned off Venus and the
habermans fought the collapsing metal with their bare hands. He had scanned then: dl werein Danger.
Chestboxes went up to Overload and dropped to Dead al around him as he had moved from man to
man, shoving the drifting corpses out of hisway as he fought to scan each man in turn, to clamp viseson
unnoticed broken legs, to snap the deeping valve on men whose instruments showed they were
hopelessy near Overload. With men trying to work and cursing him for ascanner while he, professiona
zeal aroused, fought to do hisjob and keep them dive in the great pain of space, he had smelled that
amell. It had fought itsway aong hisrebuilt nerves, past the haberman cuts, past dl the safeguards of
physica and mentd discipline. In the wildest hour of tragedy, he had smelled doud. He remembered it
was like abad cranching, connected with the fury and nightmare all around him. He had even stopped his
work to scan himsdlf, fearful that the first effect might come, breaking past dl haberman cuts and ruining
him with the pain of space. But he had come through. His own instruments stayed and stayed a Danger,
without nearing Overload. He had done hisjob, and won acommendation for it. He had even forgotten
the burning ship.

All except thesmell.
And herethe smell wasdl over again—the smell of meet-with-fire.

Luci looked at him with wifely concern. She obvioudy thought he had cranched too much, and was
about to haberman back. Shetried to be cheerful: "Y ou'd better rest, honey."

He whispered to her: " Cut-off-that-smell.”

She did not question hisword. She cut the transmitter. She even crossed the room and stepped up
the room controls until asmall breezeflitted across the floor and drove the smélls up to the ceiling.

Herose, tired and tiff. (Hisinstruments were norma, except that heart wasfast and nerves il
hanging on the edge of Danger.) He spoke sadly:

"Forgive me, Luci. | suppose | shouldn't have cranched. Not so soon again. But darling, | haveto
get out from being a haberman. How can | ever be near you? How can | be aman—not hearing my own
voice, not even feding my own life asit goesthrough my veins? | love you, darling. Can't | ever be near
you?'

Her pride was disciplined and automatic: "But you're ascanner!™

"1 know I'm a scanner. But so what?"

She went over thewords, like atale told athousand timesto reassure herself: "Y ou are the bravest
of the brave, the most skillful of the skilled. All mankind owes most honor to the scanner, who unitesthe
Earths of mankind. Scanners are the protectors of the habermans. They are the judges in the up-and-out.
They make men live in the place where men need desperately to die. They are the most honored of
mankind, and even the chiefs of the Instrumentdlity are ddlighted to pay them homage!"

With obstinate sorrow he demurred: "L uci, we've heard that al before. But doesit pay us back—"

" 'Scanners work for more than pay. They are the strong guards of mankind.' Don't you remember
that?"

"But our lives, Luci. What can you get out of being the wife of ascanner? Why did you marry me?

I'm human only when | cranch. Therest of the time—you know what | am. A machine. A man turned
into amachine. A man who has been killed and kept divefor duty. Don't you redlize what | miss?'

"Of course, darling, of course—"



Hewent on: "Don't you think | remember my childhood? Don't you think | remember what it isto be
aman and not a haberman? To wak and fed my feet on the ground? To fed adecent clean pain instead
of watching my body every minuteto seeif I'm alive? How will | know if I'm dead? Did you ever think of
that, Luci? How will | know if I'm dead?’

She ignored the unreasonableness of his outburst. Pacifyingly, she said: "Sit down, darling. Let me
make you some kind of adrink. Y ou're overwrought.”

Automaticaly, he scanned. "No I'm not! Listen to me. How do you think it feelsto bein the
up-and-out with the crew tied-for-space dl around you? How do you think it feelsto watch them deep?
How do you think | like scanning, scanning, scanning month after month, when | can fed the pain of
space beating againgt every part of my body, trying to get past my haberman blocks? How do you think |
like to wake the men when | have to, and have them hate mefor it? Have you ever seen habermans
fight—strong men fighting, and neither knowing pain, fighting until one touches Overload? Do you think
about that, Luci?' Triumphantly he added: "Can you blame meif | cranch, and come back to being a
man, just two days amonth?’

"I'm not blaming you, darling. Let'senjoy your cranch. Sit down now, and have adrink.”

Hewas Sitting down, resting hisface in his hands, while she fixed the drink, using natura fruits out of
bottlesin addition to the secure alkaoids. He watched her restlesdy and pitied her for marrying a
scanner; and then, though it was unjust, resented having to pity her.

Just as she turned to hand him the drink, they both jumped alittle as the phone rang. It should not
have rung. They had turned it off. It rang again, obvioudy on the emergency circuit. Stepping ahead of
Luci, Martel strode over to the phone and looked into it. Vomact was looking at him.

The custom of scanners entitled him to be brusque, even with a senior scanner, on certain given
occasions. Thiswas one.

Before Vomact could speak, Martel spoke two wordsinto the plate, not caring whether the old man
could read lips or not:

"Cranching. Busy."

He cut the switch and went back to Luci.

The phonerang again.

Luci sad, gently, "I canfind out what it is, darling. Here, take your drink and st down.”

"Leaveit done" said her hushand. "No one has aright to call when I'm cranching. He knows that.
He ought to know that."

The phonerang again. In afury, Martel rose and went to the plate. He cut it back on. Vomact was
on the screen. Before Martdl could spesk, Vomact held up histaking nail in line with his heartbox.
Martel reverted to discipline:

"Scanner Martel present and waiting, Sr."

Thelipsmoved solemnly: "Top emergency.”

"Sir, | am under thewire."

"Top emergency.”

"Sir, don't you understand?' Martel mouthed hiswords, so he could be sure that VVomact followed.
"l ...am ... under ... the ... wire. Unfit ... for ... Space!"

Vomact repested: "Top emergency. Report to Centra Tie-in."

"But, 9, no emergency likethis—"

"Right, Martel. No emergency likethis, ever before. Report to Tiein." With afaint glint of kindliness,
Vomact added: "No need to decranch. Report asyou are."

Thistimeit was Martel whose phone was cut out. The screen went gray .
Heturned to Luci. The temper had gone out of hisvoice. She cameto him. She kissed him, and



rumpled hishair. All she could say was,
"I'msorry."
Shekissed him again, knowing his disgppointment. "Take good care of yoursdlf, darling. I'll wait."
He scanned, and dipped into his transparent aircoat. At the window he paused, and waved. She
cdled, "Good luck!"

Astheair flowed past him he said to himsdlf, "Thisisthefirs time I've fdt flight in—eleven years.
Lord, but it'seasy tofly if you can fed yoursdf livel"

Centra Tie-in glowed white and austere far ahead. Martdl peered. He saw no glare of incoming
ships from the up-and-out, no shuddering flare of space-fire out of control. Everything was quiet, asit
should be on an off-duty night.

And yet Vomact had called. He had called an emergency higher than space. There was no such
thing. But Vomact had cdledit.

When Martel got there, he found about half the scanners present, two dozen or so of them. He lifted
the talking finger. Mogt of the scanners were standing face to face, talking in pairsasthey read lips. A
few of the old, impatient oneswere scribbling on their tablets and then thrusting the tablets into other
people'sfaces. All the faces wore the dull dead relaxed look of a haberman. When Martel entered the
room, he knew that most of the others laughed in the deep isolated privacy of their own minds, each
thinking thingsit would be usdessto expressin formal words. It had been along time since a scanner
showed up at ameeting cranched.

Vomact was not there: probably, thought Martel, he was still on the phone calling others. Thelight of
the phone flashed on and off; the bl rang. Martel felt odd when he redlized that of dl those present, he
was the only oneto hear that loud bell. It made him redlize why ordinary people did not like to be around
groups of habermans or scanners. Martel looked around for company.

Hisfriend Chang was there, busy explaining to some old and testy scanner that he did not know why
Vomact had called. Martdl |ooked farther and saw Parizianski. He walked over, threading hisway past
the others with a dexterity that showed he could fed hisfeet from theinside, and did not have to watch
them. Severa of the others stared at him with their dead faces, and tried to smile. But they lacked full
muscular control and their faces twisted into horrid masks. (Scanners usualy knew better than to show
expression on faces which they could no longer govern. Martel added to himsdlf, | swear I'll never smile
again unlessI'm cranched.)

Parizianski gave him the sign of the talking finger. Looking face to face, he spoke:

"Y ou come here cranched?’

Parizianski could not hear his own voice, so the words roared like the words on a broken and
screeching phone; Martel was startled, but knew that the inquiry was well meant. No one could be
better-natured than the burly Pole.

"Vomact cdled. Top emergency.”

"Y ou told him you were cranched?'

IIYall

"He till made you come?'

"Then dl this—it isnot for Space? Y ou could not go up-and-out? Y ou are like ordinary men?”

"That'sright."

"Thenwhy did he cal us?' Some pre-haberman habit made Parizianski wave hisarmsininquiry. The
hand struck the back of the old man behind them. The dap could be heard throughout the room, but only
Martel heard it. Ingtinctively, he scanned Parizianski and the old scanner, and they scanned him back.
Only then did the old man ask why Martdl had scanned him. When Martel explained that he was under



the wire, the old man moved swiftly away to pass on the news that there was a cranched scanner present
a thetie-in.

Even this minor sensation could not keep the attention of most of the scanners from the worry about

the top emergency. One young man, who had scanned hisfirst trangit just the year before, dramaticaly
interposed himself between Parizianski and Martel. He dramaticaly flashed histablet a them:

Is Vmct mad?

The older men shook their heads. Martel, remembering that it had not been too long that the young
man had been haberman, mitigated the dead solemnity of the denid with afriendly smile. He spokeina
norma voice, saying:

"Vomact isthe senior of scanners. | am sure that he could not go mad. Would he not seeit on his
boxesfirg?'

Martel had to repest the question, speaking dowly and mouthing his words before the young
scanner could understand the comment. The young man tried to make hisface smile, and twigted it into a
comic mask. But he took up histablet and scribbled:

Yr rght.

Chang broke away from hisfriend and came over, his hdf-Chinese face gleaming in the warm
evening. (It's strange, thought Martel, that more Chinese don't become scanners. Or not so strange
perhaps, if you think that they never fill their quota of habermans. Chineselove good living too much. The
oneswho do scan are al good ones.) Chang saw that Martel was cranched, and spoke with voice:

"Y ou break precedents. Luci must be angry to lose you?”

"Shetook it well. Chang, that's strange.”

"I'm cranched, and | can hear. Y our voice sounds all right. How did you learn to talk like—like an
ordinary person?’

"| practiced with soundtracks. Funny you noticed it. | think | am the only scanner in or between the
Earths who can passfor an ordinary man. Mirrors and soundtracks. | found out how to act.”

"But youdon't..."

"No. | don't fed, or taste, or hear, or smell things, any more than you do. Talking doesn't do me
much good. But | notice that it cheers up the people around me.”

"It would make adifferencein thelife of Luci."

Chang nodded sagdly. "My father insgsted on it. He said, 'Y ou may be proud of being a scanner. |
am sorry you are not aman. Conceal your defects.’ So | tried. | wanted to tell the old boy about the
up-and-out, and what we did there, but it did not matter. He said, 'Airplanes were good enough for
Confucius, and they are for me too.' The old humbug! He tries so hard to be a Chinese when he can't
even read Old Chinese, But he's got wonderful good sense, and for somebody going on two hundred he
certainly getsaround.”

Martd amiled a the thought: "In hisairplane?’

Chang smiled back. Thisdiscipline of hisfacia muscles was amazing; a bystander would not think
that Chang was a haberman, controlling his eyes, cheeks, and lips by cold intellectua control. The
expression had the spontanety of life. Martd felt aflash of envy for Chang when he looked at the dead
cold faces of Parizianski and the others. He knew that he himself looked fine: but why shouldn't he? He
was cranched. Turning to Parizianski he said,

"Did you see what Chang said about hisfather? The old boy uses an airplane.”

Parizianski made motionswith his mouth, but the sounds meant nothing. He took up histablet and
showed it to Martd and Chang.

Bzz bzz, Ha ha. Gd al' boy.

At that moment, Martel heard steps out in the corridor. He could not help looking toward the door.



Other eyesfollowed the direction of hisglance.
Vomeact camein.

The group shuffled to attention in four parale lines. They scanned one another. Numerous hands
reached across to adjust the eectrochemica controls on chestboxes which had begun to load up. One
scanner held out a broken finger which his counter-scanner had discovered, and submitted it for
trestment and splinting.

Vomact had taken out his staff of office. The cube at the top flashed red light through the room, the
linesreformed, and dl scanners gave the Sgn meaning, Present and ready!

Vomeact countered with the stance signifying, | am the senior and take command.
Taking fingersrosein the counter-gesture, We concur and commit ourselves.

Vomact raised hisright arm, dropped the wrist asthough it were broken, in a queer searching
gedture, meaning: Any men around? Any habermans not tied? All clear for the scanners?

Alone of all those present, the cranched Martel heard the queer rustle of feet asthey al turned
completely around without leaving position, looking sharply a one another and flashing their bdtlightsinto
the dark corners of the great room. When again they faced VVomact, he made afurther sign:

All clear. Follow my words.

Martd noticed that he alone relaxed. The others could not know the meaning of relaxation with the
minds blocked off up therein their skulls, connected only with the eyes, and the rest of the body
connected with the mind only by controlling non-sensory nerves and the instrument boxes on their chests.
Martel realized that, cranched as he was, he had expected to hear Vomact's voice: the senior had been
talking for some time. No sound escaped hislips. (Vomact never bothered with sound.)

" ... and when the first men to go up-and-out went to the moon, what did they find?"
"Nothing," responded the silent chorus of lips.

"Therefore they went farther, to Mars and to Venus. The shipswent out year by year, but they did
not come back until the Y ear One of Space. Then did a ship come back with the first effect. Scanners, |
ask you, what isthefirst effect?"

"No one knows. No one knows."

"No onewill ever know. Too many are the variables. By what do we know thefirst effect?’
"By the great pain of space,” camethe chorus.

"And by what further sgn?'

"By the need, oh the need for death.”

Vomact again: "And who stopped the need for desth?’

"Henry Haberman conquered the first effect, in the Y ear Eighty-three of Space.”

"And, Scanners, | ask you, what did he do?'

"He made the habermans.”

"How, O Scanners, are habermans made?’

"They are made with the cuts. The brain is cut from the heart, the lungs. The brainis cut from the
ears, the nose. The brainis cut from the mouth, the belly. The brain is cut from desire, and pain. The
brainiscut from theworld. Savefor the eyes. Savefor the control of theliving flesh.”

"And how, O Scanners, isflesh controlled?’

"By the boxes set in the flesh, the controls set in the chest, the Ssgns made to rule the living body, the
sgns by which the body lives”

"How does ahaberman live and live?'

"The haberman lives by control of the boxes."

"Whence come the habermans?'



Martel felt in the coming response agreat roar of broken voices echoing through the room asthe
scanners, habermans themsealves, put sound behind their mouthings:

"Habermans are the scum of mankind. Habermans are the week, the crud, the credulous, and the
unfit. Habermans are the sentenced-to-more-than-deeth. Habermanslivein themind alone. They are
killed for space but they live for space. They magter the shipsthat connect the Earths. They liveinthe
great pain while ordinary men deep in the cold, cold deep of the trangit.”

"Brothers and Scanners, | ask you now: are we habermans or are we not?"

"We are habermansin the flesh. We are cut apart, brain and flesh. We are ready to go to the
up-and-out. All of us have gone through the haberman device."

"We are habermans then?' Vomact's eyes flashed and glittered as he asked the ritual question.

Again the chorused answer was accompanied by aroar of voices heard only by Martdl:
"Habermans we are, and more, and more. We are the chosen who are habermans by our own free will.
We are the agents of the Instrumentality of Mankind."

"What must the others say to us?'

"They must say to us, 'Y ou are the bravest of the brave, the most skillful of the skilled. All mankind
owes most honor to the scanner, who unites the Earths of mankind. Scanners are the protectors of the
habermans. They are the judgesin the up-and-out. They make men live in the place where men need
desperately to die. They are the most honored of mankind, and even the chiefs of the Instrumentality are
delighted to pay them homage!"

Vomact stood more erect: "What is the secret duty of the scanner?”
"To keep secret our law, and to destroy the acquirers thereof.”
"How to destroy?"

"Twice to the Overload, back and Dead."

"If habermans die, what the duty then?"

The scanners all compressed their lipsfor answer. (Silence was the code.) Martdl, who-long familiar
with the code—was allittle bored with the proceedings, noticed that Chang was breathing too heavily; he
reached over and adjusted Chang's lung-control and received the thanks of Chang's eyes. Vomact
observed the interruption and glared at them both. Martdl relaxed, trying to imitate the dead cold stillness
of the others. It was so hard to do, when you were cranched.

"If others die, what the duty then?" asked Vomact.

" Scanners together inform the Instrumentality. Scanners together accept the punishment. Scanners
together settle the case.”

"And if the punishment be severe?’
"Then no shipsgo.”

"And if scanners be not honored?!
"Then no shipsgo.”

"And if ascanner goes unpad?’
"Then no shipsgo.”

"And if the Others and the Instrumentdity arenot in dl waysat dl times mindful of their proper
obligation to the scanners?’

"Thenno shipsgo.”

"And what, O Scanners, if no shipsgo?'

"The Earthsfal apart. The Wild comes back in. The Old Machines and the Beasts return.”
"What isthefirgt known duty of a scanner?’

"Not to deep in the up-and-out.”



"What is the second duty of a scanner?”
"To keep forgotten the name of fear."
"What isthethird duty of ascanner?”

"To usethewire of Eustace Cranch only with care, only with moderation." Severa pair of eyes
looked quickly at Martel before the mouthed chorus went on. "To cranch only at home, only among
friends, only for the purpose of remembering, of relaxing, or of begetting.”

"What isthe word of the scanner?"

"Faithful though surrounded by desth."

"What isthe motto of the scanner?’

" Awake though surrounded by slence.”

"What isthe work of the scanner?'

"Labor even in the heights of the up-and-out, loyaty even in the depths of the Earths."

"How do you know ascanner?'

"We know oursalves. We are dead though we live. And we talk with the tablet and the nail."
"What isthis code?'

"This codeisthe friendly ancient wisdom of scanners, briefly put that we may be mindful and be
cheered by our loydty to one another.”

At this point the formula should have run: "We complete the code. Isthere work or word for the
scanners?' But Vomact said, and he repested:

"Top emergency. Top emergency.”

They gave himthesgn, Present and ready!

He sad, with every eye draining to follow hislips:

"Some of you know the work of Adam Stone?"

Martel saw lips move, saying: "The Red Agteroid. The Other who lives at the edge of Space.”

"Adam Stone has goneto the Instrumentality, claiming success for hiswork. He saysthat he has
found how to screen out the pain of space. He saysthat the up-and-out can be made safe for ordinary
men to work in, to stay awake in. He says that there need be no more scanners.”

Bdtlightsflashed on dl over the room as scanners sought the right to speak. Vomact nodded to one
of the older men. " Scanner Smith will speak.”

Smith stepped dowly up into the light, watching his own feet. He turned so that they could see his
face. He spoke: "I say that thisisalie. | say that Stoneisaliar. | say that the Instrumentaity must not be
deceived.”

He paused. Then, in answer to some question from the audience which most of the others did not
see, hesad:

"l invoke the secret duty of the scanners.”

Smith raised hisright hand for emergency attention:

"| say that Stone must die.”

Martd, still cranched, shuddered as he heard the boos, groans, shouts, squesks, grunts and moans
which came from the scanners who forgot noise in their excitement and sirove to make their dead bodies
talk to one another's deef ears. Bdltlights flashed wildly dl over the room. Therewasarush for the
rostrum and scanners milled around at the top, vying for attention until Parizianski—by sheer
bulk—shoved the others aside and down, and turned to mouth at the group.

"Brother Scanners, | want your eyes."

The people on thefloor kept moving, with their numb bodies jostling one another. Finally VVomact



stepped up in front of Parizianski, faced the others, and said:
"Scanners, be scanners! Give him your eyes.”

Parizianski was not good at public spesking. Hislips moved too fast. He waved his hands, which
took the eyes of the others away from hislips. Nevertheless, Martel was able to follow most of the
messge

We can't do this. Stone may have succeeded. If he has succeeded, it means the end of the scanners.
It means the end of the habermans, too. None of uswill haveto fight in the up-and-out. We won't have
anybody else going under the wire for afew hours or days of being human. Everybody will be Other.
Nobody will have to cranch, never again. Men can be men. The habermans can be killed decently and
properly, the way men werekilled in the old days, without anybody keeping them aive. They won't have
to work in the up-and-out! Therewill be no more great pain-think of it! No ... more ... gredt ... pain!
How do we know that Stoneisaliar— Lights began flashing directly into hiseyes. (The rudest insult of
scanner to scanner wasthis.)

Vomeact again exercised authority. He stepped in front of Parizianski and said something which the
others could not see. Parizianski stepped down from the rostrum. VVomact again spoke:

" think that some of the scanners disagree with our brother Parizianski. | say that the use of the
rostrum be suspended till we have had a chance for private discusson. In fifteen minutes| will cal the
meeting back to order.”

Martel looked around for VVomact when the senior had rejoined the group on the floor. Finding the
senior, Martel wrote swift script on histablet, waiting for a chance to thrust the tablet before the senior's
eyes. He had written:

Am crnchd. Rspctfly requst prmissn Iv now, stnd by fr orders.

Being cranched did strange thingsto Martel. Most mesetings that he attended seemed formal,
hearteningly ceremonid, lighting up the dark inward eternities of habermanhood. When he was not
cranched, he noticed his body no more than amarble bust noticesits marble pedestal. He had stood with
them before. He had stood with them effortless hours, while the long-winded ritual broke through the
terrible londiness behind his eyes, and made him fed that the scanners, though a confraternity of the
damned, were none the less forever honored by the professiona requirements of their mutilation.

Thistime, it was different. Coming cranched, and in full possession of smell-sound-taste-fedling, he
reacted more or lessasanorma man would. He saw hisfriends and colleagues asalot of crudly driven
ghosts, posturing out the meaninglessritua of their indefeasible damnation. What difference did anything
make, once you were a haberman? Why dl thistalk about habermans and scanners? Habermans were
criminals or heretics, and scanners were gentlemen—uvolunteers, but they weredl inthe same
fix—except that scanners were deemed worthy of the short-time return of the cranching wire, while
habermans were smply disconnected while the shipslay in port and were left suspended until they should
be awakened, in some hour of emergency or trouble, to work out another spell of their danmation. It was
arare haberman that you saw on the street—someone of specia merit or bravery, alowed to look at
mankind from the terrible prison of his own mechanifled body. And yet, what scanner ever pitied a
haberman? What scanner ever honored a haberman except perfunctorily in theline of duty? What had
the scanners as a guild and a class ever done for the habermans, except to murder them with atwist of
the wrist whenever a haberman, too long beside a scanner, picked up the tricks of the scanning trade and
learned how to live a hisown will, not the will the scannersimposed? What could the Others, the
ordinary men, know of what went on ingde the ships? The Others dept in their cylinders, mercifully
unconscious until they woke up on whatever other Earth they had consigned themselvesto. What could
the Others know of the men who had to say dive within the ship?

What could any Other know of the up-and-out? What Other could look at the biting acid beauty of
the starsin open space? What could they tdll of the great pain, which started quietly in the marrow, like
an ache, and proceeded by the fatigue and nausea of each separate nerve cell, brain cell, touchpoint in



the body, until lifeitsaf became aterrible aching hunger for silence and for death?

He was ascanner. All right, he was a scanner. He had been a scanner from the moment when,
wholly norma, he had stood in the sunlight before a subchief of the Instrumentality, and had sworn:

"1 pledge my honor and my lifeto mankind. | sacrificed mysdf willingly for the welfare of mankind.
In accepting the perilous austere honor, | yield al my rights without exception to the honorable chiefs of
the Ingrumentality and to the honored Confraternity of Scanners.”

He had pledged.
He had gone into the haberman device.

He remembered hishell. He had not had such abad one, even though it had seemedto last a
hundred-million years, al of them without deep. He had learned to fed with his eyes. He had learned to
see despite the heavy eyeplates sat back of his eyebalsto insulate his eyes from the rest of him. He had
learned to watch his skin. He still remembered the time he had noticed dampness on his shirt, and had
pulled out his scanning mirror only to discover that he had worn aholein hisside by leaning againgt a
vibrating machine. (A thing like that could not happen to him now; he wastoo adept at reading hisown
instruments.) He remembered the way that he had gone up-and-out, and the way that the great pain best
into him, despite the fact that histouch, smell, feding, and hearing were gone for al ordinary purposes.
He remembered killing habermans, and keeping others dive, and standing for months beside the
honorable scanner-pilot while neither of them dept. He remembered going ashore on Earth Four, and
remembered that he had not enjoyed it, and had redlized on that day that there was no reward.

Martel stood among the other scanners. He hated their awkwardness when they moved, their
immobility when they stood till. He hated the queer assortment of smellswhich their bodiesyielded
unnoticed. He hated the grunts and groans and squawks which they emitted from their deafness. He
hated them, and himself.

How could Luci stand him? He had kept his chestbox reading Danger for weeks while he courted
her, carrying the cranch wire about with him most illegally, and going direct from one cranch to the other
without worrying about the fact hisindicators al crept up to the edge of Overload. He had wooed her
without thinking of what would happen if shedid say, "Yes." She had.

"And they lived happily ever after.” In old booksthey did, but how could they, in life? He had had
elghteen days under the wire in the whole of the past year! Y et she had loved him. She till loved him. He
knew it. She fretted about him through the long months that he was in the up-and-out. She tried to make
home mean something to him even when he was haberman, make food pretty when it could not be
tasted, make hersdlf |ovable when she could not be kissed-or might aswell not, since a haberman body
meant no more than furniture. Luci was patient.

And now, Adam Stone! (He let histablet fade: how could he leave, now?)
God bless Adam Stone?

Martel could not help feding alittle sorry for himself. No longer would the high keen call of duty
carry him through two hundred or so years of the Others time, two million private eternities of hisown.
He could douch and relax. He could forget high space, and | et the up-and-out be tended by Others. He
could cranch as much as he dared. He could be amost norma—amost—for one year or five years or
no years. But at least he could stay with Luci. He could go with her into the Wild, where there were
Beasts and Old Machines till roving the dark places. Perhaps he would die in the excitement of the hunt,
throwing spears at an ancient manshonyagger asit legpt from itslair, or tossng hot spheresat the
tribesmen of the Unforgiven who il roamed the Wild. Therewas il lifeto live, fill agood normal
desth to die, not the moving of aneedle out in the silence and agony of space!

He had been walking about restlessly. His ears were attuned to the sounds of normal speech, so that
he did not fed like watching the mouthings of his brethren. Now they seemed to have cometo adecision.
Vomact was moving to the rostrum. Martel looked about for Chang, and went to stand beside him.
Chang whispered.



"You're asrestless aswater in mid-air! What's the matter? Decranching?'

They both scanned Martd, but the instruments held steedy and showed no sign of the cranch giving
out.

Thegreet light flared inits call to attention. Again they formed ranks. Vomact thrust hislean old face
into the glare, and spoke:

"Scanners and Brothers, | cdl for avote" He hed himsdf in the stance which meant: | amthe
senior and take command.

A bdtlight flashed in protest.

It was old Henderson. He moved to the rostrum, spoke to Vomact, and—with Vomact's nod of
approva—turned full-face to repest his question:

"Who speaks for the scanners out in space?”
No beltlight or hand answered.

Henderson and VVomeact, face to face, conferred for afew moments. Then Henderson faced them
agan:

"| yield to the senior in command. But | do not yield to amesting of the Confraternity. Thereare
sixty-eight scanners, and only forty-seven present, of whom oneis cranched and U.D. | have therefore
proposed that the senior in command assume authority only over an emergency committee of the
Confraternity, not over amesting. Isthat agreed and understood by the honorable scanners?’

Handsrosein assent.

Chang murmured in Martel's ear, "Lot of difference that makes! Who can tell the difference between
ameeting and acommittee?' Martel agreed with the words, but was even more impressed with the way
that Chang, while haberman, could control hisown voice.

Vomact resumed chairmanship: "We now vote on the question of Adam Stone.”

"Firgt, we can assume that he has not succeeded, and that his clams are lies. We know that from
our practica experience as scanners. The pain of spaceisonly part of scanning,” (But the essentid part,
the basis of it all, thought Martel.) "and we can rest assured that Stone cannot solve the problem of space
discipline”

"That tripe again,” whispered Chang, unheard save by Martel.

"The space discipline of our confraternity has kept high space clean of war and dispute. Sixty-eight

disciplined men contral dl high space. We are removed by our oath and our haberman status from dl
Earthly passons.

"Therefore, if Adam Stone has conquered the pain of space, so that Others can wreck our
confraternity and bring to space the trouble and ruin which &fflicts Earths, | say that Adam Stoneis
wrong. If Adam Stone succeeds, scannersliveinvan!

"Secondly, if Adam Stone has not conquered the pain of space, he will cause great troublein dl the
Earths. The Instrumentality and the subchiefs may not give us as many habermans as we need to operate
the ships of mankind. Therewill bewild stories, and fewer recruits, and, worst of dl, the discipline of the
Confraternity may relax if thiskind of nonsensica heresy is spread around.

"Therefore, if Adam Stone has succeeded, he threatens the ruin of the Confratemity and should die.”
"1 move the degth of Adam Stone.”
And Vomact made the sign, The honorable scanners are pleased to vote.

Martd grabbed wildly for hisbdtlight. Chang, guessing ahead, had hislight out and ready; its bright
beam, voting No, shone straight up &t the ceiling. Martel got hislight out and threw its beam upward in
dissent. Then he looked around. Out of the forty-seven present, he could see only five or six glittering.

Two more lightswent on. Vomact stood as erect as afrozen corpse. Vomact's eyesflashed as he
stared back and forth over the group, looking for lights. Severa more went on. Finaly VVomact took the



closing stance:
May it please the scanners to count the vote.

Three of the older men went up on the rostrum with Vomact. They looked over the room. (Martel
thought: These damned ghosts are voting on the life of ared man, alive man! They have no right to do it.
I'll tell the Instrumentality! But he knew that he would not. He thought of Luci and what she might gain by
the triumph of Adam Stone: the heart-breaking folly of the vote was then dmost too much for Martd to
bear.)

All three of thetellers held up their hands in unanimous agreement on the sign of the number: Fifteen
against.

Vomact dismissed them with abow of courtesy. He turned and again took the stance: | amthe
senior and take command.

Marveling a hisown daring, Martel flashed hisbetlight on. He knew that any one of the bystanders
might reach over and twist his heartbox to Overload for such an act. He felt Chang's hand reaching to
catch him by the aircoat. But he duded Chang's grasp and ran, faster than a scanner should, to the
platform. As heran, he wondered what appeal to make. It was no use talking common sense. Not now.
It had to be law.

He jumped up on the rostrum beside VVomact, and took the stance:
Scanners, an lllegality!

He violated good custom while spesking, dill in the stance: A committee has no right to vote death
by amgority vote. It takestwo-thirds of afull meeting.”

Hefet VVomact's body lunge behind him, fdt himself faling from the rostrum, hitting the floor, hurting
his knees and his touch-aware hands. He was hel ped to hisfeet. He was scanned. Some scanner he
scarcely knew took hisinstruments and toned him down.

Immediately Martel felt more calm, more detached, and hated himself for feding so.
Helooked up at the rostrum. VVomact maintained the stance sgnifying: Order!

The scanners adjusted their ranks. The two scanners next to Martel took hisarms. He shouted at
them, but they looked away, and cut themsealves off from communication atogether.

Vomact spoke again when he saw the room was quiet: "A scanner came here cranched. Honorable
Scanners, | apologizefor this. It isnot the fault of our great and worthy scanner and friend, Martel. He
came here under orders. | told him not to de-cranch. | hoped to spare him an unnecessary haberman.
Weall know how happily Martel ismarried, and we wish his brave experiment well. | like Martdl. |
respect hisjudgment. | wanted him here. | knew you wanted him here. But heis cranched. Heisin no
mood to share in the lofty business of the scanners. | therefore propose a solution which will meet dl the
requirements of fairness. | propose that we rule Scanner Martel out of order for hisviolation of rules.
Thisviolation would beinexcusable if Martel were not cranched.

"But a the sametime, in dl fairnessto Martd, | further propose that we deal with the pointsraised
so improperly by our worthy but disqualified brother.”

Vomact gavethe ign, The honorable scanners are pleased to vote. Martel tried to reach hisown
bdltlight; the dead strong hands held him tightly and he struggled in vain. One lonelight shone high:
Chang's, no doult.

Vomeact thrust hisface into the light again: "Having the gpprova of our worthy scanners and present
company for the generd proposd, | now move that this committee declare itsdf to have the full authority
of ameeting, and that this committee further make me respongble for al misdeeds which this committee
may enact, to be held answerable before the next full meeting, but not before any other authority beyond
the closed and secret ranks of scanners.”

Famboyantly thistime, histriumph evident, Vomact assumed the vote stance.

Only afew lights shone: far less, patently, than aminority of one-fourth.



Vomact spoke again. The light shone on his high calm forehead, on his dead rel axed cheekbones.
Hislean cheeks and chin were haf-shadowed, save where the lower light picked up and spotlighted his
mouth, cruel even in repose. (Vomact was said to be a descendant of some ancient lady who had
traversed, in anillegitimate and inexplicable fashion, some hundreds of years of timein asingle night. Her
name, the Lady VVomact, had passed into legend; but her blood and her archaic lust for mastery lived on
in the mute masterful body of her descendant. Martel could believe the old tales as he stared at the
rostrum, wondering what untraceable mutation had left the Vomact kin as predators among mankind.)
Cdling loudly with the movement of hislips, but still without sound, Vomact appesled:

"The honorable committee is now pleased to reaffirm the sentence of desth issued against the heretic
and enemy, Adam Stone." Again the vote Stance.

Agan Changslight shonelondly initsisolated protest.
Vomeact then made hisfina move:

"| call for the designation of the senior scanner present as the manager of the sentence. | cdl for
authorization to him to gppoint executioners, one or many, who shal make evident the will and majesty of
scanners. | ask that | be accountable for the deed, and not for the means. The deed is anoble deed, for
the protection of mankind and for the honor of the scanners; but of the meansit must be said that they are
to be the best at hand, and no more. Who knows the true way to kill an Other, here on acrowded and
watchful Earth? Thisis no mere matter of discharging a cylindered deegper, no mere question of upgrading
the needle of a haberman. When people die down here, it is not like the up-and-out. They die reluctantly.
Killing within the Earth is not our usua business, O Brothers and Scanners, as you know well. Y ou must
choose me to choose my agent as| seefit. Otherwise the common knowledge will become the common
betraya whereasif | done know the responsbility, | done could betray us, and you will not have far to
look in case the Instrumentaity comes searching.” (What about the killer you choose? thought Martdl. He
too will know unless—unlessyou slence him forever.)

Vomact went into the stlance: The honorable scanners are pleased to vote.

Onelight of protest shone; Chang's, again.

Martdl imagined that he could see acrud joyful smile on Vomact's dead face—the smile of aman
who knew himsalf righteous and who found his righteousness upheld and affirmed by militant authority.

Martel tried one last time to come free.

The dead hands held. They were locked like vises until their owners eyes unlocked them: how else
could they hold the piloting month by month?

Martel then shouted: "Honorable Scanners, thisisjudicid murder.”

No ear heard him. He was cranched, and aone.

Nonethe ess, he shouted again: ™Y ou endanger the Confraternity.”

Nothing happened.

The echo of hisvoice sounded from one end of the room to the other. No head turned. No eyes met
his

Martel redlized that asthey paired for tak, the eyes of the scanners avoided him. He saw that no
one desired to watch his speech. He knew that behind the cold faces of hisfriends there lay compassion
or amusement. He knew that they knew him to be cranched—absurd, norma, manlike, temporarily no
scanner. But he knew that in this matter the wisdom of scanners was nothing. He knew that only a
cranched scanner could fedl with his very blood the outrage and anger which deliberate murder would
provoke among the Others. He knew that the Confraternity endangered itself, and knew that the most
ancient prerogetive of law was the monopoly of death. Even the ancient nations, in the times of the Wars,
before the Beasts, before men went into the up-and-out-even the ancients had known this. How did they

say it? Only the state shdl kill. The states were gone but the Instrumentdity remained, and the
Instrumentality could not pardon things which occurred within the Earths but beyond its authority. Death



in gpace was the business, the right of the scanners: how could the Instrumentdity enforceitslavsina
place where all men who wakened, wakened only to diein the great pain? Wisdy did the Instrumentality
leave space to the scanners, wisely had the Confraternity not meddied inside the Earths. And now the
Confraternity itself was going to step forth as an outlaw band, as agang of rogues as stupid and reckless
asthetribes of the Unforgiven!

Martel knew this because he was cranched. Had he been haberman, he would have thought only
with hismind, not with his heart and guts and blood. How could the other scanners know?

Vomeact returned for the last time to the rostrum: The committee has met and itswill shal be done.
Verbdly he added: " Senior among you, | ask your loyalty and your silence.”

At that point, the two scannerslet hisarms go. Martdl rubbed his numb hands, shaking hisfingersto
get the circulation back into the cold fingertips. With red freedom, he began to think of what he might il
do. He scanned himsdlf: the cranching held. He might have aday. Wéll, he could go on even if haberman,
but it would be inconvenient, having to talk with finger and tablet. He looked about for Chang. He saw
hisfriend standing patient and immobilein aquiet corner. Martd moved dowly, so asnot to attract any
more atention to himself than could be helped. He faced Chang, moved until hisface wasin thelight, and
then articulated:

"What are we going to do? Y ou're not going to let them kill Adam Stone, are you? Don't you redlize
what Stone'swork will mean to us, if it succeeds? No more scanners. No more habermans. No more
painin the up-and-out. | tell you, if the otherswere dl cranched, as| am, they would seeit in ahuman
way, hot with the narrow crazy logic which they used in the meeting. Weve got to stop them. How can
we do it? What are we going to do? What does Parizianski think? \Who has been chosen?’

"Which question do you want me to answer?"

Martd laughed. (It felt good to laugh, even then; it felt like being aman.) "Will you help me?!

Chang's eyes flashed across Martel's face as Chang answered: "No. No. No."

"Youwon't hep?'

"Why not, Chang? Why not?"

"l am ascanner. The vote has been taken. Y ou would do the same if you were not in this unusua
condition.”

"I'm not inan unusua condition. I'm cranched. That merely meansthat | seethingsthe way that the
Otherswould. | seethe stupidity. The recklessness. The selfishness. It ismurder.”

"What is murder? Have you not killed? Y ou are not one of the Others. Y ou are a scanner. Y ou will
be sorry for what you are about to do, if you do not watch out.”

"But why did you vote against VVomact then? Didn't you too see what Adam Stone meansto dl of
us? Scannerswill livein vain. Thank God for that! Can't you seeit?!

“No."

"But you tak to me, Chang. You are my friend?"
"l talk to you. | am your friend. Why not?"

"But what are you going to do?"

"Nothing, Martel. Nothing."

"Will you hdp me?'

"Not even to save Stone?"

"Then | will goto Parizianski for help.”

"It will do you no good.”

"Why not? He's more human than you, right now."
"Hewill not help you, because he has the job. Vomact designated him to kill Adam Stone.™



Martel stopped speaking in mid-movement. He suddenly took the stance: | thank you, Brother,
and | depart.

At the window he turned and faced the room. He saw that V omact's eyes were upon him. He gave
the stance, | thank you, Brother, and | depart, and added the flourish of respect which is shown when
seniors are present. Vomact caught the sign, and Martel could see the crud lips move. He thought he
saw thewords" ... take good care of yoursdf ... " but did not wait to inquire. He stepped backward and
dropped out the window.

Once below the window and out of sight, he adjusted his aircoat to a maximum speed. He svam
lazily intheair, scanning himsdf thoroughly, and adjusting his adrend intake down. He then made the
movement of release, and felt the cold air rush past hisface like run-fling water.

Adam Stone had to be at Chief Downport.
Adam Stone had to be there.

Wouldn't Adam Stone be surprised in the night? Surprised to meet the strangest of beings, thefirst
renegade among scanners. (Martd suddenly appreciated that it was of himsdf he wasthinking. Martel
the Traitor to Scanners! That sounded strange and bad. But what of Martdl, the Loya to Mankind? Was
that not compensation? And if he won, hewon Luci. If helogt, he lost nothing—an unconsidered and
expendable haberman. It happened to be himsdf. But in contrast to the immense reward, to mankind, to
the Confraternity, to Luci, what did that matter?)

Martel thought to himsdlf: "Adam Stone will have two vistors tonight. Two scanners, who arethe
friends of one another.” He hoped that Parizianski was till hisfriend.

"And theworld," he added, "depends on which of us getstherefirst." Multifaceted in their
brightness, the lights of Chief Downport began to shine through the mist ahead. Martel could seethe
outer towers of the city and glimpsed the phosphorescent periphery which kept back the Wild, whether
Beasts, Machines, or the Unforgiven.

Once more Martel invoked the lords of his chance: "Help meto passfor an Other!™

Within the Downport, Martel had less trouble than he thought. He draped his aircoat over his
shoulder so that it concedled the instruments. He took up his scanning mirror, and made up hisface from
theinside, by adding tone and animation to his blood and nerves until the muscles of hisface glowed and
the skin gave out ahealthy swest. That way he looked like an ordinary man who had just completed a
long night flight.

After graightening out his clothing, and hiding histablet within his jacket, he faced the problem of
what to do about the talking finger. If he kept the nail, it would show him to be a scanner. He would be
respected, but he would be identified. He might be stopped by the guards whom the Instrumentality had
undoubtedly set around the person of Adam Stone. If he broke the nail—But he couldn't! No scanner in
the history of the Confraternity had ever willingly broken hisnail. That would be resignation, and there
was no such thing. The only way out, was in the up-and-out! Martel put hisfinger to his mouth and bit off
the nail. Helooked a the now-queer finger, and Sghed to himself.

He stepped toward the city gate, dipping his hand into hisjacket and running up his muscular
strength to four times normal. He started to scan, and then redlized that hisinstruments were masked.
Might aswell take dl the chances at once, he thought.

The watcher stopped him with asearching wire. The sphere thumped suddenly against Martel's
chest.

"Areyou aman?' said the unseen voice. (Martd knew that as a scanner in haberman condition, his
own field-charge would have illuminated the sphere.)

"l amaman.” Martel knew that the timbre of his voice had been good; he hoped that it would not be
taken for that of a manshonyagger or aBeast or an Unforgiven one, who with mimicry sought to enter the



citiesand ports of mankind.
"Name, number, rank, purpose, function, time departed.”

"Martd." He had to remember his old number, not Scanner 34. " Sunward 4234, 782nd Y ear of
Space. Rank, rising subchief.” That was no lie, but his substantive rank. " Purpose, personad and lawful
within the limits of this city. No function of the Instrumentality. Departed Chief Outport 2019 hours.”
Everything now depended on whether he was believed, or would be checked against Chief Outport.

The voice wasfiat and routine: "Time desired within the city." Martel used the standard phrase:
"Y our honorable sufferance isrequested.”

He stood in the coal night air, waiting. Far above him, through agap in the mist, he could seethe
poisonous glittering in the sky of scanners. The stars are my enemies, hethought: | have mastered the
stars but they hate me. Ho, that sounds ancient! Like a book. Too much cranching.

The voice returned: " Sunward 4234 dash 782 rising subchief Martel, enter the lawful gates of the
city. Welcome. Do you desire food, raiment, money, or companionship?' The voice had no hospitdity in
it, just business. Thiswas certainly different from entering acity in ascanner'srole! Then the petty officers
came out, and threw their belt-lights on their fretful faces, and mouthed their words with preposterous
deference, shouting against the stone deafness of scanner's ears. So that was the way that a subchief was
treated: matter of fact, but not bad. Not bad.

Martel replied: "I have that which | need, but beg of the city afavor. My friend Adam Stoneis here.
| desireto see him, on urgent and persond lawful affairs.”

Thevoicereplied: "Did you have an gppointment with Adam Stone?’
"“The city will find him. Whet is his number?
"l haveforgotteniit.”

"Y ou have forgotten it? Is not Adam Stone amagnate of the Insrumentality? Areyou truly his
friend?'

"Truly." Martd let alittle annoyance cregp into hisvoice. "Watcher, doubt me and call your
subchief.”

"No doubt implied. Why do you not know the number? This must go into the record,” added the
voice.

"We were friendsin childhood. He has crossed the—" Martel started to say "the up-and-out” and
remembered that the phrase was current only among scanners. "He has legpt from Earth to Earth, and
hasjust now returned. | knew him well and | seek him out. | have word of hiskith. May the
Instrumentaity protect ugl”

"Heard and bdieved. Adam Stone will be searched.”

At arisk, though adight one, of having the sphere sound an dlarm for non-human, Martdl cut in on
his scanner speaker within his jacket. He saw the trembling needle of light await hiswords and he Sarted
to write onit with hisblunt finger. That won't work, he thought, and had a moment's panic until he found
his comb, which had a sharp enough tooth to write. He wrote: "Emergency none. Martel Scanner calling
Parizianski Scanner.”

The needle quivered and the reply glowed and faded out: " Parizianski Scanner on duty and D.C.
Cdlstaken by Scanner Relay.”

Martel cut off his speaker.

Parizianski was somewhere around. Could he have crossed the direct way, right over the city wall,
setting off the dert, and invoking officia business when the petty officers overtook himin mid-air?
Scarcely. That meant that a number of other scanners must have come in with Panzianski, dl of them
pretending to be in search of afew of the tenuous pleasures which could be enjoyed by a haberman, such
asthe sght of the newspictures or the viewing of beautiful women in the Pleasure Gallery. Parizianski was
around, but he could not have moved privatdly, because Scanner Central registered him on duty and



recorded his movements city by city.

The voice returned. Puzzlement was expressed init. "Adam Stone is found and awakened. He has
asked pardon of the Honorable, and says he knows no Martel. Will you see Adam Stone in the morning?
Thecity will bid you welcome.

Mantel ran out of resources. It was hard enough mimicking aman without having to tell liesin the
guise of one. Martel could only repest:

"Tdl him | am Martd. The husband of Luci."
"It will bedone"

Again the slence, and the hostile stars, and the sense that Parizianski was somewhere near and
getting nearer; Martd felt his heart beating faster. He stole aglimpse at his chestbox and set his heart
down apoint. Hefelt camer, even though he had not been able to scan with care.

The voice thistime was cheerful, as though an annoyance had been settled: " Adam Stone consents
to see you. Enter Chief Downport, and welcome.”

Thelittle sphere dropped noisalessly to the ground and the wire whispered away into the darkness.
A bright arc of narrow light rose from the ground in front of Martel and swept through the city to one of
the higher towers-apparently ahostel, which Martel had never entered. Martel plucked hisaircoat to his
chest for ballast, stepped hed-and-toe on the beam, and felt himsalf whistle through the air to an entrance
window which sprang up before him as suddenly as adevouring mouth.

A tower guard stood in the doorway. "Y ou are awaited, Sir. Do you bear weapons, sir?”
"None," sad Mantd, grateful that he wasrelying on his own strength.

The guard led him past the check-screen. Mantd noticed the quick flight of awarning acrossthe
screen as hisinstruments registered and identified him as a scanner. But the guard had not noticed it.

The guard stopped at adoor. "Adam Stoneisarmed. Heis lawfully armed by authority of the
Instrumentality and by the liberty of thiscity. All those who enter are given warning.”

Mantel nodded in understanding at the man and went in.

Adam Stone was a short man, stout and benign. Hisgray hair rose ftiffly from alow forehead. His
whole face was red and merry-looking. Helooked like ajolly guide from the Pleasure Gallery, not like a
man who had been at the edge of the up-and-out, fighting the great pain without habberman protection.

He stared at Martel. Hislook was puzzled, perhaps alittle annoyed, but not hostile.

Martel cameto the point. "Y ou do not know me. | lied. My nameis Martdl, and | mean you no
harm. But | lied. | beg the honorable gift of your hospitality. Remain armed. Direct your wegpon against

me—

Stone smiled: "1 am doing s0," and Mantd noticed the small wire-point in Stone's capable, plump
hand.

"Good. Keep on guard againgt me. It will give you confidencein what | shall say. But do, | beg you,
give usascreen of privacy. | want no casua lookers. Thisisamatter of life and death.”

"Fire: whoselife and death?' Stone's face remained cam, hisvoice even.
"Y ours, and mine, and theworlds."
"You are cryptic but | agree." Stone called through the doorway:

"Privacy please." There was asudden hum, and dl thelittle noises of the night quickly vanished from
theair of the room.

Sad Adam Stone: "Sir, who are you? What brings you here?

" am Scanner 34."

"You ascanner?| dont beieveit.”

For answer, Mantd pulled his jacket open, showing his chestbox. Stone looked up at him, amazed.



Martel explained:
"l am cranched. Have you never seen it before?’
"Not with men. On animas. Amazing! But—what do you want?"
"Thetruth. Do you fear me?'
"Not with this" said Stone, grasping the wirepoint. "But | shall tell you the truth.”
"Isit true that you have conquered the great pain?"
Stone hesitated, seeking words for an answer.
"Quick, can you tell me how you have doneit, so that | may believe you?'
"1 have loaded the shipswith life.”
"Life?'
"Life. | don't know what the grest painis, but | did find that in the experiments, when | sent out

masses of animasor plants, thelifein the center of the masslived longest. | built ships—smal ones, of
course—and sent them out with rabbits, with monkeys—"

"Those are Beasts?"

"Y es. With small Beasts. And the Beasts came back unhurt. They came back because the walls of
the shipswerefilled with life. | tried many kinds, and finally found asort of lifewhich livesin the waters.
Oydters. Oyster-beds. The outermost oysters died in the great pain. Theinner ones lived. The passengers
were unhurt.”

"But they were Beasts?'
"Not only Beasts. Mysdif.”
IIYw!II

"l came through space aone. Through what you call the up-and-out, one. Awake and deeping. |
am unhurt. If you do not believe me, ask your brother scanners. Come and see my ship in the morning. |
will be glad to see you then, aong with your brother scanners. I am going to demonsirate before the
chiefsof the Insrumentdity.”

Mantel repested his question: Y ou came here done?"

Adam Stone grew testy: "Yes, done. Go back and check your scanner'sregister if you do not
believe me. Y ou never put mein abottle to cross Space.”

Mantdl's face wasradiant. "l believe you now. It istrue. No more scanners. No more habermans.
No more cranching.”

Stone looked significantly toward the door.
Martd did not take the hint. "1 must tell you that—"

"Sir, tell mein the morning. Go enjoy your cranch. Isn't it supposed to be pleasure? Medically |
know it well. But not in practice.”

"Itispleasure. It's normdity—for awhile. But listen. The scanners have sworn to destroy you, and
your work."

"What!"

"They have met and have voted and sworn. Y ou will make scanners unnecessary, they say. Y ou will
bring the ancient wars back to the world, if scanning islost and the scannerslivein van!”

Adam Stone was nervous but kept hiswits about him: Y ou're ascanner. Areyou going to kill
me—or try?"

"No, you fool. | have betrayed the Confraternity. Call guards the moment | escape. Keep guards
around you. | will try to intercept thekiller."

Mantd saw ablur in the window. Before Stone could turn, the wirepoint was whipped out of his
hand. The blur solidified and took form as Parizianski.



Martd recognized what Parizianski was doing: High speed. Without thinking of his cranch, he thrust
his hand to his chest, set himself up to High speed too. Waves of fire, like the great pain, but hotter,
flooded over him. He fought to keep his face readable as he stepped in front of Parizianski and gave the
dgn,

Top emergency.

Parizianski spoke, while the normally moving body of Stone stepped away from them asdowly asa
drifting cloud: " Get out of my way. | anonamisson.”

"l know it. | stop you here and now. Stop. Stop. Stop. Stoneisright.”

Parizianski's lips were barely readable in the haze of pain which flooded Martel. (He thought: God,
God, God of the ancients! Let me hold on! Let me live under Overload just long enough!)
Parizianski was saying: "Get out of my way. By order of the Confraternity, get out of my way!" And
Parizianski gavethesign, Help | demand in the name of my duty!

Martd choked for breath in the syruplike air. He tried one last time: " Parizianski, friend, friend, my
friend. Stop. Stop." (No scanner had ever murdered scanner before.)

Parizianski madethe Sign: You are unfit for duty, and | will take over.

Mantel thought, For the first timein the world! as he reached over and twisted Parizianski's
brainbox up to Overload. Parizianski's eyes glittered in terror and understanding. His body began to drift
down toward the floor.

Mantel had just strength to reach his own chestbox. As he faded into haberman or desth, he knew
not which, hefdt hisfingersturning on the control of speed, turning down. Hetried to spesk, to say, "Get
ascanner, | need help, get a scanner ... "

But the darkness rose about him, and the numb silence clasped him.

Martel awakened to see the face of Luci near hisown.

He opened his eyeswider, and found that he was hearing—hearing the sound of her happy weeping,
the sound of her chest as she caught the air back into her throat.

He spoke weakly: " Still cranched? Alive?"

Another face swam into the blur beside Luci's. It was Adam Stone. His deep voice rang across
immensities of space before coming to Mantdl's hearing. Martd tried to read Stone'slips, but could not
make them out. He went back to listening to the voice: "—not cranched. Do you understand me? Not
cranched!”

Mantd tried to say: "But | can hear! | can fed!" The others got his senseiif not hiswords.
Adam Stone spoke again:

"Y ou have gone back through the haberman. | put you back first. I didn't know how it would work
in practice, but | had the theory all worked out. Y ou don't think the Instrumentality would waste the
scanners, do you? Y ou go back to normality. We are |etting the habermans die asfast as the ships come
in. They don't need to live any more. But we are restoring the scanners. Y ou are thefirst. Do you
understand? Y ou are thefirst. Takeit easy, now."

Adam Stone smiled. Dimly behind Stone, Mantd thought that he saw the face of one of the chiefs of
the Instrumentality. That face, too, smiled at him, and then both faces disappeared upward and away.

Mantel tried to lift his head, to scan himsalf. He could not. Luci stared at him, caming herself, but
with an expression of loving perplexity. She sad,

"My darling husband! Y ou're back again, to stay!"

Still, Mantel tried to see hisbox. Findly he swept his hand across his chest with aclumsy motion.
There was nothing there. The instruments were gone. He was back to normality but till dive.

In the deep weak peacefulness of his mind, another troubling thought took shape. He tried to write



with hisfinger, theway that Luci wanted him to, but he had neither pointed fingernail nor scanner'stablet.
He had to use hisvoice. He summoned up his strength and whispered:

"Scanners?'
"Yes, daling?What isit?'
"Scanners?'

"Scanners. Oh, yes, darling, they're dl right. They had to arrest some of them for going into High
speed and running away. But the Instrumentality caught them al—all those on the ground—and they're
happy now. Do you know, darling,”" she laughed, "some of them didn't want to be restored to normality.
But Stone and the chiefs persuaded them.”

"Vomect?'
"He'sfine, too. He's staying cranched until he can be restored. Do you know, he has arranged for
scannersto take new jobs. You're all to be deputy chiefs for Space. Ian't that nice? But he got himself

made chief for Space. You'real going to be pilots, so that your fraternity and guild can go on. And
Chang's getting changed right now. Y ou'll see him soon.”

Her face turned sad. Shelooked at him earnestly and said: "I might aswell tell you now. Y oull
worry otherwise. There has been one accident. Only one. When you and your friend called on Adam
Stone, your friend was so happy that he forgot to scan, and he let himsdlf die of Overload.”

"Cdled on Stone?'

"Y es. Don't you remember? Y our friend.”
He still looked surprised, so she said:
"Paiziansi."

THE LADY WHO SAILED THE SOUL

This story was written in collaboration with Genevieve Linebarger (the manuscript is even
inscribed "by Genevieve Linebarger and P.M.A."), who has completed one unfinished Smith story
since her husband's death and is currently working on another. " Spieltier” is simply German for
"play animal." By the time of this story, the Wild has been tamed and the Beasts and
manshonyagger s are gone. Even luxury has returned—per haps too much so!

The story ran—how did the story run? Everyone knew the reference to Helen Americaand Mr.
Grey-no-more, but no one knew exactly how it happened. Their names were welded to the glittering
timelessjewdry of romance. Sometimes they were compared to Heloise and Abelard, whose story had
been found among books in along-buried library. Other ages were to compare their life with the weird,
ugly-lovely story of the Go-Captain Tdiano and the Lady Dolores Oh.

Out of it dl, two things stood forth-their love and the image of the great sails, tissue-meta wingswith
which the bodies of people finally fluttered out among the stars.

Mention him, and others knew her. Mention her, and they knew him. He wasthefirgt of theinbound
sailors, and she wasthe lady who sailed The Soul .

It was lucky that people lost their pictures. The romantic hero was a very young-looking man,
prematurely old and still quite sick when the romance came. And Helen America, shewas afreak, but a
nice one: agrim, solemn, sad, little brunette who had been born amid the laughter of humanity. She was
not the tall, confident heroine of the actresseswho later played her.

She was, however, awonderful sailor. That much wastrue. And with her body and mind she loved
Mr. Grey-no-more, showing a devotion which the ages can neither surpass nor forget. History may



scrape off the patina of their names and appearances, but even history can do no more than brighten the
love of Hdlen Americaand Mr. Grey-no-more. Both of them, one must remember, were sailors.

The child was playing with aspiditier. She got tired of letting it he achicken, so shereversed it into
the fur-bearing position. When she extended the earsto the optimum development, thelittle animal
looked odd indeed. A light breeze blew the animal-toy on its Side, but the spieltier good-naturedly righted
itself and munched contentedly on the carpet.

Thelittle girl suddenly clapped her hands and broke forth with the question,

"Mamma, what'sasalor?’

"There used to he sailors, darling, a, long time ago. They were brave men who took the ships out to
the stars, the very first shipsthat took people away from our sun. And they had big sails. | don't know
how it worked, hut somehow, the light pushed them, and it took them a quarter of alifeto makeasingle

one-way trip. People only lived ahundred and sixty years at that time, darling, and it wasforty years
each way, hut we don't need sailors any more."

"Of course not,” said the child, "we can go right away. Y ou've taken me to Mars and you've taken
meto New Earth aswell, haven't you, Mamma? And we can go anywhere else soon, hut that only takes
one afternoon.”

"That's planoforming, honey. But it was along time before the people knew how to planoform. And
they could not travel the way we could, so they made great big sails. They made sails so big that they
could not build them on Earth. They had to hang them out, hafway between Earth and Mars. And you
know, afunny thing happened ... Did you ever hear about the time the world froze?!

"No, Mamma, what wasthat?"

"WEell, along time ago, one of these sails drifted and peopletried to saveit because it took alot of
work to build it. But the sail was so large that it got between the Earth and the sun. And there was no
more sunshine, just night dl thetime. And it got very cold on Earth. All the atomic power plantswere
busy, and dl the air began to smell funny. And the people wereworried and in afew daysthey pulled the
sal hack out of theway. And the sunshine came again.”

"Mamma, werethere ever any girl salors?"

A curious expression crossed over the mother'sface. "Therewas one. You'll hear about her later on
when you are older. Her name was Helen Americaand she sailed The Soul out to the stars. She wasthe
only woman that ever did it. And that isawonderful story.”

The mother dabbed at her eyeswith a handkerchief.
The child said: "Mamma, tel me now. What'sthe story dl about?

At this point the mother became very firm and she said: "Honey, there are somethings that you are
not old enough, to hear yet. But when you areabig girl, I'll tell you al about them.”

The mother was an honest woman. She reflected amoment, and then she added, " ... unlessyou
read about it yoursdf firs."

3

Helen Americawas to make her placein the history of mankind, but she sarted badly. The name
itsdf wasamisfortune.
No one ever knew who her father was. The officials agreed to keep the matter quiet.

Her mother was not in doubt. Her mother was the celebrated she-man Mona Muggeridge, awoman
who had campaigned ahundred timesfor the lost cause of complete identity of the two genders. She had
been afeminist beyond dl limits, and when MonaMuggeridge, the one and only Miss Muggeridge,



announced to the press that she was going to have a baby, that was firs-class news.

Mona Muggeridge went further. She announced her firm conviction that fathers should not be
identified. She proclaimed that no woman should have consecutive children with the same man, that
women should be advised to pick different fathersfor their children, so asto diversify and beautify the
race. She capped it al by announcing that she, Miss Muggeridge, had selected the perfect father and
would inevitably produce the only perfect child.

Miss Muggeridge, abony, pompous blonde, stated that she would avoid the nonsense of marriage
and family names, and that therefore the child, if aboy, would be called John America, and if agirl, Helen
America

Thusit happened that little Helen Americawas born with the correspondentsin the press services
waiting outside the ddlivery room. News-screens flashed the picture of a pretty three-kilogram baby.

"It'sagirl."
"The perfect child."
"Who'sthe dad?'

That was just the beginning. Mona Muggeridge was belligerent. Sheingsted, even after the baby
had been photographed for the thousandth time, that thiswas the finest child ever born. She pointed to
the child's perfections. She demonsirated dl the foolish fondness of adoting mother, but felt that she, the
great crusader, had discovered thisfondnessfor thefirst time.

To say that this background was difficult for the child would be an understatement.

Helen Americawas awonderful example of raw human materia triumphing over itstormentors. By
the time she was four years old, she spoke six languages, and was beginning to decipher some of the old
Martian texts. At the age of five she was sent to school. Her fellow schoolchildren immediately
developed arhyme:

Helen, Helen

Fat and dumb
Doesn't know where
Her daddy's from!

Helen took al thisand perhapsit was an accident of genetics that she grew to become a compact
little person—a deadly seriouslittle brunette. Challenged by lessons, haunted by publicity, she became
careful and reserved about friendships and desperately londly in an inner world.

When Helen America was sixteen her mother came to abad end. Mona Muggeridge €l oped with a
man she announced to be the perfect husband for the perfect marriage hitherto overlooked by mankind.
The perfect husband was a skilled machine polisher. He dready had awife and four children. He drank
beer and hisinterest in Miss Muggeridge seems to have been amixture of good-natured comradeship
and asensible awareness of her motherly bankroll. The planetary yacht on which they e oped broke the
regulations with an off-schedule flight. The bridegroom's wife and children had derted the police. The
result was a collison with arobotic barge which left both bodiesidentifiable.

At sxteen Helen was dready famous, and at seventeen dready forgotten, and very much aone.

4

Thiswasthe age of sailors. The thousands of photo-reconnai ssance and measuring missiles had
begun to come back with their harvest from the stars. Planet after planet swam into the ken of mankind.
The new worlds became known asthe interstellar search missiles brought back photographs, samples of
atmosphere, measurements of gravity, cloud coverage, chemica make-up and thelike. Of the very
numerous missiles which returned from their two- or three-hundred-year voyages, three brought back
reports of New Earth, an earth so much like Terraitsdlf that it could be settled.

Thefirgt sailors had gone out amost ahundred years before. They had started with small sails not



over two thousand miles square. Gradually the size of the sailsincreased. The technique of adiabatic
packing and the carrying of passengersinindividual pods reduced the damage done to the human cargo.
It was great news when asailor returned to Earth, aman born and reared under the light of another Star.
He was aman who had spent amonth of agony and pain, bringing afew deep-frozen settlers, guiding the
immense light-pushed sailing craft which had managed the trip through the greet interstellar degpsin an
objective time-period of forty years.

Mankind got to know the look of asailor. There was a plantigrade walk to the way he put his body
on the ground. There was a sharp, stiff, mechanica swing to his neck. The man was neither young nor
old. He had been awake and conscious for forty years, thanksto the drug which made possible akind of
limited awareness. By the time the psychologists interrogated him, first for the proper authorities of the
Instrumentdity and later for the news releases, it was plain enough that he thought the forty yearswere
about amonth. He never volunteered to sail back, because he had actually aged forty years. Hewas a
young man, ayoung man in his hopes and wishes, but aman who had burnt up aquarter of ahuman
lifetimein asingle agonizing experience.

At thistime Helen Americawent to Cambridge. Lady Joan's College was the finest woman's college
in the Atlantic world. Cambridge had reconstructed its protohistoric traditions and the neo-British had
recaptured that fine edge of engineering which reconnected their traditions with the earliest antiquity.

Naturaly enough the language was cosmopolite Earth and not archaic English, but the sudents were
proud to live at areconstructed university very much like the archaeological evidence showed it to have
been before the period of darkness and troubles came upon the Earth. Helen shone alittlein this
renaissance.

The news-release services watched Helen in the cruelest possible fashion. They revived her name
and the story of her mother. Then they forgot her again. She had put in for six professions, and her last
choicewas "sailor.” It happened that she was the first woman to make the application—first because she
was the only woman young enough to quaify who had aso passed the scientific requirements.

Her picture was beside his on the screens before they ever met each other.

Actudly, shewas not anything like that at dl. She had suffered so much in her childhood from Helen,
Helen, fat and dumb, that she was compstitive only on a coldly professiona bass. She hated and loved
and missed the tremendous mother whom she had lost, and she resolved so fiercely not to be like her
mother that she became an embodied antithesis of Mona.

The mother had been horsy, blonde, big—the kind of woman who isafeminist because sheisnot
very feminine. Helen never thought about her own femininity. She just worried about hersdlf. Her face
would have been round if it had been plump, but she was not plump. Black-haired, dark-eyed,
broad-bodied but thin, she was a genetic demonstration of her unknown father. Her teachers often feared
her. She was apae, quiet girl, and she dways knew her subject.

Her fellow students had joked about her for afew weeks and then most of them had banded
together againgt the indecency of the press. When anews-frame came out with something ridiculous
about the long-dead M ona, the whisper went through Lady Joan's.

"Keep Helen away ... those people are at it again.”

"Don't let Helen look at the frames now. She's the best person we have in the non-collateral
sciences and we can't have her upset just beforethetripos... "

They protected her, and it was only by chance that she saw her own face in anews-frame. There
was the face of aman beside her. Helooked like alittle old monkey, she thought. Then sheread,

"PERFECT GIRL WANTSTO BE SAILOR.
SHOULD SAILOR HIMSELF DATE PERFECT GIRL?'

Her cheeks burned with helpless, unavoidable embarrassment and rage, but she had grown too
expert at being hersdlf to do what she might have donein her teens—hate the man. She knew it wasn't
hisfault either. It wasn't even thefault of the silly pushing men and women from the news services. It was



time, it was custom, it was man himsdf. But she had only to be hersdlf, if she could ever find out what
that redlly meant.

Their dates, when they came, had the properties of nightmares.

A news service sent awoman to tell her she had been awarded aweek's holiday in New Madrid.
With the sallor from the Sars.

Helen refused.

Then he refused too, and he was alittle too prompt for her liking. She became curious about him.

Two weeks passed, and in the office of the news service atreasurer brought two dips of paper to
the director. They were the vouchersfor Helen Americaand Mr. Grey-no-more to obtain the utmost in
preferentiad luxury a New Madrid. The treasurer said, " These have been issued and registered as gifts
with the Instrumentdity, Sir. Should they be cancelled?' The executive had hisfill of storiesthat day, and
he felt humane. On an impulse he commanded the treasurer, " Tl you what. Give thoseticketsto the
young people. No publicity. Well keep out of it. If they don't want us, they don't have to have us. Push it
adong. That'sdl. Go."

Theticket went back out to Helen. She had made the highest record ever reported at the university,
and she needed arest. When the newsservice woman gave her the ticket, she said,

"Isthisatrick?"
Asaured that it was not, she then asked,
"|sthat man coming?'

She couldn't say "the sailor"—it sounded too much like the way people had always talked about
hersaf—and she honestly didn't remember his other name a the moment.

The woman did not know.
"Do| haveto seehim"?' said Helen.
"Of course nat,” said the woman. The gift was unconditiond.

Helen laughed, dmost grimly. "All right, I'll take it and say thanks. But one picturemaker, mind you,
just one, and | walk out. Or | may walk out for no reason at all. Isthat al right?"

It was.

Four days later Helen was in the pleasure world of New Madrid, and amaster of the dances was
presenting her to an odd, intense old man whose hair was black.

"Junior scientist Helen America—Sailor of the sars Mr. Grey-no-more.”

Helooked at them shrewdly and smiled akindly, experienced smile. He added the empty phrase of
his profession, "I have had the honor and | withdraw."

They were done together on the edge of the dining room. The sailor looked at her very sharply
indeed, and then said:

"Who are you? Are you somebody | have already met? Should | remember you? There are too
many people here on Earth. What do we do next? What are we supposed to do? Would you like to sit
down?'

Helen said one"Yes' to dl those questions and never dreamed that the sSingle yeswould be
articulated by hundreds of greet actresses, each onein the actresss own specia way, acrossthe
centuriesto come.

They did sit down.
How therest of it happened, neither one was ever quite sure.



She had had to quiet him amost as though he were a hurt person in the House of Recovery. She
explained the dishes to him and when he still could not choose, she gave the robot sdlectionsfor him. She
warned him, kindly enough, about manners when he forgot the smple ceremonies of eating which
everyone knew, such as stlanding up to unfold the napkin or putting the scrapsinto the solvent tray and
the dlverwareinto the transfer.

At last herelaxed and did not look so old.

Momentarily forgetting the thousand times she had been asked silly questions herself, she asked him,

"Why did you become asailor?!

He stared at her in open-eyed inquiry as though she had spoken to him in an unknown language and
expected areply. Findly he mumbled the answer,

"Are you—you, too—saying that—that | shouldn't have doneit?"
Her hand went to her mouth in ingtinctive agpology.
"No, no, no. You see, | mysdlf haveputinto beasalor.”

He merely looked at her, hisyoung-old eyes open with observative-ness. He did not stare, but
merely seemed to be trying to understand words, each one of which he could comprehend individualy
but which in sum amounted to sheer madness. She did not turn away from his ook, odd though it was.
Once again, she had the chance to note the indescribable peculiarity of this man who had managed
enormous sails out in the blind empty black between untwinkling stars. He was young asaboy. The hair
which gave him his name was glossy black. His beard must have been removed permanently, because his
skin wasthat of a middle-aged woman—well-kept, pleasant, but showing the unmistakable wrinkles of
age and betraying no sign of the norma stubble which the maesin her culture preferred to leave on thelr
faces. The skin had age without experience. The muscles had grown older, but they did not show how
the person had grown.

Helen had learned to be an acute observer of people as her mother took up with one fanatic after
another; she knew full well that people carry their secret biographieswritten in the muscles of their faces,
and that astranger passing on the street tells us (whether he wishesto or not) al hisinmost intimacies. If
we but look sharply enough, and in the right light, we know whether fear or hope or amusement has
tallied the hours of his days, we divine the sources and outcome of hismost secret sensuous pleasures,
we catch the dim but persistent reflections of those other people who have left the imprints of their
personditieson himinturn.

All thiswas absent from Mr. Grey-no-more: he had age but not the stigmata of age; he had growth
without the normal markings of growth; he had lived without living, in atime and world in which most
people stayed young whileliving too much.

He was the uttermost opposite of her mother that Helen had ever seen, and with apang of
undirected apprehension Helen redized that this man meant agreat ded to her future life, whether she
wished him to or not. She saw in him ayoung bache or, prematurely old, aman whose love had been
given to emptiness and horror, not to the tangible rewards and disappointments of human life. He had had
al spacefor hismistress, and space had used him harshly. Still young, hewas old; dready old, hewas
young.

The mixture was one which she knew that she had never seen before, and which she suspected that
no one else had ever seen, either. He had in the beginning of life the sorrow, compassion, and wisdom
which most peoplefind only at the end.

It was he who broke the silence. "Y ou did say, didn't you, that you yourself had put into bea
slor?'

Evento hersdf, her answer sounded silly and girlish. "I'm the first woman ever to qudify with the
necessary scientific subjectswhile still young enough to passthe physicd ... "

"Y oumust be an unusud girl," said he mildly. Helen redlized, with athrill, asweet and bitterly redl



hope that this young-old man from the stars had never heard of the "perfect child" who had been laughed
a in the moments of being born, the girl who had dl Americafor afather, who was famous and unusua
and aone so terribly much so that she could not even imagine being ordinary, happy, decent, or smple.

She thought to hersdlf, 1t would take a wise freak who sailsin from the stars to overlook who |
am, but to him she smply said, "It's no use talking about being 'unusua.’ I'm tired of this Earth, and since
| don't haveto dietoleaveit, | think | would like to sail to the stars. I've got lessto lose than you may
think ... " She started to tell him about Mona Muggeridge but she stopped intime.

The compassionate gray eyeswere upon her, and at this point it was he, not she, who wasin control
of the Situation. She looked at the eyes themsalves. They had stayed open for forty years, inthe
blackness near to pitch-darkness of the tiny cabin. The dim dias had shone like blazing suns upon his
tired retinas before he was able to turn his eyes away. From time to time he had looked out at the black
nothing to see the silhouettes of hisdias, amost-blackness againgt total blackness, asthe miles of their
sweep sucked up the push of light itself and accelerated him and his frozen cargo a dmost immeasurable
speeds across an ocean of unfathomable silence. Y et, what he had done, she had asked to do.

The gare of hisgray eyesyidded to asmile of hislips. In that young-old face, masculine in structure
and femininein texture, the smile had a connotation of tremendous kindness. Shefdt sngularly much like
weeping when she saw him smilein that particular way at her. Wasthat what people learned between the
stars? To carefor other people very much indeed and to spring upon them only to reveal love and not
devouring to their prey? In ameasured voice he said, "'l believeyou. Y ourethefirst onethat | have
believed. All these people have said that they wanted to be sailors too, even when they looked at me.
They could not know what it means, but they said it anyhow, and | hated them for sayingit. Y ou,
though—you're different. Perhaps you will sail among the sars, but | hope that you will not.”

Asthough waking from adream, helooked around the luxurious room, with the gilt-and-enamel
robot-waiters standing aside with negligent elegance. They were designed to be aways present and never
obtrusive: thiswas adifficult esthetic effect to achieve, but their designer had achieved it.

Therest of the evening moved with the inevitability of good music. Hewent with her to the
forever-lonely beach which the architects of New Madrid had built beside the hotdl. They talked alittle,
they looked at each other, and they made love with an affirmative certainty which seemed outside
themselves. He was very tender, and he did not redlize that in a genitally sophisticated society, hewasthe
first lover she had ever wanted or had ever had. (How could the daughter of Mona Muggeridge want a
lover or amate or achild?)

