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CORDWAINER SMITH

had a vision of the future that created a legend in his
lifetime---the universe of the Instrumentality of Man, of
Norstrilia, of the Underpeople and their heroine C'Mell,
of the 'Scanners-a vision shot through with the truth of
poetry and prophecy.

This classic collection includes such famous stories as
"The Lady Who Sailed The Soul," "The Game of Rat and
Dragon," "Alpha Ralpha Boulevard," and "scanners Live
ip laia"-landmarks of imaginative writing.

Read them and in truth
YOU WILL NEVER BE THE SAME
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NO, NO, NOT ROGOV!

That golden shape on the golden steps shook and fluttered
like a bird gone mad-like a bird imhued with an intellect
and a soul, ond, nevertheless, drtven mad by ecstasies and
terrors beyond human understanding--ecstasies drawn
momentarily down into reality hy the consummation of
superlative art. A thousand worlds watched.

Had the ancient calendar contiruted this would have
been A.D. 13,582. Alter deleat, alter disappointment, af-
ter ruin and. recorutruction, mankirtd' lwd leopt among tlte
stars.

Out of meeting inhuman art, out of confronting non-
human dances, mankind had mqde a superb estlutic el-

lort and had leapt upon the stage ol all the worlds.
The golden steps reeled belore the eyes. Some eyes had

retinas. Some had crystalline concs. Yet aJI eyes were

lixed upon the golden shape which interpreted "The Glory
and Affirmation of Man" in the Inter-World Dance
Festival ol what might have heen A.D. 13,582.

Once again mankind was winning the contest. Music
and dance were hypnotic beyond the limits ol rystems,
compelling, shocking to human and inhuman eyes- The
dorre was a triumph r$ shock-the shock 'of dyrnmic
beauty.

The golden shape on tlte golden steps executed shim-
mering intricacies of mearting. The body was'gold and still
human. TIrc body was a woman, but more than a worluln.'
On the golden steps, in the golden light, she trembled and
and fluuered like a bird Sone mad.



I

. The -Ministry of state securif,y had been positively
shocked when they found that a Nazi agent, mole heroii
than prudent, had almost reached N. Rogov.

Rogov was worth more to the soviet armea forces than
any two air armies, more than three motorized divisions.
His brain was a \ileapon, a weapon for the soviet power.

since the brain was a weapon, Rogov was a prisoner.
He didn't mind.

- Rogov was a-pure Russian fypq, broad-faced, sandy-
haired, blue-eyed, with whimsey in his smile aod a-uie-
ment in the wrinkles of the tops of his cheeks.

"Of course f'm a prisoner,'; Rogov used to say. .,f am g
prisoner of state service to the soviet peoples. But the
workers and peasants are good to me. I-arn an academi-
cian of the All Union Academy of Sciences, a major
general in the R* Ait Force, a professor in the univerjity
of Kharkov, a deputy works manag€r of the Red Ha!
combat Aircraft Production Tnrst. From each of these I
draw a salary."

Sometimes he would nzurow
scientific colleagues and ask
"Would f serve capitalists?"

The affrighted colleagues would try to stammer their
way out of the embarrassment, protesting their common
lofaltV to Stalin or Beria, or Zhnkou, 

-or 
Molotov, or

Bulganin, as the case may have been.
Roggv would- -l9ok - very Russian: calm, mocking,

amused. He would let them starnmer.
Then he'd laugh

. S"l"Tgry fiansformed into hilarig, he would explode
into bubbling, effelvescent, good-humored laughter: .,of
course I could not serve the capitalists. My little Anas-
tasia wCIrld not let me."

.Ihq colleagues would smile uncomfortably and wo,ld
wislt thgt Rogov did not talk so wildly, or so tomically, or
so freely,
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Even Rogov might wind up dead.
Rqgov didn't think so.
They did.
Rogov was afraid of nothing.
Moet of his colleagues were afraid of"each othe,r, of the

Soviet system, of the world, of life. and of death
Perhaps Rogov had once been ordinary and mortal like

other people and full of fears.
But he had become the lover, the colleague, the hus-

band of Anastasia Fyodorovna Cherpas.
Conrrade Cherpas had been his rival, his antagooist, his

competito,r, in the struggle for scientific eminence in the
daring Slav frontiers of Russian science. Russian science
could never ove,rtake the inhurnan porfection of German
method, the rigid intellectual and moral discipline of Ger-
man teamwork, but the Russians could and did get ahead
of the Germans by giving vent to their bold, fantastic
imaginatiors. Rogov had pioneered the first rocket
launohe'rs of 1939. Cherpas had finished the job by making
tle best of the rockets radiodirected,

Rogov n 1942 had developed a whole new system of
photemapping. Comrade Cherpas had applid it to color
film. Rogov, sandy-haired, blue-eyed, ffid smiling, had
recorded his criticisms of C.omrade Cherpas's naivet€ and
unsoundness at the top secret meetings of Russian scien-
tists during the black winter nights of t943. Co,mrade
Cherpas, her butter-yellow hair flowing down like living
water to her shoulders, het unpainted face gleaming with
fanaticism, intelligence, and dedication, would snarl her
own defiance at him, deriding his Communist ft*ry,
pinching at his pride, hitting his intellectual hypotheses
whsre they were weakest.

By 1944 a Rogov-Clterpas
something worth traveling to see.

In 1945 they were married.

quarrel had become

Their courtship was s€cret, their wedding a surprise,
their partnership a miracle in the upper ranks of Russian
science.

The emigrd press had reported that tlre great scientisf



Peter Kapitza, once remarked "Rogov and Cherpas, there
is a tearn. They're Communists, good Communists; but
they're better than that! They're Russian, Russian enough
to beat the world. Look at them. That's the future, our
Russian future!" Perhapa the quotation was an exaggera-
tion, but it did show the enormous respect in which both
Rogov and Cherpas were held by their colleagues in Soviet
Science.

Shortly after their marriage strange things happened to
them.

Rogov remained happy. Cherpas was radiant.
Nevertheless, the two of them began to have haunted ex-

pressions as though they had seen things which words
could not express, as though they had sfrrmbled upon se-
crets too important to be whispered even to the most
secure agents of the Soviet State Police.

In 1947 Rogov had an interview with Stalin. As he left
Stalin's office in the Kremlin, the great leader himself
came to the door, his forehead wrinkled in thought, nod-
diog, "Da, da, da."

Even his own personal staff did not know why Stalin
was saying, "Yes, yes, yes," but they did see the orders
that went forth mar*ed ONLY BY SAFE FIAND, and TO
BE READ AND RETURNED, NOT RETAINED, ANd
turthermore stamped FOR AUTHORWED EYES ONLY
AND UNDER NO CIRCTIMSTANCES TO BE COPIED.

Into the true and secret Soviet budget that year by the
direct personal order of a noncommittal Stalin an item
was added for "Project Telescope." Stalin tolerated no in-
quiry, brooked no comment.

A village which had had a name became nameless.
A forest which had been opened to the workers and

peasants became military territory.
Into the central post office in Kharkov there went a new

box number for the village ol Ya. Ch.
Rogov and Cherpas, comrades and lovers, scientists

both and Russians both, disappeared from the everyday
lives of their colleagues. Their faces were no longer seen
at scientific meetings. Only rarely did they emerge.

On the few times they were seen" usually to and from
10



Moscow at the time the
each year, they seemed
not make jokes.

All Union budget was made up
smiling and happy. But they did

what the outside world did not know was that stalin in
gving the'm their oyrn ploject, granting them a paradise
restricted to therrnselves, had seen to it that a snake went
with them in the paradise. The snake this time was not
one, but two personalities-Gausgofer and Gauck.

II

Stalin died.
Beria died te-less willingly.
The world went on.

Fo"rfmi"g went into the forgotten village of ya. Ch.
and nothing came oul

It was rumored that Rulganin himself visited Rogov and
Cherpas. It was gven whispered that Bulganin said as he
went to the Kharkov airport to fly back io Moscow, .,rt's
big, -big, big. There'll be no cold war if they do it. There
wort't be any war of any kind. We'll finish capitalism
lefgre the capitalists can ever begin to fight. r trt"y do it.
-tr t!*y do it." Bulganin was reported tJhave shai<en his
l.f slowly itt pgrprgxity and tb have said nothing more
but.to bave put his initials on the unmodified budget of
f.roject Telescope when a trusted messenger next br:ought
him an envelope from Rogov.

Anastasia cherpas became a mother. Their first boy
looked like his father. He was followed by a titue giri.
Then another ug" u"v. The childrcn didn't *tol cnrtp"ur"
work. They had a large dacha 4nd trained'nursemaids
took over the household.

Every night the four of thern dined tosether.
49gou, Russian, humorous, 

"ootug*rli, 
a:nused.

- cherpas, older, more mature, moie beautifur then ever
but just as biting, just as cheerful, just as sharp as she had
ever been,
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But then the other two, the two who sat with them
across the years of all their dap, the two colleague who
had been visited upon them by the all-powerful word of
Stalin himself.

Gausgofer was a female: bloodless, narrow-faced, with
a voice like a horse's whinny. She was a scientist and
a policewoman, and competent at both jobe. In 1917 she
had reported her own mother's whereabouts to the Bol-
shevic Terror Committee. In 1924 she had cormmanded her
father's execution. He had been a Russian German of the
old Baltic nobility and he had tried to adjust his mind to
the new system, but he had failed. In l93O she had let her
lover trust her a little too much. He had been a Rouma-
nianian Communist, very high in the Party, but he had
whispered into her ear in the privacy of their bedroom,
whispered with the tears pouring down his face, she had
listened affectionately and quietly and had delivered his
words to the police the next morning.

With that she had come to Stalin's attention.
Stalin had bee.n tough. He had addressed her brutally,

"Comrade, you have some brains. I can see you know what
C.ommunism is all about. You understand loyalty. You're
going to get ahead and serve the Party and the working
class, but is that all you want?" He had spat the question
at her.

She had been so astonished that she gaped.
The old man had changed his expression, favoring her

with leering benevolence. He had put his forefinger on her
chest, "Study science, Comrade. Study science. Com-
munism plus science equals victory. You're too clever to
stay in police work."

Gausgofer took a reluctant pride in the fiendish pro-
gram of her German namesake, the wicked old geographer
who made geography itself a terrible weapon in the Nazi
anti-Soviet struggle.

Gausgofer would have liked nothing better than to in-
trude on the marriage of Cherpas and Rogov.

Gausgofer.fell in love with Rogov the moment slre saw*
him.
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Gausgofer fell in hate-and hate can be as spontaneous
and miraculous as lovo-with Cherpas the momeart she
saw her.

But Stalin had guessed that too.
With the bloodless, fanatic Gausgofer he had sent a

man narned B. Gauck.
Gauck was solid, impassive, blank-faced. In body he

was about the same height as Rogov. Where Rogov was
muscular Gauck was flabby. Where Rogov's skin was fair
q1d qhot through with the pink and health of exercise,
Gauck's skin was like stale lard, greasy, gray-green, sickly
6ven on the best of days.

Gauck's eyes were black and small. His glanoe was as
cold and sharp as death. Gauck had no friEnds, no ene-
mies, no beliefs, no enthusiasm. Even Gausgofer was
afraid of him.

Gauck never drank, never went out, never received
mail, never sent mail, never spoke a spontaneous word.
He was never rude, never kind, never friendly, never really
withdrawn: he couldn't withdraw any more than the 

"oor-stant withdrawal of all his life.
Rogov had turned to his wife in the secrecv of their

bedroom soon after Gausgofer and Gauck cami and had
said, 'oAnastasia, is that man sans?',

Cherpas intertqrined the fingers of her beautifuI, ex-
pressive hands. she who had been the wit of a thousand
scientific meetings was now at a locs for words. she looked
up at her husband with a troubled expression. ,.I don t
know, Comrade . . . I just don't know . . ."

Rogov smiled his amused Slavic smile. .,At the least
then I don't think Gausgofer knows either.,'
- Cherpas snorted with laughter and picked up her hair-
brush. "That she doesn't. She really doesn't [now, does
she? I'll wager she doesn't even know to whom he
reports."

That conversation had receded into the past, Gauck,
Gausgofer, the bloodless eyes and the black eyes-they rv
mained.

Every dinner the four sat down together.
1 3



Every morning the four met in the laboratory.
Rogov's great courage, high sanity, and keen humor

kept the work going.
Cherpas's flashing genius fueled him whenever the

routine overloaded his magnificent inte[ect.
Gausgofer spied and watched and smiled her bloodress

smiles; sometimes, curiously enough, Gausgofer made
genuinely constructive suggestions. She never understood
the whole frame of reference of their work, but she knew
enough of the mechanical and engjneering details to be
very useful on occasion.

Gauck carne in, sat down quietly, said nothing, did
nothing. He did not even smoke. He never fidgeted. He
never went to sleep. He just watched.

The laboratory grew and with it there grew the inmense
configuration of the espionage machirre.

UI

In theory what Rogov had proposed and Cherpas
seconded was imaginable. It consisted of an attempt to
work out an integrated theory for all the electrical and ra-
diation phenornena accornpanying consciousness and to
duplicate the electrical functions of mind without the use
of animal material.

The range of pot6ntial products was immense.
The first product Stalin had asked for was a receiver, if

possible, capable of tuning in the thoughts of a human
mind nnd of translating those thoughts into either a
punch-tape machine, an adapted German Hellschreiber
machine, or phonetic speech. If the grids could be turned
around and the brain-equivalent machine could serve not
as a receiver but as a transmitter, it might be able to send
out stunning forces which would paralyze or kill the pro
cess of thought.

At its best, Rogov's machine would be designed to con-
fuse human thought over great distances, to select human
targets to be confused, and to maintain an electronic jam-
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ming system which would iarn straight into the humau
mind without the requirement of tubes or receivers.

He had succeeded-in part. He had given himself a
violent headache in the first year of work.

In the third year he had killed mice at a distance of ten
kilometers. In the soventh year he had brought on mass
hallucinations and a wave of suicides in a neighboring
village. It was this which impressed Bulganin.

Rogov was now working on the receiver end. No one
had ever explored the infinitely narrow, infinitely subtle
bands of radiation which distinguished one human mind
from another, but Rogov was trying, ?s it were, to tune in
on minds far away.

He had tried to develop a telepathic helmet of some
kinal, but it did not work. He had then turned away from
the reception of pure thought to the reception of visual
and auditory images. Where the nerve ends reached the
brain itself he had managed over the years to distinguish
whole pockets of microphenomena, and on some of the.se
he had managed to get a fix.

With infinitely delicate tuning he had succeeded ono
day in picking up the eyesight of their second chauffeur
anit naa managed, thanks to a needle tfuust in just below
his own right eyelid, to "see" through the other man's eyes
as the other mln, all unaware, washed their Zis limousine
1600 meters away.

Cherpas had surpassed his feat later that winter and had
manage^d to bring in an entire famity having dinner over in
a tt"ribV city. She had invited B. Gauck to have a needle
inserted- into tris cheekbone so that he could see witb the
eyes of an unsuspecting spied-on stranger. Qauck had
tlrur"A any kind dt oe.at.s, but Gausgofer had joined in
the work.

The espionage machine was beginning to take form'
Two more steps remained. The first step oonsisted of

tuning in on somi remote target, such as the White House
in wistrington or the NATO Headquarters outside of

Paris. The-machine itself could obtain perfect intelligence
by eavesdrqpping on the living minds ol people far away. --' 

Th" r"roob froblem consiited of finding a method of
15



jamming those minds at a distance, stunning them so that
the subject personnel fell into tears, confusion, or sheer in-
sanity.

Rogov had tried, but he had never gotten more than 30
kilometers from the nameless village of Ya. Ch.

One November there had been 70 cases of hysteria,
most of them ending in suicide, down in the city of
Kharkov several hundred kilometers away, but Rogov was
not sure that his own machine was doing it.

Comrade Gausgofer dared to stroke his sleeve. Her
white lips smiled and her watery eyes grew happy as she
said in her high, cruel voice, "You can do it, Comrade.
You can do i t . "

Cherpas looked on with contempt. Gauck said nothing.
The female agent Gausgofer saw Cherpas's eyes upon

her, and for a moment an arc of living hatred leapt
between the two women.

The three of them went back to work on the machine.
Gauck sat on his stool and watched them.
The laboratory workers never talked very much and the

room was quiet.

IV

It was the year in which Eristratov died that the ma-
chine made a breakthrough. Eristratov died after the So.
viet and People's democracies had tried to end the cold
war with the Americans.

It was May. Outside the laboratory the squirrels ran
among the trees. The leftorrers from the night's rain
dripped on the ground and kept the earth moist. It was
comfortable to leave a few windows open and to let the
smell of the forest into the workshop

The smell of their oil-burning heaters and the stale.'
smell of insulation, of ozone and the heated elecfronic gear
was something with which all of them were much too
familiar. '

Rogov had found that his eyesight was beginning to
t 6



suffer because he had to get the receiver needle somewhere
near his optic nerve in order to obtain visual impressions
from the machine. After months of experimentation with
both animal and human subjects he had decided to copy
one of their last experiments, successfully performed on a
prisoner boy fifteen years of age, by having the needle
slipped directly through the skull, up and behind the eye.
Rogov had dislike using prisoners. because Gauck, speak-
ing on behalf of security, always insisted that a prisoner
used in experiments had to be destroyed in not less than
five days from the beginning of the experiment. Rogov had
satisfied himself that the skull-and-needle technique was
safe, but he was very tired of trying to get frightened un-
scientific people to carry the load.of intense, scientific at-
tentlveness required by the machine.

Rogov recapitulated the situation to his wile and to
their two strange colleagues.

Somewhat ill-humored, he shouted at Gauck, "Havo
ytxr ever known what this is all about? You've been here
years. Do you know what we're trying to do? Don't you
ever want to take part in the experiments yourself? Do you
realize how many years of mathematics have gone into the
making of these grids and the calculation of these wave
patterns? Are you good for anything?"

Gauck said, tonelessly and without anger, "Comrade
Protessor, I am obeying orders. You are obeying ordets,
too. I've never impeded you."

Rogov almost ravecl, "I know you never got in my way.
We're all good servants of the Soviet State. It's not a
question of loyalty. It's a question of enthusiasm. Don't
you ever want to glimpse the science we.'re making? We are
a hundred years or a thousand years ahead of the capitalist
Americans. Doesn't that excite you? Aren't you a human
being? Why don't you take part? Will you understand me
when I explain it?"

Gauck said nothing: he looked at Rogov with his beady
eyes. His dirty-gray tace did not change expression.
Gausgofer exhaled loudly in a grotesquely feminine sigh of
relief, but she too said nothing. Cherpas, her winning
smite and her friendly eyes looking at her husband and
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two colleogus, said, "Go ahead, Nikolai. The Comrads
can follow if he wants to."

Gausgofer looked enviously at Cherpas. She seemed
inclined to keep quiet, but then had to speak. She said,
"Do go ahead, Comrade Professor."

Said Rogov, "Kharosho, I'll do what I can. The ma-
chine is now ready to receive minds over immense
distances." He wrinkled his lip in amused scorn. "We
may even spy into the brain of the chief rascal himself and
find out what Eisenhower is planning to do today against
the Soviet people. Wouldn't it be wonderful if our machine
could stun him and leave him sitting addled at his desk?"

Gauck commented, "Don't try it. Not without orders."
Rogov ignored the intemrption and went on- "First I

receive. I don't know what I will get, who I will get, or
where they will be. All I know is that this machine will
reach out across all the minds of men and beasts now liv-
ing and it will bring the eyes and ears of a single mind
directly into mine. With the new needle going directly into
the brain it will be possible for me to get a very sharp fixa-
tion of position. The trouble with that boy last week was
that even though we knew he was seeing something out-
side of this room, he appeared to be getting sounds in a
foreign language and did not know enough English or Ger-
man to realize where or what the machine had taken him
to see."

Cherpas laughed, "f'm not worried. I saw then it was
safe. You go fust, my husband. If our Comrades dont
1ai1d-?"

Gauck nodded.
Gausgofer lifted her bony hand breathlessly up to her

skinny throat and said, "Of course, Comrade Rogov, of
conrse. You did oll the work. You must be the first."

Rogov sat down.
A white-smocked technician brought the machine over

to him. It was mounted on three rubber-tired wheels and it
resembled the small X-ray units used by dentists. In place
of the cone at the head of the X-ray machine there was a
long, incredibly tough needle. It had been made for them
by the best surgical-steel craftsmen in Prague.
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Another technician Came up with a shaving bowl, a
brush, and a straight razor. Under the gaze of Gauck's
deadly eyes he shaved an area four centimeters square on
the top of Rogov's head.

Cherpas herself then took over. She set her husband's
head in the clamp and used a micrometer to get the
skullfittings so tight and so clear that the needle would
push through the dura mater at exactly the right point.

All this work she did deftly with kind, very strong
fingers. She was gentle. but she was firm. She was his wife,
but she was also his fellow scientist and his fellow col-
league in the Soviet State.

She stepped back and looked at her work. She gave him
one of their own very special smiles, the secret gay
smiles which they usually exchanged with each other only
when they were alone. "You won't want to do this every
day. We're going to have to find some way of getting into
the brain without using this needle. But it won't hurt you."

"Do€s it matter if it does hurt?" said Rogov. "This is the
triumph of all our work. Bring it down."

Gausgofer looked as though she would like to be invited
to take part in the experiment, but she dared not interrupt
Cherpas. Cherpas, her eyes gleaming with'attention,
reached over and pulled down the handle which brought
the tough needle to within a tenth of a miltimeter of the
right place.

Rogov spoke very carefully: "All I felt was a little
sting. You can turn the power on now."

Gausgofer could not contain herself. Timidly she ad-
dressed Cherpas. "May / turn on the power?"

Cherpas nodded. Gauck watched. Rogov waited.
Gausgofer pulled down the bayonet switch.

The power went on.
Wift an impatient trvist of her hand, Anastasia Cher-

pas ordered the laboratory attendants to the other end of
the room. Two or three of them had stopped working and
were staring at Rogov, staring like dull sheep. They looked
embarrassed and then they huddled in a white-smocked
herd at the other end of the.laboratory.

The wet May wind blew in on all of them. The scent of
1 9



forest and leaves was about them.
The three watched Rogov.

_ Rogov's complexion began to change. His face becams
flushed. His breathing wai so loud and heavy they could
hear it several meters awey. cherpas fell on 

-her 
knees in

frorrt of him, eyebrows lifted in mute inquiry.
Rogov did not dare nod, not with a n-eedie in his brain.

He said through flushed lips, speaking thickly and heavily,
" DO.--nOt-,S tOp--n6 W. "

Rogov himself did not know what was happening. He
thought he might see an American room, or^ a Russian
room' or a fropical colony. He might see palm trees, or
forests, or desks. He might see guns or buildings,
washrooms'or beds, hospitals, homes, thurches. He mi{hi
see-with-the eyes of a child, a wornan, a man, a soldier, a
philosopher, a slave, a worker, a savage, a religious one, a
Communist, a reactionary, a governor, a policeman, H9
might hear voices; he might hear English, or French, or
Russian, Swahili, Hindu, Malay, Chinese, Ukranian, 

'Ar-

menian, T\rkish, Greek. He did not know
Something strange was happening.
rt seemed to him that he had lefi the world. that he had

left time. The hours and the centuries shrank up like the
meters and the machine, unchecked, reached out for the
most powerful signal which any humankind had transmit-
t€d. Rogov did not know it, but tbe machine had con-
quered ttme.

The machine reached the dance, the human challenger
and the dance festival of the year that was not A.D.
13,582, but which might have been.

Before Rogov's eyes the golden shape and the golden
steps shook and fluttered in a ritual a thousand times
mofe compelling lhan hypnotism. The rhythms meant
lothing and everything to [im. rnis was Russia, this was
communism. This was his life-indeed it was his soul
acted out before his very eyes.

For a second, the last iecond of his ordinary rife, he
looked thlouch flesh-and-blood eyes and ru* th* shabby
woman whom he had once thought beautiful. He saw
Anastasia Cherpas, and he did not care.
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His vision concentrated once again on the dancing
image, this woman, those postures, that dance!

Then the sound c.Lme in-music that would have made
a.- Tschaikovsky weep, orchestras which wourd have
silenced shostakovich or Khachaturian foreu"., ,o much
did_ it surpass the music of the twentieth .nrorp

The people-who-were-not-peopre between thl stars had
taught mankind many arts. Rogov's mind was the best of
its time, but his time was far, lar behind the time of the
great 

-dance. with that one vision Rogov went firmly and
completely mad. He became blind to tire sight of cherpas,
Gausgofer, and gulgt. He forgot the villige oi vu. crr.
He forgot himself. He was like a fish, bred" in stale-fresh
water which is tfuown for the first time into a living
stream. He was like an insect emerging from the chrysalisl
His twentieth-century mind could 

-not 
hold ttre imagery

and the impact of the music and the dance.
But the needle was there and the needle transmitted in-

to his mind more than his mind could stand.
The slmapses of his brain flicked like switches. The

future flooded into him.
He fainted. Cherpas leapt

Rogov fell out of the chair.
forward and lifted the needle,

v
rt was Gauck who got the doctors. By nightfall they had

R-ogov resting comfortably and un<Iir heavy sedation.
There were two doctors, both from the military heaclquar-
ters. Gauck had obtained authorization for their services
by dint of a direct telephone call to Moscow.

Both the doctors wer€ annoyed.. The senior one never' 
stopped grumbting at Cherpas.

"You should not have done it, Comrade Cherpas. Com_
rade Rogov should not have done it either. you can't go

, prould- sticking things into brains. Thatrs a medical prou-
lem. None of you people are doctors of medicine. Ii's all
right for you to contrive devices with the prisoners, but

2 l
'



you can't inflict things like this o'n Soviet scientific per-
sonnel. I'm going to get blamed because I can't bring
Rogov back. You heard what he was sayrng. All he did
was mutter, 'That golden shape on the golden stepso that
music, that me is a true me, that golden shape, that golden
shape, f want to be with that golden shape,' and rubbish
like that. Maybe you've ruined a first-class brain
f6rsyel-" He stopped himself sho,rt as though he had
said too much. After all, the problem was a security
problem and apparently both Gauck and Gausgofer rep-
resented the secwity agencies.

Gausgofe,r turned her watery eyes on the doctor and
said in a low, even, unbelievably poisonous voice, "Could
she have done it, Comrade Doctor?"

The doctor looked at Cherpas, answering Gausgofer,
"How? You were there. f wasn't. How could she have
done Lt? Why should she do it? You were there."

Cherpas said nothing. Her lips were compressed tight
with grief. Her yellow haii gleamed, but her hair was all
that remained, at that moment, of her beauty. She was
frightened and she was getting ready to be sad. She had no
time to hate foolish women or to worry about security; she
was concerned with her colleague, her lover, her husband
Rogov.

There was nothing much for them to do except to wait.
They went into a large room and tried to eat.

The servants had laid out immense dishes of cold sliced
meat, pots of caviar, and an assorffnent of sliced breads,
pure butter, genuine coffee, and liquors.

None gf them ate much.
They were aE wairing.
At 9:15 the sound of rotors beat against the house.
The big helicopter had arrived from Moscow.
Higher authorities took over.
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- The higher au_thority was a deputy minister, a man by
the name of V. Karper.

Karper was accompanied by two or three uniformed
colonels, by an engineer civilian, by a man from the
headquarters of the Communist Party of the Soviet union,
and by two doctors.

_ They dispensed with the courtesies. Karper merely said,
"You are Cherpas. I have met you. you iue Causgbfer. I
have se€n your reports. You are Gauck."

The delegation went into Rogov's. bedroom. Karper
snapped, "Wake him."

The military doctor who had given him sedatives said,ttComrade, you 11195911'1-"
Karper cut him off. "Shut up." He turned to his own

physician, pointed at Rogov, "Wake him up."
The doctor from Moscow talked briefly with the senior

military doctor. He too began shaking his head. He gave
Karper a disturbed look. Karper guessed what he might
hear. He said, "Go ahead. I know there is some danger to
the patient, but I've got to get back to Moscow with a
report."

The two doctors worked over Rogov. One of them
asked for his bag and gave Rogov an injection. Then all of
them stood back from the bed.

Rogov writhed in his bed. He squirmed. His eyes
opened, but he did not see them. With childishty clear and
simple words Rogov began to talk: ". . . that golden shape,
the golden stairs, the music, take me back to the music, I
want to be with the music, I really am the music . . ." and
so on in an endless monotone.

Cherpas leaned over him so that her face was directly in
his line of vision. "My darling! My darling, wake up. This
is serious."

It was evident to all of them that Rogov did not hear
her, because he went on muttering about golden shapes.

For the first time in inany years Gauck took the ini-
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tiative. He spoke directty to the man fron Moecow, Kar-
per. "Cmrrade, may I make a ruggestion?"
__$arper looked at him. Gauck 

-nodded 
at Gausgofer.

"we were both sent here by orders of c.omrade stalii. she
is senior. she bears the responsibility. AII I do is double-
check."

- The dep'ty minister firrned to Gausgofer. Gausgofer
had been staring at Rogov on the bed; her blue, watery
eyes were tearless and her face was drawn into an ex-
pression of extreme tension. .

Karper ignored that and said to her firmly, clearly,
commandingly, "What do you recommend?"

Gausgofer looked at him very directly and said in a
measured voice, "f do not think that the case is one of
brain damage. I believe that he has obtained a com-
munication which he must share with another human
being and that unless one of us follows him &ere mav be
no answer."

Karper barked: "Very well. But what do we do?"ul,r;t me followinto the machine.'
Anastasia Cherpas began to laugh slyly and frantically.

She seized Karper's arm and poiniai her finger ar
Gausgofer. Karper stared at ber.

Cherpas slowed down her laughter and shouted at Kar-
per, "The woman's mad. She his loved my husband for
many years. She has hated my presence, and now she
thinks that she can save him. she thinks that she can
follow. she thinks that he wants to comnunicate with her.
That's ridiculous. I will go myself!'r

Karper looked about He selected two of his staff and
stepped over into a corner of the room. Thev could hear
him glfriag, but they could not distinguish the'words. After
a conference of six or seven minutes he returned.

".You people have been making serious security charges
against each other. I find that one of otr finest weapons,
*t gu"d lof Rogov, is damaged. Rogov's not just a man.
He is a soviet project." scoin entered his voice. "I find
that the senior security officer, a pelicewoman with a
notable record, is charged by anothei soviet scientist with
a silly infatuation. I disregard such charges. The develop

24



ment of the Soviet State and the work of Soviet science
cannot be inpe.d"d by personalities. C,onrade Garxgofer
will follow. I am acting tonight because my own staff
physician says that Rogov may not live and it is very im-
portant for us to find out just what has happened to him
and why.'

He turned his baneful gazn on Cherpas. "You will not
protest, Comrade. Your mind is the property of tbe Rus-
sian State. Your life and youx education have been paid for
by the workers. You cannot throw these things away b
filuse of personal sentiment. If there is anything to be
found Comrade Gausgofer will find it for both of us."

The whole group of them went back into the laboratory.
The frightened technicians were brought over ftom the bar-
racks. The lights were turned on and the windows were
closed. The May wind had become chilly.

The needle was sterilizd.
The electronic grids were warmed up.
Gausgofer's face was an impassive mask of triumph as

she sat in the receiving chair. She sniled at Gauck as an
attendant brought the soap and the tazot to shave d clean
patch on her scalp.

Gauck did not smile back. His black eyes stared at her.
He said nothing. He did nothing. He watched.

Karper walked to and fro, glancing fromr time to time at
the hasty but orderly prcparation of the experiment.

Anastasia Cherpas sat down at a laboratory table about
five meters away from the group. She watched tle back of
Gausgofer's head as the needle was lowered. She burigd
her face in her hands. Some of tle others thought they
heard her weeping, but no one heeded Cherpas very much.
They were too intent on watching Gausgofer.

Gausgofer's face became red. Perspiration poured down
the flabby cheeks. Her fingers tightened on the arm of ber
chair.

Suddenly she shouted at them, "That golden slwpe on
the golden steps."

She leapt to. her feet, dragging the apparatus with he(.
No one had expected this. The chair fell to the floor.

Tbe needle holder, lifted from the floor, swung its weight
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sidewise. The needle trvisted like a scythe in Gausgofet's
brain. Neither Rogov nor Cherpas had ever expected a
struggk within the chair. They did wt know tlwt they were
going to tune in on A.D. 13,582.

The body of Gausgofer lay on the floor, surrounded by
excited officials.

Kaqper was acute enough to look around at Cherpas.
She stood up from the laboratory table and walked

toward him. A thin line of blood flowed down from her
cheekbone. Another line of blood dripped down from a
position on her cheek, one and a half centimeters forward
of the opening of her left ear.

With tremendous composure, her face as white as fresh
snow, she smiled at him, "I eavesdropped."

Karper said, "What?"
"I eavesdropped, eavesdropp€d," repeated Anastbsia

Cherpas. "I found out where my husband has gone. It is
not somewhere in this world. It is something hypnotic
beyond all the limitationS of our science. We have made a
great gun, but the gun has fired upon us before we could
fire it. You may think you will change my mind, Comrade
Deputy Minister, but you will not.

"I know what has happened. My husband is nevgr com-
ing back. And I am not going any further forward without
him.

"Project Telescope is finished. You may try to get
someone else to finish it, but you will not."

Karper stared at her and then turned aside.
Gauck stood in his way.
"What do you want?" snapped Karper.
"To tell you," said Gauck very softly, "to tell you,

Comrade Deputy Minister, that Rogov is gone as she says
he is gone, that she is finished if she says she is finished,
that all this is true. I know."

Karper glared at him. "How do you know?"
Gauck remained utterly impassive. With superhuman

assurance and perfect calm he said to Karper, "Comrade,
'I do not dispute the matter. I know these people, though I
do not know their science. Rogov is done for."

