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I ntroduction

“BEST” iswhéat is caled in Generd Semantics a defining word. What this means is that the word of itsdf
implies a State, or levd, of superiority in something.

But that, if you will think about it, is merdly a value judgment of a person, a committee, or a group.
That is itisan intdlectud, or emotiond, consderation. As such, it can never be an operational term.

So we are not surprised when, each year in the U.SAA. these days, hdf a dozen publishers issue
best-of-the-year science fiction. Worse, with a couple of well-advertised exceptions, none of the stories
inone “Best” isthe same as those of any of the others.

Authors have lived with such contradictions with equa-nimity since the early days of SF.

Not too long ago, one of the best-of -that-year editors asked an SF writer if he had a story that had not
dready been anthologized too often. Said author presently sent, dong a story which he had selected
because, until then, it had only been printed in a collection of his own stories. The editor accepted it as
one of the best of the year without reading any of the other stories written by that author.

Now, it happened that the story which was submitted under these restricting requirements was the best
short story ever written by that author. That year it won the Hugo award of the World Science Fiction
Convention. None of the other “Best” editors had had the foresight to indlude it in their anthologies,

| have a lesser example from my own experience. Years ago, the editor of a magazine asked me to
sdlect one of my stories for what was cdled an author’s choice of his own best story. The editor,
however, required that | limit my sdection to a story printed in his magazine. The problem was he had
only published three of my stories.

Like mogst SF authors | handled this Stuation with the total gplomb of someone who redizes that falure
to make such a choice Imply means your story is not included. P.S. | got the check.

Still--1 should report--no one likes to be cynicdl.

Truth is, | have dways had my own favorites among my stories, and occasiondly re-read these.

Before | tdl you my own choice, let me lig for you those stories of mine which have repeatedly won
the accolade of my particular readership.

Short dories (early titles) “Far Centaurus’, “Enchanted Village’, “The Monger”. This last has
sometimes been titled “ Resurrection”, (more recent title) “Itsalf”.

Noveettes. (early titles) “Black Destroyer”, “ Cooperate--Or Elsg’, The Weapon Shop”, (recent titles)
“The Proxy Intdligence’, “The Silki€’--novelette version--and “ The Reflected Men”.

Novels (early) San, The Voyage of the Soace Beagle and The World of Null-A, (recent) Quest for
the Future and The Darkness on Diamondia.

Now, why are those not my choices also? Well, | like far-out science fiction.

Does far-out--you may wonder--mean unscientific? Does it mean that | have a fantasy orientation as
diginct from scentific extrgpolation. Does it mean that | like it when an author creates bizarre but
impossble stuations.

No--to dl three questions.

Take “The Storm”--which | indude in my ligt. Surdly, a firs look, some of the idess in it are as
far-fetched as you could ask for. A “gorm” in space. A planet revolving around the mogt fantagtic sun in
the known universe: S-Doradus.

I'll concentrate on that last item. When | got the idea, | wrote John W. Campbell, editor of
Astounding, and asked himif it was possible to obtain any vdid concept of such a planet. What would
the sky look like? The plant life? etc. He wrote an astronomer friend. Among the three of us we evolved
the planet as described in the story. So far as | know it's the only description in existence. And it's
accurate.



There is an error in the origind magazine verson--and | have decided to let it stand in this present
volume. Jugt to show you how difficult these matters are, let me describe the mistake. The astronomy
texts | had avalable did not dearly identify which of the Magdlanic Clouds contan S-Doradus. This
particular point did not cross my mind during the correspondence. Suddenly, it was too late. | had to
guess. Now, inthose days | gave alat of attention to the sounds of words. It was my bdief that certan
letters dl by themselves conveyed afeding. And so, when | wanted this feding, or that, | would look for
words with those sounds in them, and subgtitute them for words that might, otherwise, appear to be more
suitable.

My critics presently took me apart on my use of the English language, particularly ridiculing such
passages. So | abandoned the technique. However, before | was demol-ished, | decided that the word
Lesser had a better feding for my purposes than Greater. So, on this basis, | placed the great and
glorious S-Doradus in the Lesser Magdlanic Cloud.