On the next afternoon, she exercised the freedom of her times and asked him to marry her. They
had gone back to their private beach, which, through miracles of ultra-fine mini-weather adjustments,
brought a Polynesian afternoon to the high chilly plateau of centrd Spain.

She asked him, she did, to marry her, and he refused, as tenderly and as kindly as aman of
axty-five can refuse agirl of eighteen. Shedid not press him; they continued the bittersweet love effair.

They sat on the artificia sand of the artificial beach and dabbled their toesin the man-warmed water
of the ocean. Then they lay down againgt an artificia sand dune which hid New Madrid from view.

"Tdl me" Helen said, "can | ask again, why did you become asailor?"

"Not so easly answered,” he said. "Adventure, maybe. That, at least in part. And | wanted to see
Earth. Couldn't afford to comein apod. Now—well, I've enough to keep metherest of my life. | can go
back to New Earth as a passenger in amonth instead of forty years—be frozen in no more time than the
wink of an eye, put in my adiabatic pod, linked in to the next sailing ship, and wake up home again while
some other fool doesthe salling.”

Helen nodded. She did not bother to tell him that she knew dl this. She had been investigating sailing
ships ance mesting the sallor.

"Out whereyou sail among the stars,”" she said, ""can you tel me—can you possibly tell me anything
of what it'slike out there?"



Hisfacelooked inward on his soul and afterward his voice came as from an immense distance.

"There are moments—or isit weeks—you can't redly tell in the sall ship—when it
seems—worthwhile. Youfed ... your nerve endings reach out until they touch the stars. Y ou fed
enormous, somehow." Gradually he came back to her. "It's trite to say, of course, but you're never the
same afterward. | don't mean just the obvious physical thing, but—you find yourse f—or maybe you lose
yoursdf. That'swhy," he continued, gesturing toward New Madrid out of sight behind the sand dune, "I
can't stand this. New Earth, well, it'slike Earth must have been in the old days, | guess. Ther€'s
something fresh about it. Here ... ™

"l know," said Helen America, and she did. The dightly decadent, dightly corrupt, too comfortable
ar of Earth must have had a stifling effect on the man from beyond the gars.

"There," he said, "you won't believe this, but sometimes the ocean'stoo cold to swimin. We have
music that doesn't come from machines, and pleasures that come from inside our own bodies without
being put there. | have to get back to New Earth.”

Helen said nothing for alittle while, concentrating on tilling the painin her heart.

"l know," he said fiercely, dmost savagely turning on her. "But | can't takeyou. | cant! Y ou'retoo
young, you've got alifeto live and I've thrown away a quarter of mine. No, that's not right. | didn't throw
it away. | wouldn't tradeit back becauseit's given me something indgde | never had before. And it'sgiven
meyou."

"But if—" she started again to argue.

"No. Don't spail it. I'm going next week to be frozen in my pod to wait for the next sail ship. | can't
stand much more of this, and | might weaken. That would be aterrible mistake. But we have thistime
together now, and we have our separate lifetimes to remember in. Don't think of anything else. There's
nothing, nothing we can do."

Helen did not tell him—then or ever—of the child she had started to hope for, the child they would
now never have. Oh, she could have used the child. She could havetied him to her, for hewasan
honorable man and would have married her had shetold him. But Helen'slove, even then in her youth,
was such that she could not use this means. She wanted him to cometo her of his own free will, marrying
her because he could not live without her. To that marriage their child would have been an additiona
blessng.

There was the other aternative, of course. She could have borne the child without naming the father.
But she was no Mona Muggeridge. She knew too well the terrors and insecurity and londliness of being
Helen Americaever to be responsible for the creation of another. And for the course she had laid out
therewas no place for achild. So she did the only thing she could. At the end of their timein New
Madrid, shelet him say ared goodbye. Wordless and without tears, she left. Then shewent up to an
arctic city, apleasure city where such things are well-known and amidst shame, worry and adriving
sense of regret she appealed to a confidential medical service which diminated the unborn child. Then she
went back to Cambridge and confirmed her place asthe first woman to sail aship to the stars.

The presiding lord of the Instrumentality at that time was a man named Wait. Wait was not cruel but
he was never noted for tenderness of spirit or for ahigh regard for the adventuresome proclivities of
young people. Hisaide said to him, "This girl wantsto sail aship to New Earth. Are you going to let
her?'

"Why not?' said Wait. "A person isaperson. Sheiswell-bred, well-educated. If shefails, wewill
find out something eighty years from now when the ship comes back. If she succeeds, it will shut up some
of these women who have been complaining.” Thelord leaned over hisdesk: "'If she qudifies, and if she



goes, though, don't give her any convicts. Convicts are too good and too valuable as settlers to be sent
aong onafooal trip likethat. Y ou can send her on something of agamble. Give her dl religious fanatics.
We have more than enough. Don't you have twenty or thirty thousand who are waiting?”'

Hesad, "Yes, sr, twenty-six thousand two hundred. Not counting recent additions.”

"Very wel," sad thelord of the Insrumentdity. "Give her the wholelot of them and give her that
new ship. Have we named it?"

"No, gr," said theaide.
"Nameit then."
The aide looked blank.

A contemptuous wise smile crossed the face of the senior bureaucrat. He said, "Take that ship now
and nameit. Nameit The Soul and et The Soul fly to the stars. And let Helen Americabe an angd if she
wantsto. Poor thing, she has not got much of alifeto live on this Earth, not the way she was born, and
the way she was brought up. And it's no useto try and reform her, to transform her persondity, when it's
alively, rich persondity. It does not do any good. We don't have to punish her for being herself. Let her
go. Let her haveit.”

Wait sat up and stared at his aide and then repeated very firmly:
"Let her haveit, only if shequdifies.”

Helen Americadid qudify.
The doctors and the expertstried to warn her againgt it.

Onetechnician said: "Don't you redize what thisis going to mean? Forty yearswill pour out of your
lifeinasngle month. Youleave hereagirl. Y ou will get there awoman of sixty. Well, you will probably
gl have ahundred yearsto live after that. And it's painful. Y ou will have al these people, thousands and
thousands of them. Y ou will have some Earth cargo. There will be about thirty thousand pods strung on
gxteen lines behind you. Then you will have the control cabin to livein. Wewill give you as many robots
as you need, probably adozen. Y ou will have amainsail and aforesail and you will have to keep the two
of them."

"I know. | have read the book," said Hdlen America. "And | sail the ship with light, and if the
infrared touchesthat sail—I go. If | get radio interference, | pull the sailsin. And if the sallsfall, | wait as
longasl live"

The technician looked alittle cross. "Thereisno cdl for you to get tragic about it. Tragedy is easy
enough to contrive. And if you want to be tragic, you can be tragic without destroying thirty thousand
other people or without wasting alarge amount of Earth property. Y ou can drown in water right here, or
jump into avolcano like the Japanese in the old books. Tragedy is not the hard part. The hard part is
when you don't quite succeed and you have to keep on fighting. When you must keep going on and on
and on in the face of really hopeless odds, of real temptationsto despair.

"Now thisistheway that the foresail works. That sail will be twenty thousand miles at the wide part.
It tapers down and the tota length will be just under eighty thousand miles. It will be retracted or
extended by small servo-robots. The servo-robots are radio-controlled. Y ou had better use your radio
sparingly, because after dl these batteries, even though they are atomic, haveto last forty years. They
have got to keep you dive."

"Yes, gr," said Hden Americavery contritely.

"Y ou've got to remember what your job is. Y ou're going because you are cheap. Y ou are going
because asailor takes alot less weight than a machine. Thereis no al-purpose computer built that
weighs aslittle as ahundred and fifty pounds. Y ou do. Y ou go smply because you are expendable.
Anyonethat goes out to the stars takes one chance in three of never getting there. But you are not going



because you are aleader, you are going because you are young. Y ou have alifeto giveand alifeto
spare. Because your nerves are good. Y ou understand that?"

"Yes, gr, | knew that."

"Furthermore, you are going because you'll make thetrip in forty years. If we sent automatic devices
and have them manage the sails, they would get there—possibly. But it would take them from a hundred
yearsto a hundred and twenty or more, and by that time the adiabatic pods would have spoiled, most of
the human cargo would not be fit for reviva and the leakage of heat, no matter how we faceit, would be
enough to ruin the entire expedition. So remember that the tragedy and the trouble you face is mostly
work. Work, and that'sal it is. That isyour big job."

Helen smiled. Shewasashort girl with rich dark hair, brown eyes, and very pronounced eyebrows,
but when Helen smiled she was dmost a child again, and arather charming one. Shesaid: "My jobis
work. | understand that, Sir."
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In the preparation area, the make-ready was fast but not hurried. Twice the technicians urged her to
take aholiday before she reported for find training. She did not accept their advice. She wanted to go
forth; she knew that they knew she wanted to leave Earth forever, and she a'so knew they knew shewas
not merely her mother's daughter. She was trying, somehow, to be herself. She knew the world did not
believe, but theworld did not matter.

Thethird time they suggested a vacation, the suggestion was mandatory. She had agloomy two
months which she ended up enjoying alittle bit on the wonderful idands of the Hesperides, idandswhich
were raised when the weight of the Earthports caused anew group of small archipelagosto form below
Bermuda. She reported back, fit, healthy, and ready to go. The senior medical officer was very blunt.

"Do you really know what we are going to do to you? We are going to make you live forty years out
of your lifein one month.”

She nodded, white of face, and he went on, "Now to give you those forty years we've got to dow
down your bodily processes. After al the sheer biologica task of breathing forty years worth of ar in
one month involves afactor of about five hundred to one. No lungs could stand it. Y our body must
circulate water. It must take in food. Most of thisis going to be protein. There will be somekind of a
hydrate. Y ou'll need vitamins.

"Now, what we are going to do isto dow the brain down, very much indeed, so that the brain will
be working at about that five-hundred-to-one ratio. We don't want you incapable of working. Somebody
has got to manage the salls.

"Therefore, if you hesitate or you start to think, athought or two is going to take severa weeks.
Meanwhile your body can be dowed down some. But the different parts can't be dowed down at the
same rate. Water, for example, we brought down to about eighty to one. Food, to about three hundred
to one.

"Y ouwon't have timeto drink forty years worth of water. We circulaeit, get it through, purify it,
and get it back in your system, unless you break your link-up.

"So what you face isamonth of being absolutely wide awake, on an operating table and being
operated on—without anesthetic, while doing some of the hardest work that mankind has ever found.

"You'll haveto take observations, you'll have to watch your lineswith the pods of people and cargo
behind you, you'll haveto adjust the salls. If thereis anybody surviving at destination point, they will come
out and meset you."

"At least that happens most of the times.”

"l am not going to assure you you will get the ship in. If they don't meet you, take an orbit beyond
the farthest planet and either let yoursdlf die or try to save yoursdlf. Y ou can't get thirty thousand people



down on aplanet singlehandedly.

"Meanwhile, though, you've got ared job. We are going to have to build these controls right into
your body. Well start by putting valvesin your chest arteries. Then we go on, catheterizing your water.
We are going to make an artificial colostomy that will go forward herejust in front of your hip joint. Y our
water intake has a certain psychological value so that about one five-hundredth of your water we are
going to leave you to drink out of acup. Therest of it isgoing to go directly into your bloodstream. Again
about atenth of your food will go that way. Y ou understand that?"

"You mean," said Helen, "'l eat one-tenth, and the rest goesin intravenoudy?'

"That'sright,” said the medical technician. 'Wewill pump it into you. The concentrates are there. The
recongtitutor isthere. Now these lines have a double connection. One set of connections runsinto the
maintenance machine. That will become the logistic support for your body. And these linesare the
umbilica cord for ahuman being done among the stars. They areyour life,

"And now if they should bresk or if you should fall, you might faint for ayear or two. If that
happens, your local system takes over: that's the pack on your back.

"On Earth, it weighs as much as you do. Y ou have aready been drilled with the modd pack. Y ou
know how easy it isto handlein space. That'll keep you going for a subjective period of about two
hours. No one has ever worked out aclock yet that would match the human mind, so instead of giving
you aclock we are giving you an odometer attached to your own pulse and we mark it off in grades. If
you watch it in term of tens of thousands of pulse beats, you may get some information out of it.

"l don't know what kind of information, but you may find it helpful somehow." Helooked at her
sharply and then turned back to histoals, picking up ashining needle with adisk on the end.

"Now, |et's get back to this. We are going to have to get right into your mind. That's chemica too."
Helen interrupted. "Y ou said you were not going to operate on my head.”

"Only the needle. That'sthe only way we can get to the mind. Slow it down enough so that you will
have this subjective mind operating at arate that will make the forty years passin amonth.” He smiled
grimly, hut the grimness changed to momentary tenderness as he took in her brave obstinate stance, her
girlish, admirable, pitiable determination.

"l won't argueit,” shesaid. "Thisis as bad as amarriage and the stars are my bridegroom.” The
image of the sailor went across her mind, but she said nothing of him.

The technician went on. "Now, we have aready built in psychotic el ements. Y ou can't even expect
to remain sane. So you'd better not worry about it. Y ou'll have to be insane to manage the sailsand to
survive utterly alone and be out there even amonth. And thetrouble isin that month you are going to
know it'sredly forty years. Thereisnot amirror in the place but you'll probably find shiny surfacesto
look at yoursdif.

"Y ou won't look so good. Y ou will seeyourself aging, every timeyou dow down to look. | don't
know what the problem is going to be on that score. It's been bad enough on men.

"Your hair problem isgoing to be easer than men's. The sailors we sent out, we ssimply had to kill al
the hair roots. Otherwise the men would have been swamped in their own beards. And atremendous
amount of the nutrient would bewasted if it went into raising of hair on the face which no machinein the
world could cut off fast enough to keep aman working. | think what we will do isinhibit hair on thetop
of your head. Whether it comes out in the same color or not is something you will find for yoursdlf |ater.
Did you ever meet the sailor that camein?”'

The doctor knew she had met him. He did not know that it was the sailor from beyond the stars
who called her. Helen managed to remain composed as she amiled at him to say: "Y es, you gave him new
hair. Y our technician planted a new scalp on his head, remember. Somebody on your staff did. The hair
came out black and he got the nickname of Mr. Grey-no-more.”

"If you are ready next Tuesday, well be ready too. Do you think you can make it by then, my lady?’



Helen felt odd seeing this old, serious man refer to her as”lady,” but he knew he was paying respect
to aprofesson and not just to an individual.

"Tueday istime enough." Shefelt complimented that he was an ol d-fashioned enough person to
know the ancient names of the days of the week and to use them. That was asign that he had not only
learned the essentia s at the University but that he had picked up the eegant inconsequentidities aswell.
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Two weeks later was twenty-one years later by the chronometersin the cabin. Helen turned for the
ten-thousand-times-ten-thousandth time to scan the sails.

Her back ached with aviolent throb.

She could fedl the steedly roar of her heart like afast vibrator asit ticked against the time-span of her
awareness. She could ook down at the meter on her wrist and see the hands on the watchlike dias
indicate tens of thousands of pulsesvery dowly.

She heard the steady whistle of ar in her throat as her lungs seemed shuddering with sheer speed.

And shefdt the throbbing pain of alarge tube feeding an immense quantity of mushy water directly
into the artery of her neck.

On her abdomen, shefdt asif someone had built afire. The evacuation tube operated automeatically
but it burnt asif acod had been held to her skin and a catheter, which connected her bladder to another
tube, stung as savagely asthe prod of a scading-hot needle. Her head ached and her vision blurred.

But she could il seetheinstruments and she sill could watch the sails. Now and then she could
glimpse, faint asatracery of dust, the immense skein of people and cargo that lay behind them.

She could not sit down. It hurt too much.

The only way that she could be comfortable for resting was to lean againgt the instrument pand, her
lower ribs againgt the pand, her tired forehead against the meters.

Once sherested that way and redlized that it was two and a half months before she got up. She
knew that rest had no meaning and she could see her face moving, a distorted image of her own face
growing old in the reflections from the glass face of the "apparent weight” did.

She could look a her armswith blurring vision, note the skin tightening, loosening and tightening
again, as changesin temperatures affected it.

Shelooked out one moretime at the sails and decided to take in the foresail. Wearily she dragged
herself over the control pandl with a servo-robot. She selected the right control and opened it for aweek
or 0. Shewaited there, her heart buzzing, her throat whistling air, her fingernails breaking off gently as
they grew. Finally she checked to seeif it redlly had been the right one, pushed again, and nothing
happened. She pushed athird time. There was no response. Now she went back to the master pand,
re-read, checked the light direction, found a certain amount of infrared pressure which she should have
been picking up. The sallshad very gradudly risen to something not far from the speed of light itself
because they moved fast with the one side dulled; the pods behind, sedled against time and eternity,
swam obediently in an amost perfect weightlessness. She scanned; her reading had been correct. The
sal waswrong.

She went back to the emergency panel and pressed. Nothing happened.

She broke out arepair robot and sent it out to effect repairs, punching the papers asrapidly as she
could to give ingructions. The robot went out and an ingtant (three days) later it replied. The pand on the
repair robot rang forth, “"Does not conform.”

She sent a second repair robot. That had no effect either. She sent athird, the last. Three bright

lights, "Does not conform,” stared at her. She moved the servo-robots to the other side of the sails and
pulled hard.



The sall wasdill not a theright angle.

She stood there wearied and lost in space, and she prayed: "Not for me, God, | am running away
from alifethat | did not want. But for this ship's souls and for the poor foolish peoplethat | am taking
who are brave enough to want to worship their own way and need the light of another star, | ask you,
God, help me now." She thought she had prayed very fervently and she hoped that she would get an
answer to her prayer.

It did not work out that way. She was bewildered, aone. There was no sun. There was nothing,
except the tiny cabin and herself more aone than any woman had ever been before. She sensed the thrill
and ripple of her muscles asthey went through days of adjustment while her mind noticed only the matter
of minutes. She leaned forward, forced herself not to relax and findly she remembered that one of the
official busybodies had included awespon.

What she would use awegpon for she did not know.

It pointed. It had arange of two hundred thousand miles. The target could be selected automatically.

She got down on her kneestrailing the abdomina tube and the feeding tube and the catheter tubes
and the helmet wires, each one running back to the panel. She crawled underneath the panel for the
servo-robots and she pulled out awritten manua. Shefinaly found the right frequency for the wegpon's
controls. She set the weapon up and went to the window.

At the last moment she thought, "' Perhaps the fool s are going to make me shoot the window out. It
ought to have been designed to shoot through the window without hurting it. Thet's the way they should
have doneit.”

She wondered about the matter for aweek or two.

Just before shefired it she turned and there, next to her, stood her sailor, the sailor from the stars,
Mr. Grey-no-more. He said: "It won't work that way."

He stood clear and handsome, the way she had seen him in New Madrid. He had no tubes, he did
not tremble, she could see the normal rise and fal of his chest as he took one breath every hour or so.
One part of her mind knew that he was a hallucination. Another part of her mind believed that he was
real. She was mad and she was very happy to be mad at thistime and she let the hdlucination give her
advice. Shereset the gun o that it would fire through the cabin wall and it fired alow charge a the repair
mechanism out beyond the distorted and immovable sal.

Thelow charge did thetrick. The interference had been something beyond dl technical anticipation.
The weapon had cleaned out the forever-unidentifiable obstruction, leaving the servo-robots free to
attack their tasks like atribe of maddened ants. They worked again. They had had defenses built in
againgt the minor impediments of space. All of them scurried and skipped about.

With a sense of bewilderment closeto religion, she perceived the wind of starlight blowing against
theimmense sails. The sails sngpped into position. She got a momentary touch of gravity asshe sensed a
little weight. The Soul was back on her course,
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"It'sagirl," they said to him on New Earth. "It'sagirl. She must have been eighteen hersdf.”
Mr. Grey-no-more did not believeit.
But he went to the hospital and there in the hospital he saw Helen America.

"Herel am, sailor,” said she. "l sailed too." Her face was white as chalk, her expression was that of
agirl of about twenty. Her body wasthat of awell-preserved woman of sixty.

Asfor him, he had not changed again, since he had returned home inside a pod.

Helooked at her. His eyes narrowed and then in a sudden reversal of roles, it was he who was
kneeling beside her bed and covering her handswith histears.



Half-coherently, he babbled at her: "'l ran away from you because | loved you so. | came back here
where you would never follow, or if you did follow, you'd till be ayoung woman, and I'd ill betoo old.
But you have saled The Soul in here and you wanted me.”

The nurse of New Earth did not know about the rules which should be applied to the sailorsfrom
the stars. Very quietly she went out of the room, smiling in tenderness and human pity at thelove which
she had seen. But she was a practical woman and she had a sense of her own advancement. Shecdled a
friend of hersat the news serviceand said: "I think | have got the biggest romancein history. If you get
here soon enough you can get thefirgt telling of the story of Helen Americaand Mr. Grey-no-more. They
just met likethat. | guessthey'd seen each other somewhere. They just met like that and fell in love."

The nurse did not know that they had forsworn alove on Earth. The nurse did not know that Helen
Americahad made alondy trip with anicy purpose and the nurse did not know that the crazy image of
Mr. Grey-no-more, the sailor himsdlf, had stood beside Helen twenty years out from nothing-at-al inthe
depth and blackness of space between the stars.
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Thelittle girl had grown up, had married, and now had alittle girl of her own. The mother was
unchanged, but the spieltier was very, very old. It had outlived dl its marvel ous tricks of adaptability, and
for some years had stayed frozen in the role of ayellow-haired, blue-eyed girl doll. Out of sentimental
sense of the fithess of things, she had dressed the spidltier in abright blue jumper with matching panties.
Thelittleanimal crept softly acrossthe floor on itstiny human hands, using itskneesfor hind feet. The
mock-human face looked up kindly and squeaked for milk.

The young mother said, "Mom, you ought to get rid of that thing. It'sall used up and it looks horrible
with your nice period furniture.”

"| thought you loved it," said the older woman.

"Of course," said the daughter. "It was cute, when | was a child. But I'm not achild any more, and it
doesn't even work."

The spidtier had struggled to itsfeet and clutched its mistresss ankle. The older woman took it
away gently, and put down asaucer of milk and acup the size of athimble. The spiditier tried to curtsey,
asit had been motivated to do at the beginning, dipped, fell, and whimpered. The mother righted it and
thelittle old anima-toy began dipping milk with itsthimble and sucking the milk into itstiny toothlessold
mouth.

"Y ou remember, Mom—" said the younger woman and stopped.

"Remember what, dear?'

"Y ou told me about Helen Americaand Mr. Grey-no-more when that was brand new."
"Yes, darling, maybe | did."

"You didn't tell me everything," said the younger woman accusingly,

"Of course not. You wereachild.”

"But it was awful. Those messy people, and the horrible way sailorslive. | don't see how you
idedlized it and called it aromance—"

"Butitwas. Itis," indsted the other.

"Romance, my foot," said the daughter. "It's as bad as you and the worn-out spiditier.” She pointed
a thetiny, living, aged doll who had falen adegp besdeits milk. "I think it's horrible. Y ou ought to get rid
of it. And the world ought to get rid of sailors."

"Don' be harsh, darling,” said the mother.
"Don't be asentimental old dob," said the daughter.
"Perhgpswe are," said the mother with aloving sort of laugh. Unobtrusively she put the deeping



spieltier on a padded chair—where it would not be stepped on or hurt.
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Outsiders never knew thereal end of the story.

More than a century after their wedding, Helen lay dying: she was dying happily, because her
beloved sailor was beside her. She bdlieved that if they could conquer space, they might conquer death
aswell.

Her loving, happy, weary dying mind blurred over and she picked up an argument they hadn't
touched upon for decades.

"You did so cometo The Soul," shesad. "Y ou did so sand beside me when | waslost and did not
know how to handle the weapon.”

"If | camethen, darling, I'll come again, wherever you are. Y ou're my darling, my heart, my own true
love. You're my bravest of ladies, my boldest of people. Y ou're my own. Y ou sailed for me. You're my
lady who sailed The Soul "

Hisvoice broke, but his features stayed cam. He had never before seen anyone die so confident
and so happy.

THE GAME OF RAT AND DRAGON

Captain Wow and the other feline characters were inspired by catsliving in the Linebarger home
when this story was written—at a single sitting one afternoon in 1954. The discovery of planoforming,
which forces men to brave the terrors of space, was described in an unpublished story written the next
year ... astory which may never appear now, since itstheme was later reworked in " Drunkboat"

1. THE TABLE

Finlightingisahell of away to earn aliving. Underbill was furious as he closed the door behind
himsdf. It didn't make much senseto wear auniform and look like asoldier if people didn't appreciate
what you did.

He sat down in hischair, laid his head back in the headrest, and pulled the helmet down over his
forehead.

Ashewaited for the pin-set to warm up, he remembered the girl in the outer corridor. She had
looked at it, then looked at him scornfully.

"Meow." That wasdl shehad said. Yet it had cut him like aknife.

What did she think he was—afoal, aloafer, auniformed nonentity? Didn't she know that for every
haf-hour of pinlighting, he got aminimum of two months recuperation in the hospital?

By now the set waswarm. He felt the squares of space around him, sensed himself at the middle of
animmense grid, acubic grid, full of nothing. Out in that nothingness, he could sense the hollow aching
horror of spaceitself and could fed the terrible anxiety which his mind encountered whenever it met the
faintest trace of inert dust.

As herdaxed, the comforting solidity of the Sun, the clockwork of the familiar planets and the moon
rang in on him. Our own solar system was as charming and as Smple as an ancient cuckoo clock filled
with familiar ticking and with reassuring noises. The odd little moons of Mars swung around their planet
likefrantic mice, yet their regularity wasitsdf an assurance that al waswell. Far above the plane of the
ecliptic, he could fed half aton of dust more or less drifting outside the lanes of human travel.

Here there was nothing to fight, nothing to chalenge the mind, to tear the living soul out of abody
with itsroots dripping in effluvium as tangible as blood.



Nothing ever moved in on the solar system. He could wear the pin-set forever and be nothing more
than asort of telepathic astronomer, aman who could fed the hot, warm protection of the sun throbbing
and burning againg hisliving mind.

Woodley camein.

"Same old ticking world," said Underhill. "Nothing to report. No wonder they didn't develop the
pin-set until they began to planoform. Down here with the hot sun around us, it feels so good and so
quiet. Y ou can fed everything spinning and turning. It's nice and sharp and compact. It's sort of like Sitting
around home."

Woodley grunted. He was not much given to flights of fantasy.

Undeterred, Underbill went on, "1t must have been pretty good to have been an ancient man. |
wonder why they burned up their world with war. They didn't have to planoform. They didn't have to go
out to earn their livings among the stars. They didn't have to dodge the rats or play the game. They
couldn't have invented pinlighting because they didn't have any need of it, did they, Woodley?'

Woodley grunted, "Uh-huh." Woodley was twenty-sx years old and due to retire in one more year.
He dready had afarm picked out. He had gotten through ten years of hard work pinlighting with the best
of them. He had kept his sanity by not thinking very much about hisjob, meeting the strains of the task
whenever he had to meet them and thinking nothing more about his duties until the next emergency arose.

Woodley never made apoint of getting popular among the partners. None of the partnersliked him
very much. Some of them even resented him. He was suspected of thinking ugly thoughts of the partners
on occasion, but since none of the partners ever thought acomplaint in articulate form, the other
pinlighters and the chiefs of the Insrumentdlity Ieft him aone.

Underbill was il full of the wonder of their job. Happily he babbled on, "What does happen to us
when we planoform? Do you think it's sort of like dying? Did you ever see anybody who had his soul
pulled out?'

"Pulling soulsisjust away of talking about it," said Woodley. "After dl these years, nobody knows
whether we have souls or not."

"But | saw one once. | saw what Dogwood looked like when he came apart. There was something
funny. It looked wet and sort of sticky asif it were bleeding and it went out of him—and you know what
they did to Dogwood? They took him away, up in that part of the hospital where you and | never
go—way up a the top part where the others are, where the others dways have to go if they are dive
after the rats of the up-and-out have gotten them.”

Woodley sat down and lit an ancient pipe. He was burning something called tobacco init. It wasa
dirty sort of habit, but it made him look very dashing and adventurous.

"Look here, younggter. Y ou don't have to worry about that Stuff. Pinlighting is getting better dl the
time. The partners are getting better. I've seen them pinlight two rats forty-six million miles gpart in one
and ahaf milliseconds. Aslong as people had to try to work the pin-sets themselves, there was dways
the chance that with aminimum of four-hundred milliseconds for the human mind to set apinlight, we
wouldn't light the rats up fast enough to protect our planoforming ships. The partners have changed all
that. Once they get going, they're faster than rats. And they awayswill be. | know it's not easy, letting a
partner share your mind—"

"It'snot easy for them, ether,” said Underbill. "Don't worry about them. They're not human. Let
them take care of themselves. I've seen more pinlighters go crazy from monkeying around with partners
than | have ever seen caught by therats. How many of them do you actualy know of that got grabbed by
rats?'

Underbill looked down at hisfingers, which shone green and purplein the vivid light thrown by the
tuned-in pin-set, and counted ships. The thumb for the Andromeda, lost with crew and passengers, the
index finger and the middle finger for Release Ships 43 and 56, found with their pin-sets burned out and
every man, woman, and child on board dead or insane. Thering finger, the little finger, and the thumb of



the other hand were thefirst three battleships to be logt to the rats—l ost as peopl e realized that there was
something out there underneath space itsdf which was aive, capricious, and maevolent. Plancforming
was sort of funny. It felt like—like nothing much. Like the twinge of amild eectric shock.

Like the ache of asore tooth bitten on for thefirst time.

Likeadightly painful flash of light againg the eyes

Y et in that time, aforty-thousand-ton ship lifting free above Earth disgppeared somehow or other
into two dimensions and gppeared hdlf alight-year or fifty light-years off.

At one moment, he would be sitting in the Fighting Room, the pin-set ready and the familiar solar
system ticking around inside his head. For asecond or ayear (he could never tell how long it really was,
subjectively), the funny little flash went through him and then he was loose in the up-and-out, the terrible
open spaces between the stars, where the stars themsalves fdlt like pimples on histelepathic mind and the
planets were too far away to be sensed or read.

Somewherein this outer space, a gruesome death awaited, death and horror of akind which man
had never encountered until he reached out for interstellar spaceitself. Apparently thelight of the suns
kept the dragons away .

Dragons. That was what people called them. To ordinary people, there was nothing, nothing except
the shiver of planoforming and the hammer blow of sudden degth or the dark spastic note of lunacy
descending into their minds.

But to the telepaths, they were dragons.

In the fraction of a second between the telepaths awareness of a hostile something. Out in the black,
hollow nothingness of gpace and the impact of aferocious, ruinous psychic blow againg dl living things
within the ship, the telepaths had sensed entities something like the dragons of ancient human lore, beasts
more clever than beasts, demons more tangible than demons, hungry vortices of aiveness and hate
compounded by unknown means out of the thin, tenuous matter between the stars.

It took asurviving ship to bring back the news—aship in which, by sheer chance, atelepath had a
light-beam ready, turning it out at the innocent dust so that, within the panoramaof his mind, the dragon
dissolved into nothing at al and the other passengers, themsd ves non-tel epathic, went about their way
not redlizing that their own immediate desths had been averted.

From then on, it was easy—amost.

Panoforming ships dways carried telepaths. Telepaths had their senstivenessenlarged to an
immense range by the pin-sats, which were telepathic amplifiers adapted to the mammal mind. The
pin-setsin turn were dectronicaly geared into smal dirigible light bombs. Light did it.

Light broke up the dragons, allowed the shipsto reform three-dimensionally, skip, skip, skip, as
they moved from star to sar.

The odds suddenly moved down from a hundred to one againgt mankind to sixty to forty in
mankind'sfavor.

Thiswas not enough. The telepaths were trained to become ultrasensitive, trained to become aware
of the dragonsin lessthan amillisecond.

But it was found that the dragons could move amillion milesin just under two milliseconds and thet
thiswas not enough for the human mind to activate the light beams.

Attempts had been made to sheath the shipsin light at al times.

This defense wore out.

Asmankind learned about the dragons, so too, apparently, the dragons learned about mankind.
Somehow they flattened their own bulk and camein on extremely flat trgectories very quickly.

Intense light was needed, light of sunlike intensity. This could be provided only by light bombs.
Finlighting cameinto existence.



Finlighting consisted of the detonation of ultra-vivid miniature photonuclear bombs, which converted
afew ounces of amagnesium isotopeinto pure visible radiance.

The odds kept coming down in mankind's favor, yet shipswere being logt.

It became so bad that people didn't even want to find the ships because the rescuers knew what
they would see. It was sad to bring back to Earth three hundred bodies ready for buria and two hundred
or three hundred lunatics, damaged beyond repair, to be wakened, and fed, and cleaned, and put to
deep, wakened and fed again until their lives were ended.

Teepaths tried to reach into the minds of the psychotics who had been damaged by the dragons, but
they found nothing there beyond vivid spouting columns of fiery terror bursting from the primordid id
itsdlf, the volcanic source of life,

Then came the partners.

Man and partner could do together what man could not do done. Men had the intellect. Partners
had the speed.

The partnersrode their tiny craft, no larger than footbals, outside the spaceships. They planoformed
with the ships. They rode beside them in their six-pound craft ready to attack.

Thetiny ships of the partners were swift. Each carried adozen pin-lights, bombs no bigger than
thimbles.

The pinlighters threw the partners—quite literdly threw—by means of mind-to-firing relays directly
at the dragons.

What seemed to be dragons to the human mind appeared in the form of gigantic ratsin the minds of
the partners.

Out in the pitiless nothingness of space, the partners minds responded to an ingtinct asold aslife.
The partners attacked, striking with a speed faster than man's, going from attack to attack until the rats or
themsalveswere destroyed. Almogt dl the timeit was the partners who won.

With the safety of the interstellar skip, skip, skip of the ships, commerce increased immensely, the
population of al the colonies went up, and the demand for trained partnersincreased.

Underbill and Woodley were a part of the third generation of pin-lighters and yet, to them, it seemed
asthough their craft had endured forever.

Gearing space into minds by means of the pin-set, adding the partners to those minds, keying up the
minds for the tension of afight on which al depended—this was more than human synapses could stand
for long. Underbill needed his two months rest after half an hour of fighting. Woodley needed his
retirement after ten years of service. They were young. They were good. But they had limitations.

So much depended on the choice of partners, so much on the sheer luck of who drew whom.

2. THE SHUFFLE

Father Moontree and the little girl named West entered the room. They were the other two
pinlighters. The human complement of the Fighting Room was now complete.

Father Moontree was ared-faced man of forty-five who had lived the peaceful life of afarmer until
he reached hisfortieth year. Only then, belatedly, did the authorities find he was telepathic and agree to
let him latein life enter upon the career of pinlighter. Hedid well &t it, but he was fantasticaly old for this
kind of business,

Father M oontree looked at the glum Woodley and the musing Underhill. "How're the youngsters
today? Reedy for agood fight?"
"Father dwayswantsafight,” giggled thelittle girl named West. Shewas such alittlelittle girl. Her

giggle was high and childish. Shelooked like the last person in the world one would expect to find in the
rough, sharp dueling of pinlighting.



Underbill had been amused one time when he found one of the most duggish of the partners coming
away happy from contact with the mind of the girl named West.

Usually the partners didn't care much about the human minds with which they were paired for the
journey. The partners seemed to take the attitude that human minds were complex and fouled up beyond
belief, anyhow. No partner ever questioned the superiority of the human mind, though very few of the
partners were much impressed by that superiority.

The partnersliked people. They were willing to fight with them. They were even willing to die for
them. But when a partner liked an individua theway, for example, that Captain Wow or the Lady May
liked Underhill, the liking had nothing to do with intellect. It was amatter of temperament, of fed.

Underbill knew perfectly well that Captain Wow regarded his, Underbill's, brainsas silly. What
Captain Wow liked was Underhill'sfriendly emotiona structure, the cheerfulness and glint of wicked
amusement that shot through Underbill's unconscious thought patterns, and the gaiety with which
Underhbill faced danger. The words, the history books, the ideas, the science—Underbill could sense dll
that in his own mind, reflected back from Captain Wow's mind, as so much rubbish.

Miss West looked a Underbill. "I bet you've put stickum on the stones.”

"l did not!"

Underhill felt his ears grow red with embarrassment. During his novitiate, he had tried to cheet in the
lottery because he got particularly fond of aspecia partner, alovely young mother named Murr. It was
S0 much easier to operate with Murr and she was o affectionate toward him that he forgot pinlighting
was hard work and that he was not instructed to have a good time with his partner. They were both
designed and prepared to go into deadly battle together.

One cheating had been enough. They had found him out and he had been laughed at for years.

Father Moontree picked up the imitation—Ieather cup and shook the stone dice which assigned
them their partnersfor the trip. By senior rights he took first draw.

He grimaced. He had drawn agreedy old character, atough old male whose mind was full of
dobbering thoughts of food, veritable oceansfull of half-spoiled fish. Father Moontree had once said that
he burped cod liver oil for weeks after drawing that particular glutton, so strongly had the telepathic
image of fish impressed itsdlf upon hismind. Y et the glutton was a glutton for danger aswell asfor fish.
He had killed sixty-three dragons, more than any other partner in the service, and was quite literally
worth hisweight in gold.

Thelittle girl West came next. She drew Captain Wow. When she saw who it was, she smiled.
"l likehim," she said. "He's such fun to fight with. He feds so nice and cuddly in my mind.”

"Cuddly, hell," said Woodley. "I've been in hismind, too. It's the most leering mind in this ship, bar
none."

"Nasty man," said thelittle girl. She said it declaratively, without reproach.
Underhill, looking &t her, shivered.

He didn't see how she could take Captain Wow so calmly. Captain Wow's mind did leer. When
Captain Wow got excited in the middle of a battle, confused images of dragons, deadly rats, luscious
beds, the smdll of fish, and the shock of space al scrambled together in his mind as he and Captain
Wow, their consciousnesses linked together through the pin-set, became a fantastic composite of human
being and Persan cat.

That's the trouble with working with cats, thought Underhill. It'sapity that nothing € se anywhere
will serve as partner. Catswere dl right once you got in touch with them telepathicaly. They were smart
enough to meet the needs of the fight, but their motives and desires were certainly different from those of
humans.

They were companionable enough aslong as you thought tangible images at them, but their minds
just closed up and went to deep when you recited Shakespeare or Colegrove, or if you tried to tell them



what space was.

It was sort of funny redizing that the partners who were so grim and mature out here in space were
the same cute little animal s that people had used as pets for thousands of years back on Earth. He had
embarrassed himsalf more than once while on the ground saluting perfectly ordinary non-tel epathic cats
because he had forgotten for the moment that they were not partners.

He picked up the cup and shook out his stone dice.

He was lucky—he drew the Lady May.

The Lady May wasthe most thoughtful partner he had ever met. In her, thefindly bred pedigree
mind of a Persian cat had reached one of its highest peaks of development. She was more complex than
any human woman, but the complexity was dl one of emotions, memory, hope, and discriminated
experience—experience sorted through without benefit of words.

When he had first come into contact with her mind, he was astonished at its clarity. With her he
remembered her kittenhood. He remembered every mating experience she had ever had. Hesaw ina
half-recognizable gdlery dl the other pinlighters with whom she had been paired for the fight. And he saw
himself radiant, cheerful, and desirable.

He even thought he caught the edge of alonging—

A very flattering and yearning thought: What a pity heis not a cat.

Woodley picked up the last stone. He drew what he deserved—a sullen, scarred old tomcat with
none of the verve of Captain Wow. Woodley's partner was the most anima of adl the catson the ship, a
low, brutish type with adull mind. Even telepathy had not refined his character. His earswere half
chewed off from the firgt fightsin which he had engaged. He was a servicesble fighter, nothing more.

Woodley grunted.

Underhill glanced a him oddly. Didn't Woodley ever do anything but grunt?

Father Moontree looked at the other three. ™Y ou might aswell get your partners now. I'll let the
scanner know we're ready to go into the up-and-out.”

3. THE DEAL

Underhbill spun the combination lock on the Lady May's cage. He woke her gently and took her into
hisarms. She humped her back [uxurioudy, stretched her claws, started to purr, thought better of it, and
licked him on the wrist instead. He did not have the pin-set on, so their minds were closed to each other,
but in the angle of her mustache and in the movement of her ears, he caught some sense of the
gratification she experienced in finding him as her partner.

He talked to her in human speech, even though speech meant nothing to a cat when the pin-set was
not on.

"It'sadamn shame, sending aswext little thing like you whirling around in the coldness of nothing to
hunt for ratsthat are bigger and deadlier than dl of us put together. Y ou didn't ask for thiskind of fight,
did you?'

For answer, shelicked hishand, purred, tickled his cheek with her long fluffy tail, turned around and
faced him, golden eyes shining.

For amoment, they stared at each other, man squatting, cat standing erect on her hind legs, front
claws digging into his knee. Human eyes and cat eyes|ooked across an immensity which no words could
meet, but which affection spanned in asingle glance.

"Timetogetin," hesad.
She waked docildly to her spheroid carrier. She climbed in. He saw to it that her miniature pin-set

rested firmly and comfortably against the base of her brain. He made sure that her clawvs were padded so
that she could not tear hersdf in the excitement of battle.



Softly he said to her, "Ready?'

For answer, she preened her back as much as her harness would permit and purred softly within the
confines of the frame that held her.

He dapped down the lid and watched the sealant ooze around the seam. For afew hours, shewas
welded into her projectile until aworkman with ashort cutting arc would remove her after she had done
her duty.

He picked up the entire projectile and dipped it into the gection tube. He closed the door of the
tube, spun thelock, seated himsdf in hischair, and put his own pin-set on.

Once again heflung the switch.

Hesat inasmall room, small, small, warm, warm, the bodies of the other three people moving close
around him, the tangible lightsin the celling bright and heavy againg his closed eyelids.

Asthe pin-set warmed, the room fell away. The other people ceased to be people and became
smdl glowing hegps of fire, embers, dark red fire, with the consciousness of life burning like old red cod's
inacountry fireplace.

Asthe pin-set warmed alittle more, hefdt Earth just below him, felt the ship dipping away, felt the
turning Moon asit swung on the far side of the world, felt the planets and the hot, clear goodness of the
sun which kept the dragons so far from mankind's native ground.

Findly, he reached complete awareness.

Hewasteepathicaly diveto arange of millions of miles. He fet the dust which he had noticed
earlier high abovethe ecliptic. With athrill of warmth and tenderness, he felt the consciousness of the
Lady May pouring over into hisown. Her consciousness was as gentle and dear and yet sharp to the

taste of hismind asif it were scented ail. It fet relaxing and reassuring. He could sense her welcome of
him. It was scarcely athought, just araw emotion of greeting.

At last they were one again.

In atiny remote corner of hismind, astiny asthe smallest toy he had ever seenin his childhood, he
was till aware of the room and the ship, and of Father Moontree picking up atelephone and speaking to
aGo-captain in charge of the ship.

Histelepathic mind caught the idealong before his ears could frame the words. The actua sound
followed the idea the way that thunder on an ocean beach follows the lightning inward from far out over
the sess.

"The Fighting Room isready. Clear to planoform, Sir."

4. THE PLAY

Underbill was dways alittle exasperated the way that Lady May experienced things before he did.

He was braced for the quick vinegar thrill of planoforming, but he caught her report of it before his
own nerves could register what happened.

Earth had falen so far away that he groped for severa milliseconds before he found the Sunin the
upper rear right-hand corner of histelepathic mind.

That was agood jump, he thought. Thisway well get therein four or five skips.

A few hundred miles outside the ship, the Lady May thought back at him, "O warm, O generous, O

gigantic man! O brave, O friendly, O tender and huge partner! O wonderful with you, with you so good,
good, good, warm, warm, now to fight, now to go, good withyou ... "

He knew that she was not thinking words, that his mind took the dear amiable babble of her cat
intellect and trandated it into images which his own thinking could record and understand.

Neither one of them was absorbed in the game of mutual greetings. He reached out far beyond her
range of perception to seeif there was anything near the ship. It was funny how it was possible to do two



things at once. He could scan space with his pin-set mind and yet at the same time catch avagrant
thought of hers, alovely, affectionate thought about a son who had had a golden face and achest
covered with soft, incredibly downy white fur.

While hewas sill searching, he caught the warning from her.

Wejump agan!

And so they had. The ship had moved to asecond planoform. The stars were different. The sun was
immeasurably far behind. Even the nearest starswere barely in contact. Thiswas good dragon country,

this open, nasty, hollow kind of space. He reached farther, faster, sensing and looking for danger, ready
to fling the Lady May a danger wherever hefoundiit.

Terror blazed up in hismind, so sharp, so clear, that it came through as a physica wrench.

Thelittle girl named West had found something—something immense, long, black, sharp, greedy,
horrific. Sheflung Captain Wow at it.

Underhill tried to keep hisown mind clear. "Watch out!" he shouted telepathicaly at the others,
trying to move the Lady May around.

At one corner of the battle, he felt the lustful rage of Captain Wow as the big Persian tomcat
detonated lights while he approached the streak of dust which threatened the ship and the people within.

The lights scored near misses.
The dust flattened itsdlf, changing from the shape of asting ray into the shape of a spesar.
Not three milliseconds had el apsed.

Father Moontree was talking human words and was saying in avoice that moved like cold molasses
out of aheavy jar, "C-a-p-t-ai-n." Underhill knew that the sentence was going to be " Captain, move
fedt!"

The battle would be fought and finished before Father Moontree got through talking.
Now, fractions of amillisecond later, the Lady May wasdirectly inline.

Here was where the skill and speed of the partners came in. She could react faster than he. She
could seethethreat asan immense rat coming directly at her.

She could fire the light-bombs with a discrimination which he might miss.
He was connected with her mind, but he could not follow it.

His consciousness absorbed the tearing wound inflicted by the alien enemy. It waslike no wound on
Earth—raw, crazy pain which started like aburn at his navel. He began to writhe in his chair.

Actudly he had not yet had time to move amuscle when the Lady May struck back at their enemy.
Five evenly spaced photonuclear bombs blazed out across a hundred-thousand miles.
Thepaininhismind and body vanished.

Hefelt amoment of fierce, terrible, feral dation running through the mind of the Lady May asshe
finished her kill. It was dways disgppointing to the catsto find out that their enemies disappeared at the
moment of destruction.

Then hefdt her hurt, the pain and the fear that swept over both of them as the battle, quicker than
the movement of an eyelid, had come and gone. In the same instant there came the sharp and acid twinge
of planoform.

Once more the ship went skip.

He could hear Woodley thinking at him. ™Y ou don't have to bother much. This old son-of-a-gun and
| will teke over for awhile."

Twice again the twinge, the skip.
He had no ideawhere he was until the lights of the Caedonia space port shone below.
With awearinessthat lay amost beyond the limits of thought, he threw his mind back into rapport



with the pin-s&, fixing the Lady May's projectile gently and neetly in its launching tube.
Shewas haf dead with fatigue, but he could fedl the beat of her heart, could listen to her panting,
and he grasped the grateful edge of a"Thanks' reaching from her mind to his.

5. THE SCORE

They put himin the hospital a Caledonia

The doctor was friendly but firm. Y ou actually got touched by that dragon. That's as close ashave
asl'veever seen. It'sdl so quick that it'll be along time before we know what happened scientificaly,

but | suppose you'd be ready for the insane asylum now if the contact had lasted severd tenthsof a
millisecond longer. What kind of cat did you have out in front of you?"

Underbill felt the words coming out of him dowly. Wordswere such alot of trouble compared with
the speed and the joy of thinking, fast and sharp and clear, mind to mind! But wordswere dl that could
reach ordinary people like this doctor.

His mouth moved heavily as he articulated words. "Don't call our partners cats. Theright thing to call
them is partners. They fight for usin ateam. Y ou ought to know we call them partners, not cats. How is
mine?'

"l don't know," said the doctor contritely. "Well find out for you. Meanwhile, old man, you take it
easy. There's nothing but rest that can help you. Can you make yoursalf deep, or would you like usto
giveyou somekind of sedative?’

"l can deep,” said Underhill. "I just want to know about the Lady May."

The nursejoined in. She was alittle antagonistic. "Don't you want to know about the other people?’

"They're okay," said Underbill. "I knew that before | camein here"

He stretched his arms and sighed and grinned at them. He could see they were rdlaxing and were
beginning to treat him as a person instead of a patient.

"I'madl right," hesaid. "Just et me know when | can go see my partner.”

A new thought struck him. He looked wildly at the doctor. "They didn't send her off with the ship,
did they?'

"I'll find out right away," said the doctor. He gave Underbill areassuring squeeze of the shoulder and
left the room.

The nursetook angpkin off agoblet of chilled fruit juice.

Underbill tried to smile a her. There seemed to be something wrong with the girl. Hewished she
would go away. Firgt she had started to be friendly and now she was distant again. It's anuisance being
telepathic, he thought. Y ou keep trying to reach even when you are not making contact.

Suddenly she swung around on him.

"Y ou pinlighterd! Y ou and your damn catdl™

Just as she slamped out, he burgt into her mind. He saw himsdlf aradiant hero, clad in his smooth
suede uniform, the pin-set crown shining like ancient roya jewe s around his head. He saw hisown face,
handsome and masculine, shining out of her mind. He saw himsdlf very far away and he saw himsdlf as
she hated him.

She hated him in the secrecy of her own mind. She hated him because he was—she thought—proud
and strange and rich, better and more beautiful than people like her.

He cut off the sght of her mind and, as he buried hisfacein the pillow, he caught an image of the
Lady May.

"Sheisaca," hethought. "That'sal sheis—acat!"

But that was not how his mind saw her—quick beyond al dreams of speed, sharp, clever,



unbelievably graceful, beautiful, wordless and undemanding.
Where would he ever find awoman who could compare with her?

THE BURNING OF THE BRAIN

Rejuvenation, implied in parts of "The Lady Who Sailed The Soul" and mentioned more
explicitly here, is made possible by the santaclara drug (stroon) found only on Old North Australia
(Norstrilia)-although it was some years after publication of this story (written in 1955), that the
planet was mentioned by name in Smith's fiction. Even at this period, we see the growing luxury
and decadence of Instrumentality culture.

1. DOLORES OH

| tell you, itissad, it ismorethan sad, it isfearful—for it isadreadful thing to go into the
up-and-out, to fly without flying, to move between the stars as amoth may drift among the leaveson a
summer night.

Of dl the men who took the great shipsinto planoform none was braver, none stronger, than
Captain Magno Tdiano.

Scanners had been gone for centuries and the jonasoidal effect had become so smple, so
manageable, that the traveraing of light-years was no more difficult to most of the passengers of the great
ships than to go from one room to the other.

Passengers moved eedily.

Not the crew.

Least of al the captain.

The captain of ajonasoida ship which had embarked on an interstellar journey was a man subject to
rare and overwhelming strains. The art of getting past dl the complications of space wasfar more like the
piloting of turbulent watersin ancient days than like the smooth seas which legendary men once traversed
with sallsaone.

Go-captain on the Wu-Feinstein, finest ship of its class, was Magno Tdiano.

Of him it was said, "He could sall through hell with the muscles of hisleft eye done. He could plow
gpace with hisliving brain if theingrumentsfailed ... "

Wife to the Go-captain was Dolores Oh. The name was Japonical, from some nation of the ancient
days. Dolores Oh had been once beautiful, so beautiful that she took men's breath away, made wise men
into fools, made young men into nightmares of lust and yearning. Wherever she went men had quarreled
and fought over her.

But Dolores Oh was proud beyond al common limits of pride. She refused to go through the
ordinary rejuvenescence. A terrible yearning a hundred or so years back must have come over her.
Perhaps she said to hersdf, before that hope and terror which amirror in aquiet room becomesto
anyone

"Surely | am me. There must be a me more than the beauty of my face, there must be asomething
other than the ddlicacy of skin and the accidenta lines of my jaw and my cheekbone.

"What have men loved if it wasn't me? Can | ever find out who | am or what | amiif | don't let
beauty perish and live onin whatever flesh age gives me?'

She had met the Go-captain and had married him in aromance that left forty planetstalking and half
the ship lines stunned.

Magno Tdiano was at the very beginning of hisgenius. Space, we can tell you, isrough—rough like
the wildest of storm-driven waters, filled with perilswhich only the most sensitive, the quickest, the most



daring of men can surmount.

Best of them dll, classfor class, agefor age, out of class, beating the best of his seniors, was Magno
Tdiano.

For him to marry the most beautiful beauty of forty worldswas awedding like Heloise and
Abdard's or like the unforgettable romance of Helen Americaand Mr. Grey-no-more.

The ships of the Go-Captain Magno Tdiano became more beautiful year by year, century by
century.

As ships became better he always obtained the best. He maintained hislead over the other
Go-captains so overwhelmingly that it was unthinkable for the finest ship of mankind to sail out amid the
roughnesses and uncertainties of two-dimensiond space without himsdlf a the hem.

Stop-captains were proud to sail space beside him. (Though the Stop-captains had nothing more to
do than to check the maintenance of the ship, itsloading and unloading when it wasin normal space, they
were gtill more than ordinary men in their own kind of world, aworld far below the more majestic and
adventurous universe of the Go-captains.)

Magno Taliano had a niece who in the modern style used aplace instead of aname: shewas caled
"Ditafrom the Great South House."

When Dita came aboard the Wu-Feinstein she had heard much of Dolores Oh, her aunt by
marriage who had once captivated the men in many worlds. Ditawas wholly unprepared for what she
found.

Dolores greeted her civilly enough, but the civility was a sucking pump of hideous anxiety, the
friendlinesswas the driest of mockeries, the greeting itself an attack.

What's the matter with the woman? thought Dita
Asif to answer her thought, Dolores said doud and in words:. "It's nice to meet awoman who's not
trying to take Taliano from me. | love him. Can you believe that? Can you?'

"Of course" said Dita. Shelooked at the ruined face of Dolores Oh, at the dreaming terror in
Doloress eyes, and sheredlized that Dolores had passed dl limits of nightmare and had become a
veritable demon of regret, a possessive ghost who sucked the vitdity from her husband, who dreaded
companionship, hated friendship, rejected even the most casua of acquaintances, because she feared
forever and without limit that there wasrealy nothing to herself, and feared that without Magno Taiano
shewould be more lost than the blackest of whirlpoolsin the nothing between the sars.

Magno Tdiano camein.

He saw hiswife and niece together.

He must have been used to Dolores Oh. In Dita's eyes Dol ores was more frightening than a
mud-caked reptile raising its wounded and venomous head with blind hunger and blind rage. To Magno
Tdiano the ghastly woman who stood like awitch beside him was somehow the beautiful girl he had
wooed and had married one hundred sixty-four years before.

He kissed the withered cheek, he stroked the dried and stringy hair, he looked into the greedy,
terror-haunted eyes as though they were the eyes of achild heloved. He said, lightly and gently,

"Be good to Dita, my dear.”
He went on through the lobby of the ship to the inner sanctum of the planoforming room.

The Stop-captain waited for him. Outside on the world of Sherman the scented breezes of that
pleasant planet blew in through the open windows of the ship. The Wu-Feinstein, finest ship of itsclass,
had no need for metal walls,

It was built to resemble an ancient, prehistoric estate named Mount Vernon, and when it sailed
between the stars it was encased initsown rigid and self-renewing field of force.

The passengers went through afew pleasant hours of strolling on the grass, enjoying the spacious



rooms, chatting beneath amarvelous smulacrum of an atmaosphere-filled sky.

Only in the planoforming room did the Go-captain know what happened. The Go-captain, his
pinlighters sitting beside him, took the ship from one compression to another, leaping body and frantically
through space, sometimes one light-year, sometimes a hundred light-years, jump, jump, jump, jump until
the ship, the light touches of the captain's mind guiding it, passed the perils of millions upon millions of
worlds, came out at its appointed destination and settled aslightly as one feather resting upon others,
settled into an embroidered and decorated countryside where the passengers could move as easily away
from their journey asif they had done nothing more than to pass an afternoon in apleasant old house by
thesdeof ariver.

2. THE LOST LOCKSHEET

Magno Taliano nodded to his pinlighters. The Stop-captain bowed obsequioudy from the doorway
of the planoforming room. Tdiano looked a him sternly, but with robust friendliness. With formd and
austere courtesy he asked,

"Sir and Colleague, is everything ready for the jonasoidd effect?”

The Stop-captain bowed even more formaly. "Truly ready, Sr and Master."

"The locksheetsin place?"

"Truly in place, Sr and Magter."

"The passengers secure?’

"The passengers are secure, numbered, happy and ready, Sir and Master.”

Then camethelast and the most serious of questions. "Are my pin-lighters warmed with their
pin-sets and ready for combat?'

"Ready for combat, Sir and Magter." With these words the Stop-captain withdrew. Magno Taiano
amiled to his pinlighters. Through the minds of dl of them there passed the same thought.

How could aman that pleasant stay married al those years to ahag like Dolores Oh? How could
that witch, that horror, have ever "been a beauty? How could that beast have ever been awoman,
particularly the divine and glamorous Dol ores Oh whose image we il seein four-di every now and
then?

Y et pleasant he was, though long he may have been married to Dolores Oh. Her londliness and
greed might suck at him like anightmare, but his strength was more than enough strength for two.

Was he not the captain of the greatest ship to sail between the stars?

Even asthe pinlighters smiled their greetings back to him, hisright hand depressed the golden
ceremonid lever of the ship. Thisingtrument alone was mechanicd. All other controlsin the ship had long
since been formed teepathicaly or eectronicaly.

Within the planoforming room the black skies became visible and the tissue of space shot up around
them like boiling water a the base of awaterfal. Outside that one room the passengers still walked
sedately on scented lawns.

From thewadll facing him, ashe sat rigid in his Go-captain's chair, Magno Taiano sensed the forming
of apattern which in three or four hundred milliseconds would tell him where he was and would give him
the next clue asto how to move.

He moved the ship with the impulses of hisown brain, to which the wall was asuperlative
complement.

Thewall wasaliving brickwork of locksheets, laminated charts, one hundred thousand chartsto the
inch, the wall presdected and preassembled for dl imaginable contingencies of the journey which, each
time afresh, took the ship across ha f-unknown immensities of time and space. The ship legpt, asit had
before.



The new star focused.

Magno Tdiano waited for the wal to show him where he was, expecting (in partnership with the
wall) to flick the ship back into the pattern of stellar space, moving it by immense skips from source to
destination.

Thistime nothing happened.

Nothing?

For thefirst timein ahundred years his mind knew panic.

It couldn't be nothing. Not nothing. Something had to focus. The locksheets aways focused.

His mind reached into the locksheets and he redlized with adevastation beyond dl limits of ordinary
human grief that they were lost as no ship had ever been lost before. By some error never before
committed in the history of mankind, the entire wall was made of duplicates of the same lockshest.

Worgt of all, the emergency return sheet was lost. They were amid stars none of them had ever seen
before, perhaps as near asfive hundred million miles, perhaps asfar asforty parsecs.

And the locksheet was | ost.
And they would die.

Asthe ship's power failed coldness and blackness and desth would crush in on them in afew hours
at themost. That then would be dl, dl of the Wu-Feinstein, al of Dolores Oh.

3. THE SECRET OF THE OLD DARK BRAIN

Outside of the planoforming room of the Wu-Feinstein the passengers had no reason to understand
that they were marooned in the nothing-at-all.

Dolores Oh rocked back and forth in an ancient rocking chair. Her haggard face |ooked without
pleasure a the imaginary river that ran past the edge of the lawn. Ditafrom the Great South House sat on
ahassock by her aunt's knees.

Dolores was talking about atrip she had made when she was young and vibrant with beauty, a
beauty which brought trouble and hate wherever it went.

" ... 0 the guardsman killed the captain and then came to my cabin and said to me, "Y ou've got to
marry me now. |'ve given up everything for your sake,' and | said to him, 'l never said that | loved you. It
was sweet of you to get into afight, and inaway | supposeit isacompliment to my beauty, but it doesn't
mean that | belong to you the rest of my life. What do you think | am, anyhow? *

Dolores Oh sighed adry, ugly sigh, like the crackling of sub-zero winds through frozen twigs. "So
you see, Dita, being beautiful the way you areisno answer to anything. A woman has got to be herself
before she finds out what sheis. I know that my lord and husband, the Go-captain, loves me because my
beautty is gone, and with my beauty gone thereis nothing but meto love, isthere?!

An odd figure came out on the verandah. It was apinlighter in full fighting costume. Finlighterswere
never supposed to leave the planoforming room, and it was most extraordinary for one of them to appear
among the passengers.

He bowed to the two ladies and said with the utmost courtesy, "L adies, will you please come into
the planoforming room? We have need that you should see the Go-captain now."

Doloress hand legpt to her mouth. Her gesture of grief was as automatic as the striking of a snake.
Ditasensed that her aunt had been waiting a hundred years and more for disaster, that her aunt had
craved ruin for her husband the way that some people crave love and others crave degth.

Ditasaid nothing. Neither did Dolores, apparently at second thought, utter aword.

They followed the pinlighter silently into the planoforming room. The heavy door closed behind
them. Magno Tdiano was il rigid in his captain's chair. He spoke very dowly, hisvoice sounding likea
record played too dowly on an ancient parlophone.



"Wearelost in space, my deef," said the frigid, ghostly, voice of the captain, till in his Go-captain's
trance. "We arelogt in space and | thought that perhapsif your mind aided mine we might think of away
lack."

Dita started to speak.
A pinlighter told her: "Go ahead and speak, my dear. Do you have any suggestion?”

"Why don't wejust go back? It would be humiliating, wouldn't it? Still it would be better than dying.
Let's use the emergency return locksheet and go on right back. The world will forgive Magno Tadiano for
asinglefallure after thousands of brilliant and successful trips.”

The pinlighter, a pleasant enough young man, was as friendly and calm as adoctor informing
someone of adeath or of amuitilation. " The imposs ble has happened, Ditafrom the Great South House.
All the locksheets are wrong. They are dl the same one. And not one of them isgood for emergency
return.”

With that the two women knew where they were. They knew that space would tear into them like
threads being pulled out of afiber so that they would either die bit by bit asthe hours passed and asthe
materia of their bodies faded awvay afew molecules here and afew there. Or, dternatively, they could
diedl a oncein aflashif the Go-captain choseto kill himself and the ship rather than to wait for adow
degth. Or, if they believed in religion, they could pray.

The pinlighter said to the rigid Go-captain, "Wethink we see afamiliar pattern at the edge of your
own brain. May welook in?" Taiano nodded very dowly, very gravely. The pinlighter stood till.

The two women watched. Nothing visible happened, but they knew that beyond the limits of vison
and yet before their eyes agreat drama was being played out. The minds of the pinlighters probed deep
into the mind of the frozen Go-captain, searching amid the synapsesfor the secret of thefaintest clueto
their possible rescue. Minutes passed. They seemed like hours.

At last the pinlighter spoke. "We can seeinto your midbrain, Captain. At the edge of your
paleocortex there isa tar pattern which resembles the upper I€eft rear of our present location.”

The pinlighter laughed nervoudy. "We want to know, can you fly the ship home on your brain?'

Magno Taliano looked with deep tragic eyes at the inquirer. His dow voice came out at them once
again since he dared not leave the hdf-trance which held the entire ship in tasis. "Do you mean can | fly
the ship on abrain done? It would burn out my brain and the ship would belost anyhow ... "

"But werelog, logt, logt," screamed Dolores Oh. Her face was dive with hideous hope, with a
hunger for ruin, with a greedy welcome of disaster. She screamed at her husband, "Wake up, my darling,
and let us dietogether. At least we can belong to each other that much, that long, forever!™

"Why die?' sad the pinlighter softly. ™Y ou tell him, Dita."

Sad Dita, "Why not try, Sir and Uncle?"

Slowly Magno Taliano turned hisface toward hisniece. Again his hollow voice sounded. "If | do this
| shdl beafoal or achild or adead man, but | will do it for you.”

Ditahad studied the work of the Go-captains and she knew well enough that if the paleocortex was
lost the persondity became intellectudly sane, but emotionally crazed. With the most ancient part of the
brain gone the fundamenta controls of hostility, hunger and sex disappeared. The most ferocious of
animas and the mogt brilliant of men were reduced to acommon leved—alevd of infantile friendlinessin
which lust and playfulness and gentle, ungppeasable hunger became the eternity of their days.

Magno Taiano did not wait.

He reached out adow hand and squeezed the hand of Dolores Oh. "As| dieyou shal at last be
aurel loveyou."

Once again the women saw nothing. They redlized they had been called in smply to give Magno
Tdiano alagt glimpse of hisown life.



A quiet pinlighter thrust a beam-€lectrode so that it reached square into the paleocortex of Captain
Magno Tdiano.

The planoforming room cameto life. Strange heavens swirled about them like milk being churned in
abowl.

Ditaredlized that her partid capacity of telepathy was functioning even without the aid of amachine.
With her mind she could fed the dead wall of the locksheets. She was aware of the rocking of the
Wu-Feinstein asit legpt from space to space, as uncertain as aman crossing ariver by leaping from one
ice-covered rock to the other.

In astrange way she even knew that the paleocortical part of her uncle's brain was burning out at
last and forever, that the star patterns which had been frozen in the locksheets lived on in the infinitely
complex pattern of hisown memories, and that with the help of his own telepathic pinlighters hewas
burning out hisbrain cell by cell in order for them to find away to the ship's destination. Thisindeed was
hislast trip.

Dolores Oh watched her husband with ahungry greed surpassing al expression.
Little by little hisface became rdlaxed and stupid.

Dita could see the midbrain being burned blank, as the ship's controls with the help of the pinlighters
searched through the most magnificent intellect of itstimefor alast courseinto harbor.

Suddenly Dolores Oh was on her knees, sobbing by the hand of her husband.

A pinlighter took Dita by thearm.

"We have reached destination," he said.

"And my uncle?'

The pinlighter looked a her strangdly.

She redized he was speaking to her without moving his lips—speaking mind-to-mind with pure
telepathy.

"Can't you seeit?'

She shook her head dazedly.

The pinlighter thought his emphétic statement at her once again.

"Asyour uncle hurned out hisbrain, you picked up his skills. Can't you senseit? You area
Go-captain yourself and one of the greatest of us.”

"And he?'
The pinlighter thought amerciful comment &t her.

Magno Tdiano had risen from his chair and was being led from the room by hiswife and consort,
Dolores Oh. He had the amiable smile of anidiot, and hisfacefor the first time in more than ahundred
yearstrembled with shy and silly love.

GOLDEN THE SHIP WAS—OH! OH! OH!

The "cat scandal”" might refer to an incident involving the pinlighters' partners, the
underpeople, or even the intelligent cats created by Commander Suzdal—Smith never made this
reference clear. Nor isthe connection, if any, between Raumsog's empire and the Bright Empire
referred to passingly in the later stories " The Dead Lady of Clown Town" and "A Planet Named
Shayol" ever made clear. In any case, Tedesco's period is that of Instrumentality before the
Rediscovery of Man, when Earth was at its most decadent. This story was another collaboration
with Genevieve Linebarger, by the way.



Aggression darted very far awvay.

War with Raumsog came about twenty years after the great cat scandal which, for awhile,
threatened to cut the entire planet Earth from the desperately essentia santaclaradrug. It was ashort war
and abitter one.

Corrupt, wise, weary old Earth fought with masked weapons, since only hidden weapons could
maintain so ancient a sovereignty—sovereignty which had long since lgpsed into atitular paramountcy
among the communities of mankind. Earth won and the otherslogt, because the leaders of Earth never
put other consderations ahead of surviva. And thistime, they thought, they werefinaly and redlly
threatened.

The Raumsog war was never known to the genera public except for the reviva of wild old legends
about golden ships.

On Earth thelords of the Instrumentality met. The presiding chairman looked about and said, "Well,
gentlemen, dl of us have been bribed by Raumsog. We have dl been paid off individudly. | mysdlf
recelved Sx ounces of stroon in pure form. Will the rest of you show better bargains?”

Around the room, the councilors announced the amounts of their bribes.

The chairman turned to the secretary. "Enter the bribesin the record and then mark the record
off-the-record.”

The others nodded gravely.

"Now we must fight. Bribery is not enough. Raumsog has been threatening to attack Earth. It's been
chegp enough to let him threaten, but obvioudy we don't meantolet himdoiit.”

"How are you going to stop him, Lord Chairman?' growled agloomy old member. "Get out the
golden ships?'

"Exactly that." The chairman looked deadly serious.

There was amurmurous sigh around the room. The golden ships had been used againgt an inhuman
life-form many centuries before. They were hidden somewhere in nongpace and only afew officias of
Earth knew how much redlity there wasto them. Even at the level of thelords of the Instrumentdity the
council did not know precisely what they were.

"Oneship," said the chairman of the lords of the Instrumentdity, "will be enough.”

It was.

Thedictator Lord Raumsog on his planet knew the difference some weeks later.

"You can't mean that,” he said. "Y ou can't mean it. There isno such ship that size. The golden ships
arejust astory. No one ever saw apicture of one."

"Hereisapicture, my Lord," said the subordinate.

Raumsog looked at it. "It'satrick. Some piece of trick photography. They distorted thesize. The
dimensions are wrong. Nobody has aship that size. Y ou could not build it, or if you did build it, you
could not operateit. Therejust isnot any such thing—" He babbled on for afew more sentences before
he redlized that his men werelooking at the picture and not at him.

He camed down.
The boldest of the officers resumed speaking. "That one ship is ninety million mileslong, Y our
Highness. It shimmerslikefire, but moves so fast that we cannot approach it. But it cameinto the center

of our fleet dmast touching our ships, stayed there twenty or thirty thousandths of a second. Thereit was,
we thought. We saw the evidence of life on board: light beams waved; they examined us and then, of



coursg, it lapsed back into nonspace. Ninety million miles, Y our Highness. Old Earth has some stings yet
and we do not know what the ship isdoing.”

The officers sared with anxious confidence at their overlord.

Raumsog sighed. "If we mugt fight, well fight. We can destroy that too. After al, what issizein the
gpaces between the stars? What difference doesit make whether it isnine miles or nine million or ninety
million?" Hesghed again. "Y et | must say ninety million milesisan awful big Szefor aship. | don't know
what they are going to do withiit."

He did not.

3

It is strange—strange and even fearful—what the love of Earth can do to men. Tedesco, for
example

Tedesco's reputation was far-flung. Even among the Go-captains, whose thoughts were rarely on
such matters, Tedesco was known for hisraiment, the foppish arrangement of his mantle of office and his
be-jeweled badges of authority. Tedesco was known too for his languid manner and hisluxurious
sybaritic living. When the message came, it found Tedesco in hisusua character.

Hewaslying on the air-draft with his brain pleasure centers plugged into the triggering current. So
deeply lost in pleasure was he that the food, the women, the clothing, the books of his gpartments were
completely neglected and forgotten. All pleasure save the pleasure of electricity acting on the brain was
forgotten.

So great was the pleasure that Tedesco had been plugged into the current for twenty hours without
interruption—amanifest disobedience of the rule which set Sx hours as maximum pleasure.

And yet, when the message came—relayed to Tedesco's brain by theinfinitesmal crystd set there
for the transmittal of messages so secret that even thought was too vulnerable to interception—when the
message came Tedesco struggled through layer after layer of bliss and unconsciousness.

The ships of gold—the golden ships—for Earth isin danger. Tedesco struggled. Earth isin danger.
With asigh of bliss he made the effort to press the button which turned off the current. And with asigh of
cold redity hetook alook at the world about him and turned to the job at hand. Quickly he prepared to
wait upon the lords of the Instrumentality.

The chairman of the lords of the Instrumentality sent out the Lord Admira Tedesco to command the
golden ship. The ship itsdlf, larger than most stars, was an incredible monstrosity. Centuries before it had
frightened away non-human aggressors from aforgotten corner of the galaxies.

The lord admira walked back and forth on his bridge. The cabin was smdll, twenty feet by thirty.
The control area of the ship measured nothing over ahundred feet. All the rest was a golden bubble of
the feinting ship, nothing more than thin and incredibly rigid foam with tiny wires cast acrossit so asto
givetheilluson of ahard metal and strong defenses.

The ninety million miles of length wereright. Nothing esewas.

The ship was a gigantic dummy, the largest scarecrow ever conceived by the human mind.

Century after century it had rested in nongpace between the stars, waiting for use. Now it
proceeded helpless and defensaless againgt amilitant and crazy dictator Raumsog and his horde of
hard-fighting and very red ships.

Raumsog had broken the disciplines of space. He had killed the pin-lighters. He had emprisoned the
Go-captains. He had used renegades and apprentices to pillage the immense interstellar ships and had

armed the captive vessalsto the teeth. In asystem which had not known real war, and least of all war
againg Earth, he had planned well.

He had bribed, he had swindled, he had propagandized. He expected Earth to fal before the threat
itself. Then he launched his attack.



With the launching of the attack, Earth itsalf changed. Corrupt rascals became what they werein
title: the leaders and the defenders of mankind.

Tedesco himsdlf had been an eegant fop. War changed him into an aggressive captain, swinging the
largest vesdl of dl time asthough it were atennis bat.

He cut in on the Raumsog fleet hard and fast.

Tedesco shifted his ship right, north, up, over.

He appeared before the enemy and eluded them-down, forward, right, over.

He appeared before the enemy again. One successful shot from them could destroy anillusion on
which the safety of mankind itself depended. It was his business not to alow them that shot.

Tedesco was not afool. He was fighting his own strange kind of war, but he could not help
wondering where the real war was proceeding.

4

Prince Lovaduck had obtained his odd name because he had had a Chinesian ancestor who did love
ducks, ducksin their Peking form—succulent duck skins brought forth to him ancestral dreams of
culinary ecstasy.

His ancestress, an English lady, had said, "L ord Lovaduck, that fits you! "—and the name had been
proudly taken asafamily name. Lord Lovaduck had asmall ship. The ship wastiny and had avery
smple and threatening name: Anybody .

The ship was not listed in the space register and he himsalf was not in the Ministry of Space
Defense. The craft was attached only to the Office of Statistics and Investigation—under the listing,
"vehicle'—for the Earth treasury. He had very e ementary defenses. With him on the ship went one
chronopathic idiot essentid to hisfina and vital maneuvers,

With him aso went amonitor. The monitor, asalways, sat rigid, catatonic, unthinking,
unaware—except for the tape recorder of hisliving mind which unconscioudy noted every imminent
mechanical movement of the ship and was prepared to destroy Lovaduck, the chronopathic idiot, and the
ship itsdlf should they attempt to escape the authority of Earth or should they turn againgt Earth. Thelife
of amonitor was adifficult one but wasfar better than execution for crime, itsusud dterndtive. The
monitor made no trouble. Lovaduck also had avery small collection of wegpons, wespons selected with
exquisite care for the atmosphere, the climate and the precise conditions of Raumsog's planet.