At last Karper believed him. Karper sat down in a chair
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beside a table. He looked up at his staff. .,Is it possible?"
No one answered
"f ask you, is it possible?"

- They all iooked at Anastasia cherpas, at her beautiful
hair, her determined blue eyes, ood the'two thin lines of
bl@ where she had eavesdiopped with small needles.

Karper turned to her. ,.What do we do now?" '
For an answer she dropped to her knees and began sob

bitrg, 'lNo, no, not Rogov! No, no, not Rogov!"
And that was all that they could get oul of her. Gauck

looked on.

- On the golden steps in the goWen light, a golden shape
danced a dream beyond the limits of ou"imaginatiin,
danced and drew the music to herself until a sigh oy yrorn-
iryg, Warning which became a hope an^d a torment, went
through the hearts ol living things on a thousand worlds.

Edges of the Soll1n scene laded raggedly and unevenly
into black. The gold dimmed down to a pale goW-silver
sheen and then to silver, l^ast ol ail to white. fh" d*tq
oh" W been golden was now a lorlorn white_pink ligure
lgnding' quiet and latigued, on ihe imme^, iitt"'steps.
Th9, ao-qlause ol a tlnusand worrds roared in ipon her.

she 
-looked 

blindly at them. The dance rrao over-
whelmed her too. T-i. apprause could mean nothing. The
danoe was a' end in itieff. she wourd have- to rive,
somehow, until she danced again.



THE LADY WHO SAILED THE SOAL

I

The story 1an-fiersv did the story run? Everyone knew the
reference to Helen America and Mr. Grey-no-more, but
no one knew exactly how it happened. Their names were
welded to the glittering timeless jewelry of romance.
Sometimes they were compared to Heloise and Abelard,
whose story had been found among books in a long-buried
library. Other ag€s were to compare their life with the
weird, ugly-lovely story of the Go'Captain Taliano and the
lady Dolores Oh.

Out of it all, two things stood forth-their love and the
image of the great sails, tissue-metal wings with which the
bodies of people finally fluttered out among the stars.

Mention him, and others knew her. Mention her, and
they knew him. He was the first of the inbound sailors,
and she was the lady who sailed The. SouL

It was lucky that people lost their pictures. The roman-
tic hero was a very young-looking man, prematurely old
and stilt quite sick when the romance came. And Helen
America, she was a freak, but a nice one: a grim, solemn,
sad, little brunette who had been born amid the laughter
of humanity. She was not the tail, confident heroine of the
actresses who later played her.

She was, however, a wonderful sailor. That much was
true. And with her body and mind she loved Mr. Grey-no-
more, showing a devotion which the ages can neither sur-
pass 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 Helen America and Mr. Grey-
no-more.

Both of them, one must remember, were sailors.
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II

The chitd was playing with a spieltier. She got tired of
letting it be a chicken, so she reversed it into the fur-
bearing position. When she extended the ears to the op-
timum development, the little animol looked odd indeed.
A light breeze blew the animal-toy on its side, but the
spieltier good-naturedly righted itsell and munched con-
tentedly on the carpet.

The little girl suddenly clapped her hands ond broke
forth with the question,

"Matnma, what's a sailor?"
"There used to be sailors, darling, a long time ago.

They were brave men who took the ships out to the stars,
the very first ships that took people away lrom our sun,
And they had big sails. I don't know how it worked, but
somehow, the light pusled them, and it took them a quar-
ter of a lile to make a single one-way trip. People only
Iived a hundred-dnd-sixty yeqrs st that time, doiling, and it
was lorty years each way, bul we don't need sailors cny
more."

"Ol course not," said the child, "we con go right awqy.
You've taken me to Mars and you've taken me to Ncw
Earth as well, haven't !ou, Mamma? And we can go
anywhere else soon, but that only takes onc afternoon."

"That's planoforming, honey. But it was a long time
belore the people knew how to planoform. And they could
not travel the wcy we could, so they made great big sails.
fhey made sails so big that they could rwt build them on
Earth. They had to hang them out, hallway between Earth
and Mars. And you kww, a funny thing happerrcd. ,,. . Did
you ever heo.r about the time the world froze?"

"No, mamma, what was that7"
"WeIl, a long time ago, one ol these saits drifted and

people tried to save it because it took a lot of work to build
it. But tlrc sail was so large that it got between the Earth
and tlrc sun. And there was no more sunshirw, iust night qll
the time, And it got very cold on Earth. All the atomic
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plants were busy, and all the air began to smell fun-
in a few days they
And *the sunshine

. And thz people were worried and
ulled the tait back out ol the way.
me again."
"Marnma, were there ever any girl sailors?"
A curiou.c expression crossed over the molher's face.

"There rees one. You'll hear uhout her later on when you
are older. Her ruune was Helen Americq and she sailed
The Soul out to the stars. Slre is the only wot?Eln that ever
did it. And that is a wonderlul stery."

The mother dabbed at her eyes with a handkerchief.
The child said: "Metnntt, tell rne now.'What's the .story

qll about?"
At this point the mother becarne

"Honey, there ere some things that
to hear yet. But when you are a big girl, I'II tell you all
about them."

The mother wes an honest
ment, and then she sdded, ".
yoursell lirit."

III

Helen America was to make her place in the history of
mankind, but she started badly. The name itself was a
misfortune.

No one ever knew who her fatier was. The officials
agreed to keep the matter quiet.

Her m<rther was not in doubt. Her mother was the cele-
brated she-man Mona Muggeridge, a woman who had
campaigned a hundred times fo'r the lost cause of com-
plete identity of the two genders. She had been a feminist
beyond all limits, and when Mona Muggeridge, the one
and only Miss Muggeridge, announced to the press that

very lirm and she said:
you are not old enouglt

woman. She rellected q mo-
, . unless ltou read ahout it

she was going to have a baby, that was first-class news.
Mona Muggeridge went further. She announced

firm conviction that fathers should not be identified.
30
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proclaimed that no woman should have consecutive chil-
dren with the same man, that women should be advised to
pick different fathers for their children so as to diversifu
yd b3au$! tlrg race, -She- capped it all by announcing
that she, Miss Muggeridge, had ielected the 

-perfect 
fathei

and would inevitably produce the only perfect child.
Miss Muggeridgo, & bony, pompous blonde, stated that

she would avoid the nonsense of marriage and family
narnes, and that therefore the chitd, if a boy, would be
called John America, and if a girl, Helen Amlrica.

Thus it happened that little Helen Amdrica was born
ryr1h the corespondents in the press services waiting out-
side the delivery room. News-screens flashed the picture
of 1 qletty three-kilogram baby. ..It's a girl;" ..The perfect
child." "Who's the dad?"

- That was just the beginning. Mona Muggeridge was
belligerent. She insisted, even after the ba6y had been
photographed for the thousandth time, that this was the
finebt child ever born. she pointed to the chilil's perfec-
tions.'she demonstrated all the foolish fondness of a dot-
ing mother, but felt that she, the great crusader, had
discovered this fondness for the first time.

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

Helen America was a wonderful example of raw hnman
material triumphing over its tormentors. By the tirne she
was four years old, she spoke six languages, md was
beginning to decipher some of the old Martian texts. At
the age of five she was sent to school. Her fellow school-
children immediately developed a rhlme:

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

Helen took all this and perhaps it was an accident of
genetics that she grew to become a compact little per- '

son-a deadly serious little brunette. Challenged by
lessous, haunted by publicity, she became careful and
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i reserved about friendships and desperately lonely in an in-
ner world.

When Helen America was sixteen her mother came to.a
bad end. Mona Muggeridge eloped with a man she an-
nounced to be the perfect husband for the perfect marriage
hitherto overlooked by mankind. The perfect husband was
a skilled machine polisher. He already had a wife and four
children. He drank beer and his interest in Miss Mug-
geridge seems to have been a mixture of good-natured
comradeship and a sensible awareness of her motherly
bankroll. The planetary yacht on which they eloped broke
the regulations with an off-schedule flight. The bride-
groom's wife and children had alerted the police. The
result was a collision with a robotic barge which left both
bodies unidentifiable.

At sixteen Helen was already famous, and at seventeen
already forgotten, ild very much alone,

rV

This was the age of sailors. The thousands of photo
reconnaissance and measuring missiles had begun to come
back with their harvest from the stars. Planet atter planet

swiun into the ken of mankind. The new worlds became
known as the interstellar search missiles brought back
photographs, samples of atmosphere, measurements of
gravity, cloud coverage, chemical make-up and the like.

Of ttt" very numerous mlssiles which returned from their

two- or three-hundred-year voyages, three brought back
reports of New Earth, an earth so much like Terra itsetf
that it could be settled

The first sailors had gone out almost a hundred years
before. They had started with small sails not over two-

thousand miles square. Gradually the size of the sails in-

creased. The technique of adiabatic packing and the car-

rying of passengers in individual pods reduced the damage
d-onJ to the humal cargo. It was great n€ws when a sailor
returned to Earth, a man born and reared under the ligbt
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of another star. He was a man who had spent a month o,f
$ony an{ pain, bringing a few sleepfrozen settlers, guid-
ing the immense light-pushed saiiing craft which-had
ngnaged the trip fugogtt the great interstellar de"pq in an
objective time-period of forty yqrs.

Mankind got to know the look of a sailor. There watt a
plantigrade walk to the way he put his body on the
ground. There was a sharp, stiff, mechanical swing to his
neck. The man was neither young nor old. He hid been
awake and conscious for forty years, thanks fo the drug
which gade possible a kind of limited awareness. By the
time the psyohologists interrogated him, first for the
prcper authorities of the Instrumentality and later for the
news releases, it was plain enough that he thought the for-
ty years were aborrt a month. He never volunteered to sair
back, because he had actually aged forty years. He was a
young man, a young man in his hopes and wishes, but a
man who had burnt up a quarter of a human lifetime in a
single agonizing experience.

At this time Helen America went to Cambridge. I-ady
Ioan's College was the. frnest woman's college in the AUan-
tic world. Cambridge had reconstructed ia protohistoric
traditions and the neo-British had recaptured that fine edge
of engineering which reconnected their traditions with the
earliest antiquity.

Naturally anough the language was cosmopolite Earth
and not archaic English but the students were proud \o
lirre at a reconstructed university very much like the ar-
chaeological evidence showed it to have been before the
perid of darkness and troubles came upoo the Earth.
Helen shone a little in 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 choice was "sailor.' ft hap
pened that she was the- first woman to make the applica-
tion-first because she was the only woman young enough
to qualify who had also passed the scientific requirements.

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



I

Aotually, she was not anything like that at all. She had
suffered so much in her childhood frcm Helen, Helen, fot
ond dumb, that she was competitive only on a coldly pro-
fessional basis. She hated and loved and missed the
tremendous modrer whom she had lost, and she resolved so
fiercely not to be like her mother tb,at she became an em-
bodid antithesis of Mona.

Her mother had been horsy, blonde, big-the kind of
woman who is a feminist because she is not very feminine.
Helen never thought about her own femininity. She just
worried about herself. Her face would have been round if it
had been plump, but she was not plump. Black-haired,
dark-eyod, broad-Mied but thln, she was a genetic
demonstration of her unknown father. Her teachers often
feared her. She was a pale, quiet girl, and she always knew
her subject.

Her fellow students had joked about her for a few
weeks and then most of them had banded together against
the indecency of the press. When a news-fra,me came out
with something ridiculous about the longdead Mona, the
whisper went through Lady Joan's:

llS""q Helen away . . . those people are at it a.gain.,'
"Don't let Helen look at the frarnes no\ry. She,i the best

person we have in the non-oollateral sciences and we can't
havo her upset just before the tripos . . ."

They protected her, and it was only by chance that sho
saw her own face in a news-frame. There was the face of a
man becide her. He looked like a little old monkey, she
thought. Then she read, "PERFECT GIRL WmffS fO
BE SAILOR. SHOULD SAILOR HIMSELF DATE
PERFECT GIRL?" Her cheeks burned with helpless, una-
voidable embarrassment a.nd rage, but she had grown too
expert at being herself to do what she might have done in
her teens-hate the man. She knew it 

-wasn't 
his fault

eitbr- rt wasn't even the fault of tho silly pushing men and
women frm the news services. It was time, it was custom,
it was man himself. But she had only to be berself, if sho
could ever find out what that really meant.
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Their dates, when they carme, bad the propetiec of

nightmares.
A news service sent a woman to tell her she had been

awarded a woek's holiday in New Madrid.
With the sailor from the stars.
Helen refused.
Then he refused too, and he was a little too prompt for

her liking. She became curious about him.
TVo weks passed, and in the otfrce of the news service

a heasurer brought two slips of paper to the director.
They were the vouchers for Helen America and Mr. Grey-
no-more to obtain the utmost in preferential luxury at
New Madrid. The heasurer said, "These have been i*ued
1nd rggstered as gifts with the Instrumentality, sir. should
they be canceled?" The executive had his iitt of stories
that day, and he felt humane. On an impulse he com-
manded the treasurer, "Tell you what. Give those tickets
t9 the_yolng people, No pubriciry. we'[ keep out of it. If
they don't want us, they don't have to haG us. prnh it
along. That's all. Go."

The tic'ket went back out to Helen. she had made the
highest record ever reported at the university, and she
needed a rest. when the news-semice woilurn guu her the
ticket, she said,

*Is this a trick?"
Assured'that i1 was not, she then asked,
"Is that man coming?"
she couldn't say "the s,olor"-ig sounded too much rike

F" *uy peopte had always talked about herself-and she
honestly didn't remembei his other name at the mo[nent.

The woman did not know.
"Do f have to see him?" said Helen.
"of co'rse not," said the woman. The grft was uncondi-

tional.
Hele,lr_laughed, almost grimty. .All right, I,ll take it and

say thanls. But one picturemaker, mind you, jut one, and
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fI walk out. Or I may walk out for ffi) reason at all. Is that
-
f  f *  w s a

I

f Four days later Helen was in the pleasuro world of New
! Madrid, ild a m€rster of the danoeo was prase{rting her to
! an odd, intense old man whose hair was black.
I "Junior scientist Helen America-sailor of the stars
I Mr. Grev-no-more."
I He looked at them stuewdly and smiled a kindly, ex-

I ryd"nced smile. He added the empty phrase of his profes-
r $lon,
I "f have had the honor and I withdraw."
I They were alone together on the edge of the dining
I room. The sailor looked at her very sharply indeed, and
I then said:
I "Who are you? Are you somebody I have already met?
I Should I remember you? There are too many people here
t on Earth. What do we do next? What are we supposed to
I do? Would you like to sit down?"
I Helen said one *Yqs" to all those questions and never
I dreamed that the single yes would be articulated by hun-
I dreds of great actresses, each one in the achess's own spe-
I cial way, across the centrrries to come.
I They did sit down.
I How tbe rest of it happend neither ooe wrrs ever quite
I sufe.
t She had had to quiet him almost as though he were a
I hurt person in the Hou.se of Recovery. She explained the
t dishes to him and when he still could not choose, she gave
I th" robot selections for him. She warned hirn, kindly
I enough, about manners when he forgot the simple
I ceremony of eating which everyone knew, such as stand-
I ing up to unfold the napkin sr putting the scraps into the
I solvent tray and the silverware into the transfer.
I At last he relaxed and did not look so old.
I tuto*entarily forgetting the thousand times she hfr been
I asked silly questions herself, she asked him,

"Why did you become a sailor?"
He stared at her in open-eyed inquiry as though she

had spoken to him in an unknown language and expected
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. a reply. Finally he mumbled the answer.
"Are you-you, too--4ayrng that-that I shouldn't

have done it?"
Her hand went to her mouth in instinctive apology.
"No, no, no." You see, I myself havo put in"to be a

sailor."
He merely looked at her, his young-old eyes open with

observativeness. He did not stare, but merely seemed to bs
trying to understand words, each one of which he could
comprehend individualty but which in sum amounted to
sheer madness. She did not furn away froqn hi$ look, odd
though it was. Once agnin, she had the chance to note the
indescribable peculiarity of this man who had managed
enonnous sails out in the btind empty black betwern
untwinkling stars. He was young as a boy. The hair which
gave him his name was glossy black. His beard must havo
been removed permanently, because his skin was that of a
middle-aged woman-well-kept, pleasant, but showing
the rrruristakable wrinkles of age and betraying no sign of
the normal stubble which the males in her culttre pre-
ferred to leave on their faces. The skin had age without ex-
perience. The muscles had grown older, but they did noa
show lpw 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 biographies
written in the muscles of their faces, and that a stranger
passing on the street tells us (whether he wishes to or not)
all his inmost intimacies. If we but look sharply enougbo
and in the rigbt ligbt, we know whetler fear ortope or
amusernent has taltied the hours of his days, weTivine the
sour@s and outcome of his most secret sensuous pleasure,
we catch the dim but persistent reflections of those othec
people who have left the imprints of their personality on
him in turn.

All this was 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
a time and world in which moct people stayed young
while living too much.
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He was the uttermost opposite of her mother that Helen
had ever seen, and with a pang of undirected apprehension
Helen r:.alizrd that this man meant a' gteat deal to her
future [fe, whether she wished him to or not. She saw in
him a young bachelor, prematurely old, a man whose love
had been grven to ernptiness and horror, not to the tangi-
ble rewards and disappoinhents of human life. He had
had all space for his mistress, and space had used him
harshly. Still young he was old; already old, he was young.

The mixfure 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 tregin,ning of [fe
the sorrow, compassion, and widom which most people
find only at the end.

It was he who broke the silence. "You did say, didn't
you, that you yourself had put in to be a sailor?"

Even to herself, her answer sounded silly and glish.
"I'm the first woman ever to qualify with the necessary
scientific subjects while still young enough to pass the
physical . . ."

"You must be an unusual girl," said he mildly. Helea
realized, with a thrill, a sweet and bitterly real hope that
this youngold man from the stars had never heard of the
"perfect child" who had been taughed at in the moments
of being born, the girl who had all America for a father,
who was famous and unusual and alone so terribly much
that she could not even imagine being ordinary, hapPy'
decent, or simple.

She thought to herself, It wouW take a wise lreak who
sails in trom the stars to overlook who I am, but to him
she simply said, "ft's no use talking about being'unusual.'
I'm tired of this Earth, and since I don t have to die to
leave it, I think I wogld like to sail to the stars. I've got less
to lose than you may think . . ." She started to tell bim
about Mona Muggeridgo but she stopped in time.

The compassionate $ay eyes were upon her, and at'this
point it was h€, not she, ufro wtls in control of the
iituation. She looked at the eyes themselvas. They had
stayed open for fo'rty years, in th€ blackness near to pitch-
darkness of the tiny cabin. The dim dials had shone like
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bla"ing srurs upon his tired retinas before he was able to
turn his eyes away. From trme to time he had looked out
at the black nothing to see the silhouettes of his sail$ al-
most-blackness against total blackness, as the miles of their
sweep sucked up the push o{ light itself and accelerated
him 41d his frozen cargo at alnost immeasurable speeds
across an ocean of unfatlomaUe silence. Yet, what he had
done, she had asked to do.

The stare of his gray eyes yielded to a smile of his lips.
In that young-old face, masculins in structure and
feminine rn texture, the smile had a connotation of
tremendous kindness. She felt singularly much like weep
ing when she saw him smile in that particular way at her.
Was that what people learned between the stars? To care
for other people very much inde€d and to spring upon
them only to reveal love and not devouring to their Prcy?

In a measured voice he said, "I believe you. You're the
first one that I have believed. All these people have said
that they wanted to be sailo'rs too, even when they looked
at me, They could not know what it means, but they said it
anyhow, and I hated them for saylng it You,
thougft-you're different. Perhaps you will saii among the
stars, but I hope that you will not."

As though saking from a dreann, he looked around the
luxurious room, with the gilt-and-enamel robot-waiters
standing aside with negligent elegance. They wer€
designed to be always present and never obtrusive: this
wzn a difficult esthetic effect to achieve, but their designer
had achieved it.

The rest of the evening moved wift the inevitability of
good music. He went with her to.the forever-lonely beach
wlich the architects of New Madrid had built beside the
hotel. They tatked a little, they looked at each other, and
they made love \ilith an affirmative certainty which
seemed- outside &emselves. tle was very tender, and he
did not realizp that in a genetically sophisticated sociefy,
he was the first lover she had ever wanted or had ever had-
(How could the daughter of Mona Muggeridge want a
lover or a mate or a child?)

On the next afternoon, she exercised the freedom of her
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times and asked him to marry her. They hd gone back
to their privatc beach, uihich, thro.rgh mirircles of ultra-fine
mini-weather adjustments, brongbt a polynesian afternoon
to the high ghilly platoau of centrat Spain.

She asked hino" sft€ did, to marry hr, and b refused, as
te-ndedy and as kindty uN a man of sixty-five can refirse a
gir. I of eighteen. sle did not press him; they continued the
bitterswoet lone atrair.

They sat on the artificial sand of the artificial beach
and dabbled their toes in tle man-wanned water of tft.e
@ean. Then they lay down against an artificial sand duno
which hid New Madrid from view.
, 

'oTell me," Helen said, ,.can f ask again, why did you
become a sailor?"

"Not so easily answered," he said. ,.Adventure,
maybe. That, at least in part. And I wanted to see Earth:
couldn't afford to come_ in a pod. Now-we[, r've eoough
1o k-eep me the rest of my life. I can go back to NJw
Earth as a pas$€ngel in a month instead oi totty years-be
frozen in no more time than ths wink of an #, but in my
adiabatic pod, linked in to the next sailiog rhtp, and wake
uplome again while some other fool doeJtho-sailing.,,

Helen nodded. she did not bother to tell him that she
knew all this. she had been investigating sailing ships sinci
meeting tbe sailor.

"Out where you sail among the stars," she said, ..can
yo.l tell m**an you possiblyleil me anything of what it's
like out thore?"

His face looked inward on his soul and afterward his
voice came as fro,m an immense distance.

"Ther€ are moments_or is it weeks_you can,t really
tell in the sail ship--when it seems-worthwhite. you feel

. your nerve endings reach out until they touch the
stars. Yqu feel e,no'rmous, somehorv." Graduaily he c€lme
back to her. "It's -trite,to say, of course, bui yulu". never' the same afterward. r don't mean just the ouvious physical
tl$S-buf-yo-u find yourself-+i maybe you lose your_
self. That's why," he continued, grturiog toward New
Madrid out of sight behind the san? dune,*..I can't stand
this. New Eaflfi, well, it's rike Earth must have been in the
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:1d.j"tr, 
I guess. There's sCInsthing fresh about it. Here

"I know," said Helon America and she did. The
slightly decadent, slightty comrpt, too comfortable air of
Earth nust have had a stifling effect on the man from
beyond ths stars.

"Tbefgr" he said, "you won't believe th-b, but
sometimes the ocean's too cold to swim in. We have music
that doesn't come from machines, ond pleasures that come
from inside oru ou.n bodies without being put tbffe. I have
to get back to New Earth."

Helen said nothing for a little while, concenffating on
stilling the pain in her hearl

" I  . . . I . . . " s h e b e g a n .
"f knowr" he said fiercely, almost savagely turning on

her. "But I can't take you. I can't! You're too young,
you've got a life to live and lve throm away a quarter of
mine. No, tlat's not ri$t. I didn't throw it away. I
wouldn't trade it back because it's given -" *nsthirrg in- ,side I nevsr had before. And it's given me you."

"But if-" she started aeain to argue.
*No. Don't spoil it. I'm going next week to be frozen in

my pod to wait for the next sail ship. I can't stand
much more of this, and I might weaken- That would be a
terrible mistake. But we have this time together now, and
we have oru separate lifetimes to remember in. Don't
think of anything.else. There's o6thing, nothing we can
do.n'

Helen did not tell him-tlen 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 have
tied him to her, for he win an honorable man and would
have married her had she told him. But Helen's love, eyren
then in he,r youttr, was such that she could not use this
moans. Sho wanted him fo conre to her of his own fnes will,
marrying he,r because he could not live without her. To
that marriage their child would have been an additional
blessing.

There was the other alternative, of course. She could
havo borne tle child without paming the father. But sfte
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was no Mona Muggeridge. She lnew too well the terors
and insecurity and loneliness of being Helen Ame,rica ener
to be responsible for the cregtio,lr of another. And for tbp
cours€ SG nan laid out there was no place for a child. So
she did the only rhing she could. At the end of their time in
New Madrid, stre teitrim say a real goodbye. Wordless and
without tears, she left. Then she went up to an arctic dty' u
pleasure city where such things are well-known and anidst
iha*e, worfot and a driving sense of regret s'he appealed to
a confidential medical service which eliminated the unborn
child. Then she went back to Cambridge and confirmed her
place as the first woman to sail a ship to the stars.

TrT

The Presiding l-ord of the Instrumentality at that time
was a man named Wait. Wait was not cruel but he was
never n<rted for tenderness of spirit or for a high regard for
the adveirtuesome proclivitiei of young people- His aide
said to him, "This gid wants to sail a ship to New Earth'
Are you goirg to let her?"- 

"trhy;otf" said Wait. "A person is a person' She is
well-bred, wellducated. If she fails, we will -find out
so'lnething eighty years from now when the ship comes
back. If she Jucceeds, it will shut up some of these women
who have been complaining." The l-ord leaned over his

desk "ff she qualifies, and if she goes, rhou-gh, don't give

h;; *y convicts. Convicts are too good -1nd too valuable

as settlors to be sent along on a fool trip like tbat. You can

send her on sonnething of a gamble. Give her all religtolts

ianatics. We have more than enouglr- Don't you have twen-
ty- or thirty-thousand who are wait-ing?'' 

H" *t4 "Yes, sir, twenty-six-thousand, two-h'ndred'
Not counting recent additions."- 

,Very *JU," said the l-fd of the Instntrnentality'
..Give lier the whole lot of them and give her that new

strip. Have we na.med it?"
--'-No, sirr" said the aide. .
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"Name it then."
The aide looked blaJ*.
A contennptuous wise smile crosed the face of the

senior bureaucrat. He said, "Take that ship norr and name
it. Nanre it The SouI arrd,lef. The Soul fry to the stars. And
let Helen America be an angel if she wants to. Poor
thing, she has not got much of a life to live an this Earth,
not the way she was born, ild the way she was brought up.
And it's no use to try and reform her, to transform her
porsonality, when it's a lively, rich personality. It does not
do any good. We don't have to punish her for being her-
self. Let her go. Let her have it."

Wait sat up and stared at his aide and then repeated very
firmly:

"I*t her have it, onty t slw qualifies."

vu

Helen America did qualify.
The doctors and the oxperts tried to wuun her against iL
One technician said: "Don't you realize what this is

going to mean? ForU years will pour out of your life in a
single month. You leave here a glrl. You will get tbere a
woman of sixty. Well, you will probably still havo a hun-
dred yoars to live after that And it's painful. You will heve
all these people, thousands and thousands of them. You
will have some Eaxth cargo. There will be about thirty-
thousand pods strung on sixteen lines behind you. Then
you will havo the control cabin to live in. We will give you
as many robots as you need, probably a dozen. You will
harrc a mainsail and a foresail and you will have to keep
the two of them."

"I know. I have read the b@k," said Helen A.merica.
*And I sail the ship *i6 light, ild if the infrared touches
that sail-I go. If I get radio interference, I pull the sails
in. And if the sails fail, I wait as long as f live."

The technician looked a littlo cross. "There is no call for
you to get tragic about it. Tragedy is easy enough to con-
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trive. Ad if you want to be tragic, you can be tragic
without destroying thirty-thousand other people or without
wasting a large arnount of Earth property. You can drown
in water right bere, or jump into a volcano like the
Japanese in the old books. Tragedy is not the bard part.
The hard part is when you don't quite succeed and you
have to keep on fighting. When you mu$t keep going on
and on and on in the face of really hopeless odds, of real
temptations to despair.

"Now this is the way that the foresail works. That sail
will be twenfy-thousand miles at the wide part. It tapers
down and the total length will be just under 80,000 miles.
It wiU be retracted or extended by small servo-robots. The
servo-robots are radio-c,ontrolled. You had better use yoru
radio sparingly, because after all these batteries, even
thougb they are atomic, have to last forty years. They have
got to keep alive."

"Yes, sir," said Helen America very contritely.
"You've got to remember what your job is. You're going

because you axe cheap. You are going because a sailor
takes a lot less weight than a machine. There is no all-
purpoGe computer built that weighs as little as l5o pounds.
You do. You go simply because you are expendable'
Anyone that goes out to the stars takes one chance in tlrec
of never getting there. But you are not going because you
are a leader, you are going because you are young. You
have a life to grve and a life to $pare, Because your nery€s
are good. You understand that?"

"Yes, sir, I knew that."
"Furtherrrore, you are going because you'll make the 

-

trip in forty years. If we send automatic dwices and have
them manag€ the sails, they would get there-possibly. But
it would*take them from a hundred yeaxs to a hundred-
and-twen$ or more, and by that tine the adiabatic pods
would have spoiled, most of the human cargo would not be
frt for revival and the leakage of heat, no matter how we
face it, would be enough to ruin the entire expeditiolr. So
remember that the tragedy and the trouble you face is
mostly work. Work, and that's all it is. That is your big
job." ,&



Helen smiled. She was a sbort grl with rich dark hair,
brown oys, and yery ptonounced eyebrows, but when
Helen smiled she was almoat a child again, and a rather
charming one. She said: "My job is work. I understand
that sir."

vln

In the preparation area, tle make-ready was fast but
not hurried. Twioe tbe teohnicians urged her to take a
holiday before she reported for final training. She did not
accept their advice. Sbe wanted to go forth; she knew that
they knew she wanted to leave Earth forever, and she dso
knew they knew she was not merely her mother's
daughter. She was trying, somehow, to be herself. She
knew the world did not believe, but the world did not mat-
ter.

The tbird tirne 15st suggested a vacation, the suggestion
was mandatory. She had a gloomy two months which she
ended up enpying a little bit on the wonderfut islands of
the Hesperides, islands which were raised when the weight
of the Earthports caused a new group of s,mall archipelagos
to form below Bermuda. )

She reported back, fit, healthy, zrd ready to go.
Ths senior medical officer was very blunt.
"Do you really know citat we af,e going to do to you?

We are going to make you live forty years out of your life
in one month."

She nodded, white of face, and he went on, "Now to
glve you thoae forty years we've got to slow down your
bodily process,qs. After all the shoer biological task of
breathing fonty years'worth of air in one month involves a
factor of about five-hundred to one. No lungs could stand
it. Your body must circulate water. It must take in food.
Most ef this is going to be protein. There wil be sorne
kind of a hydrate. Youll neod vitamins.

"Now, what w€ are going to do is to slow the brain
doum, very much indeod, so that the brain win b€ working
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at about that five-hundred to one ratio. We don't want you
incapable of working. Somebody has got to manage the
sails.

"The,tefore, if you hesitate tr you start to think, a
thought or two is going to take several weeks. Meanwhile
your body can be slowed down some. But the different
parts can't be slowed do'qm at the same rate. Water, for
example, we brought down to about eighry to one. Food,
to about tbree-hundred to one.

"You won't have time to drink forty years' worth of
water. We circulate it, get it thrcy,rgh, punfy it, and get it
back in your syste,m, unless you break your link-up.

"So what you face is a month of being absolutely wide
awake, on an operating table and being operated on
without arusth.etic, whilo doing sorne of the hardest work
tbat mankind has ever found.

"You'll have to take observations, you'll have to watch
your lines with the pods of people and cargo behind you,
you'll have to adjust tbe sails. If there is anybody suwiv-
ing at destination point, they will come out and meet you

"At least that happens moat of the rimes.
"I am not going to assure you you will get the strip in. If

they don't meet you, take an orbit beyond the farthest
planet and either let yourself die or try to save yourself.
Yjo 9*'t get thirfy-thousand people down on a planet
singlehandedly.

"Mearwhile, though, you've got a real job, We are
g9-ilg to haye to build these controls right into your body.
We'll start by putting valves in your chest arteries. fir6n
we go on, catheterizing your water. We are going to make
an artificial colostomy that will go forward here just in
front of your hip joint. Your 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 a
cup. The rest of it is going to go directly into your
bloodstream. Again about a tenth of your food will go that
way. You understand ttrat?"

"You mean," said Helen, "I eat ono-tenth, orrd the rest
goes in intravenously?"

"That's right," said the medical technician. .We will
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pump it into you. The conrcentrates are there. The
reconstitutor is there. Now ttrese lines have a double con-
nection. one set of connections runs into the maintenance
machino. That will becomo the logistic support for your
body. And these lines are the umbilical cord for a human
being alone elmong the stars. They are your life.

"A.nd noq' if they should break or if you should fall,
you might faint for a year or two. If that happens, your
local system takes over: tbat's the pack on your back.

"On Earth, it weighs as much as you do. You have
already been drilld with the model pack. you know how
easy it is to handle in space. That'll keep you going for a
subjective period of about two hours. No one has ever
worked out a clock yet that would match *1s trrrman mind,
so, instead of giving you a clock we are grving you an
odometer attaohed to your own pulse and we mark it off
in grades. ff you watch it in terms of ten-thousands of
pulse beats, you may gst some information out of it.

"I don't know what kind of information but you uuty
finfl i1 helpful somehow." He looked at her strarpty anA
then firned back to his tools, picking up a shining needle
with a disk on the end.
- l'Now, let's get back to this. We are going to have to get

rigbt into your mind. That's cheo.ical too."
Heleo intermpted. "You said you were not golng to

operat€ on my head."
"OnIy the needle. That's the only way we can get to the

mind. Slow it down enough so that you will have this sub.
jtrtive mind operating at a rate that will make the forty
years pass in a month." He smiled grimly, but the
grimness changed to momentary tenderness as he took in
hor brave obstinate stance, her girlish, admirable, pitiable
determination.