A few years later, while | was looking up something ese in another text, there was the truth. Meaning,
it wasin the Greater Magelanic Cloud.

Those things happen to SF authors, das.

Ancther example: | read an entire text book on the production and manufacture of sted and its
by-products. | used the terminology in a little short story, titled, “ Jugger-naut”. To my dismay, a reader
wrote in with a puzzled appraisa, Sating that | seemed to know something about the subject; but that, as
ased man himsdf, he had to report that he had never heard any of the terms.

It developed that | had read a book about British sted production.

A third story needing comment is “The Ghogt”. It appeared origindly in Unknown Worlds, a fantasy
megazine. Well, it's science fiction. The ideain it derives from the time theories of a British philosopher,
named Dunne. He called histime concept serial time.

When | was age eighteen--and a would-be writer--1 loved the lush style of A. Merritt, the cosmic
dories of E. E. Smith, and the western yarns of Max Brand. By the time | got around to eighteen a
second time (age thirty-six, for you people who can't add) | was mysdf a science fiction writer, and had
in fact written most of the stories which were subsequently regarded as my “Best”. | spent my third
eighteen years making a study of human behavior. During this time, | wrote a non-fiction book, The
Hypnotism Hand-book for a psychologist. In 1962, The Violent Man, nmy Red China novd (not
science fiction) was published by Parrar, Straus and Giroux. Ancther study begun in the fifties recently
culminated in a second norHfiction title, The Money Personality. A third study--on women--will have an
SF nove based on it (The Secret Galactics) to be published by Prentice-Hall, Inc. in March 1974.

In 1964 | again started to write science fiction. The firg of my new stories was “The Expendables’.

| am bemused by the possibility that what | wrote with a hammer and a chisd (so to speak) in my
younger days, adhering rigidly to an 800-word-scene-method writing, is actudly better than what | can
now do when | am so much more knowledgesble. For example, today | fed that | understand human
behavior, money, women, men (though not children), exercise, dreams, and writing technique as never
before. Then, | just let character happen according to the needs of the story. Now, | know at dl times
what I’'m doing, and why. It feds better. And | redly think it's going to turn out better.

Here, without further prdiminary discussion, is my lig of my favorites shorter dories: (early) “The
Monater”, “War of Nerves’, (laer) “The Ultra Man’; noveettes: (early) “Vault of the Beast”, “The
Sorm”, “Hand of the Gods’, (later) “Silkies in Space’, “The Proxy Intdligence’; noveds (early) The
World of Null-A, (later) The Slkie, The Battle of Forever.

Those are my very top choices. Following close behind these are “Dear Pen Pd”, “The Catasaad’,
and “ Juggernaut” (short); “Expendables’, “The Ghogt”, “The Weapon Shop”, “ Secret Unattainable’, and
“The Green Forest” (novelettes); and the noves, The Weapon Shops of Isher, The Wizard of Linn and
Future Glitter.

| want to make a brief comment about a couple of those choices. “Proxy Intdligence’ is a sequel to an
early novela, “Asylum’, which at one time | considered one of my best stories. | dill do; but | prefer
“Proxy”. (At some future time there will be another sequd, titled “1.Q. 10,000”--at the moment | don’'t
quite fed up to doing that.)



Itisvery likdy that, of my Linn stories, “Hand of the Gods’ isthe most perfectly organized. These firs
Linn gories were to some extent unconscioudy modeled on Robert Graves's |, Claudius-so | had
pointed out to me later. But | had done such a vast amount of reading in that particular Roman period
that | redly thought it was Roman history. However, the Linn family tree was modeled on the Medici line
of Florence. So Clane is a combination of Claudius and Lorenzo. Transferred to 12,000 A.D., the whole
thing acquired alife of its own, and even won a grudging accolade from my principd U.S. critic Damon
Knight.

The gtories printed in this present volume, and the novels | have named, qudify for my persona
accolade because they are farther out than the stories not included inmy list.

I recommend them to dl my far-out reader types.

A.E.van Voqt,
Hollywood, Cdif., 1973

DEAR PEN PAL

Planet Aurigeell
DEAR Pen Pd:

When | fird received your letter from the interstellar correspondence club, my impulse was to ignore it.
The mood of one who has spent the last saventy planetary periods—-years | suppose you would cdl
them--in an Aurigaen prison, does not make for a pleasant exchange of letters. However, life is very
boring, and so | findly settled mysdf to the task of writing you.