He also had a psionic talent, apoor crazy little girl who wept, and whom the lords of the
Instrumentdity had crudly refused to heal, because her talents were better in unshielded form than they
would have been had she been brought into the full community of mankind. She was a class-three
etiologicd interference.
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Lovaduck brought histiny ship near the atmosphere of Raumsog's planet. He had paid good money
for his cgptaincy to this ship and he meant to recover it. Recover it he would, and handsomely, if he
succeeded in his adventurous mission.

The lords of the Instrumentality were the corrupt rulers of a corrupt world, but they had learned to
make corruption servether civil and military ends, and they werein no mind to put up with failures. If
Lovaduck failed he might aswell not come back at al. No bribery could save him from this condition.
No monitor could let him escape. If he succeeded, he might be dmost asrich asan Old North Austrdian
or astroon merchant.

Lovaduck materidized his ship just long enough to hit the planet by radio. He walked acrossthe
cabin and dapped the girl. The girl became frantically excited. At the height of her excitement he dapped
ahelmet on her head, plugged in the ship's communication system, and flung her own peculiar emotional



psionic radiations over the entire planet.

She was aluck-changer. She succeeded: for afew moments, at every place on that planet, under
the water and on it, inthe sky and in the air, luck went wrong just alittle. Quarrels did occur, accidents
did happen, mischances moved just within the limits of sheer probability. They al occurred within the
same minute. The uproar was reported just as Lovaduck moved his ship to another position. Thiswas
the most critical time of al. He dropped down into the atmosphere. He wasimmediately detected.
Ravening weapons reached for him, wegpons sharp enough to scorch the very air and to bring every
living being on the planet into a condition of screaming dert.

No wespons possessed by Earth could defend against such an attack.

Lovaduck did not defend. He seized the shoulders of his chronopathic idiot. He pinched the poor
defective; theidiot fled taking the ship with him. The ship moved back three, four secondsintimeto a
period dightly earlier than the first detection. All the instruments on Raumsog's planet went off. There was
nothing on which they could act.

Lovaduck was ready. He discharged the weapons. The weapons were not noble.

Thelords of the Instrumentality played a being chivarous and did love money, but when lifeand
death were at stake, they no longer cared much about money, or credit, or even about honor. They
fought like the animas of Earth's ancient past—they fought to kill. Lovaduck had discharged a
combination of organic and inorganic poisons with ahigh dispersion rate. Seventeen million people; nine
hundred and fifty thousandths of the entire population, were to die within that night.

He dapped the chronopathic idiot again. The poor freak whimpered. The ship moved back two
more secondsintime.

As he unloaded more poison, he could fed the mechanica relaysreach for him.

He moved to the other side of the planet, moving backward one last time, dropped afina discharge
of virulent carcinogens and snapped his ship in to nonspace, into the outer reaches of nothing. Here he
was far beyond the reach of Raumsog.

Tedesco's golden ship moved serenely toward the dying planet, Raumsog'sfightersclosing oniit.
They fired—it evaded, surprisingly agile for soimmense acraft, aship larger than any sun seeninthe
heavens of that part of space. But while the ships closed in their radios reported:

"The capita has blanked out.”

"Raumsog himsdf isdead.”

"Thereis no response from the north.”

"Peopleare dying in therelay stations.”

The fleet moved, intercommunicated, and began to surrender. The golden ship appeared once more
and then it disappeared, apparently forever.

The Lord Tedesco returned to his gpartments and to the current for plugging into the centers of
pleasurein hisbrain. But as he arranged himsalf on the air-jet his hand stopped on its mission to pressthe
button which would start the current He realized, suddenly, that he had pleasure. The contemplation of
the golden ship and of what he had accomplished—al one, deceptive, without the praise of al theworlds
for his solitary daring—gave even greater pleasure than that of the eectric current. And he sank back on
the jet of air and thought of the golden ship, and his pleasure was greater than any he had ever
experienced before.
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On Earth, thelords of the Instrumentaity gracefully acknowledged that the golden ship had
destroyed all life on Raumsog's planet. Homage was paid to them by the many worlds of mankind.
Lovaduck, hisidiot, hislittle girl, and the monitor were taken to hospitals. Their minds were erased of dl
recollection of their accomplishments.

Lovaduck himself appeared before the lords of the Instrumentaity. Hefdlt that he had served on the
golden ship and he did not remember what he had done. He knew nothing of a chronopathic idiot. And
he remembered nothing of hislittle "vehicle." Tears poured down hisface when the lords of the
Instrumentality gave him their highest decorations and paid him an immense sum of money. They said:

"Y ou have served wdll and you are discharged. The blessings and the thanks of mankind will forever rest
uponyou..."

Lovaduck went back to his estates wondering that his service should have been so great. He
wondered, too, in the centuries of the rest of hislife, how any man—such as himse f—could be so
tremendous a hero and never quite remember how it was accomplished.

9

On avery remote planet, the survivors of a Raumsog cruiser were released from internment. By
special orders, direct from Earth, their memories had been disco-ordinated so that they would not revesl
the pattern of defeat. An obstinate reporter kept after one spaceman. After many hours of hard drinking
the survivor's answer was il the same.

"Golden the ship was—oh! oh! oh! Golden the ship was—oh! oh! oh!"

THE CRIME AND THE GLORY OF COMMANDER SUZDAL

One of the few Smith stories to touch directly on the manner in which many of the stranger
worlds in the universe of the Instrumentality wer e settled—and the price that could often be paid
thereby. This story is one of his more explicit expositions of the Instrumentality's methods of
operation—at once brilliant, enlightened and totally ruthless and amoral—in its never-ending
mission to safeguard mankind and extend and preserve its own power. Suzdal's name is taken
fromthat of a Russian city.

Do not read this story; turn the page quickly. The story may upset you. Anyhow, you probably
know it dready. It isavery disturbing story. Everyone knowsit. The glory and the crime of Commander
Suzdd have been told in athousand different ways. Don't et yourself redize that the story redlly isthe
truth.

Itisn't. Not at dl. Theré'snot abit of truth to it. There isno such planet as Arachosia, no such
people as klopts, no such world as Catland. These are dl just imaginary, they didn't happen, forget about
it, go away and read something else.

The Beginning

Commander Suzdal was sent forth in ashell-ship to explore the outermost reaches of our galaxy.
His ship was called a cruiser, but he was the only man in it. He was equipped with hypnotics and cubes
to provide him the semblance of company, alarge crowd of friendly people who could be convoked out
of hisown halucinations.

The Insrumentdity even offered him some choicein hisimaginary companions, each of whom was
embodied in asmal ceramic cube containing the brain of asmal anima but imprinted with the persondity
of an actud human being.

Suzdd, ashort, socky man with ajolly smile, was blunt about his needs.



"Give metwo good security officers. | can manage the ship, but if I'm going into the unknown, I'll
need help in meeting the strange problems which might show up.”

Theloading officia smiled a him, "I never heard of a cruiser commander who asked for security
officers. Most people regard them as an utter nuisance.”

"That'sdl right," said Suzdd. "1 don't."
"Don't you want some chess players?’

"| can play chess," said Suzdd, "dl | want to, using the spare computers. All | haveto doisset the
power down and they start losing. On full power, they aways beat me."

The officid then gave Suzda an odd look. He did not exactly leer, but his expression became both
intimate and allittle unpleasant. "What about other companions?’ he asked, with afunny little edgeto his
voice.

"I've got books," said Suzdadl, "a couple of thousand. I'm going to be gone only acouple of years
Eathtime"

"L ocd-subjective, it might be severd thousand years," said the officid, "though the time will wind
back up again as you re-approach Earth. And | wasn't talking about books," he repested, with the same
funny, prying lilt to hisvoice.

Suzdd shook his head with momentary worry, ran his hand through his sandy hair. Hisblue eyes
wereforthright and he looked straightforwardly into the officid's eyes. "What do you mean, then, if not
books? Navigators? I've got them, not to mention the turtle-men. They're good company, if you just talk
to them dowly enough and then give them plenty of time to answer. Don't forget, I've been out before ...

Theofficid spat out hisoffer: "Dancing girls. WOMEN. Concubines. Don't you want any of those?
We could even cube your own wife for you and print her mind on a cube for you. That way she could be
with you every week that you were awvake.”

Suzda looked as though he would spit on the floor in sheer disgust. "Alice? Y ou mean, you want me
to travel around with aghost of her? How would the red Alicefed when | came back? Don't tell me that
you're going to put my wife on amousebrain. Y ou're just offering me ddirium. I've got to keep my wits
out there with space and timerolling in big waves around me. I'm going to be crazy enough, just asitis.
Don't forget, I've been out there before. Getting back to ared Aliceisgoing to be one of my biggest
redity factors. It will help meto get home." At this point, Suzdd's own voice took on the note of intimate
inquiry, as he added, "Don't tell methat alot of cruiser commanders ask to go flying around with
imaginary wives. That would be pretty nasty, in my opinion. Do many of them do it?"

"We're here to get you loaded on board ship, not to discuss what other officers do or do not do.
Sometimes we think it good to have afemale companion on the ship with the commander, evenif sheis
imaginary. If you ever found anything among the stars which took on femae form, you'd be mighty
vulnerabletoit.”

"Females, anong the stars? Bosh!" said Suzdd.

"Strange things have happened,” said the officidl.

"Not that," said Suzdal. "Pain, craziness, distortion, panic without end, a craze for food—yes, those
| can look for and face. They will be there. But females, no. There aren't any. | love my wife. | won't
make femaes up out of my own mind. After dl, I'll have the turtle-people aboard, and they will be
bringing up their young. I'll have plenty of family life to watch and to take part in. | can even give
Christmas partiesfor the young ones.”

"What kind of partiesarethose?' asked the official.

"Jugt afunny little ancient ritud that | heard about from an outer pilot. Y ou give dl the young things
presents, once every local-subjective year."

"It soundsnice" said the officid, hisvoice growing tired and findl. "Y ou till refuseto have a



cube-woman on board. Y ou wouldn't have to activate her unless you redlly needed her.”
"Y ou haven't flown, yoursdlf, have you?" asked Suzdd.
It wasthe officid'sturnto flush. "No," hesad, flatly.

"Anything that'sin that ship, I'm going to think about. I'm acheerful sort of man, and very friendly.
Let mejust get dong with my turtle-people. They're not lively, but they are consderate and restful. Two
thousand or more years, locad-subjective, isalot of time. Don't give me additiona decisonsto make. It's
work enough, running the ship. Just leave me alone with my turtle-people. I've gotten ong with them
before.”

"You, Suzda, are the commander,” said the loading officid. "Well do asyou say.”
"Fine," smiled Suzda. "Y ou may get alot of queer types on thisrun, but I'm not one of them.”
Thetwo men smiled agreement at one another and the loading of the ship was completed.

The ship itsalf was managed by turtle-men, who aged very dowly, so that while Suzda coursed the
outer rim of the galaxy and let the thousands of years—Iloca count—go past while he dept in hisfrozen
bed, the turtle-men rose generation by generation, trained their young to work the ship, taught the stories
of the Earth that they would never see again, and read the computers correctly, to awaken Suzdd only
when there was a need for human intervention and for human intelligence. Suzdal awakened fromtimeto
time, did hiswork and then went back. He felt that he had been gone from Earth only afew months.

Monthsindeed! He had been gone more than a subjective ten thousand years, when he met the Siren

capaule.

It looked like an ordinary distress capsule. The kind of thing that was often shot through spaceto
indicate some complication of the destiny of man among the stars. This capsule had apparently been flung
across an immense distance, and from the capsule Suzdal got the story of Arachosa

The story wasfase. The brains of awhole planet—the wild genius of amaevolent, unhappy
race—had been dedicated to the problem of ensnaring and attracting anorma pilot from Old Earth. The
story which the capsule sang conveyed the rich persondity of awonderful woman with acontrato voice.
The story wastrue, in part. The gppedswerered, in part. Suzda listened to the story and it sank, likea
wonderfully orchestrated piece of grand opera, right into thefibers of hisbrain. It would have been
different if he had known the red story.

Everybody now knowsthereal story of Arachosia, the bitter terrible story of the planet which wasa
paradise, which turned into ahdll. The story of how people got to be something different from people.
The story of what happened way out there in the most dreadful place among the stars.

Hewould havefled if he knew the real story. He couldn't understand what we now know:

Mankind could not meet the terrible people of Arachosiawithout the people of Arachosiafollowing
them home and bringing to mankind a grief greater than grief, a craziness worse than mereinsanity, a
plague surpassing dl imaginable plagues. The Arachosians had become nonpeople, and yet, in their
innermost imprinting of their persondities, they remained people. They sang songs which exalted their
own deformity and which praised themselves for what they had so horribly become, and yet, in their own
songs, intheir own balads, the organ tones of the refrain rang out,

And | mourn man!
They knew what they were and they hated themsalves. Hating themsel ves they pursued mankind.
Perhapsthey are dtill pursuing mankind.

The Instrumentdity has by now taken good painsthat the Arachosanswill never find usagain, has
flung networks of deception out aong the edge of the galaxy to make sure that those lost ruined people
cannot find us. The Instrumentality knows and guards our world and al the other worlds of mankind
againg the deformity which has become Arachosia. We want nothing to do with Arachosia. Let them
hunt for us. They won't find us.

How could Suzdal know that?



Thiswasthe first time someone had met the Arachosians, and he met them only with amessagein
which an dfin voice sang the efin song of ruin, usng perfectly clear wordsin the old common tongueto
tell astory so sad, so abominable, that mankind has not forgotten it yet. In its essence the story was very
smple. Thisiswhat Suzdal heard, and what people have learned ever since then.

The Arachosians were settlers. Settlers could go out by sail-ship, trailing behind them the pods. That
wasthefirst way.

Or they could go out by planoform ship, ships piloted by skillful men, who went into space and
came out again and found man.

Or for very long distances indeed, they could go out in the new combination. Individua pods
packed into an enormous shell-ship, agigantic version of Suzda's own ship. The deepersfrozen, the
machines waking, the ship fired to and beyond the speed of light, flung below space, coming out at
random and homing on a suitable target. It was agamble, but brave men took it. If no target was found,
their machines might course space forever, while the bodies, protected by freezing asthey were, spoiled
bit by bit, and whilethe dim light of life went out in theindividua frozen brains.

The shell-ships were the answers of mankind to an overpopulation, which neither the old planet
Earth nor its daughter planets could quite respond to. The shell-ships took the bold, the reckless, the
romantic, the willful, sometimes the criminals out among the stars. Mankind lost track of these ships, over
and over again. The advance explorers, the organized Insrumentdity, would stumble upon human beings,
citiesand cultures, high or low, tribes or families, where the shell-ships had gone on, far, far beyond the
outermost limits of mankind, where the instruments of search had found an earthlike planet, and the
shell-ship, like some great dying insect, had dropped to the planet, awakened its people, broken open,
and destroyed itself with its ddlivery of newly re-born men and women, to settle aworld.

Arachosialooked like agood world to the men and women who cametto it. Beautiful beaches, with
diffslike endlessrivierasrisng above. Two bright big moonsin the sky, asun not too far away. The
machines had pretested the atmosphere and sampled the water, had aready scattered the forms of Old
Earth life into the atmosphere and in the seas so that as the people awakened they heard the sSinging of
Earth birds and they knew that Earth fish had dready been adapted to the oceans and flung in, there to
multiply. It ssemed agood life, arich life. Thingswent well.

Thingswent very, very wdll for the Arachosans.
Thisisthetruth.

Thiswas, thusfar, the story told by the capsule.
But here they diverged.

The cagpsule did not tell the dreadful, pitiable truth about Arachosa. It invented aset of plausiblelies.
The voice which came tdepathicaly out of the capsule was that of a mature, warm happy femae—some
woman of early middle age with a superb spesking contralto.

Suzda amost fancied that he talked to it, so redl wasthe persondity. How could he know that he
was being beguiled, trapped?

It sounded right, redly right.

"And then," said the voice, "the Arachosan sickness has been hitting us. Do not land. Stand off. Tak
to us. Tell usabout medicine. Our young die, without reason. Our farms arerich, and the wheet hereis
more golden than it was on Earth, the plums more purple, the flowers whiter. Everything does
well—except people.

"Our young die... " said the womanly voice, ending in asob.

"Arethere any symptoms?' thought Suzdd, and amost asthough it had heard his question, the
capsule went on.

"They die of nothing. Nothing which our medicine can test, nothing which our science can show.
They die. Our population is dropping.Pe ople, do not forget usl Man, whoever you are, come quickly,



come now, bring help! But for your own sake, do not land. Stand off-planet and view us through screens
S0 that you can take word back to the home of man about the lost children of mankind among the strange
and outermost stars!” Strange, indeed!

The truth was far stranger, and very ugly indeed. Suzda was convinced of the truth of the message.
He had been selected for the trip because he was good-natured, intelligent, and brave; this appeal
touched dl three of hisqudlities.

Later, much later, when he was arrested, Suzda was asked, " Suzdd, you fool, why didn't you test
the message? Y ou've risked the safety of dl the mankinds for afoolish apped!”

"It wasn't foolish!" snapped Suzdal. "That distress capsule had a sad, wonderful womanly voice and
the story checked out true.”

"Withwhom?' said theinvestigetor, flatly and dully.

Suzda sounded weary and sad when he replied to the point. "It checked out with my books. With
my knowledge."

Reuctantly he added, " And with my own judgment ... "

"Was your judgment good?' said theinvestigator.

"No," said Suzda, and let the single word hang on the air as though it might be the last word he
would ever spesk.

But it was Suzdal himsalf who broke the silence when he added, "Before | set course and went to
deep, | activated my security officersin cubes and had them check the story. They got thered story of
Arachosia, all right. They cross-ciphered it out of patternsin the distress capsule and they told methe
wholered gory very quickly, just as| waswaking up.”

"And what did you do?"

"l didwhat | did. | did that for which | expect to be punished. The Arachosians were aready
walking around the outside of my hull by then. They had caught my ship. They had caught me. How was
| to know that the wonderful, sad story wastrue only for the first twenty full years that the woman told
about. And she wasn't even awoman. Just aklopt. Only thefirst twenty years... "

Things had gone wdll for the Arachosiansfor thefirst twenty years.

Then came disagter, but it was not the tale told in the distress capsule.

They couldn't understand it. They didn't know why it had to happen to them. They didn't know why
it waited twenty years, three months and four days. But their time came.

Wethink it must have been something in the radiation of their sun. Or perhaps acombination of that
particular sun's radiation and the chemistry, which even the wise machinesin the shell-ship had not fully
anayzed, which reached out and was spread from within. The disaster hit. It was asmple one and utterly
unstoppable.

They had doctors. They had hospitals. They even had alimited capacity for research.

But they could not research fast enough. Not enough to meet this disaster. It was smple, monstrous,
€normous.

Femininity became carcinogenetic.

Every woman on the planet began developing cancer a the sametime, on her lips, in her breadts, in
her groin, sometimes aong the edge of her jaw, the edge of her lip, the tender portions of her body. The
cancer had many forms, and yet it was always the same. There was something about the radiation which
reached through, which reached into the human body, and which made a particular form of
desoxycorticosterone turn into a subform—unknown on Earth—of pregnandiol, which infdlibly caused
cancer. The advance wasrapid.

Thelittle baby girlsbegan to diefirst. The women clung weeping to their fathers, their husbands. The
motherstried to say goodbye to their sons.



One of the doctors, hersdf, was awoman, a strong woman.

Remorsdesdy, she cut live tissue from her living body, put it under the microscope, took samples of
her own urine, her blood, her spit, and she came up with the answer: Thereisno answer. And yet there
was something better and worse than an answer.

If the sun of Arachogiakilled everything which wasfemale, if the femal e fish floated upside down on
the surface of the seg, if the female birds sang a dhriller, wilder song asthey died above the eggs which
would never hatch, if the femae animas grunted and growled in the lairs where they hid away with pain,
female human beings did not have to accept death so tamely. The doctor's name was Astarte Kraus.

The Magic of the Klopts

The human femae could do what the animad femae could not. She could turn mae. With the help of
equipment from the ship, tremendous quantities of testosterone were manufactured, and every singlegirl
and woman il surviving was turned into a man. Massive injections were administered to adl of them.
Their faces grew heavy, they dl returned to growing alittle bit, their chests flattened out, their muscles
grew stronger, and in less than three months they were indeed men.

Some lower forms of life had survived because they were not polarized dearly enough to the forms
of male and female, which depended on that particular organic chemidry for surviva. With thefish gone,
plants dotted the oceans, the birds were gone but the insects survived; dragonflies, butterflies, mutated
versons of grasshoppers, beetles, and other insects swarmed over the planet. The men who had lost
women worked side by side with the men who had been made out of the bodies of women.

When they knew each other, it was unutterably sad for them to meet. Husband and wife, both
bearded, strong, quarrel some, desperate and busy. The little boys somehow redizing that they would
never grow up to have sweethearts, to have wives, to get married, to have daughters. But what was a
mere world to stop the driving brain and the burning intellect of Dr. Agtarte Kraus? She became the
leader of her people, the men and the men-women. She drove them forward, she made them survive, she
used cold brainson al of them.

(Perhaps, if she had been asympathetic person, shewould have let them die. But it wasthe nature
of Dr. Kraus not to be sympathetic—just brilliant, remorsdess, implacable against the universe which had
tried to destroy her.)

Before shedied, Dr. Kraus had worked out acarefully programed genetic system. Little bits of the
men's tissues could be implanted by asurgical routine in the abdomens, just inside the peritonedl wall,
crowding alittle bit againg the intestines, an artificia womb and artificid chemistry and artificid
insemination by radiation, by heat made it possble for men to bear boy children.

What was the use of having girl children if they al died? The people of Arachosawent on. Thefirst
generation lived through the tragedy, half insane with the grief and disappointment. They sent out message
capsules and they knew that their messages would reach earth in six million years.

Asnew explorers, they had gambled on going further than other ships went. They had found agood
world, but they were not quite sure where they were. Were they till within the familiar galaxy, or had
they jumped beyond to one of the nearby galaxies? They couldn't quitetell.

It was apart of the policy of Old Earth not to over-equip the exploring parties for fear that some of
them, taking violent cultural change or becoming aggressive empires, might turn back on Earth and
destroy it. Earth always made sure that it had the advantages.

Thethird and fourth and fifth generations of Arachosianswere gill people. All of them were mae.
They had the human memory, they had human books, they knew the words "mama," "sgter,”
"sweetheart,” but they no longer really understood what these terms referred to.

The human body, which had taken four million years on earth to grow, hasimmense resources within
it, resources greater than the brain, or the persondity, or the hopes of theindividua. And the bodies of



the Arachosians decided things for them. Since the chemistry of femininity meant instant deeth, and since
an occasiona girl baby was born dead and buried casudly, the bodies made the adjustment. The men of
Arachosia became both men and women. They gave themsalvesthe ugly nickname, "klopt." Since they
did not have the rewards of family life, they became strutting cockerels, who mixed their love with
murder, who blended their songs with duels, who sharpened their wegpons and who earned the right to
reproduce within astrange family system which no decent Earth-man would find comprehensible.

But they did survive.

And the method of their surviva was so sharp, sofierce, that it wasindeed adifficult thing to
understand.

Inlessthan four hundred yearsthe Arachosians had civilized into groups of fighting clans. They il
had just one planet, around just one sun. They lived in just one place. They had afew spacecraft they had
built themselves. Their science, their art and their music moved forward with strange lurches of inspired
neurotic genius, because they lacked the fundamentalsin the human persondity itself, the balance of male
and female, the family, the operations of love, of hope, of reproduction. They survived, but they
themsalves had become monsters and did not know it.

Out of their memory of old mankind they created alegend of Old Earth. Women in that memory
were deformities, who should be killed. Misshapen beings, who should be erased. The family, asthey
recdled it, wasfilth and abomination which they were resolved to wipe out if they should ever meet it.

They, themselves, were bearded homosexuals, with rouged lips, ornate earrings, fine heads of hair,
and very few old men among them.

They killed off their men before they became old; the things they could not get from love or
relaxation or comfort, they purchased with battle and desth. They made up songs proclaiming themselves
to bethelast of the old men and thefirst of the new, and they sang their hate to mankind when they
should mest, and they sang "Woeis Earth that we should find it," and yet something inside them made
them add to dmost every song arefrain which troubled even them,

And | mourn man!

They mourned mankind and yet they plotted to attack all of humanity.

The Trap

Suzdal had been deceived by the message capsule. He put himsalf back in the degping compartment
and he directed the turtle-men to take the cruiser to Arachosia, wherever it might be. He did not do this
crazily or wantonly. He did it asamatter of ddiberate judgment. A judgment for which he was later
heard, tried, judged fairly and then put to something worse than deeth.

He deserved it.

He sought for Arachosiawithout stopping to think of the most fundamenta rule: How could he keep
the Arachosians, singing mongtersthat they were, from following him hometo the eventud ruin of Earth?
Might not their condition be a disease which could be contagious, or might not their fierce society destroy
the other societies of men and leave Earth and dl of other men'sworldsin ruin? He did not think of this,
s0 he was heard, and tried and punished much later. Wewill cometo that.

The Arrival

Suzdal awakened in orbit off Arachosia. And he awakened knowing he had made amistake.
Strange ships clung to his shdll-ship like evil barnacles from an unknown ocean, atached to afamiliar
water craft.

He called to his turtle-men to pressthe controls and the controls did not work.

The outsiders, whoever they were, man or woman or beast or god, had enough technology to
immobilize his ship. Suzda immediately redized his mistake. Naturdly, he thought of destroying himsdlf



and the ship, but he was afraid that if he destroyed himself and missed destroying the ship completely
there was a chance that his cruiser, alate model with recent wegpons, would fal into the hands of
whoever it was walking on the outer dome of his own cruiser. He could not afford the risk of mere
individua suicide. He had to take amore drastic step. Thiswas not time for obeying Earth rules.

His security officer—a cube ghost wakened to human form—whispered the whole story to himin
quick intelligent gasps:

"They are people, ar."

"More peoplethan | am.”

"I'm aghost, an echo working out of adead brain.”

"These arered people, Commander Suzdal, but they are the worst people ever to get |loose among
the'stars. Y ou must destroy them, sir!™

"l cant,” said Suzddl, il trying to comefully awake. "They're people.”

"Then you've got to beat them off. By any means, Sr. By any means whatever. Save Earth. Stop
them. Warn Earth."

"And 7" asked Suzdd, and wasimmediately sorry that he had asked the sdlfish, personal question.

"You will die or you will be punished," said the security officer sympatheticaly, “and | do not know
which onewill beworse."

"Now?'

"Right now. Thereisno timeleft for you. Notimeat al."

"Buttherules... ?'

"Y ou have dready dsrayed far outsde of rules”

Therewererules, but Suzdd left them dl behind.

Rules, rulesfor ordinary times, for ordinary places, for understandable dangers.

Thiswas anightmare cooked up by the flesh of man, motivated by the brains of man. Already his
monitors were bringing him news of who these people were, these seeming maniacs, these men who had
never known women, these boys who had grown to lust and battle, who had afamily structure which the
norma human brain could not accept, could not believe, could not tolerate. The things on the outside
were people, and they weren't. The things on the outside had the human brain, the human imagination,

and the human capacity for revenge, and yet Suzda, a brave officer, was s0 frightened by the mere
nature of them that he did not respond to their efforts to communicate.

He could fed the turtle-women among his crew aching with fright itself, asthey redlized who was
pounding on their ship and who it was that sang through loud announcing machinesthat they wanted in,
in,in.

Suzdd committed acrime. It isthe pride of the Insrumentdity that the Instrumentdity dlowsits
officersto commit crimes or mistakes or suicide. The Insrumentality does the things for mankind thet a
computer cannot do. The Instrumentdity leaves the human brain, the human choicein action.

The Instrumentdity passes dark knowledge to its staff, things not usually understood in the inhabited
world, things prohibited to ordinary men and women because the officers of the Instrumentality, the
captains and the subchiefs and the chiefs, must know their jobs. If they do not, al mankind might perish.

Suzdal reached into hisarsend. He knew what he was doing. The larger moon of Arachosiawas
habitable. He could see that there were Earth plants already on it, and Earth insects. His monitors
showed him that the Arachosian men-women had not bothered to settle on the planet. He threw an
agonized inquiry at his computers and cried out:

"Read metheageit'sin!”

The machine sang back, "More than thirty million years."

Suzdal had strange resources. He had twins or quadruplets of amost every Earth animal. The Earth



animaswere carried in tiny capsules no larger than amedicine capsule and they conssted of the sperm
and the ovum of the higher animals, ready to be matched for sowing, ready to be imprinted; he aso had
gmadl life-bombswhich could surround any form of life with at least achance of survival.

He went to the bank and he got cats, eight pairs, sixteen Earth cats, Fells domesticus, the kind of cat
that you and | know, the kind of cat which isbred, sometimes for tel epathic uses, sometimesto go adong
on the ships and serve as auxiliary weapons when the minds of the pin-lighters direct the catsto fight off
dangers.

He coded these cats. He coded them with messages just as monstrous as the messages which had
made the men-women of Arachosiainto monsters. Thisiswhat he coded:

Do not breed true.

Invent new chemistry.

You will serve man.

Become civilized.

Learn speech.

You will serve man.

When man calls you will serve man.

Go back, and come forth.

Serve man.

These ingructions were no mere verba ingructions. They were imprints on the actua molecular
sructure of the animals. They were chargesin the genetic and biologica coding which went with these
cats. And then Suzda committed his offense againgt the laws of mankind. He had a chronopathic device
on board the ship. A time digtorter, usudly to be used for amoment or a second or two to bring the ship
away from utter destruction.

The men-women of Arachosiawere dready cutting through the hull.

He could hear their high, hooting voices screaming delirious pleasure at one another asthey
regarded him asthefirst of their promised enemiesthat they had ever met, the first of the mongtersfrom
Old Earth who had finaly overtaken them. Thetrue, evil people on whom they, the men-women of
Arachosiawould be revenged.

Suzda remained calm. He coded the genetic cats. He loaded them into life-bombs. He adjusted the
controls of hischronopathic machineillegdly, so that instead of reaching one second for aship of eighty
thousand tons, they reached two million yearsfor aload of lessthan four kilos. He flung the catsinto the
nameless moon of Arachosa

And heflung them back intime.

And heknew he did not have to wait.

Hedidn'.

The Gotland Suzdal Made

The cats came. Their ships dlittered in the naked sky above Arachosia. Their little combat craft
attacked. The cats who had not existed amoment before, but who had then had two million yearsin
which to follow adestiny printed right into their brains, printed down their spind cords, etched into the
chemigtry of their bodies and persondlities. The cats had turned into people of akind, with speech,
intelligence, hope, and amission. Their mission was to attach Suzda, to rescue him, to obey him, and to
damage Arachosia.

The cat ships screamed their battle warnings.

"Thisisthe day of the year of the promised age. And now come catsl"



The Arachosians had waited for battle for four thousand years and now they got it. The cats
attacked them. Two of the cat craft recognized Suzdal, and the cats reported,

"Oh Lord, oh God, oh Maker of dl things, oh Commander of Time, oh Beginner of Life, we have
waited since Everything began to serve Y ou, to serve Y our Name, to obey Y our Glory! May we livefor
Y ou, may wediefor You. Weare Y our people.”

Suzda cried and threw his messageto dl the cats.
"Harry the klopts but don't kill them dl!"

He repeated, "Harry them and stop them until | escape.” He flung his cruiser into nonspace and
escaped.
Neither cat nor Arachosan followed him.

And that'sthe story, but the tragedy isthat Suzda got back. And the Arachosians are il there and
the cats are dtill there. Perhaps the Instrumentdity knows where they are, perhaps the Insrumentality
does not. Mankind does not really want to find out. It isagaingt dl law to bring up aform of life superior
to man. Perhaps the cats are. Perhaps somebody knows whether the Arachosianswon and killed the
cats and added the cat science to their own and are now looking for us somewhere, probing like blind
men through the stars for us true human beings to mest, to hate, to kill. Or perhaps the cats won.

Perhapsthe cats are imprinted by a strange mission, by weird hopes of serving men they don't
recognize. Perhapsthey think we are dl Arachosians and should be saved only for some particular
cruiser commander, whom they will never see again. They won't see Suzdal, because we know what
happened to him.

The Trial of Suzdal

Suzdal was brought to trial on agreat stage in the open world. Histrid was recorded. He had gone
in when he should not have gone in. He had searched for the Arachosans without waiting and asking for
advice and reinforcements. What businesswasit of histo relieve adistress ages old? What business
indeed?

And then the cats. We had the records of the ship to show that something came out of that moon.
Spacecraft, things with voices, things that could communicate with the human brain. Were not even sure,
since they transmitted directly into the receiver computers, that they spoke an Earth language. Perhaps
they did it with some sort of direct telepathy. But the crime was, Suzda had succeeded.

By throwing the cats back two million years, by coding them to survive, coding them to develop
civilization, coding them to cometo hisrescue, he had crested awhole new world in lessthan one
second of objectivetime.

His chronopathic device had flung the little life-bombs back to the wet Earth of the big moon over
Arachosiaand in lesstimethan it takesto record this, the bombs came back in the form of afleet built by
arace, an Earth race, though of cat origin, two million yearsold.

The court stripped Suzda of hisname and said, ™Y ou will not be named Suzdd any longer.”

The court stripped Suzdd of hisrank.

"Y ou will not be acommander of thisor of any other navy, neither imperia nor of the
Instrumentdlity.”

The court stripped Suzdd of hislife. ™Y ou will not live longer, former commander, and former
Suzad."

And then the court stripped Suzda of death.

"Y ou will go to the planet Shayol, the place of uttermost shame from which no one ever returns. Y ou
will go there with the contempt and hatred of mankind. Wewill not punish you. We do not wish to know
about you any more. Y ou will live on, but for us you will have ceased to exig."



That'sthe story. It'sa sad, wonderful story. The Insrumentality triesto cheer up al the different
kinds of mankind by telling them itisn't true, it'sjust abalad.

Perhaps the records do exist. Perhaps somewhere the crazy klopts of Arachosia breed their boyish
young, deliver their babies, dways by Caesarean, feed them aways by bottle, generations of men who
have known fathers and who have no idea of what the word mother might be. And perhapsthe
Arachosians spend their crazy livesin endless battle with intelligent cats who are serving amankind that
may never come back.

That's the story.
Furthermore, it isn't true.

THE DEAD LADY OF CLOWN TOWN

Based on the seven generations of Jestocost, this story could have taken place two thousand
years or more before the Rediscovery of Man, which it foreshadows. Parallels with the Joan of
Arc legend are obvious, as are the allusions to the Old Strong Religion; not so some of the proper
names. "An-fang" isliterally "beginning" in German, while "Pane Ashash” is Hindi for
"five-six." The style of the story is a Chinese-derived one Smith adopted for S latein his
career—yet he had used it in some unpublished historical stories asearly as 1939.

1

Y ou dready know the end—the immense drama of the Lord Jestocost, seventh of hisline, and how
the cat-girl Cmell initiated the vast conspiracy. But you do not know the beginning, how thefirst Lord
Jestocost got his name, because of the terror and inspiration which his mother, the Lady Goroke,
obtained from the famous redl-life drama.of the dog-girl D'joan. It iseven lesslikely that you know the
other story-the one behind D'joan. This story is sometimes mentioned as the matter of the "nameless
witch," which isabsurd, because she redly had aname. The namewas"Elaine," an ancient and forbidden
one.

Elaine wasamistake. Her birth, her life, her career were dl mistakes. The ruby waswrong. How
could that have happened?

Go back to An-fang, the Peace Square at An-fang, the Beginning Place at An-fang, where dl things
dart. Bright it was. Red square, dead square, clear square, under ayelow sun.

Thiswas Earth Origind, Manhomeitself, where Earthport thrusts itsway up through hurricane
cloudsthat are higher than the mountains.

An-fang was near acity, theonly living city with a pre-atomic name. Thelovely meaningless name
was MeeyaMeefla, where the lines of ancient roadways, untouched by awhed for thousands of years,
forever pardleed the warm, bright, clear beaches of the Old South East.

The headquarters of the People Programmer was at An-fang, and there the mi stake happened.

A ruby trembled. Two tourmaline netsfailed to rectify the laser beam. A diamond noted the error.
Both the error and the correction went into the genera computer.

The error assigned, on the general account of birthsfor Fomahaut 111, the profession of "lay
therapist, female, intuitive capacity for correction of human physiology with local resources.” On some of
the early shipsthey used to cdl these people witch-women, because they worked unaccountable cures.
For pioneer parties, these lay therapists were invaluable; in settled post-Riesmannian societies, they
became an awful nuisance. Sickness disappeared with good conditions, accidents dwindled down to
nothing, medica work becameinditutiond.

Who wants awitch, even agood witch, when a thousand-bed hospita iswaiting with its Staff eager
for clinicd experience ... and only seven out of itsthousand beds filled with red people? (The remaining
beds werefilled with lifelike robots on which the staff could practice, lest they losetheir morale. They



could, of course, have worked on under-people—animalsin the shape of human beings, who did the
heavy and the weary work which remained as the caput mortuum of aredly perfected economy—~but it
was againg the law for animals, even when they were underpeople, to go to ahuman hospital. When
underpeople got sick, the Instrumentality took care of them—in daughterhouses. It was easier to breed
new underpeoplefor the jobsthan it wasto repair sick ones. Furthermore, the tender, loving care of a
hospital might give them ideas. Such asthe ideathat they were people. Thiswould have been bad, from
the prevailing point of view. Therefore the human hospitals remained amost empty while an underperson
who sneezed four times or who vomited once was taken away, never to beill again. The empty beds
kept on with the robot patients, who went through endless repetitions of the human patterns of injury or
disease)) Thisleft no work for witches, bred and trained.

Y et the ruby had trembled; the program had indeed made a mistake; the birth-number for a"lay
therapist, generd, female, immediate use”" had been ordered for Fomahaut 111.

Much later, when the story was dl done down toitslast historic detall, there was an investigation
into the origins of Elaine. When the laser had trembled, both the original order and the correction were
fed smultaneoudy into the machine. The machine recognized the contradiction and promptly referred
both papers to the human supervisor, an actua man who had been working on the job for seven years.

He was studying music, and he was bored. He was so close to the end of histerm that he was
aready counting the daysto his own release. Meanwhile he was rearranging two popular songs. One
was The Big Bamboo, a primitive piece which tried to evoke the origind magic of man. The other was
about agirl, Elaine, Elaine, whom the song asked, to refrain from giving pain to her loving swain. Neither
of the songs was important; but between them they influenced history, firgt alittle bit and then very much.

The musician had plenty of timeto practice. He had not had to meet areal emergency inal hisseven
years. From time to time the machine made reports to him, but the musician just told the machineto
correct itsown errors, and it infallibly did so.

On the day that the accident of Elaine happened, he wastrying to perfect hisfinger work on the
guitar, avery old instrument believed to date from the pre-space period. He was playing The Big
Bamboo for the hundredth time.

The machine announced its mistake with aninitid musical chime. The supervisor had long sSince
forgotten dl the instructions which he had so worrisomely memorized seven long years ago. Thedert did
not really and truly matter, because the machine invariably corrected its own mistakes whether the
supervisor was on duty or not.

The machine, not having its chime answered, moved into a second-stage darm. From aloudspesaker
st inthewall of the room, it shrieked in ahigh, clear human voice, the voice of some employee who had
died thousands of years earlier:

"Alert, dert! Emergency. Correction needed. Correction needed!”

The answer was one which the machine had never heard before, old though it was. The musician's
fingersran madly, gladly over the guitar strings and he sang clearly, wildly back to the machine amessage
strange beyond any machine's belief:

Beat, beat the Big Bamboo!
Beat, beat, beat the Big Bamboo for me!

Hastily the machine set its memory banks and computers to work, looking for the code reference to
"bamboo,” trying to make that word fit the present context. There was no reference at dl. The machine
pestered the man some more.

"Ingructions unclear. Ingtructions unclear. Please correct.”

"Shut up,” said the man.

"Cannot comply,” stated the machine. "' Please state and repest, please state and repeat, please Sate
and repeat.”



"Do shut up,” said the man, but he knew the machine would not obey this. Without thinking, he
turned to his other tune and sang the first two linestwice over:
Elaine, Elaine,
go cure the pain!
Elaine, Elaine,
go curethe pain!

Repetition had been inserted as a safeguard into the machine, on the assumption that no real man
would repest an error. The name "Elaing’ was not correct number code, but the fourfold emphasis
seemed to confirm the need for a"lay thergpist, femae.” The machineitself noted that a genuine man had
corrected the Situation card presented as amatter of emergency.

"Accepted,” said the machine.
Thisword, too late, jolted the supervisor away from hismusic.
"Accepted what?' he asked.

There was no answering voice. Therewas no sound at all except for the whisper of
dightly-moistened warm air through the ventilators.

The supervisor looked out the window. He could see alittle of the blood-black red color of the
Peace Square of An-fang; beyond lay the ocean, endlesdy beautiful and endlesdy tedious.

The supervisor sghed hopefully. He was young. " Guessit doesn't matter,” he thought, picking up his
guitar.

(Thirty-seven yearslater, he found out that it did matter. The Lady Goroke hersdlf, one of the chiefs
of the Instrumentdity, sent asubchief of the Instrumentality to find out who had caused D’joan. When the
man found that the witch Elaine was the source of the trouble she sent him on to find out how Elaine had
gotten into awell-ordered universe. The supervisor was found. He was till amusician. He remembered
nothing of the story. He was hypnotized. He still remembered nothing. The subchief invoked an
emergency and Police Drug Four ("'clear memory") was administered to the musician. Heimmediately
remembered the whole silly scene, but insisted that it did not matter. The case wasreferred to Lady
Goroke, who ingtructed the authorities that the musician be told the whole horrible, beautiful story of
D'joan at Foma haut—the very story which you are now being told—and he wept. He was not punished
otherwise, but the Lady Goroke commanded that those memories be left in hismind for so long as he
might live)

The man picked up hisguitar, but the machine went on about its work.

It selected afertilized human embryo, tagged it with the freakish name "Elaine," irradiated the genetic
code with strong aptitudes for witchcraft and then marked the person's card for training in medicine,
trangportation by sail-ship to Fomahaut 111 and release for service on the planet.

Elaine was born without being needed, without being wanted, without having a skill which could help
or hurt any existing human being. She went into life doomed and usdless.

It isnot remarkable that she was misbegotten. Errors do happen. Remarkable was the fact that she
managed to survive without being dtered, corrected or killed by the safety devices which mankind has
ingaled in society for its own protection.

Unwanted, unused, she wandered through the tedious months and usaless years of her own
exigence. Shewaswell fed, richly clothed, varioudy housed. She had machines and robots to serve her,
underpeople to obey her, people to protect her against others or againgt hersalf, should the need arise.
But she could never find work; without work, she had no time for love; without work or love, she had no
hopeat al.

If she had only stumbled into the right experts or the right authorities, they would have dtered or
re-trained her. Thiswould have made her into an acceptable woman; but she did not find the police, nor
did they find her. She was hel plessto correct her own programming, utterly helpless. It had been



imposed on her at An-fang, way back a An-fang, where dl things begin.

The ruby had trembled, the tourmaline failed, the diamond passed unsupported. Thus, awoman was
born doomed.

Much later, when people made songs about the strange case of the dog-girl D'joan, the mingtrels
and singers had tried to imagine what Elainefdt like, and they had made up The Song of Elainefor her. It
isnot authentic, but it shows how Elainelooked at her own life before the strange case of D'joan began
to flow from Elaines own actions:

Other women hate me.
Men never touch me.

| am too much me.

I'll be awitch!

Mama never towelled me,
Daddy never growled me.
Little kiddies grate me.

I'll be awitchl!

People never named me.
Dogs never shamed me.
Oh, I ama such me!

I'll be a witch!

I'll make them shun me.
They'll never run me.
Could they even stun me?
I'll be a witch!

Let them all attack me.
They can only rack me.
Me— can hack me.

I'll be awitch!

Other women hate me.
Men never touch me.

| amtoo much me.

I'll be awitch!

The song overstates the case. Women did not hate Elaine; they did not look at her. Men did not
shun Elaine; they did not notice her ather.

There were no places on Fomahaut |11 where she could have met human children, for the nurseries
were far underground because of chancy radiation and fierce weather. The song pretendsthat Elaine
began with the thought that she was not human, but underpeople, and had herself been born adog. This
did not happen at the beginning of the case, but only at the very end, when the story of D'joan was
aready being carried between the stars and developing with dl the new twists of folklore and legend. She
never went mad.

("Madness' isarare condition, consisting of ahuman mind which does not engage its environment
correctly. Elaine approached it before she met D'joan. Elaine was not the only case, but shewasarare



and genuine one. Her life, thrust back from al attempts at growth, had turned back on itself and her mind
had spirded inward to the only safety she could redlly know, psychosis. Madnessis dways better than
X, and X to each patient isindividua, personal, secret and overwhel mingly important. Elaine had gone
normally mad; her imprinted and destined career wasthe wrong one. "Lay therapists, femae’ were
coded to work decisvely, autonomoudy, on their own authority and with great rapidity. These working
conditions were needed on new planets. They were not coded to consult other people; most places,
there would be no oneto consult. Elaine did what was set for her at An-fang, al the way down to the
individua chemica conditions of her spind fluid. She was hersdf the wrong and she never knew it.
Madness was much kinder than the redlization that she was not hersdlf, should not havelived, and
amounted at the mogt to a mistake committed between atrembling ruby and ayoung, careless man with a
guitar.)

Shefound D'joan and the worlds regled.

Their meeting occurred at a place nicknamed "the edge of the world,” where the undercity met
daylight. Thiswasitsaf unusua; but Fomahaut 111 was an unusua and uncomfortable planet, where wild
weather and men's caprice drove architects to furious design and grotesgue execution.

Elaine walked through the city, secretly mad, looking for sick people whom she could help. She had
been stamped, imprinted, designed, born, bred and trained for thistask. There was no task.

Shewas an intdligent woman. Bright brains serve madness aswdll asthey serve sanity—namdly,
very well indeed. It never occurred to her to give up her mission.

The people of Fomahaut 111, like the people of Manhome Earth itsalf, are dmost uniformly
handsome; it isonly in the far-out, half-unreachable worlds that the human stock, strained by the sheer
effort to survive, becomes ugly, weary or varied. She did not look much different from the other
intelligent, handsome people who flocked the Streets. Her hair was black, and shewastdl. Her ams and
legs were long, the trunk of her body short. She wore her hair brushed straight back from a high, narrow,
square forehead. Her eyeswere an odd, deep blue. Her mouth might have been pretty, but it never
smiled, so that no one could redly tell whether it was beautiful or not. She stood erect and proud: but so
did everyone else. Her mouth was strangein its very lack of communicativeness and her eyes swept back
and forth, back and forth like ancient radar, looking for the sick, the needy, and stricken, whom she had
apassion to serve.

How could she be unhappy? She had never had time to be happy. It was easy for her to think that
happiness was something which disappeared at the end of childhood. Now and then, here and there,
perhaps when afountain murmured in sunlight or when leaves exploded in the startling Foma hautian
spring, she wondered that other people—people as responsible as herself by the doom of age, grade,
seX, training and career number—should be happy when she done seemed to have no time for
happiness. But she dways dismissed the thought and walked the ramps and streets until her arches
ached, looking for work which did not yet exist.

Human flesh, older than history, more dogged than culture, has its own wisdom. The bodies of
people are marked with the archaic ruses of survival, so that on Fomahaut I11, Elaine herself preserved
the skills of ancestors she never even thought about—those ancestors who, in the incredible and remote
past, had mastered terrible Earth itsdf. Elaine was mad. But there was a part of her which suspected that
she was mad.

Perhaps this wisdom seized her as she walked from Waterrocky Road toward the bright esplanades
of the Shopping Bar. She saw aforgotten door. The robots could clean near it but, because of the old,
odd architectura shape, they could not sweep and polish right at the bottom line of the door. A thin hard
line of old dust and caked polish lay like asedant at the base of the doorline. It was obviousthat no one
had gone through for along, long time.

The civilized rule was that prohibited areas were marked both telepathicaly and with symbols. The

most dangerous of al had robot or underpeople guards. But everything which was not prohibited, was
permitted. Thus Elaine had no right to open the door, but she had no obligation not to do so. She opened



it—
By sheer caprice.
Or s0 shethought.

Thiswasafar cry fromthe"I'll beawitch" motif attributed to her in the later ballad. She was not yet
frantic, not yet desperate, she was not yet even noble.

That opening of adoor changed her own world and changed life on thousands of planetsfor
generations to come, but the opening was not itsalf strange. It was the tired caprice of athoroughly
frustrated and mildly unhappy woman. Nothing more. All the other descriptions of it have been
improvements, embelishments, falsfications.

She did get a shock when she opened the door, but not for the reasons attributed backwards to her
by baladists and historians.

She was shocked because the door opened on steps and the steps led down to landscape and
sunlight—truly an unexpected sight on any world. She waslooking from the New City to the Old City.
The New City rose on itsshell out over the old city, and when she looked "indoors' she saw the sunset in
the city below. She gasped at the beauty and the unexpectedness of it.

There, the open door—with another world beyond it. Here, the old familiar street, clean, handsome,
quiet, useless, where her own usdless self had walked athousand times.

There—something. Here, the world she knew. She did not know the words "fairyland” or "magic
place," but if she had known them, she would have used them.

She glanced to the right, to the | eft.

The passersby noticed neither her nor the door. The sunset was just beginning to show in the upper
city. Inthelower city it was aready blood-red with streamers of gold like enormous frozen flame. Elaine
did not know that she sniffed the air; she did not know that she trembled on the edge of tears, she did not
know that atender smile, thefirst smilein years, relaxed her mouth and turned her tired tensefaceinto a
passing loveliness. She was too intent on looking around.

People walked about their business. Down the road, an underpeople type—femae, possibly
cat—detoured far around atrue human who waswalking at a dower pace. Far away, apolice
ornithopter flapped dowly around one of the towers; unless the robots used a tel escope on her or unless
they had one of the rare hawk-undermen who wore sometimes used as police, they could not see her.

She stepped through the doorway and pulled the door itself back into the closed position.

Shedid not know it, but therewith unborn futures redled out of existence, rebellion flamed into
coming centuries, people and underpeople died in strange causes, mothers changed the names of unborn
lords and starships whispered back from places which men had not even imagined before. Spaces which
had aways been there, waiting for men's notice, would come the sooner—because of her, because of the
door, because of her next few steps, what she would say and the child she would meet. (The
ballad-writerstold the whole story later on, but they told it backwards, from their own knowledge of
D'joan and what Elaine had done to set the worlds &fire. The smpletruth isthe fact that alonely woman
went through amysterious door. That isal. Everything el se happened later.)

At thetop of the steps she stood; door closed behind her, the sunset gold of the unknown city
streaming out in front of her. She could see where the great shell of the New City of Kalmaarched out
toward the sky; she could see that the buildings here were older, |ess harmonious than the ones she had
left. She did not know the concept "picturesque,” or she would have called it that. She knew no concept
to describe the scene which lay peacefully at her feet.

Therewas not aperson in sight.

Far in the distance, afire-detector throbbed back and forth on top of an old tower. Outside of that
there was nothing but the yellow-gold city beneath her, and abird—wasit abird, or alarge ssorm-swept
leaf 2—in the middle digtance.



Filled with fear, hope, expectation and the surmisal of strange appetites, she walked downward with
quiet, unknown purpose.

3

At the foot of the stairs, nine flights of them there had been, a child waited—agirl, abouit five. The
child had a bright blue smock, wavy red-brown hair, and the daintiest hands which Elaine had ever seen.

Elaine's heart went out to her. The child looked up at her and shrank away. Elaine knew the meaning
of those handsome brown eyes, of that muscular supplication of trust, that recoil from people. It was not
achild at al—just some animd in the shape of a person, adog perhaps, which would later be taught to
speak, to work, to perform useful services.

Thelittle girl rose, standing as though she were about to run. Elaine had the feding thet thelittle
dog-girl had not decided whether to run toward her or from her. She did not wish to get involved with an
underperson—what woman would?—but neither did she wish to frighten thelittle thing. After dl, it was
smdl, very young.

Thetwo confronted each other for amoment, thelittle thing uncertain, Elaine rdlaxed. Then thelittle
animal-girl spoke.

"AsK her," she said, and it was a command.

Elaine was surprised. Since when did animals command?

"AsK her!" repeated the little thing. She pointed at awindow which had thewords TRAVELERS
AID aboveit. Thenthegirl ran. A flash of blue from her dress, atwinkle of white from her running
sandals, and she was gone.

Elaine stood quiet and puzzled in the forlorn and empty city.

Thewindow spoke to her, ™Y ou might aswell come on over. Y ou will, you know."

It was the wise mature voice of an experienced woman—a voice with abubble of laughter
undernegth its phonic edge, with ahint of sympathy and enthusiasm initstone. The command was not
merely acommand. It was, even at its beginning, ahappy private joke between two wise women.

Elaine was not surprised when amachine spoke to her. Recordings had been telling her things al her
life. Shewas not sure of this Situation, however.

"Isthere somebody there?' she said.

"Yesand no," saidthevoice. "I'm Travelers Aid' and | help everybody who comes through this
way. You'relost or you wouldn't be here. Put your hand in my window."

"What | meanis," said Elaine, "are you a person or are you amachine?'

"Depends,” said thevoice. "I'm amachine, but | used to be aperson, long, long ago. A lady, in fact,
and one of the Insrumentaity. But my time came and they said to me, 'Would you mind if we made a
machine print of your whole persondity? It would be very hel pful for the information booths." So of
course | said yes, and they made this copy, and | died, and they shot my body into space with al the
usual honors, but here | was. It felt pretty odd inside this contraption, melooking at things and talking to
people and giving good advice and staying busy, until they built the new city. So what do you say? Am |
meor aren't 1?7

"I don't know, maam." Elaine stood back.

Thewarm voice logt its humor and became commanding. "Give me your hand, then, so | can identify
you and tell you what to do."

"l think," said Elaine, "that I'll just go back upstairs and go through the door into the upper city.”

"And cheat me," said the voicein the window, "out of my first conversation with area personin four
years?' There was demand in the voice, but there was till the warmth and the humor; there was
londinesstoo. The londiness decided Elaine. She stepped up to the window and put her hand flat on the



ledge.

"You'reElaine" cried thewindow. "Y ou're Elainel Theworldswait for you. Y ou're from An-fang,
where dl things begin, the Peace Square at An-fang, on Old Earth itself!"

"Yes" sadElane

The voice bubbled over with enthusiasm. "Heiswaiting for you. Oh, he haswaited for you along,
long time. And thelittle girl you met. That was D'joan hersdlf. The story has begun. The world's great age
beginsanew.' And | can diewhenitisover. So sorry, my dear. | don't mean to confuse you. | am the
Lady Pane Ashash. You're Elaine. Y our number originally ended 783 and you shouldn't even be on this
planet. All the important people here end with the number 5 and 6. Y ou're alay therapist and you'rein
the wrong place, but your lover isaready on hisway, and you've never beenin loveyet, andit'sal too
exating.

Elainelooked quickly around her. The old lower town was turning more red and less gold asthe
sunset progressed. The steps behind her seemed terribly high as she looked back, the door at the top
very small. Perhapsit had locked on her when she closed it. Maybe she wouldn't ever be ableto leave
the old lower city.

The window must have been watching her in some way, because the voice of the Lady Pane Ashash
became tender,

"Sit down my dear," said the voice from the window. "When | was me, | used to be much more
polite. | haven't been mefor along, long time. I'm amachine, and till | fed like mysdlf. Do st down, and
doforgiveme"

Elaine looked around. There was the roadside marble bench behind her. She sat on it obediently.
The happiness which had been in her at the top of the steps bubbled forth anew. If thiswise old machine
knew so much about her, perhapsit could tell her what to do. What did the voice mean by "wrong
planet"? By "lover"? By "heis coming for you now," or wasthat what the voice had actualy said?

"Take abreath, my dear," said the voice of the Lady Pane Ashash. She might have been dead for
hundreds or thousands of years, but she still spoke with the authority and kindness of agreset lady.

Elaine breathed deep. She saw a huge red cloud, like a pregnant whale, getting ready to butt the rim
of the upper city, far above her and far out over the sea. She wondered if clouds could possibly have
fedings

The voice was spesking again. What had it said?

Apparently the question was repeated. "Did you know you were coming?' said the voice from the
window.

"Of course not." Elaine shrugged. "There wasjust thisdoor, and | didn't have anything specia to do,
s0 | opened it And here was awhole new world inside ahouse. It looked strange and rather pretty, so |
came down. Wouldn't you have done the same thing?'

"l don't know," said the voice candidly. "I'm redly amachine. | haven't been mefor along, long
time. Perhaps | would have, when | wasdive. | don't know that, but | know about things. Maybe | can
seethe future, or perhaps the machine part of me computes such good probabilitiesthat it just seemslike
it. I know who you are and what is going to happen to you. Y ou had better brush your hair."

"Whatever for?' said Elaine.

"Heiscoming," said the happy old voice of the Lady Pane Ashash.

"Whoiscoming?' sad Elaine, dmogt irritably.

"Do you haveamirror? | wish you would look at your hair. It could be prettier, not that it isn't pretty
right now. Y ou want to look your best. Y our lover, that'swho is coming, of course.”

"l haven't got alover," said Elaine. "'l haven't been authorized one, not till 1've done some of my
lifework, and | haven't even found my lifework yet. I'm not the kind of girl who would go ask asubchief
for the dreamies, not when I'm not entitled to the real thing. | may not be much of aperson, but | have



some self-respect.” Elaine got so mad that she shifted her position on the bench and sat with her face
turned away from the adl-watching window.

The next words gave her gooseflesh down her arms, they were uttered with such real earnestness,
such driving sincerity. "Elaine, Elaine, do you redly have no idea of who you are?’

Elaine pivoted back on the bench so that she looked toward the window. Her face was caught redly
by the rays of the setting sun. She could only gasp.

"l don't know what you mean ... "

Theinexorable voice went on. "Think, Elaine, think. Does the name 'D’joan’ mean nothing to you?"

"| supposeit'san underperson, adog. That'swhat the D isfor, isn't it?"

"That wasthelittle girl you met," said the Lady Pane Ashash, as though the statement were
something tremendous.

"Yes," sad Elaine dutifully. She was a courteous woman, and never quarreled with strangers.

"Wait aminute," said the Lady Pane Ashash, "I'm going to get my body out. God knowswhen |
woreit lag, but itll make you fed more a easy termswith me. Forgive the clothes. They're old stuff, but
| think the body will work dl right. Thisisthe beginning of the story of D'joan, and | want that hair of
yours brushed eveniif | haveto brush it mysdf. Just wait right there, girl, wait right there. I'll just teke a
minute

The clouds were turning from dark red to liver-black. What could Elaine do? She stayed on the
bench. She kicked her shoe againgt the walk. She jumped alittle when the old-fashioned street lights of
the lower city went on with sharp geometrica suddenness; they did not have the subtle shading of the
newer lightsin the other city upstairs, where day phased into the bright clear night with no sudden shiftin
color.

The door beside the little window creaked open. Ancient plagtic crumbled to the walk.
Elaine was astonished.

Elaine knew she must have been unconscioudy expecting amonster, but thiswas acharming woman
of about her own height, wearing weird, old-fashioned clothes. The strange woman had glossy black hair,
no evidence of recent or current illness, no Sgns of severelesionsin the past, no impairment evident of
sght, gait, reach or eyesight. (There was no way she could check on smdll or taste right off, but thiswas
the medical check-up she had had built into her from birth on—the checklist which she had run through
with every adult person she had ever met. She had been designed asa"'lay therapist, female’ and she
was agood one, even when there wasno one at al to treat.)

Truly, the body was arich one. It must have cost the landing charges of forty or fifty planetfdls. The
human shape was perfectly rendered. The mouth moved over genuine teeth; the words were formed by
throat, palate, tongue, teeth and lips, and not just by amicrophone mounted in the head. The body was
realy amuseum piece. It was probably acopy of the Lady Pane Ashash hersdlf intime of life. When the
face smiled, the effect was undescribably winning. Thelady wore the costume of abygone age—a dtately
frontal dress of heavy blue materia, embroidered with a square pattern of gold at hem, waist and bodice.
She had amatching cloak of dark, faded gold, embroidered in blue with the same pattern of squares. Her
hair was upswept and set with jeweled combs. It seemed perfectly natural, but there was dust on one
gdeof it.

The robot smiled, "I'm out of date. It's been along time since | was me. But | thought, my dear, that
you would find this old body easier to talk to than the window over there... "

Elaine nodded mutely.

"Y ou know thisis not me?' said the body, sharply.

Elaine shook her head. She didn't know; she felt that she didn't know anything at al.

The Lady Pane Ashash looked at her earnestly. "Thisisnot me. It'sarobot body. Y ou looked at it
asthough it wereared person. And I'm not me, either. It hurts sometimes. Did you know amachine



could hurt?1 can. But—I'm not me."
"Who areyou?' said Elaineto the pretty old woman.
"Before | died, | wasthe Lady Pane Ashash. Just as| told you. Now | am amachine, and a part of

your destiny. We will help each other to change the destiny of worlds, perhaps even to bring mankind
back to humanity."

Elaine stared at her in bewilderment. Thiswas no common robot. It seemed like ared person and
gpoke with such warm authority. And thisthing, whatever it was, this thing seemed to know so much
about her. Nobody else had ever cared. The nurse-mothers at the Childhouse on earth had said,
"Another witch-child, and pretty too, they're not much trouble,” and had let her life go by.

At last Elaine could face the face which was not redlly aface. The charm, the humor, the
expressiveness were il there.

"What—whet," sammered Elaine, "do | do now?"

"Nothing," said thelong-dead Lady Pane Ashash, "except to meet your destiny.”

"Y ou mean my lover?'

"So impatient!" laughed the dead woman's record in avery human way. " Such ahurry. Lover first
and destiny later. | waslike that mysdlf when | wasagirl.”

"But what do | do?' perasted Elaine.

The night was now complete above them. The Street lights glared on the empty and unswept streets.
A few doorways, not one of them lessthan afull street-crossing away, were illuminated with rectangles
of light or shadow-light if they were far from the street lights, so that their own interior lights shone
brightly, shadow if they were 0 close under the big lights that they cut off the glare from overhead.

"Go through this door," said the old nice woman.

But she pointed at the undistinguished white of an uninterrupted wall. There was no door at dl in that
place.

"But there's no door there," said Elaine,

"If therewere adoor,” said the Lady Pane Ashash, "you wouldn't need meto tell you to go through
it. And you do need me."

"Why?' said Elaine.

"Because I've waited for you hundreds of years, that's why."

"That'sno answer!" sngpped Elaine.

"Itisso an answer," amiled the woman, and her lack of hodtility was not robotlike at al. It wasthe
kindliness and composure of amature human being. She looked up into Elaine's eyes and spoke
emphatically and softly. "I know because | do know. Not because I'm a dead person—that doesn't
meatter any more—but because | am now avery old machine. Y ou will go into the Brown and Y elow

Corridor and you will think of your lover, and you will do your work, and men will hunt you. But you will
come out happily in the end. Do you understand this?"

"No," said Elaine, "no, | don't." But she reached out her hand to the sweet old woman. The lady
took her hand. The touch was warm and very human.

"Y ou don't have to understand it. Just do it. And | know you will. So since you are going, go."

Elainetried to smile at her, but she was troubled, more conscioudy worried than ever beforein her
life. Something real was happening to her, to her own individua sdif, at avery long last. "How will | get
through the door?"

"I'll openit,” smiled the lady, releasing Elainé's hand, "and you'll know your lover when he singsyou
the poem.”

"Which poem?' said Elaine, aling for time and frightened by adoor which did not even exigt.



"It sarts, 'l knew you and loved you, and won you, in Kalma... ' You'll know it. Go onin. It'll be
bothersome at firgt, but when you meet the Hunter, it will al seem different.”

"Haveyou ever been in there, yoursdf?
"Of course not,”" said the dear old lady. "I'm amachine. That whole place is thoughtproof. Nobody
can see, hear, think or talk in or out of it. It'sashelter left over from the ancient wars, when the dightest

sgn of athought would have brought destruction on the whole place. That'swhy the Lord Englok built it,
long before my time. But you can go in. And you will. Herésthe door.”

The old robot lady waited no longer. She gave Elaine a strange friendly crooked smile, half proud
and half gpologetic. Shetook Elaine with firm fingertips holding Elainesleft elbow. They waked afew
steps down toward the wall.

"Here, now," said the Lady Pane Ashash, and pushed. Elaine flinched as she was thrust toward the
wall. Before she knew it, she was through. Smellshit her like aroar of battle. The air was hot. Thelight
wasdim. It looked like a picture of the Pain Planet, hidden somewhere in space. Poets later tried to
describe Elaine at the door with averse which begins,

There were brown ones and blue ones
And white ones and whiter,

In the hidden and forbidden
Downtown of Clown Town.

There were horrid ones and horrider,
In the brown and yellow corridor.

Thetruth was much smpler.

Trained witch, born witch that she was, she perceived the truth immediately. All these people, dl she
could see, at least, were sick. They needed help. They needed hersdif.

But the joke was on her, for she could not help asingle one of them. Not one of them was aredl
person. They were just animas, thingsin the shape of man. Underpeople. Dirt.

And she was conditioned to the bone never to help them.
She did not know why the muscles of her legs made her walk forward, but they did.
There are many pictures of that scene.

The Lady Pane Ashash, only afew momentsin her past, seemed very remote. And the city of
Kamaitsdlf, the new city, ten stories above her, amost seemed asthough it had never existed at dl. This,
thiswasredl.

She stared at the underpeople.

And thistime, for thefirgt timein her life, they stared right back at her. She had never seen anything
likethis before.

They did not frighten her; they surprised her. The fright, Elaine fdlt, wasto comelater. Soon,
perhaps, but not here, not now.

4
Something which looked like amiddle-aged woman walked right up to her and snapped at her.
"Areyou death?’
Elaine stared. "Death? What do you mean? I'm Elaine.”
"Be damned to that!" said the woman-thing. "Are you degth?"

Elaine did not know theword "damned" but she was pretty sure that "desth,” even to these things,
meant Smply "termination of life"

"Of coursenot,” said Elaine. "I'm just a person. A witch woman, ordinary people would cdl me. We
don't have anything to do with you underpeople. Nothing at dl." Elaine could see that the woman-thing



had an enormous coiffure of soft brown doppy hair, a sweat-reddened face and crooked teeth which
showed when she grinned.

"They al say that. They never know that they're death. How do you think we die, if you people
don't send contaminated robotsin with diseases? We dl die off when you do that, and then some more
underpeoplefind this place again later on and make ashelter of it and livein it for afew generations until
the death machines, things like you, come sweeping through the city and kill us off again. Thisis Clown
Town, the underpeople place. Haven't you heard of it?"

Elainetried to walk past the woman-thing, but she found her arm grabbed. This couldn't have
happened before, not in the history of the world—an underperson seizing area person!

"Let go!" sheydled.

Thewoman-thing let her arm go and faced toward the others. Her voice had changed. It was no
longer shrill and excited, but low and puzzled instead. "1 can't tell. Maybeit isared person. Isn't that a
joke? Logt, in here with us. Or maybe sheisdeath. | can't tell. What do you think,
Charley-ismy-darling?'

The man she spoke to stepped forward. Elaine thought, in another time, in some other place, that
underperson might pass for an attractive human being. Hisface was illuminated by intelligence and
aertness. Helooked directly at Elaine as though he had never seen her before, which indeed he had nat,
but he continued looking with so sharp, so Strange astare that she became uneasy. Hisvoice, when he
spoke, was brisk, high, clear, friendly; set in thistragic place, it was the caricature of avoice, asthough
the animal had been programmed for speech from the habits of a human, persuader by profession, whom
one saw in the storyboxes telling people messages which were neither good nor important, but merely
clever. The handsomeness was itsdlf deformity. Elaine wondered if he had come from goat stock.

"Welcome, young lady," said Charley-ismy-darling. "Now that you are here, how are you going to
get out? If we turned her head around, Mabd," said he to the underwoman who had first greeted Elaine,
"turned it around eight or ten times, it would come off. Then we could live afew weeks or months longer
before our lords and creators found us and put us dl to death. What do you say, young lady? Should we
kill you?'

"Kill?'Y ou mean, terminate life?Y ou cannot. It isagaingt the law. Even the Instrumentaity does not
have theright to do that without trid. Y ou can't. Y ou're just underpeople.”

"But wewill die" said Charley-ismy-darling, flashing hisquick intelligent smile, "if you go back out
of that door. The police will read about the Brown and Y ellow Corridor in your mind and they will flush
us out with poison or they will pray diseasein here so that we and our children will die.”

Elaine gared at him.

The passionate anger did not disturb hissmile or his persuasive tones, but the muscles of his
eye-sockets and forehead showed the terrible strain. The result was an expression which Elaine had
never seen before, asort of self-control reaching out beyond the limits of insanity.

He stared back at her.

Shewas not redly afraid of him. Underpeople could not twist the heads of redl persons; it was
contrary to al regulations.

A thought struck her. Perhaps regulations did not apply in aplacelike this, whereillega animas
waited perpetually for sudden death. The being which faced her was strong enough to turn her head
around ten times clockwise or counterclockwise. From her anatomy lessons, she was pretty sure that the
head would come off somewhere during that process. Shelooked a him with interest. Anima-type fear
had been conditioned out of her, but she had, shefound, an extreme distaste for the termination of life
under random circumstances. Perhaps her "witch" training would help. Shetried to pretend that he wasin
fact aman. The diagnoss " hypertension: chronic aggression, now frustrated, leading to overstimulation
and neurosis: poor nutritional record: hormone disorder probable” legpt into her mind.



Shetried to speak in anew voice.

"l am smaler than you," shesaid, "and you can kill mejust aswell later as now. We might as well
get acquainted. I'm Elaine, assigned here from Manhome Earth.”

The effect was spectacular.

Charley-ismy-darling stepped back. Mabel's mouth dropped open. The others gaped at her. One
or two, more quick-witted than the rest, began whispering to their neighbors.

At lagt Charley-ismy-darling spoketo her. "Welcome, my Lady. Can | cdl you my Lady? | guess
not. Welcome, Elaine. We are your people. Wewill do whatever you say. Of courseyou got in. The
Lady Pane Ashash sent you. She has been telling us for ahundred years that somebody would come
from Earth, ared person with an anima name, not anumber, and that we should have a child named
D'joan ready to take up the threads of destiny. Please, please sit down. Will you have adrink of water?
We have no clean vessel here. We are dll underpeople here and we have used everything in the place, so
that it is contaminated for ared person.” A thought struck him. "Baby-baby, do you haveanew cup in
thekiln?" Apparently he saw someone nod, because he went right on talking. "Get it out then, for our
guest, with tongs. New tongs. Do not touch it. Fill it with water from the top of thelittle waterfal. That
way our guest can have an uncontaminated drink. A clean drink." He beamed with ahospitaity which
was asridiculous asit was genuine.

Elaine did not have the heart to say she did not want adrink of water.
Shewaited. They waited.

By now, her eyes had become accustomed to the darkness. She could see that the main corridor
was painted ayellow, faded and stained, and a contrasting light brown. She wondered what possible
human mind could have selected so ugly acombination. Cross-corridors seemed to open into it; at any
rate, she saw illuminated archways further down and people walking out of them briskly. No one can
walk briskly and naturdly out of ashalow acove, so she was pretty surethat the archwaysled to
something.

The underpeople, too, she could see. They looked very much like people. Here and there,
individuas reverted to the animal type—a horseman whose muzzle had regrown to itsancestral size, a
rat-woman with normal human features except for nylon-like white whiskers, twelve or fourteen on each
sde of her face, reaching twenty centimetersto either sde. Onelooked very much like aperson
indeed—a beautiful young woman seated on abench some eight or ten meters down the corridor, and
paying no attention to the crowd, to Mabel, to Charley-ismy-darling or to hersdlf.

"Whoisthat?' said Elaine, pointing with anod at the beautiful young woman.

Mabd, relieved from the tension which had seized her when she had asked if Elaine were "desth,”
babbled with a sociability which was outré in this environment. "That's Crawlie.”

"What does she do?" asked Elaine.

"She has her pride,” said Mabd, her grotesgue red face now jolly and eager, her dack mouth
Spraying spittle as she spoke.

"But doesn't she do anything?' said Elaine.

Charley-ismy-darling intervened. "Nobody hasto do anything here, Lady Elaine—"

"It'sillegd to cdl me'Lady, " said Elaine.

"I'm sorry, human being Elaine. Nobody hasto do anything &t al here. The whole bunch of usare

completely illega. This corridor isathought-shelter, so that no thoughts can escape or enter it. Wait abit!
Watch the celling ... Now!"

A red glow moved across the celling and was gone. "The celling glows," said Charley-ismy-darling,
"whenever anything thinks againg it. The whole tunnel registers 'sewage tank: organic waste' to the
outside, so that dim perceptions of life which may escape here are not considered too unaccountable.
Peoplebuilt it for their own use, amillion yearsago.”



"They weren't here on Fomahaut 111 amillion years ago,” snapped Elaine. Why, she wondered, did
she sngp a him? He wasn't a person, just atalking anima who had missed being dropped down the
nearest incinerator.

"I'm sorry, Elaine" said Charley-ismy-darling. "I should have said, along time ago. We
underpeople don't get much chance to study red history. But we use this corridor. Somebody with a
morbid sense of humor named this place Clown Town. We live dong for ten or twenty or ahundred
years, and then people or robots find usand kill usal. That'swhy Mabel was upset. She thought you
were degth for thistime. But you're not. Y ou're Elaine. That's wonderful, wonderful." Hisdy, too-clever
face beamed with transparent sincerity. It must have been quite ashock to him to be honest.

"Y ou were going to tell mewhat the undergirl isfor," said Elaine.

"That's Crawlie," said he. " She doesn't do anything. None of usredly haveto. We're al doomed
anyhow. She'salittle more honest than therest of us. She has her pride. She scornsthe rest of us. She
puts usin our place. She makes everybody fed inferior. We think sheisavauable member of the group.
Weadl have our pride, which is hopdess anyway, but Crawlie has her pride al by hersdlf, without doing
anything whatever about it. She sort of reminds us. If we leave her alone, sheleavesusdone.”