"f won't argue it," she said. "This is as bad as a mar-
riage and the stars are my bridegroorn." The image of the
sailor went across her mind, but she said nothing of him.

The technician went on. "Now, we have already built in
paychotic elements. You can't oven expect to remain sane.
So you'd better not worry about it. You'll have to be in-
sane to manage the sails and to survive utterly alone and
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be out there ewn a month. And the trouble is in that
month you are going to know it's really forty ye:m;. There
is not a mirror in the place but you'll prouiuty find $iny
surfaces to look at yourself.

"You won't lggk ry good. you will s€e yourserf aging,
every time yeu slow doum to look f don't know whal Uie
problem is going to be on that score. It's been bad enough
on men.

_ "Your bair proble,m is going to be easier than men's.
The sailors we sent out we simply had to kill all tbe hair
roots. otherwise the men would have been swamped in
th€ir own beards. Axd a tremendo's amount 6t the
nutrient would be wasted if it went into raising of hair on
the face which no machine in tbe world courd cut off fast
enougb to keep a man working. 1 think what we will do is
inhibit hair on the top of yourhead. whether it comes out
in tb€ sarne color or not is something you will find for
yourself later. Did 5rou ever meet the sailo,r tbat came in?"

The doctor knew she had 6st him. He did not know
that it was the sailor from beyond the stars who called her.
He"len managed to remain composed as sbe smited at him
to say: "Yes, you gave him new hair. Your technician
planted a new scalp on his hea4 remember. Somebody on
your staff did. The hair came out black and be got the
nicknarne of Mr. Grey-no-mot€."

"If you are ready next Tuesday, we'll 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 she knew he was paylng respect to a profes-
sion and not just to an individual.

"Tuesday is tine enough." She felt complimented that
he was an old-fashioned enougfi p€rson to know the alr-
cient names of the days of the week and to use them. That
was a sign that he had not only learned the essentials at
the University but that he had picked up the elegant in-
consequentialities as welL
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Two weeks luy was- -twenty--one years later by thechronometers in the cabin. Heten turned t* tt" tes-thousand times ten-thousandth time to scan the sails.
Her back ached with a violent throb.
stre could feel the steady roar of her heart like a fastvibrator as it d*.a against the tione-rpun of her

awareness. she could look down at the meter on her wrist
and see the hands on the watchlike dials indicate tens of
thou'sands of pulses very slowly.

she heard the steady whistla of air in her throat as her
lungs seemed shuddering with sheer speed.

And she felt th9 thrcbbing pain of^a large tube feeding
an unr:ns€ quantity of mushy water ditudry into tle ar-
tery of her neck.

on her abdomen, she fert as if someone had built a firaThe wacuation tu\ operated automatically u"t it burnt as
if a coal bad been held to her skin and a'catn"tlr, which
connected her bladder to another,fub, stung as savagely
as the prd of a scalding-hot needle. rier ueio ached and
her vision blurred.

But she could still see the instruments and she still could
watch the sails. Now and then she could gimfsi, t"iot .* u
lroty o{ dust, the immense skein of peopte and cargo
that lay behind them.

She could not sit down. It hurt too much.
rhe o.nlr way &at sbe could be comfortable for resting

wa1 to lean against the instrument panel, her lower ribi
against 4e p*L her fted forehead against the meters.

once she rested that way and realizei that it was nilo-
and-a-half months before ihe got up. she knew that rest
!3d no-meaning and she couta see her"face moving a
djstorted image of her own face growing old in the reflec-
tiory-_froq the $ass faoe of the "ippareu:t weight" diar. she
could look at her arms with brurring vision, iote the skin
tightening loosening- Td tightening again, as changes in
temlrratures affected it.
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she looked out one more time at the sails and decided
to take in the foresail. wearily she dragged herself over the
control panel with a servo-robot. she selected the right
control, and opened it for a week or so. she waited tlere,
her heart buzing, her throal qrffitling air, her fingernails
breaking off gently as they gew. Frnally she c.hecked to see
if it really had be€n the right one, pushed ,again, &d
a6lhing happened.

She pushed a third time. There was no response.
Now she went back to the master panel, re-read,

cbecked the light direction, found a certain amount of in-
frared pressure which she should have been picking up.
The sails had very gradually risen to something not tar
lom the speed sf light itself because they moved-fast with
the one side dulled; the pods behind, siUea against ",rre
and eternity, swam obediently in an alm66g perfect weight-
lessness.

She scannod; her reading had been correct.
The sail lral wrong.
She went back to the emergency panel and pressed.

Nothing happeried
she broke out a repair robot and sent it out to effect

repairs, punching the papers as rapidly as she could to
give instructions. The robot went out and an instant (three
9uVtJ l** it replied. The parel on the repair robot rang
fsrth, 'rDoes not conform."

She sent a second rqpair robot" That had no effect
either.

She sent a third, the last. Throe bright lights, ..Does not
conform," stared at her. she moved the servo-robots to the
other side of the sails and pulled hard.

The sail was srill not at the right angle.
She stood there wearied and lost in spaoe, and she

pray$: f'Not for me, God, I am running away from a lite
that I did not want. But for this ship's-sours and for the
poor foolish people that I am taking who are brave
e!9ugh to want to worship their own way and need the
Ught of another star, f 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.
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It did not work out that way. she was bewildered,
alone.

There was no sun. There was nothing, exce.pt the tiny
cabin and herself more alone than any woman had ever
been before. she sensed the thrill and ripple of her muscles
as they went through days of adjustnnedt while her mind
1otiry -only the matter of minuies. she leaned forward,
foroed herself not to relax and finally she remembered
that one of the oj{icial busybodies had included a weapon.

lVhat she would us€ a weapox for she did not know.
It pointed. It had a range of two-hundred-tho'sand

miles. The larget could be selected automatically.
lhg g9t doum on her knees trailing the abdominal tube

and the feeding tube and the catheter-tubes and the helmet
wires, each one nrnning back to the panel. she orawled
underneath the panel for the servo.robots and she pulled
out a written manual. Sle lnally found the right frequency
for the weapon's controls. she set the weapoiup and we*
to the window.

At the last moment she thought, "perhaps the fools are
going !o make me shoot the windory out. It ought to have
been designed to shoot thtongh the window without hrut-
ing it. That's the way they should have done it."

She wondered about the matter for a week or two.
Just before she fired it she turned and there, next to her,

stood her sailor, the sailor from the stars, Mr. Grey-no-
more. He said: "ft won't work that way."

He stood clear and handsome, the way she bad seeo
him in New Madrid. He had no tubas, tre iiO not tremblg
she could see the normal rise and fall of his chest as he
took one brraath every hour or so. One part of her mind
believed that he was real. She was mld and she was
very happy to be mad at this "'r'e and she let the hallucina-
tion grve her advice. slre re-set the gun so that it would fire
througb the cabin wall and it fired a low charge at the
repair mechanism out beyond the distorted and immovable
sail

The low charge did the trick. The interferen@ had been
pryefiing beyond all technical anticipation. The weapon
had clEaned out tho forever-unidentifiable obstuction,
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leaving the servo-ro'bots free to attack thsir tasks [ke a
tribe of maddened ants. They worked again. They had had
defenses built in against the minor impediments of space.
All of them scurried and skipped about.

Witr a sense of bewilderment close to retigion, she per-
ceived the wind of startight blowing against the imm;ns€
sails. The sails snapped into position. stre got a momentary
touch of gravity as she sensed a little weight. Trrc sour was
back on her course.

X

_- "ft's a girl," they said to him on New Earth. .,It's a girl.
She must have been eighteen herself."

Mr.'Grey-no-more did not believe it.
But he went to. the hospital and there in the hospital he

saw Helen America.
"Herg I am, sailor," sairl she. ,,I sailed too," Her face

was white as c!31k, -h"t expression was that of a girl of
about twenty. Her body was that of a well-preserved
woman of sixty.

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

He looked at her. His eyes narrowed and then in a sud-
den reversal of roles, it was he who was kneeling beside
her bed and covering her hands with his tears.

Half-coherendy, he babbled at her: .,f ran away fromyou because r loved you so. I came back here where you
would never folloy, or if you did follow, you'd still be a
Lo_ung woman, and I'd still be too old. But you bave sailed
The SouI in here and you wanted me."

The nurse of New Earth did not know about the rules
which should be appried to the sailors from tue stars v";quietly she went out of the room, smiting in t.nae,*ess anCh*ql gity at the lwe which she had #"o. But she was apractical womalr and she had a s€ns€ of her own advance-
ment. she called a friond of hers at the news service andsaid: "f think I have got the grSsest rom.ance in history. If
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you get here soon r3*gn you can get the first teiling ofthe story of Helen &nerid r"d ry{r;gr"y_o*ono*. n yjust met like 4"t- f guess- they'd -A;- *"n o,&ersomewhera T}"y just meilike ttrat ana fel in love..rne nurre ctrd not know that they had foresworn a loveon Earth. The nurse did not knory that Heren America had
P"A: a bnety tlp *irh an icy purpose and the nurse didnot know rhat the.cr*y yerbt_nar. G;t-;;ore, tresailor hiryserf, had stood belide rr.rL-n-60t ie"rs out
Fo. nothing-at-al in the depth and blackness'of spacebetween the stars.

XI

-!h-e lialc girl had grown up, lnd married, and now ltoda little girl ol hcr own. The iother wqs unchanged Out'*te
spieltier wcg veryt ver! old. It had outlived Zi *, msr-
velous tricks of (aVtgbility, and for some years had stayed
lrozen in the role -o! a yellow-rwired, btrr."lti-girl doll
out of sentimentar sense of the titncss it- ruiir, srw had
dressed the spiettier in a bright blue iumper i7i'^urwns
panties. The little animal crept soltly acriss ttu floor on its
tiw human hands, using its kneei for hittd yeet.'fhe mock-
hum.an face looked up brindty attd'squeaked foriutc.
- TIE loung mothcr said, ,;Mom, 

iou ought to get rid ot
that thing. If s al.l use! up and it rooks hinibte iitn y"i
nice period furnilure.,,

"I tlwught you loved it,,' said the older worlwn.
"Of course," said the daughter. ,,It was cute, when I was

a child, But I'm not a, child atrymore, ond it doesn't even
work."

The spieltier had struggted to its leet and ctutched its
mistres{s ankle. TIu older woman took it &+'ay gewly, and
put down a saucer of mtlk and a cup trw sise oi a thimble^
Tfu spicltier tried to curtsey, as it-hod been motivated to
do 4 the beginning, slipped, feil, and whimpered. TIE
motlrcr righted it and tlrc liute old animal-toy'began dip-
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ping -milk with i* tlnmbb and sucking tltc milk lnto its tirry
toothless old mouth.

"You remember, lfis7n-" said the younger woman and
stopped.

"Remember wltct, dear7,
"You told me about Helen America and Mr., Grey-rw

more wlten tlnt was brand-nsw.,'
"Yes, darling, moybe I did."'lYou didn't tell me everything,,, sffi the younget

woman accusingly.
"Ol course rwt. You were a child."
"But it was ah,ful. Those m.essy people and the honibte

way sailors live, I don't see how you idearized it and calkd
it a romancs-',

"Bul it was. It is," insisted the other.
"Romance, f,! foot," said the daughter,,,It,s es bad as

you and the worn-out spieltier,', Slrc poirued at the tiny,
lrying, aged doll wln lwd lallen asleep beside its milk. ;'I
think it's lwrrible. You ought to gei rid ol it. And tlu
world ought to get rid ol sailors.u

"Dort't be harsh, darling,,' said the mother.
"Don't be a sentim.ental old slob," sai^d the daughta.

_ "Perlaps we are," said the mother with a loviig sort ol
Iaugh. Unobtrusiveb she put the sleeping spiettler on a
paddcd clnir whcre it would rwt be steppid on or hurt.,

xII

Outsiders never knew the real end of the storv.
More than a c9nJury later after their wedding,'Helen lay

dnng: she was dyrng happily, bocause her beloved sailoi
was beside her. she believed that if they could conquer
spa@, they might conquer death as well.
- Her loning, happy, weary dytng mind blurred over and

she picked up. an argument CAey UaO touched upon for
decades.

"You did sa corne to The Souli'she said. ..you did so
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stand beside me when I was lost and did not knorp how to
handle fhe weapon."

"If I c4,me then, darling I'll come again, wherever you
are. You're my darling, DI heart, my own true love.
You're my bravest of ladies, f,y boldest of peopla you,re
my own. You sailed for me. You're my lady who sailed
The Soul."

His voice broke, but his features stayed cafm. He had
never before seen anyone die so confident and so happy.

SCANNERS LTVE IN VAIN

Martel was angry. He did not even adjust his blood away
frono anger. He stamped across the room by judgment, trd
by sight. Wbcn he saw the table hit ttre floor, and could
tell by the expression on Luci's face that the ta,ble must
have made a loud crtsh, he looked down to see if his leg
was broken. It was not. Scanner to the core, he had to
scan himself. The action was reflex and autom.atic. The
inventory included his legs, aMomen, chestbox of instru-
m€nfs, hands, anns, facr and back wi& the mirror. Only
then did Martel go back to being angry. He talked with his
voice, ev€nl though he knew that his wife hated its blare
and preferred to have hirn write.

'I tell you, f must cranch, I have to cranch. It's my
worry, isn't it?"

When Luci answered, he saw only a part of her words
as he rqd her lips: "Darling . . . you're my husband . . .
. . . right to love you . . . dangerow . . . do it . ., dan-
g e r o u s . . . w a i t . . . t t

He faced her, but put sound in his voice, letting tbe blare
hurt ber again: *[ tell you, I'm going to cranch."

Catching her expression, he became rueful and a little
teodEr: 'Can't you understand what it means to ms? To
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get out sf this bo.rrible prison in my o',m head? To be a
man again-hearing yorn voice, snreUiog smoke? To leetagain-to feel my feet on the ground, to-foel &e air move
aglryt my face? Don't you know what it means?"

Her wide-eyed worrisooce conoern thrust him back into
pure ?nqoyance. He read od"y a few words as her lips
moved: ". . . lorrc you .-. . your own good . . . dolr't yori
$rrk I want you to be hunian? . . . youx own good . . .
too much . . . he said . . . tbsy said . .-.,'

when he roared at her, he-realized that his voice must
F purtirularly bad. He knew that tho sound hurt her no
less than did the words: *Do you think r wantd you to
Taqy a scanner? Didn't I tell you we're alnost as iow as
the habermans? W9'r9_dead, I tell yotr. We've got to be
dead to do our work. How can anybody go to thJUp.and_
oun can-ygu dream what raw space isr i warned yo'. nut
you m:uried m9. AIl righ!, you ma:ried a man, please,
9q$g, let me be a man l*i me hear your voico, let me
feel the warmth of being alive, of being hu-*. I-et me!"

saw by her rook bf stricken assJnt that he had won
the-arEument. He did not use his voice again. Instead, ho
pulted his tablet up fro'm where it hung igainsinis chest
fle yrote on ir, Tine th9 pqnnted fin[eniail of hir .ight
forefinger-the talking nait bf a ScannJr_in qrirf cbln_
cut _script: PIs, drlng, whrs nnching wire? 

I

- she putled the long gold-sheatbed wire out of the pocket
of her_ap-ron Sh:-t* its -qen sphere fall to the carpeted
flog. s-yiftly, dutif'ily, with the^deft obedience or 

" 
s*o-

ner's_wif", she wound the cranching wire around his head,
sprally around his neck and ctrest.-she avoided the instru-
ments set in his chest. she even avoided the radiaring scars
around the instruments-, _th9 stigmata of men who hat go"i
up and into the o.rt. M"rhanl"aily he lifted u-i*t as she
$pp"d the wire between his feet. shu dtet" tnJ tuir" t"ot.
she srrapped the sm4 plug into the high-u*oen contror
next to his heartreadel, she helped hd to sit do*o, *-rangng !i" hands for him, pushiirg his hoad back into the
:up al -9u top <yf the chair. SnI turnea then, full-face
toward him' so that he oourd read her rips easily. Her e.x-pression was composed.
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she knelt, scooped up the sphere at the other end of tho
wire, stood erect.ca!mty, her b-ack to him. He scanned her,
and sary nothing in her posture but grief which *o,rto have
oscaped Q" "yg 

of anyone bmt a Sianner. She spoke: he
could seo her chest-muscles moving. she realized'that she
was not facing him, and furned so that he could see her
lips.

"Ready at last?"
He smiled a yes.
she turned her back to him again. (Luci could never

boar to watch him go under the wiie.) she tossed the wire.
sphere into the Tt.-It caught in the forco-field aod hung
there. lyddenlv i1 glowed. That was all. All-+xcept foi
the sudden red stinking roar of coming back to his senses.
Coming back, across the wild thr.eshold of pain.

when he awakened, under the wire, he did not feel as
&oyeh he-had just cranched. Even though it was the sec-
old. *3lohing witldn rhe weok, he felr Et. He lay in the
chair. His ears drank in the sound of air touching things in
the room. He hoard Luci breathing in the o"*t td*, w-here
she was hangng up the wire to cool. ,He smelt the
thousand-and-orre s,mells that are in anybodt's room: the
crisp freshness of the germ-burner, the io.u-iweet tang of
tle humidifier, the odor of the dinner tbey had just eaten,
the smells of clothes, furnifure, of people ttemselves. Au
these w'ere pure delight. He sang a phrase or fwo of his
favorite song:

"Here's to the haberman, Up-attd-Out!
_ "Up4h!-<nd 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 th; door-
way.

she gave him her crooked little smile. "you sound all
right. Are you all right, really?"

Even with this luxury of senses, he scanued. He took
tle {as!-cqick inventory which constiruted his profes-
sional skill. His eyes swept in the news of the instnrments.
f{othing showed 9tr scall beyond ths nerve compri:ssion
hanging in the edge of Danger. But he could not worry
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about the nerve-box.-Th4 always came through cranching.
You coul$t gt under the wird without haviig it show in
the nerve-box. some day the box would go io overload,
and drop back down to Dead. That was thl way a hab€r-
man ended. But you couldn't have everything. pbople who
welt t9 the Upqrd-Olt had to pay tha price for Space.

Anyhorr, he should worry! IIe 
-was 

a Scamer. A god
one, and he knew it. If he couldn't scan himself, 

-who

could? This cranching wasn't too dangerous. Dangerous,
but not toc dangerous.

Luci put out her hand and ruffled his hair as if she had
!g:n reading his thouelrts, instead of iust folowing them:
"But you know you shouldn't havet ybu shouldn'tF'

"But I did!" He grinned at her.
- Her gaiety still forced, she said: ,,Como on, darling,
let's.have a good trme. I have alm6rsg everything there is t
the icebox-all your favorite tastes. And I have two new
records iust full of smells. I tried thern out myself, tud
even I liked them. And you know me-,'

"Which?"
'Yhich what, you old darling?"
He slipped his hand over her shoulders as he limped o't

of the rrrom. (tle could never go back to feeling the floor
beneath his feet, feeling the air against his fa;, without
being bewildered and clumsy. As-if cranching was rea!
and being a habermar was a bad dream. Bui ne was a
haberman, 8trd a scanner. "you know what I meant, Luci
. . . the smells, which you have. Which one did yoo ULe, on
the record?"

, "Well-l-!" said she, judiciously, .,There were some
lamb chops that _were the strangest ihings-"

He intemrpted: "lVhat are lambrchos?,
"Wait -fl yoo smell tlem. Then guess. I'lI tell you rhis

much. rt's a snell hundreds and hirndreds of years old.
They found about it in the old bools.,'

"Is a Lambtchot a Beast?"
"f won't tell you. Y_ ou've got to wait," she laughed, as

she helped hin sit down a-id spreac his tasting dishes
before him. He wanted !o go uact over the d.inier fint,
sampling all the pretty things he had eaten, and savoring
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them this time with his no,lv-living lips and tongue.
when Lwi had found the music wire and 

-had 
thrown

its sphere up into fhe force-field he rerninded her of the
new s,mells. she took out the long glass records and set &e
first one into a flanspi6sl

"Now snif[!"
A queer, frightening, exciting smell came over tle

roorn. It seemed like nothing in this world, nor like any-
thing from the Up-and-Out. yet it was fnmiliar.. ffi,
mouth watered. His pulse beat a little faster; he scanned
his he.artbox. CFaster, sure enough.) But thaf smell, what
was it? In mock perploxiry, he grabbed her hands, looked
into her eys, and growled:

l'Tell me, darling! Tell me, or lll eat you up!'
"That's just rightl"
"What?"
"Yo{'re right. It should make you want to eat me. ft's

meat.nt
"Meat. Who?"

_ "Not a person," said she, knowledgeably, ..a Beast. A
!e*t which people used to eat. A-larn6.was a smaU

you?-and a chop is part
pointed at her chest.

Martel did not hear her. Alt his boxes had swung over
toward Atarm, some to Danger. He fought againit the
roar of his own mind, forcing his body into exc&s excite-
ment, How. 9ffy it was to be a Scanner when you really
:to9d - g''tside your own body, haberman-fasirion, and
looked back into it with your eyes alone. Then you could
mjTge the body, rule it coldly even in the endruing agony
o-f- space. But to renlize that you were a body, that-this
thing was ruling you, thaf ths mind could tiit tne flesh
and send it roaring off into panic! That was bad.

He tried to remember the days before he had gone into
the haberman device, bofore he had been cut apart for the
upandout. Had he always been subject to the rush of his
emotions from his mind to his body, from his body back
to his mind, confounding him so that he couldn'i scan?
But he hadn't been a Scanner then"

59

shoqp*yo9've seen sheep out in the wild, haven'tou
of its middle-here!" She



'He knew what had hit him. tra1i61 the roar of his own
pulse, he knew. _4 th" nigltnare of the Up-and-Out, thai
smell had foroed its way through to him, wue their ship
burned off venus and tbe habermans fought the collapsini
metal with their bare hands. He bad icanned theri: *il
were in Danger. chestboxes went up to overload and
dropped to Dead all around him ss [e had moved fronr
man to marL shoving the drifting corpses out of his way as
he fought to scan e,ach man in tlrrn, to clamp vises on un-
noticed broken legs, to snap the sleeping valve on men
whose instruments showed they were hopelessly near
overload. with men firying to work and cursing t ii for a
scanner qfr-ile he, professional zeal aroused, fought to do
Itir-i"l and keep them alive in the Great pain of Space, ho
had smelled that smell. It had fought its way atong his re-
built nerves, past the haberman cuts, pust 

-ail 
the

safeguards of physical and mental disciptine. rn tne wildest
hour of tragedy, he had smelled aloud. He renrembered it
wa^s like a bad cranching, connected with the fury and
nightnnare all around him. He had even stopped his work
to sc'an himself, fearful that the First Etrect might come,
breaking past all haberman cuts and ruining trim witn tn6
Pain of Space. But he had conre tfuough. ffis own instru-
ments stayed and stayed at Danger, without nearing
Overload. He had done his job, and won a corlmendation
for it. He had even forgotten the burning ship.

All except the s,mell.
And here the smell was all over again-the smell of

meat'with-fine . . .
Luci looked a1 him with wifely concern. she obviously

thought he had cranched too much, illd was about tb
haberman back She tried to be cheerful: 'you'd better
rest, honey."

He whispered to [sr; "Quf-off-that-smell."
She did not question his word. She cut the transmitter.

She even crossed the room and stepped up the room con-
trols until a small br*ze flitt€d across the floor and drove
the smells up to the ceiling.

He rose, tfued and stiff. (His instruments were norinal,
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except that heart was fast and nerves still hanging on tho
edge of Danger.) He spoke sadly: 

e

- "Forgive m€, Luci. I suppose I ihoulan't have cranched.
l{9t * p9n again. _Bu1 d31ling, I have to get out from
Eirrg a haberman. How can r ever be near yJu? How can
I be a man-not.hearing my oum voice, not 

"ueo 
feeling

my own life as it goes tluough my veins? I tove you]
darling. Cant I ever be near you?"

- Her pride was discipline.d aid automatic: ,,But you're a
Scanner!"

"f know f'm a Scanner. But so what?',
she went over the words, like a tale told a thousand

times to reassure herseu: "you are the bravest of the
brave, the most skillful of the skined. All Mankind owes
most honor to the scanner, who unites the Earths of
mankind. scanners are the protectors of the habermans.
]ltr{ ar9 th9 iudges in the Upand-Out. They make men
live in the place *here men need desperately io die. They
are the most honored of mankind, and even the chie,fs of
the Instnrmentality are delighted to pay them homage!"

with obstinate sorrow he demurred: "Luci, we'vJheard
that all before. But does it pay us b,agfo-"

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

"But our lives, Luci. what can you get out of being the
wife of a Scanner? Why did you marry me? f'm hu-man
only when I cranch. The rest of the timi-you know what
I am. A machine. A man turned into a mlchine. A man
who has been ry*. and kept alive for tjury. Don't you
realize what I miss?"

'Of course, darling, of c<yurse-"
He went on: "Don't you think r remember my child-

hood? Don't you think I remember what it is to be a
man and not a haberman? To walk and feel my feet on the
ground? To feel a decent clean pain instead of watching
my body every minute to se€ if I'm alive? How will I knoi
if I'm dead? Did you ever think of that, Luci? How wil I
know if I'm dead?"

she ignored the unrernonableness of his outburst. paci.
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fyingly, she said: "Sit down, darling. [-et me make you
some kind of a drink. You're ovenxirought."

Automatically, he scanned. "No Im nott Listen to me.
How do you fhink it feels to be in the Upand4ut with the
crew tied-Ior'space all around you? How do you tbinlc it
feels to watch them sleep? How do you think I like scan-
drg, scanning, scanning month after month, when I can
feel the Pain of Space beating against every part of my
body, trying to get past my haberman blocks? How do
you think I like to wake the men when I have to, and have
them bate me for it? Have you ever seen habermans
fight-strong men fighting, and neither knowing pal&
fighting until one touches Overlodtl Do you think about
that, Luci?" Triumphantly he added: "Can you blame me
if f cranch, and eome back to being a mar, just two days a
month?"

"I'm not blaming you, darling. I-et's enjoy your cranch.
Sit down now, and have a drink."

He was sitting down, resting his faee in his hands, while
she fixed tbe drink, using natural frui8 out of bottles in
addition to the secure alkaloids. He watched her restlessly
and pitied her for marrying 2 gsann€r; and then, thougb it
was unjusf re"se,lrted having to pity her.

Just as she turned to hand him the drink, they both
jumped a little as tho phone rang. It should not have nrng.
They had turned it off. It rang agnin, obviously on the
emergency circuit. Stepping ahead of Luci, Martel s8ode
over to the phone and looked into it. Vomact was looking
sf him.

The custom of Scanners entitled him to be brusque,
even with a Senior Scanner, on certain given occasions.
This was one.

Before Vomact could speak, Martel spoke two words in-
to the plate, not caring whether the old man could read lips
or not:

"Cranching. Busy."
He cut the switch aad went back to Luci.
The phone rang again.
Luci said, gendy, "J can find out what it is, darling
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Here, take your drink and sit doqrn."
"Leave it alone," said her husband. .,No one has a right

to call when I'm cranching. He knows that. He oughito
know tlat."

The phone rang again. In a fury, Martel rose and we,nt
to the plate. He cut it back on. vomact was on the screen.
Before Martel could speak. vomact held up his talking nail
in line with his heartbox. Martel reverted to disciplini:

"Scanner Martel present and waiting, sir."
1!9 Up* moved solemnly: ,.Top emergency."
"Sir, I ann uadgl the wire."
"Top emergency."
'Sir, don'! you understa-nd?" Martel mouthed his words,

so he could be sure that Vomact followed. ,,I . zlm . . .
unde.r . . . the . . . wire. Unfit . . . for . . . space!"
_ vomact repeated: "Top emergency. Repori to central
Tie-in."

"But, sir, no emergency like this-"
_ "Right, Martel. No emergenry like this, ever before.
Report to Tie-in." with a faint glint of kindliness, vom-
act added: "No need to de-cranctr- Report as you are.,'

This time it was Mart€l whose phone was cut out. The
screen went gray.

He rurned to Luci. The temper had gone out of his
voice. she came to him. she kissed him, and rumpled his
hair. All she could say was,

"f'm sorry.t'
she kissed him again, knowing his disappointment.

"Take good care of yourself, darling. I'll wait.'i
- He scanned, and slipped into his transparent aircoat. At

the window he paused, and waved. She called, .,Good
luck!" As the air flowed past him he said to himself,

"T'his is the first time I've felt flight in--<leven yeaffi.
I-ord, but it's easy to fly if you can f&l yourself live!;'

central rie-in glowed white and austere far atread.
Martel peered. He saw no grare of incorning ships from the
upand-out, no shuddering flare of space-fire but of con-
trol. Everything was quiet, as it shouid be on an off-duty
night.
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And yet Vomact had called. He had called an emergen-
cy higher than Space. There was tro such thing. But
Vomast had called it

When Martel got there, he found about half the Scan-
ners present, two dozrlo. or so of them. He lifted the talking
finger. Most of the Scanners werre standing face to fae,
falking in pains as they read lips. A few of the old, impa-
tient ones were scribbling on their tablets and then ftntsr
ing tbe tablets into other poople's faces. All the faces wore
the dull dead relaxed look of a haberman. When Martel en-
tered the room" he knew that most of the others laughed in
the deep isolated privacy of their own mirds, each thinking
things it would be useless to express in formal words. It
had been a long time since a Scanner showed up at a meet-
ing cranched.

Vomact was not there: probably, tho,tght Martel, he
was still on tle phone calling others. The light of the phooe
flash€d on and off; the bell raqg. Martel felt odd when he
realized that of all those present, he was tbe only one to
hear that loud b€U. It made him rsalizs why ordinary P€.c
ple did not like to be around groups of habermans or Scan-
oers. Martel looked around for company.

His friend Chang was there, busy explaining to some old
and testy ftanner that he did not know why Vomact had
called. Maxtel looked farther and saw Parizianski. He
walked over, tbreading his way past the others with a dex-
terity that showed be could feel his feet from tbe inside,
and did not have to watch them. Several of the o&ers
stared at him with their dead faces, and tried to smile. But
ttrey lacked full muscular control and their faces twist€d
into horrid masks. (Scanners usually knew better than to
show expression on faces which they could ng longer
go'vern. Martel added to himself , I suteor I'll ruv:er smile
again unless I'm crarcIud.)

Parizianski garle him the sign
Iooking face to fac*, he spoke:

"You come here sranche0?"

of the talking finger.

Parizianski could not hear his ocm voioe, so the words
roared like the words o'n a broken and screeching phone;
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Martel was startled, but knew that the inquiry was well
meant. No one oould be better-natured tban the burlv
Pole.

"Vomact called. Top emergency."
"You told him you were cranched?"
t tYes . t t

"He still made you come?"
t tYgs . t '

"Then all this-it is not for Space? You could not go Up-
and-Out? You are like ordinary men?"

"That's right."
"Then why did he call us?" Some pre-habennan habit

made Parizianski wave his anns in inquiry. The hand
struck the back of the old man behind them. The slap
could be heard throughout the room, but only Martel heard
it. Instinctively, he scanned Parizianski and the old Scan-
ner, and they scanned him back. Otrly then did the old man
ask why Martel had scanned him. When Martel explailied
that he was under the wire, the old rnan moved swiftly
away to pass on the news that there was a cranched Scan-
ner pre.sent at the Tie-in.

Even this minor sensation could not keep the attention
of most of the Scanners fro,m the worry about the top
emergency. One young man, who had scanned his first
transit just the year before, dramatically interposed himself
between Parizianski and Martel. He drarnaticallv flashed
his tablet at them:

Is Vmct mad?
The older men shook their heads. Martel remembering

that it had not been too long tiat the young man had been
haberman, mitigated the dead solemnity of the denial with
a friendly smile. He spoke in a normal voice, saying:

"Vomact is the Senior of Scanners. I am sure that he
could not go mad. Would he not see it on his boxes first?"

Martel had to repeat the question, speaking slowly and
mouthing his words before the young Scanner could un-
derstand the comment. The young man tried to make his
face smile, and twisted it into a comic mask. But he took
up his tablet and scribbled:

Yr rght.
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CXtang broke away from his friend and came over, his
half-Cbinese face gleaming in the warm evening. (It's
strange, though,t Martel, that more Chinese don't become
Scanners. Or not so strange perhaps, if you think that they
never fill their quota of habermans. Chinese love good liv-
ing too much. The ones who do scan are all good ones.)
Chang saw that Martel was cranched, and spoke with
voice:

"You break precedents. Luci must be angry to lose
you?"

"She took it well. C'hang, that's strange."
. "!Vhat?"
. "I'm cranched, and I can hear. Your voice sounds all

right. How did you learn to talk like-like an ordinary per-
son?"

. "f praeticed with soundtracks. Funny you noticed it. I
think I am the only Scanner in or between the Earths who
can pass for an ordinary man. Mirrors and soundtracks. I
found out how to act."

" B u t y o u d o n ' t . . . ? "
'T.{o. I don't feel, or taste, or hear, or smell things, any

more than you do. Talking doesn't do me much good. But
I notice that it cheers up the people around me."

"ft would make a difference in the life of Luci."
Chang nodded sagely. "My father insisted on it. He said,

'You may be proud of being a Scanner. I am sorry you
are not a man. Conceal your defects.' So I ried. I wanted
to teII the old boy about the Upand-Out, and what we did
here, 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 gets
around.t'

Martel smiled at the thought: "In his airplane?"
Chang smiled back. This discipline of his facial muscles

was amazing; a bystander would not think that Chang was
a haberman, controlling his eyes, cheeks, and lips by cold
intellectual control. The expression had the spontaneity of
life. Martel felt a flash of envy for Chang when he looked
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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 his father? The o.ld
boy usea an airplane."