Your description of Earth sounds exditing. | would like to live there for awhile, and | have a suggestion
inthis connection, but | won't mention it till | have developed it further.

You will have noticed the materid on which this letter iswritten. It is a highly senstive metd, very thin,
vay flexible, and | have enclosed severd sheets of it for your use. Tungsten dipped in any strong acid
makes an excdlent mark on it. It is important to me that you do write on it, as my fingers are too
hot--literally--to hold your paper without damaging it.

I'll say no more just now. It is possible you will not care to correspond with a convicted crimind, and
therefore | shdl leave the next move up to you. Thank you for your letter. Though you did not know its
destination, it brought a moment of cheer into my drab life.

Skander

Aurigeell
Dear Pen PA:

Your prompt reply to my letter made me happy. | amn sorry your doctor thought it excited you too
much, and sorry, aso, if | have described my predicament in such a way as to make you fed badly. |
welcome your many questions, and | shdl try to answer them dll.

You sy the internationd correspondence club has no record of having sent any letters to Aurigee.
That, according to them, the temperature on the second planet of the Aurigae sun is more than 500
degrees Fahrenheit. And that lifeis not known to exig there. Y our dub isright about the temperature and
the letters. We have what your people would cdl a hot climate, but then we are not a hydrocarbon form
of life, and find 500 degrees very pleasant.

| must gpologize for deceiving you about the way your firs letter was sent to me. | didn't want to
frighten you away by tdling you too much a once. After dl, | could not be expected to know that you
would be enthusagtic to hear from me.

Thetruthisthat | am a scientist, and, dong with the other members of my race, | have known for some
centuries that there were other inhabited systems in the gaaxy. Since | am alowed to experiment in my



spare hours, | amused mysdf in attempts a communication. | developed severd dmple systems for
bresking in on gdactic communication operations, but it was not until 1 developed a subspacewave
control that | was able to draw your letter (dong with severd others, which | did not answer) into a cold
chamber.

| use the cold chamber as both sending and receiving center, and since you were kind enough to use
the materid which | sent you, it was easy for me to locate your second letter among the mass of mail that
accumulated at the nearest headquarters of the interstelar correspondence club.

How did | learn your language? After dl, it is a ample one, paticularly the written language seems
easy. | had no difficulty with it. If you are dill interested in writing me, 1 shdl be happy to continue the
correspondence.

Skander

Dear Pen PA:

Your enthusasm isrefreshing. You say that | falled to answer your question about how | expected to
vist Earth. | confess | ddiberately ignored the question, as my experi-ment had not yet proceeded far
enough. | want you to bear with me a short time longer, and then | will be able to give you the details.
You are right in saying that it would be difficult for a being who lives a a temperature of 500 degrees
Fahrenhet to mingle fredy with the people of Earth. This was never my intention, so please relieve your
mind. How-ever, let us drop that subject for the time being.

| appreciate the delicate way in which you approach the subject of my imprisonment. Bt it is quite
unnecessary. | performed forbidden experiments upon my body in a way tha was deemed to be
dangerous to the public welfare. For ingtance, among other things, | once lowered my surface
temperature to 150 degrees Fahrenheit, and so shortened the radioactive cyde-time of my surroundings.
This caused an unexpected break in the normd person to person energy flow in the city where | lived,
and s0 charges were lad againg me. | have thirty more years to serve. It would be pleasant to leave my
body behind and tour the universe--but as | said I'll discuss that later.

| wouldn't say that we' re a superior race. We have certain qudities which gpparently “your people do
not have. We live longer, not because of any discoveries we ve made about ourselves, but because our
bodies are built of a more enduring eement--I don’t know your name for it, but the atomic weight is 52.9
#. Our scentific discoveries are of the kind that would normaly be made by a race with our kind of
physca structure. The fact that we can work with temperatures of as high as--I don't know just how to
put that--has been very hepful in the development of the sub-space energies which are extremdy haot,
and require delicate adjusments. In the later stages these adjustments can be made by machinery, but in
the development the work must be done by “hand’--I put that word in quotes, because we have no
hands in the same way that you have.

| am encdlosng a photographic plate, properly cooled and chemicdized for your dimate. | wonder if
you would set it up and take a picture of yoursdf. All you have to do is arrange it properly on the basis of
the laws of light--that is, light travelsin Sraight lines, so stand in front of it--and when you are ready think
“Ready!” The picture will be automaticaly taken.