Elainethought, You're funny things, so much like people, but so inexpert about it, as though
you all had to "die" before you really learned what it is to be alive. Aloud, she could only say, "I
never met anybody likethat."

Crawlie must have sensed that they were talking about her, because shelooked at Elainewith a
short quick stare of blazing hatred. Crawli€'s pretty face locked itself into aglare of concentrated hostility
and scorn; then her eyes wandered and Elaine felt that she, Elaine, no longer existed in the thing's mind,
except as arebuke which had been administered and forgotten. She had never seen privacy as
impenetrable as Crawlie's. And yet the being, whatever she might have been made from, was very lovely
in human terms.

A fierce old hag, covered with mouse-gray fur, rushed up to Elaine. The mouse-woman wasthe
Baby-baby who had been sent on the errand. She held aceramic cup in apair of long tongs. Water was
init.

Elaine took the cup.

Sixty to seventy underpeople, including thelittle girl in the blue dresswhom she had seen outside,
watched her as she Spped. The water was good. Shedrank it al. Therewas auniversal exhalation, as
though everyone in the corridor had waited for this moment Elaine Sarted to put the cup down but the
old mouse-woman was too quick for her. She took the cup from Elaine, siopping her in mid-gesture and
using the tongs, so that the cup would not be contaminated by the touch of an underperson.

"That's right, Baby-baby," said Charley-ismy-darling, "we can talk. It is our custom not to talk with
anewcomer until we have offered our hospitality. Let me be frank. We may haveto kill you, if thiswhole
businessturns out to be amistake, but let me assure you that if | do kill you, I will do it nicely and without
theleast bit of maice. Right?"

Elaine did not know what was so right abouit it, and said 0. She visuaized her head being twisted
off. Apart from the pain and the degradation, it seemed so terribly messy—to terminate lifein a sewer
with thingswhich did not even have aright to exis.

He gave her no chance to argue, but went on explaining, " Suppose things turn out just right.
Suppose that you are the Esther-Elaine-or-Eleanor that we have al been waiting for—the person who
will do something to D'joan and bring us dl help and ddliverance—give uslife, in short, red life—then
what do we do?'

"l don't know where you get al these ideas about me. Why am | Esther-Elaine-or-Eleanor? What
do | do to D'joan? Why me?'

Charley-issmy-darling stared at her as though he could not believe her question. Mabel frowned as
though she could not think of the right wordsto put forth her opinions. Baby-baby, who had glided back



to the group with swift mouselike suddenness, looked around as though she expected someone from the
rear to speak. She wasright. Crawlie turned her face toward Elaine and said, with infinite condescension:

"l did not know that real people wereill-informed or stupid. Y ou seem to be both. We have al our
information from the Lady Pane Ashash. Since sheis dead, she has no prejudices against us
underpeople. Since she has not had much of anything to do, she has run through billions and billions of
probabilitiesfor us. All of us know what most probabilities come to—sudden death by disease or gas, or
maybe being hauled off to the daughterhousesin big police ornithopters. But Lady Pane Ashash found
that perhaps a person with aname like yours would come, ahuman being with an old name and not a
number name, that that person would meet the Hunter, that she and the Hunter would teach the
underchild D'joan amessage and that the message would change the worlds. We have kept one child
after another named D'joan, waiting for ahundred years. Now you show up. Maybe you are the one.

Y ou don't ook very competent to me. What are you good for?”

"I'mawitch,” said Elaine,

Crawlie could not keep the surprise from showing in her face. "A witch? Redly?'

"Yes" said Elaine, rather humbly.

"l wouldn't be one," said Crawlie. "I have my pride." Sheturned her face away and locked her
featuresin their expression of perennia hurt and disdain.

Charley-ismy-darling whispered to the group nearby, not caring whether Elaine heard hiswords or
not, "That'swonderful, wonderful. Sheisawitch. A human witch. Perhapsthe great day ishere! Elaine”
said he humbly, "will you pleaselook at us?'

Elaine looked. When she stopped to think about where she was, it was incredible that the empty old
lower city of Kamashould be just outside, just beyond the wall, and the busy new city amere thirty-five
meters higher. Thiscorridor wasaworld toitself. It felt like aworld, with the ugly yellows and browns,
the dim old lights, the stenches of man and animal mixed under intolerably bad ventilation. Baby-baby,
Crawlie, Mabd and Charley-is-my-darling were part of thisworld. They werered; but they were
outside, outside, so far as Elaine hersalf was concerned.

"Let mego,"” shesad. "I'll come back some day."

Charley-is-my-darling, who was so plainly the leader, spoke asif in atrance: Y ou don't understand,
Elaine. The only ‘going’ you are going to go is death. There is no other direction. We can't |et the old you
go out of thisdoor, not when the Lady Pane Ashash hasthrust you in to us. Either you go forward to
your destiny, to our destiny too, either you do that, and al works out dl right, so that you love us, and we
loveyou," he added dreamily, "or esel kill you with my own hands. Right here. Right now. | could give
you another clean drink of water first. But that isdl. Thereisn't much choice for you, human being Elaine.
What do you think would happen if you went outside?’

"Nothing, | hope," said Elaine.

"Nothing!" snorted Mabd, her face regaining its origind indignation. " The police would come
flapping by inther ornithopter—"

"And they'd pick your brains," said Baby-baby.

"And they'd know about us," said atall pale man who had not spoken before.

"Andwe," said Crawliefrom her chair, "would al of us diewithin an hour or two at the longest.
Would that matter to you, Maam and Elaine?'

"And," added Charley-is-my-darling, "they would disconnect the Lady Pane Ashash, so that even
the recording of that dear dead lady would be gone at last, and there would be no mercy at dl Ieft upon
thisworld."

"What is'mercy'?' asked Elaine.

"It's obvious you never heard of it," said Crawlie.

The old mouse-hag Baby-baby came close to Elaine. Shelooked up at her and whispered through



yellow teeth. "Don't et them frighten you, girl. Degth doesn't matter al that much, not even to you true
humans with your four hundred years or to us anima s with the daughterhouse around the corner. Degth is
a—when, not awhat. It'sthe same for al of us. Don't be scared. Go straight ahead and you may find
mercy and love. They're much richer than degth, if you can only find them. Once you do find them, death
won't be very important.”

"| still don't know mercy" said Elaine, "but | thought | knew what love was, and | don't expect to
find my lover in adirty old corridor full of underpeople.”

"l don't mean that kind of love," laughed Baby-baby, brushing aside Mabe's attempted interruption
with awave of her hand-paw. The old mouse face was on fire with sheer expressiveness. Elaine could
suddenly imagine what Baby-baby had |ooked like to a mouse-underman when she was young and deek
and gray. Enthusiasm flushed the old features with youth as Baby-baby went on, "1 don't mean lovefor a
lover, girl. | mean lovefor yoursdf. Lovefor life. Lovefor al thingsliving. Love even for me. Y our love
for me. Can you imagine that?'

Elaine swam through fatigue but she tried to answer the question. Shelooked inthe dim light at the
wrinkled old mouse-hag with her filthy clothes and her little red eyes. The flegting image of the beautiful
young mouse-woman had faded away; there was only this chegp, usdess old thing, with her inhuman
demands and her senseless pleading. People never loved underpeople. They used them, like chairs or
doorhandles. Since when did a doorhandle demand the Charter of Ancient Rights?

"No," said Elaine cdmly and evenly, "I can't imagine ever loving you."
"l knew it," said Crawlie from her chair. Therewas triumph in the voice.

Charley-ismy-darling shook hishead asif to clear hissght. "Don't you even know who controls
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"The Insrumentality,” said Elaine. "But do we haveto go on taking? Let me go or kill me or
something. This doesn't make sense. | wastired when | got here, and I'm amillion yearstireder now."

Mabd said, "Take her dong."
"All right," said Charley-ismy-darling. "Isthe Hunter there?"

The child D'joan spoke. She had stood at the back of the group. "He came in the other way when
shecamein thefront."

Elaine said to Charley-ismy-darling, "You lied to me. Y ou said there was only oneway."

"l did not lie" said he. "Thereis only oneway for you or me or for the friends of the Lady Pane
Ashash. The way you came. The other way is death.”

"What do you mean?"

"l mean,” he said, "that it leads Straight into the daughterhouses of the men you do not know. The
lords of the Instrumentality who are here on Fomahauit I11. Thereisthe Lord Femtiosex, who isjust and
without pity. Thereisthe Lord Limaono, who thinks that underpeople are a potential danger and should
not have been started in thefirst place. Thereisthe Lady Goroke, who does not know how to pray, but
who triesto ponder the mystery of life and who has shown kindnesses to underpeople, aslong asthe
kindnesses were lawful ones. And there isthe Lady Arabella Underwood, whose justice no man can
understand. Nor underpeople either,” he added with a chuckle.

"Who is she? | mean, where did she get the funny name? It doesn't have anumber init. It's as bad
asyour names. Or my own," said Elaine.

"She'sfrom Old North Ausgtralia, the stroon world, on loan to the Instrumentdity, and shefollows
the laws she was born to. The Hunter can go through the rooms and the daughterhouses of the
Instrumentality, but could you? Could I?"

"No," sad Elaine.

"Then forward,” said Charley-ismy-darling, "to your death or to great wonders. May | lead the
way, Elane?'



Elaine nodded wordlesdly.

The mouse-hag Baby-baby patted Elaing's deeve, her eyesaive with strange hope. AsElaine
passed Crawli€'s chair, the proud, beautiful girl looked straight at her, expressionless, deadly and severe.
Thedog-girl D'joan followed the little procession asif she had been invited.

They waked down and down and down. Actudly, it could not have been afull haf-kilometer. But
with the endless browns and yellows, the strange shapes of the lawless and untended underpeople, the
genches and the thick heavy air, Elainefdt asif she wereleaving al known worlds behind.

Infact, shewas doing precisdly that, but it did not occur to her that her own suspicion might be true.

At the end of the corridor there was around gate with adoor of gold or brass.

Charley-is-my-darling stopped.

"l can't go further," he said. "Y ou and D'joan will haveto go on. Thisisthe forgotten antechamber
between the tunnel and the upper palace. The Hunter isthere. Go on. You're aperson. It issafe.
Underpeople usudly diein there. Go on." He nudged her elbow and pulled the diding door apart.

"But thelittlegirl,” said Elaine.

"She'snot agirl,” said Charley-issmy-darling. "She'sjust adog—as I'm not aman, just agoat
brightened and cut and trimmed to look like aman. If you come back, Elaine, | will loveyou likegod or |
will kill you. It depends™

"Depends onwhat?' asked Elaine. "And what is'god?"

Charley-is-my-darling smiled the quick tricky smile which waswholly ingncere and completely
friendly, both at the same time. It was probably the trademark of his personaity in ordinary times. "Y oull
find out about god somewhere esg, if you do. Not from us. And the depending is something you'll know
for yourself. Y ou won't have to wait for meto tell you. Go aong now. The whole thing will be over inthe
next few minutes.”

"But D'joan?’ perasted Elaine.

"If it doesn't work," said Charley-is-my-darling, "we can aways raise another D'joan and wait for
another you. The Lady Pane Ashash had promised usthat. Go onin!"

He pushed her roughly, so that she stumbled through. Bright light dazzled her and the clean air tasted
as good as fresh water on her first day out of the space-ship pod.

Thelittle dog-girl had trotted in beside her.

The door, gold or brass, clanged to behind them.

Elaine and D'joan stood till, side by side, looking forward and upward.

There are many famous paintings of that scene. Mogt of the paintings show Elainein ragswith the
distorted, suffering face of awitch. Thisis srictly unhistorical. She was wearing her everyday culottes,
blouse and twin over-the-shoulder purses when she went in the other end of Clown Town. Thiswasthe

usual dresson Fomalhaut I11 at that time. She had done nothing at al to spail her clothes, so she must
have looked the same when she came out. And D'joan-well, everyone knows what D'joan looked like.

The Hunter met them.
The Hunter met them, and new worlds began.

He was ashortish man, with black curly hair, black eyesthat danced with laughter, broad shoulders
and long legs. He walked with a quick sure step. He kept hishands quiet at his side, but the hands did
not ook tough and caloused, as though they had been terminating lives, even thelives of animals.

"Come up and St down," he greeted them. "'I've been waiting for you both."
Elaine sumbled upward and forward. "Waiting?' she gasped.



"Nothing mysterious,” he said. "1 had the viewscreen on. The oneinto the tunndl. Its connections are
shielded, so the palice could not have peeped it."

Elaine stopped dead till. The little dog-girl, one step behind her, stopped too. Shetried to draw
hersalf up to her full height. She was about the same tallness that he was. It was difficult, Snce he stood
four or five steps above them. She managed to keep her voice even when she said:

"Y ou know, then?'

"What?"

"All thosethingsthey said.”

"Sure | know them," he smiled. "Why not?"

"But," sammered Elaine, ""about you and me being lovers? That too?"

"That too," he smiled again. "I've been hearing it half my life. Come on up, Sit down and have
something to est We have alot of thingsto do tonight, if history isto be fulfilled through us. What do you
e, little girl?' said he kindly to D'joan. "Raw mest or people food?!

"I'mafinished girl," said D'joan, "so | prefer chocolate cake with vanillaice cream.”

"That you shall have," said the Hunter. "Come, both of you, and st down.”

They had topped the steps. A luxurioustable, dready set, was waiting for them. There were three
couches around it. Elaine looked for the third person who would join them. Only as she sat down did she
redize that he meant to invite the dog-child.

He saw her surprise, but did not comment on it directly.

Instead, he spoke to D'joan.

"Y ou know me, girl, don't you?"

The child smiled and relaxed for thefirst time since Elaine had seen her. The dog-girl wasredly
grikingly beautiful when the tensgon went out of her. The wariness, the quietness, the potentid

disquiet—these were dog qualities. Now the child seemed wholly human and mature far beyond her
years. Her white face had dark, dark brown eyes.

"I've seen you lots of times, Hunter. And you've told me what would happen if | turned out to be the
D'joan. How | would spread the word and meet great trials. How | might die and might not, but people
and underpeople would remember my name for thousands of years. Y ou've told me dmost everything |
know—except the thingsthat | can't talk to you about. Y ou know them too, but you won't talk, will
you?' sadthelittiegirl imploringly.

"l know you've been to Earth,” said the Hunter.

"Don't say it! Please don't say it!" pleaded the girl.

"Earth! Manhome itsdf?' cried Elaine. "How, by the stars, did you get there?'

The Hunter intervened. "Don't press her, Elaine. It'sabig secret, and she wantsto keep it. Youll
find out more tonight than mortal woman was ever told before.”

"What does'mortd’ mean?" asked Elaine, who didiked antique words.

"It just means having atermination of life.”

"That'sfoolish,” said Elaine. "Everything terminates. Look at those poor messy people who went on
beyond the legd four hundred years."

She looked around. Rich black-and-red curtains hung from ceiling to floor. On one side of the room
there was apiece of furniture she had never seen before. It waslike atable, but it had little broad flat
doors on the front, reaching from side to side; it was richly ornamented with unfamiliar woods and metals.
Neverthdless, she had more important thingsto talk about than furniture.

She looked directly at the Hunter (no organic disease; wounded in left arm at an earlier period;
somewhat excessive exposure to sunlight; might need correction for near vision) and demanded of him:



"Am | captured by you, too?"

"Captured?’

"You'reaHunter. You hunt things. To kill them, | suppose. That un-derman back there, the goat
who cdlshimsdf Charley-ismy-darling-"

"He never does!" cried the dog-girl, D'joan, interrupting.

"Never doeswhat?' said Elaine, cross at being interrupted.

"He never callshimsdf that. Other people, underpeople | mean, call him that. Hisnameis Bathasar,
but nobody usesit.”

"What doesit matter, little girl?* said Elaine. "I'm talking about my life. Y our friend said he would
take my lifefrom meif something did not happen.”

Neither D'joan nor the Hunter said anything.

Elaine heard afrantic edge go into her voice, Y ou heard it!" She turned to the Hunter, "Y ou saw it
on the viewscreen."

The Hunter's voice was serenity and assurance: "We three have things to do before this night is out.
Wewon't get them done if you are frightened or worried. | know the underpeople, but I know the lords
of the Instrumentdity aswell—all four of them, right here. The Lords Limaono and Femtiosex and the
Lady Goroke. And the Nordtrilian, too. They will protect you. Charley-ismy-darling might want to take
your life from you because heisworried, afraid that the tunndl of Englok, whereyou just were, will be
discovered. | have ways of protecting him and yoursdlf aswell. Have confidence in mefor awhile. That's
not o hard, isit?'

"But," protested Elaine, "the man—or the goat—or whatever he was, Charley-ismy-darling, he said
it would al happen right away, as soon as| came up here with you."

"How can anything happen,” said little D'joan, "if you keep talking dl thetime?'

TheHunter smiled.

"That'sright,” he said. "Weve talked enough. Now we must become lovers.”

Elaine jJumped to her feet, "Not with me, you don't. Not with her here. Not when | haven't found my
work to do. I'm awitch. I'm supposed to do something, but I've never redlly found out what it was."

"Look at this" said the Hunter camly, walking over to thewal, and pointing with hisfinger a an
intricate circular design.

Elaine and D'joan both looked t it.
The Hunter spoke again, hisvoice urgent. "Do you seeit, D'joan? Do you redly seeit? The ages
turn, waiting for this moment, little child. Do you seeit? Do you see yoursdf in it?!

Elainelooked at thelittle dog-girl. D'joan had amost stopped breathing. She stared at the curious
symmetricad pattern asthough it were awindow into enchanting worlds.

The Hunter roared, at the top of hisvoice, "D'joan! Joan! Joanie!"
The child made no response.

The Hunter stepped over to the child, dapped her gently on the cheek, shouted again. D'joan
continued to stare at the intricate design.

"Now," said the Hunter, "you and | make love. The child is absent in aworld of happy dreams. That
design isamandaa, something left over from the unimaginable pagt. It locks the human consciousnessin
place. D'joan will not see us or hear us. We cannot help her go toward her destiny unlessyou and | make
lovefirg."

Elaine, her handsto her mouth, tried to inventory symptoms as ameans of keeping her familiar
thoughtsin balance. It did not work. A relaxation spread over her, a happiness and quiet that she had not
oncefdt since her childhood.



"Did you think," said the Hunter, "that | hunted with my body and killed with my hands? Didn't
anyone ever tdl you that the game comesto mergoicing, that the animals die while they scream with
pleasure? I'm atelepath, and | work under license. And | have my license now from the dead Lady Pane
Aghash.”

Elaine knew that they had cometo the end of the talking. Trembling, happy, frightened, shefell into
hisarms and let him lead her over to the couch at the side of the black-and-gold room.

A thousand yearslater, she was kissng his ear and murmuring loving words at him, words that she
did not even redlize she knew. She must, she thought, have picked up more from the storyboxes than she
ever redlized.

"Youremy love" shesad, "my only one, my darling. Never, never leave me; never throw me away.
Oh, Hunter, | love you so!"

"Wepart," he said, "before tomorrow is gone, but shal meet again. Do you redize that dl thishas
only been alittle more than an hour?"

Elaneblushed. "And1," she sammered, "1—I'm hungry."

"Naturd enough,”" said Hunter. "Pretty soon we can waken thelittle girl and eat together. And then
history will happen, unless somebody walksin and stops us."

"But, darling," said Elaine, "can't we go on—at least for awhile? A year? A month? A day? Put the
little girl back in thetunnd for awhile”

"Not redly,” said the Hunter, "but I'll sng you the song that came into my mind about you and me.
I've been thinking bits of it for along time, but now it has redlly happened. Listen.”

He held her two handsin histwo hands, looked easily and frankly into her eyes. There was no hint
in him of telepathic power.
He sang to her the song which we know as | Loved You and Lost You.

| knew you, and loved you,

and won you, in Kalma. | loved you, and won you,
and lost you, my darling! The dark skies of Waterrock
swept down against us. Lightning-lit only

Toy our own love, my lovely!

Our time was a short time,

a sharp hour of glory—We tasted delight
and we suffer denial. The tale of ustwo
IS a bitter sweet story, Short as a shot
But aslong as death.

We met and we loved,

and vainly we plotted To rescue beauty

from a smothering war. Time had no time for us,
the minutes, no mercy. We have loved and lost,
and the world goes on.

We have |ost and have kissed,

and have parted, my darling! All that we have,

we must save in our hearts, love. The memory of beauty
and the beauty of memory ... I've loved you and won you
and lost you, in Kalma.

Hisfingers, moving in the air, produced a soft organ-like music in the room. She had noticed



musi c-beams before, but she had never had one played for hersdlf.

By the time he was through singing, she was sobbing. It wasal so true, so wonderful, so
heartbreaking.

He had kept her right hand in hisleft hand. Now he released her suddenly. He stood up.

"Let'swork first. Eat later. Someoneis near us."

He walked briskly over to thelittle dog-girl, who was still seated on the chair looking at the mandaa
with open, deeping eyes. Hetook her head firmly and gently between histwo hands and turned her eyes
away from the design. She struggled momentarily againgt his hands and then seemed to wake up fully.

She smiled. "That wasnice. | rested. How long was it—five minutes?'

"Morethan that," said the Hunter gently. "I want you to take Elaineshand.”

A few hours ago, and Elaine would have protested at the grotesquerie of holding hands with an
underperson. Thistime, she said nothing, but obeyed: she looked with much love toward the Hunter.

"Y ou two don't have to know much,” said the Hunter. "Y ou, D'joan, are going to get everything that
isin our mindsand in our memories. Y ou will become us, both of us. Forevermore. Y ou will meet your
gloriousfae"

Thelittlegirl shivered. "Isthisredly the day?*
"Itis" said the Hunter. "Future ageswill remember thisnight.”

"And you, Elaine," said heto her, "have nothing to do but to love me and to stand very till. Do you
understand? Y ou will see tremendousthings, some of them frightening. But they won't beredl. Just stand
dill."

Elaine nodded wordlesdy.

"Inthe name," said the Hunter, "of the First Forgotten One, in the name of the Second Forgotten
One, inthe name of the Third Forgotten One. For the love of people, that will give them life. For thelove
that will give them aclean death and true ... " Hiswords were clear but Elaine could not understand them.
The day of dayswas here. She knew it.

Shedid not know how she knew it, but she did. The Lady Pane Ashash crawled up through the
solid floor, wearing her friendly robot body. She came near to Elaine and murmured: "Have no fear, no
fear."

Fear? thought Elaine. Thisno timefor fear. It ismuch too interesting. Asif to answer Elaine, aclear,
strong, masculine voice spoke out of nowhere:

Thisisthe time for the daring sharing.

When these words were spoken, it was as if abubble had been pricked. Elaine felt her personality
and D'joan mingling. With ordinary telepathy, it would have been frightening. But thiswas not
communication. It was being.

She had become Joan. She felt the clean little body initstidy clothes. She became aware of the
girl-shape again. It was oddly pleasant and familiar, in terribly faraway kinds of feding, to remember that
she had had that shape once—the smooth, innocent flat chest; the uncomplicated groin; the fingerswhich
gl felt asthough they were separate and dive in extending from the pam of the hand. But the
mind—that child'smind! It waslike an enormous museum illuminated by rich stained-glass windows,
cluttered with variegated hegps of beauty and treasure, scented by strange incense which moved dowly
inunpropdled arr.

D'joan had a mind which reached al the way back to the color and glory of man's antiquity. D'joan
had been alord of the Instrumentality, a monkey-man riding the ships of space, afriend of the dear dead
Lady Pane Ashash, and Pane Ashash hersdif.

No wonder the child was rich and strange: she had been made the heir of al the ages.
Thisisthetime for the glaring top of the truth at the wearing/sharing, said the nameless, clear,



loud voicein her mind. Thisis the time for you and him.

Elaine redlized that she was responding to hypnotic suggestions which the Lady Pane Ashash had
put into the mind of the little dog-girl—suggestions which weretriggered into full potency the moment that
the three of them came into tel epathic contact.

For afraction of asecond, she perceived nothing but astonishment within herself. She saw nothing
but herself—every detail, every secrecy, every thought and feeling and contour of flesh. Shewas
curioudy aware of how her breasts hung from her chest, the tension of her belly-muscles holding her
femal e backbone straight and erect—Femal e backbone?

Why had she thought that she had afemale backbone?
And then she knew.

She was following the Hunter's mind as his awareness rushed through her body, drank it up, enjoyed
it, loved it dl over again, thistime from theinsde out.

She knew somehow that the little dog-girl watched everything quietly, wordlesdy, drinking in from
them both the full nuance of being truly human.

Even with the ddlirium, she sensed embarrassment. It might be adream, but it was till too much.
She began to close her mind and the thought had come to her that she should take her hands away from
the hands of Hunter and the dog-child.

But thenfirecame...

Fire came up from the floor, burning about them intangibly. Elaine felt nothing ... but she could sense
the touch of thelittle girl's hand.

Flames around the dames, games, said an idiot voice from nowhere. Fire around the pyre, sire, said
another. Hot iswhat we got, tot, said athird.

Suddenly Elaine remembered Earth, but it was not the Earth she knew. She was hersdlf D'joan, and
not D’joan. Shewasatdl, strong monkey-man, indistinguishable from atrue human being. She/he had
tremendous a ertnessin her/his heart as she’he walked across the Peace Square at An-fang, the Old
Square at An-fang, where al things begin. She/he noticed a discrepancy. Some of the buildings were not
there.

Thered Elaine thought to hersdlf, " So that's what they did with the child—yprinted her with the
memories of other underpeople. Other ones, who dared things and went places.” The fire stopped.

Elaine saw the black-and-gold room clean and untroubled for amoment before the green
white-topped ocean rushed in. The water poured over the three of them without getting them wet in the
least. The greenness washed around them without pressure, without suffocation.

Elaine was the Hunter. Enormous dragons floated in the sky above Fomahaut [11. Shefelt hersalf
wandering across a hill, snging with love and yearning. She had the Hunter's own mind, his own memory.
The dragon sensed him, and flew down. The enormous reptilian wings were more beautiful than asunset,
more ddlicate than orchids. Their beat in the air was as gentle as the breath of ababy. She was not only
Hunter but dragon too; she felt the minds meeting and the dragon dying in bliss, injoy.

Somehow the water was gone. So too were D'joan and the Hunter. She was not in the room. She
was taut, tired, worried Elaine, looking down a nameless street for hopel ess destinations. She had to do
things which could never be done. The wrong me, the wrong time, the wrong place—and I'm alone, I'm
alone, I'm aone, her mind screamed. The room was back again; so too were the hands of the Hunter and
thelittle girl—Mist began risng—

Another dream? thought Elaine. Aren't we done? But there was another voice somewhere, avoice
which grated like the rasp of asaw cutting through bone, like the grind of a broken machine still working
at ruinoustop speed. It was an evil voice, aterror-filling voice.



Perhgpsthisredly wasthe "death” which the tunndl underpeople had mistaken her for.
The Hunter's hand released hers. Shelet go of D'joan.

There was a strange woman in the room. She wore the baldric of authority and the leotards of a
traveler.

Elaine stared at her.
"Youll be punished," said theterrible voice, which now was coming out of the woman.
"Wh—wh—what?' sammered Elaine.

"Y ou're conditioning an underperson without authority. | don't know who you are, but the Hunter
should know better. The anima will haveto die, of course,” said thewoman, looking &t little D'joan.

Hunter muttered, half in greeting to the stranger, half in explanation to Elaine, asthough he did not
know what elseto say:

"Lady ArabellaUnderwood.”

Elaine could not bow to her, though she wanted to.

The surprise came from thelittle dog-girl.

| amyour sister Joan, shesaid, and no animal to you.

The Lady Arabellaseemed to have trouble hearing. (Elaine herself could not tell whether she was
hearing spoken words or taking the message with her mind.)

| am Joan and | love you.

The Lady Arabella shook hersalf asthough water had splashed on her. "Of course you're Joan. Y ou
loveme. And | loveyou.”

People and under people meet on the terms of love.

"Love. Love, of course. You'reagood littlegirl. And soright.” You will forget me, said Joan, until
we meet and love again.

"Y es, darling. Good-by for now."

At lagt D'joan did use words. She spoke to the Hunter and Elaine, saying, "It isfinished. | know
who | am and what | must do. Elaine had better come with me. We will see you soon, Hunter—if we
live"

Elainelooked at the Lady Arabellawho stood stock ill, staring like ablind woman. The Hunter
nodded at Elainewith hiswise, kind, rueful amile.

Thelittle girl led Elaine down, down, down to the door which led back to the tunnel of Englok. Just
as they went through the brass door, Elaine heard the voice of the Lady Arabella say to the Hunter:

"What are you doing here dl by yoursdf? The room smdlls funny. Have you had animals here? Have
you killed something?'

"Yes, Mdam," said the Hunter as D'joan and Elaine stepped through the door.

"What?' cried the Lady Arabella

Hunter must have raised his voice to apoint of penetrating emphasi s because he wanted the other
two to hear him, too:

"I havekilled, Mdam," he sad, "as dways—with love. Thistimeit wasasystem.”

They dipped through the door while the Lady Arabella's protesting voice, heavy with authority and
inquiry, was il sweeping againg the Hunter.

Joan led. Her body was the body of a pretty child, but her persondity was the full awakening of all
the underpeople who had been imprinted on her. Elaine could not understand it, because Joan was il
thelittle dog-girl, but Joan was now aso Elaine, dso Hunter. There was no doubt, about their movement;
the child, no longer an undergirl, led the way and Elaine, human or not, followed.

The door closed behind them. They were back in the Brown and Y elow Corridor. Mogt of the



underpeople were awaiting them. Dozens stared at them. The heavy anima-human smells of the old
tunnd rolled againgt them like thick, dow waves. Elaine felt the beginning of aheadache at her temples,
but she was much too aert to care.

For amoment, D'joan and Elaine confronted the underpeople.

Most of you have seen paintings or theatricals based upon this scene. The most famous of dl is,
beyond doubt, the fantastic "one-line drawing” of San Shigonanda—the board of the background amost
uniformly gray, with ahint of brown and yellow on theleft, ahint of black and red on theright, and in the
center the strange white line, dmost asmear of paint, which somehow suggests the bewildered girl Elaine
and the doom-blessed child Joan.

Charley-ismy-darling was, of course, thefirgt to find hisvoice. (Elaine did not noticehimasa
goat-man any more. He seemed an earnest, friendly man of middle age, fighting poor health and an
uncertain life with great courage. She now found his smile persuasive and charming. Why, thought Elaine,
didn't | see him that way before? Have | changed?)

Charley-ismy-darling had spoken before Elaine found her wits. "He did it. Areyou D’joan?"

"Am| D'joan?" said the child, asking the crowd of deformed, weird people in the tunnel. "Do you
think | am Djoan?'

"No! No! Y ou are the lady who was promised—you are the bridge—to man,” cried atall
ydlow-haired old woman, whom Elaine could not remember seeing before. The woman flung herself to
her kneesin front of the child, and tried to get D'joan's hand. The child held her hands away, quietly, but
firmly, so the woman buried her facein the child's skirt and wept.

"l am Joan," said the child, "and | am dog no more. Y ou are people now, people, and if you die with
me, you will die men. Isn't that better than it has ever been before? And you, Ruthie," said sheto the
woman at her feet, "stand up and stop crying. Be glad. These are the daysthat | shall be with you. |
know your children were al taken away and killed, Ruthie, and | am sorry. | cannot bring them back. But
| give you womanhood. | have even made a person out of Elaine.

"Who areyou?' said Charley-ismy-darling. "Who are you?'
“I'mthelittle girl you put out to live or die an hour ago. But now | am Joan, not D'joan, and | bring
you awegpon. Y ou are women. Y ou are men. Y ou are people. Y ou can use the weapon.”

"What weapon?' The voice was Crawli€'s, from about the third row of spectators.
"Lifeand life-with," said the child Joan.

"Don't beafool," said Crawlie. "What's the weapon? Don't give us words. Weve had words and
desth ever since the world of underpeople began. That's what people give us—good words, fine
principles and cold murder, year after year, generation after generation. Don't tell me I'm a person—I'm
not. I'm abison and | know it. An anima fixed up to look like a person. Give me a something to kill with.
Let mediefighting.”

Little Joan looked incongruousin her young body and short stature, still wearing the little blue smock
in which Elaine had first seen her. She commanded the room. She lifted her hand and the buzz of low
voices, which had started while Crawlie was ydling, dropped off to slence again.

"Crawlie" shesad, inavoicethat carried al the way down the hall, " peace be with you in the
everlaging now."

Crawlie scowled. She did have the grace to look puzzled at Joan's message to her, but she did not
speak.

"Don't talk to me, dear people,” said little Joan. " Get used to mefirdt. | bring you life-with. It'smore
than love. Love'sahard, sad, dirty word, a cold word, an old word. It saystoo much and it promises
too little. I bring you something much bigger than love. If youre dive, youredive.

If you're dive-with, then you know the other lifeisthere too—both of you, any of you, dl of you.
Don't do anything. Don't grab, don't clench, don't possess. Just be. That's the weapon. There's not a



flame or agun or apoison that can stop it."
"l want to believe you," said Mabd, "but | don't know how to."

"Don't believe me," said little Joan. "Just wait and et things happen. Let me through, good people. |
haveto deep for awhile. Elaine will watch mewhile | degp and when | get up, | will tell you why you are
underpeople no longer.”

Joan started to move forward—

A wild ululating screech split the corridor.

Everyone looked around to see where it came from.

It wasadmogt like the shriek of afighting bird, but the sound came from among them.
Elanesaw it fird.

Crawlie had aknife and just asthe cry ended, she flung herself on Joan.

Child and woman fell on thefloor, their dresses atangle. The large hand rose up twice with the
knife, and the second time it came up red.

From the hot shocking burn in her side, Elaine knew that she must herself have taken one of the
stabs. She could not tell whether Joan was il living.

The undermen pulled Crawlie off the child.
Crawlie was white with rage, "Words, words, words. Shelll kill usall with her words."

A large, fat man with the muzzle of abear on the front of an otherwise human-looking head and
body, stepped around the man who held Crawlie. He gave her one tremendous dap. She dropped to the
floor unconscious. The knife, stained with blood, fell on the old worn carpet. (Elaine thought
automaticaly: retorative for her later; check neck vertebrag; no problem of bleeding.)

For thefirg timein her life, Elaine functioned asawhally efficient witch. She helped the people pull
the clothing from little Joan. The tiny body, with the heavy purple-dark blood pumping out from just
below the rib-cage, looked hurt and fragile. Elaine reached in her left handbag. She had a surgical radar
pen. She held it to her eye and looked through the flesh, up and down the wound. The peritoneum was
punctured, the liver cut, the upper folds of the large intestine were perforated in two places. When she
saw this, she knew what to do. She brushed the bystanders aside and got to work.

First she glued up the cuts from the inside out, starting with the damage to the liver. Each touch of
the organic adhesive was preceded by atiny spray of re-coding powder, designed to reinforce the
capacity of theinjured organ to restore itsalf. The probing, pressing, squeezing, took eeven minutes.
Before it was finished, Joan had awakened, and was murmuring:

"Am| dying?'

"Not a dl," sad Elaine, "unless these human medi cines poison your dog blood.”
"Who did it?"

"Cranlie”

"Why?" said the child. "Why? s she hurt too? Where is she?'

"Not as hurt assheisgoing to be" said the goat-man, Charley-issmy-darling. "If shelives, well fix
her up and try her and put her to death.”

"No, you won't," said Joan. "Y oure going to love her. Y ou mugt.”
The goat-man looked bewildered.

Heturned in his perplexity to Elaine. "Better have alook a Crawlie," said he. "Maybe Orson killed
her with that dap. Hes abear, you know."

"So | saw," said Elaine, drily. What did the man think that thing looked like, ahummingbird?

She walked over to the body of Crawlie. As soon as she touched the shoulders, she knew that she
wasin for trouble. The outer appearances were human, but the muscul ature beneath was not. She



suspected that the |aboratories had left Crawlie terribly strong, keeping the buffalo strength and obstinacy
for some remote industrial reason of their own. Shetook out a brainlink, a close-range telepathic hookup
which worked only briefly and dightly, to seeif the mind still functioned. As she reached for Crawlie's
head to attach it, the unconscious girl sprang suddenly to life, jumped to her feet and said:

"No, you don't! you don't pegp me, you dirty human!™
"Crawlie, gand ill."
"Don't boss me, you monster!"

"Crawlie, that'sabad thing to say." It was eerie to hear such acommanding voice coming from the
throat and mouth of asmall child. Small she might have been, but Joan commanded the scene.

"l don't carewhat | say. You al hate me."
"That's not true, Crawlie."

"Y ou're adog and now you're aperson. You're born atraitor. Dogs have always sided with people.
Y ou hated me even before you went into that room and changed into something else. Now you are going
tokill usdl."

"We may die, Crawlie, but | won't doit."
"Well, you hate me, anyhow. Y ou've aways hated me."

"Y ou may not believeit,” said Joan, "but I've aways loved you. Y ou were the prettiest woman in
our whole corridor."

Crawlielaughed. The sound gave Elaine gooseflesh. " Suppose | believed it: How could | liveif |
thought that people loved me?If | believed you, | would have to tear myself to pieces, to bresk my
brainson thewall, to do—" Thelaughter changed to sobs, but Crawlie managed to resume talking: "You
things are so Supid that you don't even know that you're mongters. Y ou're not people. Y ou never will be
people. I'm one of you mysdif. I'm honest enough to admit what | am. We're dirt, we're nothing, were
thingsthat are less than machines. We hidein the earth like dirt and when peoplekill usthey do not
weep. At least we were hiding. Now you come along, you and your tame human woman—" Crawlie
glared briefly at Elaine—"and you try to change even that. I'll kill you againif | can, you dirt, you dut, you
dog! What are you doing with that child's body? We don't even know who you are now. Can you tell
U

The bear-man had moved up close to Crawlie, unnoticed by her, and was ready to dap her down
againif shemoved againg little Joan.

Joan looked straight a him and with a mere movement of her eyes she commanded him not to
drike.

"I'mtired,” shesad, "I'mtired, Crawlie. I'm athousand years old when | am not even five. And | am
Elaine now, and | am Hunter too, and | am the Lady Pane Ashash, and | know a great many more things
than | thought | would ever know. | have work to do, Crawlie, because| love you, and | think | will die
soon. But please, good people, first let merest.”

The bear-man was on Crawli€sright. On her l€eft, there had moved up a snake-woman. The face
was pretty and human, except for the thin forked tongue which ran in and out of the mouth like adying
flame. She had good shoulders and hips but no breasts at al. She wore empty golden brassiere cups
which siwung againgt her chest. Her hands looked as though they might be stronger than stedl. Crawlie
started to move toward Joan, and the snake-woman hissed.

It was the snake hiss of Old Earth.

For a second, every animal-person in the corridor stopped breathing. They al stared at the
snake-woman. She hissed again, looking straight at Crawlie. The sound was an abomination in that
narrow space. Elaine saw that Joan tightened up like alittle dog, Charley-is-my-darling looked as though
he was ready to legp twenty metersin onejump, and Elaine hersdf fet animpulseto strike, to kill, to
destroy. The hisswasachalengeto them al.



The snake-woman looked around calmly, fully aware of the attention she had obtained.

"Don't worry, dear people. See, I'm using Joan's name for al of us. I'm not going to hurt Crawlie,
not unless she hurts Joan. But if she hurts Joan, if anybody hurts Joan, they will have meto ded with.
Y ou have agood ideawho | am. We S-people have greet strength, high intelligence and no fear at al.
Y ou know we cannot breed. People have to make us one by one, out of ordinary snakes. Do not cross
me, dear people. | want to learn about this new love which Joan is bringing, and nobody is going to hurt
Joan while | am here. Do you hear me, people? Nobody. Try it, and you die. | think | could kill amost all
of you before | died, even if you al attacked me at once. Do you hear me, people? L eave Joan done.
That goesfor you, too, you soft human woman. | am not afraid of you ether. Y ou there," said sheto the
bear-man, "pick little Joan up and carry her to aquiet bed. She must rest. She must be quiet for awhile.
Y ou be quiet too, al you people, or you will meet me. Me." Her black eyes roved across their faces. The
snake-woman moved forward and they parted in front of her, asthough she were the only solid being in
athrong of ghodts.

Her eyesrested amoment on Elaine. Elaine met the gaze, but it was an uncomfortable thing to do.
The black eyeswith neither eyebrows nor lashes seemed full of intelligence and devoid of emotion.
Orson, the bear-man, followed obediently behind. He carried little Joan.

Asthe child passed Elaine shetried to stay avake. She murmured, "Make me bigger. Please make
me bigger. Right away.”

"l don't know how ..." said Elaine.

The child struggled to full awakening. "I'll have work to do. Work ... and maybe my degth to die. It
will dl bewasted if | am thislittle. Make mebigger.”

"But—" protested Elaine again.
"If you don't know, ask the lady."

"Whet lady?"'

The S'woman had paused, listening to the conversation. She cut in.

"The Lady Pane Ashash, of course. The dead one. Do you think that aliving lady of the
Insrumentality would do anything but kill usal?'

Asthe snake-woman and Orson carried Joan away, Charley-is-my-darling came up to Elaine and
sad, "Do you want to go?'

"Where?'

"To the Lady Pane Ashash, of course.”

"Me?' sad Elaine. "Now?' said Elaine, even more emphatically. "Of course not,” said Elaine,
pronouncing each word asthough it were alaw. "What do you think | am? A few hoursago | did not
even know that you existed. | wasn't sure about the word 'death.’ | just assumed that everything
terminated at four hundred years, the way it should. It's been hours of danger, and everybody has been
threatening everybody elsefor dl that time. I'm tired and I'm deepy and I'm dirty, and I've got to take
care of mysdf, and besdes—"

She stopped suddenly and bit her lip. She had started to say, and besides, my body isal worn out
with that dreamlike love-making which the Hunter and | had together. That was not the business of
Charley-ismy-darling: he was goat enough as he was. His mind was goatish and would not see the
dignity of it all.

The goat-man said, very gently, "Y ou are making history, Elaine, and when you make history you
cannot aways take care of dl thelittle things too. Are you happier and more important than you ever
were before? Y es? Aren't you a different you from the person who met Batha-sar just afew hours ago?”

Elaine was taken aback by the seriousness. She nodded.

"Stay hungry and tired. Stay dirty. Just alittle longer. Time must not be wasted. Y ou can talk to the
Lady Pane Ashash. Find out what we must do about little Joan. When you come back with further



ingructions, | will take care of you myself. Thistunnel isnot as bad atown asit looks. We will have
everything you could need, in the Room of Englok. Englok himsdf built it, long ago. Work just alittle
longer, and then you can eat and rest. We have everything here. 'l am the citizen of no mean city.' But
first you must help Joan. Y ou love Joan, don't you?'

"Oh, yes, | do," shesaid.

"Then hdp usjud alittle bit more."

With desth? she thought. With murder? With violation of law? But—but it was dl for Joan.

It was thus that Elaine went to the camouflaged door, went out under the open sky again, saw the
great saucer of Upper Kalmareaching out over the Old Lower City. She talked to the voice of the Lady
Pane Ashash, and obtained certain instructions, together with other messages. Later, she was ableto
repeat them, but she was too tired to make out their real sense.

She staggered back to the place in the wall where she thought the door to be, leaned againgt it, and
nothing happened.

"Further down, Elaine, further down. Hurry! When | used to be me, | too got tired,” came the strong
whisper of the Lady Pane Ashash, "but do hurry!"

Elaine stepped away from thewall, looking at it.

A beam of light struck her.

The Ingrumentdity had found her.

Sherushed wildly a thewadll.

The door gaped briefly. The strong welcome hand of Charley-is-my-darling helped her in.

"Thelight! Thelight!" cried Elaine. "I'vekilled usdl. They saw me"

"Not yet," smiled the goat-man, with his quick crooked intelligent smile. "1 may not be educated, but
| am pretty smart.”

He reached toward the inner gate, glanced back at Elaine gppraisingly, and then shoved aman-sized
robot through the door.

"There it goes, asweeper about your size. No memory bank. A worn-out brain. Just smple
motivations. If they come down to see what they thought they saw, they will seethisinstead. We keep a
bunch of these at the door. We don't go out much, but when we do, it's handy to have these to cover up
with."

Hetook her by the arm. "While you edt, you can tell me. Can we make her bigger ... 7

"Who?'

"Joan, of course. Our Joan. That'swhat you went to find out for us."

Elaine had to inventory her own mind to see what the Lady Pane Ashash had said on that subject. In
amoment she remembered.

"Y ou need apod. And ajely bath. And narcotics, becauseit will hurt. Four hours."
"Wonderful," said Charley-is-my-darling, leading her deeper and deeper into the tunndl.

"But what'stheuse of it," said Elaine, "if I've ruined usdl? The Insrumentaity saw me comingin.
They will follow. They will kill dl of you, even Joan. Whereisthe Hunter? Shouldn't | deep firg?' She
felt her lips go thick with fatigue; she had not rested or eaten since she took that chance on the strange
little door between Waterrocky Road and the Shopping Bar.

"Youre safe, Elaine, youre safe" said Charley-ismy-darling, hisdy smile very warm and his
smooth voice carrying the ring of sincere conviction. For himsdlf, he did not believe aword of it. He
thought they were dl in danger, hut there was no point in terrifying Elaine. Elaine wasthe only red person
on their sde, except for the Hunter, who was a strange one, dmost like an anima himself, and for the



Lady Pane Ashash, who was very benign, but who was, after all, a dead person. He was frightened
himself, but he was afraid of fear. Perhaps they were dl doomed.

Inaway, hewasright.

The Lady ArabellaUnderwood had called the Lady Goroke.

" Something has tampered with my mind."

The Lady Goroke felt very shocked. She threw back theinquiry. Put a probe onit.
"l did. Nothing."

Nothing?

More shock for the Lady Goroke. Sound the alert, then.

"Oh, no. Oh, no, no. It was afriendly, nice tampering.” The Lady Arabella Underwood, being an
Old North Augtrdian, was rather formal: she always thought full words at her friends, even in telepathic
contact. She never sent mere raw idess.

But that's utterly unlawful. You're part of the Instrumentality. It'sa crime! thought the Lady
Goroke.

Shegot agigglefor reply.

Youlaugh ... ?sheinquired.

"I just thought anew lord might be here. From the Instrumentality. Having alook a me."
The Lady Goroke was very proper and easily shocked. We wouldn't do that!

The Lady Arabellathought to hersalf but did not transmit, "Not to you, my dear. Y ou're ablooming
prude.” To the other she transmitted, "Forget it then.”

Puzzled and worried, the Lady Goroke thought: Well, all right. Break?
"Right-ho. Break."

The Lady Goroke frowned to hersdf. She dapped her wall. Planet Central, shethought at it.
A mere man sat at adesk.

"l am the Lady Goroke," she said.

"Of course, my Lady," hereplied.

"Policefever, one degree. One degree only. Till rescinded. Clear?”
"Clear, my lady. The entire planet?"

"Yes" shesad.

"Do you wish to give areason?' his voice was respectful and routine.
"Mugt 17?7

"Of coursenot, my Lady."

"None given, then. Close."

He sduted and hisimage faded from thewall.

Sheraised her mind to thelevel of alight clear cal. Instrumentality Only— nstrumentality Only. |
have raised the police fever level one degree by command. Reason, personal disquiet. You know
my voice. You know me. Goroke.

Far across the city—a police ornithopter flapped dowly down the Street.

The police robot was photographing a sweeper, the most eaborately malfunctioning sweeper he had
ever seen.

The sweeper raced down the road at unlawful speeds, approaching three hundred kilometers an



hour, stopped with asizzle of plastic on stone, and began picking dust-motes off the pavement.

When the ornithopter reached it, the sweeper took off again, rounded two or three corners at
tremendous speed and then settled down toitsidiot job.

Thethird time this hgppened, the robot in the ornithopter put a disabling dug through it, flew down
and picked it up with the claws of hismachine.

Hesaw itin closeview.

"Birdbrain. Old modd. Birdbrain. Good they don't use those any more. The thing could have hurt a
Man. Now, I'm printed from amouse, areal mouse with lotsand lots of brains."

He flew toward the centra junkyard with the worn-out sweeper. The sweeper, crippled but still
conscious, wastrying to pick dust off theiron clawswhich held it.

Below them, the Old City twisted out of sight with its odd geometrica lights. The New City, bathed
inits soft perpetud glow, shone out againgt the night of Fomalhaut 111. Beyond them, the everlasting
ocean boiled inits private storms.

On the actud stage the actors cannot do much with the scene of the interlude, where Joan was
cooked in asingle night from the size of achild five years old to the tallness of amissfifteen or sixteen.
The biologica machine did work well, though at therisk of her life. It made her into avitd, robust young
person, without changing her mind at dl. Thisis hard for any actressto portray. The storyboxes have the
advantage. They can show the machine with dl sorts of improvements—flashing lights, bits of lightnight,
mysteriousrays. Actudly, it looked like abathtub full of boiling brown jelly, completely covering Joan.

Elaine, meanwhile, ate hungrily in the paatid room of Englok himself. Thefood wasvery, very old,
and she had doubits, asawitch, about its nutritiona vaue, but it stilled her hunger. The denizens of Clown
Town had declared thisroom "off limits' to themsalves, for reasons which Charley-is-my-darling could
not make plain. He stood in the doorway and told her what to do to find food, to activate the bed out of
the floor, to open the bathroom. Everything was very old-fashioned and nothing responded to asmple
thought or to amere dap.

A curiousthing happened.
Elaine had washed her hands, had eaten and was preparing for her bath. She had taken most of her
clothes off, thinking only that Charley-is-my-darling was an animal, not aman, so that it did not matter.

Suddenly she knew it did matter.

He might be an underperson but he was a man to her. Blushing deeply all the way down to her neck,
sheran into the bathroom and called back to him:

"Go away. | will bathe and then deep. Wake me when you have to, not before.”
"Yes, Elane"

"And—and—"

"y e

"Thank you," she said. "Thank you very much. Do you know, | never said 'thank you' to an
underperson before.”

"That'sdl right," said Charley-ismy-darling with asmile. "Most red people don't. Sleep well, my
dear Elaine. When you awaken, be ready for great things. We shal take astar out of the skiesand shall
et thousands of worldsonfire... "

"What'sthat?' she said, putting her head around the corner of the bathroom.

"Just afigure of speech,” he smiled. "Just meaning that you won't have much time. Rest well. Don't
forget to put your clothesin the ladys-maid machine. The onesin Clown Town are all worn out. But snce
we haven't used this room, yours ought to work."

"Whichisit?' shesad.



"Thered lid with the gold handle. Just lift it." On that domestic note he left her to rest, while he went
off and plotted the destiny of ahundred billion lives.

They told her it was mid-morning when she came out of the room of Englok. How could she have
known it? The brown-and-yellow corridor, with itsgloomy old yelow lights, wasjust asdim and
stench-ridden as ever.

The people adl seemed to have changed.

Baby-baby was no longer amouse-hag, but awoman of considerable force and much tenderness.
Crawlie was as dangerous as ahuman enemy, staring at Elaine, her beautiful face gone bland with hidden
hate. Charley-is-my-darling was gay, friendly and persuasive. She thought she could read expressonson
the faces of Orson and the S-woman, odd though their features were.

After she had gotten through some singularly polite greetings, she demanded, "What's happening
now?"

A new voice spoke up—avoice she knew and did not know.

Elaine glanced over a anicheinthewall.

The Lady Pane Ashash! And who was that with her?

Even as she asked hersdlf the question, Elaine knew the answer. It was Joan, grown, only haf a

head lesstall than the Lady Pane Ashash or hersdlf. It was anew Joan, powerful, happy, and quiet; but it
was al—the dear little old D'joan too.

"Welcome," said the Lady Pane Ashash, "to our revolution.”

"What'sarevolution?' asked Elaine. "And | thought you couldn't comein here with al the thought
shidding?'

The Lady Pane Ashash lifted awire which trailed back from her robot body, "I rigged this up so that

| could use the body. Precautions are no use any more. It'sthe other side which will need the precautions
now. A revolution isaway of changing syssems and people. Thisisone. You go fird, Elaine. Thisway."

"Todie?|stha what you mean?'

The Lady Pane Ashash laughed warmly. ™Y ou know me by now. Y ou know my friends here. Y ou
know what your own life has been down to now, a useless witch in aworld which did not want you. We
may die, but it'swhat we do before we die that counts. Thisis Joan going to meet her destiny. Y ou lead
asfar asthe Upper City. Then Joan will lead. And then we shall see.”

"Y ou mean, al these people are going too?" Elainelooked at the ranks of the underpeople, who
were beginning to form into two queues down the corridor. The queues bulged wherever mothersled
their children by the hand or carried smal onesin their ams. Here and there the line was punctuated by a
giant underperson.

They have been nothing, thought Elaine, and | was nothing too. Now we are al going to do
something, even though we may be terminated for it. "May be' thought she: "shdl be' istheword. But it
isworth it if Joan can change the worlds, even alittle bit, even for other people.

Joan spoke up. Her voice had grown with her body, but it was the same dear voice which thelittle
dog-girl had had sixteen hours (they seem sixteen years, thought Elaine) ago, when Elainefirst met her at
the door to the tunnd of Englok.

Joan said, "Loveis not something specid, reserved for men aone.”

"Loveisnot proud. Love hasno red name. Loveisfor lifeitsdf, and we havelife.”

"We cannot win by fighting. People outnumber us, outgun us, outrun us, outfight us. But people did
not create us. Whatever made people, made ustoo. You al know that, but will we say the name?"

There was amurmur of no and never from the crowd.

"Y ou have waited for me. | have waited too. It istimeto die, perhaps, but we will die the way
people did in the beginning, before things became easy and crue for them. They livein astupor and they



dieinadream. It isnot agood dream and if they awaken, they will know that we are people too. Are
you with me?' They murmured yes. "Do you love me?' Again they murmured agreement. "Shdl we go
out and meet the day?" They shouted their acclaim.

Joan turned to the Lady Pane Ashash. "Is everything as you wished and ordered?'

"Yes," said the dear dead woman in the robot body. " Joan firgt, to lead you. Elaine preceding her, to
drive away robots or ordinary underpeople. When you meet redl people, you will love them. That isall.
Y ou will lovethem. If they kill you, you will love them. Joan will show you how. Pay no further attention
to me. Ready?'

Joan lifted her right hand and said words to herself. The people bowed their heads before her, faces
and muzzles and snouts of all szesand colors. A baby of some kind mewed in atiny falsetto to the rear.

Just before she turned to lead the procession, Joan turned back to the people and said, "Crawlie,
where are you?"'

"Here, inthemiddle" said aclear, cdm voicefar back.
"Do you love me now, Crawlie?"

"No, D'joan. | like you less than when you were alittle dog. But these are my peopletoo, aswell as
yours. | am brave. | can walk. | won't make trouble.”

"Crawlie," said Joan, "will you love peopleif we meet them?'

All facesturned toward the beautiful bison-girl. Elaine could just see her, way down the murky
corridor. Elaine could see that the girl's face had turned utter, dead white with emotion. Whether rage or
fear, she could not tell.

At last Crawlie spoke, "No, | won't love people. And | won't love you. | have my pride.”

Softly, softly, like death itself at a quiet bedside, Joan spoke. ™Y ou can stay behind, Crawlie. You
can stay here. It isn't much of achance, but it'sa chance.”

Crawlielooked at her, "Bad luck to you, dog-woman, and bad luck to the rotten human being up
there besde you.”

Elaine stood on tiptoe to see what would happen. Crawli€'s face suddenly disappeared, dropping
downward.

The snake woman elbowed her way to the front, stood close to Joan where the others could see
her, and sang out in avoice as clear asmetd itsdlf:

"Sing 'poor, poor, Crawlie," dear people. Sing 'l love Crawlie,' dear people. Sheisdead. | just
killed her so that wewould dl befull of love. | loveyou too," said the S-woman, on whose reptilian
features no sign of love or hate could be seen.

Joan spoke up, apparently prompted by the Lady Pane Ashash. "We do love Crawlie, dear people.
Think of her and then let us move forward.”

Charley-issmy-darling gave Elaine alittle shove. "Here, you lead.”
In adream, in abewilderment, Elaine led.

Shefdt warm, happy, brave when she passed dose to the strange Joan, so tall and yet so familiar.
Joan gave her afull smile and whispered, "Tell me I'm doing well, human woman. I'm adog and dogs
have lived amillion yearsfor the praise of man."

"You'reright, Joan, you're completdly right! I'm with you. Shall | go now?" responded Elaine.
Joan nodded, her eyes brimming with tears.

Elaneled.

Joan and the Lady Pane Ashash followed, dog and dead woman championing the procession.
The rest of the underpeople followed them in turn, in adoubleline.

When they made the secret door open, daylight flooded the corridor. Elaine could amost fedl the



stale odor-ridden air pouring out with them. When she glanced back into the tunnd for the last time, she
saw the body of Crawlielying al aone on thefloor.

Elaine hersdf turned to the steps and began going up them.

No one had yet noticed the procession.

Elaine could hear the wire of the Lady Pane Ashash dragging on the stone and metal of the Sepsas
they climbed.

When she reached the top door, Elaine had amoment of indecision and panic. "Thisismy life, my
life," shethought. "I have no other. What have | done? Oh, Hunter, Hunter, where are you? Have you
betrayed me?"

Said Joan softly behind her, "Go on! Go on. Thisisawar of love. Kegp going.”

Elaine opened the door to the upper street. The roadway was full of people. Three police
ornithopters flapped dowly overhead. Thiswas an unusua number. Elaine sopped again.

"Kegp waking," said Joan, "and warn the robots off."
Elaine advanced and the revolution began.

Therevolution lasted Sx minutes and covered one hundred and twelve meters.

The police flew over as soon as the underpeopl e began pouring out of the doorway.
Thefirgt oneglided in like abig bird, his voice asking, "ldentify! Who are you?"
Elanesad, "Go away. That isacommand.”

"Identify yourself," said the bird-like machine, banking steeply with the lens-eyed robot peering at
Elaineout of itsmiddle.

"Go away," said Elaine. "'l am atrue human and | command.”

Thefirst police ornithopter apparently caled to the others by radio. Together they flapped their way
down the corridor between the big buildings.

A lot of people had stopped. Most of their faces were blank, afew showing animation or
amusement or horror at the sight of so many underpeople al crowded in one place.

Joan's voice sang out, in the clearest possible enunciation of the Old Common Tongue:

"Dear people, we are people. We love you. Welove you."

The underpeople began to chant love, love, lovein aweird plainsong full of sharps and haftones.

The true humans shrank back. Joan hersalf set the example by embracing ayoung woman of about her
own height. Charley-is-my-darling took a human man by the shoulders and shouted at him:

"I loveyou, my dear fellow! Believe me, | do love you. It'swonderful meeting you." The human man
was dartled by the contact and even more sartled by the glowing warmth of the goat-man's voice. He
stood mouth dack and body relaxed with sheer, utter and accepted surprise.

Somewhere to the rear a person screamed.

A police ornithopter came flapping back. Elaine could not tell if it was one of the three she had sent
away, or anew one altogether. She waited for it to get close enough to hail, so that she could tdll it to go
away. For the first time, she wondered about the actua physicd character of danger. Could the police
machine put adug through her? Or shoot flame at her? Or lift her screaming, carrying her away with its
iron claws to some place where she would be pretty and clean and never hersdf again™?

"Oh, Hunter, Hunter, where are you now? Have you forgotten me? Have you betrayed me?”

The underpeople were il surging forward and mingling with the real people, clutching them by their
hands or their garments and repeating in the queer medley of voices.

"l loveyou. Oh, please, | love you! We are people. We are your sisters and brothers... ™



The snake-woman wasn't making much progress. She had seized a human man with her
more-than-iron hand. Elaine hadn't seen her saying anything, but the man had fainted dead away. The
snake-woman had him draped over her arm like an empty overcoat and was looking for somebody else
tolove.

Behind Elaine alow voice said, "He's coming soon.”

"Who?' said Elaineto the Lady Pane Ashash, knowing perfectly well whom she meant, but not
wanting to admit it, and busy with watching the circling ornithopter at the sametime.

"The Hunter, of course," said the robot with the dear dead lady's voice. "Hell come for you. You'll
beadl right. I'm at the end of my wire. Look away, my dear. They are about to kill meagainand | am
afraid that the sght would distressyou.”

Fourteen robots, foot models, marched with military decision into the crowd. The true humans took
heart from this and some of them began to dip away into doorways. Most of the red people were ill so
surprised that they stood around with the underpeople pawing at them, babbling the accents of love over
and over again, theanima origin of their voices showing plainly.

The robot sergeant took no note of this. He approached the Lady Pane Ashash only to find Elaine
ganding in hisway.

"l command you," she said, with al the passion of aworking witch, "I command you to leave this
place”

His eye-lenses were like dark-blue marbles floating in milk. They seemed swimmy and poorly
focused as he looked her over. He did not reply but stepped around her, faster than her own body could
intercept him. He made for the dear, dead L ady Pane Ashash.

Elaine, bewildered, redized that the lady's robot body seemed more human than ever. The
robot-sergeant confronted her.

Thisisthe scenewhich we al remember, the first authentic picture tape of the entire incident:
The gold and black sergeant, hismilky eyes staring at the Lady Pane Ashash.
Thelady hersdf, in the pleasant old robot body, lifting a commanding hand.

Elaine, distraught, haf-turning as though she would grab the robot by hisright arm. Her head is
moving so rapidly that her black hair swings as sheturns.

Charley-issmy-darling shouting, "I love, love, lovel" a asmall handsome man with mouse-colored
hair. Theman isgulping and saying nathing.

All thiswe know.

Then comes the unbdlievable, which we now believe, the event for which the stars and worlds were
unprepared.

Mutiny.

Robot mutiny.

Disobedience in open daylight.

The words are hard to hear on the tape, but we can still make them out. The recording device on the
police ornithopter had gotten a square fix on the face of the Lady Pane Ashash. Lip-readers can seethe

words plainly; non-lip-readers can hear the words the third or fourth time the tape is run through the
eyebox.

Sad thelady, "Overridden.”
Said the sergeant, "No, you're arobot.”

"Seefor yourself. Read my brain. | am arobot. | am aso awoman. Y ou cannot disobey people. |
am people. | love you. Furthermore, you are people. Y ou think. We love each other. Try. Try to attack.”

"l—I cannot,” said the robot sergeant, his milky eyes seeming to spin with excitement. Y ou love
me?You mean I'm aive?| exit?'



"With love, you do," said the Lady Pane Ashash. "L ook at her," said the lady, pointing to Joan,
"because she has brought you love."

The robot looked and disobeyed the law. His squad |ooked with him.

He turned back to the lady and bowed to her: "Then you know what we must do, if we cannot obey
you and cannot disobey the others.”

"Doit," shesad sadly, "but know what you are doing. Y ou are not really escaping two human
commands. Y ou are making achoice. Y ou. That makesyou men.”

The sergeant turned to his squad of man-sized robots: ™Y ou hear that? She sayswe are men. |
believe her. Do you believe her?!

"Wedo," they cried dmost unanimoudly.

Thisiswhere the picture-tape ends, but we can imagine how the scene was concluded. Elaine had
stopped short, just behind the sergeant-robot. The other robots had come up behind her.
Charley-is-my-darling had stopped talking. Joan wasin the act of lifting her handsin blessing, her warm
brown dog eyes gone wide with pity and understanding.

People wrote down the things that we cannot see.
Apparently the robot-sergeant said, "Our love, dear people, and good-by. We disobey and die.” He
waved hishand to Joan. It is not certain whether he did or did not say, " Good-by, our lady and our

liberator." Maybe some poet made up the second saying; the first one, we are sure about. And we are
sure about the next word, the one which historians and poets al agree on. He turned to his men and said,

"Dedruct.”

Fourteen robots, the black-and-gold sergeant and his thirteen silver-blue foot soldiers, suddenly
spurted white fire in the street of Kalma. They detonated their suicide buttons, thermite capsin their own
heads. They had done something with no human command at al, on an order from another robot, the
body of the Lady Pane Ashash, and shein turn had no human authority, but merely theword of thelittle
dog-girl Joan, who had been made an adult in asingle night.

Fourteen white flames made people and underpeople turn their eyes aside. Into the light there
dropped a special police ornithopter. Out of it came the two ladies, Arabella Underwood and Goroke.
They lifted their forearmsto shield their eyesfrom the blazing dying robots. They did not see the Hunter,
who had moved mysterioudy into an open window above the street and who watched the scene by
putting hishands over his eyes and peeking through the dits between hisfingers. While the people il
stood blinded, they felt the fierce telepathic shock of the mind of the Lady Goroke taking command of
the Situation. That was her right, asachief of the Instrumentdity. Some of the people, but not al of them,
felt the outré countershock of Joan's mind reaching out to meet the Lady Goroke.

"I command," thought the Lady Goroke, her mind kept opento al beings.

"Indeed you do, but | love, | loveyou," thought Joan.

The first-order forces met.

They engaged.

The revolution was over. Nothing had redly happened, but Joan had forced people to meet her.
Thiswas nothing like the poem about people and underpeople getting al mixed up. The mixup came

much later, even after the time of C'mell. The poem is pretty, but it is dead wrong, as you can seefor
yoursdf:

You should ask me,

Me, me, me, Because | know— used to live

On the Eastern Shore.

Men aren't men, And women aren't women,

And people aren't people any more.

Thereis no Eastern Shore on Fomahaut 111 anyhow; the people/underpeople crisis came much later



than this. The revolution had failed, but history had reached its new turning-point, the quarrel of the two
ladies. They left their minds open out of sheer surprise. Suicida robots and world-loving dogs were
unheard-of. It was bad enough to haveillegal underpeople on the prowl, but these new things—ah!

Destroy them all, said the Lady Goroke.

"Why?" thought the Lady Arabella Underwood.
Malfunction, replied Goroke.

"But they're not machined!”

Then they're animals—under people. Destroy! Destroy!

Then came the answer which has created our own time. It came from the Lady Arabella
Underwood, and dl Kamaheard it:

Perhaps they are people. They must have a trial.

The dog-girl Joan dropped to her knees. "I have succeeded, | have succeeded, | have succeeded!
Y ou can kill me, dear people, but | love, love, love you!™

The Lady Pane Ashash said quietly to Elaine, "I thought | would be dead by now. Redlly dead, at
last. But | am not | have seen the worldsturn, Elaine, and you have seen them turn with me.”

The underpeople had fallen quiet asthey heard the high-volume tel epathi c exchange between the
two grest ladies.

The red soldiersdropped out of the sky, their ornithopters whistling as they hawked down to the
ground. They ran up to the underpeople and began binding them with cord.

One soldier took asingle look at the robot body of the Lady Pane Ashash. He touched it with his
gaff, and the staff turned cherry-red with heat. The robot-body, its heat suddenly drained, fell to the
ground in ahegp of icy crysas.

Elaine walked between the frigid rubbish and the red-hot staff. She had seen Hunter.

She missed seeing the soldier who came up to Joan, started to bind her and then fell back weeping,
babbling, "She lovesme! Shelovesme!™

The Lord Femtiosex, who commanded the inflying soldiers, bound Joan with cord despite her
taking.

Grimly he answered her: "Of course you love me. Y ou're agood dog. You'll die soon, doggy, but till
then, you'll obey."

"I'm obeying," said Joan, "but I'm adog and a person. Open your mind, man, and you'l fed it."

Apparently he did open his mind and felt the ocean of loverip-tiding into him. It shocked him. His
arm swung up and back, the edge of the hand striking at Joan's neck for the ancient kill.

"No, you don'," thought the Lady Arabella Underwood. "That child isgoing to get aproper trid."

Helooked at her and glared, chief doesn't strike chief, my lady. Let go my arm.

Thought the Lady Arabdllaa him, openly and in public: "A trid, then."

In hisanger he nodded at her. He would not think or speak to her in the presence of dl the other
people.

A soldier brought Elaine and Hunter before him.

"Sir and master, these are people, not underpeople. But they have dog-thoughts, cat-thoughts,
goat-thoughts and robot-ideas in their heads. Do you wish to |look?"

"Why look?" said the Lord Femtiosex, who was as blond as the ancient pictures of Baldur, and
often-times that arrogant aswell. "The Lord Limaonoisarriving. That'sal of us. We can havethetria
here and now."

Elainefdt cords bite into her wrists; she heard the Hunter murmur comforting wordsto her, words
which she did not quite understand.



"They will not kill us" he murmured, "though we will wish they hed, before this day is out Everything
is happening as she sad it would, and—"

"Whoisthat she?" interrupted Elaine.

"She? The lady, of course. The dear dead Lady Pane Ashash, who has worked wonders after her
own death, merely with the print of her personaity on the machine. Who do you think told me what to
do? Why did we wait for you to condition Joan to greetness? Why did the people way down in Clown
Town keep on raising one D'joan after another, hoping that hope and a great wonder would occur?”

"You knew?' said Elaine. Y ou knew ... before it happened?!

"Of course" said the Hunter, "not exactly, but more or less. She had had hundreds of years after
death indde that computer. She had timefor billions of thoughts. She saw how it would beif it had to be,
and |—"

"Shut up, you people!" roared the Lord Femtiosex. "Y ou are making the animals restless with your
babble. Shut up, or | will stun you!”

Elanefdl slent

The Lord Femtiosex glanced around at her, ashamed at having made his anger naked before another
person. He added quietly:

"Thetrid isabout to begin. The onethat thetal lady ordered.”

9

You dl know about thetrid, so thereisno need to linger over it. Thereis another picture of San
Shigonanda, the one from his conventiona period, which showsit very plainly.

The street had filled full of redl people, crowding together to see something which would ease the
boredom of perfection and time. They al had numbers or number-codesingtead of names. They were
handsome, Well, dully happy. They even looked agreat ded dike, smilar in their handsomeness, their
health and their underlying boredom. Each of them had atota of four hundred yearsto live. None of
them knew red war, even though the extreme readiness of the soldiers showed vain practice of hundreds
of years. The people were beautiful, but they felt themselves usdess, and they were quietly desperate
without knowing it themsdlves. Thisisadl clear from the painting, and from the wonderful way that San
Shigonanda has of forming them ininforma ranks and letting the cam blue light of day shine down on
their handsome, hopeless features.

With the underpeople, the artist performs real wonders.

Joan hersdlf isbathed in light. Her light brown hair and her doggy brown eyes express softness and
tenderness. He even conveystheideathat her new body isterribly new and strong, that sheisvirgina
and ready to die, that sheisamere girl and yet completely fearless. The posture of love showsin her
legs: she standslightly. Love showsin her hands: they are turned outward toward the judges. Love shows
in her amile it is confident.

And thejudged!

The artist hasthem, too. The Lord Femtiosex, calm again, his narrow sharp lips expressing perpetua
rage againgt a universe which has grown too smal for him. The Lord Limaono, wise, twice-reborn,
duggardly, but dert as asnake behind the deepy eyes and the dow smile. The Lady Arabella
Underwood, the tallest true-human present, with her Norstrilian pride and the arrogance of great wedlth,
aong with the capricious tenderness of great wedth, showing in the way that she sat, judging her
fellow-judgesinstead of the prisoners. The Lady Goroke, bewildered at last, frowning at aplay of
fortune which she does not understand. The artist hasit dl.

And you have the red view-tapes, too, if you want to go to amuseum. Theredlity isnot as dramatic
asthe famous painting, but it has value of its own. The voice of Joan, dead these many centuries, isill
strangely moving. It isthe voice of adog-carved-into-man, but it is also the voice of agreet lady. The



image of the Lady Pane Ashash must have taught her that, dong with what she had learned from Elaine
and Hunter in the antechamber above the Brown and Y llow Corridor of Englok.

Thewords of thetrid, they too have survived. Many of them have become famous, al acrossthe
worlds.

Joan sad, during inquiry, "But it isthe duty of life to find more than life, and to exchange itsdlf for
that higher goodness.”

Joan commented, upon sentence. "My body isyour property, but my loveisnot. My loveismy
own, and | shdl loveyou fiercely while you kill me."

When the soldiers had killed Charley-is-my-darling and were trying to hack off the head of the
S-woman until one of them thought to freeze her into crystas, Joan sad:

" Should we be strange to you, we animals of Earth that you have brought to the stars? We shared
the same sun, the same oceans, the same sky. We are all from Manhome. How do you know that we
would not have caught up with you if we had al stayed at home together? My people were dogs. They
loved you before you made awoman-shaped thing out of my mother. Should | not love you ill? The
miracleis not that you have made people out of us. The miracleisthat it took us so long to understand it.
We are people now, and so are you. Y ou will be sorry for what you are going to do to me, but
remember that | shdl love your sorrow, too, because great and good things will come out of it."

The Lord Limaono dyly asked, "What isa'miracl€?"

And her words were, "There is knowledge from Earth which you have not yet found again. Thereis
the name of the Nameless One. There are secrets hidden in time from you. Only the dead and the unborn
can know them right now: | am both.”

The sceneisfamiliar, and yet we will never understand it.

We know wheat the Lords Femtiosex and Limaono thought they were doing. They were maintaining
established order and they were putting it on tape. The minds of men can live together only if the basic
ideas are communicated. Nobody has, even now, found out away of recording telepathy directly into an
instrument. We get pieces and snatches and wild jumbles, but we never get a satisfactory record of what
one of the great ones was trangmitting to another. The two mae chiefswere trying to put on record al
those things about the episode which would teach careless people not to play with the lives of the
underpeople. They were even trying to make underpeople understand the rules and designs by virtue of
which they had been transformed from animasinto the highest servants of man. Thiswould have been
hard to do, given the bewildering events of the last few hours, even from one chief of the Instrumentdity
to another; for the generd public, it was dmost impaossible. The outpouring from the Brown and Y €llow
Corridor was wholly unexpected, even though the Lady Goroke had surprised D'joan; the mutiny of the
robot police posed problems which would have to be discussed halfway across the galaxy. Furthermore,
the dog-girl was making points which had some verba vaidity. If they were left in the form of mere
words without proper context, they might affect heedless or impressionable minds. A bad ideacan
spread like amutated germ. If itisat dl interesting, it can leap from one mind to another halfway across
the universe before it hasastop put toit. Look at the ruinous fads and foolish fashions which have
nuisanced mankind even in the ages of the highest orderliness. Wetoday know thet variety, flexibility,
danger and the seasoning of alittle hate can make love and life bloom as they never bloomed before; we
know it is better to live with the complications of thirteen thousand old languages resurrected from the
dead ancient past than it isto live with the cold blind-alley perfection of the Old Common Tongue. We
know alot of things which the Lords Femtiosex and Limaono did not, and before we consider them
Stupid or cruel, we must remember that centuries passed before mankind finally cameto gripswith the
problem of the under-people and decided what "life" was within the limits of the human community.