Parizianski made motions with his mouth, but the
sounds meant nothing. He took up hi$ tablet and showed
it to Martel and Chang.

Bzz bzz. Ha ha. Gd ol' boy,
At ftat moment, Martel heard steps out in the corridor.

He could not help looking toward the docr. Other eyes
foliowed the direaion of his glance.

Vomact came in.
The group shuffled to attention in four parallel lines.

Th"y scanned one another. Numerous hands reached
across to adjust the electrochemical controls on chestbox-
es which had begun to load up. One Scanner held out a
broken finger which his counter-Scanner had discovered,
and submitted it for treatment and splinting.

Vomact had taken out his Staff of Office. The cube at
the top flashed red light through the room, the lines
reformed, and all Scanners gave the sign meaning,

Present an"d readyl
Vomact countered with the stance signifying, I am the

Senior and take command.
Talking fingers rose in the counter-gesture, We concur

and commit ourselves.
Vomact raised his right arm, dropped the wrist as

though it were broken, in a queer searching gesture, mean-
rng: Any men around? Any lwbermans rnt tied? AII clear
lor the Scanners?

Alone of all those present, the cranched Martel heard
the queer rustle of feet as they all turned completely
around without leaving position, looking sharply at one
another and flashing their beltlights into the dark corners
of the great room. When again they faced Vomact, he
made a further sign:

All clear. FoIIow my words
Martel noticed that he alone relaxed. The others could

not know the meaning of relaxation with the minds
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blocked off up there h muir skulls, cormected only wittr
the eyes, and the rest of the bi>dy connected with the mind
only by controlling non-sensory nerves and the instnrment
boxes on their chests. Martel realtied that, cranched as he
was, he had expected to hear vomact's voice: the senior
!1d been talking for some time. No sound escaped his lips.
fVomact never bothered with sounds.)

". . . and when the first men to go Up-and-Out went to
the moon, what did they find?"

"Nothing," rasponded the silent chorus of lips.
"Therefore they went farther, to Mars and to venus.

thg ships went out year by year, but they did not come
back until the Year one of space. Then dio a ship come
back with the First Effect. scanners, I ask you, what is the
First Effect?"

"No one knows. No one lcnows."
"No one will ever know. Too many are the variables.

By what do we know the First Effectf'
"By the Great Pain of Spac€," came the chorus.
"And by what further sign?',
"By the need, oh the need for death.,'
vomact again: "Ard who stopped the need for death?"
"Henry Haberman conquered the First Effect, in the

Year 83 of Space."
"And, Scanners, I 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 brain is cut from the ears, the nose.
The brain is cut from the mouth, the belly. The brain is
cut from desire, and pain. The brain is cut from the world.
saye. fo-t th" eyes. save for the control of the living flesh."

"And how, O Scanners, is flesh controlled?',
"By the boxes set in the flesh, the controls set in the

"!qr!, 4" ligtt made to rule the living body, the signs by
which the body lives."

"Ffow does a haberman live and live?"
"-ftie haberman lives by control of the boxes.r'
"Whence come the habermans?"
Martel felt in the coming response a great roar of
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broken voices echoing through the room as the Scanners,
habermans themselves, put sound behind their mouthingsi

"Habermans are the scum of mankind. Habennans are
the weak, the cruel, the credulous, and the unfit. Haber_
mans are the sentenced-to-more-than-death. Habermans
live in the mind 49n". Th.y are killed for Space but they
live for spaoe. They master the ships thaf connect the
earths, They live in the Great Pain while ordinary men
sleep in the cold, cold sleep of the transit."

"Brothers and Scanners, I ask you now: are we haber-
mans or are we not?"

"We are habermans in the flesh. We are cut apart, brain
and flesh. We are ready to go to the Upand-Out. Al1 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 a roar
of voices heard only by Martel: "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 Inskurnsn-
tality of Mankind."

"What must the otlers say to us?"

, "They must say to us, 'You are the bravest of the brave,
the rnost skillfrrl of the skilled. AII mankind owes most
honor to the scanner, who unites the 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 rn-
strumentality are delighted to pay them homage!"'

Vomact stood more erect: "What is the secret
the Scanner?"

duty of

"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 lips for answer.

(Silence was the code.) Martel, who-long familiar with
the code-was a little bored with the proceedings, noticed
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th-1t chgg wasbreathing too heavilyi he reached over and
adjusted chang's lung-control and ieceived the thanks of
chang's eyes. vomact observed the intemrptio,n and
glared at them both. Martel relaxed, trying to inaitate the
dead cold stillness of the others. It was 

-* 
t *o to do,

when you were cranched.
"If others die, what the duty then?" asked Vomact.
"scanners together inform the Instrumentality. scan-

ners together accept the punishment. scanners together
settle the case."

"And if the punishment be severe?"
"Then no ships go."
"And if Scanners not be honored?"
"Then no ships go."
"And if a Scanner goes unpaid?"
"Then no ships go."
"And if the others and the Instrumentality are not in

all ways at all times mindful of their proper outigution io
the Scanners?"

"Then no ships go."
"And what, O Scanners, if no ships go?"
"The Earths fall apart. The wild comes back in. The

Old Machines and the Beasts return."
"What is the first known duty of a Scanner?"
"Not to sleep in the Up-and-Out."
"What is the second dufy of a Scanner?"
"To keep forgotten the name of fear."
"What is the third.duty of a Scanner?"
"To use the wire of Eustace cranch only with care, only

with moderation-." several pair of eyes looked quickly ai
Martel before the mouthed chorus went on. "fo cranch
only at home, only among friends, only for the purpose of
remg-qbering, of relaxing, or of begetting."

"What is the word of the Scanner?"
"Faithful thougb surrounded by death."
"What is the motto of the Scanner?"
"Awake though surrounded by silence."
"What is the work of the Scanner?"
"Labor even in the heights of the Upand-Out, loyalty

ev€n in the depths of the Earths."
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"How do you know a Scanner?"
"We know ourselves. We are dead though we live. And

we talk with the tablet and the nail."
"What is this code?"
"This code is the friendly ancient wisdo'm of Scanners,

briefly put that we may be mindful and be cheered by our
loyalty to one another."

At this point the formula should have run: "We com-
plete the code. Is there work or word for the Scanners?"
But Vomact said, and he repeated:

"Top emergency. Top emergency."
They gave him the sign, Present and ready!
He said, with every eye straining to follow his lips:
"Some of you know the work of Adam Stone?"
Martel saw lips move, saying: "The Red Asteroid. The

Other who lives at the edge of Space."
"Adam Stone has gone to the Instrumentality, claiming

sucoess for his work. He says that he has found how to
screen out the Pain of Space. He says that the Upand-Out
can be made safe for ordinary men to work in, to stay
awake in. He says that there need be no more Scanners."

Beltlights flashed on all over the room as Scanners
sought the right to speak. Vomact nodded to one of the
older men. "Scannsr Smith will speak."

Smith stepped slowly up into the light, watching his
own feet. He turned so that they could see his face. He
spoke: "I say that this is a lie. I say that Stone is a liar. I
say that the Instrumentality must not be deceived."

He paused. Then, in answer to som€ question from the
audience which most of the others did not see, he said:

"I invoke the secret duty of the Scanners."
Smith raised his right hand for emergency attention:
"I say that Stone must die."

Martel, still cranched, shuddered as he heard the boos,
groans, shouts, squeaks, grunts and moans which came
from the Schnners who forgot noise in their excitement
and strove to make their dead bodies talk to one another's
deaf ears. Beltlights flashed wildly all over the room.
There was a rush for the rostrum and Scanners milled
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around at the top, vying for attention until Pari-
zianski-by sheer bulk-shoved the others aside and
down, and turned to mouth at the group.

"Brother Scanners, I want your eyes."
The people on the floor kept moving, with their numb

bodies jostling one another. Finally Vomact stepped up in
front of Parizianski, faced the others, and said:

"Scanrers, be Scanners! Give him your eyes."
Parizianski was not good at public speaking. His lips

moved too fast. He waved his hands, which took the eyes
of the others away from his lips. Nevertheless, Martel was
able to follow most of the message:

". . . 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 us will have to fight in
the Up-and-Out. We won't have anybody else going under
the wire for a few 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 were killed in
the old days, without anybody keeping them alive. They
won't have to work in the Up-and-Out! There will be no
more Great Pain-think of it! No . . more . . . Great
. . . Pain! How do we know that Stone is a liar-" Lights
began flashing directly into his eyes. (The rudest insult of
Scanner to Scanner was this.)

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

"I think that some of the Scanners disagree with our
Brother Parizianski. I say that the use of the rostrum be
suspended till we have had a chance for private discussion.
In fifteen minutes I will call the meeting back to order."

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

Am crnchd. Rspctfly requst prmissn Iv rww, stnd by fr
orders.
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Being cranched did sffange things to Martel. Most
meetings that he attended seemed formal, hearteningly
ceremonial, lighting up the dark inward eternities of
habermanhood. When he was not cranched, he noticed his
body no more than a marble bust notices its marble
pedestal. He had stood with them before. He had stood
with them effortless hours, while the long-winded ritual
broke through the terrible loneliness behind his eyes, and
made him feel that the Scanners, though a confraternity of
the damned, were none the less forever honored by the
professional requirements of their mutilation.

This time, it was different. Coming cranched, and in
full possession of smell-sound-taste-feeling, he reacted
more or less as a normal man would. He saw his friends
and colleagues as a lot of cruelly driven ghosts, posturing
out the meaningless ritual of their indefeasible damnation.
What difference did anything make, once you were a
haberman? Why all this talk about habermans and Scan-
ners? Habermans were criminals or heretics, and Scanners
were gentlemen-volunteers, but they were all in the sarne
fix<xcept that Scanners were deerned worthy of the
short-time return of the cranching wire, while habermans
were simply disconnected while the ships lay 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 damnation. It was a rare haberman that you
saw on the street-someone of special merit or bravery,
allowed to look at mankind from the terrible prison of his
own mechanified body. And yet, what Scanner ever pitied
a haberman? What Scanner ever honored a haberman ex-
cept perfunctorily in the line of duty? What had the Scan-
ners as a guild and a class ever done for the habermans,
except to murder them with a twist of the wrist whenever a
haberman, too long beside a Scanner, picked up the tricks
of the scanning ffade and learned how to live at his own
will, not the will the Scanners imposed? What could the
Others, the ordinary men, know of what went on inside
the ships? The Others slept in their cylinders, mercifully
unconscious until they woke up on whatever other Earth
they had consigned themselves to. What could the Others
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know of the men who had to stry alirre within the ship?
What could any Other know of tf," Up-and-Out? What

other could look at the biting acid beauty of the stars in
ope'n Space? What could they tell 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 life itself became a
terrible aching hunger for silence and for death?

He was a Scanner. All right, he was a Scanner. He had
been a Scanner from the moment when, wholly normal, he
had stood in the sunligbt before a subchiei of the In-
strumentality, and had sworn:

"I pledge my honor and my life to Mankind. I sacrificed
myself willingly for the welfare of Mankind. In aocepting
the perilous austere honor, I yield ull -y rights without ex-
ception to the Honorable ctriefs of the Instrumentality
and to the Honored Confraternity of Scanners."

He had pledged.
He had gone into the haberman device.
He remembered his hell. He had not had such a bad

one, even though it had seemed to last a hundred-million
years, all of them without sleep. He had learned to feel
with-his eyes. He had learned to see despite the heaqy
eyeplates set back of his eyeballs to 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 a hole in his side by leaning
against a vibrating machine. (A thitrg like that iould not
happen to him now; he was too adept at reading his own
instruments.) He remembered the way that he had gone
Up-and-Out, and the way that the Great Pain beat into
him, despite the fact that his touch, smell, feeling, and
hearing were gone for all ordinary purposes. He remem-
bered killing habermans, and keeping others alive, and
standing for months beside the Honorable Scanner-pilot
while neither of them slept. He remembered going ashore
on Earth Four,'and remembered that he had not enjoyed it,
and had realizsd on that day that there wa.s no reward.

Martel stood zrlnong the other Scanners. He hated their
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awkwardness when they moved, their immobility when
they stood still. He hated the queer assortment of smells
which their bodies yielded unnoticed. He hated the grunts
and groans and squawks which they e,mitted from their
deafness. He hated &em, 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 worrylng about
the fact his indicators all crept up to the edge of'Oierload.
He had wooed her without thinking of what would happen
if she did say, "Yes." She had.

"And they lived happily ever after." In old books they
did, but how could &"y, in life? He had had eighteen days
under the wire in the whole of the past year! Ye't she had
loved him. She still 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 herself lovable when she could
not be kissed--or might as well not, since a haberman
body meant no more than furniture. Luci was patient.

And now, Adam Stone! (He let his tablet fade: how
could he leave now?)

God bless Adam Stone?
Martel could not help feeling a little sorry for himself.

No longer would the high keen call of duty carry him
through two-hundred or so years of the Others' timeo two-
million private eternities of his own. He could slouch and
relax. He could forgot High Space, and let the Up-and-Out
be tended by Others. He could cranch as much as he
dared. He could be alrnost normal-almost-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 still roving the dark places.
Perhaps he would die in the excitement of the hunt, throw-
ing spears at an ancient manshonyagger as it leapt frorn its
lair, or tossing hot spheres at the tribesmen of the Un-
forgiven who still roarned the Wild. There was still life to
live, still a good normal death to die, not the moving of a
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needle out in the silence and agony of Space!
He had been walking about restlessly. His ears were at-

tuned to the sounds of normal speech, so that he did no't
feel like watching the mouthings of his brethren. Now they
seemed to have cCIme to a decision. Voma.ot was moving to
the rostrum. Martel looked about for Cbang, and w"nt to
stand beside him. Chang whispered:

"You're as restless as water in mid-air! What's the mat-
ter? De-cranching?"

Th"y both scanned Martel, but the instruments held
steady and showed no sign of the cranch giving out.

_ The great light flared in its call to attenrion. Again they
formed ranks. Vomact thrust his lean old face 

-into 
the

glare, and spoke:
"Scanners and Brothers, I call for a vote." He held him-

self in the stance which meant: I am the Senior and take
command.

A beltlight flashed in protest.
It was old Henderson. He moved to the rostrum, spoke

to Vomact, and-yith Vomact's nod of approval-turned
full-face to repeat his question:

"Who speaks for the Scanners Out in Space?"
No beltlight or hand answered.
Henderson and Vomact, face to face, conferred for a

few moments. Then Henderson faced them again:
"I yield to the Senior in command. But I do not yield to

a Meeting of the Confraternify. There are sixty-eight Scan-
ners, and only forty-seven present, of whom one is
cranched and U.D. I have therefore proposed that the
Senior in command assume authority only over an
Emergency Committee of the Confraternity, not over a
Meeting. Is that agreed and understood by the Honorable
Scanners?"

Hands rose in assen't.
Chang murmured in Martel's ear, "Lot of difference

that makes! Who can'tell the difference between a merting
and a cornmittee?" Martel agreed with the words, but was
even more impressed w.ith the way that Chang, while
haberman, could control his own voice.
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vomact resumed chairmanship: .'we now vote on thequestion of Adam Stone.
"First, we can assume &at he has not succeeded, a,rd

that his claims are lies. we know that from our practical
experiences as scarrners. The pain of space is onty p"rt 

"iScanning," (But lhe essential part, it e basis 6t'U all,
thought Martel.) "and we can rest assured that stone can_
not.solve the problem of Space Discipline."
_ _ "That tripe again," whispered ctrang, unheard save by
Martel.

--."F1$ace Discipline of our Confraternity has kept
High Space clean of war and dispute. "sixty-eigti
disciplined men control all High Space. we are,emoueo-by
our oath and our haberman status from all Earthly pas-
sions.

_ "Ttrerefore, 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 afflicts Eaiths, I
say that Adam sto-ng is wrong. If Adam stone ,ur."is,
Scanners live in vain!

- ,secondly, if Adam stone has not conquered the pain
of space, he will cause g.at trouble in all ihe Earths. The
Instrumentality and the subchiefs may not gve us as
many habermans as we need to opeiate th; ships of
Mankind. There will be rvild stories, and fewer recruits,
and, worst of *q, +" Discipline of the Confraternity may
relax if thii kind of nonsensical heresy is spread arourd.
- "Therefore, if Adam stone has suiceeded, he threatens

the ruin of the Confraternig and should die.
"I move the death of Adam Stone."
Asd vomact made the sign, The Honorable scanners

are pleased to vote.

- Martel grabbed wildly for his beltright. chang, guessing
{'-"d, had his light ouf and ready; its-bright beln-, votin!
No, shone stra]S{t up at the ceiiing. M#tet gor his Ugh;
out and threw its beam upward in dlssent. Th; he looked
around. out of the forty-seven pres€nt, he co,uld see only
five or six glittering.

77



Two more lig$ts went on. Vornact stood as erect as a
frozen corpse. Vomact's eyes flashed as he stared back
and forth o'ver the group, looking for ligh,ts. Several more
went on. Finally Vomact 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 lile ol q real man,
a live mon! fhet hove no right to do it. I'il tell the Iw
strumentality! Fut he knew that he would not. He thought
of Luci and what she might gain by the triumph of Adam
Stone: the heartbreaking folly of the vote was then alnrost
too much for Martel to bear.)

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

Vomact dismissed thern with a bow of courtesy. He
turned and agai:n took the stance: I am the Senior and,
take command.

.Marveling at his own daring, Martel flashed his beltlight
on. He knew that any one of the Qystanders 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 eluded Chang's grasp and ran, faster than a Scan-
ner should, to the plafforrr. As he ran, 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 Vomact, and took
the stance: Scanners, qn lllegality!

He violated good custom while speaking, still in the
stance: "A Committee has no right to vote death by a ma-
jority vote. It tgkes fwo-thirds of a fulI Meeting."

He felt Vomact's body lunge behind him, felt himself
fatling from the rostrum, hitting the floor, hurting his knees
and his touch-aware hands. He was helped to his feet. He
was scanned. Some Scanner he scarcely knew took his in-
struments and toned him down

Immediately Martel felt more calm, more detached, and
hated himself for ferling so.

He looked up at the rostrum. Vomact maintained the
stance signifying: Order! 
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The Scanners adjusted their ranks. The two Scanners
next to Martel took his anns. He shouted at them, but they
looked away, and cut themselves off from communication
altogether.

Vom.act spoke again when he saw the room was quiet:
"A Scan-ner came here cranched. Honorable Scannels, I
apologize fo,r this. It is nqt the fault of ow great and
worthy Scanner and friend, Martel. He came here under
orders. I told him not to de-cranch. I hoped to spare him
an u-nnecessary haberman. We all know how happily Mar-
tel is married, and we wish his brave experiment we[. I
like Martel. I respect his judgment. I wanted him here. I
knew you wanited him here. But he is cranched. He is in no
mood to share in the lofty business of the Scanners. I
therefore propose a solution which will meet all the re-
quire'naents of fairness. I propose that we rule scanner
Martel out of order for his violation of rules. This viola-
tion would be inexcusable if Martel were not cranched.

"But at the same time, in all fairness to Martel, I fur-
ther propose that we deal with the points raised so im-
properly by our worthy but disqualified brother."

Vomact gave the sigr, The Honorable Scanners are
pleased to vote. Mar{el tried to reach his own beltlight; the
dead strong hands held him tightly and he rtrogglea in
vain. One lone light shone high: Chang's, no doubt-.

Vomact thrust his face into the light again: ..Ffaving the
approval of our worthy_scanners and present co,mpany for
the general proposal, I now move that this cdmmittee
declare itself to have the full authority of a Meeting, and
tlat this committee further make me responsible ior au
misdeeds which this committee may enact, to be hetd
answerable before'the next full Meeting, but not before any
other authority beyond the closed and iecret ranks of scan-
n€rs.tt

Flamboyantly this time, his triumph evident, Vomact
assumed the vote stance.

Only a few lights shone: far less, patently, than a
minority of one-fourth.

^ Vomact spoke again. The light shone on his high calm
forehead, on his dead relaxed cheekbones. His lean cheeks
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and chin were half-shadowed, save where the lower light
picked up and spotlighted his mouth, cruel even in repose.
(Vomact was said to be a. descendant of so{ne ancient
lady who had traversed, in an illegitimate and inex-
plicable fashion, sotne hundreds of years of time in a
single night. Her name, the Lady Vomact, has 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 ros-
trum, wondering what untraceable mutation had left the
Vomact kin as predators among Mankind.) Calling loudly
with the movement of his lips, but still withoui sound,
Vomact appealed:

"fiie honorable Committee is now pleased to reaffirm
the sentence of death issued against the heretic and
enemy, Adam Stone." Again the vote stance.

Again Chang's light shone lonely in its isolated prcytest.
Vomact then made his final move:
"r call for the designation of the senior Scanner present

as the manager of the sentence. I call for authorization to
him to appoint executioners, one or many, who shalr make
evident the will and majesty of scanners. I ask that I be
accountable for the deed, and not for the means. The deed
is a noble deed, for the protection of Mankind and for the
honor of the Scanners; but of the means it 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 a crorvded
and watchful Earth? This is no mere matter of discharging
a cylindered sleeper, no mere question of upgrading-the
needle of a habermar. when people die down here,-it is
not like the up-and-out. They die relucrantty. riuing
within the Earth is not our usuai business, o br&ners and
Scanners, as you know well. you must choose me to
choose my agent as I see fit. Otherwise the common
knowledge will become the conmon betrayal whereas if I
alone know the responsibility, I alone could betray us, and
you will not have far to look in case the Instrumentality
9omes searching." (what about the killer you choosi?
thgught Marrel. He too will know unl$s-unless you
silerrce him forever,)
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vomact went into the stance: The Honorable scanners
are pleased to vote.

_Qne light of plotest shone; C'hang's, again.
r!3rtel imagined that he could see a criel joytuI smite

on vomact's dead face-the smile of a man- *ho kr,"w
himself righteous and who found his righteousness uphetd
and affirmed by militant authority.

Martel tried one last time to come free.
The dead hands held. They were locked like vises until

fr.{ 9wngls'.eyes unlocked the,m: how else could they
hold the pitoting monrh by month?

Martel then shouted: "Honorable scanners, this is judi-
cial murder."

No ear heard him. He was cranched, and alone.
None the less, he shouted agairr: ..you endanger the

Confraternity."
Nothing happened.
The echo of his voice sounded from one end of the

room to the other. No head turned. No eyes met his.
Martel realized th-u! * they paired for talk, the eyes of

the scanners averted him. He iaw that no one desired to
watch his speech. He knew that behind the cold faces of
his friends there lay compassion or amusernent; He knew
that ttrey knew him to be cranched-absurd, normal,
man-like, temporarily no scanner. But he knew tfiat in thii
matter the wisdom of scanners was nothing. He knew that
only a cranched scanner could feel with hii very blood the
outrage and anger which deliberate murder woutd provoke
3mong the others. He knew tha,t the con&aternity en-
dangered itseu, and knew that the most ancient prerogative
of law was the monopoly of death. Even the ancietit ru-
tions, in the times of the wars, before tlre Beasts, before
men went into the up-and-out<ven the ancients had
known this. How?id they say it? onty the state imT kiil.
The states were gone but the Instrumentality remained,
and the Instrumentality could not pardon things which oc-
curred within the Earths but beyond its authbriry. Death
in space was the business, trre right of the scanners: how
could the Instrumentality enforce its laws in a place
where all men who wakened, wakened only to die in tbe
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Great Pain? s/isely did the Instrumentality leave space to
tlte scanners, wisely had the confraternity not meddled in-
side the Earths. And now the confiaiernity itself wasgoing to step forth as an outlaw band, uJ u gang of
Iogoes as stupid and reckless as the tribes of the 

-iJn-

forgiven!
Martel knew this because he was cranched. Had he

been haberman, he would have thought only with his mind,
not with his heart and guts and blood. iTo* conrld the
other Scanners know?

vomact returned for the last time to the rostntm: The
committee har met and its wilr shatt he done. verbally he
added: "senior among you, I ask your loyalty and your
silence."

-At that point, the two Scanners let his anns go. Martel
rubbed his numb hands, shaking his fingers to fet the cir-
culation back intg the cold finfertips. *ittr rei freedom,
he begln to think of what he might still do. He scanned
himself: the cranching held. He *igh, have a day. well,
he could go even if haberman, bu-t it would be incon-
venient, having to talk with finger and tablet. He looked
about for chang. He saw his friend standing patient and
immobile in a quiet corner. Martel moved ltowty, so as
nst to attract any more attention to himself than iould be
helped- He faced chang, moved until his face was in the
light, and &en articulated:

"what are we going to do? you're not going to let them
ktll Adam stone, are you? Don't you re"iirr 

-*hut 
stone's

work will mean to us, if it succeeds? No more scanners.
No more habermans. No more pain in the upand-out. I
tell you, if the others were all cranched, as I am, they
wonld see it in a human way, not with the narrow crazy
lgg" ylich they used in the Meeting. We've got to stop
them. How can we do it? what 

".e 
d" going tJ ooz what

does Parizianski think? Who has been ihosEn?"
"Which question do you want me to answer?"

- - M-artel laughed. (It felt god to laugh, even then; it felt
Uke^peing a man.) "WiU you help mef"

Chang's eye flashed across Martel,s face as Chang
answered: "No. No. No."
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"You won't help?"
t tNo.t '

"Why not, Chang? Why not?'
"I am a Scanner. The vote has been taken. You would

do the same if you were not in this unusual condition."
"I'm not in an unusual condition, I'm cranched. That

merely means that I see things the way that the Others
would. I see the srupidity. The recklessness. The sel-
fishness. It is murder."

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

"But why did you vote against Vomact then? Didn't
you too see what Adam Stone means to all of us? Scanners
will live in vain. Thank God for that! Can't you see it?"

t tNo.tt

"But you talk to me, Chang. You are my friend?"
"I talk to you. I am your fiend. Why not?"
"But what are you going to do?"
"Nothing, Martel. Nothing."
"Will you help me?'o
t tNo.tt

"Not even to save Stone?"
t tNo.tt

"Then I will go to Parizianski for help."
"It will do you no good."
"Why not? He's more human than you, right now."
"He will not help you, because he has the iob.

Vomact designated him to kill Adam Stone""
Martel . stopped speaking in mid-movement. He sud-

denly took the stance: I thank you, brotlwr, and I depart.
At the window he turned and faced the room. He saw

that Vomact's eyes were upon him. He gave the stance, f
thank you, brother, and I depart, and added the flourish
of respect which is shown when Seniors are present.
Vomact caught the sign, and Martel could see the cruel
lips move. He thought he saw the words ". . , take good
care of yourself . ." but did not wait to inquire. He
stepped backward and drcrpped out the window.

Once below the window and out of sight, he adjusted
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his aircoat to a maximum speed. He swam lazily in the air
scanning himself thoroughly, and adjusting his adrenat in-
take down. He then made the movement of release, ald
felt the cold air nrsh past his face like running water.

Adam Stone had to be at Chief Downport.
Adam Stone had to be there.
Wouldn't Adam Stone be surprised in the night? Sur-

prised to meet the strangest of beings, the fust renegade
among Scanners. (Martel suddenly appreciated that it was
of himself he was thinking. Martel the Traitor to Scan-
ners! That sounded strange and bad. But what of Martel,
the Loyal to Mankind? Was that no compensation? And if
he won, he won Luci. If he lost, he loet nothing-an un-
considered and expendable haberman. It happened to be
himself. But in contrast to the immense reward, to
Mankind, to the Confraterniry, to Luci, what did that inat-
ter?)

Martel thought to himself: "Adarn Stone will have two
visitors tonight. Two Scanners, who are the friends of one
another." He hoped that Parizianski was still his friend.

"And the world," he added, "depends on which of us
gets there first."

Multifaceted in their brightness, the lights of Chief
Downport began to shine through the mist ahead. Martel
could see the 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 me to pass for an Other!"

Within the Downport, Martel had less trouble than he
thought. He draped his aircoat over his shoulder so that it
concealed the instruments. He took up his scanning mirror,
and made up his face from the inside, by adding tone and
animation to his blood and nerves until the muscles of his
face glowed and the 

-skin 
gave out a healthy sweat. That

way he looked like an ordinary man who had just com-
pleted a long night flight.

After straightening out his clothing, and hiding his tablet
within his jacket, he faced the problem of what to do about
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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 oouldn't! No
Scanner in the history of the Confraternity had ever
willingly broken his nail. That would be Resignation, and
there was no such thing. The only way o&/, was in the Up
and-Out! Martel put his finger to his mouth and bit off the
nail. He looked at the now-queer finger, and sighed to him-
self.

He stepped toward the city gate, slipping his hand into
his jacket and running up his muscular strength to four
timm normal. He sta.rted to scan, and then realsz*d that his
instruments were masked. Might os well take ail the
clunces at once, he thought.

The watcher stopped him with a searching wire. The
sphere thumped suddenly againsg Martel's chest.

"Are you a man?" said the unseen voice. (Martel knew
that as a Scanner in haberman condition, his own
field-charge would have illuminated the sphere.)

"f am a man." 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 a Beast or an Unforgiven one,
who with mimcry sought to enter the cities and ports of
Mankind.

"Name, number, rank, purpose, function, time de-
parted."

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

The voice was flat and routine: "Time desired within
the city."

Martel used the standard phrase: "Your honorable suf-
fbrance is requested."
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He stood in the cool night air, waiting. Far above him,
through a gap in the mist, he could see the poisonous gllt-
tering in the sry of Scanners. The stars are my encmies, be
thouglrt I have mastered the stars but they lwte 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. Wei

"9p9t 
D! you desire food, raiment, money, or companion-

ship?" The voice had no hospitality in it, just business.
This was certainly different from. entering a city in a Scan-
ner's role! Then the petty officers carne out, and threw
their beltlights in their fretful faces, and mouthed their
words with preposterous deference, shouting against the
stone deafness of Scanners' eaJS. So that was the way that
a Subchief was treated: matter of fact, but not bad. Not
bad.

- Martel replied: "I have that which I need, but beg of
the city a favor. My friend Adarn stone is here, I desirl to
see him, on urgent and personat lawful atfairs."

The voice replied: "Did you have an appointrnent witb
Adam Stone?"

t tNo.tt

"The city will find him. What is his number?"
"I have forgotten it."
'You have forgotten it? Is not Adam Stone a Magnate

of the krstrumentatity? Are you truly his fiend?,'
"Tnily." Martel let a little annoyance creep into his

voice. "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 friends in childhooct. He had crossed the-"

Martel started to say "the Upand-Out" and remembered
that the phrase was curre.nt only among Scanners. "He has
leapt from Earth to Earth, and has just now returned. I
knew him well and I seek him out. I have word of his kith.
May the Instrumentatity protect us!"

"Heard and believed. Adam Stone will be searched.n'
At a risk, tbougb a slight one, of having the sphero

sound an alarm for non-human, Martel cut in on his Scan-
ner speaker within his jacket. He saw the trembling needle
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of light await his words and he started to write on it with
his bhlnt 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. Calls taken
by Scanner Relay."

Martel cut off his speaker.
Parizianski was somewhere around. Could he have

crossed the direct w&y, right over the city wall, setting off
the alert, and invoking official business when the petty of-
fioers overtook him in mid-air? Scarcely. That meant that
a number of other Scanners must have oome in with Pari-
zianski, all of them pretending to be in search of a few of
the tenuous pleasures which could be enjoyed by a haber-
man, such as the sight of the newspictures or the viewing
of beautiful women in the Pleasure Gallery. Parizianski
was around, but he could not have moved privately, be-
cause Scanner Cenral registered him on duty and recorded
his movements city by city.

The voice returned. Puzzleunent was expressed in it.
"Adam Stone is found and awakened. IIe has asked par-
don of the Honorable, and says he knows no Martel. WiU
you see Adam Stone in the morning? The city will bid you
welcome."

Martel ran out of resources. It was hard enough
mimicking a man without having to tell lies in the guise of
one. Martel could only repeat: "Tell him I am Martel, The
husband of Luci."

"It will be done."
Again the silence, and the hostile stars, and the sense

that Parizianski was somewhere near and getting nearer;
Martel felt his heart beating faster. He stole a glimpse at
his chestbox and set his heart down a point. He felt salmer,
even though he had not been able to scan with care.

The voice this time was cheerful, as though an an-
noyanoe had been settled: 'tAdam Stone consents to see
you. Enter Chief Downport, atrd welcome."

Tbe little sphere dropped noiselessly to the ground and
87



the wire whispered away into the darkness. A bright arc of
narrow light rose from the ground in front of Martel and
$wept through the city to one of the higher fsqysls-ap-
parently a hostel, which Martel had never entered. Martel
pl.ucked his aircoat to his chest for ballast, stepped heel-
and-toe on the beam, and felt fuimself whistle through the
air to an entrance window which sprang up before him as
suddenly as a devouring mouth.

A tower guard stood in the doorway. "You are awaited,
sir. Do you bear weapons, sir?"

"None," said Martel, grateful that he was relying on his
own strength.

The guard led him past the check-screen. Martel
noticed the quick flight of a warning across the screen as
his instruments registered and identified him as a Scanner.
But the guard had not noticed it.

The guard stopped at a door. "Adam Stone is armed.
He is lawfully armed by authority of the Instrumentality
and by the liberty of this city. All those who enter are
given warning."

Maael nodded in understanding at the man and went
in.

Adam Stone was a short man, stout and benign. His
gray hair rose stiffly from a low forehead. His whole faen
was red and merryJooking" He looked like a jolly 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 haberman protection.

He stared at Martel. His look was pvzzJed, perhaps a
little annoyed, but not hosdle.

Martel eame to the point. "You do not know me. I lied.
My name is Martel, ild I mean you no harm. But I lied. I
beg the honorable gift of your hospitality. Remain armed.
Direct your weapon against [l€--"

Stone smiled: "I am doing so," and. Martel noticed the
small wirepoint in Stone's capable plump hand.