Would you do this for me? If you are interested, | will also send you a picture of mysdf, though | must
warn you. My appearance will probably shock you.

Sincerdy,
Skander

Planet Aurigeell
Dear Pen PA:

Jugt a brief note in answer to your question. It is not necessary to put the plate into a camera. You
describe this as a dark box. The plate will take the picture when you think, “Ready!” | assure you it will
be flooded with light.

Skander



Aurigeell
Dear Pen P4:

You say that while you were waiting for the answer to my last letter you showed the photographic
plate to one of the doctors at the hospital--1 cannot picture what you mean by doctor or hospitd, but let
that pass--and he took the problem up with government authorities. Problem? | don’'t understand. |
thought we were having a pleasant corres-pondence, private and personal.

| shdl certainly appreciate your sending that picture of yoursdf.

Skander

Aurigeell
Dear Pen PA:

| assureyou | am not annoyed a your action. It merdy puzzled me, and | am sorry the plate has not
been returned to you. Knowing what governments are, | can imagine that it will not be returned to you for
sometime, so | am taking the liberty of indosng another plate.

| cannot imagine why you should have been warned againgt continuing this correspondence. What do
they expect meto do?--eat you up at long distance? I'm sorry but | don't like hydrogen in my diet.

Inany event, | would like your picture as a memento of our friendship, and | will send mine as soon as
| have re-celved yours. You may keep it or throw it away, or gve it to your governmentd
authorities-but at least | will have the knowledge thet I’ ve given afar exchange.

With dl best wishes
Skander

Aurigeell
Dear Pen PA:

Your last letter was so dow in coming that | thought you had decided to break off the correspondence.
| was sorry to notice that you faled to enclose the photograph, puzzled by your reference to having a
relapse, and cheered by your statement that you would send it dong as soon as you fdt better--whatever
that means. However, the important thing is that you did write, and | respect the philosophy of your club
which asks its members not to write of pessmidic matters. We dl have our own problems which we
regard as overshadowing the problems of others. Here | am in prison, doomed to spend the next 30
years tucked away from the man stream of life. Even the thought is hard on my restless spirit, though |
know | have along life ahead of me after my release.

In spite of your friendly letter, | won't fed that you have completdy re-established contact with me
until you send the photograph.

Y oursin expectation
Skander

Aurigeell
Dear Pen PA:

The photograph arrived. As you suggest, your appearance dtartled me. From your description |
thought | had mentaly reconstructed your body. It just goes to show that words cannot redly describe an
object which has never been seen.

You'll notice that I've enclosed a photograph of mysdf, as | promised | would. Chunky, melic
looking chap, am | not, very different, I'll wager, than you expected? The various races with whom we
have communicated become wary of us when they discover we are highly radioactive, and that literdly
we are aradioactive form of life, the only such (that we know of) in the universe. It's been very trying to
be s0 isolated and, as you know, | have occasiondly mentioned that | had hopes of escaping not only the
deadly imprison-ment to which | am being subjected but also the body which cannot escape.

Perhaps you'll be interested in hearing how far this idea has developed. The problem involved is one of
exchange of persondities with someone dse. Actudly, it is not redly an exchange in the accepted
meaning of the word. It is necessary to get an impress of both individuds, of ther mind and of their



thoughts as well as their bodies. Since this phase is purdly mechanicd, it is Smply a matter of taking
complete photographs and of exchanging them. By complete | mean of course every vibraion must be
registered. The next step is to make sure the two photographs are exchanged, that is, that each party has
somewhere near im a complete photograph of the other. (It is dready too late, Pen Pd. | have st in
moation the sub-space energy interflow between the two plates, so you might as well read on.) As | have
saditisnot exactly an exchange of persondities. The origind persondity in each individud is suppressed,
literdly pushed back out of the consciousness, and the image persondity from the “photographic” plate
replacesit.