Finaly, we have the testimony of the two lords themsalves. They both lived to very advanced ages,
and toward the end of their lives they were worried and annoyed to find that the episode of D'joan
overshadowed dl the bad things which had not happened during their long careers—bad things which



they had labored to forestall for the protection of the planet Fomahaut 111—and they were distressed to
see themselves portrayed as casud, crue men when in fact they were nothing of the sort. If they had seen
that the story of Joan on Fomalhautt 111 would get to be what it is today—one of the great romances of
mankind, aong with the story of Cmell or the romance of the lady who sailed The Soul—they would not
only have been disgppointed, but they would have been judtifiably angry at the fickleness of mankind as
well. Their roles are clear, because they made them clear. The Lord Femtiosex accepts the responsibility
for the notion of fire; the Lord Limaono agreesthat he concurred in the decision. Both of them, many
years later, reviewed the tapes of the scene and agreed that something which the Lady Arabella
Underwood had said or thought—Something had made them doit.

But even with the tapesto refresh and clarify their memories, they could not say what.

We have even put computers on the job of cataloguing every word and every inflection of the whole
trid, but they have not pinpointed the critica point either.

And the Lady Arabella—nobody ever questioned her. They didn't dare. She went back to her own
planet of Old North Australia, surrounded by the immense treasure of the santaclara drug, and no planet
isgoing to pay at therate of two thousand million creditsaday for the privilege of sending an investigator
to talk to alot of obstinate, smple, weathy Norstrilian peasants who will not talk to offworlders anyhow.

The Nordrilians charge that sum for the admission of any guest not selected by their own invitation;
so we will never know what the Lady Arabella Underwood said or did after she went home. The
Nordtrilians said they did not wish to discuss the matter, and if we do not wish to go back to living amere
seventy years we had better not anger the only planet which produces stroon.

And the Lady Goroke—she, poor thing, went mad.
Mad, for aperiod of years.

People did not know it till later, but there was no word to be gotten out of her. She performed the
odd actions which we now know to be apart of the dynasty of Lords Jestocost, who forced themselves
by diligence and merit upon the Instrumentdlity for two hundred and more years. But on the case of Joan
she had nothing to say.

Thetrid istherefore a scene about which we know everything—and nothing.

We think that we know the physical facts of the life of D'joan who became Joan. We know about
the Lady Pane Ashash who whispered endlesdy to the underpeople about ajustice yet to come. We
know the whole life of the unfortunate Elaine and of her involvement with the case. We know that there
were in those centuries, when underpeople first developed, many warrensin whichillegal underpeople
used their near-human wits, their animal cunning and their gift of speech to survive even when mankind
had declared them surplus. The Brown and Y élow Corridor was not by any meansthe only one of its
kind. We even know what happened to the Hunter.

For the other underpeople-Charley-is-my-darling, Baby-baby, Mabel, the S woman, Orson and al
the others—we have the tapes of thetria itself. They were not tried by anybody. They were put to death
by the soldiers on the spot, as soon asit was plain that their testimony would not be needed. As
witnesses, they could live afew minutes or an hour; as animals, they were already outside the regulations.

Ah, we know dl about that now, and yet know nothing. Dying is smple, though we tend to hide it
away. The how of dying isaminor scientific matter; the when of dying isaproblem to each of us,
whether helives on the old-fashioned 400-year-life planets or on theradical new oneswherethe
freedoms of disease and accident have been reintroduced; the why of it istill as shocking to usasit was
to pre-atomic man, who used to cover farmland with the boxed bodies of his dead. These underpeople
died asno animals had ever died before. Joyfully.

One mother held her children up for the soldier to kill them al.

She must have been of rat origin, because she had septupletsin closdy matching form.

The tape shows us the picture of the soldier getting ready.



The rat-woman greets him with a smile and holds up her seven babies. Little blondesthey are,
wearing pink or blue bonnets, dl of them with glowing cheeksand bright little blue eyes.

"Put them on the ground,” said the soldier. "'I'm going to kill you and them too." On the tape, we can
hear the nervous peremptory edge of hisvoice. He added one word, as though he had aready begun to
think that he had to justify himsdlf to these underpeople. "Orders,” he added.

"It doesn't matter if | hold them, soldier. I'm their mother. They'll fed better if they die easily with
their mother near. | loveyou, soldier. | love al people. Y ou are my brother, even though my blood israt
blood and yoursis human. Go ahead and kill them, soldier. | can't even hurt you. Can't you understand
it? 1 loveyou, soldier. We share acommon speech, common hopes, common fears, and acommon
death. That iswhat Joan has taught usal. Death isnot bad, soldier. It just comes badly, sometimes, but
you will remember me after you have killed me and my babies. Y ou will remember that | love you now-"

The soldier, we see on the tape, can stand it no longer. He clubs his weapon, knocks the woman
down; the babies scatter on the ground. We see his booted hedl rise up and crush down against their
heads. We hear the wet popping sound of thelittle heads breaking, the sharp cutoff of the baby wailsas
they die. We get onelast view of the rat-woman herself. She has stood up again by the time the seventh
baby iskilled. She offers her hand to the soldier to shake. Her face is dirty and bruised, atrickle of blood
running down her |eft cheek. Even now, we know sheisarat, an underperson, amodified animd, a
nothing. And yet we, even we across the centuries, fed that she has somehow become more of aperson
than we are—that she dies human and fulfilled. We know that she has triumphed over death: we have
not.

We seethe soldier looking straight at her with eerie horror, as though her smple love were some
unfathomable device from an dien source.

We hear her next words on the tape:
"Soldier, | lovedl of you—"

Hisweapon could havekilled her in afraction of asecond, if he had used it properly. But he didn't.
He clubbed it and hit her, asthough his heat-remover had been awooden club and himsdf awild man
ingtead of part of the élite guard of Kama.

We know what happens then.
Shefdlsunder hisblows. She points. Points straight at Joan, wrapped in fire and smoke.

The rat-woman screams one last time, screamsinto the lens of the robot camera as though she were
talking not to the soldier but to al mankind:

"You can't kill her. You can'tkill love. I loveyou, soldier, loveyou. Y ou can't kill that.
Remember—"

Hislast blow catches her inthe face.

Shefdlsback on the pavement. He thrusts hisfoot, as we can see by the tape, directly on her
throat. He legps forward in an odd little jig, bringing his full weight down on her fragile neck. He swings
while slamping downward, and we then see hisface, full onin the camera.

It isthe face of aweeping child, bewildered by hurt and shocked by the prospect of more hurt to
come.

He had started to do his duty, and duty had gone wrong, al wrong.

Poor man. He must have been one of the first men in the new worlds who tried to use weapons
againg love. Loveisasour and powerful ingredient to meet in the excitement of battle.

All the underpeople died that way. Mogt of them died smiling, saying the word "love" or the name
The bear-man Orson had been kept to the very end.
Hedied very oddly. He died laughing.



The soldier lifted his pellet-thrower and aimed it straight at Orson's forehead. The pellets were 22
millimetersin diameter and had amuzzle velocity of only 125 meters per second. In that manner, they
could stop reca citrant robots or evil underpeople, without any risk of penetrating buildings and hurting
the true people who might be inside, out of sight.

Orson looks, on the tape the robots made, as though he knows perfectly well what the weapon is.
(He probably did. Underpeople used to live with the danger of aviolent death hanging over them from
birth until removal.) He shows no fear of it, in the pictureswe have; he beginsto laugh. Hislaughter is
warm, generous, relaxed—like the friendly laughter of a happy foster—father who has found a guilty and
embarrassed child, knowing full well that the child expects punishment but will not get it.

"Shoot, man. Y ou can't kill me, man. I'minyour mind. | love you. Joan taught us. Listen, man. There
isno desth. Not for love. Ho, ho, ho, poor fellow, don't be afraid of me. Shoot! Y ou're the unlucky one.
Y ou're going to live. And remember. And remember. And remember. I've made you human, fellow.” The
soldier croaks, "What did you say?"

"I'm saving you, man. I'm turning you into areal human being. With the power of Joan. The power
of love. Poor guy! Go ahead and shoot meiif it makes you uncomfortable to wait. Y ou'll do it anyhow."

Thistime we do not see the soldier'sface, but the tightness of his back and neck betray hisown
internal stress.

We see the big broad bear face blossom forth in an immense splash of red as the soft heavy pellets
plow into it. Then the cameraturnsto something else.

A little boy, probably afox, but very finished in his human shape. He was bigger than ababy, but
not big enough, like the larger underchildren, to have understood the deathless importance of Joan's
teaching.

He was the only one of the group who behaved like an ordinary underperson. He broke and ran.

He was clever: He ran among the spectators, so that the soldier could not use pellets or
heat-reducers on him without hurting an actua human being. He ran and jumped and dodged, fighting
passvey but desperately for hislife.

At last one of the spectators—atal man with asiver hat—tripped him up. The fox-boy fell to the
pavement, skinning his palms and knees. Just as he looked up to see who might be coming at him, a
bullet caught him nesetly in the head. He fell alittle way forward, dead.

People die. We know how they die. We have seen them die shy and quiet in the Dying Houses. We
have seen others go into the 400-year-rooms, which have no doorknobs and no cameras on theinside.
We have seen pictures of many dying in natural disasters, where the robot crews took picture-tapes for
the record and the investigation later on. Degth is not uncommon, and it is very unpleasant

But thistime, death itsdf was different. All the fear of death—except for the one little fox-boy, too
young to understand and too old to wait for death in his mother's arms—had gone out of the
underpeople. They met death willingly, with love and cmnessin their bodies, their voices, their
demeanor. It did not matter whether they lived long enough to know what happened to Joan hersdlf: they
had perfect confidencein her, anyway.

Thisindeed was the new weapon, love and the good degth.
Crawlie, with her pride, had missed it all.

Theinvestigators later found the body of Crawliein the corridor. It was possible to reconstruct who
she had been and what had happened to her. The computer in which the bodilessimage of the Lady
Pane Ash-ash survived for afew days after the trid was, of course, found and disassembled. Nobody
thought at the time to get her opinionsand last words. A lot of historians have gnashed their teeth over
thet.

The detalls are therefore clear. The archives even preserve the long interrogation and responses
concerning Elaine, when she was processed and made clear after thetria. But we do not know how the



ideaof "fire' camein.
Somewhere, beyond sight of the tape-scanner, the word must have been passed between the four

chiefs of the Insrumentality who were conducting thetrid. Thereisthe protest of the chief of birds
(roboat), or police chief of Kama, a subchief named Fis.

The records show his appearance. He comesin at the right Sde of the scene, bows respectfully to
the four chiefsand lifts hisright hand in the traditiona signfor "beg to interrupt,” an odd twist of the
elevated hand which the actors had found it very difficult to copy when they tried to put the whole story
of Joan and Elaineinto asingle drama. (In fact, he had no more idea that future ages would be studying
his casua appearance than did the others. The whole episode was characterized by haste and
precipitateness, in the light of what we now know.) The Lord Limaono says.

"Interruption refused. We are making adecison.”

The chief of birds spoke up anyhow.

"My words are for your decison, my Lordsand my Ladies.”
"Say it, then,” commanded the Lady Goroke, "but be brief."

"Shut down the viewers. Destroy that animal. Brainwash the spectators. Get amnesiayourselves, for
this one hour. Thiswhole sceneis dangerous. | am nothing but a supervisor of ornithopters, keeping
perfect order, but 1—"

"We have heard enough,” said the Lord Femtiosex. Y ou manage your birdsand well run the
worlds. How do you dare to think like a chief? We have responsibilities which you can't even guess at.
Stand back.”

Fig, in the pictures, stlands back, hisface sullen. In that particular frame of scenes, one can see some
of the spectators going away. It wastime for lunch and they had become hungry; they had no idea that
they were going to missthe greatest atrocity in history, about which athousand and more grand operas
would be written.

Femtiosex then moved to the climax. "More knowledge, not less, isthe answer to this problem. |
have heard about something which is not as bad as the Planet Shayal, but which can do just aswell for
an exhibit onacivilized world. You there," said heto Fig, the chief of birds, "bring oil and aspray.
Immediatdy.”

Joan looked at him with compassion and longing, but she said nothing. She suspected what he was
going to do. Asagirl, asadog, she hated it; as arevolutionary, she welcomed it as the consummation of
her misson.

The Lord Femtiosex lifted hisright hand. He curled thering finger and the little finger, putting his
thumb over them. That left thefirst two fingers extended straight out. At that time, the sign from one chief
to another, meaning, "private channds, telepathic, immediate.” It has since been adopted by underpeople
astheir emblem for politica unity.

The four chiefswent into atrancelike state and shared the judgment.

Joan began to Sng in a soft, protesting, doglike wall, using the off-key plainsong which the
underpeople had sung just before their hour of decision when they left the Brown and Y elow Corridor.
Her words were nothing specia, repetitions of the "people, dear people, | love you" which she had been
communicating ever Snce she cameto the surface of Kama But theway she did it has defied imitation
acrossthe centuries. There are thousands of |yrics and mel odies which cal themselves, oneway and
another, The Song of Joan, but none of them come near to the heart-wrenching pathos of the origind
tapes. The singing, like her own persondity, was unique.

The apped was deep. Even thered peopletried to listen, shifting their eyes from the four immobile
chiefs of the Insrumentality to the brown-eyed singing girl. Some of them just could not stand it. In true
human fashion, they forgot why they were there and went absent-mindedly hometo lunch.

Suddenly Joan stopped.



Her voiceringing clearly acrossthe crowd, she cried out:
"The end is near, dear people. Theend isnear.”

Eyesdl shifted to the two lords and the two ladies of the Instrumentality. The Lady Arabella
Underwood looked grim after the telepathic conference. The Lady Goroke was haggard with wordless
grief. The two lords |ooked severe and resolved.

It was the Lord Femtiosex who spoke.

"We havetried you, animd. Y our offenseisgreat. You have lived illegdly. For that the pendty is
degth. Y ou have interfered with robots in some manner which we do not understand. For that brand-new
crime, the penaty should be more than desth; and | have recommended a punishment which was applied
on aplanet of the Violet Star. Y ou have dso said many unlawful and improper things, detracting from the
happiness and security of mankind. For that the penalty is reeducation, but since you have two desth
sentences dready, this does not matter. Do you have anything to say before | pronounce sentence?”

"If you light afiretoday, my Lord, it will never be put out in the hearts of men. Y ou can destroy me.
Y ou can rgject my love. Y ou cannot destroy the goodnessin yoursalves, no matter how much goodness
may anger you—"

"Shut up!" heroared. "1 asked for aplea, not a speech. You will die by fire, here and now. What do
you say to that?"

"l love you, dear people.”

Femtiosex nodded to the men of the chief of birds, who had dragged abarrel and a spray into the
Street in front of Joan.

"Tie her to that post,” he commanded. " Spray her. Light her. Are the tape-makersin focus? We
want thisto be recorded and known. If the underpeople try this again, they will see that mankind controls
theworlds." Helooked at Joan and his eyes seemed to go out of focus. In an unaccustomed voice he
sad, "I am not abad man, little dog-girl, but you are abad anima and we must make an example of you.
Do you understand that?"

"Femtiosex," shecried, leaving out histitle, "I am very sorry for you. | love you too."

With these words of hers, his face became clouded and angry again. He brought his right hand down
inachopping gesture.

Fis copied the gesture and the men operating the barrel and spray began to squirt ahissing stream
of il on Joan. Two guards had aready chained her to the lamp post, using an improvised chain of
handcuffs to make sure that she stood upright and remained in plain sight of the crowd.

"Fire" said Femtiosex.

Elainefdt the Hunter's body, beside her, cramp sharply. He seemed to strain intensely. For hersdlf,
shefet the way she had felt when she was defrozen and taken out of the adiabatic pod in which she had
made the trip from Earth—sick to her somach, confused in her mind, emotions rocking back and forth
indde her.

Hunter whispered to her, "I tried to reach her mind so that she would die easy. Somebody else got
therefirst. | ... don't know who it is."

Elaine stared.

The fire was being brought. Suddenly it touched the oil and Joan flamed up like a human torch.
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The burning of D'joan at Fomahaut took very littletime, but the ageswill not forget it.
Femtiosex had taken the crudest step of all.

By telepathic invasion he had suppressed her human mind, so that only the primitive canine
remained.



Joan did not stand till like amartyred queen.

She struggled againgt the flames which licked her and climbed her. She howled and shrieked like a
dog in pain, like an anima whaose brain—good though it is—cannot comprehend the sensel essness of
humean crudty.

The result was directly contrary to what the Lord Femtiosex had planned.

The crowd of people stirred forward, not with curiosity but because of compassion. They had
avoided the broad areas of the street on which the dead underpeople lay asthey had been killed, some
pooled in their own blood, some broken by the hands of robots, some reduced to piles of frozen crystd.
They waked over the dead to watch the dying, but their watching was not the witless boredom of people
who never see a spectacle; it was the movement of living things, ingtinctive and deep, toward the sight of
another living thing in aposition of danger and ruin.

Even the guard who had held Elaine and Hunter by gripping Hunter's arm—even he moved forward
afew unthinking steps. Elaine found hersdlf in thefirst row of the spectators, the acrid, unfamiliar smell of
burning oil making her nose twitch, the howls of the dying dog-girl tearing through her eardrumsinto her
brain. Joan was turning and twigting in the fire now, trying to avoid the flames which wrapped her tighter
than clothing. The odor of something sickening and strange reached the crowd. Few of them had ever
amelled the stink of burning meset before.

Joan gasped.

In the ensuing seconds of silence, Elaine heard something she had never expected to hear
before—the weeping of grown human beings. Men and women stood there sobbing and not knowing
why they sobbed.

Femtiosex loomed over the crowd, obsessed by the failure of his demonstration. He did not know
that the Hunter, with athousand kills behind him, was committing the legal outrage of peeping the mind of
achief of the Insrumentality.

The Hunter whispered to Elaine, "Inaminute I'll try it. She deserves something better than that ... ™
Elaine did not ask what. She too was weeping.

The whole crowd became aware that asoldier was caling. It took them severa secondsto look
away from the burning, dying Joan.

The soldier was an ordinary one. Perhaps he was the one who had been unable to tie Joan with
bonds afew minutes ago, when the lords decreed that she be taken into custody.

He was shouting now, shouting frantically and wildly, shaking hisfist a the Lord Femtiosex.
"Yourealiar, youreacoward, youreafool, and | chalenge you—"

The Lord Femtiosex became aware of the man and of what he was yelling. He came out of his deep
concentration and said, mildly for sowild atime:

"What do you mean?"

"Thisisacrazy show. Thereisno girl here. No fire. Nothing. Y ou are hdlucinating the whole lot of
usfor some horrible reason of your own, and I'm chalenging you for it, you animd, you fool, you
coward.”

In norma times even alord had to accept achalenge or adjust the matter with clear talk.

Thiswas no normd time.

The Lord Femtiosex said, "All thisisred. | deceive no one.”

"If it'sred, Joan, I'm with you!" shrieked the young soldier. He jumped in front of thejet of oil
before the other soldiers could turn it off and then he legpt into the fire beside Joan.

Her hair had burned away but her features were still clear. She had stopped the doglike whining
shriek. Femtiosex had been interrupted. She gave the soldier, who had begun to burn as he stood
voluntarily beside her the gentlest and most feminine of smiles. Then she frowned, asthough there were



something which she should remember to do, despite the pain and terror which surrounded her.

"Now!" whispered the Hunter. He began to hunt the Lord Femtiosex as sharply as he had ever
sought the dien, native minds of Fomahaut 111.

The crowd could not tell what had happened to the Lord Femtiosex. Had he turned coward? Had
he gone mad? (Actudly, the Hunter, by usng every gram of the power of hismind, had momentarily
taken Femtiosex courting in the skies; he and Femtiosex were both male bird-like beasts, snging wildly
for the beautiful female who lay hidden in the landscape far, far below.)

Joan was free, and she knew she wasfree.

She sent out her message. It knocked both Hunter and Femtiosex out of thinking; it flooded Elaine;
it made even Fig, the chief of birds, breathe quietly. She called so loudly that within the hour messages
were pouring in from the other citiesto Kama, asking what had happened. She thought asingle message,
not words. But inwordsit cameto this:

"Loved ones, you kill me. Thisismy fate. | bring love, and love must dieto live on. Love asks
nothing, does nothing. Love thinks nothing. Love isknowing yoursaf and knowing al other people and
things. Know—and rgjoice. | diefor dl of you now, dear ones—"

She opened her eyesfor alast time, opened her mouth, sucked in the raw flame and dumped
forward. The soldier, who had kept his nerve while his clothing and body burned, ran out of thefire, afire
himself, toward his squad. A shot sopped him and he pitched flat forward.

The weeping of the people was audible throughout the streets. Underpeople, tame and licensed
ones, stood shamelessy among them and wept too.

The Lord Femtiosex turned warily back to his colleagues.

Theface of Lady Goroke was a sculptured, frozen caricature of sorrow.

He turned to the Lady ArabellaUnderwood. "I seem to have done something wrong, my Lady.
Takeover, plesse.”

The Lady Arabellastood up. She cdled to Fig, "Put out that fire."

Shelooked out over the crowd. Her hard, honest Nordtrilian features were unreadable. Elaine,

watching her, shivered at the thought of awhole planet full of people astough, obstinate and clever as
these.

"It'sover,” said the Lady Arabella. "People, go away. Robots, clean up. Underpeople, to your
jobs"

Shelooked at Elaine and the Hunter. "I know who you are and | suspect what you have been doing.
Soldiers, take them away."

The body of Joan was fire-blackened. The face did not look particularly human any more; thelast
burst of fire had caught her in the nose and eyes. Her young, girlish breasts showed with heart-wrenching
immodesty that she had been young and female once. Now she was dead, just dead.

The soldiers would have shoveled her into abox if she had been an underperson. Insteed, they paid
her the honors of war that they would have given to one of their own comrades or to an important civilian
intime of disaster. They undung alitter, put the little blackened body on it and covered the body with
their own flag. No one had told them to do so.

Astheir own soldier led them up the road toward the Waterrock, where the houses and offices of
the military were located, Elaine saw that he too had been crying.

She garted to ask him what he thought of it, but Hunter stopped her with a shake of the head. He
later told her that the soldier might be punished for talking with them.

When they got to the office they found the Lady Goroke aready there.

The Lady Goroke dready there ... It became anightmare in the weeks that followed. She had
gotten over her grief and was conducting an inquiry into the case of Elaine and D'joan.



The Lady Goroke aready there ... She was waiting when they dept. Her image, or perhaps herself,
sat in on dl the endlessinterrogations. She was particularly interested in the chance meeting of the dead
Lady Pane Ashash, the misplaced witch Elaine, and the non-adjusted man, the Hunter.

The Lady Goroke dready there ... She asked them everything, but she told them nothing.
Except for once.

Once she burst out, violently persond after endless hours of formd, officid work, "Y our mindswill
be cleansed when we get through, so it wouldn't matter how much else you know. Do you know that this
has hurt me—mel—all the way to the depths of everything | believein?"

They shook their heads.

"I'm going to have a child, and I'm going back to Manhome to haveit. And I'm going to do the
genetic coding myself. I'm going to call him Jestocogt. That's one of the Ancient Tongues, the Paroskii
one, for 'crudty,’ to remind him where he comes from, and why. And he, or his son, or his son will bring
justice back into the world and solve the puzzle of the underpeople. What do you think of that? On
second thought, don't think. It's none of your business, and | am going to do it anyway."

They stared at her sympathetically, but they were too wound up in the problems of their own
surviva to extend her much sympathy or advice. The body of Joan had been pulverized and blown into
the air, because the Lady Goroke was afraid that the underpeople would make a goodplace out of it; she
felt that way herself, and she knew that if she hersdf were tempted, the underpeople would be even more
tempted.

Elaine never knew what happened to the bodies of al the other people who had turned themsalves,
under Joan's leadership, from animasinto mankind, and who had followed the wild, foolish march out of
the Tunnd of Englok into the Upper City of Kama Wasit redly wild? Wasit redly foolish? If they had
stayed where they were, they might have had afew days or months or years of life, but sooner or later
the robots would have found them and they would have been exterminated like the vermin which they
were. Perhaps the degth they had chosen was better. Joan did say, "It'sthe mission of life waysto ook
for something better than itself, and then to try to tradelife itsdf for meaning.”

At lagt, the Lady Goroke called them in and said, "Goodbye, you two. It'sfoolish, saying goodbye,
when an hour from now you will remember neither me nor Joan. Y ou've finished your work here. I've set
up alovely job for you. Y ouwon't haveto livein acity. Y ou will be weather-watchers, roaming the hills
and watching for al the little changes which the machines can't interpret fast enough. Y ou will have whole
lifetimes of marching and picnicking and camping together. I've told the techniciansto be very careful,
because you two are very much in love with each other. When they re-route your synapses, | want that
loveto betherewith you."

They each knelt and kissed her hand. They never wittingly saw her again. In later yearsthey
sometimes saw afashionable ornithopter soaring gently over their camp, with an e egant woman peering
out of the side of it; they had no memories to know that it was the Lady Goroke, recovered from
madness, watching over them.

Ther new lifewastheir find life.
Of Joan and the Brown and Y élow Corridor, nothing remained.

They were both very sympathetic toward animas, but they might have been thisway evenif they
had never shared in thewild palitical gamble of the dear dead Lady Pane Ashash.

Onetime astrange thing happened. An underman from an elephant wasworking inasmal valey,
creating an exquisite rock garden for some important officia of the Instrumentality who might later
glimpse the garden once or twice ayear. Elaine was busy watching the wegther, and the Hunter had
forgotten that he had ever hunted, so that neither of them tried to peep the underman's mind. Hewas a
huge fdlow, right at the maximum permissible sze—five timesthe gross sature of aman. He had smiled
a them friendily in the past.



One evening he brought them fruit. Such fruit! Rare offworld itemswhich ayear of requests would
not have obtained for ordinary people like them. He smiled hisbig, shy, dephant smile, put the fruit down
and prepared to lumber off.

"Wait aminute,” cried Elaine, "why are you giving usthis? Why us?'
"For the sake of Joan," said the €l ephant-man.
"Who's Joan?"' said the Hunter.

The dephant-man looked sympathetically a them. "That'sal right. Y ou don't remember her, but |
do."

"But what did Joan do?' said Elaine.

"Sheloved you. Sheloved usdl," said the e ephant-man. He turned quickly, so asto say no more.
With incredible deftness for so heavy a person, he climbed speedily into the fierce lovely rocks above
them and was gone.

"1 wish we had known her," said Elaine. " She sounds very nice."
In that year there was born the man who was to be thefirst Lord Jestocost

UNDER OLD EARTH

Thiswas the last story Smith wrote, and perhaps the strangest. No reference is made to the
Douglas-Ouyang planets elsewhere in the Smith canon, and it is hard to judge which events are
"real" and which "legendary” in this tale that explores one of the roots of the Rediscovery of
Man. Sto Odin, by the way, is Russian for "One Hundred One."

| need a temporary dog
For atemporary jog
On a temporary place
Like Earth.
-Song from The Merchant of Menace

There were the Douglas-Ouyang planets, which circled their sunin asingle clugter, riding around and
around the same orbit unlike any other planets known. There were the gentlemen-suicides back on Earth,
who gambled their lives—even more horribly, gambled sometimes for things worse than their
lives—againg different kinds of geophysicswhich real men had never experienced. There were girlswho
fell inlove with such men, however stark and dreadful their personal fates might be. There wasthe
Instrumentality, with its unceasing labor to kegp man man. And there were the citizenswho waked in the
boulevards before the Rediscovery of Man. The citizens were happy. They had to be happy. If they were
found sad, they were calmed and drugged and changed until they were happy again.

This story concerns three of them: the gambler who took the name Sun-boy, who dared to go down
to the Gebiet, who confronted himself before he died; the girl Santuna, who wasfulfilled in athousand
way's before she died; and the Lord Sto Odin, amost ancient of days, who knew it all and never
dreamed of preventing any of it.

Music runsthrough this story. The soft sweet music of the Earth Government and the Instrumentdity,
bland as honey and sickening inthe end. Thewild illegd pulsations of the Gebiet, where most men were
forbidden to enter. Worst of dl, the crazy fugues and improper melodies of the Bezirk, closed to men for
fifty-seven centuries—opened by accident, found, trespassed in! And with it our story begins.



The Lady Ru had said, afew centuries before: " Scraps of knowledge have been found. In the
ultimate beginning of man, even before there were aircraft, the wise man Laodz declared, Water does
nothing but it penetrates everything. Inaction findsthe road.' Later an ancient lord said this: Thereisa
music which underlies dl things. We dance to the tunesal our lives, though our living ears never hear the
musi ¢ which guides us and moves us. Happiness can kill people as softly as shadows seen in dreams'’
We must be peoplefirst and happy later, lest weliveand diein vain.”

The Lord Sto Odin was more direct. He declared the truth to afew private friends. "Our population
isdropping on most worlds, including the Earth. People have children, but they don't want them very
much. | myself have been athree-father to twelve children, atwo-father to four, and aone-father, |
suppose, to many others. | have had zedl for work and | have mistaken it for zedl inliving. They are not
the same.

"Most people want happiness. Good: we have given them happiness.

"Dreary usdless centuries of happiness, in which al the unhappy were corrected or adjusted or
killed. Unbearable desolate happiness without the sting of grief, the wine of rage, the hot fumes of fear.
How many of us have ever tasted the acid, icy taste of old resentment? That's what people redly lived for
inthe Ancient Days, when they pretended to be happy and were actudly dive with grief, rage, fury, hate,
malice and hope! Those people bred like mad. They populated the stars while they dreamed of killing
each other, secretly or openly. Their plays concerned murder or betraya or illegal love. Now we have no
murder. We cannot imagine any land of lovewhichisillega. Can you imagine the Murkinswith their
highway net? Who can fly anywhere today without seeing that net of enormous highways? Those roads
areruined, but they're ill here. Y ou can see the abominabl e things quite clearly from the moon. Don't
think about the roads. Think of the millions of vehiclesthat ran on those roads, the peoplefilled with
greed and rage and hate, rushing past each other with their engines on fire. They say that fifty thousand a
year were killed on the roads done. We would call that awar. What people they must have been, to rush
day and night and to build things which would help other people to rush even more! They were different
from us. They must have been wild, dirty, free. Lugting for life, perhaps, in away that we do not. We can
eadly go athousand times faster than they ever went, but who, nowadays, bothersto go? Why go? It's
the same there as here, except for afew fighters or technicians.” He smiled at hisfriendsand added, " ...
and lords of the Instrumentality, like oursalves. We go for the reasons of the Instrumentality. Not ordinary
peopl e reasons. Ordinary people don't have much reason to do anything. They work at the jobs which
we think up for them, to keep them happy while the robots and the underpeople do the rea work. They
walk. They make love. But they are never unhappy.

"They can't be!"

The Lady Mmonadisagreed, "Life can't be as bad as you say. We don't just think they are happy.
We know they are happy. Welook right into their brains with telepathy. We monitor their emotional
patterns with robots and scanners. It's not as though we didn't have samples. People are ways turning
unhappy. We're correcting them al the time. And now and then there are bad accidents, which even we
cannot correct. When people are very unhappy, they scream and weep. Sometimes they even stop
talking and just die, despite everything we can do for them. Y ou can't say that isn't red!”

"But | do," said the Lord Sto Odin.
"You dowhat?' cried Mmona
"| do say thishappinessisnot red,” heingsted.

"How canyou," she shouted at him, "in the face of the evidence? Our evidence, which we of the
Instrumentality decided on along time ago. We collect it oursalves. Can we, the Instrumentality, be

wrong?'
"Yes" sadtheLord Sto Odin.
Thistimeit wasthe entire circle who went silent.
Sto Odin pleaded with them. "L ook a my evidence. People don't care whether they are



one—fathers or one—mothers or not. They don't know which children are theirs, anyhow. Nobody
daresto commit suicide. We keep them too happy. But do we spend any time keeping the talking
animalss, the underpeople, as happy as men? And do underpeople commit suicide?!

"Certainly,” said Mmona. "They are preconditioned to commit suicideif they are hurt too badly for
easy repair or if they fail intheir appointed work.”

"l don't mean that. Do they ever commit suicide for their reasons, not ours?"

"No," said the Lord Nuru-or, awise young lord of the Instrumentality. "They are too desperately
busy doing their jobs and staying dive."

"How long does an underperson live?' said Sto Odin, with deceptive mildness.

"Who knows?" said Nuru-or. "Half ayear, ahundred years, maybe severa hundred years."

"What happensif he does not work?' said the Lord Sto Odin, with afriendly-crafty smile.

"Wekill him," said Mmona, "or our robot-police do."

"And doesthe anima know it?'

"Know hewill bekilled if he does not work?' said Mmona. "Of course. Wetdll dl of them the same
thing. Work or die. What's that got to do with people?’

The Lord Nuru-or had falen silent and awise, sad smile had begun to show on hisface. He had
begun to suspect the shrewd, dreadful conclusion toward which the Lord Sto Odin was driving.

But Mmonadid not seeit and she pressed the point. "My Lord," said she, "you areingsting that
people are happy. Y ou admit they do not like to be unhappy. Y ou seem to want to bring up a problem
which has no solution. Why complain of hgppiness? Ian't it the best which the Instrumentaity can do for
mankind? That'sour misson. Areyou saying that we arefailing init?"

"Yes. Wearefailing." The Lord Sto Odin looked blindly at the room as though aone.

He was the oldest and wisest, so they waited for him to talk.

He breathed lightly and smiled at them again. ™Y ou know when | am going to die?!

"Of course," sald Mmona, thinking for half a second. " Seventy-seven days from now. But you

posted the time yourself. And it isnot our custom, my Lord, asyou well know, to bring intimate things
into meetings of the Ingrumentality.”

"Sorry," said Sto Odin, "but I'm not violating alaw. I'm making a point. We are sworn to uphold the
dignity of man. Y et we are killing mankind with a bland hopel ess happiness which has prohibited news,
which has suppressed rdligion, which has made dl history an officid secret. | say that the evidenceisthat
we arefailing and that mankind, whom weve sworn to cherish, isfailing too. Failing in vitdity, strength,
numbers, energy. | havealittlewhileto live. | am going to try to find out."

The Lord Nuru-or asked with sorrowful wisdom, asthough he guessed the answer: " And where will
you go to find out?"

"l shal go," said the Lord Sto Odin, "down into the Gebiet."
"The Gebiet—oh, no!" cried severd. And one voice added, "Y ou're immune.”

"l shal waiveimmunity and | shdl go," said the Lord Sto Odin. "Who can do anything to aman who
isadready dmost athousand years old and who has chosen only seventy-seven more daysto live?'

"But you can't!" sald Mmona. " Some criminal might capture you and duplicate you, and then we
would al of usbein peril."

"When did you last hear of acrimina among mankind?' said Sto Odin.
"Thereare plenty of them, here and there in the off-worlds."
"But on Old Earth itself?" asked Sto Odin.

She sammered. "l don't know. There must have been acrimina once.” Shelooked around the
room. "Don't any of therest of you know?"



Therewasslence.

TheLord Sto Odin stared at them dl. In his eyes was the brightness and fierceness which had made
whole generations of lords plead with himto live just afew more years, so that he could help them with
their work. He had agreed, but within the last quarter-year he had overridden them all and had picked his
day of death. He had lost none of his powersin doing this. They shrank from his stare while they waited
with respect for hisdecision.

The Lord Sto Odin looked at the Lord Nuru-or and said, "1 think you have guessed what | am going
to do in the Gebiet and why | haveto go there."

"The Gebiet isapreserve where no rules gpply and no punishments are inflicted. Ordinary people
can do what they want down there, not what we think they should want. From dl | hear, it is pretty nasty
and pointless, the things that they find out. But you, perhaps, may sense the inwardness of these things.

Y ou may find acurefor the weary happiness of mankind."

"That isright,” said Sto Odin. "And that iswhy | am going, after | make the gppropriate officia
preparations.”
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Go he did. He used one of the most peculiar conveyances ever seen on Earth, since hisown legs
were too weak to carry him far. With only two-ninthsof ayear to live, he did not want to waste time
getting hislegsre-grafted.

He rode in an open sedan-chair carried by two Roman legionaries.

The legionaries were actudly robots, without atrace of blood or living tissue in them. They werethe
most compact and difficult kind to create, sncether brains had to be located in their chests—severd
million sheets of incredibly fine laminations, imprinted with the whole life experience of animportarnt,
useful and long-dead person. They were clothed as legionaries, down to cuirasses, swords, kilts,
greaves, sandals and shields, merely because it was the whim of the Lord Sto Odin to go behind the rim
of history for hiscompanions. Their bodies, dl metal, were very strong. They could batter walls, jump
chasms, crush any man or underperson with their mere fingers, or throw their swords with the accuracy
of guided projectiles.

The forward legionary, Flavius, had been head of Fourteen-B in the Instrumentaity—an espionage
division so secret that even among lords, few knew exactly of itslocation or itsfunction. Hewas (or had
been, till he was imprinted on arobot-mind as he lay dying) the director of historical research for the
whole human race. Now he was adull, pleasant machine carrying two poles until his master choseto
bring his powerful mind into bright, furious dert by speaking the smple Latin phrase, understood by no
other person living, Summa nulla est.

Therear legionary, Livius, had been apsychiatrist who turned into a general. He had won many
battles until he choseto die, somewhat before histime, because he perceived that battleitself wasa
strugglefor the defeat of himsdf.

Together, and added to the immense brainpower of the Lord Sto Odin himself, they represented an
unsurpassabl e team.

"The Gebiet,” commanded the Lord Sto Odin.

"The Gebiet," said both of them heavily, picking up the chair with its supporting poles.
"And then the Bezirk," he added.

"TheBezirk," they chimed in toneless voices.

Sto Odin fet hischair tilt back as Livius put histwo ends of the poles carefully on the ground, came
up beside Sto Odin and saluted with open palm.

"May | awaken?' said Liviusin an even, mechanica voice.



"Summa nulla est," said the Lord Sto Odin.

Livius face sprang into full animation. ™Y ou must not go there, my Lord! Y ou would have to waive
immunity and meet al dangers. Thereis nothing there yet. Not yet. Some day they will come pouring out
of that underground Hades and give you men ared fight. Now, no. They are just miserable beings,
cooking away in their weird unhappiness, making love in manners which you never thought of—"

"Never mind what you think I've thought. What's your objection in redl terms?’

"It'spointless, my Lord! Y ou have only bits of ayear to live. Do something noble and great for man
before you die. They may turn us off. We would like to share your work before you go away."

"Isthat al?' said Sto Odin.

"My Lord," said Havius, "you have awakened metoo. | say, go forward. History isbeing respun
down there. Things are loose which you great ones of the Instrumentality have never even suspected. Go
now and ook, before you die. Y ou may do nothing, but | disagree with my companion. Itisas
dangerous as paces might be, if we ever wereto find it, but it isinteresting. And in thisworld where dl
things have been done, where dl thoughts have been thought, it is hard to find things which still prompt
the human mind with raw curiosity. I'm dead, as you perfectly well know, but even |, insde thismachine
brain, fed the tug of adventure, the pull of danger, the magnetism of the unknown. For onething, they are
committing crimes down there. And you lords are overlooking them.”

"We chose to overlook them. We are not stupid. We wanted to see what might happen,” said the
Lord Sto Odin, "and we have to give those people time before we find out just how far they might go if
they are cut off from controls.”

"They are having babies" said Havius excitedly.
"l know that"
"They have hooked in two illega instant-message machines,” shouted Havius.

Sto Odinwas cam. " So that'swhy the Earth's credit structure has appeared to be legking in its
balance of trade."

"They have apiece of the congohelium!™ shouted Havius.

"The congohdium!™ shouted the Lord Sto Odin. "Impossible! It'sunstable. They could kil
themsdlves. They could hurt Earth! What are they doing with it?!

"Making music,” said Flavius, more quietly.
"Making what?'
"Music. Songs. Nice noiseto danceto.”

The Lord Sto Odin sputtered, "Take me thereright now. Thisisridiculous. Having a piece of the
congohelium down thereis as bad as wiping out inhabited planetsto play checkers."

"My Lord," sad Livius.

"Yes?' said Sto Odin.

"1 withdraw my objections” said Livius.
So Odin sad, very drily, "Thank you."

"They have something € se down there. When | did not want you to go, | did not mention it. It might
have aroused your curiosity. They haveagod.”

The Lord Sto Odin said, "If thisisgoing to be ahistorical lecture, saveit for another time. Go back
to deep and carry me down."”

Liviusdid not move. "I meanwhat | said.”

"A god?What do you call agod?"

"A person or an idea capable of starting wholly new cultura patternsin motion.”
The Lord Sto Odin leaned forward, "Y ou know this?"



"We both do," said Flaviusand Livius.

"Wesaw him," said Livius. "Y ou told us, atenth-year ago to walk around fredly for thirty hours, so
we put on ordinary robot bodies and happened to get into the Gebiet. When we sensed the congohelium
operating, we had to go on down to find out what it was doing. Usudly, it is employed to keep the stars
intheir place—"

"Dont tel methat | know it. Wasit aman?'

"A man," said Havius, "whoisre-living thelife of Akhnaton.”

"Who'sthat?' said the Lord Sto Odin, who knew history, but wanted to see how much his robots
knew

"A king, tal, long-faced, thick lipped, who ruled the human world of Egypt long, long before atomic
power. Akhnaton invented the best of the early gods. This man isre-enacting Akhnaton's life step by
step. He has aready made ardligion out of the sun. He mocks at happiness. People listen to him. They
joke about the Instrumentdity.”

Livius added, "We saw the girl who loves him. She hersalf was young, but beautiful. And | think she
has powers which will make the Instrumentaity promote her or destroy her some day in the future.”

"They both made music,” said Flavius, "with that piece of the congohelium. And thisman or
god—this new kind of Akhnaton, whatever you may want to cal him, my Lord—hewas dancing a
strange kind of dance. It was like a corpse being tied with rope and dancing like amarionette. The effect
on the people around him was as good as the best hypnotism you ever saw. I'm arobot now, but it
bothered even me.”

"Did the dance have aname?' said Sto Odin.

"I don't know the name," said Flavius, "but | memorized the song, since | havetotd recall. Do you
wish to hear it?"

"Certainly,” said the Lord Sto Odin.

Flavius stood on oneleg, threw hisarms out a weird, improbable angles and began to sing in ahigh,
insulting tenor voice which was both fascinating and repugnant:
Jump, dear people, and I'll howl for you.
Jump and howl and I'll weep for you.
| weep because I'm a weeping man.
I'm a weeping man because | weep.

| weep because the day is done,
unisgone,

Homeislost,

Timekilled dad.

| killed time.

World isround.
Dayisrun,
Clouds are shot,
Sarsare out,
Mountain'sfire,
Rainishot,

Hot isblue.

| am done.
So are you.



Jump, dear people, for the howling man.
Leap, dear people, for the weeping man.
I'm a weeping man because | weep for you!

"Enough,”" said the Lord Sto Odin.

Flavius saluted. His face went back to amiable stalidity. Just before he took the front ends of the
shaft he glanced back and brought forth one last comment:

"Theverseisskdtonic."

"Tdl me nothing more of your history. Take methere." The robots obeyed. Soon the chair was
jogging comfortably down the ramps of the ancient left-over city which sprawled benesth Earth-port, thet
miraculous tower which seemed to touch the stratocumulus clouds in the blue, clear nothingness above
mankind. Sto Odin went to deep in his strange vehicle and did not notice that the human passers-by often
dared a him.

The Lord Sto Odin wokefitfully in strange places as the legionaries carried him further and further
into the depths below the city, where sweet pressures and warm, sick smells made the air itsdlf fed dirty
to hisnose.

"Stop!" whigpered the Lord Sto Odin, and the robots stopped. "Whom am 1?' he said to them.

"Y ou have announced your will to die, my Lord," said Flavius, "seventy-seven days from now, but
so far your nameis till the Lord Sto Odin.”

"l amdive?' thelord asked. "Yes," said both the robots. "Y ou are dead?"

"We are not dead. We are machines, printed with the minds of men who once lived. Do you wish to
turn back, my Lord?"

"No. No. Now | remember. Y ou are the robots. Livius, the psychiatrist and general. Flavius, the
secret historian. Y ou have the minds of men, and are not men?"

"That isright, my Lord," said Havius. "Then how can | bedive—I, Sto Odin?"
"You should fed it yoursdlf, ar,” said Livius, "though the mind of the old is sometimes very strange.”

"How can | be dive?' asked Sto Odin, staring around the city. "How can | be aive when the people
who knew me are dead? They have whipped through the corridors like wraiths of smoke, like traces of
cloud; they were here, and they loved me, and they knew me, and now they are dead. Take my wife,
Eileen. She was a pretty thing, abrown-eyed child who came out of her learning chamber al perfect and
all young. Time touched her and she danced to the cadence of time. Her body grew full, grew old. We
repaired it. But at last she cramped in death and she went to that place to which | am going. If you are
dead, you ought to be able to tell me what death islike, where the bodies and minds and voices and
music of men and women whip past these enormous corridors, these hardy pavements, and are then
gone. How can passing ghosts like me and my kind, each with just afew dozen or afew hundred years
to go before the great blind winds of time whip us away-how can phantoms like me have built this solid
city, these wonderful engines, these brilliant lights which never go dim? How did we do it, when we pass
so swiftly, each of us, dl of us? Do you know?" The robots did not answer. Pity had not been
programmed into their systems. The Lord Sto Odin harangued them nonethel ess:

"You are taking me to awild place, afree place, an evil place, perhaps. They are dying there too, as
al mendie, as| shdl die, so soon, so brightly and smply. | should have died along time ago. | wasthe
people who knew me, | was the brothers and comrades who trusted me, | was the women who
comforted me, | was the children whom | loved o bitterly and so sweetly many ages ago. Now they are
gone. Time touched them, and they were not. | can see everyonethat | ever knew racing through these
corridors, see them young astoddlers, see them proud and wise and full with business and maturity, see
them old and contorted as time reached out for them and they passed hastily away. Why did they do it?
How can | liveon?When | am dead, will | know that | once lived? | know that some of my friends have
cheated and liein theicy deep, hoping for something which they do not know. I've had life, and | know



it. What islife? A bit of play, abit of learning, some words well-chosen, some love, atrace of pain, more
work, memories, and then dirt rushing up to meet sunlight. That'sdl we've made of it—we, who have
conquered the starsl Where are my friends? Whereis my methat | once was so sure of, when the

people who knew me were time-swept like storm-driven rags toward darkness and oblivion? Y ou tell
me. Y ou ought to know! Y ou are machines and you were given the minds of men. Y ou ought to know
what we amount to, from the outsdein.”

"Wewerebuilt," said Livius, "by men and we have whatever men put into us, nothing more. How
can we answer talk like yours? It is rgjected by our minds, good though our minds may be. We have no
grief, no fear, no fury. We know the names of these feelings but not the feelings themselves. We hear
your words but we do not know what you are talking about Areyou trying to tell uswhat life fedslike?
If 0, we dready know. Not much. Nothing specid. Birds have life too, and so do fishes. It isyou people
who can talk and who can knot life into spasms and puzzles. Y ou muss things up. Screaming never made
the truth truthful, at leest, not to us-."

"Take medown,"” said Sto Odin. "Take me down to the Gebiet, where no well-mannered man has
gonein many years. | am going to judge that place before| die."

They lifted the sedan-chair and resumed their gentle dog-trot down the immense ramps down
toward the warm steaming secrets of the Earth itself. The human pedestrians became more scarce, but
undermen—most often of gorillaor gpe origin—passad them, toiling their way upward while dragging
shrouded treasures which they had filched from the uncatal ogued storehouses of Man's most ancient
past. At other timesthere was awild whirr of metal wheels on stone roadway; the undermen, having
offloaded their treasures a some intermediate point high above, sat on their wagons and rolled back
downhill, like grotesque enlargements of the ancient human children who were once reported to have
played with wagonsin thisway.

A command, scarcely awhisper, stopped the two legionaries again. Flavius turned. Sto Odin was
indeed calling both of them. They stepped out of the shafts and came around to him, one on each side.

"1 may bedying right now," he whispered, "and that would be most inconvenient &t thistime. Get out
my manikin meeg!"
"My Lord," said Havius, "it issrictly forbidden for us robots to touch any human manikin, and if we

do touch one, we are commanded to destroy oursalves immediately theresafter! Do you wish ustotry,
nevertheless? If so, which one of us?'Y ou have the command, my Lord?"
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He waited so long that even the robots began to wonder if he died amid the thick wet air and the
nearby stench of steam and oil.

TheLord Sto Odin findly roused himsdlf and said:
"1 need no help. Just put the bag with my manikin meeeon my Igp."

"Thisone?' asked Havius, lifting asmal brown suitcase and handling it with avery gingerly touch
indeed.

The Lord Sto Odin gave abarely perceptible nod and whispered, "Open it carefully for me. But do
not touch the manikin, if those are your orders.”

Flaviustwisted at the catch of the bag. It was hard to manage. Robots did not fed fear, but they
wereintelectudly atuned to the avoidance of danger; Flavius found his mind racing with wild choices as
he tried to get the bag open. Sto Odin tried to help him, but the ancient hand, palsied and weak, could
not even reach the top of the case. Flavius labored on, thinking that the Gebiet and Bezirk had their
dangers, but that this meddling with manikins was the riskiest thing which he had ever encountered while
in robot form, though in his human life he had handled many of them, including hisown. They were
"manikin, €ectro-encepha ographic and endocring” in modd form, and they showed in miniaturized



replicathe entire diagnostic position of the patient for whom they were fashioned.

Sto Odin whispered to them. "Thereé'sno helping it. Turn me up. I | die, take my body back and tell
the people that | migudged my time."

Just as he spoke, the case sprang open. Inside it there lay alittle naked human man, adirect copy of
Sto Odin himsdif.

"Wehaveit, my Lord," cried Livius, from the other Sde. "L et me guide your hand to it, so that you
can seewhat to do.”

Though it was forbidden for robots to touch manikins meee, it waslegd for them to touch ahuman
person with the person's consent. Liviuss strong cupro-plastic fingers, with areserve of many tons of
gripping power in their human-like design, pulled the hands of the Lord Sto Odin forward until they
rested on the manikin meee. Flavius, quick, smooth, agile, held the lord's head upright on hisweary old
neck, so that the ancient lord could see what the hands were doing.

"Isany part dead?' said the old lord to the manikin, hisvoice clearer for the moment

The manikin shimmered and two spots of solid black showed aong the outside upper right thigh and
the right buttock.

"Organic reserve?' said thelord to his own manikin meee, and again the machine responded to his
command. The whole miniature body shimmed to aviolent purple and then subsided to an even pink.

"| dill have some dl-around strength Ieft in this body, prostheticsand all," said Sto Odin to the two
robots. "Set me up, | tell you! Set me up.”

"Areyou sure, my Lord," said Livius, "that we should do athing like that here where the three of us
areaonein adeep tunnel ? In less than half an hour we could take you to ared hospital, where actua
doctors could examine you."

"l said,” repeated the Lord Sto Odin, "set me up. I'll watch the manikin whileyou doit."

"Y our control isin the usud place, my Lord?" asked Livius.

"How much of aturn?' asked Favius,

"Nape of my neck, of course. The skinover it isartificid and self-seding. One twelfth of aturn will
be enough. Do you have aknife with you?"

Flavius nodded. Hetook asmall sharp knife from his belt, probed gently around the old lord's neck
and then brought the knife down with aquick, sureturn.

"That did it!" said Sto Odin, in avoice so hearty that both of them stepped back alittle. Flavius put
the knife back in hisbelt. Sto Odin, who had almost been comatose amoment before, now held the
manikin meeein his unaided hands. " See, gentlemen!™ he cried. "Y ou may be robots, but you can till see
the truth and report it."

They both looked a the manikin meee, which Sto Odin now held in front of himsdf, histhumb and
fingertip in the armpits of the medical doll.

"Watch what it reads," he said to them with aclear, ringing voice.

"Prosthetics!" he shouted at the manikin.

Thetiny body changed from its pink color to amixture. Both legs turned the color of adeep bruised
blue. Thelegs, theleft arm, one eye, one ear and the skullcap stayed blue, showing the prosthesesin
place.

"Felt pain!" shouted Sto Odin at the manikin. Thelittle doll returned to itslight pink color. All the
detailswere there, even to genitas, toe-nails and eyelashes. There was no trace of the black color of pain
inany part of thelittle body.

"Potential pain!" shouted Sto Odin. The doll shimmered. Most of it settled to the color of dark
walnut wood, with some areas of intense brown showing more clearly than the rest.

"Potential breakdown—one day!" shouted Sto Odin. The little body went back to its norma color



of pink. Small lightnings showed at the base of the brain, but nowhere else,

"I'mdl right,” said Sto Odin. "'l can continue as| have donefor thelast several hundred years.
Leave me set up on thishigh life-output. | can stand it for afew hours, and if | cannat, thereslittlelost.”
He put the manikin back in its bag, hung the bag on the doorhandle of the sedan-chair and commanded
the legionaries, "Proceed!"

Thelegionaries stared a him asif they could not see him.

Hefollowed the lines of glance and saw that they were gazing rigidly at hismanikin meee. It had
turned black.

"Areyou dead?" asked Livius, speaking as hoarsely as arobot could.

"Not dead at dl!" cried Sto Odin. "I have been desth in fractions of amoment, but for thetimel am
dill life. That wasjust the pain-sum of my living body which showed on the manikin meee. Thefire of life
gill burnswithin me. Watch as| put the manikin away ... " The doll flared into aswirl of pastel orange as
the Lord Sto Odin pulled the cover down.

They looked away as though they had seen an evil or an explosion.

"Down men, down," he cried, caling them wrong names as they stepped back between their
carrying shaftsto take him deeper under the vitas of the earth.
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He dreamed brown dreams while they trotted down endless ramps. He woke alittle to see the
ydlow walls passing. He looked at hisdry old hand and it seemed to him that in this atmosphere, he had
himsalf become more reptilian than human.

" am caught by the dry, drab enturtlement of old, old age," he murmured, but the voi ce was weak
and the robots did not hear him. They were running downward on along meaningless concrete ramp
which had become filmed by aleak of ancient ail, and they were taking care that they did not sumble
and drop thelr precious master.

At adeep, hidden point the downward ramp divided, the |eft into abroad arena of stepswhich
could have seated thousands of spectators for some never-to-occur event, and right into a narrow ramp
which bore upward and then curved, yellow lightsand al.

"Stop!" caled Sto Odin. "Do you see her? Do you hear it?"

"Hear what?' said Flavius,

"The beat and the cadence of the congohdium risng out of the Gebiet. Thewhirl and the skirl of
impossible music coming at us through miles of solid rock? That girl whom | can dready see, waiting a a
door which should never have been opened? The sound of the star-borne music, not designed for the
proper human ear?' He shouted, " Can't you hear it? That cadence. The unlawful metal of congohelium so
terrible far underground? Dah, dab. Dah, dah. Dah. Music which nobody has ever understood before?"

Said Flavius, "I hear nothing, saving the pulse of ar in this corridor, and your own heartbesat, my
Lord. And something else, alittle like machinery, very far avay."

"There, that!" cried Sto Odin, "which you cdl "alittle like machinery,’ doesit comein abest of five
Separate sounds, each one distinct?’

"No. No, gr. Not five."

"And you, Livius, when you were aman, you were very telepathic? Isthere any of that left in the
robot whichisyou?'

"No, my Lord, nothing. | have good senses, and | am also cut into the subsurface radio of the
Ingrumentaity. Nothing unusud.”

"No five-beat? Each note separate, short of prolonged, given meaning and shape by theterrible
music of the congohelium, imprisoned with usinside this much-too-solid rock?Y ou hear nothing?!



The two robots, shaped like Roman legionaries shook their heads.

"But | can see her, through this stone. She has breasts like ripe pears and dark brown eyesthat are
like the stones of fresh-cut peaches. And | can hear what they are singing, their weird silly words of a
pentapaul, made into something majestic by the awful music of the congohdium. Listen to the words.
When | repeat them, they sound just silly, because the dread-inspiring music does not come with them.
Her nameis Santuna and she stares at him. No wonder she stares. He is much more tall than most men,
yet he makes this foolish song into something frightening and strange.

SimJim.

Dimhim.

Grim.

And hisnameis'Y ebayee, but now heis Sun-boy. He has the long face and the thick lips of the first
man to talk about one god and one only. Akhnaton.”

"Akhnaton the pharaoh," said Havius. "That name was known in my office when | wasaman. It was
asecret. One of thefirst and grestest of the more-than-ancient kings. Y ou see him, my Lord?’

"Through thisrock | see him. Through thisrock | hear the delirium engendered by the congohdium. |
goto him." The Lord Sto Odin stepped out of the sedan-chair and beat softly and weakly against the
solid ssonewall of the corridor. The yelow lamps gleamed. The legionaries were helpless. Here was
something which their sharp swords could not pierce. Their once-human persondlities, engraved on their
microminiaturized brains, could not make sense out of the al-too-human situation of an old, old man
dreaming wild dreamsin aremote tunndl.

Sto Odin leaned againgt the wall, bresthing heavily, and said to them with asibilant rasp:

"These are no whispers which can be missed. Can't you hear the five-beet of the congoheium,
making its crazy music again? Listen to the words of this one. It's another pentapaul. Silly, bony words
given flesh and blood and entrails by the music which carriesthem. Here, listen.

Try. Vie.

Cry. Die.

Bye.

Thisone you did not hear either?’

"May | use my radio to ask the surface of Earth for advice?' said one of the robots.

"Advice! Advice! What advice do we need? Thisis the Gebiet and one more hour of running and
you will beinthe heart of the Bezirk."

"He climbed back into the sedan-chair and commanded, "Run, men, run! It can't be more than three
or four kilometers somewhere in thiswarren of stone. | will guide you. If | sop guiding you, you may
take my body back to the surface, so that | can be given awonderful funeral and be shot with a
rocket-coffin into space with an orbit of no return. Y ou have nothing to worry about. Y ou are machines,
nothing more, are you not? Are you not?' Hisvoice shrilled at the end.

Sad Havius, "Nothing more.”

Sad Livius, "Nothing more. And yet—"

"And yet what?' demanded the Lord Sto Odin.

"Andyet," said Livius, "l know | am amachine, and | know that | have known fedingsonly when |
was once aliving man. | sometimes wonder if you people might go too far. Too far, with usrobots. Too

far, perhaps, with the underpeople too. Things were once smple, when everything that talked wasa
human being and everything which did not talk was not. Y ou may be coming to an ending of the ways."

"If you had said that on the surface," said the Lord Sto Odin grimly, "your head might have been
burned off by its automatic magnesium flare. Y ou know that there you are monitored againgt having illega

thoughts."



"Toowel do | know it," said Livius, "and | know that | must have died once asaman, if | exist here
in robot form. Dying didn't seem to hurt me then and it probably won't hurt next time. But nothing redly
matters much when we get down thisfar into the Earth. When we get thisfar down, everything changes. |
never redlly understood that the inside of the world wasthis big and thissick.”

"It'snot how far downwe are," said the lord crosdly, "it'swhere we are. Thisisthe Gebiet, where all
laws have been lifted, and down below and over yonder isthe Bezirk, where laws have never been.
Carry merapidly now. | want to look on this strange musician with the face of Akhnaton and | want to
talk to the girl who worships him, Santuna. Run carefully now. Up alittle, to theleft alittle. If | deep, do
not worry. Keep going. | will waken myself when we come anywhere near that music of the
congohelium. If | can hear it now, so far away, think of what it will be like when you yourselves gpproach
it!"

He leaned back in his seat. They picked up the shafts of the sedan-chair and ran in the direction
which they had been told.

They had run for more than an hour, with occasional delays when they had tricky footwork over
leaking pipes or damaged wakways, when the light became so bright that they had to reach in their
pouches and put on sun-glasses, which looked very odd indeed underneath the Roman helmets of two
fully armed legionaries. (It was even more odd, of course, that the eyes were not eyes at dl; robot eyes
were like white marbles svimming in little bowls of glittering ink, producing agrimly milky sare.) They
looked at their master and he had not yet stirred, so they took acorner of hisrobe and twisted it firmly
into abandage to protect his eyes againg the bright light.

The new light made the yellow bulbs of the corridor fade out of notice. Thelight waslikeawhole
aurora borealis compressed and projected through the basement corridor of ahotel left over from long
ago. Neither of the robots knew the nature of thelight, but it pulsed in beats of five.

The music and the lights became obtrusive even to the two robots as they walked or trotted
downward toward the center of the world. The air-forcing systerm must have been very strong, because
the inner heat of the earth had not reached them, even at this great depth. Flavius had no idea of how
many kilometers below the surface they had come. He knew that it was not much in planetary distance,
but it was very far indeed for an ordinary walk.

The Lord Sto Odin sat up in the litter quite suddenly. When the two robots dowed, he said crossly
a them:

"Keegp going. Keep going. | am going to set mysalf up. I'm strong enough to doit.”
Hetook out his manikin meee and studied it in the light of the minor aurora boredis which repesated
itself in the corridor. The manikin ran through its changes of diagnoses and colors. The lord was satisfied.

With firm old fingers he put the knifetip to the back of hisneck and set his output of vitd energiesat an
even higher levd.

The robots did what they had been told.

Thelights had been bewildering. Sometimes they made waking itsdlf difficult. It was hard to believe
that dozens or hundreds, perhaps thousands, of human beings had found their way through these
uncharted corridorsin order to discover the inmost precincts of Bezirk, where dl things were alowed.

Y et the robots had to believe it. They themselves had been here before and they scarcely remembered
how they had found their way the other time.

Andthemusic! It beat a them harder than ever before. It camein beats of five, ringing out the tones
of the pentapaul, the five-word verse which the mad cat-minstrel C'paul had devel oped while playing his
clute some centuries before. Theform itsaf confirmed and reinforced the poignancy of cats combined
with the heartbreaking intelligence of the human being. No wonder people had found their way down
here.



Indl the history of man, there was no act which could not be produced by any one of the three
bitterest forcesin the human spirit—rdigiousfaith, vengeful vainglory or sheer vice. Here, for the sake of
vice, men had found the undiscoverable deep and had put it to wild, filthy uses. The music caled them
on.

Thiswas very specid music. It came at Sto Odin and hislegionariesin two utterly different ways by
now, reverberating at them through solid rock and echoing, re-echoing through the maze of corridors,
carried by the dark heavy air. The corridor lightswere still yellow, but the electromagnetic illuminations,
which kept time to the music, made the ordinary lighting seem wan. The music controlled dl things, paced
al time, caled dl lifeto itsdlf. It was song of akind which the two robots had not noticed with such
intengty on their previousvist.

EventheLord Sto Odin, for al histravels and experiences, had never heard it before.

[twasdl of this

The beat and the heat and the neat repest of the notes which poured from the congohelium-metal
never made for music, matter and antimatter locked in afine magnetic grid to ward off the outermost
perils of space. Now a piece of it was deep in the body of Old Earth, counting out strange cadences. The
churn and the burn and the hot return of music riding the living rock, accompanying itsdf in an air-carried
echo. The surge and the urge of an erotic dirge which moaned, groaned through the heavy stone.

Sto Odin woke and stared sharply forward, seeing nothing but experiencing everything.

"Soon we shdl seethe gate and the girl," said he.

"Y ou know this, man?Y ou who have never been here before?' Livius had spoken.

"l know it," said the Lord Sto Odin, "because | know it"

"Y ou wear thefeathers of immunity.”

"1 weer the festhers of immunity."

"Does that mean that we, your robots, are free too, down in this Bezirk?!

"Freeasyou like" said the Lord Sto Odin, "provided that you do my wishes. Otherwise | shdl kill
you."
"If we keep going,” said Flavius, "may we sing the underpeople song? It might keep some of that
terrible music out of our brains. The music hasdl fedings and we have none. Neverthelessit disturbs us.

| do not know why."
"My radio contact with the surface haslgpsed,” said Liviusirrdevantly. "1 need to sing too."
"Go ahead, both of you," said the Lord Sto Odin. "But keep on going, or you die.”
Therobotslifted their voicein song:

| eat my rage.

| swallow my grief.
Theresnorelief
From pain or age.
Our time comes.

| work my life.

| breathe my breath.
| face my death
Without a wife.

Our time comes.

We undermen
Shove, crush and crash.
Therelll beaclash



And thunder when
Our time comes.

Though the song had the barbarous, ancient thrill of bagpipesin it, the melody could not counter or
cance the sane, wild rhythm of the congohdlium begting at them, now, from dl directions at once.

"Nice piece of sedition, that," said the Lord Sto Odin drily, "but | like it better asmusic than | do this
noise which istearing itsway through the depths of the world. Keep going. Keep going. | must meet this
mystery beforel die”

"Wefind it hard to endure that music coming at usthrough therock,” said Livius.

"It ssemsto usthat it is much stronger than it was when we came here some months ago. Could it
have changed?" asked Flavius.

"That isthe mystery. We let them have the Gebiet, beyond our own jurisdiction. We gave them the
Bezirk, to do with asthey please. But these ordinary people have created or encountered some
extraordinary power. They have brought new thingsinto the Earth. It may be necessary for al three of us
to die before we settle the matter.”

"We can't dietheway you do,” said Livius. "Were dready robots, and the people from whom we
were imprinted have been dead along time. Do you mean you would turn us off?'

"I would, perhaps, or else some other force. Would you mind?”

"Mind?Y ou mean, have emotions about it? | don't know," said Havius. "l used to think that | had
redl, full experience when you used the phrase summa nulla est and brought us up to full capacity, but
that music which we have been hearing has the effect of athousand passwordsal said a once. | am
beginning to care about my lifeand | think that | am becoming what your reference explained by the
word ‘afraid."

"l toofed it," said Livius. "Thisisnot a power which we knew to exist on Earth before. When | was
adrategist someone told me about the redly indescribable dangers connected with the Douglas-Ouyang
planets, and it seemsto me now that adanger of that kind isdready with us, here insde the tunnel.
Something which Earth never made. Something which man never devel oped. Something which no robot
could out-compute. Something wild and very strong brought into being by the use of the congohelium.
Look around us."

He did not need to say that. The corridor itsef had become aliving, pulsing rainbow.
They turned onelast loop in the corridor and they were there—

Thevery lagt limit of the redm of digtress.

The source of evil music.

Theend of the Bezirk.

They knew it because the music blinded them, the lights deafened them, their sensesran into one
another and became confused. Thiswasthe immediate presence of the congohdlium.

There was adoor, immensdy large, carved with elaborate Gothic ornament. It was much too big for
any human man to have had need of it. In the door asingle figure stood, her breasts accented into vivid
brights and darks by the brilliant light which poured from one sde of the door only, the right.

They could see through the door, into an immense hall wherein the floor was covered by hundreds
of limp bundles of ragged clothing. These were the people, unconscious. Above them and between them
there danced the high figure of amae, holding a glittering something in his hands. He prowled and legped
and twisted and turned to the pulsation of the music which he himsdf produced.

"Summa nulla est,” said the Lord Sto Odin. "I want you two robots to be keyed to maximum. Are
you now to top dert?’

"Weare, r," chorused Livius and Flavius.



"Y ou have your wegpons?”'
"We cannot usethem,” said Livius, "sinceit iscontrary to our programming, but you can use them,

gr.

"I'm not sure,” said Havius. "I'm not at al sure. We are equipped with surface wegpons. Thismusic,
these hypnotics, these lights—who knows what they may have done to us and to our wegpons, which
were never designed to operate thisfar underground?’

"No fear," said Sto Odin, "I'll take care of dl of it."
Hetook out asmal knife.

When the knife gleamed under the dancing lights, the girl in the doorway finaly took notice of the
Lord Sto Odin and his strange companions.

She spoke to him, and her voice rode through the heavy air with the accents of clarity and desth.

"Who areyou," she said, "that you should bring wegponsto the last uttermost limits of the Bezirk?”"

"Thisisjust asmal knife, lady," said the Lord Sto Odin, "and with this| can do no harm to anyone. |
am an old man and | am setting my own vitdity button higher.”

She watched incurioudy as he brought the point of the knife to the nape of his own neck and then
gaveit threefull, deliberate turns.

Then she stared and said, "Y ou are strange, my Lord. Perhaps you are dangerous to my friends and

me.

"l am dangerousto no one." The robots looked at him, surprised, because of the fullness and the
richness of hisvoice. He had set hisvitality very high indeed, giving himsdlf, at that rate, perhaps no more
than an hour or two of life, but he had regained the physical power and the emotiona force of hisown
primeyears. They looked at the girl. She had taken Sto Odin's statement at full face value, dmost as
though it were an incontrovertible canon of faith.

"l wear," Sto Odin went on, "these feathers. Do you know what they signify?’

"l can seg," shesaid, "that you are alord of the Insrumentality, but | do not know what the feathers
mean ... "

"Waiver of immunity. Anyone who can manageit isalowed to kill me or to hurt me without danger
of punishment." He smiled, alittle grimly. "Of course, | have the right to fight back, and | do know how to
fight. My nameisthe Lord Sto Odin. Why are you here, girl?"

"l love that man in there—if heisaman any more."

She stopped and pursed her lipsin bewilderment. It was strange to see those girlish lips compressed
inamomentary ssammer of the soul. She stood there, more nude than a newborn infant, her face covered
with provocetive, off-beat cosmetics. Shelived for amission of lovein the depths of the nothing and
nowhere: yet she remained agirl, aperson, a human being capable, as she was now, of animmediate
relationship to another human being.

"He wasaman, my Lord, even when he came back from the surface with that piece of congohdium.
Only afew weeks ago, those people were dancing too. Now they just lie on the ground. They do not
evendie. | mysaf held the congohdium too, and | made music with it. Now the power of themusicis
eating him up and he dances without resting. He won't come out to me and | do not dare go into that
place with him. Perhaps | too would end up as one more heap on the floor."

A crescendo of the intolerable music made speech intolerable for her. She waited for it to passwhile
the room beyond blazed apulsing violet at them.

When the music of the congohelium subsided alittle, Sto Odin spoke: "How long hasit been that he
has danced done with this strange power coursing through him?"



"Oneyear. Two years. Who can tel? | came down here and lost timewhen | arrived. Y ou lords
don't even let us have clocks and calendars up on the surface.

"We oursalves saw you dancing just atenth-year ago,” said Livius, interrupting.

She glanced at them, quickly, incurioudy. "Are you the same two robots who were here awhile
back?Y ou look very different now. Y ou look like ancient soldiers. | can'timaginewhy ... All right,
maybe it was aweek, maybe it was ayear."

"What were you doing down here?' asked Sto Odin, gently.

"What do you think?' she said. "Why do dl the other people come down here? | was running away
from thetimelesstime, the lifelesslife, the hope ess hope that you lords apply to al mankind on the
surface. Y ou let the robots and the underpeople work, but you freeze the real peoplein ahappiness
which has no hope and no escape.”

"I'mright," cried Sto Odin. "I'm right, though | diefor it!"
"I don't understand you," said the girl. "Do you mean that you too, alord, have come down hereto
escape from the usaless hope that wraps up al of us?’

"No, no, no," he said, asthe shifting lights of the congohelium music made improbable traceries
across hisfeatures. "1 just meant thet | told the other lords that something like this was happening to you
ordinary people on the surface. Now you are telling me exactly what | told them. Who were you,
anyhow?'

Thegirl glanced down at her unclothed body as though she were aware, for thefirst time, of her
nakedness. Sto Odin could see the blush pour from her face down across her neck and chest. She said,
vay quigly:

"Don't you know? We never answer that question down here."

"You haverules?' hesaid. "Y ou people have rules, even herein the Bezirk?!

She brightened up when she redlized that he had not meant the indecent question as an impropriety.
Eagerly she explained. "There aren't any rules. They arejust understandings. Somebody told me when |
left the ordinary world and crossed the line of Gebiet. | suppose they did not tell you because you were a
lord, or because they hid from your strange war-robots.”

"1 met no one, coming down."
"Then they were hiding from you, my Lord."

Sto Odin looked around at his legionariesto seeif they would confirm that statement but neither
Favius nor Livius said anything at al. He turned back to the girl. "I didn't mean to pry. Can you tell me
what kind of person you are?| don't need the particulars.”

"When | wasdlive, | wasaonce-born,” shesaid. "I did not live long enough to be renewed. The
robots and a subcommissioner of the Instrumentdity took alook a meto seeif | could be trained for the
Instrumentality. More than enough brains, they said, but no character at al. | thought about that along
time. 'No character at dl." | knew | couldn't kill my self, and | didn't want to live, so | looked happy
every time | thought amonitor might be scanning me and | found my way to the Gebiet. It wasn't degth,
and it wasn't life, but it was an escape from endless fun. | hadn't been down herelong—" she pointed at
the Gebiet above them—"before | met him. We loved each other very soon and he said that the Gebiet
was not much improvement on the surface. He said he had aready been down here, in the Bezirk looking
for afun-deeth.”

"A what?' said Sto Odin, asif he could not believe the words. "A fun-death. Those were hiswords
and hisidea. | followed him around and we loved each other. | waited for him when he went to the
surface to get the congohelium. | thought that hislove for mewould put the fun-deeth out of hismind.”

"Areyou tdling me thewhole truth?' said Sto Odin. "Or isthisjust your part of the story?”

She ssammered protests but he did not ask again. The Lord Sto Odin said nothing but he looked
heavily at her. Shewinced, bit her lip, and findly said, through al the music and thelights, very clearly



indeed, "Stop it. Y ou are hurting me."

The Lord Sto Odin stared at her, said innocently, "I am doing nothing,” and stared on. Therewas
much to stare a. Shewasagirl the color of honey. Even through these lights and shadows he could see
that she had no clothing at al. Nor did she have asingle hair left on her body—no head of hair, no
eyebrows, probably no eye ashes, though he could not tell at that distance. She had traced golden
eyebrowsfar up on her forehead, giving her the look of endless mocking inquiry. She had painted her
mouth gold, so that when she spoke, her words cascaded from agolden source. She had painted her
upper eydids golden too, but the lower were black as carbon itself. Thetota effect wasdiento dl the
previous experiences of mankind: it was lascivious grief to the thousandth power, dry wantonness
perpetualy unfulfilled, femalenessin the service of remote purposes, humanity enraptured by strange
planets.

He stood and stared. If she were still human at all, thiswould sooner or later force her to take the
initiative. It did.