"Good. Keep on guard against me. It will give you con-
fidence in what I shall say. But do, I beg you, give us a
screen of privacy. I want no casual lookers. This is a mat-
ter of life and death."
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"First: whose life and death?" Stone's face remained
calm, his voice even.

"Yours, and mine, and the wodds'."
"You are cryptic but I agre,e." Stone called tlrough the

doorway: "Privacy please." There was a sudden hum,
and all the little noises of the night quickly vanished from
the air of the roo{n.

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

"f am Scanner Thirty-four."
"You a Scanner? I don't beteve it."
For answer, Martel pulled his jacket open, showing his

chestbox. Stone looked up at him, amaznd. Martel ex-
plained:

"I am cranched. Have you never seen it before?"
"Not with men On animulr. Amazing! But-what do

you want?"
"The truth. Do you fear me?"
"Not with this," said Stone, grasping the wirepoint.

"But I shall tell you the truth."
"fs it true that you have conquered the Great Pain?"
Stone hesitated, seeking words for an answer.
"Quick, cax you tell me how you have done it, so that I

may believe you?"
"I have loaded the ships with life."
"Life?"
"Life. I don't know what the Great Pain is, but I did

find that in the experiments, when I sent out masses of
animals or plants, the life in the center of the mass lived
longest. I built ships-small ones, of course-and sent
them out with rabbits, with monkeys-"

"Those are Beasts?"
"Yes. With surall Beasts. And the Beasts came back

unhurt. They came back because the walls of the ships
were filled with life. I fried many kinds, and finally found
a sort of life which lives in t}re waters. Oysters. Oyster-
b€ds. The outer-most oysters died in the Great Pain. The
innsl ones lived. The passengers were rrnhurt."

"But they were Beasts?"
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"Not only Beasts. Myself."
t'You!"

"f came tfuough Space alone. Through what you ca[
the Up-and-Out, alone. Awake and sleeping. I am unhurt.
If you do not believe me, ask your brother Scanners.
Come and see my ship in the morning. I will be glad to see
you then, along with your brother Scanners. I am going to
demonstrate before the Chiefs of the Instrumentality."

Martel repeated his question: "You came here alone?"
Adam Stone gr€w testy: "Yes, alone. Go back and

check your Scanner's register if you do not believe me.
You never put me in a bottle to cross Space."

Martel's face was radiant. "I believe you now. It is true.
No more Scanners. No more habermans. No more cranch-
ing."

Stone looked significantly toward the door.
Martel did not take the hint. "I must tell you ft131-D
"Sir, tell me in the morning. Go enjoy your cranch. Isn't

it suppoeed to be pleasure? Medically I know it well. But
not in practice."

"It is pleasure. It's normality-for a while. But listen.
The Scanners have sworn to destroy you, and your work."

"What!"
"They have met and have voted and sworn. You will

male Scanners unnecessary, they say. You will bring the
ancient wars back to the world, if scanning is lost and the
Scanners live in vain!"

Adam Stone was nervous but kept his wits about him:
"You're a Scanner. Are you going to kill me-{r try?"

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

Martel saw a blur in the window. Before Stone could
turn, the wirepoint was whipped out of his hand. The blur
solidified and took fo,rm as Parizianski.

Martel recognized what'Parizianski was doing: HiSh
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
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keep his face readable as he stepped in front of Parizianski
and gave the sign,

Top emergencV.
Parizianski spoke, while the normally moving body of

Stone stepped away from them as slowly as a drifting
cloud: "Get out of my \ryay. I am on a mission."

"I know it. I stop you here and now. Stop. Stop. Stop.
Stone is right."

Parizianski's lips were barely readable in the haze of
pain which flooded Martel. (He thou$tt: God, God, God
ol the ancients! Let me hoV on! Let me live urder
Overload iust long enough!) Parizianski was saying: "Get
out of my way. By order of the Confraternity, get out of
my way!" And Parizianski gave the sign, Help I demand in
the name ol my dutyl

Martel choked for breath in the symp-like air. He tried
one last trme: "Parizianski, friend, friend, my friend. Stop.
Stop." (No Scanner had ever murdered Scanner before.)

Parizianski made the sign: You are unlit lor duty, and I
will toke over.

Martel thought, For the lirst time in thc world! as he
reached over and twisted Parizianski's brainbox up to
Overload. Parizianski's eyes' glittered in terror and un-
derstanding. His body began to drift down toward the
floor.

Martel had just strength enough to reach his own
chestbox. As he faded into haberman or death, he knew
not which, he felt his fi:rgers turning on the control of
speed, huning down. He tried to speak, to say, "Get a
Scanner, I need help, get a Scannerr . . ."

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

Martel awakened to see the face of Luci near his own.
He opened his eyes wider, and found that he was hear-

ing-hearing the sound of her happy weeping, the sound
of her chest as she caugbt the air back into her throat.

He spoke weakly: "Sdll crancbed? Alive?"
Another face swam into the bh:r beside Luci's. It was

Adam Stone. His deep voice rang across immensities of
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space before corning to Martel's hearing. Martel tried to
read Stone's li1x, but could not make them out. He went
back to listening to the voice:

". not cranched. Do you understand me? Not
cranched!"

Martel ftied to say: "But I can hear! I can feel!" The
others got his sense if not his words.

Adam Stone spoke again:
_ "You have gone back through the haberman. I put you
back first. I didn't know how it would work in practice,
but I had the theory all worked out. You don't ttrint the
Instrumentality would waste the Scanners, do you? you
go back to normality. We are letting the habermans die as
fast as the ships come in. They dolr't need to live any
more. But we are restoring the Scanners. You are the first.
Do you understand? You are the first. Take it easy, now.',

Adnm Stone smiled. Dimly behind Stone, Martel
thought that he saw the face of one of the Cbiefs of the In-
strumentality. That face, too, smiled at him, and then both
faces disappeared upward and away.

Martel tried to lift his head, to scan himself. He could
not. Luci stared at him, calming herself, but with an ex-
pression of loving perplexity. She said,

"My darling husband! You're back again, to stay!"
Still, Martel tried to see his box. Finally he swept his

hand across his chest with a clumsy motion. There was
nothing there. The instrumen8 were gone. He was back to
normality but still alive.

In the deep weak peacefulness of his mind, another
troubling thought took shape. He tried to write with his
finger, the way that Luci wanted him to, but he had
neither pointed fingernail nor Scanner's tablet. He had to
use his voice. He summond up his strength and
whispered:

"Scanners?"
-"Ye^s, darling? What is it?"
"Sca^nners?"
"Scanners. Oh, yes, darling, they're atl right. They had

to arrest some of them for going rnto High speed and run-
ning aw&y. But the Instrumentality caught them aU-all
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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 per-
suaded them."

"Vomact?"
"He's fins, [so. F{e's staying cranched until he can be

restored. Do you know, he has arranged for Scanners to
take new jobs. You're all to be Deputy Chiefs for Space.
Isn't that nice? But he got himself made Chief for Space.
You're all going to be pilots, so that your fraternity and
grrild can go on. And Chang's getting changed right now.
You'll see him soon."

Her face turned sad. She looked at him earnestly and
said: "I might as well tell you now. You'll worry other.rise.
There has been one accident. Only one. When you and
your friend called on Adam Stone, your friend was so hap-
py that he forgot to scan, and he let himself die of
Overload."

"Called on Stone?"
"Yes. Don't you remember? Your friend."
He still looked surprised, so she said:
"Parizianski."

THE GAME OF RAT AND DRAGON

I. THE TABLE

Pinlighting is a hell of a way to earn a living. Underhill
was furious as he closed the door behind himself. It didn't
make much sonse to wear a uniform and look like a sol-
dier if people didn't appreciate what you did.

He sat down in his chair, laid his head back in the
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headrest, and pulled the helnet down over his forehead.
As he waited for the pin-set to warm up, he remem-

bered the girl in the outer corridor. She had looked at it,
then looked at him scornfully.

"Meow." That was all she had said. Yet it had cut him
like a knife.

What did she think he was-a fool, a loafer, a
uniformed nonentity? Didn't she know that for every half-
hour of pinlighting, he got a minimum of two months'
recuperation in the hospital?

By now the set was warm. He fett the squares of space
around him, sensed himself at the middle of an immense
Eid, a cubic grid, fulI of nothing. Out in that nothingness,
he could sense the hollow aching horror of space itseft and
could feel the terrible anxiety which his mind encountered
whenever it met the faintest trace of inert dust.

As he relaxed, the comforting solidity of the sun, the
clockwork of the familiar planets and &e moon rang in on
him. Our own so.lar system was as charming and as simple
as an ancient cuckoo clock filled with familiar ticking and
with reassuring noises. The odd little moons of Mars
swung around their planet like frantic mice, yet their
regularity was itself an assurance that all was well. Far
above the plane of the e,cliptic, he could feel half a ton of
dust more or less drifting outside the lanes of human
travel.

Here there was nothing to fight, nothing to challenge
the mind, to tear the living soul out of a body with is roots
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 a sort
of telepathic astronomer, a man who could feel the hot,
warm protection of the sun throbbing and burning agaiq.st
his living mind.

Woodley came in.
"Sane ota ti"ning 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 quie,t. You can feel
everShing spinning and turning. It's nice and sharp and
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compact. It's sqrt of like sitting around home."
Woodley grunted. He was not much given to flights of

fantasy.
Undeterred, Underhill went on, "ft must have been pret-

ty good to have been an ancient man. I 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 ot
play the Game. They couldn't have invented pinlighting
because they didn't have any ne.ed of it, did ftty,
Woodley?"

Woodley grunted, "LJh-huh." Wooley was twenty-six
years old and due to retire in one more year. He already
had a farm 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 his job,
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 a point of getting popular among
the Partners. None of the Partners liked 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 a complaint in ar-
ticulate form, the other pinlighters and the Chiefs of the
Instrumentality left him alone.

Underhill was still full of the wonder of their job. Hap'
pily 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 souls is just a way of talking about it," said
Woodley. "After all these yeirs, nobody knows whether
we have souls or not."

"But I saw one once. I saw what Dogwood looked like
when he came apart. There was something funny. It looked
wet and sort of sticky as if 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 I never gG-way up at the top part where the others
are, whete the others always have to go if they are alive
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after the Rats of the Up-and-Out have gotten them."
Woodley sat down and lit an ancient pipe. He was burn-

ing something called tobacco in it. It wa.s a dirty sort of
habit, but it made him look very dashing and adventurous.

"Look here, youngster. You don't have to worry about
that stuff. Pinlighting is getting better all the time. The
Partners are getting better. I've seen them pinlight two
Rats forty-six-million miles apart in one and a half milli-
seconds. As long as people had to try to work the pin-sets
themselves, there was always the chance that with a
minimum of four-hundred milliseconds for the human
mind to set a pinlight, we wouldn't light the Rats up fast
enough to protect our planoforming ships. The Partners
have changed a.ll that. Once they get going, they're faster
than Rats. And they always will be. I know it's not o&sy,
letting a Partner share your mind-"

"It's not easy for them, either," said Underhill.
"Don't worry about them. They're not human. I-et them

take care of themselves. I've seen more pinlighters go
$azy from monkeying around with Partners than I
have ever seen caught by the Rats. How many of them do
you actuaily know of that got grabbed by Rats?"

Underhill looked down at his fingers, which shone green
and purple in 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. The ring finger, the little finger,
and the thumb of the other hand were the first three bat-
tleships to be lost to the Rats-lost as people realized that
there was something out there underneath space itsell
which was aIive, capricious, and malevolent.

Planoforming was sort of funny. It felt like-
Like nothing much.
Like the twinge of a mild electric shock.
Like the ache of a sore tooth bitten on for the first time.
Like a slightly painful flash of light against the eyes.
Yet in that time, a forty-thousand-ton ship lifting free

above Earth disappeared somehow or other into tlvo
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dimensions and appeared half a light-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 a second or a year (he
could never tell how long it really was, subjertively), 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 themselves felt like pimples on his
telepathic mind and the planets were too far away to be
sensed or read.

Somewhere in this outer spacr, a gruesorne death
awaited, death and horror of a kind which Man had never
encountered until he reached out for interstellar space it-
self. Apparently the light of the suns kept the Dragons
away.

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

But to the telepaths, they were Dragons.
In the fraction of a second botween the telepaths'

awareness of a hostile something out in the black, hollow
nothingness of space and the impact of a ferocious, ruinous
psychic blow against all living thiogs 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
aliveness and hate compounded by unknown means out of
the thin tenuous matter befween the stars.

It took a surviving ship to bring back the news-a ship
in which, by sheer chance, a telepath had a light bean
ready, turning it out at the innocent dust so that, within
the panorzlma of his mind, the Dragon dissolved into
nothing at all and the other passengers, themselves non-
telepathic, went about their way not realizing that their
own immediate deaths had been averted.

From then on, it was easy-afunost.
Planoforming ships always carried telepaths. Telepaths
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had their sensitiveness enlarged to an immense range by
the pin-sets, which were telepathic amplifiers adapted to
the mammal mind. The pin-sets in furn were electro,nically
geared into small dirigible light bombs. Light did it.

-Light broke up the Dragons, allowed the ships to
reform three-dimensionally, skip, skip, skip, as they
moved from star to star.

The odds suddenly moved down from a hundred to one
against mankind to sixfy to forty in mankind's favor.

This was not enough. The telepaths were trained to
become ultrasensitive, trained to become aware of the
Dragons in less than a millisecond.

But it was found that the Dragons could move a million
miles in just under two milliseconds and that this was not
enough for the human mind to activate the light beams.

Attempts had been made to sheath the ships in light at
all times.

This defense wore out.
As mankind learned about the Dragons, so too, ap-

parently, the Dragons learned about mankind. So,rnehow
they flattened their own bulk and came in on extremely
flat trajectories very quickly.

Intense light was needed, light of sunlike intensity.
This could be provided only by light bombs. Pinlighting
came into existence.

Pinlighting consisted of the detonation of ultra-vivid
miniature photonuclear bombs, which converted a few
ounces of a magnesium isotope into pure visible radiance.

The odds kept coming down in mankind's favor, yet
ships were being lost.

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

Telepaths tried to reach into the minds of the psy-
chotics who had been damaged by the Dragons, but they
found nothing there beyond vivid spouting columns of fiery
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terror bursting from the primordial id itself, the volcanic
source of life.

Then came the Partners.
Man and Partner could do together what Man could

not do alone. Men had the intellect. Partners had the
sperd.

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

The tiny ships of the Fartners were swift. Each carried a
dozen pinlights, bombs no bigger than thimbles.

The pinlighters threw the Partners---quite literally threw
-by means of mind-to-fuing relays directly at the
Dragons.

What seemed to be Dragons to the human mind ap
peared in the form of gigantic Ra,ts in the minds of the
Partners.

Out in the pitiless nothingness of space, the Partners'
minds responded to an instinct as old as life. The Partners
attacked, striking with a speed faster than Man's, going
from attack to attack until the Rats or themselves were
destroyed. Almost all the time it was the Partners who
won.

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

Underhill and Woodley were a part of the third
generation of pinlighters and yet, to them, it seemed as
though their craft had endured forever.

Gearing space into minds by means of the pin-set, add-
ing the Partners to those minds, keying up the mind for
the tension of a fight on which all depended-this was
more than human synapses could stand for long. Underhill
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 god. But they 63d limita-

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

II. THE SHUF'FLE

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 a red-faced man of forry-five who
had lived the peaceful life of a farmer until he reached his
fortieth year. Only then, belatedly, did the authorities find
he was telepathic and agree to let him late in life enter
upon the career of pinlighter. He did well at it, bun he was
fantastically old for this kind of business.

Father Moontree looked at the glnm Woodley and the
musing Underhill. "How're the youngsters today? Ready
for a good fight?"

"Father always wants a fight," glggled the little girl
named West. She was such a little little girl. Her grggle
was higb and childish. She looked like the last person in
the world one would expect to find in the rough, sharp
dueling of pinlighting.

Underhill had been amused one tirne when he found
one of the most stuggish of the Partners corning away
happy from contact with the mind of the girl named West.

Usually the Partners didn't care Inuch about the human
minds with which they were paired for the journey. The
Partne,rs seemed to take the attitude that human minds

were complex and fouted up beyond belief, anyhow. No

Partner ever questioned the superiority of the human
mind, though very few of the Parbrers were much im-
pressed by that superiority.- 

The Partners liked people. They were willing to fight

with them. They were even willing to die for them. But

when a Partner liked an individual the w&y, for example,
that captain wow or the Lady May liked Underhill, the

liking hid nothing to do with intellect. It was a matter of

temperament, of feel.
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Underhill knew perfectly well that Captain Wow
regarded his, Underhill's, brains as silly. What Captain
wow liked was underhill's friendly emotional structure,
the cheerfulness and glint of wicked amusement that shot
through Underhill's unconscious thought patterns, and the
gaiety with which Underhill faced danger. The words, the
history books, the ideas, the science-Underhill could
sense all that in his own mind, reflected back from Captain
Wow's mind, as so much rubbish.

Miss West looked at Underhill. "I bet you've put
stickum on the stones."

"I did not!"
Underhill felt his ears grow red with embarrassment.

During his novitiate, he had tried to cheat in the lottery
because he got particularly fond of a speciat Partner, a
lovely young mother nalned Murr. It was so much easier to
operate with Murr and she was so 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 signed 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-leather cup
and shook the stone dice which assigned them their
Partners for the trip. By senior rights he took first draw.

He grimaced. He had drawn a greedy old character, a
tough old male who'se mind was firll of slobbering thoughts
of food, veritable oceans full of half-spoiled fish. Father
Moonffee 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 itself upon his mind.
Yet the glutton was a glutton for danger as well as for fish.
He had killed sixty-three Dragons, more than any other
Partner in the service, and was quite literally worth his
weight in gold.

The little girl West came next. She drew Captain Wow.
When she saw who it was, she smiled.

"l like him," she said. "Ffe's such fun to fight with. He
feels so nice and cuddly in my mind."
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"Cuddly, hell," said Woodley. "I've been in his mind,
too. It's the most leering mind in this ship, bar none."

"Nasty man," said the little grrl. She said it
declaratively, without reproach.

Underhill, looking at her, shivered.
He didn't see how she could take Captain Wow so

calrrly. Captain Wow's mind did lreer. When Captain Wow
got excited in tbe middle of a battle, confusgd imagss of
bragons, deadly Rats, luscious beds, the smell of fish, and

tne ifrock of space all scrambled together in his mind as
he and Captain Wow, their consciousness linked together
through the pin-set, became a fantastic composite of

human being and Persian cat.
Ttrat's the trouble with working with cats, thought Un-

derhill. rt's a pity tbat nothing else anywhere will serve as

Partner. Cats 
-were 

all right once you got in touch with

them telepathically. They were smart enough to meet the

needs of the flight, but their motives and desires were cer-

tainly different from those of humans.
fit"y were companionable enough as long. as you

thoughi tangible images at them, but th"T-minds iust
closed up and went to sleep when you recited Shakespeare

or Colegrove, or if you tried to tell them what space was.

It was sort of funny realizing that the Fartners who were

so grim and mature out here in space were the same cute

[tt[ animats that people had used as pets for thousands of

years back on Earth. He had embarrassed himself more

itr* once while on the ground saluting perfectly ordinary

nontelepathic cats because he had forgotten for the mo-

ment that they were not, Partners.
He picked ,p the oup and shook out his stone dice'

He *as lucky-he drew the LadY MaY.
The Lady May o'ur the most thoughtfut Partner he had

ever rnet. In her,-the finely bred pedigree mind of a Persian

cat had reached one of its highest peaks of development.

She was more complex than any human wolnan, but the

complexity was all one of emotions' memory, hope, and

discrinnina'ted experience.--experience sorted tlrough with-

out benefit of words.
When he had first come into contact with her mind, he
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was astonished at its clarity. with her he remembered her

kittenhood. He remembered every mating experience she

had ever had. He saw in a half-recognizable gallery all the

other pinlighters with whom she had been paired for the

fight. And he saw himself radiant, cheerftrl, ild desirable.

He even thought he caught the edge of a longing-

A very flattering and yearning thought: lltlwt a pity he

is not a cot.
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

animal of all the cats on the sHP, a low, brutish type with

a dull mind. Even telepathy had not refined his character.

His ears were half chewed off from the first fights in

which he had engaged. He was a serviceable fighter,

nothing more.
Woodley grunted.
Underhill glanced at him oddlY.

do anything but grunt?
Didn't Woodley ever

Father Moontree looked at the other three. "You mJght
knowas well get your Partners now. I'll let the Scanner

we're ready to go into tbe Upand Out."

UI. THE DEAL

Underhill spun the combination lock on the Lady M1Y's
cage. He wok-e her gently and took her into his arms- She

trumpeO her back luxuriously, stretched her claws, started
to purr, thought better of it, and licked him on the wrist
insiead. ge OiO 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, oven though speech
meant nothing to a cat when the pin-set was not on.

"ft's a damn shame, sending a sweet little thing like you
whirting around in the coldness of nothing to hunt for
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Rats that are bigger and deadlier rhan all of us put
together. You didn't ask for this kind of fight, did you?"

For answer, she licked his hand, purred, tickted his
cheek with her long fluffy tail, turned around and faced
him, golden eyes shining.

For a moment, tley stared at each other, man squat-
ting, cat standing erect on her hind legs, front claws digging
into his knee. Human eyes and cat eyes tooked across an
immensity which no words could meet, but which affec-
tion spanned in a single glance.

"Time to get in,t' he said.
She walked docilely 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 claws were padded so that she could not tear
herself in the excitement of battle.

Softly he said to her, "Ready?"
For znswer, she preened her back as much as her

harness would permit and purred softly within the confines
of the frnme that beld her.

He slapped down the lid and watcbed the sealant oo?p
around the sea^m. For a few hours, she was welded into
her projectile until a workman with a short cutting arc
would remove her after she had done her duty.

He picked up the entire projectile and slipped it into the
ejection tube. He closed the door of the tube, spun the
lock, seated himself in his chair, and put his own pin-se,t
on.

Once again he flung the switch.
He sat in a small roorn, small, small, warm, warm, the

bodies of the other three people moving close around
him, the tangiblo lights in the ceiling bright and heavy
against his closed eyelids.

As the pin-set warmed, the room fell away. The other
people ceased to be people and became small glowing
heaps of fire, embers, dark red fire, with the consciousness
of life burning like old red coals in a country fireplace.

As the pin-set warmed a little more, he felt Earth just
below him, felt the ship slipping away, felt the turning
Moon as it swung on the far side of the world, felt the
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planets and the hot, clear goodness of the Sun which kept
the Dragons so far from mankind's native ground.

Finally, he reached complete awareness.
He was telepathically alive to a range of millions of

miles. He felt the dust which he had noticed earlier high
above the ecliptic. With a thrill of warmth and tenderness,
he felt the consciousness of the Lady May pouring over in-
to his own. Her consciousness w:ls :rs gentle and clear and
yet sharp to the taste of his mind as if it were scented oil.
It felt relaxing and reassuring. He could sense her wel-
come of him. It was scarcely a thought, just a raw emotion
of greeting.

At last they were one again.
In a tiny remote corner of his mind, as tiny as the

smallest toy he had ever seen in his childhood, he was still
aware of the room and the sHp, and of Father Moontree
picking up a telephone and speaking to a CeCaptain in
charge of the ship.

His telepathic mind caught the idea long before his ears
could frame the words. The actual sound followed the
idea the way that thunder on an ocean beach follows the
Iightning inward from far out over the seas.

"The Fighting Room is ready. Clear to planoform, sir."

ry. THE PLAY

Underhill was always a little exasperated by the way
that Lady May experienced things before he did.

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

Earth had fallen so far away that he groped for several
milliseconds before he found the Sun in the upper rear
right-hand corner of his telepathic mind.

That was a good jump, he thought. This way we'll get

there in tour or live skips.
A few hundred miles outside the ship, the Lady May

thought back 41 him, "O warm, O generous, O gigantic
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man! O brave, O friendly, O tender and huge Partner! O
wonderful with you, with you so good, god, god, warm,
warm, now to fight, now to go, good with you . . ."

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

Neither one of them was absorbed in the game of mu-
tual greetings. He reached out far beyond her range of per-

ception to see if there was anything near the ship. It 1P
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 a vagrant thought of hers, a lovely, affectionate
thought about a son who had had a golden face and a chest
covered with soft, incredibly downy white fur.

While he was stilI searching, he caught the warning
from her.

tYe jurnp again!
And so they had. The ship had moved to a second

planoform. The stars were different. The Sun was im-
measurably far behind. Even the nearest stars were barely

in contact. This was good Dragon country, this open'
nasty, hollow kind of space. He reached farther, faster,
sensing and tooking for danger, ready to fling the Lady

May at danger wherever he found it.
Terror blazed up in his mind, so sharp, so clear, that it

came through as a phYsical wrench.
The little gtrl narrred West had found something

-+omething immense, long, black, sharp, greedy, horrific.

She flung Captain Wow at it.
Undeihill tried to keep his own mind clear. "Watch

out!" he shouted telepathically at the others, trying to

move the Lady MaY around.
At one corner of the battle, he felt the lustful rage of

Capain Wow as the big Persian tomcat detonatea lighry

ruhil" he approached the streak of dust which threatened

the ship and the people within.
The tights scored near misses.
The dust flattened itself, changing from the shape of a

sting ray into the shape of a_spear.
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Not three milliseconds had elapsed.
Father Moontree was tatking human words and was

saying in a voice that moved like cold molasses out of a
heavy iar, "C-a-p-t-a-i-n." Underhill knew that the sen-
tence was going to be "Captain, move fast!"

The battle would be fought and finished before Father
Moontree got through talking.

Now, fractions of a millisecond later, the Lady May
was directly in line.

Here was where the skill and speed of the Partners came
in. She could react faster than he. She could see the threat
as an immense Rat coming directly at her

She could fire the light-bombs with a discrimination
which he might miss.

He was conne,cted with her mind, but he could not
follow it.

His consciousness absorbed the tearing wound inflicted
by the alien enemy. It was like no wound on Earth-raw,
crazy pain which started like a burn at his navel. He began
to wri&e in his chair.

Actually he had not yet had time to move a muscle
when the Lady May struck back at their enemy.

Five evenly spaced photonuclear bodrbs blazed out
across a hundred-thousand miles.

The pain in his mind and body vanished.
He felt a moment of fierce, terrible, feral elation run-

ning through the mind of the Lady May as she finished her
kill. It was always disappointing to the cats to find out
that their enemies disappeared at the moment of destruc-
tion.

Then he felt her hurt, the pain and the fear that swept
over both of them as the battle, quicker than the move-
ment 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. "You don't

have to bother much. This old son-of-a-gun and I will take
over for a while."

TWice again the twinge, the skip.
He had no idea where he was until the tights of the
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Caledonia space port shone below.
With a weariness that lay almost beyond the limits of

thought, he threw his mind back into rapport with the pin-
set, fixing the lady May's projectile gently and neatly in its
launching tube.

She was half dead with fatigue, but he could feel 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.

V. THE SCORE

They put him in the hospital at Caledonia.
The doctor was friendly but firm. "You actually got

touched by that Dragon. That's as close a shave as I've
ever seen. It's all so quick that it'll a long time
before we know what happened scientifically, but I sup-
pose you'd be ready for the insane asylum now if the con-
tact had lasted several tenths of a millisecond longer. What
kind of cat did you have out in front of you?"

Underhill felt the words coming our of him slowly.
Words were such a lot of trouble compared with the speed
and the joy of thinking, fast and sharp and clear, mind to
mind! But words were all that could reach ordinary people
like this doctor.

His mouth moved heavily as he articulated words.
"Don't call our Partners cats. The right thing to call them
is Partners. They fight for us in a team. You ought to
know we call them Partners, not cats. How is mine?"

"I don't know," said the doctor contritely. "We'll find
out for you. Meanwhile, old man, you take it easy. There's
nothing but rest than can help you. Can you make yourself
sleep, or would you like us to give you some kind of
sedative?"

"I can sleep," said Underhill. "I just want to know
about the Lady May."

The nurse joined in. She was a little antagonistic. "Don't
you want to know about the other people?"
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"They're okay," said UnderhilL "I knew that before I
came in here."

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

"I'm all right," he said. "Just let me know when I can
go see my Partner."- 

A new'thought struck him. He looked wildly a1 the doc-
tor. "They didn't send her off with the ship, d!{ they?"

"I'll find out right away," said the doctor- He gave Un-
derhill a reassuting squeeze of the shoulder and left the

I room.
I fn" nurse took a napkin off a goblet of chilled fruit

i 
j"tii;u.rh'l 

tried to sm'e at her. There seemed to be

I something wrong with the girt. He wished she would go

I u*uv. Fiist she fiad started to be friendly and now she was
I Oirt-t asain. If s a nuisance being telepathic, he thought-

I Vo" kee-p trying to reach €ven when you are rwt making

I contact.
I SoAaedy she swung around on him.
I "Yo" piolightuts! fou and your damn cats!"
I f*t as stre stamped out, he burst into her mind. He saw

I himsett a radiant d"ro, clad in his smooth suede uniform,

I ;t" pin-set crown tttioiog like ancient royal iewels around

I hir head. He saw hjs own face, handsome and masculine,
I ;hj"i"n out of her mind. He saw himself very far away and
I n" ,ud himt"lf as she hated him.
| 

- 
Sn" hated him in the secrecy of her own mind. She

I n.trO him because he was-ihe thought-proud and

I ttt*gt and rich, better and more beautiful than people

I like her.
I He cut off the sight of her mind and, as he buried his

I face in the pillow, he caught an image of the l.ady May.

I ,.She is a'cat," he thought "That's atl she is-a cat!"
I nul tttut ,"ur not how his mind saw her-quick beyond

I all dreams of speed, sharp, clever, unbelievably gracetul'
I beautiful. wordless and undemanding.

I Where would he ever find a woman who could compare
I with her? 
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THE BURNING OF THE BRAIN

I. DOLORES OH

I tell you, it is sad, it is more than sad, it is fearful-for it
is ^ dreadful thing to go into the Up-and-Out, to fly
without flying, to move between the stars as a moth may
drift among the leaves on a summer night.

Of all the men who took the great ships into planoform
none was braver, none stronger, than Captain Magno
Tatano.

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

Passengers moved easily.
Not the crew.
Least of all the captain.
The captain of a jonasoidal ship which had embarked

on an interstellar journey was a man subject to rare and
overwhelming strains. The art of getting past all the com-
plications of space was far more like the piloting of tur-
bulent waters in ancient days than like the smooth seas
which legendary men once traversed with sails alone.

Go-Captain on the lYu-Feinstein, ftnest ship of its class,
was Magno Taliano. -

Of him it was said, "Ffe could sail through hell with the
muscles of his left eye alone. He could plow space with bis
tiving brain if the iastruments failed . . ."

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

But Dolores Oh was proud beyond all common limits
of pride. She refused to go through the ordinary re-
juvenescence. A terrible yearning a hundred or so yezlrs
back must have come over her. Perhaps she said to her-
self, before that hope and terror which a mirror in a quiet
room beco,mes to anyone,

"Surely I am me. There must be a me more than the
beauty of my face, there must be a something other than
the delicacy of skin and tle accidental lines of my jaw
and my cheekbone.

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

She had rnet the Go-Captain and had married him in a
romance that left forty planets talking and half the ship
lines stunned.

Magno Taliano was at the very beginning of his genius.
Space, we can tell you, is rough-rough like the wildest of
storm-driven waters, filled with perils which only the most
sensitive, the quickest, the most daring of men can sur-
mount,

Best of them all, class for class, age for age, out of
class, beating the best of his seniors, was Magno Taliano.

For him to marry the most beautiful beauty of forty
wmlds was a wedding like Heloise and Abelard's or like
the unforgettable romance of Helen America and Mr,
Grey-no-more.

The ships of the Go-Captain Magno Taliano became
more beautiful year by y€d, century by century.

As ships became better he always obtained the best. He
maintained his lead over the other GoCaptains so over-
whelningly that it was unthinkable for the finest ship of
mankind to sail out amid the roughness and uncertain-
ties of twodimensional space without himself at the heln.

StopCaptains were proud to sail space beside him.
(Though the StopCaptains had notbing more to do tban to
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check the maintenance of the rhip, its loading and unload-
ing when it was in normal space, they were still more than
ordinary men in their own kind of world, a world far below
the more majestic and adventurous universe of the Go.
Captains.)

Magno Taliano had a niece who in the modern style
used a place instead of a name: she was called "Dita from
the Great South House."

When Dita c€rme aboard the Wu-Feinstein she had
heard much of Dolores Oh, her aunt by marriage who had
once captivated the men in many worlds. Dita was wholly
urprepared for what she found.

Dolores greeted her civilly enough, but the civility was a
sucking pump of hideous anxiety, the friendliness was the
driest of mockeries, the geeting itsolf an attack.'lYlwt's 

the matter with the woman? thought Dita.
As if to answer her thougtrt, Dolores said aloud and in

words: "It's nice to meet a woman who's not trying to
take Taliano from me. I love him. Can you believe that?
Can you?"

"Of course," said Dita. She looked at the ruined face of '

Dolores Oh, at the dreaming terror in Dolores's eyes, and
she realized that Dolores had pa^ssed all limits of night-
mare and had become a veritable demon of regret, a
possessive gbost who sucked the vitality from her hus-
band, who dreaded companionship, hated friendship, tb
jected even the most casual of acquaintances, because she
feared forever and without limit that there was really
nothing to herself, ffid feared that without Magno Taliano
she would be more lost than the blackest of whirlpools in
tle nothing between the stars.