Y ou will take with you a complete memory of your life on Earth, and | will take dong memory of my
life on Aurigae. Smultaneoudy, the memory of the recaiving body will be blurrily a our disposa. A part
of us will dways be pushing up, driving to regain consciousness, but dways lacking the strength to
succeed.

As soon as | grow tired of Earth, | will exchange bodies in the same way with a member of some other
race. Thirty years hence, | will be happy to redam my body, and you can then have whatever body | last
happened to occupy.

Thisshould be a very happy arrangement for us both. Y ou, with your short life expectancy, will have
out-lived dl your contemporaries and will have had an interesting experience. | admit | expect to have the
better of the ex-change--but now, enough of explanation. By the time you reach this part of the letter it
will be mereading it, not you. But if any part of you is ill aware, so long for now, Pen Pdl. It's been nice
having dl those letters from you. | shdl write you from time to time to let you know how things are going
with my tour.

Skander

Aurigeell
Dear Pen PA:

Thanks a lot for forcing the issue. For a long time | hesitated about letting you play such a trick on
yoursdlf. You see, the government scientists andlyzed the nature of that first photographic plate you sent
me, and s0 the find decison was redly up to me. | decided that anyone as eager as you were to put one
over should be alowed to succeed.

Now | know | didn't have to fed sorry for you. Your plan to conquer Earth wouldn't have gotten
anywhere, but the fact that you had the idea ends the need for sympethy. By this time you will have
redized for yoursdf that a man who has been paralyzed since birth, and is subject to heart attacks,
cannot expect a long life span. 1 am happy to tdl you that your once londy pen pd is enjoying himsdf,
and | am happy to 9gn mysdf with a name to which | expect to become accustomed.

With best wishes
Skander

THE GREEN FOREST

“HERE!” said Marenson.

He put the point of his pencil down in the center of a splotch of green. His eyes focused on the wiry
man opposite him.

“Right here, Mr. Clugy,” he said, “is where the camp will be built.”

Clugy leaned forward and glanced at the spot. Then he looked up; and Marenson was aware of the
gpaceman’s date-gray eyes sudying him. Clugy drew dowly back into his chair, and said in a monotone:

“Why that particular spot?’

“Oh,” said Marenson, “I have afeding well get more juice from there.”



“A feeling!” The words came explosvdy. Clugy svdlowed hard, and sad quigly: “Mr. Marenson,
that's dangerous jungle country.” He stood up, and bent over the mgp of the Mira sun planet. “Now,
here” he sad briskly, “in this mountain country it's bad enough, but the anima and plant life can be
fought off, and the dimate is bearable.”

Marenson shook his head, and put his pencil back to the green splotch. “Here,” he said with findlity.

Clugy went back to his chair and sat down. He was a lean man with the tan of many suns on his face.
Marenson was aware of the spaceman’s hard eyes sudying him. The other seemed to be tenang himsdf
for aviolent verbd battle. Abruptly, he must have decided againgt a head-on clash with his superior.

“But why?’ he said in a perplexed tone. “ After dl, the problem isvery smple. A big ship is being built,
and we need the organic juice from the progeny of these Mira beasts.”

“Exadtly,” said Marenson, “so we locate our camp in the forest which istheir main habitat.”

“Why not,” Clugy persisted, “leave the job of sdecting the camp dite to the fidd men--the hunters?’

Marenson put his pencil down ddiberately. He was accustomed to deding with people who opposed
his plans. He thought of himsdf as a clm man whose patience was exhausted.

There were times when he gave detailed reasons for his actions, and there were times when he didn’t.
This was one of the times when he didn’'t; under the rulings, actudly, he couldn’t. A glance at the wal
clock showed that it was ten to four. Tomorrow at this hour he would be dearing his desk prdiminary to
leaving on a month's vacation with Janet. Between now and then he had a score of vitd things to do. It
was time to bresk off the interview. He said in aformd voice:

“| take full respongbility for my decison. And now, Mr. Clugy--"

He stopped, conscious that he had said the wrong thing. It was not often that there were scenes in this
sumptuous office with its hundred-story view of the capita of the gaaxy. Usudly the deep space men
who came in here were properly impressed by Andl Marenson and his resonant baritone voice. But he
took one look now at Clugy's face, and redlized he had handled the other in a wrong fashion.