She spoke again, "Who are you? Y ou are living too fast, too fiercely. Why don't you go in and
dance, like dl the others?' She gestured past the open door, where the ragged unconscious shapes of al
the people lay strewn about the floor.

"You call that dancing?' said the Lord Sto Odin. "I do not. Thereis one man who dances. Those
otherslie on thefloor. Let me ask you the same question. Why don't you dance yoursalf?"

"I want him, not the dance. | am Santuna and he seized me once in human, mortd, ordinary love.

But he becomes Sun-boy, more so every day, and he dances with those people who lie on the floor—"
"You call that dancing?' snapped the Lord Sto Odin. He shook his head and added grimly, "'l seeno
dance.”

"You don't seeit? You redly don't seeit?’ shecried.

He shook his head obstinately and grimly.

She turned so that she looked into the room beyond her and she brought her high, clear penetrating
wail which even cut through the five-beat pulse of the congohdium. She cried:

" Sun-boy, Sun-boy, hear me!™

There was no bresk in the quick escape of the feet which pattered in the figure eight, no dowing
down the fingers which beat against the shimmering non-focus of the metal which was carried in the
dancer'sarms.

"My lover, my beloved, my man!" she cried again, her voice even more shrill and demanding than
before.

Therewas a break in the cadence of the music and the dance. The dancer sheered toward them
with aperceptible dowing down of his cadence. The lights of the inner room, the great door and the
outer hdl al became more steady. Sto Odin could seethe girl more clearly; sheredly didn't haveasingle
hair on her body. He could see the dancer too; the young man wastal, thin beyond the ordinary suffering
of man, and the metd which he carried shimmered like water reflecting athousand lights. The dancer
spoke, quickly and angrily:

"You caled me. Y ou have cdled me thousands of times. Comeoniin, if you wish. But don't cal me."

As he spoke, the music faded out completely, the bundles on the floor began to stir and to groan
and to awaken.

Santuna ssammered hadtily, "Thistime it wasn't me. It was these people. One of them is very strong.
He cannot see the dancers.”

The Sun-boy turned to the Lord Sto Odin. "Come in and dance then, if you wish. Y ou are dready
here. Y ou might aswell. Those machines of yours—" he nodded at the robot-legionaries—"they couldn't
dance anyhow. Turn them off.” The dancer started to turn away.

"| shal not dance, but | would liketo seeit," said Sto Odin, with enforced mildness. He did not like



this young man at all—not the phosphorescence of his skin, the dangerous metd cradled in hisarm, the
suicida recklessness of his prancing walk. Anyhow, there was too much light thisfar underground and
too few explanations of what was being done.

"Man, you're a peeper. That'sred nasty, for an old man like you. Or do you just want to be aman?"
The Lord Sto Odin felt histemper flare up. "Who are you, man, that you should cal man manin
such atone? Aren't you till human, yoursel f?*

"Who knows? Who cares? | have tapped the music of the universe. | have piped dl imaginable
happinessinto thisroom. | am generous. | share it with these friends of mine.” Sun-boy gestured &t the
ragged heaps on the floor, who had begun to squirm in their misery without the music. As Sto Odin saw
into the room more clearly, he could see that the bundles on the floor were young people, mostly young
men, though there were afew girls among them. They dl of them looked sick and weak and pae.

Sto Odinretorted. "I don't like thelooks of this. | have half amind to seize you and to take that
metd.”

The dancer spun onthe ball of hisright foot, as though to legp away in awild prance.

The Lord Sto Odin stepped into the room after Sun-boy.

Sun-boy turned full circle, so that he faced Sto Odin once again. He pushed the lord out of the door,
marching him firmly but irresstibly three steps backward.

"Havius, saizethe metal. Livius, take the man,” spat Sto Odin.

Neither robot moved.

Sto Odin, his senses and his strength set high by the severe twist upward which he had given his

vitality button, stepped forward to sel ze the congoheium himself. Made one step and no more: hefrozein
the doorway, immobile.

He had not felt like that sSince the last time the doctors put him in a surgery machine, when they found
that part of his skull had developed bone-cancer from old, old radiation in space and from the
subsequent effects of sheer age. They had given him aprosthetic haf-skull and for thetime of the
operation he had been immobilized by straps and drugs. Thistime there were no straps, no drugs, but the
forceswhich Sun-boy had invoked were equaly strong.

The dancer danced in an enormous figure-eight among the clothed bodieslying on the floor. He had
been singing the song which the robot Flavius had repeated far up above, on the surface of the
Earth—the song about the weeping man.

But Sun-boy did not weep.

His ascetic, thin face was twisted in abroad grin of mockery. When he sang about sorrow it was not
sorrow which he redlly expressed, but derision, laughter, contempt for ordinary human sorrow. The
congohelium shimmered and the aurora borealis dmost blinded Sto Odin. There weretwo other drumsin
the middle of the room, one with high notes and the other with even higher ones.

The congohelium resonated: boom—Taoom-doom-doom— oom!

Thelarge ordinary drum rattled out, when Sun-boy passed at and reached out hisfingers:. ritiplin,
ritiplin, rataplan, ritiplin!

The smal, strange drum emitted only two notes, and it dmost croaked them: kid-nork, kid-nork,
kid-nork!

As Sun-boy danced back the Lord Sto Odin thought that he could hear the voice of the girl
Santuna, cdling to Sun-boy, but he could not turn his head to seeif she were speaking.

Sun-boy stood in front of Sto Odin, hisfeet ill weaving as he danced, histhumbs and hispams
torturing hypnotic dissonances from the gleaming congohdium.

"Old man, you tried to trick me. Youfailed."

The Lord Sto Odin tried to speak, but the muscles of his mouth and throat would not respond. He



wondered what force thiswas, which could stop al unusua effort but il leave his heart free to best, his
lungsto breethe, his brain (both natura and prosthetic) to think.

The boy danced on. He danced away afew steps, turned and danced back to Sto Odin.

"Y ou wear the feathers of immunity. | am freetokill you. If | did the Lady Mmonaand the Lord
Nuru-or and your other friends would never know what happened.”

If Sto Odin could have moved his eydids that much, he would have opened his eyesin astonishment
at the discovery that a superdtitious dancer, far underground, knew the secret business of the
Ingrumentdity.

"Y ou can't believe what you are looking at, even though you seeit plainly,” said Sun-boy more
serioudy. "Y ou think that alunatic has found away to work wonders with a piece of the congohdium
taken far underground. Foolish old man! No ordinary lunatic would have carried this metal down here
without blowing up the fragment and himsdlf with it. No man could have donewhat | have done. You are
thinking, 1 the gambler who took the name Sun-boy is not aman, what is he? What brings the power
and music of the Sun so far down underground? Who makes the wretched ones of theworld dreamina
crazy, happy deep whiletheir life spills and leaks into athousand kinds of times, athousand kinds of
worlds? Who doesit, if it isnot mere me? Y ou don't have to ask. | can tell perfectly well what you are
thinking. I'll danceit for you. | am avery kind man, even though you do not like me."

The dancer'sfeet had been moving in the same place while he spoke.

Suddenly he whirled away, leaping and vaulting over the wretched human figures on the floor.
He passad the big drum and touched it: ritiplin, rataplan!

Left hand brushed thelittle drum: kid-nork, kid-nork!

Both hands seized the congohelium, as though the strong wrists were going to tear it apart.

The whole room blazed with music, gleamed with thunder as the human senses interpenetrated each
other. The Lord Sto Odin felt the air pass his skin like cool, wet oil. Sun-boy the dancer became
trangparent and through him the Lord Sto Odin could see alandscape which was not earth and never
would be.

"FHuminescent, luminescent, incandescent, fluorescent,” sang the dancer. "Those are the worl ds of
the Douglas-Ouyang planets, seven planetsin aclose group, dl travelling together around asingle sun.
Worlds of wild magnetism and perpetua dustfall, where the surfaces of the planets are changed by the
forever-shifting magnetism of their erratic orbits! Strange worlds, where stars dance dances wilder than
any dance ever conceived by man-planets which have a consciousness in common, but perhaps not
intelligence—planetswhich cdled across dl space and dl time for companionship until 1, methe gambler,
came down to this cavern and found them. Where you had left them, my Lord Sto Odin, when you said
to arobot:

"'l do not like the looks of those planets,” said you, Sto Odin, speaking to arobot along time ago.
'People might get sick or crazy, just looking at them,’ said you, Sto Odin, long, long ago. ‘Hide the
knowledge in some out of the way computer,' you commanded, Sto Odin, before | was born. But the
computer was that one, that one in the corner behind you, which you cannot turn to see. | came down to
thisroom, looking for afun-suicide, something redlly unusua which would bang the noddies when they
found | had gotten away. | danced here in the darkness, most the way | am dancing now, and | had
taken about twelve different kinds of drugs, so that | waswild and free and very very receptive. That
computer spoke to me, Sto Odin. Y our computer, not mine. It spoke to me, and you know what it said?

"Y ou might aswell know, Sto Odin, because you are dying. Y ou set your vitality high in order to
fight me. | have made you stand still. Could | do that if | were amere man? Look. | will turn solid again.”

With arainbow-like scream of chords and sounds, Sun-boy twisted the congohelium again until both
the inner chamber and the outer bloomed with lights of athousand colors and the deep underground air
became drenched with music which seemed psychatic, because no human mind had ever invented it. The



Lord Sto Odin, imprisoned in his own body with histwo legionary-robots frozen haf a pace behind him,
wondered if heredly were dying in vain and tried to guess whether he would be blinded and deafened by
this dancer before he died. The congohelium twisted and shone before him.

Sun-boy danced backward over the bodies on the floor, danced backward with an odd cadenced
run which looked as though he were plunging forward in awild, competitive foot-race when the music
and his own footsteps carried him back, toward the center of theinner room. Thefigure jumped in an
odd stance, face looking so far downward that Sun-boy might have been studying his own stepson the
floor, the congohelium held above and behind his neck, legslifting high in the crudl high-kneed prance.

The Lord Sto Odin thought he could hear the girl calling again, but he could not distinguish words.

Thedrums spoke again: ritiplin, ritiplin, rataplan! and then kid-nork, kid-nork, kid-nork!

The dancer spoke as the pandemonium subsided. He spoke, as hisvoice was high, strange, likea
bad recording played on the wrong machine:

"The something istalking to you. Y ou can talk."

TheLord Sto Odin found that histhroat and lips moved. Quietly, secretly, like an old soldier, he
tried hisfeet and fingers: these did not move. Only hisvoice could be used. He spoke, and he said the
obvious

"Who are you, something?'

Sun-boy looked across at Sto Odin. He stood erect and calm. Only hisfeet moved, and they did a
wild, agilelittle jig which did not affect the rest of hisbody. Apparently some kind of dance was
necessary to keep the connection going between the unexplained reach of the Douglas-Ouyang planets,
the piece of the congohelium, the more than human dancer and the tortured blissful figures on the floor.
The face, the faceitself was quite composed and dmost sad.

"l have been told," said Sun-boy, "to show youwho | am.”
He danced around the drums: rataplan, rataplan! kid-nork-nork, kid-nork, kid-nork-nork!

He held the congohelium high and wrenched it so that a great moan came out. Sto Odin felt sure that
asound aswild and forlorn as that would be sure to reach the surface of the Earth many kilometers
above, but his prudent judgment assured him that thiswas afanciful thought gestated by his persona
Stuation, and that any real sound strong enough to reach al the way to the surface would al so be strong
enough to bring the bruised and shattered rock of the ceiling pouring down upon their heads.

The congohelium ran down the colors of the spectrum until it stopped at adark, wet liver-red, very
closeto black.

The Lord Sto Odin, in that momentary near silence, found that the entire story had been thrust into
his mind without being strung out and articulated with words. The true history of this chamber had
entered hismemory sdewise, asit were. In one moment he knew nothing of it; in the next instance it was
asif he had remembered the whole narretive for most of hislife.

Hedso felt himsdf st free.
He stumbled backward three or four steps.

To hisimmenserelief, hisrobots turned around, themsalves free, and accompanied him. He let them
put their handsin hisarmpits.

Hisface was suddenly covered with kisses.

His plagtic cheek felt, thinly and dimly, theimprint, red and living, of female human lips. It wasthe
odd girl—beautiful, bald, naked and golden-lipped—who had waited and shouted from the door.

Despite physical fatigue and the sudden shock of intruded knowledge, the Lord Sto Odin knew
what he had to say.

"Girl, you shouted for me."
"Yes, my Lord."



"Y ou have had the strength to watch the congohelium and not to giveinto it?"
She nodded but said nothing.

"Y ou have been strong-willed enough not to go into that room?"

"Not strong-willed, my Lord. I just love him, my manin there.”

"Y ou havewaited, girl, for many months?'

"Not al thetime. | go up the corridor when | haveto eat or drink or deep or do my personals. |
even have mirrors and combs and tweezers and paint there, to make myself beautiful, the way that
Sun-boy might want me."

The Lord Sto Odin looked over his shoulder. The music waslow and keening with some emotions
other than grief. The dancer was doing along, dow dance, full of cregping and reaches, as he passed the
congohelium from one hand to the other. "Do you hear me, dancer?' caled the Lord Sto Odin, the
Instrumentality once more coursing through hisveins.

The dancer did not speak nor seem to change his course. But kid-nork, kid-nork saidthelittle
drum, quite unexpectedly.

"He, and the face behind him—they will let the girl leaveif sheredly forgets him and thisplacein the
act of leaving. Won't you?' said Sto Odin to the dancer.

Ritiplin, rataplan said the big drum, which had not sounded since Sto Odin was et free.
"But | don't want to go,” said thegirl.

"l know you don't want to go. Y ou will go to please me. Y ou can come back as soon as | have
done my work." She stood mute so he continued,

"One of my robots, Livius, the oneimprinted by a psychiatrist generd, will run with you, but |
command him to forget this place and al things connected with it. Summa nulla est. Have you heard me,
Livius?You will runwith thisgirl and you will forget. Y ou will run and forget. Y ou too will run and forget,
Santunamy dear, but two Earth-nychtherons from now you will remember just enough to come back
here, should you wish to, should you need to. Otherwise you will go to the Lady Mmonaand learn from
her what you should do for therest of your life."

"You are promising, my Lord, that in two days and nights | can come back if | evenfed likeit."

"Now run, my girl, run. Run to the surface. Livius, carry her if you must. But run! run! run! More
than she depends upon it."

Santunalooked a him very earnestly. Her nakedness was innocence. The gold upper eyelids met
the black lower eydids as she blinked and then brushed away wet tears.

"Kissmeg" shesad, "and | will run."
He leaned down and kissed her.

Sheturned, looked back onelast time a her dancer-lover, and then ran long-legged into the
corridor. Liviusran after her, gracefully, untiringly. In twenty minutes they would be reaching the upper
limits of the Gebiet.

"Y ou know what | am doing?" said Sto Odin to the dancer.

Thistime the dancer and the force behind him did not deign to answer.

Said Sto Odin, "Water. Thereiswater inajug in my litter. Take me there, Havius."
The robot-legionary took the aged and trembling Sto Odin to the litter.
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The Lord Sto Odin then performed the trick which changed human history for many centuriesto
come and, in so doing, exploded an enormous cavern in the vitals of the Earth.

He used one of the most secret ruses of the Instrumentdlity.



Hetriple-thought.

Only afew very adept persons could triple-think, when they were given every possible chance of
training. Fortunately for mankind, the Lord Sto Odin had been one of the successful ones.

He st three systems of thought into action. At the top level he behaved rationally as he explored the
old room; at alower leve of hismind he planned awild surprise for the dancer with the congohelium. But
at thethird, lowest level, he decided what he must do in thetime of asingle blink and trusted his
autonomic nervous system to carry out the rest.

These are the commands he gave:

Flavius should be set on the wild-alert and readied for attack.

The computer should be reached and told to record the whole episode, everything which Sto Odin
had learned, and should be shown how to take counter-measures while Sto Odin gave the matter no
further conscious thought. The gestalt of action—the generd frame of retdiation—was clear for
thousandths of asecond in Sto Odin's mind and then it dropped from sight.

Themusicroseto aroar.

White light covered Sto Odin.

"Y ou meant me harm!" caled Sun-boy from beyond the Gothic door.

"l meant you harm," Sto Odin acknowledged, "but it was a passing thought. | did nothing. You are
watching me”

"l amwatching you," said the dancer grimly. Kid-nork, kid-nork went thelittle drum. "Do not go
out of my sight. When you are ready to come through my door, call meor just think of it. | will meet you
and helpyouin.”

"Good enough,” said the Lord Sto Odin.

Flavius ill held him. Sto Odin concentrated on the melody which Sun-boy was creating, awild new
song never before suspected in the history of the world. He wondered if he could surprise the dancer by
throwing his own song back at him. At the same ingtant, his fingers were performing athird set of actions
which Sto Odin's mind no longer had to heed. Sto Odin's hand opened alid in the robot's chest, right into
the laminated controls of the brain. The hand itsalf changed certain adjustments, commanding that the
robot should within the quarter-hour, kill al forms of life within reach other than the
command-transmitter. Flavius did not know what had been done to him; Sto Odin did not even notice
what his own hand had done.

"Take me over to the old computer,” said Sto Odin to the robot Havius. "I want to discover how the
strange story which | have just learned may betrue.” Sto Odin kept thinking of music which would even
dartle the user of the congohdium.

He stood at the computer.

His hand, responding to the triple-think command which it had been given, turned the computer up
and pressed the button, Record this scene. The computer's old relays dmost grunted asthey cameto the
dert and complied.

"Let me seethe map,” said Sto Odin to the computer.

Far behind him, the dancer had changed his pace into afast jog-trot of hot suspicion.

The map appeared on the compuiter.

"Beautiful,” said Sto Odin.

The entire labyrinth had become plain. Just above them was one of the ancient, seal ed-off
anti-seismic shafts—a straight, empty tubular shaft, two hundred meterswide, kilometers high. At the
top, it had alid which kept out the mud and water of the ocean floor. At the bottom, since there was no
pressure other than air to worry about, it had been covered with a plastic which looked like rock, so that
neither people nor robots which might be passing would try to climbintoit.



"Watch what | am doing!" cried Sto Odin to the dancer.
"l am watching," said Sun-boy and there was dmost agrowl of perplexity in his sung-forth response.

Sto Odin shook the computer and ran the fingers of hisright hand over it and coded avery specific
request. Hisleft hand—preconditioned by the triple-think—coded the emergency panel at the side of the
computer with two Ssmple, clear engineering ingtructions.

Sun-boy's laughter rang out behind him. "Y ou are asking that a piece of the congohelium be sent
down to you. Stop! Stop, before you sign it with your name and your authority asalord of the
Instrumentality. Y our unsigned request will do no harm. The centra computer up top will just think that it
issome of the crazy peoplein the Bezirk making sensaless demands.” The voice rose to anote of
urgency, "Why did the machine signd 'received and complied with' to you just now?"

TheLord Sto Odin lied blandly, "I don't know. Maybe they will send me a piece of the congohdium
to match the one that you have there."

"You'relying," cried the dancer. "Come over hereto the door."

Faviusled the Lord Sto Odin to the ridiculous-beautiful Gothic archway.

The dancer was legping from foot to foot. The congohelium shone adull aert red. The music wept
asthough al the anger and suspicion of mankind had been incorporated into a new unforgettable fugue,
likeaddirious atonal counterpoint to Johann Sebastian Bach's Third Brandenburg Concerto.

"l am here." The Lord Sto Odin spoke easlly.
"You aredying!" cried the dancer.

"l was dying before you first noticed me. | set my vitdity control to maximum after | entered the
Bezirk."

"Comeonin, then," said Sun-boy, "and you will never die."

Sto Odin took the edge of the door and let himself down to the stone floor. Only when he was
comfortably sested did he spesk:

"l am dying, that istrue. But | would rather not comein. | will just watch you danceas| die”

"What are you doing? What have you done?' cried Sun-boy. He stopped dancing and walked over
to the door.

"Search meif you wigh," said the Lord Sto Odin.

" am searching you," said the dancer, "but | see nothing but your desire to get apiece of the
congohelium for yoursdlf and to out-dance me."

At this point Flavius went berserk. He ran back to the litter, leaned over, and ran toward the door.
In each hand he carried an enormous solid-stedl bearing.

"What's that robot doing?' cried the dancer. "'l can see your mind but you are not telling him
anything! He usesthose stedl ballsto break obstructions—"

He gasped asthe attack came.

Quicker than the eye could follow the movement, Havius sixty-ton-capacity arm whistled through
theair asheflung thefirst steel missledirectly at Sun-boy. Sun-boy, or the power within him, legpt asde
with insect speed. The bal plowed through two of the rag-clothed human bodies on the floor. One body
said whoof! asit died, but the other body let out no sound at al: the head had been torn off in first
impact. Before the dancer could spesk, Favius flung the second ball.

Thistime the doorway caught it. The powers which had immobilized Sto Odin and his robots were
back in operation. The bal sang asit plunged into the doorway, stopped in mid-air, sang again asthe
door flung it back a Havius.

Thereturning ball missed Flavius head but crushed his chest utterly. That waswhere hisred brain
was. Therewas aflicker of light asthe robot went out, but even in dying Favius seized the bl onelast
time and flung it a Sun-boy. The robot terminated operation and the heavy bal, flung wild, caught the



Lord Sto Odin in the right shoulder. The Lord Sto Odin felt pain until he dragged over his manikin meee
and turned dl pain off. Then helooked at the shoulder. It was amost totally demolished. Blood from his
organic body and hydraulic fluid from his prosthetics joined in adow, heavy stream asthe liquids met,
merged and poured down hisside.

The dancer dmost forgot to dance.

Sto Odin wondered how far the girl had gone.

Theair pressure changed.

"What is happening to theair? Why did you think about the girl? What is happening?'

"Read me," said the Lord Sto Odin.

"I will dance and get my powersfirgt," said Sun-boy.

For afew brief minutesit seemed that the dancer with the congohelium would cause arock-fall.

The Lord Sto Odin, dying, closed his eyes and found that it was restful to die. The blaze and noise
of the world around him remained interesting, but had become unimportant.

The congohdlium with athousand shifting rainbows and the dancer had attained near-trangparency
when Sun-boy came back to read Sto Odin's mind.

"l see nothing," said Sun-boy worriedly. ™Y our vitality button istoo high and you will die soon.
Whereisadl that air coming from?| seem to hear afaraway roar. But you are not causing it. Y our robot
went wild. All you doisto look at me contentedly and die. That isvery strange. Y ou want to die your
way when you could live unimaginable livesin herewith ud™

"That isright," said the Lord Sto Odin. "'l am dying my way. But dance for me, do dance for me with
the congohdium, while | tell you your own story asyou told it to me. It would be a plessureto get the
sory straight beforel die"”

The dancer |ooked irresolute, started to dance, and then turned back to the Lord Sto Odin.

"Areyou sure you want to die right away? With the power of what you call the Douglas-Ouyang
planets, which | receive right here with the help of the congohelium, you could be comfortable enough
while | danced and you could ill die whenever you wished. Vitality buttons are much weaker than the
powerswhich I command. | could even help to lift you across the threshold of my door ... "

"No," said the Lord Sto Odin. "Just dance for mewhilel die. My way."

Thusthe world turned. Millions of tons of water were rushing toward them.

Within minutes the Gebiet and the Bezirk would drown asthe air whistled upward. Sto Odin noted
contentedly that there was an air-shaft at the top of the dancer's room. He did not alow himsdlf to
third-think of what would happen when the matter and anti-matter of the congohdium wereimmersedin
rushing sat water. Something like forty megatons, he supposed, with the tired feding of aman who has
thought a problem through long, long ago and remembersit briefly only after the Situation haslong
passed.

Sun-boy was acting out religion before the age of space. He chorused hymns, helifted hiseyesand
his hands and his piece of the congohelium to the sun; he played the rattle of whirling dervishes, the
temple bells of the Man on the Two Pieces of Wood and the other temple bells of that saint who had
escaped time smply by seeing it and stepping out of it. Buddha, was that his name? And he went on to
the severe profanities which afflicted mankind after the Old World fell.

The music kept measure.
And thelights, too.

Whole processions of ghostly shadows followed Sun-boy as he showed how old mankind had
found the gods, and the Sun, and then other gods. He pantomimed man's most ancient mystery—that



man pretended to be afraid of death, when it waslife that never understood it.
And as he danced, the Lord Sto Odin repeated his own story to him:

"Y ou fled the surface, Sun-boy, because the people were stupid clods, happy and dull in their
miserable happiness. Y ou fled because you could not stand being a chicken in apoultry house,
antisepticaly bred, safely housed and frozen when dead. Y ou joined the other miserable, bright restless
people who sought freedom in the Gebiet. Y ou learned about their drugs and their liquors and their
smokes. Y ou knew their women, and their parties, and their games. It wasn't enough. Y ou became a
gentleman-suicide, ahero seeking afun-desath which would stamp you with your individuaity. Y ou came
on down to the Bezirk, the most forgotten and |oathsome place of al. Y ou found nothing. Just the old
machines and the empty corridors. Here and there afew mummies or bones. Just the sllent lights and the
faint murmur of air through the corridors.”

"l hear water now," said the dancer, till dancing, "rushing water. Don't you hear it, my dying Lord?"

"If | did hear it, | wouldn't care. Let's get on with your story. Y ou cameto thisroom. Theweird
door made it look like a good place for afun-death, such asyou poor castaways liked to seek, except
that there was not much sport in dying unless other people know that you did it intentionally, and know
how you did it. Anyway, it was along climb back up into the Gebiet, where your friends were, so you
dept by this compuiter.

"In the night, while you dept, as you dreamed, the computer sang to you:

| need a temporary dog
For atemporary job
On atemporary place
Like Earth!

When you woke up you were surprised to find that you had dreamed an entire new kind of music.
Redlly wild music which made people shudder with its delicious evil. And with the music, you had ajob.
To stedl apiece of the congohelium.

"Y ou were a clever man, Sun-boy, before the trip down here. The Douglas-Ouyang planets caught
you and made you athousand times cleverer. Y ou and your friends, thisis what you told me—or what
the presence behind you told me, just a haf hour ago—you and your friends stole a subspace
communicator console, got afix on the Douglas-Ouyang planets, and got drunk at the sight. Iridescent,
luminescent. Waterfals uphill. All that kind of thing.

"And you did get the congohelium. The congohelium is made of matter and antimatter |laminated
gpart by adua magnetic grid. With that the presence of the Douglas-Ouyang planets made you
independent of organic processes. Y ou did not need food or rest or even air or drink any more. The
Douglas-Ouyang planets are very old. They kept you asalink. | have no idea of what they intended to
do with Earth and with mankind. If this story gets out, future generationswill call you the merchant of
menace, because you used the normal human appetitiousness for danger to trap other people with
hypnotics and with music.”

"l hear water,” interrupted Sun-boy. "1 do hear water!"

"Never mind," said the Lord Sto Odin, "your story is more important. Anyhow, what could you and
| do about it?1 am dying, Stting inapool of blood and effluvium. Y ou can't leave this room with the
congohdlium. Let me go on. Or perhaps the Douglas-Ouyang entity, whatever it was—"

"Is" said Sun-boy.

"—whatever it is, may just have been longing for sensuous companionship. Dance on, man, dance
on."

Sun-boy danced and the drumstalked with him, rataplan, rataplan! kid-nork, kid-nork, nark!
while the congohelium made music scream through the solid rock. The other sound persisted. Sun-boy
stopped and stared. "It iswater. It is.”



"Who knows?' said the Lord Sto Odin.

"Look," screamed Sun-boy, holding the congohdium high. "Look!" The Lord Sto Odin did not need
to look. He knew full well that the first few tons of water, mud-laden and heavy, had come frothing down
the corridor and into their rooms.

"But what do | do?" screamed the voice of Sun-boy. Sto Odin felt that it was not Sun-boy speaking,
but some relay speaking from the power of the Douglas-Ouyang planets. A power which had tried to
find friendship with man, but had found the wrong man and the wrong friendship.

Sun-boy took control of himself. Hisfeet splashed in the water as he danced. The colors shone on
thewater asit rose. Ritiplin, tiplin! said the big drum. Kid-nork, kid-nork, said thelittle drum. Boom,
boom, doom, doom, room, said the congohdlium.

The Lord Sto Odin felt hisold eyes blur but he could il see the blazing image of the wild dancer.

"Thisisagood way to die," thought he, ashe died.

10

Far above, on the surface of the planet, Santuna felt the continent itsalf heave beneath her feet and
saw the eastern horizon grow dark as avolcano of muddy steam shot up from the calm blue sunlit ocean,

"Thismust not, must not happen again!™ she said, thinking of Sun-boy and the congohelium and the
death of the Lord Sto Odin.

"Something must be done about it," she added to herslf.
And shedidit.

In later centuries she brought disease, risk and misery back to increase the happiness of man. She
was one of the principa architects of the Rediscovery of Man, and at her most famous she was known as
the Lady Alice More.

MOTHER HITTON'S LITTUL KITTONS

A rather oblique look at Old North Australia, source of the stroon by which men live four
hundred years or more—a fabulously wealthy, and ther efore well-defended world. The plot is
taken partly from"Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves," and the action apparently occurs about a
generation before that of Norstrilia—wherein Viola Sdereais still trying to recover from Bozart's

escapade.

Poor communications deter theft;
good communications promote theft;
perfect communications stop theft.
—Van Broom

The moon spun. The woman watched. Twenty-one facets had been polished at the moon's equator.
Her function wasto arm it. She was Mother Hitton, the weapons mistress of Old North Austraia

She was aruddy-faced, cheerful blonde of indeterminate age. Her eyes were blue, her bosom
heavy, her arms strong. Shelooked like amother, but the only child she had ever had died many
generations ago. Now she acted as mother to a planet, not to a person; the Norstrilians dept well
because they knew she was watching. The weapons dept their long, sick deep.

This night she glanced for the two-hundredth time at the warning bank. The bank was quiet. No

danger lights shone. Y et shefdt an enemy out somewhere in the universe—an enemy waiting to srike at
her and her world, to snatch at the immeasurable wedth of the Norstrilians—and she snorted with



impatience. Come along, little man, shethought. Come along, little man, and die. Don't keep me
waiting.

She smiled when she recognized the absurdity of her own thought

Shewaited for him.

And hedid not know it.

He, the robber, was relaxed enough. He was Benjacomin Bozart, and was highly trained in the arts
of relaxation.

No one a Sunvae, here on Ttiole, could suspect that he was a senior warden of the Guild of
Thieves, reared under the light of the starry violet star. No one could smell the odor of Viola Siderea
upon him. "ViolaSiderea," the Lady Ru had said, "was once the most beautiful of worldsand it is now
the mogt rotten. Its people were once models for mankind, and now they arethieves, liarsand killers.
Y ou can smell their soulsin the open day." The Lady Ru had died along time ago. She was much
respected, but she was wrong. The robber did not smell to othersat al. He knew it. He was no more
"wrong" than ashark approaching a school of cod. Life's natureisto live, and he had been nurtured to
live as he had to live—by seeking prey.

How e se could helive? Viola Siderea had gone bankrupt along time ago, when the photonic sails
had disappeared from space and the planoforming ships began to whisper their way between the stars.
His ancestors had been |eft to die on an off-trail planet. They refused to die. Their ecology shifted and
they became predators upon man, adapted by time and geneticsto their deadly tasks. And he, the
robber, was champion of al his people—the best of their best.

He was Benjacomin Bozart.

He had sworn to rob Old North Audtrdiaor to diein the attempt, and he had no intention of dying.

The beach a Sunvale waswarm and lovely. Ttiolé was afree and casud transit planet. Hisweapons
were luck and himsdlf: he planned to play both well.

The Nordtrilians could kill.

So could he.

At thismoment, in this place, he was a happy tourist at alovely beach. Elsawhere, elsewhen, he
could become aferret among conies, ahawk among doves.

Benjacomin Bozart, thief and warden. He did not know that someone was waiting for him. Someone
who did not know his name was prepared to waken degth, just for him. He was till serene.

Mother Hitton was not serene. She sensed him dimly but could not yet spot him.

One of her weagpons snored. Sheturned it over.

A thousand stars away, Benjacomin Bozart smiled as he walked toward the beach.

Benjacomin felt like atourist. His tanned face was tranquil. His proud, hooded eyeswere cdm. His
handsome mouth, even without its charming smile, kept a suggestion of pleasantness at its corners. He
looked attractive without seeming odd in the least. He looked much younger than he actudly was. He
walked with springy, happy steps along the beach of Sunvale.

The wavesrolled in, white-crested, like the breakers of Mother Earth. The Sunvale people were
proud of the way their world resembled Manhome itself. Few of them had ever seen Manhome, but they
had al heard abit of history and most of them had a passing anxiety when they thought of the ancient
government still wielding political power across the depth of space. They did not liketheold
Instrumentality of Earth, but they respected and feared it. The waves might remind them of the pretty side
of Earth; they did not want to remember the not-so-pretty side.

Thisman waslike the pretty side of Old Earth. They could not sense the power within him. The



Sunvale people smiled absently a him as he waked past them aong the shoreline.

The atmosphere was quiet and everything around him serene. He turned hisface to the sun. He
closed hiseyes. He let the warm sunlight beet through hiseydids, illuminating him with its comfort and its
reassuring touch.

Benjacomin dreamed of the greatest theft that any man had ever planned. He dreamed of steding a
huge load of the wedlth from the richest world that mankind had ever built. He thought of what would
happen when he would findly bring riches back to the planet of Viola Sidereawhere he had been reared.
Benjacomin turned hisface away from the sun and languidly looked over the other people on the beach.

Therewere no Nordtriliansin Sght yet. They were easy enough to recognize. Big people with red
complexions, superb athletes and yet, in their own way, innocent, young and very tough. He had trained
for thistheft for two hundred years, hislife prolonged for the purpose by the Guild of Thieveson Viola
Siderea. He himsalf embodied the dreams of his own planet, a poor planet once a crossroads of
commerce, now sunken to being aminor outpost for spoliation and pilferage.

He saw a Norstrilian woman come out from the hotel and go down to the beach. He waited, and he
looked, and he dreamed. He had aquestion to ask and no adult Australian would answer it.

"Funny,” thought he, "that | call them 'Audtraians even now. That'sthe old, old Earth name for
them—rich, brave, tough people. Fighting children standing on half theworld ... and now they arethe
tyrants of all mankind. They hold the wedlth. They have the santaclara, and other peoplelive or die
depending upon the commerce they have with the Nordtrilians. But | won't. And my people won't. We're
men who are wolvesto man."

Benjacomin waited gracefully. Tanned by the light of many suns, he looked forty though he wastwo
hundred. He dressed casually, by the standards of avacationer. He might have been an intercultura
sdlesman, asenior gambler, an assstant starport manager. He might even have been a detective working
along the commerce lanes. He wasn't. He was athief. And he was so good athief that people turned to
him and put their property in his hands because he was reassuring, cam, gray-eyed, blond-haired.
Benjacomin waited. The woman glanced at him, aquick glance full of open suspicion.

What she saw must have calmed her. She went on past. She cdled back over the dune, "Come on,

Johnny, we can swim out here." A little boy, who looked eight or ten years old, came over the dune top,
running toward his mother.

Benjacomin tensed like acobra. His eyes became sharp, his eyelids narrowed.

Thiswasthe prey. Not too young, not too old. If the victim had been too young he wouldn't know
the answer; if the victim weretoo old it was no use taking him on. Norstrilians were famed in combat,
adults were mentally and physicaly too strong to warrant attack.

Benjacomin knew that every thief who had approached the planet of the Norstrilians-who had tried
to raid the dream world of Old North Australia—had gotten out of contact with his people and had died.
There was no word of any of them.

And yet he knew that hundreds of thousands of Norstrilians must know the secret. They now and
then made jokes about it. He had heard these jokes when he was a young man, and now he was more
than an old man without once coming near the answer. Life was expensve.

Hewaswell into histhird lifetime and the lifetimes had been purchased honestly by his people. Good
thievesall of them, paying out hard-stolen money to obtain the medicineto let their greatest thief remain
living. Benjacomin didn't like violence. But when violence prepared the way to the greatest theft of dl
time, hewaswilling to useit.

Thewoman looked at him again. The mask of evil which had flashed across hisface faded into
benignity; he camed. She caught him in that moment of relaxation. She liked him.

She smiled and, with that awkward hesitation so characterigtic of the Norstrilians, she said, "Could
you mind my boy abit whilel go inthewater? | think we've seen each other here at the hotdl "



"l don't mind," said he. "I'd be glad to. Come here, son.”

Johnny walked across the sunlight dunesto his own desth. He came within reach of his mother's
enemy.
But the mother had aready turned.

The trained hand of Benjacomin Bozart reached out. He seized the child by the shoulder. He turned
the boy toward him, forcing him down. Before the child could cry out, Benjacomin had the needie into
him with the truth drug.

All Johnny reacted to was pain, and then ahammerblow insde his own skull asthe powerful drug
took force.

Benjacomin looked out over the water. The mother was swimming. She seemed to be looking back
at them. She was obvioudy unworried. To her, the child seemed to be looking at something the stranger
was showing him in arelaxed, easy way.

"Now, sonny," said Benjacomin, "tell me, what's the outside defense?”

The boy didn't answer.

"What isthe outer defense, sonny? Wheat is the outer defense?’ repeated Benjacomin. The boy till
didn't answer.

Something close to horror ran over the skin of Benjacomin Bozart as he redlized that he had
gambled his safety on this planet, gambled the plans themsalves for a chance to break the secret of the
Nordtrilians.

He had been stopped by smple, easy devices. The child had aready been conditioned against
attack. Any attempt to force knowledge out of the child brought on a conditioned reflex of total
muteness. The boy was literadly unableto talk.

Sunlight gleaming on her wet hair, the mother turned around and caled back, "Areyou dl right,
Johnny?'

Benjacomin waved to her instead. "1'm showing him my pictures, maiam. He likes 'em. Take your
time." The mother hesitated and then turned back to the water and swam dowly away.

Johnny, taken by the drug, sat lightly, like aninvdid, on Benjacomin's lap.

Benjacomin said, " Johnny, you're going to die now and you will hurt terribly if you don't tell me what
| want to know." The boy struggled weskly againgt his grasp. Benjacomin repeated. "1'm going to hurt
you if you don't tell mewhat | want to know. What are the outer defenses? What are the outer
defenses?'

The child struggled and Benjacomin redlized that the boy was putting up afight to comply with the
orders, not afight to get away. He let the child dip through his hands and the boy put out afinger and
began writing on the wet sand. The letters stood out.

A man's shadow loomed behind them.

Benjacomin, aert, ready to spin, kill or run, dipped to the ground beside the child and said, "That'sa
jolly puzzle. That isagood one. Show me some more." He smiled up at the passing adult. The manwasa
dranger. The stranger gave him avery curious glance which became casua when he saw the pleasant
face of Benjacomin, so tenderly and so agreesbly playing with the child.

Thefingerswere still making the lettersin the sand.

There stood theriddlein letterss MOTHER HITTON'SLITTUL KITTONS.

The woman was coming back from the sea, the mother with questions. Benjacomin stroked the
deeve of hiscoat and brought out his second needle, a shalow poison which it would take days or
weeks of [aboratory work to detect. He thrust it directly into the boy's brain, dipping the needle up
behind the skin at the edge of the hairline. The hair shadowed thetiny prick. The incredibly hard needle
dipped under the edge of the skull. The child was dead.



Murder was accomplished. Benjacomin casualy erased the secret from the sand. The woman came
nearer. He caled to her, hisvoice full of pleasant concern, "Maam, you'd better come here, | think your
son has fainted from the heat."

He gave the mother the body of her son. Her face changed to alarm. She looked frightened and
dert. Shedidn't know how to meet this.

For adreadful moment she looked into his eyes.

Two hundred years of training took effect ... She saw nothing. The murderer did not shinewith
murder. The hawk was hidden beneath the dove. The heart was masked by the trained face.

Benjacomin relaxed in professionda assurance. He had been prepared to kill her too, athough he
was not sure that he could kill an adult, female Nordtrilian. Very helpfully said he, ™Y ou stay herewith
him. I'll run to the hotdl and get help. I'll hurry."

He turned and ran. A beach attendant saw him and ran toward him. "The child'ssick," he shouted.
He cameto the mother in time to see blunt, puzzled tragedy on her face and with it, something more than
tragedy: doulbt.

"He'snot sick,” said she. "He's dead.”

"He can't be." Benjacomin looked attentive. He felt attentive. He forced the sympathy to pour out of
his posture, out of al thelittle muscles of hisface. "He can't be. | wastaking to him just aminute ago.
Wewere doing little puzzlesin the sand."

The mother spoke with a hollow, broken voice that sounded as though it would never find the right
chords for human speech again, but would go on forever with theill-attuned flats of unexpected grief.
"He'sdead,” shesaid. "You saw himdieand | guess| saw him die, too. | can't tell what's happened. The
child wasfull of santaclara. He had athousand yearsto live but now he's dead. What's your name?”

Benjacomin said, "Eldon. Eldon the sdesman, maam. | live herelots of times.”

"Mother Hitton'slittul kittons. Mother Hitton'slittul kittons."

Theslly phraseran in hismind. Who was Mother Hitton? Who was she the mother of ? What were
kittons? Were they amisspelling for "kittens?' Little cats? Or were they something else?
Had hekilled afool to get afool's answer?

How many more days did he have to stay there with the doubtful, taggered woman? How many
days did he have to watch and wait? He wanted to get back to Viola Sidereg; to take the secret, bad as
it was, for his people to study. Who was Mother Hitton?

He forced himsalf out of hisroom and went downgtairs.

The pleasant monotony of abig hotel was such that the other guests looked interestedly a him. He
was the man who had watched while the child died on the beach.

Some | obby-living scandal mongers that stayed there had made up fantastic stories that he had killed
the child. Others attacked the stories, saying they knew perfectly well who Eldon was. He was Eldon the
sdesman. It wasridiculous.

People hadn't changed much, even though the ships with the Go-captains Sitting at their hearts
whispered between the sars, even though people shuffled between worlds—when they had the money to
pay their passage back and forth-like leavesfdling in soft, playful winds. Benjacomin faced atragic
dilemma. He knew very well that any attempt to decode the answer would run directly into the protective
devices set up by the Nordtrilians.

Old North Audrdiawasimmensdy wedthy. It was known the length and breadth of dl the stars
that they had hired mercenaries, defensve spies, hidden agents and aerting devices.

Even Manhome—M other Earth hersdlf, whom no money could buy—uwas bribed by the drug of life.



An ounce of the santaclaradrug, reduced, crystallized and caled "stroon,” could giveforty to Sixty years
of life. Stroon entered the rest of the Earth by ounces and pounds, but it was refined back on North
Audrdiaby theton. With treasure like this, the Nordtrilians owned an unimaginable world whose
resources overreached al conceivable limits of money. They could buy anything. They could pay with
other peoples lives.

For hundreds of yearsthey had given secret fundsto buying foreigners servicesto safeguard thelr
OWnN security.

Benjacomin stood therein the lobby: "Mother Hitton'slittul kittons."

He had dl the wisdom and wedth of athousand worlds stuck in hismind but he didn't dare ask
anywhere asto what it meant.

Suddenly he brightened.

He looked like aman who had thought of agood game to play, a pleasant diverson to be
welcomed, acompanion to be remembered, anew food to be tasted. He had had avery happy thought.

There was one source that wouldn't talk. Thelibrary. He could at least check the obvious, smple
things, and find out what there was dready in the realm of public knowledge concerning the secret he had
taken from the dying boy.

His own safety had not been wasted, Johnny'slife had not been thrown away, if he could find any
one of the four words as akey. Mother or Hitton or Littul, in its specia meaning, or Kitton. He might yet
break through to the loot of Norstrilia.

He swung jubilantly, turning on the ball of hisright foot. He moved lightly and pleasantly toward the
billiard room, beyond which lay thelibrary. Hewent in.

Thiswas avery expensve hote and very old-fashioned. It even had books made out of paper, with
genuine bindings. Benjacomin crossed the room. He saw that they had the Galactic Encyclopediain two
hundred volumes. He took down the volume headed "Hi-Hi." He opened it from the rear, looking for the
name "Hitton" and there it was. "Hitton, Benjamin-pioneer of Old North Austrdia. Said to be originator
of part of the defense system. Lived A.D. 10719-17213." That was dl. Benjacomin moved among the
books. Theword "kittons" in that peculiar spelling did not occur anywhere, neither in the encyclopedia
nor in any other list maintained by the library. He walked out and upstairs, back to hisroom.

"Littul" had not appeared a al. 1t was probably the boy's own childish mistake.

Hetook a chance. The mother, haf blind with bewilderment and worry, sat in a stiff-backed chair
on the edge of the porch. The other women talked to her. They knew her husband was coming.
Benjacomin went up to her and tried to pay hisrespects. She didn't see him.

"I'm leaving now, maam. I'm going on to the next planet, but I'll be back in two or three subjective
weeks. And if you need me for urgent questions, I'll leave my addresses with the police here.”

Benjacomin left the weeping mother.
Benjacomin |eft the quiet hotel. He obtained a priority passage.

The easy-going Sunva e Police made no resistance to his demand for asudden departure visa. After
al, he had an identity, he had his own funds, and it was not the custom of Sunvae to contradict its guests.
Benjacomin went on the ship and as he moved toward the cabin in which he could rest for afew hours, a
man stepped up beside him. A youngish man, hair parted in the middle, short of Sature, gray of eyes.

Thisman wastheloca agent of the Nordtrilian secret police.

Benjacomin, trained thief that he was, did not recogni ze the policeman. It never occurred to him that
thelibrary itsef had been attuned and that the word "kittons" in the peculiar Norstrilian spelling wasitself
an dert. Looking for that spelling had set off aminor darm. He had touched the trip-wire.

The stranger nodded. Benjacomin nodded back. "'I'm atraveling man, waiting over between
assgnments. | haven't been doing very well. How are you making out?"



"Doesn't matter to me. | don't earn money; I'm atechnician. Liverant isthe name.”

Benjacomin sized him up. The man was atechnician dl right. They shook hands perfunctorily.
Liverant said, "I'll join you inthe bar alittlelater. | think I'll rest abit firgt."

They both lay down then and said very little while the momentary flash of planoform went through
the ship. The flash passed. From books and lessons they knew that the ship was |eaping forward in two
dimensions while, somehow or other, the fury of space itself was fed into the computers—and that these
in turn were managed by the Go-captain who controlled the ship.

They knew these things but they could not fed them. All they fet wasthe sting of adight pain.

The sedativewasin the air itsdf, sprayed in the ventilating system. They both expected to become a
little drunk.

Thethief Benjacomin Bozart wastrained to resist intoxication and bewilderment. Any sign whatever
that atelepath had tried to read his mind would have been met with fierce animal resstance, implanted in
his unconscious during early years of training. Bozart was not trained against deception by atechnician; it
never occurred to the Thieves Guild back on Viola Sidereathat it would be necessary for their own
peopleto resst decaivers. Liverant had already been in touch with Norgtrilia—Norstriliawhose money
reached acrossthe stars, Norstriliawho had derted a hundred thousand worlds against the mere thought
of trespass.

Liverant began to chatter. "l wish | could go further than thistrip. | wish that | could go to Olympia
Y ou can buy anything in Olympia."

"I've heard of it," said Bozart. "It's sort of afunny trading planet with not much chance for
businessmen, isn't it?'

Liverant laughed and hislaughter was merry and genuine. "Trading? They don't trade. They swap.
They take dl the stolen loot of athousand worlds and sell it over again and they change and they paint it
and they mark it. That'stheir business there. The people are blind. It's astrange world, and dl you have
to doisto go in there and you can have anything you want. Man," said Liverant, "what | could doina
year inthat place! Everybody is blind except me and acouple of tourists. And there's al the wedlth that
everybody thought hes midaid, haf the wrecked ships, the forgotten colonies (they've al been cleaned
out), and bang! it dl goesto Olympia.”

Olympiawasn't redlly that good and Liverant didn't know why it was his businessto guide the killer
there. All he knew was that he had a duty and the duty wasto direct the trespasser.

Many years before either man was born the code word had been planted in directories, in books, in
packing cases and invoices: Kittons misspelled. Thiswasthe cover name for the outermoon of Nordtrilian
defense. The use of the cover name brought araging aert ready into action, with systemic nerves as hot
and quick asincandescent tungsten wire.

By the time that they were ready to go to the bar and have refreshments, Benjacomin had half
forgotten that it was his new acquaintance who had suggested Olympia rather than another place. He had
to gototo ViolaSidereato get the credits to make the flight to take the wesalth, to win the world of
Olympia
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At home on his native planet Bozart was asubject of agentle but very sincere celebration.

The dders of the Guild of Thieveswelcomed him. They congratulated him. "Who e se could have
done what you've done, boy?Y ou've made the opening move in abrand new game of chess. There has
never been agambit like this before. We have aname; we have an animal. Well try it right here” The
Thieves Council turned to their own encyclopedia. They turned through the name "Hitton™ and then found
the reference "kitton.” None of them knew that afalse lead had been planted there—by an agent in their
world.



The agent, in histurn, had been seduced years before, debauched in the middle of his career, forced
into temporary honesty, blackmailed and sent home. In al the years that he had waited for a dreaded
countersign—a countersign which he himself never knew to be an extension of Nordtrilian
intelligence—he never dreamed that he could pay his debt to the outside world so smply. All they had
done was to send him one page to add to the encyclopedia. He added it and then went home, weak with
exhaugtion. Theyears of fear and waiting were amost too much for the thief. He drank heavily for fear
that he might otherwise kill himself. Meanwhile, the pages remained in order, including the new one,
dightly atered for his colleagues. The encyclopediaindicated the change like any normal revision, though
the whole-entry was new and falsified:

Benesath this passage one revision ready. Dated 24th year of second issue.

The reported "Kittons' of Nordtriliaare nothing more than the use of organic meansto induce the
disease in Earth-mutated sheep which produces avirusin itsturn, refinable asthe santaclaradrug. The
term "Kittons' enjoyed atemporary vogue as a reference term both to the disease and to the
destructibility of the disease in the event of externa attack. Thisis believed to have been connected with
the career of Benjamin Hitton, one of the origina pioneers of Nordtrilia.

The Council of Thievesread it and the Chairman of the Council said, "I've got your papers ready.
Y ou can go try them now. Where do you want to go? Through Neuhamburg?'

"No," sad Benjacomin. "'l thought I'd try Olympia."
"Olympiasadl right," said the chairman. " Go easy. Theres only one chance in athousand you'll fail.
But if you do, we might have to pay for it."

He smiled wryly and handed Benjacomin a blank mortgage againgt al the labor and dl the property
of ViolaSiderea.

The Chairman laughed with a sort of snort. "It'd be pretty rough on usif you had to borrow enough
on the trading planet to force us to become honest—and then lost out anyhow.”

"No fear," said Benjacomin. "I can cover that."

There are some worldswhere dl dreams die, but square-clouded Olympiais not one of them. The
eyes of men and women are bright on Olympia, for they see nothing.

"Brightness was the color of pain,” said Nachtigdl, “when we could see. If thine eye offend thee,
pluck thysdlf out, for the fault lies not in the eye but in the soul.”

Such talk was common in Olympia, where the settlers went blind along time ago and now think
themsalves superior to sighted people. Radar wirestickle their living brains; they can perceive radiation
aswdl| as can an animal-type man with little aguariums hung in the middle of hisface. Their picturesare
sharp, and they demand sharpness. Their buildings soar at impossible angles. Ther blind children sing
songs as the tailored climate proceeds according to the numbers, geometrica as akaeidoscope.

There went the man, Bozart himself. Among the blind his dreams soared, and he paid money for
information which no living person had ever seen.

Sharp-clouded and aqua-skied, Olympia swam past him like another man's dream. He did not mean
to tarry there, because he had arendezvous with death in the sticky, sparky space around Nordtrilia

Oncein Olympia, Benjacomin went about his arrangements for the attack on Old North Augtrdia
On his second day on the planet he had been very lucky. He met aman named Lavender and he was
sure he had heard the name before. Not amember of his own Guild of Thieves, but adaring rasca with a
bad reputation among the stars.

It was no wonder that he had found Lavender. His pillow had told him Lavender's sory fifteen times
during hisdeep in the past week. And, whenever he dreamed, he dreamed dreams which had been
planted in hismind by the Nordtrilian counterintelligence. They had besten him in getting to Olympiafirst
and they were prepared to let him have only that which he deserved. The Norstrilian Police were not
cruel, but they were out to defend their world. And they were aso out to avenge the murder of achild.



Thelast interview which Benjacomin had with Lavender in gtriking abargain before Lavender
agreed was a dramatic one.

Lavender refused to move forward.

"I'm not going to jump off anywhere. I'm not going to raid anything. I'm not going to stedl anything.
I've been rough, of course | have. But | don't get mysdlf killed and that's what you're bloody well asking
for."

"Think of what well have. Thewedth. | tdl you, thereé's more money here than anything else
anybody's ever tried.”

Lavender laughed. "Y ou think | haven't heard that before? Y ou're a crook and I'm acrook. | don't
do anything that's speculation. | want my hard cash down. I'm afighting man and you're athief and I'm
not going to ask you what you're up to ... but I want my money firg."

"l havent got it," said Benjacomin.

Lavender stood up.

"Then you shouldn't have talked to me. Becauseit's going to cost you money to keep me quiet
whether you hireme or not."

The bargaining process started.

Lavender looked ugly indeed. He was a soft, ordinary man who had goneto alot of trouble to
becomeevil. Snisalot of work. The sheer effort it requires often showsin the human face.

Bozart stared him down, smiling easily, not even contemptuoudly.

"Cover mewhilel get something from my pocket,” said Bozart.

Lavender did not even acknowledge the comment. He did not show aweapon. Hisleft thumb
moved dowly across the outer edge of his hand. Benjacomin recognized the sign, but did not flinch.

"See" hesad. "A planetary credit.”

Lavender, laughed. "I've heard that, too."

"Takeit," said Bozart.

The adventurer took the laminated card. Hiseyeswidened. "It'sred," he breathed. "Itisred." He
looked up, incaculably more friendly. "I never even saw one of these before. What are your terms?”

Meanwhile the bright, vivid Olympians walked back and forth past them, their clothing al white and
black in dramatic contrast. Unbelievable geometric designs shone on their cloaks and their hats. The two
bargainersignored the natives. They concentrated on their own negotiations.

Benjacomin felt fairly safe. He placed a pledge of one year's service of the entire planet of Viola
Sdereain exchange for the full and unqudified services of Captain Lavender, once of the Imperia
Marines Interna Space Patrol. He handed over the mortgage. The year's guarantee was written in. Even
on Olympiathere were accounting machines which relayed the bargain back to Earth itsdf, making the
mortgage avaid and binding commitment againgt the whole planet of thieves.

"This," thought Lavender, "wasthefirst step of revenge.” After thekiller had disappeared his people
would have to pay with sheer honesty. Lavender looked at Benjacomin with aclinical sort of concern.

Benjacomin mistook hislook for friendliness and Benjacomin smiled his dow, charming, essy smile.
Momentarily happy, he reached out hisright hand to give Lavender a brotherly solemnification of the
bargain. The men shook hands, and Bozart never knew with what he shook hands.
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"Gray lay theland oh. Gray grass from sky to sky. Not near the weir, dear. Not amountain, low or
high-only hillsand gray gray. Watch the dappled, dimpled twinkles blooming on the star bar.

"That isNordtrilia



"All the muddy gubbery isgone—all the work and the waiting and the pain.

"Beige-brown sheep lie on blue-gray grass while the clouds rush past, low overhead, likeiron pipes
ceilinging theworld.

"Take your pick of sick sheep, man, it'sthe sick that pays. Sneeze me, aplanet, man, or cough me
up aspot of immortdity. If it's barmy there, where the noddies and the trolls like you live, it'stoo right
here.

"That's the book, boy.

"If you haven't seen Nordtrilia, you haven't seen it. If you did seeit, you wouldn't believeit.
"Chartscdl it Old North Audtrdia”

Herein the heart of the world was the farm which guarded the world. Thiswasthe Hitton place.

Towers surrounded it, and wires hung between the towers, some of them drooping crazily and some
gleaming with the sheen not shown by any other meta made by men from Earth. Within the towersthere
was open land. And within the open land there were twel ve thousand hectares of concrete. Radar
reached down to within millimeter smoothness of the surface of the concrete and the other radar threw
patterns back and forth, down through molecular thinness. The farm went on. Inits center therewasa
group of buildings. That was where Katherine Hitton worked on the task which her family had accepted
for the defense of her world.

No germ camein, no germ went out. All the food camein by space tranamitter. Within this, there
lived animals. The animals depended on her done. Were sheto die suddenly, by mischance or as aresult
of an attack by one of the animals, the authorities of her world had complete facamiles of herself with
which to train new animal tenders under hypnosis.

Thiswas a place where the gray wind legpt forward rel eased from the hills, where it raced across
the gray concrete, whereit blew past the radar towers. The polished, faceted, captive moon aways hung
due overhead. The wind hit the buildings, themselves gray, with theimpact of ablow, beforeit raced
over the open concrete beyond and whistled away into the hills.

Outsde the buildings, the valey had not needed much camouflage. It looked like the rest of
Norstrilia. The concrete itsalf wastinted very dightly to give theimpression of poor, starved, natura soil.
Thiswasthe farm, and this the woman. Together they were the outer defense of the richest world
mankind had ever built.

Katherine Hitton looked out the window and thought to herself, " Forty-two days before | go to
market and it'sawelcome day that | get there and hear thejig of amusic. Oh, to walk on market day,
And see my people proud and gay!"

She breathed deeply of the air. Sheloved the gray hills-though in her youth she had seen many other
worlds. And then she turned back into the building to the animas and the duties which awaited her. She
was the only Mother Hitton and these were her littul kittons.

She moved among them. She and her father had bred them from Earth mink, from the fiercest,
smalles, craziest little minks that had ever been shipped out from Manhome. Out of these minksthey had
made their lives to keep away other predators who might bother the sheep, on whom the stroon grew.
But these minks were born mad.

Generations of them had been bred psychotic to the bone. They lived only to die and they died so
that they could say dive. These were the kittons of Norstrilia. Animalsin whom fear, rage, hunger and
sex were utterly intermixed; who could eat themselves or each other; who could egt their young, or
people, or anything organic; animaswho screamed with murder-lust when they felt love; animals born to
loathe themsalves with afierce and livid hate and who survived only because their waking moments were
spent on couches, strapped tight, claw by claw, so that they could not hurt each other or themsalves.
Mother Hitton let them waken only afew momentsin each lifetime. They bred and killed. She wakened
them only two at atime.



All that afternoon she moved from cage to cage. The degping animas dept well. The nourishment
ran into their blood streams; they lived sometimes for years without awaking. She bred them when the
maleswere only partly awakened and the females aroused only enough to accept her veterinary
treatments. She hersdlf had to pluck the young away from their mothers as the d eeping mothers begot
them. Then she nourished the young through afew happy weeks of kittonhood, until their adult natures
began to take, their eyesran red with madness and heat and their emotions sounded in the sharp,
hideous, little criesthey uttered through the building; and the twisting of their neet, furry faces, therolling
of their crazy, bright eyes and the tightening of their sharp, sharp claws.

She woke none of them thistime. Instead, she tightened them in their straps. She removed the
nutrients. She gave them delayed stimulus medicine which would, when they were awakened, bring them
suddenly full waking with no lulled stupor firg.

Finally, she gave hersdf aheavy sedative, leaned back in achair and waited for the call which would
come.

When the shock came and the call came through, she would have to do what she had done
thousands of times before.

Shewould ring an intolerable noise through the whole laboratory.

Hundreds of the mutated minkswould awaken. In avakening, they would plungeinto lifewith
hunger, with hate, with rage and with sex; plunge againgt their straps; striveto kill each other, their young,
themsdlves, her. They would fight everything and everywhere, and do everything they could to keep
going.

Sheknew this.

In the middle of the room there was atuner. The tuner was adirect, empathic relay, capable of
picking up the smpler range of telepathic communications. Into this tuner went the concentrated emotions
of Mother Hitton'slittul kittons.

The rage, the hate, the hunger, the sex were dl carried far beyond the limits of the tolerable, and
then al were thereupon amplified. And then the waveband on which this telepathic control went out was
amplified, right there beyond the studio, on the high towers that swept the mountain ridge, up and beyond
the valley in which the laboratory lay. And Mother Hitton's moon, spinning geometricaly, bounced the
relay into ahollow englobement.

From the faceted moon, it went to the satellites—saixteen of them, apparently part of the weather
control system. These blanketed not only space, but nearby subspace. The Nordtrilians had thought of
everything.

The short shocks of an dert came from Mother Hitton's transmitter bank.

A cdl came. Her thumb went numb.

The noise shrieked.

The mink wakened.

Immediately, the room wasfull of chattering, scraping, hissng, growling and howling.

Under the sound of the animd voices, there was the other sound: a scratchy, snapping sound like
hail faling on afrozen lake. It wastheindividua claws of hundreds of mink trying to tear their way
through meta panels.

Mother Hitton heard a gurgle. One of the minks had succeeded in tearing its paw loose and had
obvioudy started to work on its own throat. She recognized the tearing of fur, theripping of veins.

She listened for the cessation of that individual voice, but she couldn't be sure. The others were
making too much noise. One mink less.

Where she sat, she was partly shielded from the telepathic relay, but not dtogether. She hersdf, old
asshewas, felt queer wild dreams go through her. She thrilled with hate as she thought of beings suffering
out beyond her—suffering terribly, since they were not masked by the built-in defenses of the Nordtrilian



communications system.
Shefdt thewild throb of long-forgotten lugt.

She hungered for things she had not known she remembered. She went through the spasms of fear
that the hundreds of animals expressed.

Undernegth this, her sane mind kept asking, "How much longer can | take it? How much longer
must | takeit? Lord God, be good to your people here on thisworld! Be good to poor old me.”

The green light went on.

She pressed a button on the other side of her chair. The gas hissed in. As she passed into
unconsciousness, she knew that her kittons passed into instant unNconsciousness too.

She would waken before they did and then her duties would begin: checking the living ones, taking
out the one that had clawed out its own throat, taking out those who had died of heart attacks,
rearranging them, dressing their wounds, treating them dive and ad eep—ad egp and happy—breeding,
living in their deep—until the next call should come to waken them for the defense of the treasureswhich
blessed and cursed her native world.

Everything had gone exactly right. Lavender had found anillegal planoform ship. Thiswasno
inconsequentia accomplishment, since planoform shipswere very drictly licensed and obtaining anillegd
onewas achore on which aplanet full of crooks could easily have worked alifetime.

Lavender had been lavished with money—Benjacomin's money.

The honest wedlth of the thieves planet had gone in and had paid the fal sifications and greet debts,
imaginary transactions that were fed to the computers for ships and cargoes and passengers that would
be dmost untraceably commingled in the commerce of ten thousand worlds.

"Let him pay for it," said Lavender, to one of his confederates, an apparent criminal who wasadso a
Nordtrilian agent. "Thisis paying good money for bad. Y ou better spend alot of it."

Just before Benjacomin took off Lavender sent on an additional message.

He sent it directly through the Go-captain, who usualy did not carry messages. The Go-captain was
arday commander of the Norstrilian fleet, but he had been carefully ordered not to look likeit.

The message concerned the planoform license—another twenty-odd tablets of stroon which could
mortgage ViolaSidereafor hundreds upon hundred of years. The captain said: "I don't have to send that
through. The answer isyes."

Benjacomin cameinto the control room. Thiswas contrary to regulations, but he had hired the ship
to violate regulations.

The captain looked at him sharply. "Y ou're a passenger, get out.”

Benjacomin said: "Y ou have my little yacht on board. | am the only man here outside of your
people.”

"Get out. Therésafineif you're caught here.”

"It does not matter,” Benjacomin sad. "I'll pay it."

"You will, will you?' said the captain. "Y ou would not be paying twenty tablets of stroon. That's
ridiculous. Nobody could get that much stroon.”

Benjacomin laughed, thinking of the thousands of tablets he would soon have. All he had to do was
to leave the planoform ship behind, strike once, go past the kittons and come back.

His power and his wealth came from the fact that he knew he could now reach it. The mortgage of
twenty tablets of stroon againgt this planet was alow priceto pay if it would pay off at thousandsto one.
The captain replied: "It's not worth it, it just is not worth risking twenty tablets for your being here. Buit |
cantell you how to get ingde the Norstrilian communications net if that isworth twenty-seven tablets”



Benjacomin went tense.

For amoment he thought he might die. All thiswork, al thistraining—the dead boy on the beach,
the gamble with the credit, and now this unsuspected antagonist!

He decided to faceit out. "What do you know?" said Benjacomin.
"Nothing," said the captain.

"You sad 'Nordrilia'"

"Thet | did," said the captain.

"If you said Nordtrilia, you must have guessed it. Who told you?”!

"Where ese would aman go if you look for infinite riches? If you get avay with it. Twenty tabletsis
nothing to aman likeyou.”

"It'stwo hundred years worth of work from three hundred thousand people,” said Benjacomin
grimly.

"When you get away with it, you will have more than twenty tablets, and so will your people.”

And Benjacomin thought of the thousands and thousands of tablets. "Y es, that | know."

"If you don't get away with it, you've got the card.”

"That'sright. All right. Get meinsdethe net. I'll pay the twenty-seven tablets.”

"Givemethe card.”

Benjacomin refused. He was atrained thief, and he was aert to thievery. Then he thought again.
Thiswasthe crisisof hislife. He had to gamble alittle on somebody.

He had to wager the card. "'I'll mark it and then I'll giveit back to you." Such was his excitement that
Benjacomin did not notice that the card went into aduplicator, that the transaction was recorded, that the
message went back to Olympic Center, that the loss and the mortgage against the planet of Viola Siderea
should be credited to certain commercia agenciesin Earth for three hundred yearsto come.

Benjacomin got the card back. He fdlt like an honest thief.

If hedid die, the card would be lost and his people would not haveto pay. If hewon, he could pay
that little bit out of his own pocket.

Benjacomin sat down. The Go-captain signalled to his pinlighters. The ship lurched.

For half asubjective hour they moved, the captain wearing a helmet of space upon his head, sensing
and grasping and guessing his way, stepping stone to stepping stone, right back to hishome. He had to
fumble the passage, or e se Benjacomin might guessthat he wasin the hands of double agents.

But the captain was wdll trained. Just aswell trained as Benjacomin.

Agents and thieves, they rode together.

They planoformed ins de the communications net. Benjacomin shook handswith them. "Y ou are
alowed to materidizeassoon as| cal."

"Good luck, Sir," said the captain.

"Good luck to me," said Benjacomin.

He climbed into his space yacht. For lessthan a second in red space, the gray expanse of Nordtrilia
loomed up. The ship which looked like a s mple warehouse disappeared into planoform, and the yacht
was on itsown.

The yacht dropped.

Asit dropped, Benjacomin had a hideous moment of confusion and terror.

He never knew the woman down below but she sensed him plainly as he received the wrath of the
much-amplified kittons. His conscious mind quivered under the blow. With a prolongation of subjective
experience which made one or two seconds seem like months of hurt drunken bewilderment, Benjacomin
Bozart siwept benesth the tide of his own persondity. The moon relay threw minkish minds againgt him.



The synapses of his brain re-formed to conjure up might-have-beens, terrible things that never happened
to any man. Then hisknowing mind whited out in an overload of stress.

His subcortica persondity lived on alittle longer.

His body fought for several minutes. Mad with lust and hunger, the body arched in the pilot's sedt,
the mouth bit deep into hisown arm. Driven by lust, the left hand tore a hisface, ripping out hisleft
eyeball. He screeched with animal lust as hetried to devour himsdlf ... not entirely without success.

The overwhelming tel epathic message of Mother Hitton'slittul kittons ground into hisbrain.
The mutated minkswere fully awake.

Therday satdllites had poisoned all the space around him with the craziness to which the minks
were bred.

Bozart'sbody did not live long. After afew minutes, the arteries were open, the head dumped
forward and the yacht was dropping helplesdy toward the warehouses which it had meant to raid.
Nordtrilian police picked it up.

The police themsdveswereill. All of them wereill. All of them were white-faced. Some of them had
vomited. They had gone through the edge of the mink defense. They had passed through the telepathic
band at its thinnest and weakest point. Thiswas enough to hurt them badly.

They did not want to know.

They wanted to forget.

One of the younger policemen looked at the body and said, "What on earth could do that to a
men?" "

"He picked thewrong job," said the police captain.

The young policeman said: "What's the wrong job?"

"Thewrong jobistrying to rob us, boy. We are defended, and we don't want to know how."

The young policeman, humiliated and on the verge of anger, looked dmost asif he would defy his
superior, while keeping his eyes away from the body of Benjacomin Bozart.

The older man said: "It'sdl right. He did not take long to die and thisis the man who killed the boy
Johnny, not very long ago.”

"Oh, him? So soon?!

"We brought him." The old police officer nodded. "Welet him find his death. That's how welive.
Tough, it it?'

The ventilators whispered softly, gently. The animasdept again. A jet of air poured down on
Mother Hitton. The telepathic relay was still on. She could fed hersdlf, the sheds, the faceted moon, the
little satellites. Of the robber there was no sign.

She stumbled to her feet. Her raiment was moist with perspiration. She needed a shower and fresh
clothes...

Back at Manhome, the Commercia Credit Circuit caled shrilly for human attention. A junior
subchief of the Instrumentality walked over to the machine and held out his hand.

The machine dropped a card neatly into hisfingers.

He looked at the card.

"Debit Viola Siderea—credit Earth Contingency—subcredit Norstrilian account—four hundred
million man megayears.

Though al adone, he whistled to himself in the empty room. "Well dl be dead, stroon or no stroon,
before they finish paying that!" He went off to tell hisfriends the odd news.

The machine, not getting its card back, made another one.



ALPHA RALPHA BOULEVARD

Here we see the very beginning of the Rediscovery of Man—the great undertaking of Lord
Jestocost and Lady Alice—to restore man's right to freedom: to risk, to uncertainty and even to
death. The Storm, a painting by Pierre-Auguste Cot, inspired the scene on Alpha Ralpha
Boulevard. Macht is, perhaps, one of the evil Vomacts—but perhaps not. And the Abba Dingo,
perplexingly, may be a bastardized Semitic-cum-Aussie slang for "Father of Lies..."

We were drunk with happinessin those early years. Everybody was, especialy the young people.
These were thefirg years of the Rediscovery of Man, when the Instrumentality dug deep in the treasury,
recongtructing the old cultures, the old languages, and even the old troubles. The nightmare of perfection
had taken our forefathers to the edge of suicide. Now under the leadership of the Lord Jestocost and the
Lady Alice More, the ancient civilizations were risng like great land masses out of the sea of the past.

I mysalf wasthefirst man to put a postage stamp on aletter, after fourteen thousand years. | took
Virginiato hear thefirst piano recita. We watched at the eye-machine when cholerawasreleased in
Tasmania, and we saw the Tasmanians dancing in the streets, now that they did not have to be protected
any more. Everywhere, things became exciting. Everywhere, men and women worked with awild will to
build amore imperfect world.

I mysdlf went into ahospital and came out French. Of course | remembered my early life; |
remembered it, but it did not matter. Virginiawas French, too, and we had the years of our future lying
ahead of uslikeripe fruit hanging in an orchard of perpetua summers. We had no ideawhen we would
die. Formerly, | would be able to go to bed and think, "The government has given me four hundred
years. Three hundred and seventy-four years from now, they will stop the stroon injectionsand | will then
die." Now | knew anything could happen. The safety devices had been turned off. The diseasesran free.
With luck, and hope, and love, | might live athousand years. Or | might die tomorrow. | wasfree.

Werevdled in every moment of the day.

Virginiaand | brought the first French newspaper to appear sincethe Most Ancient World fell. We
found delight in the news, even in the advertisements. Some parts of the culture were hard to reconstruct.
It was difficult to talk about foods of which only the names survived, but the homunculi and the machines,
working tirelesdy in Downdeep-downdeep, kept the surface of the world filled with enough noveltiesto
fill anyone's heart with hope. We knew that al of thiswas make-believe, and yet it was not. We knew
that when the diseases had killed the statistically correct number of people, they would be turned off;
when the accident rate rose too high, it would stop without our knowing why. We knew that over usal,
the Instrumentality watched. We had confidence that the L ord Jestocost and the Lady Alice More would
play with us asfriends and not use us as victims of agame,

Take, for example, Virginia. She had been caled Menerima, which represented the coded sounds of
her birth number. She was smdll, verging on chubby; she was compact; her head was covered with tight
brown curls; her eyes were abrown so degp and so rich that it took sunlight, with her squinting againgt it,
to bring forth the treasures of her irises. | had known her well, but never known her. | had seen her often,
but never seen her with my heart, until we met just outside the hospita, after becoming French.

| was pleased to see an old friend and started to speak in the Old Common Tongue, but the words
jammed, and as| tried to speak it was not Menerimaany longer, but someone of ancient beauty, rare
and strange—someone who had wandered into these | atter days from the treasure worlds of time past.
All | could do wasto sammer:

"What do you cdl yoursdf now?" And | said it in ancient French.

She answered in the same language, "Je m'appelle Virginie."



Looking a her and faling in love was asingle process. There was something strong, something wild
in her, wrapped and hidden by the tenderness and youth of her girlish body. It was as though destiny
gpoke to me out of the certain brown eyes, eyes which questioned me surely and wonderingly, just aswe
both questioned the fresh new world which lay about us.

"May 1?7 sad |, offering her my arm, as| had learned in the hours of hypnopedia. Shetook my arm
and we waked away from the hospitd.

I hummed atune which had comeinto my mind, dong with the ancient French language.

She tugged gently on my arm, and smiled up a me.

"What isit," she asked, "or don't you know?"

Thewords came soft and unbidden to my lipsand | sang it very quietly, muting my voicein her curly
hair, haf-singing half-whispering the popular song which had poured into my mind with al the other things
which the Rediscovery of Man had given me:

Shewasn't the woman | went to seek. | met her by the merest chance. She did not speak the
French of France, But the surded French of Martinique.

Shewasn't rich. Shewasn't chic. She had amost entrancing glance, And that wasall ...

Suddenly | ran out of words, "I seem to have forgotten the rest of it. It's called 'Macouba and it has
something to do with awonderful idand which the ancient French called Martinique.”

"l know wherethat is," she cried. She had been given the same memoriesthat | had. "Y ou can seeit
from Earthport!"