Magno Taliano came in.
He saw his wife and niece together.
He must have been used to Dolores Oh. In Dita's eyes

Dolores was more frightening than a mud-caked reptile
raising its wounded and venomous head with blind hunger
and blind rage. To Magno Taliano the ghastly woman who
stood like a witch beside him was somehow the beautiful
girl he had wooed and had married one-hundred-sixty-
four years before. 
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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 a child he loved. He said,
lightly and gently,

"Be good to Dita, my dear."
He went on through the lobby of the s[ip 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.

lltu-Feirctein, knest ship of its class, 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 in its own rigid and self-renewing
field of force.

The passengers went through a few pleasant hours of
strolling on the gr&$, enjoying the spacious rooms, chat-
ting beneath a marvelous simulacrum of an atmosphere-
filled sky.

Only in the planoforming room did the GoCaptain
know what happened. The Ge-Captain, his pinlighters sir
ting beside him, took the ship from one compression to
another, leaping hotly and frantically through space,
sometimes one lighfyear, sometimes a hundred light-years,
iump, jump, jump, jump until the ship, the tight 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 as lightly as one feather resting
upon others, settled into an embroidered and decorated
countryside where the passengers could move as easily
away from their journey as if they had done nothing more
than to pass an afternoon in a pleasant old house by the
side of a river.

N. THE LOST LOCKSHEET

Magno Taliano nodded to his pinlighters. The Stop-
Captain bowed obsequiously from the doorway of the
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planoforming ,room. Taliano looked at him sternly, but
with robust friendliness. with formal and austere courtesy
he asked,

"sir and colleague, is eveiything ready for the jona-
, soidal effect?"

The Stop-Captain bowed even more formally. .,Truly
ready, sir and mastsr."

"The locksheets in place?"
"Truly in place, sir and master."
"The passengers secure?,,'lThe- passengers rue secrue, numbered, happy and

ready, sir and master."
Then came the last and most serious of questions. ..Are

my pinlienters warmed wirh their pin-sets and ready for
conabat?"

- "Ready for combat, sir and master." with these words
4t"llop-captain withdrew. Magno Taliano smiled to his
pinlighters. Through the minds or au of them there passed
the same thought.

How could e man that pleasant stay ma*ied. aII those
years to a hag like Dolores oh? How could tlwt witch, that
horror, have ever been a beouty? How courd that beast
hove ever been a woman, particurarry the divine an^dglamorous Dolores olt whose image we still see in four-dievery now and thcn?

Yet pleasant he was, 'though 
long he may have been

married to Dolores oh. Her lonefirGss aod'greed mishi
suck at him like a nightmare, but his strengt[ was more
than enougb strength for trvo.

was he not the captain of the greatest ship to sail be-
tween the stars?

Even as the pinlighters smiled their greetings back to
him, his right hand depressed &e goldericeredonial lever
of- the ship. This instrument alone was mechanical. AII
other controls in the ship had long since been formed
telepathicatly or electroniCally.
^ within the planoforming ioom the black skies became

visible and the tissue of space shot up around them like
boiling water at the base of a waterfall. outside that one
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the passengers still warked sedatery on scented: lawns.
From the wall lacing him, as he sat rigid in his Go-

captain's chair, Magno Taliano sensed thd forming of a
pattern which in three or four hundred milliseconds would
tell him where he was and would give him the next clue as
to how to move.

, He moved the ship with the impulses of his own brain,
to which the wall was a superlativb complement.

. The wall was a living brickwork of loclsheets, laminated
charts, one-hundred-thousand charts to the incir, tlre wall
preselected and . preassembled for all imaginable con-
tingencies of the journey which, each time afrish, took the
ship across half-unknown immensities of time and spa@.
The ship leapt, as it had before.

The new star focused.

, Magno Taliano waited for the wall to show him where
h: *-*, expecting (in partnership with the wall) to flick
the ship back into the pattern of itellar space, moving it by
immense skips from source to destination.

This time norhing happened.
Nothing?
For the first time in a hundred years his mind knew

panic.
It couldn't be nothing. Not notlrrng. Something had to

focus. The locksheets always focused.
His mind reached into the locksheets and he realized

with a devastation beyond all limits of ordinary hurnan
gnef 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 sarne locksheet.

Worst of all, the Emergency Return sheet was lost.
Thry were amid stars none of them had evEr seen
before, perhaps as little as five-hundred-million miles,
perhaps as far as forty parsecs.

And the locksheet was lost.
And they would die.
As the ship's power failed coldness and blackness and
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death would crush
That then would
Dolores Oh.

them in a few hours at the rnost.
all of the Wu-Feinstein, all of

ln on
be all,

TII. THE SECRET OF TTIE 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 looked rvithout pleasure at th;
imaginary river that ran past the edge of the lawn. Dita
from the Great south l{ouse sat on a hassock by her
aunt's knees.

Dolores was talking about a trip she had made when
.she w.as young and vibrant with b-eaury, a beauty which
brought trouble and hate wherever it went.

". . . s9 the guardsman killed the captain and then came
!o trty cabin and said to me, ,you've got to marry me now.
I've given.p everything for your sake,' and I said to him,'I never said that I loved you. It was sweet of you to get in-
to a fight, ffid in a way I suppose it is a compliment to my
b"uyly, but it doesn't mean that I belong to you the rest of
my_life. What do you think I am, anyhow!'-"

Dolores Oh sighed l dry, ugly sigh, tike the crackling of
subzero winds through frozen twigs. .,So you s"e, ditu,
being beautiful the way you are is no ans*er to anything.
A woman has got to be herself before she finds oul what
she is. I know that my lord and husband, the GoCap-
tain, loves me because my beauty is gone, and with my
beauty gone there is nothing but me to love, is there?"

An odd figure came out on the verandah. It was a
pinlighter in full fighting costume. pinlighters were 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
cotutesy.
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"Ladies, will you please come into the planoforming
room? We have need that you should see the Go-Captain
now."

Dolsres's hand leapt to her mouth. Her gesture of grief
was as automatic as the striking of a snake. Dita sensed
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
death.

Dita said nothing. Neither did Dolores, apparently at
second thought, utter a word.

They followed the pinlighter silently into the
planoforming room.

The heavy door closed behind them.
Magno Taliano was still rigid in his Captain's chair.
He spoke very siowly, his voice sounding like a record

played too slowly on an ancient parlophone. 
t

"We are lost irt space, rny dear," said the frigid, ghostly,
voice of the Captain, still in his Go-Captain's trance.
"We are ktst in space and I thought that perhaps it your
mind aided nine we might think ol a way back."

Dita started to speak.
A pinlighter told her: "Go ahead and speak, Dy dear.

Do you have any suggestion?"
"Why don't we just 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 Taliano for a single failure
after thousands of brilliant and successful trips."

The pinlighter, a pleasant enough young man, was as
friendly and calm as a doctor inforrning someone of a
death or of a mutilation. "The impossible has happened,
Dita from the Great South House. All the locksheets
are wrong. They are all the same one, And not one of
them is good 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 a fiber so that they would either die bit by bit
as the hours passed and as the marerial of their bodies
faded away a few molecules here and a few there. Or, al-
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ternatively, they could die all at once in a flash if the Go-
Captain chose to kill himself and the ship rather than to
wait for a slow death. Or, if they bel.ieved in religion, they
could pray.

The pinlighter said to the rigid Go-Captain, "W'e think
we see a familiar pattern at the edge of your own brain.
May we look in?"

Taliano nodded very slowly, very gravely.
The pinlighter stood stjll.
The two women watched. Nothing visible happened,

but they knew that beyond the limits of vision and yet
before their eyes 3 gr.eat drnma was being played out. The
minds of the pinlighters probed deep into the minfl of the
frozen GeCaptain, searching amid tle synapses for the
secret of the faintest clue to their possible rescue.

Minutes passed. They seemed like hours
At last the pinlighter spoke. "We can se€ into your mid-

brain, Captain. At the edge of your paleocortex there is a
star pattern which resembles the upper left rear of otrr
present location."

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

Magno Taliano looked with deep tragic eyes at the in-
quirer. His slow voice came out at them once again since
he dared not leave the half-tance which held the ontire
ship in stasis. "Do you mean can I fly the ship on a brain
alone? It would burn out my brain and the ship would be
l o s t a n y l n w . . . "

"But we're lost, lost, lost," screamed Dolores Oh. Her
face was alive with hideous hope, fr& a hunger for ruin,
with a greedy welcome of disaster. She screamed at her
husband, "Wake up, my darling, and let us die together. At
least we can belong to each other that much, that loog,
forever!"

"Why die?" said the pinlighter softly. "You tell hin,
Dita."

Said Dita, "Why not try, sir and uncle?"
Slowly Magno Taliano turned his face toward his niece.

Again his hollow voice sounded. "If I do this I shatt be a
fool or a child or a dead man but I will do it tor you."
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Dita had studied the work of the Go-Captains and she- 
knew well enough that if the paleocortex was lost the per-
sonality became intellectually sane, but emotionally
crazed. With the most ancient part of the brain gone the
fundamental controls of hostility, hunger and sex disap-
peared. The most ferocious of animals and the most
brilliant of men were r,educed to a common rever-a level
of infantile friendliness in which lust and prayfulness and
gentle, unappeasable hunger became the eternity of their
days.

Magno Taliano did not wait.
He reached out a slow hand and squeezed the hand of

Dolores oh. ".ds I die you shall dt la.St be sure I love
yotr."

- 9l* agail the women saw nothing. They realized they
had been called in simply to give Mugoo Tal,iano a last
glimpse of his own life.

A quiet pinlighter thrust a beam-electrode so that it
gag.hed squaxe into the paleoccrtex of Captain Magno
Taliano.

The planoforming room came to life. strange heavens
swirled abour rhem like milk being churned in I uowt.

Dita realized that her partial cipacity of telepathy was
functioning even without the aid of a machine. wiitr her
mind she could feel the dead wail of the locksheets. she
lryas aware of the rocking of the lau-Feirctein as it leapt
j.op space,to space, as uncertain as a man crossing a rivir
by leaping from one ice-covered rock to the other.

In a-strange w-ay she even knew that the pateocortical
part of her uncle's brain was burning out at last and
forever, that the star patterns which hadbeen frozen in the
Iocksheets lived on in the infinitely complex paftern of his
own memories. and that with the help of his own telepathic
pinlighters he was b-urning out his brain cell by cell in or-
der for them to find a wiy to the ship's destination. This
indeed was his last trip.

Dolores Oh watched her husband with a hungry greed
surpassing all expression.

little by little his face became relaxed and stupid.
Dita could see &e mi<lbrain b"itrg burned uturir., as the
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rltip" controls with the help of the pinlighrers searched
through the most 'agnificeni inteuect bt iti ti*, ro, a lastcourse into harbor.

. Sgdd-e{yDolores Oh was on her knees, sobbing by thehand of her husband.
{ ninlighrer took Dita by rhe arm.
"We have reached destination"" he said.
"And my uncle?"

In. pqlghter looked at her strangely.
she realized hg y* speaking to hJr wirhout moving his[p::rp."aking mind-to.mina rfrtn p*" t*t"p;*;.
"Can't you see it?"
She shook her head dazedly.
The pinlighter thought his emphatic statement at her

once again,

_ -"A. your uncle burned out his brarn you picked up his
skills. can't you sense it? you are a Gd captain yourself
and one of the greatest of us."

"And he?"
The pinlighter thought a merciful comment at her.

. l4ugoo Taliano had risen from his chair and was being
led from the room by his wife and consorqTorores oh.He had the amiable smile of an idiot, and his iace tor ure1i61 time in more than a hundred y"urs tr"*Lr"o witb shy
and silly love.

GOLDEN TI{E SHIP WAS--OH! OHI OHI

Ag_gression started very far away.
War with f,srrmsog came abbut twenty years after thegeat cat scandal which, for a while, threlt6ned to cut thE

entire'planet Earth from the desperately essential san-
taclara drug. It was a short war and a bitter one.
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Cornrpt, wiss, w?Ty old Earth fought with masked
weapons, since only hidden weapons couid maintain so an-
gient .a. sovereignty-sove'reignty which had long since
lapsed into a titur,ar paramo.tntcy among the *o,-uoitio
of mankind. Earth won and trre ottrenilost, because the
leaders of Earth never put other considerati"n, aheail of
survival' And this ti*e, they thoughtn they *rr" fi"drt
and really threatened

The Raumryg war was never known to tbe general
public elc€pt for the revivar of wild old legends about
goldeu ships.

I

on Earth the Lords of the Instrumentality met. The
presiding chairman looked about and ,hd, .,Well
gentlemen' all of us have been bribed by Raumsog. we
have all b€€n paid off individually. I *y'rett received six
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. ,.Entsr the bribes
in the record and then mark the recori off-the-record."

The others nodded gravely.
"Now we must fight. Bribery i1 not eno,ugh. Raumsog

has been threatening to attack Earth, It's-been chea;
*gugh to let him threaten, but obviously we don't mealr
to let him do it."

"How iue you going to stop him, lord chairman?"
qglol$ I gloomy old membei. .,Get out the golden
ships?"

"Exactly that." The chairman looked deadly serious,
There was a m'fln'rou$ sigtr around thi room. The

golden shipa had been used against an inhuman life-form
many centuries before. They were hidden somewhere in
non-space and only a few officials of Earth knew how
much reality there was to them- Even at the level of the
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Lords of the Instrumentality the council did not kno.w pro-
cisely what they we,re.

"One rilp," said the chairman of the Icrds of the In-
strumentality, "will be enough."

It was.

II

The dictator Lord Raumsog on his planet knew the dif-
ference $ome weeks later.

"You can't mean that," he said. ',You can't mean it.
There is uo such ship that size. The golden ships are just a
story. No one ever saw a picture of one.,'

"Here is a picture, My Lord," said the subordinate.

- Raumsog looked at it. "It's a trick. Some piece of trick
photography. They distorted the size. The dimensions are
wrong. Nobody has a ship that size. You could not build
it, or if you did build it, you could not operate it. There
just is not any such thing-" He bqbblod on for a few
more sentences before he realized that his men were look-
ing at the picture and not at him.

He calmed down.
The boldest of the officers resumed speaking. ,.That

orre ship is ninety million miles long, your Highness. It
shimmers like fire, but moves so fast that we cinnot ap-
proach it. But it came into the center of our fleet almost
touching_ -our ships, stayed there twenty- or thirty-
thousandths of a second. There it was, we thought. We
saw the evidence of life on board: light beams waved; they
examined us and then, of course, it lapsed back into non-
space. Ninety million miles, Your Highness. old Earth has
so,me ftingr yet and we do not know what the ship is
doing.'*

'r-h-e 
officers stared with anxious confidence at their

overlord.

. Raumsog sighed. ..If we must fight, we'll fight. We can
destroy that too. After all, what is size in td spaces be-
tween the stars? what difference does it make whether it is
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nine miles or nine million or ninety million?" He sighed
uguin. 'lYet I must say. ninety million miles is an u*rui uig
y1g for a ship. I dcn't know 

-wrrat 
they are g"irg to do with

it."
He did not.

UI

-Il is strange-strange and even fearful-what the lwe
of Earth can do to men. Tedesco, for example.
^ Tedesco's reputation was far-flung. Even emoilg the
9o-captains whose tlougbts were rarlty on such marters,
Tedesco was known for his raiment, thl foppish arrange-
ment af his mantle of office and his bejewifed,badges-of
authority. Tedesco was known too for his languid nranner
and his luxurious gvb-aritic living. when the mJssage came,
it found Tedesco in his usual character.

He wry lying on the air-draft with his brain preasure
gentgrs plugged lnto_ the triggering current. So deeply lost
in pleasure was he that the food, the women, ttre.io-thiog,
the books of his apartments were oompletely neglected and.
forgotten. All pleasure save the pleasure oi eleltricity act-
ing on the brain was forgotten.

So great was the pleasure that Tedmco had been
ntugged into the current for twenty hours without interrup-
tion-a manifest disobedience of the rure which set six
hours as maximum pleaswe.
- Anq yet, when the message camgr-lglayed to Tedesco's
brain by the infinitesimal crystal set there ior the transmit-
tal of messages so secret that even thought was too vul-
nerable to interception-when the message came Tedesco
struggled througb layer after iayer of bliss and un-
consciousneEs.

, The skips of gold-the golden shipwlor Earth is in
danger.

. ..Te$asco qtruggleq Eanh is in danger. With a sigh of
bliss he made the effort to press the button which turnea
off the current. And with a sigh of cold reality he took a
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look at the world about him and furned to the job at hand.
Quickly he prepared to wait upon &e Lords of the In-
strumentality.

The chairman of the Lnrds of the Instrumentality sent
out the Lr:rd Admiral Tedesco to command the golden
ship. The ship itself, larger than most stars, was an in-
credible monstrosity. centuries before it had frightened
away nonhuman aggressors from a forgotten corner of the
galaxies.

The L-ord Admiral walked back and forth on his bridge.
The cabin was small, twenty feet by thirty. The contiol
area of the ship measured nothing over a hundred feet. All
the rest was a golden bubble of the feinting ship, nothing
more than thin and incredibly rigid foam with tiny wires
cast across it so as to give the illusion of a hard metal and
strong defenses.

- The ninety million miles of length were right. Nothing
else was.

The ship was a gigantic dummy, the largest scarecrow
ever conceived by the human mind.

Century after century it had rested in non-space be-
fween the stars, waiting for use, Now it proceeded helpless
and defenseless against the militant and crazy dictator
Raumsog and his horde of hard-fighting and very real
ships.

- .-$1o-log had broken the disciplines of sp*ce. He had
!U"d. the pinlighters. He had- emprisoned the Go-
Captains. He lud used renegades unC apprentices to
pillage the immdnse interstellai ships ancl had armed the
captive vessels to the teeth. In a iystem which had not
known real war, and least of all war against Earth, he had
planned well.

He had bribed, he had swindled, he had propagandized.
He expected Earth to fall before the threai isett.-rnen he
launched his attacked.

with the launcFog or the attack, Earth itself changed.
corrupt rascals became wbat they were in title: 

-the

leaders and the defenders of mankind.
Tedesco himself had been an elegant fop. war changed

him into an aggressive capr'in, swiiging the largest veisel
124



of all time as though it were a tennis bat.
He cut in on the Raumsog fleet hard and fasL
Tedesco shifted his ship right, north, up, over.
He appeared before the enemy and-eluded them-

down, forward, right, over.
He appeared befo,re the enemy agafu, one successfut.shot 

from them could destroy an illusion on which the
safety of mankind itself depended. It was his business not
to allow them that shot.

Tedesco was not a fool. He was fighting his own strange
kind of war, but he could not help wondering where the
real war was proceeding.

IV

Prince Lovaduck had obtained his odd name because
he had had a chinesian ancestor who did love ducks,
ducks in their Peking form-succulent duck skins brougbi
forth to him ancestral dreams of culinary ecstasy.

His anoe,stress, an English Lady, had said, ..Lord
lovaduck, that fits youl"-and the name had been
proudly taken as a family name. Lord Lovadusk had a
small ship. The ship was tiny and had a very sim,ple and
threatening name: Anybody.

The ship was not listed in the space register and he
himself was not in the Ministry of space Defense. The craft
was attached only to the office of statistics and Investiga-
tion-under the listing, t.ygfuisle"-fsr the Earth treasur5r.
He had very elementary defenses. With him on the ship
went one chronopathic idiot essential to his final and vital
maneuvers.

With him also went a monitor. The monitor, as always,
sat rigid, catatonic, unthinking, unaware-except for the
tape recorder of his living mind which unconsciously
noted every imminent mechanical movement of the ship
and was prepared to destroy l"ovaduck, the chronopathic
idiot, and the ship itself should they attempt to escape the
authorify of Earth ol should they tum against Earth. The
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life of a mcnitor was a difficult one but was far better than
execution for crime, its usual alternative. The monitor
made no trouble. Lovaduck also had a very small collec-
tion of weapons, weapons selected with exquisite care for
tlre atmosphere, the climate and the precise conditions of
Raumsog's planet.

He also had a psionic talent, a poor crazy little girl who
wept, and whom the Lords of the Instrumentality had
cruelly refused to heal, because her talents were better in
unshielded form than they would have been had she been
brought into the full communiry of mankind. She was a
class-three etiological interference.

v

Lovaduck brought his tiny ship near the atmosphere of
Raumsog's planet. He had paid good money for his cap-
taincy of this ship and he nreant to recover it. Recover it
he would, and handsomely, if he succeeded in his ad-
venturous mission.

The l,ords of the Instrumentality were the corrupt
rulers of a corrupt world. but they had learned to make
corruption serve their civil and military ends, and they
were in no mind to put up with failures. If Lovaduck failed
he might as well not come back at all. No bribery could
save him from this condition. No monitor could let him
escape. If he succeeded, he might be almost as rich as an
Old North Australian or a stroon merchant

Lovaduck materializect his ship just long enough to hit
the planet by radio. He walked across the cabin and
slapped the girl. The girl became frantically excited. At the
height of her excitement he slapped a helmet on her head,
plugged in the ship's communication system, aqd flung her
owR peculiar emotional psionic radiations over the entire
planet.

She was a luck-changer. She succeeded: for a few mo-
ments, at every place on that planet, under the water and
on it, on the land and ovsr it, luck went wr$lg just a little.
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Quarels did ocsur, accidents did happen, mischances
moved just within g6e limits of sheer probability. They all
occurred within the same minute. The uproar was
reported just as l-ovaduck moved his ship to another posi-
tion. This was the most critical time of all. He dropped
down into the atmosphere. He was immediately detected.
Ravening weapons reached for hiln, weapons sharp
enough to scorch the very air and to bring every living
being on the planet into a condition of screaming atert.

No weapons 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; the idiot
fled taking the ship with him. The ship moved back three,
four secon{s in time to a period slightly earlier than the
first detection. Atl 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.

nne Lords of the Instmmentality played at being
chivalrous and did love money, but when life and deatlt
were at stake, they no longer cared much about money' or
credit, or even about honor. They fougbt like the animals
of Earth's ancient past-they fought to kill. I-ovaduck had
discharged a combina,tion of organic and inorganic poi-
sous with a high dispersion rate. Seventeen-million Peo-
ple; nine-hundrea-ana-nny-thousandths of the entire
population, were to die within ttrat night.' 

ile slapped the chrmopathic idiot again' The poo-r
freak whimpered. The ship moved back two more seconds
in time.

As he unloaded more poison, he could feel the me-
chanical relays reach for hirn.

He movd to the other side of the planet, moving
backward one last time, dropped a finaf discharge of
virulent carcinogens and snapped his ship in to non-space'
into the outer reaches of nothing. Here he was far beyond
tbe reach of Raumsog.
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VI

- Tedesco's golden ship moved serenely toward the dying
planet, Raumsog's fighters closing on it. They tired_il
evaded, surprisingly agile for so immense a craft, a ship
larger than any sun seen in the heavens of that p*rt oi
space. But while the ships closed in their radios reported:

"The capital has blanked out."
"Raumsog himself is dead."
"There is no response from the north."
"People are dying in the relay stations."
The fleet moved, intercommunicated, and began to sur-

rcnder. The golden ship appeared once more and then it
disappeared, apparently forever.

vII

The Lord Tedesco returned to his apartments and to
the current for plugging into the c€nters of pleasure in his
brain. But as he arranged himself on the air-jet his hand
stopped on its mission to press the 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-alone, deceptive, without the
praise of all the worlds for his solitary daring-gave even
greater pleasure than that of the electric 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 ex-
perienced before.

vru
On Earth, the l-ords of the In-strumentality gracefully

acknowledged that the golden ship had destroyed all life
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on Raumsog's planet. Homage was paid to them by the
many worlds of mankind. Lovaduck, his idiot, his little
girl, and the monitor were taken to hospitals. Their minds
were erased of all recollection of their accomplishments.

Lovaduck himself appeared before the Lords of the In-
strumentatity. He felt 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 his little "vehicle." Tears poured down his face
when the Lords of the Instrumentality gave him their
highest decorations and paid him an immense sum of mo-
ney. They said: "You have served well and you are
discharged. The blessings and the thanks of mankind will
forever rest upon you . . ."

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 his life, how an] man-such as
himself-<ould be so tremendous a hero and never quite
remember how it was accomplished.

D(

On a very remote planet, the survivors of a Raumsog
cruiser were released from internment. By special orders,
direct from Earth, their memories had been dis-
coordinated so that they would not reveal the pattern of
defeat. An obstinate reporter kept after one spaceman. Af'
ter many hours of hard drinking the survivor's answer was
still the same,

"Golden the ship was-oh! oh! oh! Golden the ship
was-+h! oh! oh!"
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ALPHA RALPHA BOULEVARD

We were drunk with happiness in those early years. Every-
body was, especially the young people. These were the first
yeaJs of the rediscovery of Man, when the Instrumentality
dug deep in the treasury, reconstructing the old cultures,
the old languages, ffid even the old troubles. The nigft-
mare of perfection had taken our forefathers to the edge of
suicide. Now under the leadership of the [-ord Jestocost
and the Lady Alice More, the ancient civilizations were
rising like great land masses out of the sea of the past'

I myself was the first man to put a postage stamp on a
letter after fourteen-thousand years. I took Virginia to
hear the first piano recital. We watched at the eye-
machine when cholera was released in Tasmaniao and we
saw the Tasmanians dancing in the streets, now that they
did not have to be protected anymore. Everywhere, things
became exciting. Everywhere, men and women worked
with a wild will to build a more imperfect world.

I myself went into a hospital and came out French. Of
cour$e I remrembered my early life; I remembered it, but it
did not matter. Virginia was French, tgo, and we had the
years of our future lying ahead of us like ripe fruit hanging
in an orchard of perpetual summers. We had no idea when
we would die. Formerly, I 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 injections and I will then die." Now I
knew anything could happen. The safety devices had been
furned off. The disea"ses ran free. With luck, and hope,
and love, t might live a thousand years. Or I migbt die
tomorrow. I was free.
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We reveled in every moment of the day.
Virginia and I bought the first Frenoh newspaper to

appear since the Most Ancient World felt. We found
delight in the news, even in the advertisements. Some
parts of the culture were hard to reconstruct. lt was dif-
ficult to talk about foods of which only the names sur-
vived, but the homunculi and the machines, working
tirelessly in Downdeepdowndeep, kept the surface of the
world filled with enough novelties to fill anyone's*$eart
with hope. We knew that all of this was make-believe, and
yet it was not. we knew that when the diseases had kiiled
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 us all,
the Instrumentality watched. we had confidence that the
Lord Jestocost and the Lady Alice More would play with
us as friends and not use us as victims of a game.

Take, for example, Virginia. She had been called
Menerima, which represented the coded sounds of her
birth number. She was small, verging on chubby; she
was compact; her head was covered with tight brovln curls;
her eyes were a brown so deep and so rich that it took
sunlight, with her squinting against it, to bring forth the
treasures of her irises. r had known her well, but never
known her. I had seen her often, but never seen her with
my heart, until we met just outside the hospital, after
becoming French.

I was pleased to see an old friend and started to speak
in the Old Common Tongue, but the words jammed, and
as I tried to speak it was not Menerima any longei, but
someone of ancient beauty, rare and strange-someone
who had wandered into these latter days from the treasure
worlds of time past. All I could do was ro stammer:

"What do you call yourself now?" And I said it an an-
cient French.

She answered in the same language, ,.Je m'appelle
Virginie."

Looking at her and falling in love was a single
wild incess. There was something strong, .something

wrapped and hidden by the tenderness and
1 3 1
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girlish bcdy. It was as though destiny spoke to me out of
the certain brown eyes, eyes which questioned me surely
and wonderingly, just as we both questioned the &esh new
world which lay about us.

"May I?" said I, offering her my ann, as I had learned
in the hours of hypnopedia. She took my ann and we
walked away f.oqq tle hospital.

I hummed a tune which had come into my min{, along
with the ancient French language.

She tugged gently on my arm, and smiled up at me.
"What is it," she asked, "or don't you know?"
The words came soft and unbidden to my lips and I

sang it very quietly, muting my voice in her curly hair,
half-singing half-whispering the popular song which had
poured into my mind with all the other things which the
Rediscovery of Man had given me:

"She wdsn't the woman I went to seek.
I met her by the merest chance.
She dtd not speak the French of France,
But the surded Frerrch ol Martinique.

*Skc wAsn't rich. She wasn't chic.
She had a most entrancing glnnce,
And that was all . . ."

_ Suddenly I ran out of words, "f seem to have forgotten
the rest of it. It's called 'Macouba' and it has something to
do with a wonderful island which tho ancient French
calied Martinique."

"f know where that is," she cried. She had been given
the same memories that I had. "You can see it from tle
Earthport!"

This was a sudden return to the wor{d we had known.
Ea{hport stood on its single pedestal, twelve miles high,
at the eastern edge of the small continent. At the top ofit,
the l.ords worked amid machines which had no meaning
anyrnore. There the ships whispered their way in from the
stars. I had seen pictures of it, but I had never been there.
As a matter of fact, I had never known anyone who had
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|jjually _been up Earthport. Why should we have gone?
We might not have been welcome, and we could j*uy,
see it just as well through the pictures on the eye-machine.
For Menerima-familiar, dully pleasant, dear little
Menerima-to have gone there was uncanny. It made me
think that in the old Perfect world things hid not been as
plain or forthright as they seemed.

_ Virginia, the new Menerima, tried to speak in the Otd
common Tongue, but she gave up and used French in-
stead:

"My aunt," she said, meaning a kindred lady, since no
one had had aunts for thousands of y"uri, ..was a
Believer. she took me to the Abba-dingo. To get holiness
and luck."

The old me was a little shocked; the French me was dis-
quieted by the fact that this girl hacl done something un.
usual even before mankind itself turned to the unusual.
The Abba-dingo was a long-obsolete computer set part
way up the column of Earthport. The homunculi treated it
as a god, and occasionally people went to it. To do so was
tedious and vulgar.

Or had been. Till all things became new again.
Keeping the annoyance out of my voice, I asked her,
"What was it like?"

- She laughed lightly, yet there was a trill to her laughter
which gave me a shiver. If the old Menerima had- had
secrets, what might the new Virginia do? I alrnost hated
tlre fate which made me love her, which made me feel that
the touch of her hand on my arm was a link between me
and time-forever.

She smiled at me instead of answering my question. The
surfaceway was under repair; we followed a rimp down to
the level of the top underground, where it was legal for
true persons and hominids and homunculi to walk.

I did not like the feeling; I had never gone more than
twenty minutes' trip from my birthplace. This ra.mp 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 morally repulsive, though many of
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them looked like very handsome peopte; bred fro'm
animats into the shape of men, they took over the tpdious
chores of working with machines where no real man
would wish to go. It was whispered that some of them bad
sven bred with actual people, ffnd I would not want my
Virginia to be e4posed to the presence of sucb a creature.

She had been holding my afin. When wo walked down
the ramp to the busy passage, I shpped my ann free and
put it over her shoulders, drawing her closer to me. It was
light enough, bright enough to be clearer than the dayligbt
which we had left behind, but it was strange and full of
danger. ln the old days, I would have turned around and
gone home rather than expoee myself to the presence o,f
such dreadful beings. At this time, in this moment, I could
not bear to part from my new-found love, and I was afraid
that if I went back to my own apartment in the tower, she
might go to hers. Anyhow, being French gave a spice to
danger.

Actually, the people in the traffic looked commonplace
enough. There were many busy machines, some in human
fo,rm and some not. I did not see a single hominid. Other
people, whom I knew to be homunculi because they
yielded the right of way to us, looked no different from
the real human beings on the surface. A brilliantly beauti-
ful girl gave me a look which I did not like-saucy,
incelligent, provocative beyond all limits of flirtation. I
suspected her of being a dog by origin. Among the
hominids, d'persons are the ones most apt to take liberti€s.
They even have a dog-man philosopher who once pro-
duoed a tape arguing that since dogs are the most ancient
of men's allies, they have the right to be closer to man
than any other form of life. When I saw the tape, I
thought it anusing that a dog should be bred into the fo'rm
of a Socrates; here, in the top underground, I was not so
sure at all. What would I do if one of them became in-
solent? Kill him? That meant a brush with the law and a
talk vdth the Subcommissioners of the rnstrumentality.

Virginia noticed none of this.
She had not answered my question, but was asking mo

questions about the top underground iqstead. I had been
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there only"once before, when I was small, but it was flat-
tering to have her wondering, husky voice murmuring in
my ear.

Then it happened.
At first I thought he was a man, foreshortened by some

trick of the underground light. When he came closer, I
saw that he was not. He must have been five feet across the
shoulders. Ugly red scars on his forehead showed where
the horns had been dug out of his skull. He was a homun-
culus, obviously derived from cattle stock. Frankly, I had
never known that they left them that ill-formed,

And he was drunk.
As he came closer I could pick up thebun of his mind.

. . . they're not people, they're rwt hominids, and they're
n61 (Js-what are thel doing here? The words they think
conluse me. He had never telepathed French before.

This was bad. For him to talk was common enough, but
only a few of the homunculi were telepathic-those with
special jobs, such as in the Downdeep-downdeep, where
only telepathy could relay instructions.

Virginia clung to me.
Thought I, in clear Common Tongue: True men ere we.

You must let us psss.
There was no answer but a roar. I 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, help-

lessness, hate. Then he charged, almost dancing toward us,
as though he could crush our bodies.

My mind focused and I threw the stop order at him.
It did not work.
Horror-stricken. I realized that I had thought French at

him.
Virginia screamed.
The bull-man was upon us.
At the last moment he swerved, passed us blindly,

let out a roar which filled the enormous passage. He
raced beyond us.

Still holding Virginia, I turned around to see what had
made him pass us.

What I beheld was odd 
1r,!" 

extreme.

and
had



Our figures ran down the corridor away from us-lny
blackgurple cloak fly,ng in the still air as my image ran,
Virginia's golden dress swimming out behind her as she
ran with me. Tho imagss were perfect and the b,ull-man
pursued them.

I stared around in bewilderment. We had been told that
the safeguards no longer protected us.

A glrl $tood quietly next to the wall. I had almost
mistaken her for a statue. Then she spoke,

"Come no closer. I am a eat.It was easy enough to fool
him. You had better get back to ttre surfaca."

"Thank you," I said, "thaJlk you. Wbat is your name?"
"Does it rnatter?" said the girl. "I'm not a person-"
A little offended, I insisted, "f just wan'ted to thank

you." As I spoke to her I saw tlrat she was as beautiful
and as bright as a flame. Her skin was cleat, tbe color o{
6:ream, and her hair-finer than any human hair
could possibly be-was the wild golden orange of some
Persian cats.

"I'm Cmelt" said the girl, "and I work at Earthport."
That stopped both Virginia and me. Cat-people we(e

below us, and should be shunned, but Earttrport was above
us, and had to be respected. Which was C'mell?

She smiled, ffid her smile was better suited for my eyes
than for Virginia's. It spoke a whole rvorld of volupuous
knowledge. I knew she wasn't fiying 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. Yotr'd
better take these steps here. I hear him coming bask."

I spun around, looking for the drtrnken bull-man. He
was not to be seen.

"Go up here," urged Cmell. "They ale emergency steps
and you will be back on the surface. I can keep him from
following. Was that French you were speaking?"

"Yes," said I. "How did you-?"
"Get along," she said. "Sorry I asked. Hurry!"
I entered the small door. A spiral staircase went to the

surface. It was below our dignity as true people to use
steps, but with C'mell urgng me, there was nothing else I
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could do. r nodded goodbye to c'mell and drew virginia
after me up the stairs.

At the surface we stopped.
Virginia gasped, "Wasn,t it horrible?,'
"We're safe now," said f.
"rt's not safety," she said. "It's the dirtiness of it. .

Imagine having to talk to her!"
virginia meant that c'mell was worse than the drunken

bull-man. She sensed m.y reserve because she said
::T!. sa{ thing is, you'll see her again . . .,,
"What! How do you know that?"-
"I don't know it," said Virginia. .,I guess it. But I guess

good, v9ry god. After all, I went to ttte Abba-dingo.;'l{ *!*O you, darling, tg teU me whar happened t}ere."
she shook her head mutely and began wat ing down the

streetway, I had no choice but to follow her. tt made me a
little irritable.

I asked &gain, more crossly, ,.What was it like?"
Witlt hurt girlish digrrity she said, "Nothing, nothing. It

was a-long ctpb. The old woman made me g6'with nei. It
turned out that the machine was not trlking that day,
anyhow, so we got permission to drop down a Jtratt and io
c,ome back on the rolling road. It was just a wasted day.,'

She had been talking straight ahead, not to rne, as
though the memory were a little ugly.

Then she turned her face to me.-The brown eyes looked
gto gX_eyes as though she were searching for my soul.
(soul. There's a word we have in French, and there is
lg4"g quire like it in the Old Common Tongue.) She
brightened and pleaded with me:

"Let's not be dull on the new day. I*ts be good to tlte
new us, Paul. Le.t's do something really FrenJtr, if that,s
what we are to be."

"A caf6r" I cri€d. "We need a caf6, And I knorr where
one is."

"Where?"
"Two undergrounds over. where the machines come out

and where they permit the homunculi to peer in the win-
dow"' The thought of homunculi peering at us struck the
new-ms as amusing, though the old-me bad taken them as
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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 tatk. It took a Frenchman like
the new-me to realize that they could be ugly, or beautifuI,
or picturesque. More than picturesque: romantic.

Evidently Virginia now thought the same, for she said,
"But tiey're nette, just adorable. What is thecaf6 called?"

"The Greasy Cat," said I.
The Greasy Cat. How was I to know that this led to a

nightmare be{ween high waters, and to the winds which
cried? How was I to suppose that this had anything to do
with Alpha Ralpha Boulevard?

No force in the world could have takeo me there, if I
had known.

Other new-French people had gotten to the caf6 before"
us.

A waiter with a big brown moustache took our order. I
looked closely at him to see if he might be a licensed
homunculus, allowed 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, ild the designers had even built into him the
nervous habit of mopping the back of his hand against his
big moustache, and had fixed him so that little beads of
sweat showed high up on his brow, just below the hairline.

"Mamselle? M'sieu? Beer? Coffee? Red wine next
month. The sun will shine in the quarter after the hour
and after the half-hour. At twenty minutes to the hour it
will rain for five minutes so that you can enjoy these um-
brellas. f am a native of Alsace. You may spe€k French or
German to me."

"Anything," said Virginia. "You decide, Paul."
n'Beer, please," said I- "Bionde beer for both of us."
"But certainly, m'sieu," said the waiter.
He left, waving his cloth wildty over his arm.
Virginia puckered up her eyes against the sun and said,

"I wish it would rain now. I've never seen real rain-"
"Be patient, houey."
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She turned earnestly to me. .'What is .Germano'paul?"

. ."AoSher language, another culture. I read they wil
!ti"g it to life rext year. But don't you like'being
French?"

"f like it fine," she said. .,Much better fhan
number. But Paul-" And then she stopped,
blurred with perplexity.

"Yes, darling?"
"Pa,ulr" she said, and the statement <yf my name was a

9rI of lqpg fuom some depth of her mind beyond new-me,
beyond old-mg beyond even the contrivancei of the I-ords' 
who nnolded us. I reached for her hand.

Said I, "You can tell me, darling."
"Paul," she said, and it was atnnost weeping, ..paul, why

9*l it all happen so fast? This is our first d"y, and w6
both feel that we may spend the rest of our livei together.
There's something about marriage, whatever that ii, and
we're supposed to find a priest, and I don't understand
that, either. PauI, Paul, Paul, why does it happen so fast? I
want to love you. I do love you. But I don't want to be
mde to love you. I want it to be the real ffiJ," and as she
spole,_tears poured from her eyes though her voice re-
mained steady enough.

Then it was that I said the wrong tbing.
"You don't have to worry, honey. I'm sure that the

Lords of the Instrumentality have programmed everything
well."

At that, she burst into tears, toudly and uncontrol-
lably, ! had s€en an adult weep before. It was stange
and frighlsning.

A man from the next table came over and stood beside
me, but I did not so much as glance at him.

"Darlingr" said I, reasonably, rtdglling, we can work it
ggf-"

"Paul, let me leave you, so that I may be yours. L,et me
99 aw?y for a few days or a few we.eks or a few years.
Then, if-if-if I do osme back, you'll know it's mL and
not some program ordered by a machine. For God,s saken
Paul-for God's sake!" In a different voice she said,
"What is God, PauI? They gave us the words to speak, btrf

being a
her eyes
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I do not knov9 what they mean."
The man beside me spoke. "I can take you to God," he

said.
"Who are you?" said f. '!And who asked you to in-

terfere?" This was not the kind of language that we had
ever usod when speaking the Old Common Tongue-when
they had given us a new language they had built in tem-
perament as well.'

The strange,r kept his politeness-he was as Fre,nch as
we but he kept his temper well.

"My name," he said, "is Maximilien Macht, and I have
been a Believer."

Virginia's eyes lit up. She wiped her face absent-
mindedly while staring at the man. He was tall, lean, sun-
burned. (How could he have gotten sunburned so soon?)
He had reddish hair and a moustache almost like that of
the robot waiter,

"You asked about Cod, mamselle," said the stranger.
"God is where he has always lsea-ar'6und us, near us, in
us . t t

This was strange talk from a man who looked ruorldly. I
rose to my feet to bid him goodbye. Virginia guessed what
I was doing and she said:

"That's nice of you, Paul. Give him a chair."
There was waffnth in her voice.
The machine waiter came back with two conical

beakers made of glass. They had a golden fluid in them
with a cap of foam on top. I had never s€en or heard of
beer before, but I knew exactly how it would taste. I put
imaginary money on the tray, received imaginary change,
paid the waiter an imaginary tip. The Instrumentality had
not yet figured out how to have separate kinds of money
for all 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 serviotte
(checked red and white) to dab the sweat off his brow,
and then looked inquiringly at Monsieur Macht.

"M'sieu, you will sit- here?"
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"Indeed," said Macht.
"Shall f serve you here?"
"!ot why not?" said Macht, "If these good people per-

mit."
"Very well," said the machine, wiping his moustache

with the back of his hand. He fled to the dark recesses of
tbe bar.

All this time Virginia had not taken he,r eyes off Macht.'oYou €ue a Believer?" she asked. "You are still a Be-
liever, when you have been made French like us? How do
you know you're you? Why do I love paul? Are the
Lords and their machines controlling everything in us? I
want to be me, Do you know how to be me?"

"Not you, mnrnselle," said Macht, "that would be too
great an honor. But I am learning how to be myse,lf. you
seer" he added, turning to me, "f have been French for
two weeks now, and I know how much of me is myself,
and how much has been added by this new process of giv-
irrg us language and danger again, "

The waiter came back with a small beaker. It stood on
a stern, so that it looked like an evil little miniature of
Earthporf The fluid it contained was milky white.

Macht lifted his glass to us. "Your health!"
Virginia stared at him as if she were going to cry again.

When he and I sipped, she blew her nose and put her
handkerchief away. It was the first time I have ever soen 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, as if he were going to begin
a speech. The sun came out, right on time. It gave him a
halo, and made hirn look like a devil or a saint.

But it was Virginia who spoke first.'oYou have been there?"
Macht raised his eyebrows a

"Ygr," very quietly.
frowned, and said,

"Did you get a word?" she persisted.
"Yes." He looked gltl*, and a little troubled.
"Wbat did it say?"
For answer, he shook his head at her, as if there werg
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things which should never be mentioned in public.
I wanted to break in, to find out what this was all

about.
Virginia went on, heeding me not at

something!"
"But it did say

"Yes," said Macht
"'Was it important?"
"Mamselle, let us not talk about it."
"We must," she crierl. "It's life or death.'n Her hands

were clenched so tightly together that her knuckles showed
white. Her beer stood in front of her, untouched, growing
warm in the sunlight.

"Very well," said Macht, "you may ask
guarantee to answer."

I controlled myself no longer. "What's all this

f cannot

about?"

die with a
He smiled
'betrothed'

Virginia looked at me with scorn, but even her scorn
was the scorn of a lover. not the cold remoteness of the
past. "Please, Paul, you wouldn't know. Wait a while.
What did it say to you, M'sieu Macht?"

"That I, Maximilien Macht, would live or
brown-haired girl who was already betrothed."
wdy, "And I do not even quite know what
means."

"We'lI find out," sdid Virginia. "When did it say this?"
"Who is 'it'?" I shouted at them. "For God's sake, what

is this all about?"
Macht looked at me and dropped his voice when he

spoke: "The Abbadingo." To her he said, "Last w@k."
Virginia turned white. "So it does work, it does, it does.

Paul darling, it said nothing to me. But it said to my aunt
something which I can't ever forget!"

I held her arm firrnly and tenderly and tried to look into'
her eyes, but she looked away. Said I, "What did it say?"

"Paul and Virginia."
"So what?" said I.
I scarcely knew her. Her lips were tense and com-

pressed. She was not angry. It was somothing different,
wors€. She was in the grip of tension. I suppose we had
not seen that for thousands of years, either. "PauI, seize
this simple fact, if you cBn grasp it. The machine gave that
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woman our nam€s*but it gave thern to her twelve yeafii
ago.t'

Macht stood up so suddenly that his chair fell over, and
the waiter began-running toward us.

"That settles it," he said. "We're all going back."
"Going where?" I said,
"To the Abba-dingo."
"But why now?" said I; and

ginia, both at the same time.
"It always worksr" said

northern side.'n
Macht, "if you go on the

"How do you get there?" said Virginia.
Macht frowned sadlyn "There's only one way. By Alpha

Ralpha Boulevard." Virginia stood up. And so did I. 
-

Then, as f rose, I remembered, Alpha Ralpha
Boulevard. It was a ruined street hangng in the sky, faint
as a vapor trail. It had been a processional highway once,
where conquerors cams down and tribute went up. But it
was nrined, lost in the clouds, closed to mankind for a hun-
dred cenfuries.

"I know it," said f. "It's ruined."
Macht said nothing, but he stared at me as if I were an

outsider . . .
Virginia, very quiet and white of countenance, said,

"Come along."
"But why?" said I. "Why?"
"You fool," she said, "if we don't have a God, at least

we have a machine. This is the only thing left on or off the
world which the Instrumentality doesn't understand.
Maybe it tells the future. Maybe it's an un-machine. It cer-
tainly comes from a different time. Can't you use it,
darling? U it says we're us, we're aJ."

"And if it doesn't?"
"Then we're not." Her face was sullen with grisf.
"What do you mean?"
"If we're not us," she said, "we're just toys, dolls, puf

pets that the Lords have written on. You're not you and
I'm not me, But if the Abba-dingo, which knew the names
Paul and Virginia twelve years before it happened-if the
Abba-dingo says that we are us, I don't care if it's a pre-
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dicting machine or a god or a delil o'r a what. I don't carer
but I'll have the truth."

What could
followed, and
sunlight of the
began to fall.
machine that
the lip of the

I have answered to that? Macht led, she
I walked third in single file. We left'the

Greasy Cat; just as we left, a light rain
The waiter, looking momentarily like the

he was, stared straight ahead. We crossed
underground and went down to the fast ex-

pressway.
When we came out, we were in a region of fine homes.

All were in ruins. The trees had thrust their way into the
buildings. Flowers rioted 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?

Once I thought I saw a family of homunculi, including
little ones, peering at me as we trudged along the soft
gravel road. Maybe the faces I had seen at the edge of the
house were fantasies.

Macht said nothing.
Virginia and I held hands as we walked beside him. I

could have been happy at this odd excursion, but her hand
was tightly clenched in mine. She bit her lower lip from
time to time. I knew it mattered to her-she was on a
pilgrimage. (A pilgrimage was an ancient walk to some
powerful place, very good for body and soul-) I didn't
mind going along. In fact, they could not have kept me
from coming, once she and Macht decided to leave the

caf6. But I didn't have to take it seriously. Did I?
What did Macht want?
Who was Macht? What thoughts had that mind learned

in two short weeks? How had he preceded us into a new
world of danger and adventure? I did not trust him. For

the first time in my life I felt alone. Always, always, up
to now, I had only to think about the Instrumentality and

some protector leaped fully arme.d into my mind. Telepa-
thy guarded against alt dangers, healed all hurts, carried
eath of rls forward to the one-hundred-and-forty-six-
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thousand-and-ninety-sevetr days which had been allotted
us. Now it was different. I did not knorr this man, and it
wff; on him ttrat I relied, not on the powers which had
shielded and protected us.

We turned from the nrined road into an immsnse
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.
"T'his is it," he said. "Alpha Ralpha Boulevard."
We fell silent'and looked at the causeway of forgotten

empires.
To our left the boulevard disappeared in a gentle curve.

It led far north of the city in which I had been reared. I
knew tbat there was another city to the north, but I had
forgotten its name. Why should I have remembered it? It
was sure to be just like my owr.

But to the right-
To the right the boulevard roae sharpln like a ramp. It

disappeared into the clouds. Just at the edge of the
cloudline there was a hint of disaster. I could nst see for
sure, but it looked to me as though tbe whole boulevard
bad been sheared off by nnimaginable forces. Sogrewhere
beyond the clouds tbere stood the Abba-dingo, the place
where all questions were answered . . .

Or so they thought.
Virginia cuddled close to me.
"Let's hrrn back," said I. "We are city people. We don't

know anything about ruins."
"You can if you want tor" said Macht. "I was iust

trying to do you a favor."
We both looked at Virginia.
She looked up at me with those brown eyes. From the

eyes there cAme a plea old.er than woman or maII, older
tban the human raoe. I knew what she was going to say
before she said it. She was going to say that she had to
know.

Macht was idly crushing some soft rocks near his foot.
At last Virginis spoke up: "Pad I don't want danger
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for its own sake. But I meant what I said back fherp. Isn't
there a chance that we were told to love each ocher? What
sort of a life would it be if our happiness, our own selves,
depended on a thread in a machine ot on a mechanical
voice which spoke to us when we were asleep and learning
French? It may be fun to go back to the old wodd. I guess
it is. I know that you give me a kind of happiness which I
never even suspected before this day. If it's really us, we
have scrmething wonderful, and we ought to know it. But if
it isn't-" She burst into sobs.

I wanted to say, "ff it isn't, it will seem just the sarner"
but the ominous sulky face of Macht looked at me over
Virginia's shoulder as I drew her to me. There was nothing
to say.

I held her close.
From beneath Macht's foot there flowed a trickle of

blood. The dust drank it up.
"Macht," said I, "are you hurt?"
Virginia turned around, too.
Macht raised his eycbrows at me and sald with un-

concern, "No. Why?"
"Ttre blood. At your feet."
He glancd down. "Oh, tho6e," he said, 'nthey're

nothing. Just the eggs of some kind of an un-bird which
does not even fly""

"Stop it!" I shouted telepathically, using thg Old Com-
mon Tongue. I did not even firy to think in our new-
learned French.

He stepped back apace in surprise.
Out of nothing there came to me a messagez thanlryou

thankyou goodgreat gohomeplease thnnkyou goodgreat
gosway manbad manbad manbd Sonewhere an
animal or bird was warning me against Macht. I thought a
casual thanks to it and turned my attention to Macht

He and I stared at each other. Was this what culture
was? Were we now men? Did freedom always include the
freedom to mlstrust, to fear, to hate?

I liked him not at all. The words of forgotten crime$
came into my mind: assossination, murder, abdwtion,
iruanity, rape, robbery , . .
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We had known noue of these thiqgs and yet I felt tlem
all.

He spoke evenly to me. We had bo& been careful to
guard our minds against being read telepathically, so that
our only means of communication were empathy and
French. "It's your idea," he sai4 most untruthfully, "or at
least your lady's . . .t'

"Has lnng already come into tbe world," said I, "so
tbat we walk into the clouds for no reason at all?"

"There is a reaso'nr" said Macht.
I pushed Viryinia gently aside and capped my mind so

tightly that the anti-telepathy felt like a headache.
"Macht," said I, and I myself could hear the snarl of an

animal in my own voice, "tell me why you have brought
us here or I will kill you."

He did not retreat. He faced me, ready for a fight. He
said, "Kill? You mean, to make me dead?" but hii words
did not carry conviction. Neither one of us knew how to
fight, but he readied for defense and I for attack.

Underneath my thought shield an animal thought crept
rn: goodman goodman take him by the neck no-air hc-
amh nmir he-aaah like broken egg , . .

I took the advice without worrying where it came from.
It was simple. I walked over to Macht, reached my hands
around his throat and squeezed. He tried to push my
hands away. Then he tried to kick me. All I did was hang
on to his throat. If I had been a Lord or a Go-Captain, I
might have known about fighting. But I did not, and
neither did he.

It ended when a sudden weight dragged at my haud.s.
Out of surprise, I let go.
Macht had become unconscious. Was that dead?
It could not have been, because he sat up. Virginia ran

to him. He rubbed his throat and said with a rough voice:
"You should not have done thal"
This gave me courage. "Tell me," I spat at him, "tell me

why you wanted us to come, or I will do it again."
Macht grinned weakly. He leaned his head against

Virginia's arm. "It's fearr" he said. "Fear."
"Fear?" I knew the word-peurAtfi not the meaning.'147



Was it some kind of disquiet or animal alarm?
I bad been thinking with my mind open; he thought

back yes.

."But why do you like it?n' I asked.
It is delicious, he thought, It makes me sick ard thrilly

and alive, It is like strong medicine, almost w good as
stroon. I went there befare. High up, I had much fear. It
was wonderful and. bad and god, all at the same timc. I
tived a thousand years in a single hour. I wan'ted more ol
it, but I thought it would be even n'Lore exciting with oths
people.

"Now I will kill you," said I in French. "You are
very-very . . ." I had to look for the word. "You are very
evil."

"No," eaid Virginia, "let hitrn talk."
He thought at me, not bothering with words, This is

what tlu Lords ol the lrutrumentality never let us hsve.
Fear. Reality. We were born in a stupor and we died in a
dresrn, Even the underpeople, thc animals, hod more lile
than we did. The machines did not hnve feor. Thafs what
we were. Machincs wlw thought they were rnen- Ard tww
we are free.

He saw the edge of raw, red anger in my mind, and he
changed the subject. I did rwt lie to you. This is tlrc way to
the Abba-dingo. I lwve been there. lt works. On this side,
it alwqs works.

"It works," cried Virginia. "You see he says so. It
works! He is telling the truth. Oh, Paul, do let's go onf'

"All right," said I, '\ile'll go."
I helped him ri6€. He looked embarrassed, like a man

who has shown something of which he is ashamed.
We walked onto the surface of the indestructible

boulevard. It was comfortable to the feet.
At the bottom of my mind the little uns@n bird or

animat babbled its thoughts at me: goodman goodmart
make him ded. take water take water . . .

I paid ilo attention as I walked forward with her and
hin, Virginia between us. I paid no attention.

I wish I had.
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We walked for a long time.
The process was new to us. There was something ex-

hilarating in knowing that no one guarded us, that the air
was fre€ air, moving without benefit of weather machinesl.
We saw many birds, and when I thought at them I found
their minds startled and opaque; they were natural birds,
the like of which I had never seen before. Virginia asked
me theh names, and I outrageously applied all the bird-
Dames which we had learned in French without knowing
whether they were historically right or not.

Maximilien Macht eheered up, too, and he even sang
trs a song, rather off key, to the effect that we would take
1fos high road and he the low one, but that he would be in
Scotland before us. It did not make serse, but ,the lilt was
pleasant. Whenever he got a cedain distance ahead of
Virginia and me, I made up variations on ,,Macouba" and
sang-whispered the phrases into her pretty eari

"She wasn't the woman I went to seek.
I met her by the merest chance.
Sfu did not speak the French of Frdnce,
But the surded French ol Martinique.',

We were happy in adventure and freedom, until we
became hungry. Then our troubles began
- Virgnia stepped up to a lamppost, stnrck it lightty with
her fist and said, "Feed me." The post should eiitrer have
opened, serving us a dinner, or else told us where, within
the next few hundred yards, food was to be had. It did
neither. It did nothing. It must have been broken.
- With that, we began to make a game of hitting every

single post.
Alpha Ralpha Boulevard had risen about half a

kilometer above the surreunding countryside. The wild
birds wheeled below us. There was less dust on the pave-
ment, and fewer patches of weeds. The immense road,
with no pylons below it, "curved like an unsupported rib
bon into the elouds.
, We wearied of bearing posts and there was neither food
nor water.
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- Virginia lecame frEtfuI: "ft won't do any good to go
back now. Food is even farther the other way. I do wiin
you'd brought something."

How should I have thought to carry food? Who ever
carries food? Why would they car,ry it, when it is
everywhere? My darling was unreasonable, but she was
my darling and I loved her all the more for the sweft im-
perfections of her tempe.r.

Macht kept tapping pillars, partly to keep out of our
fight, and obtained an unexpected result.

At one moment I saw him leaning over to give the pillar
of a large lamp t}re usual hearty but guarded whop-1a grc
nel! rfstant he yelped like a dog and was sliding uphill ar
a high rate of speed. I heard him shout something, but
could not make out the words, before he disappea.red into
tbe clouds ahead.
_ Virginia looked at me. "Do you want to go back now?
Macht is gone. We can say that I got tired."

"Are you serious?"
"Of course, darling."
I laughed, a little angrily. She had insisted that we

come, and now she was ready to turn around and give it
up, just to please me.

"Never mi$d," said I. "It can't be far now. I-et's go
on.t t

"Paul . . ." She stood close to me. Her bros,n eyes were
troubled, as though she were trying to see all the way into
my mind through my eyes. I thought to her, Do you want
to talk this wcyT

"No," said she, in French. "I want to say things one at a
time. Paul, I do want to go to the Abbadingo. I need to
go. It's the biggest need in my life. But at the same tiqre, I
don't want to go. There is something wrong up there. I
would rathe,r have you on tbe wrong terms than not have
you at all. Something could happen."

Edgly, I demanded, "Are you getting this ,fearn that
Macht was falking about?"

oOh, no, Paul, not at alt. This feeling isn't exciting. It
feels like something broken in a machine-"

"Listen!" I intemrpted her.
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From far ahead, from within the clouds, there came a
sound like an animal wailing. There were words in it. It
must have been Macht. I tbought I heard "take care."
When I sottght him with mf mind, tbe distance made
circles and I gst diny.

*L,et's follow, darling," said I.
"Yes, Paul," said slre, and in her voice there was an uo-

fathomable mixture of happiness, resignation, ffid despair
' " - . - t  

.

Before we moved on, I looked carefully at her. She rras
my grl. The sky had turned yellow and the lights were not
yet oL In the yellow rich sky her brown curls were tinted
with gold, her brown eyes approached the black in their
irises, her young and fate-haunted face seemed more mean-
ingful than any other human face I had ever $e€fiL

"You are rniner" I said.
*Yes, Paul," she answered me and then smiled brigbtty.

"You said it! That is doubly nice."
A bird on the railing looked sharply at us and then left.

Perhaps he did Dot approve of human nonsense, so flung
him$slf downward into dark air. I saw him catch hins€lf,
far below, aod ride laeily on his wings.

"We're not as free as birds, dsling," I told \4rginia,
'but we are freer than people haw besn for a hundred cen-
turies."

For answEr she hugged my afin and smiled at mo.
t'And nortr," I added, "to follow Macht. Fut your arrlls

around me and hold me tight I'11 ry hitting that post. If
we don't get dinner we nay get a ride."

I felt her take hold tightly and then I struck the post.
Which po6t? An instant later the posts were sailing by

us in a blur. The gpound beneath our feet seemed steady,
but we were noving at a fast rate. Even in the service un-
derground I had never seen a roadway as fast as this,
Virginia's dress was blowing so hard that it made snalF
ping sounds like the snap of fingers. In no time at all we
were in the cloud and out of it again.

A new world surrounded us. The clouds lay below and
above. Here and thero blue sky shone through. We wero
steady. The ancient engineers must have devised the walk-
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way clovorly. We rode up, lrp, up witbout getting dizry.
Another cloud.
Then thinSr happened so fast that the telling of them

takes longer tfian the event.
_ Something dark nrshed at me from up ahead. A violent
blow hit me in the che.st. only much tater oia I realize that
this was Macht's arm trying to grab me before we went
over the edge. Then we went into another cloud. Before I
could even speak to Vkginia a second btow struck me.
The pain was terrible. I had never felt anything rike that in
all my life. For some reason, Virginia had fallen over me
and beyond me. She was pulling at my hands.

I tried to tell her to stop pulling me, because it hurt, but
I had no breath. Rather than argue, I tried to do what she
wanted. I stmggted toward her. only then did r realirn
that there was nothing below my feet-no bridge, no jet-
way, nothing.

I was on the edge of the boulevard, the broken edge of
the upper side. There was nothing below me except for
-sorne lqop"O cables, and, far underneath them, a tiny rib-
bon which was either a river or a road.
- -We had jumped blindly acloss rhe great gap and I had
fallen just far encugh to catch the upper e0ge bt the road-
way on my chest.

It did not matter, the pain.
In a moment the doctor-robot wo'ld be thera to reparb

me.
A look at virginia's face reminded me there was no

doctor-robot, no world, no Instrumentality, nothing but
*ild and pain. she was crying. It took a mom"at for me
to hear what she was sayln&

:'l did it, I did it, darting, are you dead?"
Neither one of us rvas sure what "dead" meant, because

people -always went away at their appointed time, but we
knew that it meant a cessation of life. I tried to tell her
that I was living, but she fluttered over me and kept drag
grng me farther from the edge of the drop,

1-o** ryy-hanqs to push myself into a sitring position.
she knelt beside me and covered my face wilh^kissee.
At last I was able to gasp, ..Whereis Macht?,'
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She looked back. .,I don't see him."
I tried to look too. Rather than have me stnrggle, sho

said, "Y,ou stay quiet. I'll look again." 
--- --r

- Bravely she walked to the rdg" of the sheared-off
boulevard. she looked over tow*tth" lower sioe of ne
gup:-p""riog through the clouds which .dtift€d past us as
rapidly as smoke sucked by a ventilator. Then she cried
out:

"f se€ him. f{s looks so funny. Like an insect in the mu-
seum. He is crawling across the cables.,'

stmggling to my -hands and kn@s, I neared her and
looked too. There he was, a dot moving ulog a thread,
with the birds soaring by beneath him. lt tootrio very un-
safe. Perhaps he was getting all tle "fear" that he nieaec
1o keep hinself happy. I didno't want t}lat "fear," whatever
it was. I wanted food, water, and a doctor-robo4"

None of these were here.
I struggled to gy feet. virginia tried to help me but I

was standing before she could do more than- touch my
sleeve,

"Iit's go on.tt
"On?" she said,
"On to the A!_badingo. There may be friendly ma-

chines up there. HerE there is nothing but cold and wind
and the lights have not yet gone on."

She frowned. "But Macht . . . ?,,
"It will be hours befcre he gets here. We can come

back."
She obeyed.
Once again we went to the left of the boulevard. I told

her to squeeze my waist while I struck the pillars, one by
one. surely there must have been a reactivating device for
the passengers on the road.

The fourth time, it worked,
Oorg agah the n/ind whipped our clothing as we raced

upward on Alpha Ralpha Boulevard.
We almost fell as the road veered to the left. I caught

my balance, only to have it vw,r the other way.
And then we stopped.
This was the Abbadingo.
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A watkway li*ered with s'hite objects--knoba snd rods
and imperfectly formed ball$ about the size of my head.

Virginia stood beside me, silenl
About the size of my hedd? I kicled one of the objects

aside and then knew, knew for sure, what it was. It was
people. The inside parts. I had never seen zuch thing;s
before. And that, that on the ground, must once have been
a hand. There were hundreds of such thiqgs aloog tho
wall

"Come, Virginia," said I, keeping my voice even, and
my thougbts hidden.

She followed without sanng a word. She was crrrious
about the things on the gpounq but she did not seem to
rc&ognr:ze them.

For my part, I was watching the wall.
At last I found tbem-the little doors of Abba-dingo.
One said METEOROLOGICAL. It was not Old Com-

mon Tongue, nor was it French, but it was so close that I
knew it had something to do with the behavior of air. I put
my hand against the panel of the door. The panel became
transluce,nt and ancient writing showed through. There
were numbers which meant nofhing, words which moant
nothing, and then:

Typlwon coming.
My French had not taught me what a "conning" was, but

"typhoon" was plainly typhon, a major air disarbance.
Thought I, Let the weather machitus take care of the r'?frt-
ter. It had nothing to do with us.

"That's no help," said I.
'What does it mean?" she said.
"The air will be disturbed."
"Oh," said she. "That couldn't matter to us, could it?'
"Of course noLtt
I tried tle next panel, which said FOOD. When my

hand touched tlre little door, there was an aching creak in-
side the walt as tbougb the whole tower retched. The door
opened a little bit and a horribte odor came out of it. Then
the door closed again.

The thfud door said HELP and when I touchd it
ncfhing happelred. Perhalx it wa$ some kind of tax-
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collecting device from the aacient days. It yielded nothirig
to my touch. The fourth door wai targ6r and alread!
partly_open at the bottom. At ttre top, the name of the door
was PREDICTIONS. plain enough, that one was, to
anyone who knew otd French. The narne at the bottom
was, more mysterious: pUT pApER HERE, it said, and I
could not guess what it meant.

I tded telepathy. Nothing happened. The wind whistted
past us. some of the calcium balts and knobs rolled on the
pave'ment. I oi* Fuil, hrying my ufrnost for the imprint
of long-departed th91Shts. A scr&m entered *y *iod, u
$in long scream whic.h did not sound much ut 

" 
p*pte.

That was all.
Perhaps it did upset me. I did not feel .,fearr,, but I was

worried about Virginia.
She was staring at the ground.
"Paulr" she said, *isn't that a man's coat on the ground

among those funny thjngs?"
once I had s.'n an ancient X-ray in the mu$eurn, so

I knew that the coat still surrounded the materiat which
had provided the inner structure of the firan. There was no
ball there, so that I was quit€ sure he was dea:d. How
oould that have happened in the old days? why did the ln-
strumentality let. it, happen? But tb€n, the Instrumentality
h.a{ always forbidden this side of the tower. perhaps the
violators had met their owu punisbmeot in sorne way I
cotild not fathom

:L!ok, Paul," said Virginia. ..f can put my hand,in."
Before I could stop her, she had thrust her hand into

the flat open slot which said pUT pApER HERE.
She screamed.
Her hand was caugfit.
I tried t9 Rull at her arm, but it did not move. she began

gasping with pain. Suddenly her hand came free.
Clear words were cut into the living skin, I tore my

cloak off and wrapped her hand.
As she eobbed beside me I unbandaged her hand. As I

did so she saw the words on her skin.
The words said, in clear Freuch: you will love paul all

your kfe.
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- virsrd? let me bandage her hand with my cloak and
then slre lift€d her face ttbe kissed. ..It was worth it," she
said; "it was worth ail the trouble, paul. I-et's see if we
can get down. Now I know.',

I kissed her again and Sd, reassuringly, ..you do
know, don't you?"

"of course," she smiled through her tears. "The In-
strumentaliry could not have contrived this. what a clevef
otct machine! Is it a god or a devil, paul?"

I had not studied those words at that time, so I patted
her instead of answering. We turned to leave.

At the last minute I ieatized that I had not trisd pRE-
DICTIONS myself.

"Just a moment, darling. I-et me tear a little piece off
the bandage."

lhg wailed p{tgotly. I tore a piece the size of my hand,
and then I pi*ed up one of the ex-person units on the
grognd. It may have been,the front of an arm. I returned to
pu$h the cloth into the slo,t, but when I turned to the door,
an enonnous bird was sitting there.