This was asudden return to the world we had known. Earthport stood on its single pedesta, twelve
miles high, a the eastern edge of the smal continent. At thetop of it, the lords worked amid machines
which had no meaning any more. There the shipswhispered their way in from the stars. | had seen
pictures of it, but | had never been there. Asamatter of fact, | had never known anyone who had
actually been up Earthport. Why should we have gone? We might not have been welcome, and we could
aways seeit just aswell through the pictures on the eye-machine. For Menerima—familiar, dully
pleasant, dear little Menerima—to have gone there was uncanny. It made methink that in the Old Perfect
World things had not been as plain or forthright as they seemed.

Virginia, the new Menerima, tried to speak in the Old Common Tongue, but she gave up and used
French instead:

"My aunt," she said, meaning akindred lady, since no one had had aunts for thousands of years,
"was aBeliever. Shetook meto the Abba-dingo. To get holinessand luck.”

The old mewas alittle shocked; the French me was disquieted by the fact that this girl had done
something unusua even before mankind itself turned to the unusua. The Abba-dingo was along-obsolete
computer set part way up the column of Earthport. The homunculi treated it asagod, and occasiondly
people went to it. To do so was tedious and vulgar.

Or had been. Till dl things became new again.

K eeping the annoyance out of my voice, | asked her:

"What wasit like?"

Shelaughed lightly, yet there was atrill to her laughter which gave me ashiver. If the old Menerima
had had secrets, what might the new Virginiado? | dmost hated the fate which made melove her, which
made mefed that the touch of her hand on my arm was alink between me and time-forever.

She amiled a meingtead of answering my question. The surfaceway was under repair; we followed
aramp down to thelevel of the top underground, where it was legal for true persons and hominids and
homunculi to walk.

| did not likethe feding; | had never gone more than twenty minutes trip from my birthplace. This
ramp looked safe enough. There were few hominids around these days, men from the stars who (though



of true human stock) had been changed to fit the conditions of a thousand worlds. The homunculi were
moraly repulsve, though many of them looked like very handsome people; bred from animadsinto the
shape of men, they took over the tedious chores of working with machines where no real man would
wish to go. It was whispered that some of them had even bred with actua people, and | would not want
my Virginiato be exposed to the presence of such a creature.

She had been holding my arm. When we walked down the ramp to the busy passage, | dipped my
arm free and put it over her shoulders, drawing her closer to me. It was light enough, bright enough to be
clearer than the daylight which we had left behind, but it was strange and full of danger. Inthe old days, |
would have turned around and gone home rather than to expose myself to the presence of such dreadful
beings. At thistime, in thismoment, | could not bear to part from my new-found love, and | was afraid
that if | went back to my own apartment in the tower, she might go to hers. Anyhow, being French gave
agpiceto danger.

Actudly, the people in the traffic |ooked commonpl ace enough. There were many busy machines,
some in human form and some not | did not see asingle hominid. Other people, whom | knew to be
homunculi because they yielded the right of way to us, looked no different from the real human beingson
the surface. A brilliantly beautiful girl gave mealook which | did not like—saucy, intelligent, provocetive
beyond dl limits of flirtation. | suspected her of being adog by origin. Among the homunculi, d'persons
are the ones most gpt to take liberties. They even have a dog-man philosopher who once produced a
tape arguing that since dogs are the most ancient of men'sdlies, they have theright to be closer to man
than any other form of life. When | saw the tape, | thought it amusing that a dog should be bred into the
form of aSocrates; here, in the top underground, | was not so sure at al. What would | do if one of them
became insolent? Kill him? That meant a brush with the law and atak with the subcommissioners of the
Ingrumentality.

Virginiancticed none of this.

She had not answered my question, but was asking me questions about the top underground
instead. | had been there only once before, when | was smdl, but it wasflattering to have her wondering,
husky voice murmuring in my ear.

Then it happened.

At firgt | thought he was a man, foreshortened by sometrick of the underground light. When he
came closer, | saw that it was not. He must have been five feet across the shoulders. Ugly red scarson
his forehead showed where the horns had been dug out of his skull. He was ahomunculus, obvioudy
derived from cattle stock. Frankly, | had never known that they left them that ill-formed.

And hewas drunk.

Ashe came closer | could pick up the buzz of hismind ... they're not people, they're not hominids,
and they're not Us—what are they doing here? The words they think confuse me. He had never
telepathed French before,

Thiswas bad. For him to talk was common enough, but only afew of the homunculi were
telepathic—those with specid jobs, such asin the Downdegp-downdeep, where only tel epathy could
relay ingructions.

Virginiaclungtome.

Thought I, in dear Common Tongue: True men are we. You must let us pass.

There was no answer but aroar. | do not know where he got drunk, or on what, but he did not get
my message.

I could see his thoughts forming up into panic, hel plessness, hate. Then he charged, amost dancing
toward us, as though he could crush our bodies.

My mind focused and | threw the stop order at him.
It did not work.



Horror-stricken, | redlized that | had thought French at him.
Virginiascreamed.
The bull-man was upon us.

At the last moment he swerved, passed us blindly, and let out aroar which filled the enormous
passage. He had raced beyond us.

Stll holding Virginia, | turned around to see what had made him passus.
Wheat | beheld was odd in the extreme.

Our figures ran down the corridor away from us—my black-purple cloak flying in the fill air asmy
image ran, Virginias golden dress swimming out behind her as she ran with me. The images were perfect
and the bull-man pursued them.

| stared around in bewilderment. We had been told that the safeguards no longer protected us.
A girl stood quietly next to thewall. | had almost mistaken her for a statue. Then she spoke,

"Come no closer. | am acat. It was easy enough to fool him. Y ou had better get back to the
urface”

"Thank you," | said, "thank you. Whét isyour name?"
"Doesit matter?' said the girl. "I'm not a person.”
A little offended, | insisted, "I just wanted to thank you." As| spoketo her | saw that shewas as

beautiful and as bright as aflame. Her skin was clear, the color of cream, and her hair—finer than any
human hair could possibly be—was the wild golden orange of a Persian cat.

"I'm Cmdll," said thegirl, "and | work at Earthport.”

That stopped both Virginiaand me. Cat-people were below us, and should be shunned, but
Earthport was above us, and had to be respected. Which was Cmell?

She amiled, and her smile was better suited for my eyesthan for Virginias. It spoke awhole world
of voluptuous knowledge. | knew she wasn't trying to do anything to me; the rest of her manner showed
that. Perhaps it Was the only smile she knew.

"Don't worry," she said, "about the formalities. Y ou'd better take these steps here. | hear him coming
back."

| spun around, looking for the drunken bull-man. He was not to be seen.

"Go up here," urged Cméll. "They are emergency steps and you will be back on the surface. | can
keep him from following. Was that French you were spesking?'

"Yes'" sad . "How did you—?"
"Get dong," shesaid. "Sorry | asked. Hurry!"

| entered the smdll door. A spiral staircase went to the surface. It was below our dignity astrue
people to use steps, but with Cmell urging me, there was nothing else | could do. I nodded goodbye to
C'mdl and drew Virginiaafter me up the sairs.

At the surface we stopped.

Virginiagasped, "Wasnt it horrible?”

"We're safe now,” said .

"It'snot safety,” shesad. "It'sthe dirtiness of it. Imagine having to talk to her!"

Virginiameant that Cmell was worse than the drunken bull-man. She sensed my reserve because
shesad, "Thesad thingis, you'll seeher again ... "

"What! How do you know that?'

"l don't know it," said Virginia. "l guessit. But | guess good, very good. After dl, | went to the
Abba-dingo."



"| asked you, darling, to tell me what happened there."

She shook her head mutely and began walking down the streetway. | had no choice but to follow
her. It made mealittleirritable.

| asked again, more crosdly, "What wasiit like?"
With hurt girlish dignity she said, "Nothing, nothing. It was along climb. The old woman made me go

with her. It turned out that the machine was not talking that day, anyhow, so we got permission to drop
down a shaft and to come back on therolling road. It was just awasted day."

She had been talking straight ahead, not to me, as though the memory were alittle ugly.

Then she turned her face to me. The brown eyes|ooked into my eyes as though she were searching
for my soul. (Soul. Thereésaword we have in French, and thereis nothing quitelikeit in the Old
Common Tongue.) She brightened and pleaded with me:

"Let'snot be dull on the new day. Let's be good to the new us, Paul. Let's do something redlly
French, if that'swhat we areto be."

"A café" | cried. "Weneed acafé. And | know where oneis.”
"Where?'

"“Two undergrounds over. Where the machines come out and where they permit the homunculi to
peer in thewindow." The thought of homunculi peering at us struck the new me as amusing, though the
old me had taken them as much for granted as windows or tables. The old me never met any, but knew
that they weren't exactly people, since they were, bred from animals, but they looked just about like
people, and they could talk. It took a Frenchman like the new meto realize that they could be ugly, or
beautiful, or picturesque. More than picturesque: romantic.

Evidently Virginianow thought .the same, for she said, "But they're nette, just adorable. What isthe
cafécdled?'
"The Greasy Cat," said |.

The Greasy Cat. How was || to know that thisled to a nightmare between high waters, and to the
windswhich cried? How was | to suppose that this had anything to do with Alpha RaphaBoulevard?

No forcein the world could have taken methere, if | had known.
Other new-French people had gotten to the café before us.

A waiter with a big brown moustache took our order. | looked closdly at him to seeif he might bea
licensed homunculus, alowed to work among people because his services were indispensable; but he
was not. He was pure machine, though his voice rang out with old-Parisian heartiness, and the designers
had even built into him the nervous habit of mopping the back of his hand againgt his big moustache, and
had fixed him so that little beads of sweat showed high up on hisbrow, just below the hairline.

"Mamsdle? M'seu? Beer? Coffee? Red wine next month. The sun will shinein the quarter after the
hour and after the half-hour. At twenty minutesto the hour it will rain for five minutes so that you can
enjoy these umbrellas. | am anative of Alsace. Y ou may speak French or German to me."

"Anything," said Virginia. "Y ou decide, Paul."
"Beer, please,” said |. "Blonde beer for both of us."
"But certainly, M'seu,” sad the waiter.

Heleft, waving hiscloth wildly over hisarm.

Virginiapuckered up her eyes against the sun and said, "'l wish it would rain now. I've never seen
red ran."

"Be patient, honey."
Sheturned earnestly to me. "What is'German,’ Paul?"
"Ancther language, another culture. | read they will bring it to life next year. But don't you like being



French?’

" likeit fine," she said. "Much better than being anumber. But Paul—" And then she stopped, her
eyes blurred with perplexity.

"Yes, daling?'

"Paul," she said, and the statement of my name was a cry of hope from some depth of her mind
beyond new me, beyond old me, beyond even the contrivances of the lords who moulded us. | reached
for her hand.

Sadl, "You cantdl me, darling.”

"Paul," she said, and it was dmost weeping, "Paul, why doesit dl happen sofag? Thisisour first
day, and we both fedl that we may spend the rest of our livestogether. There's something about
marriage, whatever that is, and we're supposed to find a priest, and | don't understand that, either. Paul,
Paul, Paul, why doesit happen so fast? | want to love you. | do love you. But | don't want to be madeto
loveyou. | want it to be the real me," and as she spoke, tears poured from her eyes though her voice
remained steady enough.

Thenit wasthat | said thewrong thing.

"Y ou don't have to worry, honey. I'm sure that the lords of the Instrumentality have programmed
everythingwell."

At that, she burgt into tears, loudly and uncontrollably. | had never seen an adult weep before. It
was strange and frightening.

A man from the next table came over and stood beside me, but | did not so much as glance at him.

"Darling,” sad |, reasonably, "darling, we can work it out—"

"Paul, let meleave you, so that | may be yours. Let me go away for afew days or afew weeksor a
few years. Then, if-if-if | do come back, you'll know it's me and not some program ordered by a
machine. For God's sake, Paul—for God's sakel" In adifferent voice she said, "What is God, Paul ?
They gave us the wordsto speak, but | do not know what they mean.”

The man beside me spoke. "I can take you to God," he said.

"Who areyou?' said |. "And who asked you to interfere?' Thiswas not the kind of language that we
hed ever used when spesking the Old Common Tongue—when they had given us anew language they
had built in temperament aswell.

The stranger kept his politeness—he was as French as we but he kept his temper well.

"My name" hesaid, "isMaximilien Macht, and | used to be aBdliever.”

Virginiaseyeslit up. She wiped her face absent-mindedly while staring at the man. Hewastal, lean,

sunburned. (How could he have gotten sunburned so soon?) He had reddish hair and amoustache
amogt like that of the robot waiter.

"Y ou asked about God, Mamselle," said the stranger. " God is where he has aways been—around
us, near us, inus."

Thiswas strange talk from aman who looked worldly. | roseto my feet to bid him goodbye.
Virginiaguessed what | was doing and she said: "That's nice of you, Paul. Give him achair.”

Therewaswarmth in her voice.

The machine waiter came back with two conical beskers made of glass. They had agoldenfluidin
them with a cap of foam on top. | had never seen or heard of beer before, but | knew exactly how it
would taste. | put imaginary money on thetray, received imaginary change, paid the waiter animaginary
tip. The Instrumentality had not yet figured out how to have separate kinds of money for al the new
cultures, and of course you could not use real money to pay for food or drink. Food and drink are free.

The machine wiped his moustache, used his serviette (checked red and white) to dab the sweat of f
his brow, and then looked inquiringly a Monseur Macht.



"M'seu, youwill St here?"

"Indeed," said Macht.

"Shdl | serveyou here?"

"But why not?' said Macht. "If these good people permit.”

"Very wdl," said the machine, wiping his moustache with the back of his hand. He fled to the dark
recesses of the bar.

All thistime Virginia had not taken her eyes off Macht.

"You areaBdiever?' sheasked. "Y ou are still aBdiever, when you have been made French like
us? How do you know you're you? Why do | love Paul? Are the lords and their machines controlling
everything in us? | want to be me. Do you know how to be me?"

"Not you, Mamsdlle," said Macht, "that would be too great an honor. But | am learning how to be
mysdlf. You see" he added, turning to me, "I have been French for two weeks now, and | know how
much of meis myself, and how much has been added by this new process of giving uslanguage and
danger agan."

Thewaiter came back with asmall beaker. It stood on astem, so that it looked like an evil little
miniature of Earthport. Thefluid it contained was milky white.

Macht lifted hisglassto us. "Y our hedth!"

Virginiagtared a him asif she were going to cry again. When he and | sipped, she blew her nose
and put her handkerchief away. It wasthefirst time | had ever seen a person perform that act of blowing
the nose, but it seemed to go well with our new culture.

Macht smiled at both of us, asif he were going to begin aspeech. The sun came out, right ontime. It
gave him ahalo, and made him look like adevil or asaint.

But it was Virginiawho spokefirgt

"Y ou have been there?'

Macht raised his eyebrows alittle, frowned, and said, "Yes" very quietly.

"Did you get aword?"' she perssted.

"Yes." Helooked glum, and alittle troubled.

"What did it say?'

For answer, he shook hishead at her, asif there were things which should never be mentioned in
public.

| wanted to break in, to find out what thiswas all about.

Virginiawent on, heeding menot at al: "But it did say something!"

"Yes" said Macht.

"Wasit important?’

"Mamsdle, let usnot talk about it."

"Wemug," shecried. "It'slife or death.” Her hands were clenched o tightly together that her
knuckles showed white. Her beer stood in front of her, untouched, growing warm in the sunlight.

"Very wdl," said Macht, "you may ask ... | cannot guarantee to answer."
| controlled mysdlf no longer. "What'sdl this about?"

Virginialooked at me with scorn, but even her scorn was the scorn of alover, not the cold
remoteness of the past. "Please, Paul, you wouldn't know. Wait awhile. What did it say to you, M'sieu
Macht?'

"That |, Maximilien Macht, would live or die with abrown-haired girl who was dready betrothed.”
He smiled wrily, "And | do not even quite know what "betrothed’ means.”



"WEell find out,” said Virginia. "When did it say this?'
"Whois'lIt"?" | shouted at them. "For God's sake, what isthisal about?

Macht looked at me and dropped his voice when he spoke: "The Abba-dingo." To her he said,
"Last week."

Virginiaturned white. "So it doeswork, it does, it does. Paul darling, it said nothing to me. But it
sad to my aunt something which | can't ever forget!"

I held her arm firmly and tenderly and tried to ook into her eyes, but she looked away. Said |,
"What did it say?"

"Paul and Virginia"

"Sowhat?' said .

| scarcely knew her. Her lips were tense and compressed. She was not angry. It was something
different, worse. She wasin the grip of tension. | suppose we had not seen that for thousands of years,

ether. "Paul, ssizethissmplefact, if you can grasp it. The machine gave that woman our names—but it
gave them to her twelve years ago.”

Macht stood up so suddenly that his chair fell over, and the waiter began running toward us.

"That sttlesit,” he said. 'We're dl going back.”

"Going where?' | said.

"To the Abba-dingo."

"But why now?" said |; and, "Will it work?' said Virginia, both a the sametime.

"It dwaysworks" said Macht, "if you go on the northern side.”

"How do you get there?' said Virginia

Macht frowned sadly, "There's only one way. By Alpha Ralpha Boulevard." Virginiastood up. And
sodidl.

Then, as| rose, | remembered. Alpha RaphaBoulevard. It was aruined street hanging in the sky,
faint asavapor trail. It had been aprocessiona highway once, where conquerors came down and tribute
went up. But it wasruined, lost in the clouds, closed to mankind for ahundred centuries.

"l know it," said . "It'sruined.”

Macht said nothing, but he stared at me asif | were an outsider ...

Virginia, very quiet and white of countenance, said, "Comedong.”

"Butwhy?' sadl. "Why?"

"Youfool," shesad, "if we don't have aGod, at least we have amachine. Thisisthe only thing left
on or off the world which the Instrumentdity doesn't understand. Maybe it tells the future. Maybeit'san
un-machine. It certainly comesfrom adifferent time. Can't you useit; darling? If it sayswere us, were
us”

"Andif it doesnt?'

"Thenwe'renot." Her face was sullen with grief.

"What do you mean?"

"If werenot us," she said, "werejust toys, dolls, puppetsthat the lords have written on. Y ou're not
you and I'm not me. But if the Abba-dingo, which knew the names Paul and Virginiatwelve years before
it happened—if the Abba-dingo saysthat we are us, | don't careif it'sa predicting machine or agod or a
devil or awhat. | don't care, but I'll have the truth.”

What could | have answered to that? Macht led, shefollowed, and | walked third in singlefile. We
left the sunlight of The Greasy Cat; just asweleft, alight rain began to fal. The waiter, looking

momentarily like the machine that he was, stared straight ahead. We crossed the lip of the underground
and went down to the fast expressway.



When we came out, we were in aregion of fine homes. All werein ruins. The trees had thrust their
way into the buildings. Flowersrioted across the lawn, through the open doors, and blazed in the roofless
rooms. Who needed a house in the open, when the population of Earth had dropped so that the cities
were commodious and empty?

Oncel thought | saw afamily of homunculi, including little ones, peering a me aswe trudged aong
the soft gravel road. Maybe the faces | had seen at the edge of the house were fantasies.

Macht said nothing.

Virginiaand | held hands as we walked beside him. | could have been happy at this odd excursion,
but her hand wastightly clenched in mine. She bit her lower lip from timetotime. | knew it mattered to
her—shewas on apilgrimage. (A pilgrimage was an ancient walk to some powerful place, very good for
body and soul.) | didn't mind going along. In fact, they could not have kept me from coming, once she
and Macht decided to leave the cafe. But | didn't haveto takeit serioudy. Did |?

What did Macht want?

Who was Macht? What thoughts had that mind learned in two short weeks? How had he preceded
usinto anew world of danger and adventure?| did not trust him. For thefirst timein my lifel felt done.
Always, dways, up to now, | had only to think about the Instrumentality and some protector legped fully
armed into my mind. Telepathy guarded againgt adl dangers, heded dl hurts, carried each of usforward
to the one hundred and forty-six thousand and ninety-seven days which had been dlotted us. Now it was
different. | did not know this man, and it was on him that | relied, not on the powers which had shielded
and protected us.

We turned from the ruined road into an immense boulevard. The pavement was so smooth and
unbroken that nothing grew on it, save where the wind and dust had deposited random little pockets of
earth.

Macht stopped.

"Thisisit,” hesad. "AlphaRaphaBoulevard.”

Wefdl slent and looked at the causeway of forgotten empires.

To our left the boulevard disappeared in agentle curve. It led far north of the city inwhich | had
been reared. | knew that there was another city to the north, but | had forgotten its name. Why should |
have remembered it? It was sure to be just like my own.

But to the right—To the right the boulevard rose sharply, like aramp. It disgppeared into the clouds.
Just at the edge of the cloud-line there was ahint of disaster. | could not see for sure, but it looked to me
as though the whole boulevard had been sheared off by unimaginable forces. Somewhere beyond the
clouds there stood the Abba-dingo, the place where dl questions were answered ...

Or s0 they thought.

Virginiacuddled closeto me.

"Let'sturn back," said l. "We are city people. We don't know anything about ruins.”

"You canif youwant to,” said Macht. "l wasjust trying to do you afavor.”

We both looked & Virginia.

Shelooked up at me with those brown eyes. From the eyes there came a plea older than woman or
man, older than the human race. | knew what she was going to say before she said it. Shewas going to
say that she had to know.

Macht wasidly crushing some soft rocks near hisfoot.

At lagt Virginiaspoke up: "Paul, | don't want danger for its own sake. But | meant what | said back
there. Isn't there a chance that we were told to love each other? What sort of alifewould it beif our

happiness, our own selves, depended on athread in a machine or on amechanica voice which spoketo
us when we were adeep and learning French? It may be fun to go back to the old world. | guessitis. |



know that you give me akind of happinesswhich | never even suspected beforethisday. If it'sredly us,
we have something wonderful, and we ought to know it. But if it isnt—" She burst into sobs.

| wanted to say, "If it isnt, it will seem just the same," but the ominous sulky face of Macht looked at
me over Virginias shoulder as| drew her to me. There was nothing to say.

| held her close.

From beneath Macht's foot there flowed atrickle of blood. The dust drank it up.

"Macht," sad |, "are you hurt?'

Virginiaturned around, too.

Macht raised his eyebrows at me and said with unconcern, "No. Why?'

"Theblood. At your feet.”

He glanced down. "Oh, those," he said, "they're nothing. Just the eggs of some kind of an un-bird
which doesnot evenfly.”

"Stop it!" | shouted telepathically, using the Old Common Tongue. | did not even try to think in our
new-learned French.

He stepped back apace in surprise.

Out of nothing there came to me amessage: thankyou thankyou goodgreat gohomeplease
thankyou goodgreat goaway manbad manbad manbad. Somewhere an animd or bird waswarning
me against Macht. | thought a casua thanksto it and turned my attention to Macht.

Heand | stared at each other. Wasthiswhat culture was? Were we now men? Did freedom aways
include the freedom to mistrugt, to fear, to hate?

I liked him not &t al. The words of forgotten crimes came into my mind: assassination, murder,
abduction, insanity, rape, robbery ...

We had known none of these thingsand yet | felt them all.

He spoke evenly to me. We had both been careful to guard our minds against being read

telepathicdly, so that our only means of communication were empathy and French. "It'syour ideg," he
said, most untruthfully, "or at least your lady's ... ™

"Haslying aready comeinto theworld," said I, "so that we walk into the clouds for no reason at
dl?'

"Thereisareason,” said Macht.

| pushed Virginiagently aside and capped my mind so tightly that the anti-telepathy fdlt likea
headache.

"Macht,” sad |, and | mysdlf could hear the snarl of an anima in my own voice, "tel mewhy you
have brought us here or I will kill you."

Hedid not retreat. He faced me, ready for afight. He said, "Kill?'Y ou mean, to make me dead?’
but hiswords did not carry conviction. Neither one of us knew how to fight, but he readied for defense
and | for attack.

Undernesth my thought shield an animal thought crept in: good-man good-man take him by the
neck no-air he-aaah no-air he-aaah like broken egg ...

| took the advice without worrying where it came from. It was smple. | walked over to Macht,
reached my hands around histhroat and squeezed. He tried to push my hands away. Then hetried to
kick me. All I did washang onto histhroat. If | had been alord or a Go-captain, | might have known
about fighting. But | did not, and neither did he.

It ended when a sudden weight dragged at my hands.

Out of surprise, | et go.

Macht had become unconscious. Was that dead?



It could not have been, because he sat up. Virginiaran to him. He rubbed histhroat and said with a
rough voice

"Y ou should not have done that."

Thisgave me courage. "Tell me" | spat a him, "tell me why you wanted usto come, or | will do it
agan."

Macht grinned weakly. He leaned hishead againgt Virginiasarm. "It'sfear,” he sad. "Fear."

"Fear?' | knew the word—peur—but not the meaning. Wasit some kind of disquiet or animal
dam?

I had been thinking with my mind open; he thought back yes.

"But why doyoulikeit?" | asked.

Itisdelicious, hethought. It makes me sick and thrilly and alive. It is like strong medicine,
almost as good as stroon. | went there before. High up, | had much fear. It was wonderful and bad
and good, all at the sametime. | lived a thousand yearsin a single hour. | wanted more of it, but |
thought it would he even more exciting with other people.

"Now I will kill you," said | in French. "Y ou are very—very ... " | had to look for theword. "Y ou
aeveay evil."

"No," sad Virginia, "let him talk."

He thought a me, not bothering with words. This is what the lords of the Instrumentality never
let us have. Fear. Reality. We were born in a stupor and we died in a dream. Even the
under peopl e, the animals had more life than we did. The machines did not have fear. That's what
we were. Machines who thought they were men. And now we are free.

He saw the edge of raw, red anger in my mind, and he changed the subject. | did not lie to you.
Thisis the way to the Abba-dingo. | have been there. It works. On this side, it always works.

"It works," cried Virginia. "Y ou see he says 0. It works! Heistdlling the truth. Oh, Paul, do let'sgo
on!"

"All right," sad I, "well go."

| helped him rise. He looked embarrassed, like aman who has shown something of which heis
ashamed.

We walked onto the surface of the indestructible boulevard. It was comfortable to the feet.

At the bottom of my mind the little unseen bird or animal babbled itsthoughts at me: goodman
goodman make him dead take water take water ...

| paid no attention as | walked forward with her and him, Virginiabetween us. | paid no attention.
I wish| had.
Wewalked for along time.

The process was new to us. There was something exhilarating in knowing that no one guarded us,
that the air was free air, moving without benefit of weather machines. We saw many birds, and when |
thought at them | found their minds startled and opague; they were natura birds, the like of which | had
never seen before. Virginiaasked me their names, and | outrageoudly gpplied al the bird-nameswhich
we had learned in French without knowing whether they were historicdly right or not.

Maximilien Macht cheered up, too, and he even sang us a song, rather off key, to the effect that we
would take the high road and he the low one, but that he would be in Scotland before us. It did not make
sense, but the lilt was pleasant. Whenever he got a certain distance ahead of Virginiaand me, | made up
variations on "Macouba' and sang-whispered the phrasesinto her pretty ear:

She wasn't the woman | went to seek. | met her by the merest chance. She did not speak the
French of France, But the surded French of Martinique.

We were happy in adventure and freedom, until we became hungry. Then our troubles began.



Virginiastepped up to alamp-pogt, struck it lightly with her fist and said, "Feed me." The post
should either have opened, serving usadinner, or setold us where, within the next few hundred yards,
food wasto be had. It did neither. It did nothing. It must have been broken.

With that, we began to make agame of hitting every single post.
AlphaRaphaBoulevard had risen about haf akilometer above the surrounding countryside. The

wild birdswhedled below us. There was less dust on the pavement, and fewer patches of weeds. The
immense road, with no pylons below it, curved like an unsupported ribbon into the clouds.

We wearied of beating posts and there was neither food nor water.

Virginiabecame fretful: "1t won't do any good to go back now. Food is even farther the other way. |
do wish you'd brought something."

How should | have thought to carry food? Who ever carries food? Why would they carry it, when it
iseverywhere? My darling was unreasonable, but shewas my darling and | loved her dl the morefor the
sweet imperfections of her temper.

Macht kept tapping pillars, partly to keep out of our fight, and obtained an unexpected result.

At one moment | saw him leaning over to give the pillar of alarge lamp the usua hearty but guarded
whop—in the next instant he yelped like adog and was diding uphill at ahigh rate of speed. | heard him
shout something, but could not make out the words, before he disappeared into the clouds ahead.

Virginialooked at me. "Do you want to go back now? Macht is gone. We can say that | got tired.”
"Areyou serious?'
"Of course, darling.”

I laughed, alittle angrily. She had ingsted that we come, and now she was ready to turn around and
giveit up, just to please me.

"Never mind," said |. "It can't befar now. Let'sgo on.”

"Paul ... " She stood close to me. Her brown eyes were troubled, as though she were trying to see
al the way into my mind through my eyes. | thought to her, Do you want to talk thisway?

"No," said she, in French. "'l want to say thingsone at atime. Paul; | do want to go to the
Abba-dingo. | need to go. It'sthe biggest need in my life. But & the sametime | don't want to go. There
is something wrong up there. | would rather have you on the wrong terms than not have you at all.
Something could happen.”

Edgily, | demanded, "Are you getting this 'fear' that Macht was talking about?"
"Oh, no, Paul, not at dl. Thisfeding isn't exciting. It fed s like something broken in amachine—"
"Ligen!" | interrupted her.

From far ahead, from within the clouds, there came a sound like an animal wailing. Therewere
wordsinit. It must have been Macht. | thought | heard "take care.” When | sought him with my mind, the
distance made circlesand | got dizzy.

"Let'sfollow, darling,” sad .

"Yes, Paul," said she, and in her voice there was an unfathomalble mixture of happiness, resgnation,
and despair ...

Before we moved on, | looked carefully at her. She was my girl. The sky had turned yellow and the
lights were not yet on. In the yelow rich sky her brown curls were tinted with gold, her brown eyes
approached the black in thelr irises, her young and fate-haunted face seemed more meaningful than any
other human face | had ever seen.

"Youareming" | said.
"Yes, Paul," she answered me and then smiled brightly. "You said it! That isdoubly nice.
A bird on therailing looked sharply at us and then left. Perhaps he did not approve of human



nonsense, S0 flung himsdf downward into dark air. | saw him catch himsdlf, far below, and ride lazily on
hiswings.

"We're not asfree asbirds, darling,” | told Virginia, "but we are freer than people have been for a
hundred centuries.”

For answer she hugged my arm and smiled a me.

"And now," | added, "to follow Macht. Put your arms around me and hold metight. I'll try hitting
that post. If we don't get dinner we may get aride.”

| felt her take hold tightly and then | struck the post.

Which pogt? An ingtant later the posts were sailing by usin ablur. The ground beneath our feet
seemed steady, but we were moving at afast rate. Even in the service underground | had never seena

roadway asfast asthis. Virginias dress was blowing so hard that it made snapping sounds like the snap
of fingers. Innotime at al we werein the cloud and out of it again.

A new world surrounded us. The cloudslay below and above. Here and there blue sky shone
through. We were steady. The ancient engineers must have devised the walkway cleverly. We rode up,
up, up without getting dizzy.

Another cloud.

Then things happened so fast that the telling of them takeslonger than the event.

Something dark rushed at me from up ahead. A violent blow hit mein the chest. Only much later did
| realize that thiswas Macht's arm trying to grab me before we went over the edge. Then we went into
another cloud. Before | could even speak to Virginiaa second blow struck me. The pain wasterrible. |
had never felt anything likethat in al my life. For some reason, Virginia had fallen over me and beyond
me. Shewas pulling a my hands.

| tried to tell her to stop pulling me, because it hurt, but | had no breath. Rather than argue, | tried to
do what shewanted. | struggled toward her. Only then did | redlize that there was nothing below my
feet—no bridge, no jetway, nothing.

| was on the edge of the boulevard, the broken edge of the upper side. There was nothing below me
except for some looped cables, and, far underneath them, atiny ribbon which was either ariver or a
road.

We had jumped blindly acrossthe great gap and | had fallen just far enough to catch the upper edge
of the roadway on my chest

It did not matter, the pain.
In amoment the doctor-robot would be there to repair me.

A look at Virginias face reminded me there was no doctor-robot, no world, no Instrumentality,
nothing but wind and pain. She was crying. It took amoment for me to hear what shewas saying, "I did
it, | did it, darling, are you dead?"

Neither one of uswas sure what "dead" meant, because people dways went away at their
gppointed time, but we knew that it meant a cessation of life. | tried to tell her that | wasliving, but she
fluttered over me and kept dragging me farther from the edge of the drop.

I used my handsto push mysdlf into aSitting position.

She knelt beside me and covered my face with kisses.

At last | was ableto gasp, "Where's Macht?'

Shelooked back. "I don't see him."

| tried to look too. Rather than have me struggle, she said, "Y ou stay quiet. I'll look again.”

Bravely she walked to the edge of the sheared-off boulevard. She looked over toward the lower
side of the gap, peering through the clouds which drifted past us as rapidly as smoke sucked by a
ventilator. Then she cried out:



"l see him. Helooks so funny. Like an insect in the museum. Heis crawling across on the cables.”

Struggling to my hands and knees, | neared her and looked too. There he was, adot moving dong a
thread, with the birds soaring by beneath him. It looked very unsafe. Perhaps he was getting dl the "fear”
that he needed to keep himsaf happy. | did not want that "fear," whatever it was. | wanted food, water,
and a doctor-robot.

None of these were here.

| struggled to my feet. Virginiatried to help me but | was standing before she could do more than
touch my deeve.

"Let'sgoon.”

"On?' shesad.

"On to the Abba-dingo. There may be friendly machines up there. Here there is nothing but cold and
wind, and the lights have not yet gone on.”

Shefrowned. "But Macht ... 7'

"It will be hours before he gets here. We can come back."”

She obeyed.

Once again we went to the left of the boulevard. | told her to squeeze my waist while | struck the
pillars, one by one. Surely there must have been areactivating device for the passengers on the road.

Thefourth time, it worked.

Once again the wind whipped our clothing as we raced upward on Alpha Ralpha Boulevard.
Weamost fell astheroad veered to theleft. | caught my balance, only to have it veer the other way.
And then we stopped.

Thiswas the Abba-dingo.

A walkway littered with white objects—knobs and rods and imperfectly formed balls about the size
of my head.

Virginiastood beside me, slent.
About the size of my head?| kicked one of the objects aside and then knew, knew for sure, what it

was. It was people. Theinside parts. | had never seen such things before. And that, that on the ground,
must once have been ahand. There were hundreds of such thingsaong thewall.

"Come, Virginia," said I, keeping my voice even, and my thoughts hidden.

Shefollowed without saying aword. She was curious about the things on the ground, but she did
not seem to recognize them.

For my part, | waswatching the wall.

At last | found them—the little doors of Abba-dingo.

One said METEOROL OGICAL. It was not Old Common Tongue, nor was it French, but it was so
closethat | knew it had something to do with the behavior of air. | put my hand against the panel of the
door. The panel became trand ucent and ancient writing showed through. There were numberswhich
meant nothing, words which meant nothing, and then:

Typhoon comn ng.

My French had not taught mewhat a"coming” was, but "typhoon” was plainly typhon, amgor air
disturbance. Thought I, let the weather machines take care of the matter. It had nothing to do with us.

"That'sno hdp,” sad .

"What doesit mean?' shesad.

"Theair will bedisturbed.”

"Oh," said she. "That couldn't matter to us, could it?"



"Of course not.”

| tried the next pandl, which said FOOD. When my hand touched the little door, there was an aching
creak insde the wall, as though the whole tower retched. The door opened alittle bit and a horrible odor
came out of it. Then the door closed again.

The third door said HEL P and when | touched it nothing happened. Perhaps it was some kind of
tax-collecting device from the ancient days.

It yielded nothing to my touch. The fourth door was larger and aready partly open at the bottom. At
the top, the name of the door was PREDICTIONS. Plain enough, that one was, to anyone who knew
Old French. The name at the bottom was more mysterious. PUT PAPER HERE it said, and | could not
guesswhat it meant.

| tried telepathy. Nothing happened. The wind whistled past us. Some of the calcium ballsand
knobs rolled on the pavement. | tried again, trying my utmost for theimprint of long-departed thoughts. A
scream entered my mind, athin long scream which did not sound much like people. That wasall.

Perhapsit did upset me. | did not fed "fear,” but | wasworried about Virginia
She was staring at the ground.
"Paul," shesad, "isn't that aman's coat on the ground among those funny things?*

Oncel had seen an ancient X-ray in the museum, so | knew that the coat still surrounded the
materia which had provided the inner structure of the man. Therewas no ball there, so that | was quite
sure he was dead. How could that have happened in the old days? Why did the Instrumentality let it
happen? But then, the Instrumentality had aways forbidden this side of the tower. Perhaps the violators
had met their own punishment in someway | could not fathom.

"Look, Paul," said Virginia, "l can put my handin."

Before | could stop her, she had thrust her hand into the flat open dot which said PUT PAPER
HERE.

She screamed.

Her hand was caught.

| tried to pull a her arm, but it did not move. She began gasping with pain. Suddenly her hand came
free

Clear wordswere cut into the living skin. | tore my cloak off and wrapped her hand.
As she sobbed beside me | unbandaged her hand. As| did so she saw the words on her skin.
Thewords said, in clear French: You will love Paul all your life.

Virginialet me bandage her hand with my cloak and then she lifted her face to be kissed. "It was
worthit," shesaid; "it wasworth al the trouble, Paul. Let's seeif we can get down. Now | know."

| kissed her again and said, reassuringly, ™Y ou do know, don't you?"

"Of course," she amiled through her tears. "The Instrumentdity could not have contrived this. What a
clever old machine! Isit agod or adevil, Paul ?*

| had not studied those words at that time, so | patted her instead of answering. Weturned to leave.
At thelast minute | redized that | had not tried PREDICTIONS myself.
"Just amoment, darling. Let metear alittle piece off the bandage.”

She waited patiently. | tore a piece the size of my hand, and then | picked up one of the ex-person
units on the ground. It may have been the front of an arm. | returned to push the cloth into the dot, but
when | turned to the door, an enormous bird was sitting there.

I used my hand to push the bird aside, and he cawed at me. He even seemed to threaten me with his
criesand his sharp beak. | could not didodge him.

Then | tried telepathy. | am a true man. Go away! The bird's dim mind flashed back a me nothing



but no-no-no-no-no! With that | struck him so hard with my fist that he fluttered to the ground. He
righted himsalf amid the white litter on the pavement and then, opening hiswings, he let thewind carry
him away.

| pushed in the scrap of cloth, counted to twenty in my mind, and pulled the scrap out.

The wordswere plain, but they meant nothing: You will love Virginia twenty-one more minutes.

Her happy voice, reassured by the prediction but still unsteady from the pain in her written-on hand,
cameto me asthough it were far away. "What doesit say, darling?’

Accidentally on purpose, | let the wind take the scrap. It fluttered away like abird. Virginiasaw it
go.

"Oh," she cried disgppointedly. "Weve logt it! What did it say?"

"Just what yoursdid."

"But what words, Paul? How did it say it?"

With love and heartbreak and perhaps alittle "fear," | lied to her and whispered gently,

"It sad, "Paul will dwaysloveVirginia™

She amiled at meradiantly. Her stocky, full figure stood firmly and happily againgt the wind. Once
again she was the chubby, pretty Menerimawhom I had noticed in our block when we both were
children. And she was more than that. She was my new-found love in our new-found world. She was my
mademoiselle from Martinique. The message was foolish. We had seen from the food-d ot thet the
machine was broken.

"Thereésno food or water here" said |. Actudly, there was a puddle of water near therailing, but it
had been blown over the human structural €lements on the ground, and | had no heart to drink it.

Virginiawas so happy that, despite her wounded hand, her lack of water and her lack of food, she
walked vigoroudy and chearfully.

Thought | to myself, Twenty-one minutes. About Six hours have passed. If we stay here we face
unknown dangers.

Vigoroudy we waked downward, down Alpha Ralpha Boulevard. We had met the Abba-dingo
and were dtill "dive." | did not think that | was"dead,” but the words have been meaningless so long that
it was hard to think them.

The ramp was so steep going down that we pranced like horses. The wind blew into our faces with
incredible force. That'swhat it was, wind, but | looked up the word vent only after it wasal over.

We never did see the whole tower—just the wall a which the ancient jetway had deposited us. The
rest of the tower was hidden by clouds which fluttered like torn rags as they raced past the heavy
meterid.

The sky wasred on one side and adirty yellow on the other.

Big drops of water began to strike at us.

"The weather machines are broken,” | shouted to Virginia

Shetried to shout back to me but the wind carried her words away. | repeated what | had said
about the weather machines. She nodded happily and warmly, though the wind was by now whipping her
hair past her face and the pieces of water which fell from up above were spotting her flame-golden gown.
It did not matter. She clung to my arm. Her happy face smiled at me as we stamped downward, bracing
oursalves againgt the declinein the ramp. Her brown eyeswere full of confidence and life. She saw me
looking at her and she kissed me on the upper arm without losing step. She was my own girl forever, and
sheknew it.

The water-from-above, which | later knew was actud "rain,” camein increasing volume. Suddenly it
included birds. A large bird flapped hisway vigoroudy againgt the whistling air and managed to stand ill
infront of my face, though his air speed was many leagues per hour. He cawed in my face and then was



carried away by thewind. No sooner had that one gone than another bird struck mein the body. |
looked down at it but it too was carried away by the racing current of air. All I got was atel epathic echo
fromitsbright blank mind: no-no-no-no!

Now what?thought I. A bird'sadviceis not much to go upon.

Virginiagrabbed my arm and stopped.

| too stopped.

The broken edge of Alpha RaphaBoulevard was just ahead. Ugly yelow clouds swam through the
break like poisonous fish hastening on an inexplicable errand.

Virginiawas shouting.

| could not hear her, so | leaned down. That way her mouth could amost touch my ear.

"WhereisMacht?' she shouted.

Carefully 1 took her to the left Side of the road, where the railing gave us some protection againgt the
heavy racing air, and againgt the water commingled with it. By now neither of us could seevery far. |
made her drop to her knees. | got down beside her. Thefaling water pelted our backs. The light around
us had turned to adark dirty yellow.

We could till see, but we could not see much.

| waswilling to st in the shelter of therailing, but she nudged me. She wanted us to do something
about Macht. What anyone could do, that was beyond me. If he had found shelter, he was safe, but if he
was out on those cables, thewild pushing air would soon carry him off and then there would be no more
Maximilien Macht. Hewould be "dead" and hisinterior parts would bleach somewhere on the open
ground.

Virginiaindsted.

We crept to the edge.

A bird swept in, true asabullet, aiming for my face. | flinched. A wing touched me. It stung against
my cheek likefire. | did not know that feathers were so tough. The birds must al have damaged mental
mechanisms, thought I, if they hit people on Alpha Rapha. That is not the right way to behave toward
true people.

At last we reached the edge, crawling on our bellies. | tried to dig the fingernails of my left hand into
the stonelike materia of therailing, but it wasflat, and there was nothing much to hold to, save for the
ornamentd fluting. My right arm was around Virginia. It hurt me badly to crawl forward that way,
because my body was till damaged from the blow against the edge of the road, on the way coming up.
When | hesitated, Virginiathrust hersdlf forward. We saw nothing.

The gloom was around us.

Thewind and the water begt at uslikefists.

Her gown pulled at her like adog worrying its master. | wanted to get her back into the shelter of
the railing, where we could wait for the air-disturbance to end.

Abruptly, thelight shone dl around us. It waswild éectricity, which the ancients called lightning.
Later | found that it occurs quite frequently in the areas beyond the reach of the weather machines.

The bright quick light showed us awhite face staring at us. He hung on the cablesbelow us. His
mouth was open, so he must have been shouting. | shdl never know whether the expression on hisface
showed "fear" or great happiness. It wasfull of excitement. The bright light went out and | thought that |
heard the echo of acall. | reached for hismind telepathically and there was nothing there. Just some dim,
obgtinate bird thinking at me, no-no-no-no-nol!

Virginiatightened in my arms. She squirmed around. | shouted at her in French. She could not hear.

Then| caled with my mind.

Someone e sewas there.



Virginiasmind blazed & me, full of revulson, The cat-girl. She is going to touch me!

Shetwisted. My right arm was suddenly empty. | saw the gleam of a golden gown flash over the
edge, eveninthedim light. | reached with my mind, and | caught her cry:

"Paul, Paul, | loveyou. Paul ... help me!™

The thoughts faded as her body dropped.

The someone else was Cmell, whom we had first met in the corridor.

| came to get you both, she thought at me; not that the birds cared about her.
What have the birds got to do with it?

You saved them. You saved their young, when the red-topped man was killing themall. All of
us have been worried about what you true people would do to us when you were free. We found
out. Some of you are bad and kill other kinds of life. Others of you are good and protect life.

Thought I, isthat all there isto good and bad?

Perhaps| should not have left mysdlf off guard. People did not have to understand fighting, but the
homunculi did. They were bred amidst battle and they served through troubles. Cmell, cat-girl that she
was, caught me on the chin with apistonlike fist. She had no anesthesia, and the only way—cat or no
cat—that she could carry me across the cablesin the "typhoon™ was to have me unconscious and
relaxed.

| awakened in my own room. | felt very well indeed. The robot-doctor was there. Said he:

"Y ou've had a shock. I've aready reached the subcommissioner of the Instrumentality, and | can
erase the memories of thelast full day, if you want meto.”

His expression was pleasant.
Wherewastheracing wind? The air faling like stone around us? The water driving where no

westher machines controlled it? Where was the golden gown and the wild fear-hungry face of Maximilien
Macht?

I thought these things, but the robot-doctor, not being telepathic, caught none of it. | stared hard at
him.
"Where" | cried, "ismy own true love?!

Robots cannot sneer, but this one attempted to do so. " The naked cat-girl with the blazing hair? She
|eft to get some dothing.”

| sared at him.

His fuddy-duddy little machine mind cooked up its own nasty little thoughts, "1 must say, Sir, you
‘free peopl€' changevery fastindeed ... "

Who argues with amachine? It wasn't worth answering him.

But that other machine? Twenty-one minutes. How could that work out? How could it have known?
| did not want to argue with that other machine ether. It must have been avery powerful |eft-over
machine—perhaps something used in ancient wars. | had no intention of finding out. Some people might
cdl itagod. | cdl it nothing. | do not need "fear" and | do not propose to go back to Alpha Ralpha
Boulevard again.

But hear, oh heart of minel—how can you ever visit the café again?
C'mdll came in and the robot-doctor |ft.

THE BALLAD OF LOST C'MELL
"Rather loosely inspired by some of the magical and conspiratorial scenes of The Romance of



Three Kingdoms," a 14th-century work by Lo Kuan-chung, according to Smith himself. C'mell
herself was inspired by Cat Melanie, one of the felines in Smith's household. She and Lord
Jestocost, of course, both figure later in the events of his novel Norstrilia ...

She got the which of the what-she-did,
Hid the bell with a blot, she did,
But she fell in love with a hominid.
Where is the which of the what-she-did?
—from THE BALLAD OF LOST CMELL

Shewasagirly girl and they were true men, thelords of crestion, but she pitted her wits against
them and she won. It had never happened before, and it is sure never to happen again, but she did win.
She was not even of human extraction. She was cat-derived, though human in outward shape, which
explainsthe Cinfront of her name. Her father's name was C'mackintosh and her name C'mell. Shewon
her tricks againgt the lawful and assembled Lords of the Insrumentaity.

It al happened at Earthport, grestest of buildings, smdlest of cities, standing twenty-five kilometers
high at the western edge of the Smaler Sea of Earth.

Jestocost had an office outsde the fourth valve.

Jestocodt liked the morning sunshine, while most of the other Lords of Instrumentdity did not, so
that he had no trouble in keeping the office and the apartments which he had sdected. His main office
was ninety meters deep, twenty meters high, twenty meters broad. Behind it was the "fourth valve,"
amogt athousand hectaresin extent. It was shaped hdlically, like an enormous snail. Jestocost's
gpartment, big asit was, was merely one of the pigeonholesin the muffler on the rim of Earthport.
Earthport stood like an enormous wineglass, reaching from the magmato the high atmosphere.

Earthport had been built during mankind's biggest mechanica splurge. Though men had had nuclear
rockets since the beginning of consecutive history, they had used chemical rocketsto load the
interplanetary ion-drive and nuclear-drive vehicles or to assemble the photonic sail-shipsfor interstellar
cruises. Impatient with the troubles of taking things bit by bit into the sky, they had worked out a
billion-ton rocket, only to find that it ruined whatever countryside it touched in landing. The
Damoni—people of Earth extraction, who came back from somewhere beyond the stars—had helped
men build it of weatherproof, rustproof, timeproof, stressoroof material. Then they had gone away and
had never come back.

Jestocost often looked around his apartment and wondered what it might have been like when
white-hot gas, muted to awhisper, surged out of the valve into his own chamber and the sixty-three other
chamberslikeit. Now he had aback wall of heavy timber, and the valveitself was agreat hollow cave
where afew wild things lived. Nobody needed that much space any more. The chambers were useful,
but the valve did nothing. Planoforming ships whispered in from the stars; they landed at Earthport asa
matter of legd convenience, but they made no noise and they certainly had no hot gases.

Jestocost looked at the high clouds far below him and talked to himself,

"Niceday. Good air. No trouble. Better eat.”

Jestocost often talked like that to himsalf. He was an individua, dmost an eccentric. One of the top
council of mankind, he had problems, but they were not persona problems. He had a Rembrandt
hanging above his bed—the only Rembrandt known in theworld, just as he was possibly the only person
who could gppreciate a Rembrandt. He had the tapestries of aforgotten empire hanging from his back
wall. Every morning the sun played agrand operafor him, muting and lighting and shifting the colors so



that he could amost imagine that the old days of quarrel, murder and high dramahad come back to Earth
again. He had a copy of Shakespeare, a copy of Colegrove and two pages of the Book of Ecciesastes
in alocked box beside his bed. Only forty-two people in the universe could read Ancient English, and he
was one of them. He drank wine, which he had made by his own robotsin his own vineyards on the
Sunset coast. He was aman, in short, who had arranged his own lifeto live comfortably, selfishly and
well on the persond side, so that he could give generoudy and impartidly of histaentson the officid
sde

When he awoke on this particular morning, he had no ideathat a beautiful girl was about to fall
hopelessly in love with him—that he would find, after ahundred years and more of experiencein
government, another government on earth just as strong and amost as ancient as his own—that hewould
willingly fling himsdlf into congpiracy and danger for a cause which he only half understood. All these
thingswere mercifully hidden from him by time, so that hisonly question on arisng was, should he or
should he not have asmal cup of white wine with his bregkfast. On the 173rd day of each year, he
aways made a point of eating eggs. They were araretreat, and he did not want to spoil himsdlf by
having too many, nor to deprive himsdlf and forget atreat by having none at dl. He puttered around the
room, muttering, “"White wine? White wine?"

C'mel was coming into hislife, but he did not know it. She was fated to win; that part, she herself
did not know.

Ever since mankind had gone through the Rediscovery of Man, bringing back governments, money,
newspapers, national languages, sickness and occasiond death, there had been the problem of the
underpeople—people who were not human, but merely humanly shaped from the stock of Earth animals.
They could speak, sing, read, write, work, love and die; but they were not covered by human law, which
samply defined them as"homunculi” and gave them alegd status closeto animas or robots. Redl people
from off-world were dways cdled "hominids."

Most of the underpeople did their jobs and accepted their half-dave status without question. Some
became famous—C'mackintosh had been the first earth-being to manage afifty-meter broad-jump under
normal gravity. His picture was seen in athousand worlds. His daughter, Cméll, was agirly girl, earning
her living by wel coming human beings and hominids from the outworlds and making them fed & home
when they reached Earth. She had the privilege of working at Earthport, but she had the duty of working
very hard for aliving which did not pay well. Human beings and hominids had lived so long in an affluent
society that they did not know what it meant to be poor. But the Lords of the Instrumentality had
decreed that underpeople—derived from animal stock—should live under the economics of the Ancient
World; they had to have their own kind of money to pay for their rooms, their food, their possessions
and the education of their children. If they became bankrupt, they went to the Poorhouse, where they
werekilled painlessy by means of gas.

It was evident that humanity, having settled al of its own basic problems, was not quite ready to let
Earth animals, no matter how much they might be changed, assume afull equdity with man.

The Lord Jestocost, seventh of that name, opposed the policy. He was aman who had little love, no
fear, freedom from ambition and a dedication to hisjob: but there are passions of government as deep
and challenging as the emations of love. Two hundred years of thinking himsdlf right and of being
outvoted had indtilled in Jestocost afurious desire to get things done his own way.

Jestocost was one of the few true men who believed in the rights of the underpeople. He did not
think that mankind would ever get around to correcting ancient wrongs unless the underpeople
themselves had some of the tools of power—weapons, conspiracy, wealth and (above all) organization
with which to chalenge man. He was not afraid of revolt, but he thirsted for justice with an obsessve
yearning which overrode al other consderations.

When the Lords of the Instrumentality heard that there was the rumor of a conspiracy among the
underpeople, they Ieft it to the robot police to ferret out.

Jestocost did not.



He set up hisown police, using underpeople themsalves for the purpose, hoping to recruit enemies
who would redize that he was afriendly enemy and who would in course of time bring him into touch
with the leaders of the underpeople.

If those leaders existed, they were clever. What sgn did agirly girl like Cmell ever give that shewas
the spearhead of a crisscross of agentswho had penetrated Earthport itself? They must, if they existed,
be very, very careful. The telepathic monitors, both robotic and human, kept every thought-band under
surveillance by random sampling. Even the computers showed nothing more significant than improbable
amounts of happinessin minds which had no objective reason for being happy.

The death of her father, the most famous cat-athl ete which the underpeople had ever produced,
gave Jestocost hisfirst definite clue.

He went to the funerd himsdlf, where the body was packed in an ice-rocket to be shot into space.
The mourners were thoroughly mixed with the curiosity-seekers. Sport isinternationd, inter-race,
interworld, inter-species. Hominids were there: true men, 100% human, they looked weird and horrible
because they or their ancestors had undergone bodily modificationsto meet the life conditions of a
thousand worlds.

Underpeople, the anima-derived "homunculi,” were there, most of them in their work clothes, and
they looked more human than did the human beings from the outer worlds. None were alowed to grow
up if they werelessthan half the size of man, or more than six timesthe sze of man. They dl had to have
human features and acceptable human voices. The punishment for failurein their dementary schoolswas
death. Jestocost |ooked over the crowd and wondered to himself, “We have set up the standards of the
toughest kind of surviva for these people and we give them the mogt terrible incentive, lifeitself, asthe
condition of absolute progress. What foolswe are to think that they will not overtake usl” Thetrue
peoplein the group did not seem to think as he did. They tapped the underpeople peremptorily with their
canes, even though this was an underperson's funera, and the bear-men, bull-men, cat-men and others
yielded immediately and with a babble of gpology.

Cmdl was closeto her father'sicy coffin.

Jestocost not only watched her; she was pretty to watch. He committed an act whichwas an
indecency in an ordinary citizen but lawful for aLord of the Instrumentality: he peegped into her mind.

And then he found something which he did not expect.

Asthe coffinleft, she cried, "Ee-tely-kdly, hep me! hep me!™

She had thought phonetically, not in script, and he had only the raw sound on which to base a
search.

Jestocost had not become aLord of the Instrumentality without applying daring. His mind was
quick, too quick to be deeply intdligent. He thought by gestalt, not by logic. He determined to force his
friendship onthegirl.

He decided to awalit a propitious occasion, and then changed his mind about the time.

As she went home from the funerd, he intruded upon the circle of her grimfaced friends,
underpeople who were trying to shield her from the condolences of ill-mannered but well-meaning sports
enthusiags.

She recognized him, and showed him the proper respect.

"My Lord, | did not expect you here. Y ou knew my father?"

He nodded gravely and addressed sonorous words of consolation and sorrow, words which
brought amurmur of gpprova from humans and underpeople dike.

But with hisleft hand hanging dack at his Sde, he made the perpetuad signa of alarm! alarm! used
within the Earthport staff—a repeated tapping of the thumb againgt the third finger—when they had to set
one ancther on guard without derting the offworld transents.

Shewas S0 upset that she almost spoiled it al. While he was ill doing his pious doubletak, she



criedinaloud clear voice:
"You mean me?'

And he went on with his condolences. " ... and | do mean you, C'mell, to be the worthiest carrier of
your father's name. Y ou are the one to whom we turn in this time of common sorrow. Who could | mean
but you if | say that C'mackintosh never did things by halves, and died young asaresult of hisown
zealous conscience? Good-by, Cmell, | go back to my office.”

She arrived forty minutes after he did.

Hefaced her straight away, sudying her face.

"Thisisan important day in your life."

"Yes, my Lord, asad one."

"l do not," he said, "mean your father's deasth and buria. | speak of the future to which we dl must
turn. Right now, it'syou and me."

Her eyes widened. She had not thought that he was that kind of man at al. He was an officid who
moved fredy around Earthport, often greeting important offworld visitors and keeping an eye on the
bureau of ceremonies. She was apart of the reception team, when agirly girl was needed to calm down
afrudtrated arriva or to postpone aquarrd. Like the geisha of ancient Japan, she had an honorable
profession; she was not abad girl but aprofessondly flirtatious hostess. She stared at the Lord
Jestocost. He did not look as though he meant anything improperly persona. But, thought she, you can
never tell about men.

"You know men," he said, passing theinitiativeto her.

"l guess s0," she said. Her face looked odd. She started to give him smile No. 3 (extremely
adhesive) which she had learned in the girly-girl school. Redlizing it waswrong, shetried to give him an
ordinary smile. Shefet she had made aface a him.

"Look & me" hesaid, "and seeif you can trust me. | am going to take both our livesin my hands.”

Shelooked a him. What imaginable subject could involve him, aLord of the Insrumentality, with
hersdlf, an undergirl? They never had anything in common. They never would.

But she stared at him.

"l want to help the underpeople.”

He made her blink. That was a crude approach, usudly followed by avery raw kind of passindeed.
But hisface wasilluminated by seriousness. She waited.

"Y our people do not have enough political power evento talk to us. | will not commit treason to the
true-human race, but | am willing to give your Sde an advantage. If you bargain better with us, it will
maekedl formsof life safer inthelong run.”

C'mell stared at the floor, her red hair soft asthe fur of a Persian cat. It made her head seem bathed
inflames. Her eyeslooked human, except that they had the capacity of reflecting when light struck them;
the iriseswere the rich green of the ancient cat. When shelooked right at him, looking up from the floor,
her glance had the impact of ablow. "What do you want from me?"

He stared right back. "Watch me. Look at my face. Areyou sure, surethat | want nothing from you
personally?’

Shelooked bewildered. "What eseisthere to want from me except persond things?| am agirly
girl. I'm not a person of any importance at al, and | do not have much of an education. Y ou know more,
gr, than | will ever know."

"Possibly,” hesad, watching her.

She stopped feding like agirly girl and felt like acitizen. It made her uncomfortable.



"Who," hesaid, inavoice of great solemnity, "isyour own leader?’

"Commissioner Teadrinker, sir. HE'sin charge of al outworld visitors." She watched Jestocost
carefully; he ill did not look asif hewere playing tricks.

Helooked alittle cross. "I don't mean him. He's part of my own staff. Who's your leader among the
underpeople?’

"My father was, but he died.”

Jestocost said, "Forgive me. Please have a seat. But | don't mean that.”

She was so tired that she sat down into the chair with an innocent vol uptuousness which would have
disorganized any ordinary man'sday. She wore girly-girl clothes, which were close enough to the
everyday fashion to seem agreeably modish when she stood up. In line with her profession, her clothes
were designed to be unexpectedly and provocetively reveaing when she sat down—not revealing enough
to shock the man with their brazenness, but so dit, tripped and cut that he got far more visud stimulation
than he expected.

"1 must ask you to pull your clothing together alittle," said Jestocost in aclinical tone of voice. "l am
aman, evenif | am an officid, and thisinterview is more important to you and to me than any distraction
would be."

Shewasalittle frightened by histone. She had meant no chalenge. With the funerd that day, she
meant nothing at dl; these clothes were the only kind she had.

Heread dl thisin her face.
Relentlesdy, he pursued the subject.

"Young lady, | asked about your leader. Y ou name your boss and you name your father. | want
your leader."

"l don't understand,” she said, on the edge of asob, "I don't understand.”

Then, he thought to himself, I've got to take agamble. He thrust the mental dagger home, amost
drove hiswordslike sted straight into her face. "Who .." hesaid dowly andicily, "is... Ee... tdly ...

kdly?'
The girl's face had been cream-colored, pale with sorrow. Now she went white. She twisted away
from him. Her eyesglowed liketwin fires.

Her eyes.... liketwinfires,

(No undergirl, thought Jestocost as he reded, could hypnotize me.)

Her eyes... werelike cold fires.

The room faded around him. The girl disappeared. Her eyes became asingle white, cold fire.

Within thisfire stood the figure of aman. Hisarmswere wings, but he had human hands growing a
the ebows of hiswings. Hisface was clear, white, cold as the marble of an ancient statue; hiseyeswere
opaque white. "l am the E-telekdi. Y ou will believein me. Y ou may spesk to my daughter Cmédll.”

Theimage faded.

Jestocost saw the girl staring as she sat awkwardly on the chair, looking blindly through him. Hewas
on the edge of making ajoke about her hypnotic capacity when he saw that she was still deeply
hypnotized, even after he had been released. She had stiffened and again her clothing had fdleninto its
planned disarray. The effect was not stimulating; it was pathetic beyond words, as though an accident
had happened to a pretty child. He spoke to her.

He spoke to her, not redlly expecting an answer.

"Who areyou?' he said to her, testing her hypnosis.

"l am hewhose nameis never said doud," said the girl in asharp whisper, "I am he whose secret
you have penetrated. | have printed my image and my namein your mind."



Jestocost did not quarrel with ghosts like this. He snapped out adecision. "If | open my mind, will
you search it while | watch you? Are you good enough to do that?"

"l am very good," hissed the voicein the girl's mouth.

C'méll arose and put her two hands on his shoulders. She looked into his eyes. He looked back. A
strong telepath himself, Jestocost was not prepared for the enormous thought-voltage which poured out
of her.

Look in my mind, he commanded, for the subject of underpeople only.
| seeit, thought the mind behind C'méll.
Do you see what | mean to do for the under people?

Jestocost heard the girl breathing hard as her mind served asarelay to his. Hetried to remain calm
30 that he could see which part of his mind was being searched. Very good so far, hethought to himself.
An intelligence like that on Earth itself, he thought—and we of the Lords not knowing it!

Thegirl hacked out adry little laugh.

Jestocost thought at the mind, Sorry. Go ahead.

This plan of yours—thought the strange mind—may | see more of it?
That'sal thereis.

Oh, said the strange mind, you want me to think for you. Can you give me the keys in the Bank
and Bell which pertain to destroying under people?

You can have the information keys if | can ever get them, thought Jestocost, but not the
control keys and not the master switch of the Bell.

Fair enough, thought the other mind, and what do | pay for them?

You support me in my policies before the Instrumentality. You keep the under people
reasonable, if you can, when the time comes to negotiate. You maintain honor and good faith in
all subsequent agreements. But how can | get the keys? It would take me a year to figure them out
myself.

Let the girl ook once, thought the strange mind, and | will be behind her. Fair?

Fair, thought Jestocost.

Break? thought the mind.

How do we re-connect? thought Jestocost back.

As before. Through the girl. Never say my name. Don't think it if you can help it. Break?

Break! thought Jestocost.

The girl, who had been holding his shoulders, drew hisface down and kissed him firmly and warmly.
He had never touched an under-person before, and it never had occurred to him that he might kiss one.
It was pleasant, but he took her arms away from his neck, haf-turned her around, and let her lean against
him.

"Daddy!" she sighed happily.

Suddenly she stiffened, looked at hisface, and sprang for the door. " Jestocost!" she cried. "Lord
Jestocost! What am | doing here?!

"Y our duty isdone, my girl. Y ou may go."

She staggered back into the room. "I'm going to be sick,” she said. She vomited on hisfloor.

He pushed a button for a cleaning robot and slapped his desk-top for coffee,

She relaxed and talked about his hopes for the underpeople. She stayed an hour. By thetime she
left they had aplan. Neither of them had mentioned E-telekeli, neither had put purposes in the open. If
the monitors had been listening, they would have found no single sentence or paragraph which was
suspicious.



When she had gone, Jestocost |ooked out of hiswindow. He saw the clouds far below and he knew
theworld below himwasin twilight. He had planned to help the underpeople, and he had met powers of
which organized mankind had no conception or perception. He was righter than he had thought. He had
to go on through.

But as partner—C'mdl| hersdlf!
Was there ever an odder diplomat in the history of worlds?

3

In lessthan aweek they had decided what to do. It was the council of the Lords of the
Instrumentdlity at which they would work—the brain center itsalf. Therisk was high, but the entire job
could be donein afew minutesif it were done at the Bl itsdlf.

Thisisthe sort of thing which interested Jestocost.

He did not know that C'mell watched him with two different facets of her mind. One side of her was
dertly and wholeheartedly hisfdlow-conspirator, utterly in sympathy with the revol utionary aimsto which
they were both committed. The other side of her—was feminine.

She had awomanliness which wastruer than that of any hominid woman. She knew the vaue of her
trained smile, her splendidly kept red hair with its unimaginably soft texture, her lithe young figure with
firm breasts and persuasive hips. She knew down to the last millimeter the effect which her legs had on
hominid men. True humans kept few secretsfrom her. The men betrayed themsalves by their unfulfillable
desires, the women by their irrepressible jealousies. But she knew people best of al by not being one
hersdlf. She had to learn by imitation, and imitation is conscious. A thousand little things which ordinary
women took for granted, or thought about just oncein awhole lifetime, were subjects of acute and
intelligent study to her. Shewasagirl by profession; she was a human by assmilation: shewasan
inquisitive cat in her genetic nature. Now shewasfdling in love with Jestocost, and she knew it.

Even she did not redlize that the romance would sometime lesk out into rumor, be magnified into
legend, digtilled into romance. She had no idea of the ballad about hersdlf that would open with the lines
which became famous much later:

She got the which of the what-she-did,
Hid the bell with a blot, she did,

But she fell in love with a hominid.
Where is the which of the what-she-did?

All thislay inthe future, and she did not know it.
She knew her own past.

She remembered the off-Earth prince who had rested his head in her 1ap and had said, Spping his
glassof mati by way of farewdl:

"Funny, Cmédl, you're not even a person and you're the most intelligent human being I've met in this
place. Do you know it made my planet poor to send me here? And what did | get out of them? Nothing,
nothing, and athousand times nothing. But you, now. If you'd been running the government of Earth, I'd
have gotten what my people need, and this world would be richer too. Manhome, they cal it. Manhome,
my eye! Theonly smart persononitisafemaecat.”

Heran hisfingers around her ankle. She did not stir. That was part of hospitdity, and she had her
own ways of making sure that hospitality did not go too far. Earth police were watching her; to them, she
was a convenience maintained for outworld people, something like a soft chair in the Earthport lobbies or
adrinking fountain with acid-tasting water for strangers who could not tolerate the insipid water of Earth.
She was not expected to have fedlings or to get involved. If she had ever caused an incident, they would
have punished her fiercely, asthey often punished animals or underpeople, or ese (after ashort forma
hearing with no appedl) they would have destroyed her, asthe law allowed and custom encouraged.



She had kissed a thousand men, maybe fifteen hundred. She had made them feel welcome and she
had gotten their complaints or their secrets out of them asthey left. It wasaliving, emotiondly tiring but
intellectudly very simulating. Sometimesit made her laugh to look a human women with their pointed-up
noses and their proud airs, and to redlize that she knew more about the men who belonged to the human
women than the human women themsalves ever did.

Once a policewoman had had to read over the record of two pioneersfrom New Mars. Cmell had
been given the job of keeping in very close touch with them. When the policewoman got through reading
the report she looked at C'mell and her face was distorted with jealousy and prudish rage.

"Cat, you call yoursdlf. Cat! Youreapig, youreadog, youre an animal. Y ou may beworking for
Earth but don't ever get theideathat you're as good as aperson. | think it's a crime that the
Instrumentality lets mongterslike you greet redl human beingsfrom outside! | can't stop it. But may the
Bdl help you, girl, if you ever touch ared Earth man! If you ever get near one! If you ever try tricks
here! Do you understand me?"

"Yes, maam," Cmdl had said. To herself shethought, "That poor thing doesn't know how to select
her own clothes or how to do her own hair. No wonder she resents somebody who managesto be
pretty.”

Perhaps the policewoman thought that raw hatred would be shocking to Cméll. It wasn't.
Underpeople were used to hatred, and it was not any worse raw than it was when cooked with
politeness and served like poison. They had to livewithiit.

But now, it was dl changed.
She had falen in love with Jestocodst.
Did helove her?

Impossible. No, not impossible. Unlawful, unlikely, indecent—yes, dl these, but not impossible.
Surdly he fet something of her love.

If hedid, hegaveno sgn of it.

People and underpeople had fallen in love many times before. The underpeople were dways
destroyed and the real people brainwashed. There were laws againgt that kind of thing. The scientists
among people had created the underpeople, had given them capacitieswhich real people did not have
(the fifty-meter jump, the telepath two miles underground, the turtle-man waiting athousand years next to
an emergency door, the cow-man guarding a gate without reward), and the scientists had a so given
many of the underpeople the human shape. It was handier that way. The human eye, the five-fingered
hand, the human size—these were convenient for engineering reasons. By making underpeople the same
size and shape as people, more or less, the scientists eliminated the need for two or three or adozen
different setsof furniture. The human form was good enough for al of them.

But they had forgotten the human heart.

And now she, Cméll had falen in love with aman, atrue man old enough to have been her own
father's grandfather.

But shedidn't fed daughterly about him at al. She remembered that with her own father therewas
an easy comradeship, an innocent and forthcoming affection, which masked the fact that he was
consderably more cat-like than she was. Between them there was an aching void of forever-unspoken
words-thingsthat couldn't quite be said by ether of them, perhapsthingsthat couldn't be said a al. They
were so close to each other that they could get no closer. This created enormous distance, which was
heartbreaking but unutterable. Her father had died, and now this true man was here, with al the
kindness—"That'sit," she whispered to hersdlf, "with al the kindness that none of these passing men have
ever redly shown. With al the depth which my poor underpeople can never get. Not that it's not in them.
But they're born like dirt, treated like dirt, put away like dirt when they die. How can any of my own men
develop red kindness? There's a special sort of magjesty to kindness. It's the best part thereisto being
people. And he haswhole oceans of it in him. And it's strange, strange, strange that he's never given his



red love to any human woman."
She stopped, cold.

Then she consoled hersalf and whispered on, "Or if he did, it's so long ago that it doesn't matter
now. He's got me. Does he know it?"

4

The Lord Jestocost did know, and yet he didn't. He was used to getting loyaty from people,
because he offered loydty and honor in hisdaily work. He was even familiar with loyaty becoming
obsessive and seeking physica form, particularly from women, children and underpeople. He had dways
coped with it before. He was gambling on the fact that C'mell was awonderfully intelligent person, and
that asagirly girl, working on the hospitality staff of the Earthport police, she must have learned to
control her persond fedings.

"We're born in thewrong age," he thought, "when | meet the most intelligent and beautiful femadel've
ever met, and then haveto put businessfirgt. But this stuff about people and underpeopleis sticky.
Sticky. We've got to keep persondlities out of it."

So he thought. Perhaps he wasright.

If the nameless one, whom he did not dare to remember, commanded an attack on the Bell itsdlf,
that wasworth their lives. Their emotions could not comeinto it. The Bell mattered: justice mattered: the
perpetua return of mankind to progress mattered. He did not matter, because he had aready done most
of hiswork. Cmell did not matter, because their failure would leave her with mere underpeople forever.
TheBdl did count.

The price of what he proposed to do was high, but the entire job could be done in afew minutesif it
were doneat the Bell itsdlf.

The Bdl, of course, was not aBdll. It was athree-dimensiona Situation table, three times the height
of aman. It was set one story below the meeting room, and shaped roughly like an ancient bell. The
meeting table of the Lords of the Instrumentality had acircle cut out of it, so that the Lords could |ook
down into the Bdll at whatever Situation one of them called up elther manually or telepathicaly. The Bank
below it, hidden by the floor, was the key memory-bank of the entire system. Duplicates existed at
thirty-odd other places on Earth. Two duplicateslay hidden in interstellar space, one of them beside the
ninety-million-mile gold-colored ship | &ft over from the War against Raumsog and the other masked asan
agteroid.

Most of the Lords were offworld on the business of the Instrumentality.

Only three besides Jestocost were present—the Lady Johanna Gnade, the Lord I ssan Olascoaga
and the Lord William Not-from-here. (The Not-from-heres were agreat Norstrilian family which had
migrated back to Earth many generations before.)

The E-telekdli told Jestocost the rudiments of a plan.

Hewasto bring Cmell into the chambers on asummons.

The summons was to be serious.

They should avoid her summary death by automatic judtice, if the relays began to trip.

C'mdl would go into partia trance in the chamber.

Hewasthento cal theitemsin the Bell which E-telekdi wanted traced. A single cal would be
enough. E-telekeli would take the respongbility for tracing them. The other Lords would be distracted by
him, E-telekdi.

It was Smplein appearance.

The complication camein action.

The plan seemed flimsy, but there was nothing which Jestocost could do at thistime. He began to



curse himsdlf for letting his passion for policy involve himin theintrigue. It wastoo late to back out with
honor; besides, he had given hisword; besides, he liked C'mell—as abeing, not asagirly girl—and he
would hate to see her marked with disappointment for life. He knew how the underpeople cherished their
identities and their satus.

With heavy heart but quick mind he went to the council chamber. A dog-girl, one of the routine
messengers whom he had seen many months outside the door, gave him the minutes.

He wondered how C'mdll or E-telekdi would reach him, once he wasinsde the chamber with its
tight net of telepathic intercepts.

He sat wearily at thetable. And almost jumped out of hischair.

The congpirators had forged the minutes themsaves, and the top item was: "C'mell daughter to
C'mackintosh, cat-stock (pure) lot 1138, confession of. Subject: conspiracy to export homuncular
materid. Reference: planet De Prinsensmacht.”

The Lady Johanna Gnade had aready pushed the buttons for the planet concerned. The people
there, Earth by origin, were enormoudly strong but they had gone to great painsto maintain the origina
Earth appearance. One of their first-men was a the moment on Earth. He bore the title of the Twilight
Prince (Prins van de Schemering) and he was on amixed diplomatic and trading mission.