I used_ my hand to push the bird aside, and he cawed
at me. He even seemed to threaten me wi& his cries andhis shslp beak. I could not dislodge him.

Then I tried telepathy. I am a rrue ffurn, Go mvayl
The bird's dim mind flashed back at me o"an"g uot

ll0-r10-no-nO-nol
with that I srruck hirn so hard with my fist that he ftut-

tered to- the ground. He righted himself *rio the white lit-
tel gn the pavernent and then, opening hi, ,riogs, he let the
*i$ carry him away.

_I pushed in tqe ftap of cloth, counted to twenty in my
*iS, and pulled the sirap out.

The words were plain; but they meant nothing: you
wil!_love Virginia twenty-one more mtrutres.

Her-happy voice, reassured by the prediction but stilrunsteady from tr pui" in heniritten_'on hand, came to
T"..a"^-Foogh it were far away. ..What does it sy,darling?"

,. *:^i1:"jally og pu{pose, I let the wind take the scrap.
rt uuttered away like a bird. Virginia saw it go.
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"Oh," she cried disappointed. ..lVe,ve lost it! What did
it say?:'

"Just what yorrrs did."
"But what words, Paul? Horr did it sav it?.
With love and heartbreak and perhapi a little ",fear," I

lied to he,r and whispered gently,
n'It said, 'Paul will always love Virginia."'
She smiled at me radiantly. Her stocky, fufi figure stood

{*ty qnd happily against the \ryind. Once again she was
the chubby, pretfy Menerima whom 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 mademoisolle from Martinique. The
message was foolish, we had seen from the food-slot that
the machine was broken.

"There's no food or water her€,"'said I. Actually, there
was a puddle of water near the railing, but it had been
blown over the human structural elements on the ground,
and I had no heart to drink it.

Virginia was so huppy that, despite her wounded hand,
her lack-of'water and her lack-of-food, she walked
vigorously and cheerfutty.

Thonght I to myself, Twenty-one minutes. About six
hours have passed. It we stay here we lace unkrwwn
dangrs.

_ Vjgorously we walked downwar{ doum Alpha Ralpha
Boulevard. We had met the Abba-dingo and were itill
"afive." I did not think that I was ',dead," but the words
had been seaningless so long tbat it was hard to think
them.

The ramp was so st€ep going down that we pranced like
horses. The wind blew into our faces with incredible force.
That's what it was, wind, but I looked up the word venl
only after it rvas all over.

We never did S*" the .whole tower-just the wall at
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 material.

The sky was red on one side and a dirty yellow on the
ot&er.
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.Big drops of water began to strike st us.'oThe weather machines are brokenr" I shouted to Vir-
ginia,

she tried to shout back to me but tho wind carried her
words pway. I repeated what I had said about the weather
machines. She nodded happity and warmly, though the
wind was by now whipping her hair past hei face anC Ae
gieces of water which fell from up above were spotting her
{ame-golden gown. It did not matter. She clung io my arm.
Her.happy face smiled at me as we stamped- dorriward,
pracing ourselves against the decline in the ramp. Hei
brown eyes were full of confidence and life. she saw me
looking at her and stre kissed me on the upper arm without
losing step, she was my own girl forever,-ind she knew it,

The water-from-abovo, which I later knew was astual
"rain," cam€ in increasing volume. suddenly it inctuded
b5$s,.A large bird flapped his way vigorousiy agninst the
Ihtliog air and managed to stand JUtt in troit of my
faceo though his air speed was many leagues per hor'. He
cawed in my face and then was carried iway-by the wind.
No soonen had that one gone than another 6ird struck me
in the body. I looked dorrn at it but it too was carried
ayay by the rryrng current CIf air. All I got was a
telepathic echo from its bright blank mind: n*ir*nunol '

Now whotT thought I. A bird's advice is not much to go
upon.

Virginia grabbed my axm and stopped.
I too stopped.
The broken edge of Alpha Ralpha Boulevard was just

ahead. uglv -yellow cloudi swam through the break iike
poisonous fish hastening on an inexplica6le errand.

Virginia was shouting.
I could not hear her, so I leaned -down. That way her

mouth could almost touch my ear.*Where is Macht?" she shouted.
- C*:lrlly I rook her ro the Ieft side of the road, where

fhe rliling gave us sorne protection again.rt the heavy rac-
ioq -rr, a1d against the water comninged with it. By now
neither of us coul{ ryg v_ery far. I mid" her drop io her
knees. r got down beside her. The falling water p6tea oru
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backs, The ligtrt around us had tumd to a dark dirty
yellow.

We could still see, but we could not see much.
I was willing to sit in the shelter of the railing, but she

nudged me. $he 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 thoes
cables, the wild pushing air would soon carry him off and
then there would be no more Maximilien Macht He would
be "dea.d" and his interior parls would bleach somewhere
on tle open ground.

Virginia insisted.
We crept to the edge.
A bkd swept in, tnre as a b'ullet, aiming for my face. I

frinched. A wing touched me. It stung against my chee.k
like fire. I did nqt know that feathers were so tough. The
birds must all have damaged mental mechanisms, thougfut
I, if they hit people on Alpha Ralpha. That is not the riggr
way to behave toward true people.

At last we reached the edge, crawling on our bellies. I
tried to dig the fingernails of my teft hand into the
stonelike material of the railing, but it was fla! and there
was nothing much to hold to, save for the ornamental flut-
ing. My right ann was around Virginia. It hurt me badly
to crawl forward that way, because my body was still
dannaged from the blow against the edge of the road, on
the way coming up. When I hesitated, Virginia thrust ber-
self forward-

We saw nothing.
The gloorn w:rs arCIund us.
The wind and the water beat at us like fists.
Her gown pulled at her like a dog worrying its master. I

wanted to gst her back into the shelter of the lailing,
ufrere we eould wait for the air disturbance to end.

Abruptly, the light shone all around us. It was wild
electricity, wtrich the ancients called lightning. Later I
found that it occurs quite frequently in the areas beyond
the reach of the weather machines.

The bright quick light sbowed us a white face staring at
us. He hung on the cablies below us. His mouth wa$ ope&
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so he nust'have be€n shouting. I shatl nevef know
whether the expression on hif face showed "feaf," or great
happiness. It was full of excitemenl The bright ligbt 

-went

out and I thought that I heard the echo of a call. I reacbpd
for his mind telepathically and there was npthing thera
Just some dimn obstinate bird thinking at me, tKr-no-no-
tto-ttol

- Virginia tightened in my anns. She squirnred around. I
shouted at her in French. She could not Lear.

Tben I called with my mind.
Someone else was tbere.
Virginia's mhd blazed at me, full of revulsion, TIe cat-

girl, Shc is going to touch me!
She twisted. My right arm was suddenly empty. f saw

t_U" 4:* of a golden gown flash over the rdg",- even in
the rtim light. I reached with my mind, and I caught her

"Paul, Paul, I love you. Paul . . . help me!'
The thoughts faded as her body dropped.

The someo,ne else was C'mell, whom we had frrst met in
tbe corridor.

I carne to get you both, she thought at me; not tlnt tt e
birds cwed about her.

What hsve the birds got to do with it?
You saved them. You saved tlteir young, when the red-

topped man was killing them all. AII of us ha,e been wah
ried about what you true people would do to us wlrcn you
were free. We lound out. Some ol you are bad and kiil
gthcr kinds of life. Qthers of you we good and prouct
lile.

Thought I, is tlwt all tlrcre is /o good and bad?
-. lrthupu I should nor have left myself off guard. peopte
did not have to understand fighting, but tle nomuncuU
did. They yere bred amidst battle ana *rey served through
qgubles, C'mell, cat-girt that she waq caught me on the
chin with a pistonlike fist. she had no anesthesia, and the
qnll way-+at or no cat-that she could carry me across
tlre cables in the "q[lhoon" was to have me 

-unconscious

and relaxed.
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I awakened in my oum room. I felt very well indeed"
The robotdoctor was there. Said he:

"You've had a shock. f've akeady reached the Subcom-
missime,r of the rnstru&eotality, and I can erase ths
memories of the last full day, if you want me to."

His expression was pleasant.'
where was the racing wind? The air failing like stone

around us? The water driving where no weather machines
controlled it? where was the golden gown and the wild
fear-hungry face of Maximiliea-Machtf

"-,|_t:1rg\t 
these things,_ but the robot-doctor, not being

t€lepathic, caught ncne of it. I stared hard at him.'lVhetre," I cried, ..is my own hue love?"
Robots cannot sneer, but this one afiempted to do so.

"The naked cat-girr with the btazing hair? bnr rct to get
some clothing."

I stared at him.
ft-foqav-duddy little machine mind cooked up its own

oasty little thouShts, ,.I must say, sir, you .frd people,
change very fast hde€d , . .,,
. . who argues with a machine? It wasn't worth answering
him.

But that other machine? Twenty-one minutes. How
could that work out? How could it hive tnowni r did not
yuot to argue with that other machine either. It must have
}.9: ? y?q powertul left-over machine--perhaps some_thrng used in ancient wars. I had no intention of finding
ouf. Sogg.p*p-b ry$! calt it a gd. I calr it nothing. I d;not need "fear" and r {o not ptopose to go back to-Arpha

, Ralpha Boulevard again.
But hear, oh heartbf minet-how can you ever visit thecaf6 again?
C'mell came in and tho robotdocto,r lEft.
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MARK ELF

The years rolled by; the earth lived on, even when a
stricken and haunted mankind crept through the gtorious
ruins of an irnmense past.

I. DESCENT OF A LADY

Stars wheeled silently over an early summer sky, arcn
though men had, long ago lorgotten to caJI such nights by
thc narne of lun"e.

Loird tried to watch the stars with his eyes cl.osed,. It was
a ticklish and terrifying game lor a telepath: at qny mG
meftt hc might feel the heaveru opening up and might, as
his mind touched the image ol the neari, tiart, plun{e him-
self into a nightmare ol perpetual falting. whenever- he hsd
this sickening shocking ghastly swffocatrng feeling o! lim-
itless fail, he had to close hts mird agatit telepithy long
ernugh to let his powers heal.

He was reaching with his mind lor objects iust above the
Earth, burnt-out spcrce stations which flitted in their mul-
tiplex orbits, spinning torever, lett over lrom the wrec,kage
ol anctent atomic wats.

He lound one.
Found one so anciew it had tw surtiving cryotronic con

trols. Its design was archaic beyond beliet, chemical tubes
had apparently once lifted it out ol Earth's atrnosphere,

He opened his eyes and promptly lost it.
Closing his eyes he groped again with his seeking rnittd

until he found. the ancient derelict. As his mind redrcd tor
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it again the mwcles of his iaw tightercd. He sensed life
witlin it,lile as old os ttrc scluic machine itself.

In an instant he made contact with his yitend Tong
Computer

He poured his knowledge into Tong,s mind.. Keenly in-
terested, Tong sh.ot brck at him an orbit which would cut
tle mildly parabolic pattern of the ord device and bring it
back down into earth's atmosphere.

Iaird made a supreme effort.
Calling on his unseen kiends to aid him, lw semclwd

once more through the rubbish thst raced and twinkled un-
seen iust obove tlu sky. Finding the ancient machine tw
managed to give it a push.

In this fashion, about sixteewtl'nusand yeors afur shc
left Hitler's Reich, carlotn vom Acht began her return to
the Earth of men.

In all those years slre ltad not clwnged.
Earth had.

The ancient rocket tipped. Four hours Later it had
begon to gtaze the stratosphere, ffid its aneient controls,
preserved by cold and trme against all change, went back
into effert. As they thawed they became activated.

The course flattened out.
Fifteen hours later the rocket was seeking a destination.
Electronic controls which had really been dead for

thols_ands of years, out in the changeless time of space it-
self, began to look for German territory, seeking the ter-
ritory by feedbacks which selected characteristic Nazi
Patterns of electronic commrrnisslic4lg scramblers.

There were none.
How could the machine knorv this? The machine had

left the town of Pardubiee on April Z,lg4l,just as the last
German hideouts were being mopped up by the Red Ar-
my.low could the machine know that there was no Hitler,
no Reich, no Europe, no America, no nations? The ma-
chine was keyed to German codes; Onty German codes.

This did not a^ffect the feedback rnechanisms.
They looked for German oodes anyway. There we,re

none. The electronic computer in tbe rocket began to go
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mildty neurotic. It chattered to its€U like an angry monkey,
rested, clrattered again, and then headed the rocket for
something which s€emed to be vaguely electrical. The
rocket descended and the girl awoke.

She knew she was in the box in which her daddy had
placed her. She knew that she was not a cowardly swine
like the Nazis whom her father despised. She was a good
Prussian grrl of noble militar/ family. She had been or-
dered to stay in the box by her fatber. What daddy told
her to do she had always done. That was the first kind of
rule for her kind of girl, a sixteen-year-old of tbe Junker
class. The noise increased.

The electronic chattering flared up into a wild m€dley
of clicks.

She could smell smething perfectly dreadful burning,
so{nething awful and roften like flesh. She was afraid fbat
it was he,rself, but she felt no pain.

"VadL Vsdi, what is happening to me?" $he cried to
her father.

(Her father had been dead sixteen*thousand and more
yeffis. Obviously enough he did not a.nswer.)

The rocket began to spin. The ancient leather har:ness
holding her broke looae. Even though her section of the
rocket was no bigger tban a coffin she was cruelly bruised.

Sbe began to cry.
She vomited, even tlough very little came up. Then she

slid in her own vomit and felt nasty and ashamed because
of something which was a terribty simple human reaction.

The noises all met in a screa:rring shrieking climax. The
last thing she remembered was the firing of the forwad
decelerato,rs. The metal had become fatigued so that the
tubes not only fired forward; they blew themselves to
pieces sidewise as well.

She was unconscious when the rocket crashed. Perhaps
that saved her life, since the least mussular tension would
have led to tbe ripping of muscle and the crack of bone.
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II. A MORON FOUND HER

His metals and plumes beamed in the moonlight as ho
scampered about the dark forest in his gorgeous uniform.
The government of the world had long sincp b€en left to
the Morons by the tnre men, who had no interest in such
things as politics or administration.

Carlotta's weight, not her conscious will, had tripped
the escape handle.

Her body lay hatr in, half out of the roclcet.
She had gotten a bad burn on her left ann where her

skin touched the hot outer surface of the rockeL
The Moron pafred the bushes and approached.
"I am the Lord High Adminisftator of Area .73," he

said, identrfying himself according to the rules.
The unconscious girl did not answer. He rose up close

to the rockot, crouching low lest the dangers of the night
devour him, and listened intently to the radiatim cotrnter
built in under the skin of his skull behind his left ear. He
lifted the girl dextrously, flung her gently over his shoulder,
turned about, ran back into the bushes, made a righ.t-angle
turn, ran a few paces, looked about him u:rdecidedly, and
then ran (still uncertain, still rabbitlike) down to the
brook.

He reached into his pocket and found a burn-balm. He
applied a thick coating to the burn on her arm. It would
stay, killing the pain and protecting the skin until the burn
was healed.

He splashed cool water on her face. She awakened"
"Yfo bin ich?" said she in German.

On the other side of the world Laird, the telepath, had
forgotten for the moment about the rockst. He might have
understood her, but he was not there; The forest was
around her and the forest was full of life, fear, hate, Eurd
pitilegs destruction.

The Moron babbled in his own language.
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She looked at him and thorght that he was a Russian,
Said she in Gerrran, "Are you a Russian? Are you a

German? Are you part of General Vlasov's army? How far,
are we foom Prague? You must trsat ms couteously. I am
an impotant grl . . ,tl

The Moron stared at her.
His face began to grin witb innocent and consummate

lust. (The true men had never felt it nece'ssary to inhibit
the breeding habits of Morons between the Beasts, the
Unforgiven, Md the Menschenjagers. It was hard fo,r any
kind of human being to stay alive. The true men wanted
the"Morons to go on breeding, to carry reports, to gather
up a few necessaries, and to distract the other inhabitants
of the world enough to let the tnre men have the quiet and
contemplation which their exalted but weary t€tnpera-
ments demanded.)

This Moron was typical of his kind. To him food meant
eat, water meant drink, wotnan meant lusL

He did not discriminate.
Weary, confused, and bruised though she was, Car{otta

still recognized his expression.
Sixteen-thousand years ago *e had expected to be

raped or murdered by the Russinns. This sold.ier wir a
fantastic little m2nr plump and grhning, with enough
medals for a Soviet colonel general. From what she could
see in the moonlight, h was clean-shaven and pleasanf
but he looked innocent and stupkl to be so high-ra.nking an
officer. Perhaps the Russians were all like that, she
thought.

He reached for her.
Tired as she was, sfie slapped him.
The Moron was mixed up in his thoughts. He knew that

he had the right to capture any Moron woman whm te
might find. Yet he also knew that it was wor$e than
death to touch any woman of the true men. Which was
this-this thing-this power---this entify wbo had
descended from the stars?

Pity is as old and emotional as lust" As his lust rec€ded,
his elemental human pity took over. He reached in hie
jerkin pocket for a few scraps of food.
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He hetd them out to her,
She ate, looking at him trus$trlly, very much the child.
fuddenly there was a crashing in the woods.
Carlotta wondered what had happened.
Wben she first saw him his face had been full of con-

cerrt. Theu he had grinned and had talked. I-ater he had
beoome lustrul. Finally he had acted very much the
gentleman. Now he looked blank, brain and bone and skin
all concentrated into the act of listening-listening for
something else, beyond the crashing, which stre could not
hear. He turned back to her.

"You must run. You must nrn. Get up and nrn. I tell
you, run!"

She listened to his babble without comprehensisn
Once again he crouched to listen.
He looked at her with blank borror on his face. Carlotta

tried to understand what was tbe mafter, but she could not
riddle hig psaning.

Throe more strange little men
came crashing odt of tbe woods,

dressed exactly like him

They ran like elk or deer before a forest fire. Their faces
were blank with the exertion of runni:ng. Tbeir eyes looked
straight ahead so that they seemed alnost blind. It was a
wonder that they evaded the tlees. They carne crashing
d"oqm the slope scattering leaves as they ran. They splashed
the waters of the brook as they stomped recklessly through
it. With a half-animal cry Carlotta's Moron joined them.

The last she saw of him, he was running away into the
woods, his plumes gxinning ridiculously as his head nod-
ded with the exertion of nrnning.

From the direction from which the Morons had come an
unearthly creepy sound whistled through the woods. It was
whistling, steatthy and low, accompanied by the very quiet
sound of machinery.

The noise sounded like atl the tanks in the world oorn-
pressed into the living ghost-of a tank, into the heart of a
machine q&ich survived its oum destnrction and spirit-
likq haunted the scenes of old battles.

As the ssund approached Carlotta turned toward it. She
tried to $tand up and could not. She facod the danger. (aU
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Prussian girls, deetined to be the mothers of officers,
wsre taught to face darger and never to turn their backs
on it.) As the noise earle close to her she could hear the
high crazT inquiry of soft electronic chatter. It resernbled
the sonar she had once heard in her father's laboratory at
the Reichs-secret offices project of Nordnacht.

The machine came out of the woods.
And it did look like a ghcr.

ru. THE DEATH OF ALL MEN

Carlofta stared at the machine. It had legs like a
grasshopper, a body fike a ten-foat turtle, and three heads
which.moved restlessly in the moonlighf

From the forward edge of the top shell a hidden arm
leapt forth, seeming to strike al her, deadlier than a cobra,
quicker than a jaguar, more silent than a bat flitting acro,sg
the face of the moon.

"Don't!"- Carlotta ssrsnmed in German. The arm
stopped suddenly in the moo,nlight.

The stop w€ls so sudden that the netal twanged like the
string of a bow.

The beads of the machine all turned toward her.
Something like surprise seemed to overtake the ma-

chine. The whistling dropped down to a soothing purr.
The electronic chatter burst up to a crescendo and then
stoppe{. The machine dropped to its knees.

C-arlotta crawled over to it.
Said she in Gerrran, "What ale you?"
"I am the death of all men qft.o oppose the Sixth Ger-

man Reich," said the machine in fluted singsong Gerrnan.
"lf the Reichsangeiroeriger wishes to identify De, my
modgl and nunber are written oo my cala;lace,"

The machine knelt at a heigbt so low that Carlotta
could seize ooe of the heads and look in the moonligbt at
the edge of the top shell. The head and neck, though made
of metal, felt muc,h more weak and brittle than she ex-
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pected. There was about fhe machine an air of immense
age.

"I canrt s€e," wailed Carlotta, .I need a light.'n
There was the ache and grfud of long-unused ma-

9hinery. Another mechanical arm appeared, dropping
flakes of near-crystauized dirt as it moved. The tip of ttre
arm exuded light, blue, penetrating and strange.

Brook, forest, small ialley, machine, even fierself, were
aII lit up by the soft penetrating blue tight which did not
furt her eyes. The light even gave her a sense of well-
b"ing. With the light she coUa read. Traaed on the
carapace just above the three heads was this inscription:

WAFFENAMT DES SECHSTEN DEI..TTSCHEN
REICHES

BURG EISENHOWER, A.D. A95.
And then below it in much larger Latin letters: r

MENSCTIENJAGER MARK ELF.
"What dcres 'Man-hunter, Model Ele,ven' mean?"
"That's rte," whistled the machine. "How is it you don't' know me if you €Lre a German?"
"Of course, I'm a German, you fool!" said Carlotta.

"Do I look like a Russian?"
"What is a Russian?' said the machine.
Carlotta stood in the blue light wondering, dreaming,

dreading-dreading the unknown which had materiatized
- around her.

When her father, Heit:.a Horst Ritt€tr vom Aeh,tr pfo-
fessor and doctor of mathemUical physics at project
Nordnacht, had fired her into tbe sky before he himseU
awaited a gue6o{ne d€alh at the hands of the Soviet sol-
diery, he had told her noth{ng about the Sixth Reich,
nothing about what she might meet, nothing about the
future. It came to her mind that pe,rhaps the world was
dead, thar the strange little men were not near Prague,
that she was in Eleave.lr o,r Hell, herself being dead, or if
herself alive, was in sosle o{her wodd, or her own world
in the future, or things beyond all humas ken, or problems
wbich no mind coutd solve, . .

She fainted again.
The Menschenjiiger cotrld not know that she was un-
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conscious and addre$sed her in seriotrs high-pitched
singsong German, "Geflnan citizeo, have coofidence that
I wifl prot*t you. I am built to identity German thoughts
and to kitl all Inen who do not have tflre German
thoughts."

The machine hesitated. A loud chatter of elestronic
clicks echoed across the silent woods while the machine
tri€d to compute its own mind. It was not easy to select
from the long-unused store of words for so ancient and so
new a situation. The machins slood in its own blue light.
The only sound was the sound of the brook moving ir-
resistibly about its gentle and unliving business. Even the
birds in the trees and the insects round about were hush€d
into silence by the presence of the drcad€d vlistling ma-
china

To the sonrnd-receptors of the Menschenias,r the nrn-
ning of the Morons, by now some two miles distant, cirme
as a very faint pitter-patterr.

The machine was torn between two duties, the long-
qtrrent and familiar duty of killing all men who were not
German, and the ancient and forgotten duty of ruccoring
all Germax^s, whower they night be. After another perid
of electronic chatter the machine began to speak agai&
Benea& the grind of its singsong German there was a
crrious warning, a reminder of the whistle v&ich it made
as it move4 a s,ound of immense mechanical aod electronic
effort.

Said the machine, "You aro Gernan- It has been long
since there has been any German anynthere" I bave gone
around tbe world twothousand-three-and-tweoty-eigbt
times. I have HXed s,evenf.een-thousand-four-hundred-an&
sixty-nirc enemies of tbe Sixth German Reich for sure,
and I harrc probably kilted forty-tweth<nrsand-and-seve'n
additional ones. I have beon back to the automa.tic
restoration center eleven times. The enemies who call
themselves the true tnen always etude me. One of them I
have sot killed for msre than three-thousand years. Tho
ordinary men whom some call tha Unforgiven are the ones
I kill most of all, but frequently I catch Morons and kill
them, too. I am fighting for Germany, but I cannot find
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9r**y anywhere. There are no Germans in Gerurany.
There are no Germans anlmhere. I accept orders from no
one but a German. Yet there have been no Germans
anywhere, no Germans anywhere, no Germans anyrhere

The machine seemed to get a catch in its electronic brain
because it went on repeating rw Germans anywhere thrl*-
or four-hundred times.

Carlottacame to as the machine was dreamily talking to
itself, repeating with sad and lunatic intensity w Gerntans
anywhere.

Said she, "fm a German."
". . . rIO Germans anywhere, no Germans anywh?tpl ex-

cept you, except you, except you."
The'mechanical.voice ended in a thin screech.
Carlotta tried to come to her feet.
At last the machine found words agaiL 'cg/ls1*

de-I--do-now?"
"Help me," said Carlotta firmly.
This command seemed to tap an operable feedback in

the ancient cybernetic assembly: "I cannot help you,
member of the Sixth German Reich. For that you need a
rescue machine, I am not a rqscue machine. I am a hunter
of men, designed to kill all the enemies of the Gernan
Reich."

"Get me a rescue machine then," said Cadotta.
The blue light went off, leaving Carlotta standing

blinded in the dark. She was shaky on her legs. The voice
of the Menschenjdger came to her,

"f am not a rsscue machine. There are no rescue ma-
chines. There are no rescue machines anywhere. There is
no Germany anywhere. There are no Germans anywhere,
no Germans anywhere, oo Germans anSnrhere, except
you. You must ask a rescue macbine. Now I go. I must
kill men. Men who are enemiee of the Sixth German
Reich. That is all I can do. I ean frght forever. I shatl frnd
a man and kill him. Then I shall find aaother man and kill
him. I depart on the work of the Sixth German Reich."

The whistling and clicking res'umed.
With inc.redible daintiness the machinp stepped as
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lightly as.a cat across the brook. Carlotta listened intently
in tni aarhaqs. Even the dry leaves of last year did not
stir as the Menschenjiiger moved through the shadow of
the fresh leafy tre€s,

Abruptly there was silence.
Carlotta could hear the agonized clickety-clack of the

connputers in the Menschenjaget. The forst becane a
weird silhouette as the blue light went back on

Tbe machine returned.
Standing on the far side of the brook it spoke to her in

the dry, high-fluted singng German voice,
"No$' that I have found a German I will report to you

once every hundred years. That is correct. Perhaps that is
correct. I do not know. I was built to report to officem.
You are not an officer. Nevertheless you are a German.
So I will report every htrndred years. Meanwhile watch out
for the Kaskaskia Effect.""Cartotta, sitting again, was chewing some of the dry
cubic food scraps which the Moron had left behind. They
tasted like a mockery of chocolate. With her mouth full
she tried to shout to the Melrschenjdger, "Wss ist das?"

Apparently the machino understood, because it
answered, "fhe Kaskaskia Eftect is an American weapon.
The Americans are all gone. There are no Americans
anywhere, tro {psrisans anywhere, tro Americans
anywhere.-"

"Stop repeating yourself," said Carlotta. "What is that
effect you are talking about?"

"The Kaskaskia Effect stops the Menschenj[gers, stops
the true men, stops the Beasts. It can be sensed, but it can-
not be seen or measured. It moves like a cloud. Onty
simple men with clean thoughts and happy lives can live in-
side it. Birds and ordinary beasts can live inside iq too.
The Kask-askia Effect moves about like clouds. There are
more than twenty-one and less than thirty-four Kaskaskia
Effects moving slowly about this planet Earth, I have car-
ried other Menschenjagers back for restoration and re-
building, but the restoration center can find no fault. Tho
Kaskaskia Effect ruins us. Therefore, we run away even
though the officers told us to run from no{hing. If we did
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not run away we would cease to exist. you are a German.
I think the Kaskaskia Effect would kiil you. Now I go to
hunt a man. IVhen I find him I will kill him."

The blue light wenr off.
The machine whistled and clicked its way into the dark

silence of the wooded night.

IV. COhI\{ERSATION WTTH THE MIDDLE.STZED
BEAR

Carlotta w{N comptetely adult.
_ she had left the- screaming uproar of Fltler Germany as
it fell to ruins in its Bohemian outposts. she had obeyed
her father, the Ritter vom Acht, as he passed her and her
sisters into missiles which had been designed as personnel
and supply carriers for the Ffust German Nationat so-
cialist Moon Base:

Hg and his medical brother, professor Doctor Joachirn
vo.m.. Acht, had hamessed the Srls securely h their
missiles.

Their uncle the Doctor had given them shots.
Karla had gone first, the,lr Juli, and then Carlotta.
Then the barbed-wire fortress of pardubice and the

monotonouq gnnd of Wermacht trucks trying to escape
the air strikes of the Red Air Force and-thi American
fighter-bombers died in the one night and this noysterious
"forest in the middle of nothingai-all" was born in the
rcrt nigbt.

Carlotta was completely dazed,
she fo'nd a smooth-looking place at the edge of the

brook. The old leaves were fielpea high here.- witn*rt
regard for further dangorl she slept

She had not been asleep more than a few minutes
before the bushes parted again.

This time it was a bear. The bear stood at the edge of
the darkness and looked into the moonrit valley wittr ttre
brook running through it. He could hear no sound of
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Morons" no whistle of manshonyaggern as he and his kind'
called the hunting macbines. When he was sure all was
safe, be twitched his claws and reached delicately into a
leather bag which was hanging from his neck by a thong.
Gently he took out a pair of spectacles and fittsd them
slowly and carefulty in front of his tired old eyes.

He thea sat doum next to the girl and waited for her to
wake up,

She did not wake until dawn.
Sunlight and birdsong awakened her.
(Could it have been tle probing ol t airds mind, whose

far-reaching senses told him thot a worwn had magicaVy
and mysteriously emerged lrom the archaic rocket and
that th.ere was a hurnan being unlike all the other kinds of
mdnkind waking at a brookside in a place which had once
been called MarylondT)

Carlotta awoke, but she was sick.
She had a fever.
Her back ached.
Her eyelids were almost stuck together with foam, The

world had had time to develop all sorts of new allergeni,c
substances since she had last walked on the surface of the
Eartb- Four civil,izations had come and vanished. They and
their weapoos were sure to leave nembrane-inflaming
residua behind.

Her skin itched.
Her stomach felt upset.
Her arm was numb and covered with some kind of

sticky black. She did not know it was a burn covered by
the salve which tbe Moron had given her the previous
night.

Her clothes were dry and seemed to be falling off ber in
shreds.

Stre felt so bad that when she noticed the bear she did
not even have strength to run.

She just closed her eyes agah.
Lyrng there with her eyes closed she wondered all over

again where she wus.
Said the bear in perfect German. "You are at the edge

of the Unselfing 7-one. You have been rescued by a Moron.
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Y"u-.hu*. stop@ a Menschenjager very mysteriously. For
tbe first time in my own life I can s&e into i German mind
and I see that the word manshonyagger shoutd really be
Menschenjsgtr, a hunter of men Allow me to introduce
myself. I am the Middle-Sized Bear who lives in theee
woods."

The voice not 9nry spoke German, but it spoke exactly
the riglrt kind of German. The voice so.rnded like thl
German which carlotta had heard throughout her life
from her father, It was a masculine voiie, confident,
serircw, reassuring. with her eyes still closed she realized
that it w&s a bear who was doing the talking. with a start
she recalled that the bear had been wearinglpectacles,

Said she, sitting up, "What do you wani?"-
"Nothing," said the bear mildly.
They looked at each other for a while.
Then said Carlotta" "lVbo are you? Where did you

learn German? What's going to happen to me?"
"Does- the Fr?iuleinr" asked the beax, ,,wish me to

answer the questions in order?"
"Don't be silly," said Carlotta. ..I don't care what or-

der, Anyhow, Im hungry. Do you have anything I could
ep;t?"

- The bear responded gently, '.you wouldn't like hunting
for insect grubs. I have learned German by reading your
mind. Bears like me are fiends of the true men and we
a,re good telepaths, The Monons are afraid of us, but we
are afraid of the manshonyaggers. Anyhow, you don't
have to worry very much because yo{rr nirsUanO-is coming
goo&tt

Carlotta had been walking down toward the brook.to get
a drink. His tast words stopped her in hEr tracls.

"My husband?" she gaspd.
"So probab,ly that it is c€rtain. There is a true man

named Laird qfro has brougtrt you down. He already
knows what you are thinking, ard I can s€e his pleasure in
finding a human being u&o is wild aod strange, but not
really wild and not really strange. At tbis moment he is
thinking that you may have left the ccnfuries to bring the
gift of vitaliry back among mankind. He i$ thinking that
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you and he will have wondorful children. Now he is telting
me not to tell you what I think he ttinks, for fear that yoil
will run away." Tbe beax chucHed,

Carlotta stood, her mouth agap.
.. "You may sit in my chair," said the Middte-Sized Bearn
"or you can wait here until Laird comes to get you. Eithei
way you will be talren care of. Your sickness will heal.
Your ailments will
know this because

go
I r

away. Yotr will be happy again. I
one of the wisest of all knoqn

bea.rs.'n
Carlotta was ffigry, confused, frightened, aod sick

again. She started to run.
Something as solid as a blow hit her.
She knew without being told that it was the bear's mind

reaching out and encompassing hers.
It hit--&oom!*and that was all.
She had never before stopped to think of how com-

fonable a bear's mind was. It was like lying in a great big
bed and having mother take care of one when ore was a
v"ry liftle girl, glad to be petted and sure of getting well

The anger pour€d out of her. The fear-left ier. The
sickness began to lighten. The morning seemed beautiful.

She herself felt beautiful as she turned-
Out of the blue sky, dropping swiftly but gracefully,

came the tigure of a tronze young man. A happy thoughi
Pulsed against hernind, Tlut is Iaird, my beiwed. H; is
coming. He is coming. I slnll be hsppy lorever after.

It was Laird.
And so she was.
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