Since Jestocost was alittle late, Cmell was being brought into the room as he glanced over the
minutes

The Lord Not-from-here asked Jestocost if he would preside.

"l beg you, sr and scholar," he said, "to join mein asking the Lord Issan to preside thistime.”

The presidency was aformdity. Jestocost could watch the Bell and Bank better if he did not haveto
chair the meeting too.

C'mell wore the clothing of aprisoner. On her it looked good. He had never seen her wearing
anything but girly-girl clothes before. The pale-blue prison tunic made her look very young, very human,
very tender and very frightened. The cat family showed only in the fiery cascade of her hair and the lithe
power of her body as she sat, demure and erect.

Lord Issan asked her: "Y ou have confessed. Confess again.”

"Thisman," and she pointed at a picture of the Twilight Prince, "wanted to go to the place where
they torment human children for ashow."

"What!" cried three of the Lords together.

"What place?" said the Lady Johanna, who was bitterly in favor of kindness.

"It's run by aman who looks like this gentleman here," said Cméll, pointing a Jestocost. Quickly, so
that nobody could stop her, but modestly, so that none of them thought to doubt her, she circled the
room and touched Jestocost's shoulder. He fdt athrill of contact-telepathy and heard bird-cacklein her
brain. Then he knew that the E-telekdli was in touch with her.

"The man who hasthe place,”" said Cméll, "isfive pounds lighter than this gentleman, two inches
shorter, and he hasred hair. Hisplaceis at the Cold Sunset corner of Earthport, down the boulevard and
under the boulevard. Underpeople, some of them with bad reputations, live in that neighborhood.”

The Bell went milky, flashing through hundreds of combinations of bad underpeoplein that part of
the city. Jestocost felt himsdlf staring at the casua milkiness with unwanted concentration.

The Bdl cleared.
It showed the vague image of aroom in which children were playing Halloween tricks.
The Lady Johannalaughed, "Those aren't people. They'rerobots. It'sjust adull old play.”

"Then," added C'méll, "he wanted adollar and ashilling to take home. Real ones. There was arobot
who had found some.”

"What arethose?" said Lord |ssan.



"Ancient money—the real money of old Americaand old Audtrdia,” cried Lord William. "I have
copies, but there are no originals outside the state museum.” He was an ardent, passionate collector of
coins

"Therobot found them in an old hiding place right under Earth-port.”

Lord Wiffiam dmost shouted &t the Bell. "Run through every hiding place and get me that money."

The Bell clouded. In finding the bad nelghborhoodsit had flashed every police point in the
Northwest sector of the tower. Now it scanned al the police points under the tower, and ran dizzily
through thousands of combinations beforeit settled on an old toolroom. A robot was polishing circular
pieces of metd.

When Lord William saw the polishing, hewasfurious. "Get that here," he shouted. "'l want to buy
those mysdf!”

"All right,” said Lord Issan. "It'salittleirregular, but dl right.”
The machine showed the key search devices and brought the robot to the escalator.
The Lord Issan said, "Thisisn't much of acase."

C'méll sniveled. Shewas agood actress. "Then he wanted me to get ahomunculus egg. One of the
E-type, derived from birds, for him to take home."

Issan put on the search device.

"Maybe," said C'méell, "somebody has aready put it in the disposal series.”

The Bdl and the Bank ran through all the disposa devices at high speed. Jestocost felt his nerves go
on edge. No human being could have memorized these thousands of patterns asthey flashed acrossthe
Bdll too fast for human eyes, but the brain reading the Bell through his eyes was not human. It might even

be locked into a computer of itsown. It was, thought Jestocost, an indignity for aLord of the
Instrumentality to be used as a human spy-glass.

The machine blotted up.

"You'reafraud," cried the Lord Issan. "There's no evidence."

"Maybe the offworlder tried," said the Lady Johanna.

"Shadow him," said Lord William. "If hewould stedl ancient coins he would sted anything.”

The Lady Johannaturned to C'méll. "Youreaslly thing. Y ou have wasted our time and you have
kept usfrom serious inter-world business.”

"It isinter-world business," wept Cmell. Shelet her hand dip from Jestocost's shoulder, where it
had rested al the time. The body-to-body relay broke and the telepathic link broke with it.

"We should judge that," said Lord Issan.
"Y ou might have been punished,” said Lady Johanna.

The Lord Jestocost had said nothing, but there was aglow of happinessin him. If the E-telekeli was
half as good as he seemed, the underpeople had alist of checkpoints and escape routes which would
makeit easer to hide from the capricious sentence of painless death which human authorities meted out.

Therewas singing in the corridorsthat night.
Underpeople burst into happiness for no visible reason.

C'mél danced awild cat dance for the next customer who came in from outworld Stations, that very
evening. When she got home to bed, she knelt before the picture of her father C'mackintosh and thanked
the E-telekdi for what Jestocost had done.

But the story became known afew generations later, when the Lord Jestocost had won acclaim for
being the champion of the underpeople and when the authorities, still unaware of E-telekeli, accepted the



elected representatives of the underpeople as negotiators for better terms of life; and C'mell had died
long snce.
She had first had dong, good life.

She became afema e chef when shewastoo old to be agirly girl. Her food was famous. Jestocost
oncevigted her. At the end of the meal he had asked, "Therés aslly rhyme among the underpeople. No
human beings know it except me."

"l don't care about rhymes," she said.

"Thisiscalled The what-she-did." "

C'mell blushed dl the way down to the neckline of her capacious blouse. She had filled out alot in
middle age. Running the restaurant had hel ped.

"Oh, that rhyme!" shesaid. "It'ssilly."

"It saysyou werein love with ahominid.”

"No," shesaid. "l wasn't." Her green eyes, as beautiful as ever, sared deeply into his. Jestocost felt
uncomfortable. Thiswas getting persona. He liked politica relationships; persond things made him
uncomfortable.

Thelight in the room shifted and her cat eyes blazed at him, shelooked like the magical fire-haired
girl he had known.

"l wasntinlove. You couldnt cdl it thet ... "

Her heart cried out, It was you, it was you, it was you.

"But therhyme," indsted Jestocodt, "saysit wasahominid. It wasn't that Prins van de Schemering?'

"Who was he?' C'mell asked the question quietly, but her emotions cried out, Darling, will you
never, never know?

"Thestrong man.”

"Oh, him. I'veforgotten him.”

Jestocost rose from the table. ™Y ou've had agood life, Cmell. Y ou've been acitizen, a
committeewoman, aleader. And do you even know how many children you have had?'

"Seventy-three," she snapped at him. " Just because they're multiple doesn't mean we don't know
them.”

His playfulnessleft him. Hisface was grave, hisvoicekindly. "I meant no harm, Cmell."

He never knew that when he | eft she went back to the kitchen and cried for awhile. 1t was Jestocost
whom she had vainly loved ever since they had been comrades, many long years ago.

Even after she died, at the full age of five-score and three, he kept seeing her about the corridors
and shafts of Earthport. Many of her great-granddaughters looked just like her and severa of them
practiced the girly-girl businesswith huge success.

They were not half-daves. They were citizens (reserved grade) and they had photopasses which
protected their property, their identity and their rights. Jestocost was the godfather to them all; hewas
often embarrassed when the most voluptuous creaturesin the universe threw playful kissesat him. All he
asked was fulfillment of hispalitical passons, not his personad ones. He had dwaysbeenin love, madly in
love—With judticeitsdlf.

At lagt, hisown time came, and he knew that he was dying, and he was not sorry. He had had a
wife, hundreds of years ago, and had loved her well; their children had passed into the generations of
man.

In the ending, he wanted to know something, and he called to anameless one (or to his successor)
far beneath the ground. He called with hismind till it was a scream.

I have helped your people.



"Yes," came back the faintest of faraway whispers, insde his head.
| amdying. | must know. Did she love me?

" She went on without you, so much did shelove you. Shelet you go, for your sake, not for hers.
Sheredly loved you. More than degth. More than life. More than time. Y ou will never be apart.”

Never apart?
"No, not in the memory of man,” said the voice, and was then till.
Jestocost lay back on his pillow and waited for the day to end.

A PLANET NAMED SHAYOL

Smith acknowledged his debt to Dante in this story, which retells parts of the Infernoin
science-fiction form—but with a twist distinctly Smith's own. The action apparently takes place
even after that of Norstrilia, for banishment to Shayol is still used as a threat in the novel. At the
end of this collection, as at the beginning, a member of the Vomact family appears—and we even
meet Suzdal again. But Smith never shed any more light on the origin of the Go-Captain Alvarez

There was atremendous difference between the liner and the ferry in Mercer's treetment. On the
liner, the attendants made gibes when they brought him his food.

"Scream good and loud,” said one rat-faced steward, "and then welll know it's you when they
broadcast the sounds of punishment on the Emperor's birthday.”

The other, fat seward ran thetip of hiswet, red tongue over histhick, purple-red lips onetime and
sad, "Standsto reason, man. If you hurt al the time, the whole lot of you would die. Something pretty
good must happen, dong with the—whatchamacdlit. Maybe you turn into awoman. Maybe you turn
into two people. Listen, cousin, if it'sred crazy fun, let meknow ... " Mercer said nothing. Mercer had
enough troubles of his own not to wonder about the daydreams of nasty men.

At thefery it was different. The biopharmaceutica staff was deft, impersond, quick in removing his
shackles. They took off al his prison clothes and | eft them on the liner. When he boarded the ferry,
naked, they looked him over asif he were arare plant or abody on the operating table. They were
amogt kind inthe clinical deftness of their touch. They did not treet him asacrimind, but as aspecimen.

Men and women, clad in their medical smocks, they looked at him as though he were aready dead.

Hetried to peak. A man, older and more authoritative than the others, said firmly and clearly, "Do
not worry about talking. | will talk to you mysdf in avery littletime. What we are having now arethe
preliminaries, to determine your physica condition. Turn around, please." Mercer turned around. An
orderly rubbed his back with avery strong antiseptic.

"Thisisgoingto ging," said one of the technicians, "but it is nothing serious or painful. We are
determining the toughness of the different layers of your skin.”

Mercer, annoyed by thisimpersonal approach, spoke up just asasharp little sting burned him above
the sixth lumbar vertebra. "Don't you know who | am?”

"Of course we know who you are,” said awoman'svoice. "We haveit al in afilein the corner. The
chief doctor will talk about your crime later, if you want to talk about it. Keep quiet now. We are making
askintest, and you will fed much better if you do not make us prolong it.”

Honesty forced her to add another sentence: "And we will get better results aswell.”

They had lost notime at al in getting to work.

He peered a them Sdewiseto look at them. There was nothing about them to indicate that they



were human devilsin the antechambers of hell itsdf. Nothing was there to indicate that thiswas the
satdlite of Shayoal, the final and uttermost place of chastisement and shame. They looked like medica
people from hislife before he committed the crime without aname.

They changed from one routine to another. A woman, wearing asurgical mask, waved her hand at a
whitetable.

"Climb up on that, please.”

No one had said "please" to Mercer since the guards had seized him at the edge of the palace. He
started to obey her and then he saw that there were padded handcuffs at the head of the table. He
stopped.

"Get dlong, please,”" she demanded. Two or three of the others turned around to look at both of
them.

The second "please” shook him. He had to spesk. These were people, and he was a person again.
Hefdt hisvoicerisng, dmost cracking into shrillness as he asked her, "Please, Maam, is the punishment
going to begin?'

"There's no punishment here,” said the woman. "Thisisthe satdllite. Get on the table. We're going to
giveyou your first skin-toughening before you talk to the head doctor. Then you can tell him all about
your crime—"

"You know my crime?' he said, greeting it amost like aneighbor.

"Of course not,” said she, "but al the people who come through here are believed to have
committed crimes. Somebody thinks so or they wouldn't be here. Mogt of them want to talk about their
personal crimes. But don't dow me down. I'm a skin technician, and down on the surface of Shayol
you're going to need the very best work that any of us can do for you. Now get on that table. And when
you are ready to talk to the chief you'll have something to talk about besides your crime.”

He complied.

Another masked person, probably agirl, took his handsin cool, gentle fingers and fitted them to the
padded cuffsin away he had never sensed before. By now he thought he knew every interrogation
meachinein the whole empire, but thiswas nothing like any of them.

The orderly stepped back. "All clear, Sir and Doctor.”

"Which do you prefer?' said the skin technician. "A great ded of pain or acouple of hours
uNconsciousness?”

"Why should | want pain?' said Mercer.

"Some specimens do,” said the technician, "by thetime they arrive here. | supposeit dependson
what people have done to them before they got here. | take it you did not get any of the
dream-punishments."

"No," said Mercer. "I missed those." He thought to himself, | didn't know that | missed anything at
dl.

He remembered hislast tria, himself wired and plugged in to the witness stand. The room had been
high and dark. Bright blue light shone on the panel of judges, their judicia caps afantastic parody of the
episcopa mitres of long, long ago. The judges were talking, but he could not hear them. Momentarily the
insulation dipped and he heard one of them say, "L ook &t that white, devilish face. A man likethat is
guilty of everything. | votefor Pain Termind.”

"Not Planet Shayol?' said a second voice.
"The dromozoa place," said athird voice.

"That should suit him," said thefirst voice. One of thejudicid engineers must then have noticed that
the prisoner waslistening illegally. He was cut off. Mercer then thought that he had gone through
everything which the crudty and intelligence of mankind could devise.



But thiswoman said he had missed the dream-punishments. Could there be people in the universe
even worse off than himsalf? There must be alot of people down on Shayol. They never came back.

He was going to be one of them; would they boast to him of what they had done, before they were
made to cometo this place?

"You asked for it," said the woman technician. "It isjust an ordinary anesthetic. Don't panic when
you awaken. Y our skin isgoing to be thickened and strengthened chemicaly and biologicaly.”

"Doesit hurt?'

"Of course,”" said she. "But get this out of your head. We're not punishing you. The pain hereisjust
ordinary medica pain. Anybody might get it if they needed alot of surgery. The punishment, if that's what
you want to cal it, isdown on Shayol. Our only job isto make sure that you arefit to survive after you
arelanded. In away, we are saving your life ahead of time. Y ou can be grateful for that if you want to
be. Meanwhile, you will save yoursdlf alot of troubleif you redize that your nerve endings will respond
to the change in the skin. Y ou had better expect to be very uncomfortable when you recover. But then,
we can help that, too." She brought down an enormous lever and Mercer blacked out.

When he cameto, he wasin an ordinary hospital room, but he did not notice it. He seemed bedded
infire. Helifted hishand to seeif there were flames onit. It looked the way it aways had, except that it
wasalittlered and alittle swollen. Hetried to turn in the bed. The fire became a scorching blast which
stopped him in mid-turn. Uncontrollably, he moaned.

A voice 5poke, "Y ou are ready for some pain-killer."

Itwasagirl nurse. "Hold your head till," shesaid, "and | will give you half an amp of pleasure. Y our
skin won't bother you then.”

She dipped asoft cap on his head. It looked like metd but it felt like Slk.
He had to dig hisfingernailsinto his padmsto keep from threshing about on the bed.

"Scream if you want to," shesaid. "A lot of them do. It will just be aminute or two before the cap
findstheright lobeinyour bran.”

She stepped to the corner and did something which he could not see.
Therewastheflick of aswitch.

Thefiredid not vanish from hisskin. He il fdlt it; but suddenly it did not matter. His mind wasfull
of delicious pleasure which throbbed outward from his head and seemed to pulse down through his
nerves.

He had visited the pleasure palaces, but he had never felt anything like this before.

He wanted to thank the girl, and he twisted around in the bed to see her. He could fed hiswhole
body flash with pain as he did so, but the pain was far away. And the pulsating pleasure which coursed
out of his head, down his spinal cord and into his nerves was so intense that the pain got through only as
aremote, unimportant signd.

She was standing very gill inthe corner.
"Thank you, nurse," said he.
Shesad nothing.

He looked more closdly, though it was hard to look while enormous pleasure pulsed through his
body like a symphony written in nerve-messages. He focused his eyes on her and saw that she too wore
asoft metdlic cap.

He pointed at it.
She blushed dl the way down to her throat.
She spoke dreamily, ™Y ou looked like anice man to me. | didn't think you'd tell onme.... "

He gave her what he thought was afriendly smile, but with the pain in his skin and the pleasure
bursting out of his head, hereally had no idea of what his actud expresson might be. "It's against the



law," hesaid. "It'sterribly againgt thelaw. But itisnice”

"How do you think we stand it here?" said the nurse. "'Y ou specimens comein heretaking like
ordinary people and then you go down to Shayol. Terrible things happen to you on Shayol. Then the
surface station sends up parts of you, over and over again. | may see your head ten times, quick-frozen
and ready for cutting up, before my two years are up. Y ou prisoners ought to know how we suffer,” she
crooned, the pleasure-charge still keeping her relaxed and happy, "you ought to die as soon as you get
down there and not pester us with your torments. We can hear you screaming, you know. Y ou keep on
sounding like people even after Shayol beginsto work on you. Why do you do it, Mr. Specimen?' She
giggled sillily. ™Y ou hurt our feelings so. No wonder agirl like me hasto have alittle jolt now and then.
It'sred, redl dreamy and | don't mind getting you ready to go down on Shayol." She staggered over to
his bed. "Pull this cap off me, will you? | haven't got enough will power l€eft to raise my hands.”

Mercer saw his hand tremble as he reached for the cap.

Hisfingerstouched the girl's soft hair through the cap. As hetried to get histhumb under the edge of
the cap, in order to pull it off, he redized that thiswasthe lovediest girl he had ever touched. He felt that
he had dways loved her, that he alwayswould. Her cap came off. She stood erect, staggering alittle
before she found achair to hold to. She closed her eyes and breathed deeply.

"Jugt aminute,” she said in her norma voice. "I'll bewith youin just aminute. The only timel can get
ajolt of thisiswhen one of you vistors gets a dose to get over the skin trouble.”

She turned to the room mirror to adjust her hair. Speaking with her back to him, she said, "1 hopel
didn't say anything about downdairs.”

Mercer still had the cap on. Heloved thisbeautiful girl who had put it on him. Hewas ready to
weep at the thought that she had had the same kind of pleasure which he il enjoyed. Not for the world
would he say anything which could hurt her fedings. He was sure she wanted to be told that she had not
said anything about "downstairs'—yprobably shop talk for the surface of Shayol—so he assured her
warmly, "Y ou said nothing. Nothing at dl.” .

She came over to the bed, leaned, kissed him on the lips. The kisswas asfar away asthe pain; he
felt nothing; the Niagara of throbbing pleasure which poured through his head |eft no room for more
sensation. But heliked the friendliness of it. A grim, sane corner of his mind whispered to him that this
was probably the last time he would ever kissawoman, but it did not seem to matter.

With skilled fingers she adjusted the cap on his head. "There, now. Y ou're asweet guy. I'm going to
pretend-forget and leave the cap on you till the doctor comes.”

With abright smile she squeezed his shoulder.

She hastened out of the room.

The white of her skirt flashed prettily as she went out the door. He saw that she had very shapely
legsindeed.

Shewas nice, but the cap ... ah, it was the cap that mattered! He closed his eyes and let the cap go
on stimulating the pleasure centers of hisbrain. The painin hisskin was till there, but it did not matter

any more than did the chair standing in the corner. The pain was just something that happened to bein
the room.

A firm touch on hisarm made him open hiseyes.

The older, authoritative-looking man was standing beside the bed, looking down at him with a
quizzicd amile.

"Shedidit again," said the old man.

Mercer shook his head, trying to indicate that the young nurse had done nothing wrong.

"I'm Doctor Vomact," said the older man, "and | am going to take this cap off you. Y ou will then
experience the pain again, but | think it will not be so bad. Y ou can have the cap severd moretimes
before you leave here.”



With aswift, firm gesture he snatched the cap off Mercer's head.

Mercer promptly doubled up with the inrush of fire from his skin. He started to scream and then saw
that Doctor Vomact was weatching him camly.

Mercer gasped, "It is—easier now."

"l knew it would be," said the doctor. "I had to take the cap off to talk to you. Y ou have afew
choicesto make."

"Yes, Doctor," gasped Mercer.

"Y ou have committed a serious crime and you are going down to the surface of Shayal."
"Yes" sad Mercer.

"Do you want to tdl meyour crime?

Mercer thought of the white paace wallsin perpetua sunlight, and the soft mewing of thelittle things
when he reached them. He tightened hisarms, legs, back and jaw. "No," he said, "I don't want to talk
about it. It'sthe crime without aname. Againgt the Imperid family ... "

"Fine," said the doctor, "that's ahedlthy attitude. The crimeispast. Y our future is ahead. Now, | can
destroy your mind before you go down—if you want meto.”

"That'sagaing the law," said Mercer.

Doctor Vomact smiled warmly and confidently. "Of courseitis. A lot of thingsare against human
law. But there are laws of science, too. Y our body, down on Shayoal, is going to serve science. It doesn't
matter to me whether that body has Mercer's mind or the mind of alow-grade shellfish. | haveto leave
enough mind in you to keep the body going, but | can wipe out the historic you and give your body a
better chance of being happy. It's your choice, Mercer. Do you want to be you or not?"

Mercer shook his head back and forth, "I don't know."

"I'm taking achance,” said Doctor Vomact, "in giving you thismuch leeway. I'd have it doneif |
werein your postion. It's pretty bad down there.”

Mercer looked at the full, broad face. He did not trust the comfortable smile. Perhapsthiswasa
trick to increase his punishment. The crudty of the Emperor was proverbid. Look at what he had done
to thewidow of his predecessor, the Dowager Lady Da. She was younger than the Emperor himsdlf, and
he had sent her to a place worse than death. If he had been sentenced to Shayol, why was this doctor
trying to interfere with the rules? Maybe the doctor himsalf had been conditioned, and did not know what
he was offering.

Doctor Vomeact read Mercer'sface. "All right. Y ou refuse. Y ou want to take your mind down with
you. It'sdl right with me. I don't have you on my conscience. | suppose you'll refuse the next offer too.
Do you want meto take your eyes out before you go down? Y ou'll be much more comfortable without
vison. | know that, from the voices that we record for the warning broadcasts. | can sear the optic
nerves S0 that there will be no chance of your getting vison again.”

Mercer rocked back and forth. Thefiery pain had become auniversa itch, but the soreness of his
Spirit was greater than the discomfort of hisskin.

"Y ou refuse that, too?" said the doctor. "I suppose s0," said Mercer.

"Then dl | haveto doisto get ready. Y ou can have the cap for awhile, if you want.".

Mercer said, "Before | put the cap on, can you tell me what happens down there?"

"Someof it," said the doctor. "Thereis an attendant. Heisaman, but not ahuman being. Heisa
homunculus fashioned out of cattle materid. Heisintdligent and very conscientious. Y ou specimensare
turned loose on the surface of Shayol. The dromozoa are aspecid life-form there. When they settlein
your body, B'dikkat—that's the attendant—carves them out with an anesthetic and sends them up here.
We freeze the tissue cultures, and they are compatible with maost any kind of oxygen-based life. Half the
surgical repair you seein the whole universe comes out of buds that we ship from here. Shayol isavery



hedlthy place, so far assurviva isconcerned. Y ou wont die.”
"Y ou mean," said Mercer, "that | am getting perpetud punishment.”

"l didn't say that," said Doctor Vomact. "Or if | did, | waswrong. Y ou won't die soon. | don't know
how long you will live down there. Remember, no matter how uncomfortable you get, the sampleswhich
B'dikkat sends up will help thousands of peoplein al the inhabited worlds. Now take the cap.”

"I'd rather talk," said Mercer. "It may be my last chance."
The doctor looked at him strangely. "If you can stand that pain, go ahead and talk.”
"Can | commit suicide down there?!

"l don't know," said the doctor. "It's never happened. And to judge by the voices, you'd think they
wanted to."

"Has anybody ever come back from Shayol 7'

"Not sinceit was put off limits about four hundred years ago.”

"Can | talk to other people down there?"

"Yes," sad the doctor.

"Who punishes me down there?"

"Nobody does, you fool," cried Doctor Vomact. "It's not punishment. People don't like it down on
Shayol, and it's better, | guess, to get convictsingtead of volunteers. But thereisn't anybody againgt you
adl"

"Nojalers?' asked Mercer, with awhinein hisvoice.

"Nojailers, no rules, no prohibitions. Just Shayol, and B'dikkat to take care of you. Do you il
want your mind and your eyes?'

"I'll keep them," said Mercer. "I've gonethisfar and | might aswell go the rest of theway."

"Then let me put the cap on you for your second dose," said Doctor Vomact.

The doctor adjusted the cap just aslightly and delicately as had the nurse; he was quicker about it.
Therewas no sign of his picking out another cap for himsdif.

Theinrush of pleasure was like awild intoxication. His burning skin receded into distance. The
doctor was near in space, but even the doctor did not matter. Mercer was not afraid of Shayol. The
pulsation of happiness out of his brain wastoo grest to leave room for fear or pain.

Doctor Vomact was holding out his hand.

Mercer wondered why, and then redlized that the wonderful, kindly cap-giving man was offering to
shake hands. He lifted his own. It was heavy, but hisarm was happy, too.

They shook hands. It was curious, thought Mercer, to fed the handshake beyond the double level of
cerebra pleasure and dermd pain.

"Goodbye, Mr. Mercer," said the doctor. " Goodbye and a good goodnight ... "

The ferry satellite was a hospitable place. The hundreds of hoursthat followed were like along,
weird dream.

Twice again the young nurse sneaked into his bedroom with him when he was being given the cap
and had acap with him. There were baths which calloused hiswhole body. Under strong local
anesthetics, histeeth were taken out and stainless steel took their place. There were irradiations under
blazing lightswhich took away the pain of his skin. There were specid trestments for hisfingernaillsand
toenals. Gradually they ‘changed into formidable claws, he found himsalf stropping them on the duminum
bed one night and saw that they |eft deegp marks.

Hismind never became completely clear.



Sometimes he thought that he was home with his mother, that he waslittle again, and in pain. Other
times, under the cap, he laughed in his bed to think that people were sent to this place for punishment
when it wasal so terribly much fun. There were no trials, no questions, no judges. Food was good, but
he did not think about it much; the cap was better. Even when he was awake, he was drowsy.

At last, with the cap on him, they put him into an adiabatic pod—a one-body missile which could be
dropped from the ferry to the planet below. Hewas all closed in, except for hisface.

Doctor Vomact seemed to swim into the room. "Y ou are strong, Mercer,” the doctor shouted, "you
arevery strong! Can you hear me?”
Mercer nodded.

"Wewish you well, Mercer. No matter what happens, remember you are helping other people up
here

"Can | take the cap with me?' said Mercer.

For an answer, Doctor VVomact removed the cap himsalf. Two men closed thelid of the pod,
leaving Mercer in total darkness. Hismind started to clear, and he panicked against hiswrappings.

Therewastheroar of thunder and the taste of blood.

The next thing that Mercer knew, hewasin acool, cool room, much chillier than the bedrooms and
operating rooms of the satellite. Someone wasllifting him gently onto atable.

He opened hiseyes.

An enormous face, four timesthe size of any human face Mercer had ever seen, was|ooking down
at him. Huge brown eyes, cowlikein their gentle inoffensiveness, moved back and forth asthe big face
examined Mercer'swrappings. The face wasthat of a handsome man of middle years, clean-shaven, hair
chestnut-brown, with sensud, full lipsand gigantic but heathy yellow teeth exposed in ahdf-smile. The
face saw Mercer's eyes open, and spoke with adeep friendly roar.

"I'm your best friend. My nameis B'dikkat, but you don't have to use that here. Just call me Friend,
and | will dwayshdpyou."

"l hurt," said Mercer.
"Of courseyou do. You hurt al over. That'sabig drop,” said B'dikkat.

"Can | have acap, please," begged Mercer. It was not a question; it was ademand; Mercer felt that
his private inward eternity depended oniit.

B'dikkat laughed. "I haven't any caps down here. | might use them myself. Or so they think. | have
other things, much better. No fear, fdlow, I'll fix you up.”

Mercer looked doubtful. If the cap had brought him happiness on the ferry, it would take at least
electrica stimulation of the brain to undo whatever torments the surface of Shayol had to offer.

B'dikkat's laughter filled the room like abursting pillow.

"Have you ever heard of condamine?’

"No," said Mercer.

"It'sanarcotic so powerful that the pharmacopoeias are not alowed to mention it.”
"You havethat?' said Mercer hopefully.

"Something better. | have super-condamine. It's named after the New French town where they
developed it. The chemists hooked in one more hydrogen molecule. That gaveit ared jolt. If you took it
inyour present shape, you'd be dead in three minutes, but those three minutes would seem like ten
thousand years of happinessto the insde of your mind." B'dikkat rolled his brown cow eyes expressvely
and smacked hisrich red lips with atongue of enormous extent.

"What'sthe use of it, then?"
"You cantakeit,” said B'dikkat. "Y ou can take it after you have been exposed to the dromozoa



outside this cabin. Y ou get dl the good effects and none of the bad. Y ou want to see something?

What answer is there except yes, thought Mercer grimly; does he think | have an urgent
invitation to a tea party?

"L ook out thewindow," said B'dikkat, "and tell me what you see.”

The atmosphere was clear. The surface was like a desert, ginger-yellow with streaks of green where
lichen and low shrubs grew, obvioudy stunted and tormented by high, dry winds. The landscape was
monotonous. Two or three hundred yards away there was a herd of bright pink objects which seemed
aive, but Mercer could not see them well enough to describe them clearly. Further away, on the extreme
right of hisframe of vison, there was the statue of an enormous human foot, the height of aSix-story
building. Mercer could not see what the foot was connected to. "l seeabig foot,” said he, "but—"

"But what?' said B'dikkat, like an enormous child hiding the denouement of ahugely private joke.
Large as he was, he could have been dwarfed by any one of the toes on that tremendous foot.

"Butit can't beared foot," said Mercer.

"Itis" said B'dikkat. "That's Go-Captain Alvarez, the man who found this planet. After sx hundred
years he's il in fine shape. Of course, he's mostly dromozootic by now, but | think there is some human
consciousness insgde him. Y ou know what | do?'

"What?' said Mercer.

"I give him six cubic centimeters of super-condamine and he snortsfor me. Redl happy little snorts.
A dranger might think it was a volcano. That's what super-condamine can do. And you're going to get
plenty of it. You'realucky, lucky man, Mercer. Y ou have mefor afriend, and you have my needlefor a
treat. | do dl the work and you get all the fun. Isn't that anice surprise?’

Mercer thought, You'relying! Lying! Where do the screams come from that we have all heard
broadcast as a warning on Punishment Day? Why did the doctor offer to cancel my brain or to
take out my eyes?

The cow-man watched him sadly, ahurt expresson on hisface. ™Y ou don't believe me," he said,
very sadly.

"It'snot quitethat,” said Mercer, with an attempt a heartiness, "but | think you're leaving something

"Nothing much," said B'dikkat. "Y ou jump when the dromozoa hit you. Y ou'll be upset when you
gtart growing new parts—heads, kidneys, hands. | had one fellow in here who grew thirty-eight handsin
asingle sesson outside. | took them all off, froze them and sent them upstairs. | take good care of
everybody. Y ou'l probably yell for awhile. But remember, just call me Friend, and | have the nicest trest
in the universe waiting for you. Now, would you like somefried eggs?| don't et eggs mysdlf, but most
true men like them."

"EQgs?’ said Mercer. "What have eggs got to do with it?”

"Nothing much. It'sjust atreat for you people. Get something in your ssomach before you go
outsde. You'l get through thefirst day better.”

Mercer, unbelieving, watched as the big man took two precious eggs from a cold chest, expertly
broke them into alittle pan and put the pan in the heat-field at the center of the table Mercer had
awakened on.

"Friend, en?" B'dikkat grinned. "Y ou'll see I'm agood friend. When you go outside, remember that.”

An hour later, Mercer did go outside.

Strangely at peace with himself, he stood at the door. B'dikkat pushed him in abrotherly way, giving
him a shove which was gentle enough to be an encouragement.

"Don't make me put on my lead suit, fellow." Mercer had seen asuit, fully the size of an ordinary
space-ship cabin, hanging on thewall of an adjacent room. "When | close this door, the outer one will



open. Just walk on out.”

"But what will happen?’ said Mercer, the fear turning around in his somach and making little grabs
at histhroat fromtheinside.

"Don't start that again,” said B'dikkat. For an hour he had fended off Mercer's questions about the
outside. A map? B'dikkat had laughed at the thought. Food? He said not to worry. Other people?
They'd be there. Weapons? What for, B'dikkat had replied. Over and over again, B'dikkat had insisted
that he was Mercer's friend. What would happen to Mercer? The same that happened to everybody
dse

Mercer stepped out.

Nothing happened. The day was cool. Thewind moved gently against his toughened skin.
Mercer looked around apprehensively.

The mountainous body of Captain Alvarez occupied agood part of the landscape to theright.

Mercer had no wish to get mixed up with that. He glanced back at the cabin. B'dikkat was not looking
out the window.

Mercer walked dowly, straight ahead.

There was aflash on the ground, no brighter than the glitter of sunlight on afragment of glass.
Mercer fet asting in the thigh, as though a sharp instrument had touched him lightly. He brushed the
place with his hand.

It was asthough the sky fell in.

A pain—it was more than apain; it was aliving throb—ran from his hip to hisfoot on theright side.
The throb reached up to his chest, robbing him of breath. He fell, and the ground hurt him. Nothing in the
hospital-satdllite had been like this. He lay in the open air, trying not to breathe, but he did bresthe
anyhow. Each time he breathed, the throb moved with histhorax. He lay on his back, looking at the sun.
At last he noticed that the sun was violet-white.

It was no use even thinking of calling. He had no voice. Tendrils of discomfort twisted within him.
Since he could not stop bresthing, he concentrated on taking air in theway that hurt him least. Gasps
were too much work. Littletiny spsof ar hurt him least.

The desert around him was empty. He could not turn his head to look at the cabin. Isthisit? he
thought. Isan eternity of thisthe punishment of Shayol?

There were voices near him.

Two faces, grotesquely pink, looked down at him. They might have been human. The man looked
normal enough, except for having two noses side by side. The woman was a caricature beyond belief.
She had grown abreast on each cheek and acluster of naked baby-like fingers hung limp from her
forehead.

"It'sabeauty," said the woman, "anew one."
"Comeadong," said the man.

They lifted him to hisfeet. He did not have strength enough to resist. When hetried to speek to them
aharsh cawing sound, like the cry of an ugly bird, came from his mouth.

They moved with him efficiently. He saw that he was being dragged to the herd of pink things.

Asthey approached, he saw that they were people. Better, he saw that they had once been people.
A man with the beak of aflamingo was picking at hisown body. A woman lay on the ground; shehad a
single head, but beside what seemed to be her origina body, she had aboy's naked body growing
sidewise from her neck. The boy-body, clean, new, parayticaly helpless, made no movement other than
shallow bresthing. Mercer looked around. The only one of the group who was wearing clothing was a
man with his overcoat on Sdewise. Mercer stared at him, finaly redizing that the man had two—or wasiit
three?—stomachs growing on the outside of his abdomen. The coat held them in place. The transparent



peritoned wal looked fragile.
"New one," said hisfemale captor. She and the two-nosed man put him down.
The group lay scattered on the ground.
Mercer lay in agtate of stupor among them.
Anold man'svoice sad, "I'm afraid they're going to feed us pretty soon.”
"Oh, no!"
"It'stoo early!"
“Not again!"
Protests echoed from the group.
The old man's voice went on, "L ook, near the big toe of the mountain!”
The desolate murmur in the group attested their confirmation of what he had seen.
Mercer tried to ask what it was all about, but produced only a caw.

A woman—was it awoman?—crawled over to him on her hands and knees. Beside her ordinary
hands, she was covered with hands all over her trunk and halfway down her thighs. Some of the hands
looked old and withered. Others were as fresh and pink as the baby-fingers on his captress face. The
woman shouted at him, though it was not necessary to shout.

"The dromozoa are coming. Thistimeit hurts. When you get used to the place, you can dig in—"
Shewaved at agroup of mounds which surrounded the herd of people.

"They'redugin,” shesaid.

Mercer cawed again.

"Don't you worry," said the hand-covered woman, and gasped as aflash of light touched her.

Thelights reached Mercer too. The pain waslike the first contact but more probing. Mercer fdt his
eyeswiden as odd sensations within his body led to an inescapable conclusion: these lights, these things,
these whatever they were, were feeding him and building him up.

Their intelligence, if they had it, was not human, but their motives were clear. In between the stabs of
pain hefdt them fill his stomach, put weater in hisblood, draw water from hiskidneys and bladder,
massage his heart, move hislungsfor him.

Every singlething they did waswell meant and beneficent in intent.
And every sngle action hurt.

Abruptly, likethelifting of acloud of insects, they were gone. Mercer was avare of anoise
somewhere outside—a brainless, bawling cascade of ugly noise. He arted to look around. And the
noise stopped.

It had been himself, screaming. Screaming the ugly screams of a psychotic, aterrified drunk, an
animal driven out of understanding or reason.

When he stopped, he found he had his speaking voice again.

A man cameto him, naked like the others. There was a spike sticking through hishead. The skin
had healed around it on both sides. "Hédlo, felow,” said the man with the spike.

"Hello," said Mercer. It was afoolishly commonplace thing to say in aplacelike this.
"You can't kill yoursdlf," said the man with the spike through his head.

"Yes, you can,” said the woman covered with hands.

Mercer found that hisfirst pain had disappeared. "What's happening to me?"

"You got apart,” said the man with the spike. "They're dways putting parts on us. After awhile
B'dikkat comes and cuts most of them off, except for the ones that ought to grow alittle more. Like her,"
he added, nodding at the woman who lay with the boy-body growing from her neck.



"Andthat'sdl?" said Mercer. "The stabs for the new parts and the stinging for the feeding?”

"No," said the man. " Sometimes they think we're too cold and they fill our ingdeswith fire. Or they
think we're too hot and they freeze us, nerve by nerve.”

The woman with the boy-body called over, "And sometimes they think we're unhappy, so they try
to force usto be happy. | think that'sthe worst of al.”

Mercer sammered, "Are you people—| mean—are you the only herd?'

The man with the spike coughed ingtead of laughing. "Herd! That's funny. Theland isfull of people.

Most of them dig in. We're the ones who can still talk. We stay together for company. We get more turns
with B'dikkat that way."

Mercer started to ask another question, but he felt the strength run out of him. The day had been too
much.

The ground rocked like aship on water. The sky turned black. He felt someone catch him as hefell.
Hefdt himsdf being stretched out on the ground. And then, mercifully and magicaly, he degt.

3

Within aweek, he came to know the group well. They were an absent-minded bunch of people.
Not one of them ever knew when adromozoan might flash by and add another part. Mercer was not
stung again, but the incision he had obtained just outside the cabin was hardening. Spike-head looked at
it when Mercer modestly undid his belt and lowered the edge of his trouser-top so they could seethe
wound.

"You'vegot ahead,” he said. "A whole baby head. They'll be glad to get that one upstairs when
B'dikkat cutsit off you."

Thegroup even tried to arrange hissocid life. They introduced him to the girl of the herd. She had
grown one body after another, pelvisturning into shoulders and the pelvis below that turning into
shoulders again until she wasfive peoplelong. Her face was unmarred. Shetried to be friendly to
Mercer.

He was s0 shocked by her that he dug himsdlf into the soft dry crumbly earth and stayed there for
what seemed like ahundred years. He found later that it was lessthan afull day. When he came out, the
long many-bodied girl waswaiting for him.

"You didn't have to come out just for me," said she.

Mercer shook the dirt off himsdlf.

Helooked around. The violet sun was going down, and the sky was streaked with blues, deeper
bluesand trails of orange sunset.

Helooked back at her. "I didn't get up for you. It's no use lying there, waiting for the next time."
"l want to show you something,” she said. She pointed to alow hummock. "Dig that up.”

Mercer looked a her. She seemed friendly. He shrugged and attacked the soil with his powerful
claws. With tough skin and heavy digging-nails on the ends of hisfingers, he found it was easy to dig like
adog. The earth cascaded benesth his busy hands. Something pink appeared down in the hole he had
dug. He proceeded more carefully.

He knew what it would be.

It was. It was aman, deeping. Extraarms grew down one side of hisbody in an orderly series. The
other sdelooked normdl.

Mercer turned back to the many-bodied girl, who had writhed closer.
“That'swhat | think itis, isntit?"
"Yes," shesad. "Doctor Vomact burned hisbrain out for him. And took his eyes out, too."



Mercer sat back on the ground and looked at the girl. ™Y ou told me to do it. Now tell mewhat for.
"Tolet you see. Tolet you know. To let you think."
"That'sal?' said Mercer.

Thegirl twisted with tartling suddenness. All the way down her series of bodies, her chests heaved.
Mercer wondered how the air got into al of them. He did not fedl sorry for her; he did not fed sorry for
anyone except himself. When the spasm passed the girl smiled at him gpologeticaly.

"They just gave me anew plant."
Mercer nodded grimly.
"What now, ahand? It seems you have enough.”

"Oh, those," she said, looking back at her many torsos. "1 promised B'dikkat that I'd let them grow.
He's good. But that man, stranger. Look at that man you dug up. Whao's better off, he or we?"

Mercer stared at her. "Isthat what you had me dig him up for?"
"Yes" sadthegirl.

"Do you expect meto answer?"

"No," said thegirl, "not now."

"Who areyou?' said Mercer.

"We never ask that here. It doesn't matter. But since you're new, I'll tell you. | used to be the Lady
Da—the Emperor's ssepmother.”

"Youl" heexclamed.

She amiled, ruefully. "Y ou're till so fresh you think it matters! But | have something more important
to tll you." She stopped and bit her lip.

"What?' he urged. "Better tell me before| get another bite. | won't be able to think or talk then, not
foralongtime. Tdl menow."

She brought her face closeto his. It was il alovely face, even in the dying orange of this
violet-sunned sunset. "'People never liveforever.”

"Yes" sad Mercer. "'l knew that."

"Believeit," ordered the Lady Da

Lightsflashed acrossthe dark plain, dill in the distance. Said she, "Digin, dig infor the night. They
may missyou."

Mercer sarted digging. He glanced over at the man he had dug up.

The brainless body, with motions as soft as those of a starfish under water, was pushing its way
back into the earth.

Five or seven days later, there was a shouting through the herd.

Mercer had come to know a haf-man, the lower part of whose body was gone and whose viscera
were kept in place with what resembled atrand ucent plastic bandage. The half-man had shown him how
to lie till when the dromozoa came with their inescapable errands of doing good.

Said the haf-man, ™Y ou can't fight them. They made Alvarez as big as amountain, so that he never
gtirs. Now they're trying to make us happy. They feed us and clean us and sweeten us up. Lie still. Don't
worry about screaming. Wedl do.”

"When do we get the drug?’ said Mercer.
"When B'dikkat comes."

B'dikkat camethat day, pushing asort of whedled ded ahead of him. The runners carried it over the
hillocks; the wheels worked on the surface.

Even before he arrived, the herd sprang into furious action. Everywhere, people were digging up the



deepers. By thetime B'dikkat reached their waiting place, the herd must have uncovered twice their own
number of deeping pink bodies—men and women, young and old. The deepers|ooked no better and no
worse than the waking ones.

"Hurry!" said the Lady Da "He never gives any of usashot until we'redl ready.”

B'dikkat wore his heavy lead suit.

Helifted anarmin friendly greeting, like afather returning home with tregtsfor his children. The herd
clustered around him but did not crowd him.

He reached into the ded. There was a harnessed bottle which he threw over his shoulders. He
snapped the locks on the straps. From the bottle there hung atube. Midway down the tube there was a
small pressure-pump. At the end of the tube there was a glistening hypodermic needle.

When ready, B'dikkat gestured for them to come closer. They approached him with radiant
happiness. He stepped through their ranks and past them, to the girl who had the boy growing from her
neck. His mechanica voice boomed through the loudspeaker set in the top of his suit.

"Good girl. Good, good girl. You get abig, big present.” He thrust

the hypodermic into her so long that Mercer could see an air bubhle travel from the pump up to the
bottle.

Then he moved back to the others, booming aword now and then, moving with improbable grace
and speed amid the people. His needle flashed as he gave them hypodermics under pressure. The people
dropped to sitting positions or lay down on the ground as though half-adleep.

He knew Mercer. "Hdllo, fellow. Now you can have the fun. It would have killed you in the cabin.
Do you have anything for me?!

Mercer ssammered, not knowing what B'dikkat meant, and the two-nosed man answered for him, "'l
think he has anice baby head, but it isn't big enough for you to take yet.”

Mercer never noticed the needle touch hisarm.

B'dikkat had turned to the next knot of people when the super-condamine hit Mercer.

Hetried to run after B'dikkat, to hug the lead space suit, to tell B'dikkat that he loved him. He
stumbled and fell, but it did not hurt.

The many-bodied girl lay near him. Mercer spoketo her.

"lan't it wonderful ?'Y ou're beautiful, beautiful, beautiful. I'm so happy to be here.”

The woman covered with growing hands came and sat beside them. She radiated warmth and good
fellowship. Mercer thought that she looked very digtinguished and charming. He struggled out of his
clothes. It was foolish and snobbish to wear clothing when none of these nice people did.

The two women babbled and crooned at him.

With one corner of hismind he knew that they were saying nothing, just expressing the euphoriaof a
drug so powerful that the known universe had forbidden it. With most of his mind he was happy. He
wondered how anyone could have the good luck to visit aplanet asnice asthis. Hetried to tell the Lady
Da, but the words weren't quite straight.

A painful stab hit him in the abdomen. The drug went after the pain and swdlowed it. It waslike the
cap in the hogpital, only athousand times better. The pain was gone, though it had been crippling the first
time

Heforced himsdf to be deliberate. He rammed his mind into focus and said to the two ladieswho
lay pinkly nude beside him in the desert, "That was agood bite. Maybe | will grow another head. That
would make B'dikkat happy!"

The Lady Daforced the foremost of her bodiesin an upright position. Said she, "'I'm strong, too. |
can talk. Remember, man, remember. People never live forever. We can die, too, we can dielikered
people. | do so believein death!”



Mercer smiled at her through his happiness.
"Of courseyou can. Butisn't thisnice.... "

With thishefdt hislipsthicken and his mind go dack. He was wide awake, but he did not fed like
doing anything. In that beautiful place, anong al those companionable and attractive people, he sat and
amiled.

B'dikkat was stexilizing hisknives.

Mercer wondered how long the super-condamine had lasted him. He endured the ministrations of
the dromozoawithout screams or movement. The agonies of nerves and itching of skin were phenomena
which happened somewhere near him, but meant nothing. He watched his own body with remote, casua
interest. The Lady Daand the hand-covered woman stayed near him. After along time the half-man
dragged himsdlf over to the group with his powerful arms. Having arrived he blinked deepily and friendlily
at them, and lapsed back into the restful stupor from which he had emerged. Mercer saw the sunriseon
occasion, closed his eyes briefly, and opened them to see stars shining. Time had no meaning. The
dromozoafed him in their mysterious way: the drug canceled out his needs for cycles of the body.

At last he noticed areturn of the inwardness of pain.

The painsthemselves had not changed; he had.

Heknew dl the events which could take place on Shayol. He remembered them well from his happy
period. Formerly he had noticed them—now hefelt them.

Hetried to ask the Lady Dahow long they had had the drug, and how much longer they would have
to wait before they had it again. She smiled a him with benign, remote happiness; apparently her many
torsos, stretched out along the ground, had agreater capacity for retaining the drug than did his body.
She meant him well, but wasin no condition for articulate speech.

The half-man lay on the ground, arteries pulsating prettily behind the half-trangparent film which
protected his abdominal cavity. Mercer squeezed the man's shoulder.

The haf-man woke, recognized Mercer and gave him ahedlthily deepy grin.

" 'A good morrow to you, my boy.' That's out of aplay. Did you ever seeaplay?’
"Y ou mean agame with cards?’

"No," said the half-man, "asort of eye-machine with real people doing the figures.”
"l never saw that," said Mercer, "but |—"

"But you want to ask me when B'dikkat is going to come back with the needle.”
"Yes" said Mercer, alittle ashamed of his obviousness.

"Soon," said the haf-man. "That'swhy | think of plays. We al know what is going to happen. Weal
know when it isgoing to happen. We al know what the dummieswill do—" he gestured at the
hummocksin which the decorticated men were cradled—" and we al know what the new people will
ask. But we never know how long asceneis going to take."

"What's a'scene'?' asked Mercer. "Is that the name for the needle?

The haf-man laughed with something closeto real humor. "No, no, no. Y ou've got the lovelieson
thebrain. A sceneisjust part of aplay. | mean we know the order in which things happen, but we have
no clocks and nobody cares enough to count days or to make calendars and there's not much climate
here, so none of us know how long anything takes. The pain seems short and the pleasure seemslong.
I'minclined to think that they are about two Earth-weeks each.”

Mercer did not know what an "Earth-week" was, since he had not been awell-read man before his
conviction, but he got nothing more from the half-man at that time. The half-man recelved adromozootic
implant, turned red in the face, shouted senselesdy at Mercer, "Takeit out, you fool! Takeit out of me!™

While Mercer looked on helplesdy, the haf-man twisted over on hisside, his pink dusty back
turned to Mercer, and wept hoarsely and quietly to himself.



Mercer himsdf could not tell how long it was before B'dikkat came back. It might have been severa
days. It might have been severa months.

Once again B'dikkat moved among them like afather; once again they clustered like children. This
time B'dikkat smiled pleasantly &t thelittle head which had grown out of Mercer's thigh—adeeping
child's head, covered with light hair on top and with dainty eyebrows over the resting eyes. Mercer got
the blissful needle.

When B'dikkat cut the head from Mercer'sthigh, he felt the knife grinding againgt the cartilage which
held the head to his own body. He saw the child-face grimace as the head was cut; he felt the far, cool
flash of unimportant pain, as B'dikkat dabbed the wound with a corrosive antiseptic which stopped all
bleeding immediatedly.

The next time it wastwo legs growing from his chest.

Then there had been another head beside his own.

Or wasthat after the torso and legs, waist to toe-tips, of thelittle girl which had grown from his
9de?

Heforgot the order.
Hedid not count time.

Lady Dasmiled at him often, but there was no love in this place. She had lost the extratorsos. In
between teratol ogies, she was a pretty and shapely woman; but the nicest thing about their relationship
was her whisper to him, repeated some thousands of times, repeated with smiles and hope, "People
never liveforever."

She found thisimmensely comforting, even though Mercer did not make much sense out of it.

Thus events occurred, and victims changed in appearance, and new ones arrived. Sometimes
B'dikkat took the new ones, resting in the everlasting deep of their burned-out brains, in a ground-truck
to be added to other herds. The bodiesin the truck threshed and bawled without human speech when the
dromozoa struck them.

Finally, Mercer did manage to follow B'dikkat to the door of the cabin. He had to fight the bliss of
super-condamineto do it. Only the memory of previous hurt, bewilderment and perplexity made him sure
that if he did not ask B'dikkat when he, Mercer, was happy, the answer would no longer be available
when he needed it. Fighting pleasure itsdlf, he begged B'dikkat to check the records and to tell him how
long he had been there.

B'dikkat grudgingly agreed, but he did not come out of the doorway. He spoke through the public
address box built into the cabin, and his gigantic voice roared out over the empty plain, so that the pink
herd of talking people stirred gently in their happiness and wondered what their friend B'dikkat might be
wanting to tell them. When he said it, they thought it exceedingly profound, though none of them
understood it, Since it was Ssmply the amount of time that Mercer had been on Shayal:

"Standard years—eighty-four years, seven months, three days, two hours, eeven and one haf
minutes. Good luck, fellow.”

Mercer turned away.

The secret little corner of his mind, which stayed sane through happiness and pain, made him
wonder about B'dikkat. What persuaded the cow-man to remain on Shayol ? What kept him happy
without super-condamine? Was B'dikkat a crazy dave to his own duty or was he aman who had hopes
of going back to his own planet some day, surrounded by afamily of little cow-people resembling
himsalf? Mercer, despite his happiness, wept alittle at the strange fate of B'dikkat. His own fate he
accepted.

He remembered the last time he had easten—actua eggs from an actua pan. The dromozoa kept him
aive, but hedid not know how they did it.

He staggered back to the group. The Lady Da, naked in the dusty plain, waved a hospitable hand



and showed that there was aplace for him to sit beside her. There were unclaimed square miles of
seeting space around them, but he gppreciated the kindliness of her gesture none the less.

4
Theyears, if they were years, went by. Theland of Shayol did not change.

Sometimes the bubbling sound of geysers camefaintly acrossthe plain to the herd of men; those
who could talk declared it to be the breathing of Captain Alvarez. There was night and day, but no
Setting of crops, no change of season, no generations of men. Time stood il for these people, and their
load of pleasure was so commingled with the shocks and pains of the dromozoa that the words of the
Lady Datook on very remote meaning.

"People never liveforever."

Her statement was ahope, not atruth in which they could believe. They did not have the wit to
follow the starsin their courses, to exchange names with each other, to harvest the experience of each for
the wisdom of al. There was no dream of escape for these people. Though they saw the old-style
chemica rocketslift up from the field beyond B'dikkat's cabin, they did not make plansto hide among
the frozen crop of transmuted flesh.

Far long ago, some other prisoner than one of these had tried to write aletter. His handwriting was
on arock. Mercer read it, and so had afew of the others, but they could not tell which man had doneit.
Nor did they care.

The letter, scraped on stone, had been a message home. They could still read the opening: "Once, |
was like you, stepping out of my window at the end of day, and letting the winds blow me gently toward
the placel lived in. Once, like you, | had one head, two hands, ten fingers on my hands. The front part of
my head was called aface, and | could talk with it. Now | can only write, and that only when | get out of
pain. Once, likeyou, | atefoods, drank liquid, had aname. | cannot remember the name | had. Y ou can
stand up, you who get this|letter. | cannot even stand up. | just wait for the lightsto put my food in me
molecule by molecule, and to take it out again. Don't think that | am punished any more. Thisplaceisnot
apunishment. It issomething e

Among the pink herd, none of them ever decided what was "something else.”
Curiogty had died among them long ago.

Then camethe day of thelittle people.

It was atime—not an hour, not ayear: aduration somewhere between them—when the Lady Da
and Mercer sat wordless with happiness and filled with the joy of super-condamine. They had nothing to
say to one another; the drug said dl thingsfor them.

A disagreesble roar from B'dikkat's cabin made them stir mildly.
Those two, and one or two others, looked toward the speaker of the public address system.

The Lady Da brought herself to speak, though the matter was unimportant beyond words. "1 do
believe," said she, "that we used to cdl that the War Alarm.”

They drowsed back into their happiness.

A man with two rudimentary heads growing beside his own crawled over to them. All three heads
looked very happy, and Mercer thought it delightful of him to appear in such awhimsica shape. Under
the pulsing glow of super-condamine, Mercer regretted that he had not used times when hismind was
clear to ask him who he had once been. He answered it for them. Forcing his eyeids open by sheer will
power, he gave the Lady Daand Mercer the lazy ghost of amilitary salute and said, " Suzda, Maam and
Sir, former cruiser commander. They are sounding the aert. Wishtoreport that | am ... | am ... | am not
quite reedy for battle."



He dropped off to deep.
The gentle peremptorinesses of the Lady Da brought his eyes open again.
"Commander, why are they sounding it here? Why did you cometo us?’

"Y ou, Maam, and the gentleman with the ears seem to think best of our group. | thought you might
have orders.”

Mercer looked around for the gentleman with the ears. It was himsdf. In that time hisface was
amost wholly obscured with acrop of fresh little ears, but he paid no attention to them, other than
expecting that B'dikkat would cut them all off in due course and that the dromozoawould give him
something ese.

The noise from the cabin rose to ahigher, ear-splitting intensity.

Among the herd, many people stirred.

Some opened their eyes, looked around, murmured. "It'sanoise,” and went back to the happy
drowsing with super-condamine.

The cabin door opened.

B'dikkat rushed out, without his suit. They had never seen him on the outside without his protective
metd wuit.

He rushed up to them, looked wildly around, recognized the Lady Daand Mercer, picked them up,
one under each arm, and raced with them back to the cabin. He flung them into the double door. They
landed with bone-splitting crashes, and found it amusing to hit the ground so hard. Thefloor tilted them
into the room. Moments later, B'dikkat followed.

Heroared at them, "Y ou're people, or you were. Y ou understand people; | only obey them. But this
| will not obey. Look at that!"

Four beautiful human children lay on the floor. The two smallest seemed to be twins, about two
yearsof age. Therewasagirl of five and aboy of seven or so. All of them had dack eyelids. All of them
had thin red lines around their temples and their hair, shaved away, showed how their brains had been
removed.

B'dikkat, heedless of danger from dromozoa, stood beside the Lady Da and Mercer, shouting.

"You'rered people. I'mjust acow. | do my duty. My duty does not include this. These are
children.

Thewise, surviving recess of Mercer's mind registered shock and disbelief. It was hard to sustain
the emotion, because the super-condamine washed at his consciousness like a greet tide, making
everything seem lovely. Theforefront of hismind, rich with the drug, told him, "Wont it be nice to have
some children with usl" But the undestroyed interior of his mind, keegping the honor he knew before he
cameto Shayol, whispered, "Thisis a crime worse than any crime we have committed! And the Empire
hasdoneit.”

"What have you done?' said the Lady Da. "What can we do?"

"| tried to cdl the satellite. When they knew what | was talking about, they cut me off. After dl, I'm
not people. The head doctor told me to do my work."

"Wasit Doctor Vomact?' Mercer asked.

"Vomact?' said B'dikkat. "He died a hundred years ago, of old age. No, anew doctor cut me off. |
don't have people-feding, but | am Earth-born, of Earth blood. | have emotions mysdlf. Pure cattle
emotions This| cannot permit.”

"What have you done?’

B'dikkat lifted his eyesto thewindow. Hisface wasilluminated by a determination which, even
beyond the edges of the drug which made them love him, made him seem like the father of this
world-responsible, honorable, unsdfish.



Hesmiled. "They will kill mefor it, | think. But I have put in the Gaactic Alert—all shipshere.”

The Lady Da, stting back on the floor, declared, "But that's only for new invaderd Itisafase
darm." She pulled hersdf together and rose to her feet. "Can you cut these things off me, right now, in
case people come? And get me adress. And do you have anything which will counteract the effect of the
super-condamine?’

"That'swhat | wanted!" cried B'dikkat. "1 will not take these children. Y ou give me leadership.”

There and then, on thefloor of the cabin, he trimmed her down to the normal proportions of
mankind.

The corrosive antiseptic rose like smoke in the air of the cabin. Mercer thought it dl very dramatic
and pleasant, and dropped off in catnaps part of thetime. Then he felt B'dikkat trimming him too.
B'dikkat opened along, long drawer and put the specimensin; from the cold in the room it must have
been arefrigerated locker.

He sat them both up againgt the wall.

"I've been thinking," he said. "Thereis no antidote for super-condamine. Who would want one? But
| can give you the hypos from my rescue boat. They are supposed to bring a person back, no matter
what has happened to that person out in space.”

There was awhining over the cabin roof. B'dikkat knocked awindow out with hisfist, suck his
head out of the window and looked up.

"Comeonin," he shouted.

There was the thud of alanding craft touching ground quickly. Doors whirred. Mercer wondered,
mildly, why people dared to land on Shayol. When they came in he saw that they were not people; they
were Customs Robots, who could travel at vel ocities which people could never match. One wore the
insgne of aningpector.

"Where arethe invaders?’

"There are no—" began B'dikkat.

The Lady Da, imperid in her posture though she was completely nude, said in avoice of complete
clarity, "l am aformer Empress, the Lady Da. Do you know me?"

"No, Maam," said the robot inspector. He looked as uncomfortable as arobot could look. The
drug made Mercer think that it would be nice to have robots for company, out on the surface of Shayol.

"| declare this Top Emergency, in the ancient words. Do you understand? Connect me with the
Ingrumentdity.”

"We can't—" said the inspector.

"You can ak," said the Lady Da.

Theingpector complied.

The Lady Daturned to B'dikkat. "Give Mercer and me those shots now. Then put us outside the
door so the dromozoa can repair these scars. Bring usin as soon as a connection is made. Wrap usin
cloth if you do not have clothes for us. Mercer can stand the pain.”

"Yes" sad B'dikkat, keeping his eyes awvay from the four soft children and their collgpsed eyes.

Theinjection burned like no fire ever had. It must have been capable of fighting the
super-condamine, because B'dikkat put them through the open window, so asto save time going through
the door. The dromozoa, sensing that they needed repair, flashed upon them. Thistime the
super-condamine had something e sefighting it

Mercer did not scream but he lay against the wall and wept for ten thousand years; in objective time,
it must have been severa hours.

The Customs robots were taking pictures. The dromozoa were flashing against them too, sometimes
inwhole swarms, but nothing happened.



Mercer heard the voice of the communicator ingde the cabin cdling loudly for B'dikkat. " Surgery
Satellite cdling Shayol. B'dikkat, get ontheling!”

He obvioudy was not replying.
There were s0ft cries coming from the other communicator, the one which the customs officids had

brought into the room. Mercer was sure that the eye-machine was on and that people in other worlds
werelooking at Shayol for thefirst time.

B'dikkat came through the door. He had torn navigation charts out of hislifeboat. With these he
cloaked them.

Mercer noted that the Lady Da changed the arrangement of the cloak in afew minor ways and
suddenly looked like a person of great importance.

They re-entered the cabin door.

B'dikkat whispered, asif filled with awe, "The Instrumentality has been reached, and alord of the
Instrumentality is about to talk to you."

There was nothing for Mercer to do, so he sat back in a corner of the room and watched. The Lady
Da, her skin hedled, stood pale and nervousin the middie of the floor.

Theroom filled with an odorlessintangible smoke. The smoke clouded. The full communicator was
on.

A human figure appeared.
A woman, dressed in auniform of radically conservative cut, faced the Lady Da.
"Thisis Shayol. You arethe Lady Da You cdled me."

The Lady Da pointed to the children on the floor. "This must not happen,” she said. Thisisaplace of
punishments, agreed upon between the Instrumentality and the Empire. No one said anything about
children.”

Thewoman on the screen looked down at the children.

"Thisisthework of insane people!™ she cried.

Shelooked accusingly at the Lady Da, " Are you imperid ?'

"l was an Empress, madam,” said the Lady Da

"And you permit thigl"

"Permit it?" cried the Lady Da. "I had nothing to do with it." Her eyeswidened. "1 am a prisoner
here mysdf. Don't you understand?’

The image-woman snapped, "No, | don't."

"l," said the Lady Da, "am aspecimen. Look at the herd out there. | came from them afew hours

"Adjust me," said the image-woman to B'dikkat. "L et me see that herd.”
Her body, standing upright, soared through thewall in aflashing arc and was placed in the very
center of the herd.

The Lady Daand Mercer watched her. They saw even theimage loseits stiffness and dignity. The
image-woman waved an am to show that she should he brought back into the cabin. B'dikkat tuned her
back into the room.

"] oweyou an gpology," said theimage. "1 am the Lady Johanna Gnade, one of the lords of the
Ingrumentdlity.”

Mercer bowed, lost his balance and had to scramble up from the floor. The Lady Da acknowledged
the introduction with aroya nod.

The two women looked at each other.
"Youwill investigate," said the Lady Da, "and when you have investigated, please put us dl to degth.



Y ou know about the drug?’

"Don't mention it," said B'dikkat, "don't even say the name into acommunicator. It isasecret of the
Ingrumentdlity!"

"l am the Instrumentality,” said the Lady Johanna. "Areyou in pain?| did not think that any of you
were dive. | had heard of the surgery banks on your off-limits planet, but | thought that robots tended
parts of people and sent up the new grafts by rocket. Are there any people with you? Who isin charge?
Who did thisto the children?'

B'dikkat stepped in front of theimage. He did not bow. "I'min charge.”
"Y ou're underpeople!” cried the Lady Johanna. 'Y ou're acow!"

"A bull, Maam. My family isfrozen back on Earth itself, and with athousand years servicel am
earning their freedom and my own. Y our other questions, Maam. | do al the work. The dromozoado
not affect me much, though | have to cut apart off mysalf now and then. | throw those away. They don't
go into the bank. Do you know the secret rules of this place?’

The Lady Johanna talked to someone behind her on another world. Then shelooked at B'dikkat
and commanded, "Just don't name the drug or talk too much about it. Tl methe rest.”

"Wehave" said B'dikkat very formaly, "thirteen hundred and twenty-one people here who can il
be counted on to supply parts when the dromozoa implant them. There are about seven hundred more,
including Go-Captain Alvarez, who have been so thoroughly absorbed by the planet that it isno use
trimming them. The Empire set up this place asapoint of uttermost punishment. But the Instrumentality
gave secret ordersfor medicine—" he accented the word strangely, meaning super-condamine—"to be
issued so that the punishment would be counteracted. The Empire supplies our convicts. The
Instrumentdity digtributesthe surgicd materid."

The Lady Johannalifted her right hand in agesture of silence and compassion. Shelooked around
the room. Her eyes came back to the Lady Da. Perhaps she guessed what effort the Lady Da had made
in order to remain standing erect while the two drugs, the super-condamine and the lifeboat drug, fought
within her veins,

"Y ou people can rest. | will tell you now that al things possible will be done for you. The Empireis
finished. The Fundamenta Agreement, by which the Instrumentaity surrendered the Empire a thousand
years ago, has been set asde. We did not know that you people existed. We would have found out in
time, but | am sorry we did not find out sooner. Isthere anything we can do for you right away?'

"Timeiswhat wedl have," said the Lady Da. "Perhaps we cannot ever leave Shayol, because of the
dromozoa and the medicine. The one could be dangerous. The other must never be permitted to be
known."

The Lady Johanna Gnade looked around the room. When her glance reached him, B'dikkat fell to
his knees and lifted his enormous hands in complete supplication.

"What do you want?' said she.

"These" said B'dikkat, pointing to the mutilated children. "Order astop on children. Stop it now!"
He commanded her with the last cry, and she accepted his command. "And Lady—" he stopped as if
shy.

"Yes?Goon."

"Lady, | am unableto kill. It isnot in my nature. To work, to help, but not to kill. What do | do with
these?' He gestured at the four motionless children on the floor.

"Keep them,” shesaid. "Just keep them."”

"l can't," he said. "There'sno way to get off this planet alive. | do not have food for them in the
cabin. They will diein afew hours. And governments,” he added wisdly, "take along, long timeto do
things"

"Can you give them the medicineg?'



"No, it would kill them if | give them that stuff first before the dromozoa have fortified their bodily
processes.”

The Lady Johanna Gnade filled the room with tinkling laughter that was very closeto weeping.
"Foals, poor fools, and the morefool 1! If super-condamine works only after the dromozoa, what isthe
purpose of the secret?’

B'dikkat roseto hisfeet, offended. He frowned, but he could not get the words with which to
defend himsdf.

The Lady Da, ex-empress of afdlen empire, addressed the other lady with ceremony and force:
"Put them outside, so they will be touched. They will hurt. Have B'dikkat give them the drug as soon as
hethinksit safe. | beg your leave, my Lady ..."

Mercer had to catch her before shefell.

"Youvedl had enough,” said the Lady Johanna "A storm ship with heavily armed troopsisonits
way to your ferry satellite. They will seize the medical personnel and find out who committed this crime
agang children.”

Mercer dared to speak. "Will you punish the guilty doctor?

"Y ou spesk of punishment,” shecried. "You!"

"It'sfair. | was punished for doing wrong. Why shouldn't he be?"

"Punish—punish!" she said to him. "Wewill cure that doctor. And we will cure you too, if we can.”

Mercer began to weep. He thought of the oceans of happiness which super-condamine had brought
him, forgetting the hideous pain and the deformities on Shayol. Would there be no next needle? He could
not guess what life would be like off Shayol. Was there to be no more tender, fatherly B'dikkat coming
with hisknives?

He lifted histear-stained face to the Lady Johanna Gnade and choked out the words, "Lady, we are
dl insaneinthisplace. | do not think we want to leave.”

She turned her face away, moved by enormous compassion. Her next words were to B'dikkat.

"Y ou are wise and good, even if you are not ahuman being. Givethem dl of the drug they can take. The
Insrumentality will decide what to do with dl of you. | will survey your planet with robot soldiers. Will
the robots be safe, cow-man?’

B'dikkat did not like the thoughtless name she called him, but he held no offense. "The robots will be
al right, Maam, but the dromozoawill be excited if they cannot feed them and heal them. Send asfew as
you can. We do not know how the dromozoalive or die"

"Asfew asl can," she murmured. Shelifted her hand in command to some technician unimaginable
distances away. The odorless smoke rose about her and the image was gone.

A ghrill cheerful voice spoke up. "1 fixed your window,” said the customs robot. B'dikkat thanked
him absentmindedly. He hel ped Mercer and the Lady Dainto the doorway. When they had gotten
outside, they were promptly stung by the dromozoa. It did not matter.

B'dikkat himsdlf emerged, carrying the four children in histwo gigantic, tender hands. He lay the
dack bodies on the ground near the cabin. He watched as the bodies went into spasm with the onset of
the dromozoa. Mercer and the Lady Da saw that his brown cow eyes were rimmed with red and that his
huge cheeks were dampened by tears.

Hours or centuries.
Who could tell them gpart?

The herd went back to its usud life, except that the interval s between needles were much shorter.
The once-commander, Suzdd, refused the needle when he heard the news. Whenever he could walk, he
followed the customs robots around as they photographed, took soil samples, and made a count of the



bodies. They were particularly interested in the mountain of the Go-Captain Alvarez and professed
themsalves uncertain asto whether there was organic life there or not. The mountain did appear to react
to super-condamine, but they could find no blood, no heart-beat. Moisture, moved by the dromozoa,
seemed to have replaced the once-human bodily processes.

And then, early one morning, the sky opened.

Ship after ship landed. People emerged, wearing clothes.

The dromozoaignored the newcomers. Mercer, who wasin astate of bliss, confusedly tried to think
this through until he redlized that the ships were |oaded to their skinswith communications machines; the
"people" were either robots or images of personsin other places.

The robots swiftly gathered together the herd. Using wheelbarrows, they brought the hundreds of
mindless peopleto the landing area.

Mercer heard avoice he knew. It was the Lady Johanna Gnade. " Set me high," she commanded.
Her form rose until she seemed one-fourth the size of Alvarez. Her voice took on more volume.
"Wakethemdl," she commanded.

Robots moved among them, spraying them with a gas which was both sickening and sweet. Mercer
felt hismind go clear. The super-condamine still operated in his nerves and veins, but his cortica area
wasfreeof it. Hethought clearly.

"1 bring you," cried the compass onate feminine voice of the gigantic Lady Johanna, "the judgment of
the Instrumentdity on the planet Shayal.

"Item: the surgica supplieswill be maintained and the dromozoawill not be molested. Portions of
human bodieswill be |eft here to grow, and the graftswill be collected by robots. Neither man nor
homunculuswill livehereagain. "

"Item: the underman B'dikkat, of cattle extraction, will be rewarded by an immediate return to Earth.
Hewill be paid twice his expected thousand years of earnings.”

Thevoice of B'dikkat, without amplification, was dmost asloud as hersthrough the amplifier. He
shouted his protest, "L ady, Lady!"

She looked down a him, his enormous body reaching to ankle height on her swirling gown, and said
inavery informa tone, "What do you want?"

"Let mefinishmy work first," he cried, so that al could hear. "Let mefinish taking care of these
people.”

The specimenswho had minds dl listened attentively. The brainless onesweretryingto dig
themselves back into the soft earth of Shayol, using their powerful clawsfor the purpose. Whenever one
began to disappear, arobot seized him by alimb and pulled him out again.

"Item: cephaectomieswill be performed on dl persons with irrecoverable minds. Their bodies will
be left here. Their heads will be taken away and killed as pleasantly aswe can manage, probably by an
overdosage of super-condamine.”

"Thelast bigjolt,” murmured Commander Suzdal, who stood near Mercer. "That'sfair enough.”

"Item: the children have been found to be the last heirs of the Empire. An over-zedlous officia sent
them here to prevent their committing treason when they grew up. The doctor obeyed orders without
questioning them. Both the officid and the doctor have been cured and their memories of this have been
erased, so that they need have no shame or grief for what they have done.”

"It'sunfair,”" cried the half-man. "They should be punished aswe werel"

The Lady Johanna Gnade |ooked down at him. " Punishment is ended. We will give you anything you
wish, but not the pain of another. | shal continue.



"Item: since none of you wish to resume the liveswhich you led previoudy, we are moving you to
another planet nearby. It issmilar to Shayol, but much more beautiful. There are no dromozoa.™

At thisan uproar seized the herd. They shouted, wept, cursed, appeded. They dl wanted the
needle, and if they had to stay on Shayal to get it, they would Stay.

"Item," said the gigantic image of the lady, overriding their babble with her great but femininevoice,
"you will not have super-condamine on the new planet, since without dromozoait would kill you. But
there will be caps. Remember the caps. We will try to cure you and to make people of you again. But if
you give up, we will not force you. Caps are very powerful; with medical help you can live under them
many years”

A hush fdl on the group. In their various ways, they were trying to compare the dectrical cgpswhich
had stimulated their pleasure-lobes with the drug which had drowned them athousand timesin pleasure.
Their murmur sounded like assent.

"Do you have any questions?' said the Lady Johanna

"When do we get the caps?' said severd. They were human enough that they laughed at their own
impatience.

"Soon," said she reassuringly, "very soon.”

"Very soon," echoed B'dikkat, reassuring his charges even though he was no longer in control.

"Question," cried the Lady Da.

"My Lady ... 7' said the Lady Johanna, giving the ex-empress her due courtesy.

"Will we be permitted marriage?"

The Lady Johannalooked astonished. "I don't know.” She smiled. "I don't know any reason why
not—"

"l clam thisman Mercer," said the Lady Da. "When the drugs were degpest, and the pain was
greatest, he was the one who awaystried to think. May | have him?"

Mercer thought the procedure arbitrary but he was so happy that he said nothing. The Lady Johanna
scrutinized him and then she nodded. She lifted her armsin agesture of blessing and farewell.

The robots began to gather the pink herd into two groups. One group was to whisper in aship over
to anew world, new problems and new lives. The other group, no matter how much its memberstried to
scuttle into the dirt, was gathered for the last honor which humanity could pay their manhood.

B'dikkat, leaving everyone dse, jogged with his bottle across the plain to give the mountain-man
Alvarez an especidly large gift of ddlight.