Clugy hunched himsdf forward angrily. And it was the stupendousness of the emotiond jump he made
then that startled Marenson--from mildness, without any gradations, to unqudified anger.

“Easy tak,” he said now in a harsh, stedy voice, “from a man in the penguin divison of the service”

Marenson blinked. He parted his lips to speak, then closed them tight. He started to amile, but
changed his mind. He had such a long space career behind him that he had never thought of himsdf as
being in the armchair brigade. He cleared his throat.

“Mr. Clugy,” he sad mildy, “I'm surprised that you introduce persondities into this purey
governmentd affar.”

Clugy’s stare was unflinching. “Mr. Marenson,” he said with chilling politeness, “a man who sends
others into dangerous Stuations on a mere whim has dready introduced the persond dement. You're
meking a life-and-death decison invalving several thousand brave men. What you don't seem to
understand is that the Mira planet forest is a green hdl. Ther€'s nothing dse like it in the universe we
know--unless the Yevd have something smilar in ther section of the gdaxy. The year round it swarms
with the progeny of the lymph beast. What puzzles me iswhy don't | get up and punch you one right in
that handsome face of yours?’

It was the reference to the Yevd that gave Marenson the opening he'd been looking for. “If you don't
mind,” he said caldly, “I’'m going to have you tested for light illuson. I’'m having endless trouble on al our
supply linesfrom Yevd interference. There' s something funny about a man who's fighting as hard as you
are to prevent lymph juice from being delivered to the navy.”

Clugy smiled, showing his teeth. “That’s right,” he said. “Attack is the best defense, ian't it? So now
I'maYevd usng my madery of light and illuson to make you believe I'm a human being.”

He stood up. Before he could continue, Marenson said in a savage voice “It's a good thing that there
are men like me in the background. Fidd people have a tendency to dack on the job, and take dl the
easy ways. My job is to ddiver lymph juice to The Yards. Ddiver it, understand. No excuses. No
explaning that the hunters find it more convenient to commute from the mountains. | have to get the juice
to the factories, or resgn in favor of someone who can. Mr. Clugy, | make a hundred thousand a year



because | know what decisons to make.”

Clugy sad: “Well get the juice”

“You haven't been.”

“We're just darting.” He leaned over the desk. His gray eyes were stedy. “My penguin friend,” he
sad softly, “you've got yoursdf into alittle neurotic corner, fancying the hard decision is aways the right
one. Wdll, | don't give a care about your job conditioning. I'm tdling you this When the order comes to
me, it had better read, ‘Mountain camp’, or you' Il know the reason why.”

“Then I'll know the reason why.”

“Isthet find?’

“Thet'sfind.”

Without a word, Clugy turned and headed for the door. It closed behind him with a crash.

Marenson heditated, then caled hiswife. She came on the visplate in her jaunty fashion, a dim, hedthy
young woman of thirty-five. She amiled when she saw who it was. Maren-son explained what had
happened, finished:

“So you see I've got to stay down here and figure out ways and means to prevent him from getting
back a me. I'll be late, | expect.”

“All right. “Bye.”

Marenson worked fadt. In the early, friendly part of his conversation with Clugy he had mentioned his
vacation. Now, he cdled Government Messenger Service, and sent the spaceship tickets for the trip to
the Paradise Planet offices for vdidaion. While he waited for the messenger to return, he checked on
Clugy.

The man was registered with his son in a suite a the Space-men’s Club. Son? Marenson's eyes
narrowed. If Clugy got rough, the boy might be the best method of driking back at him.

During the next hour, he discovered that Clugy had important “connections’ in high government circles,
that he had killed four men, juris ultima thule--beyond the law of the uttermost limit--and that he was
known as a man who liked to do ajob his own way.

The tickets were returned as he reached that point. He grinned down at the union stamp of “vaidation”
on them. If the spacemen’s organization repudiated that, they would be open to a court suit for triple
damages.

Round one, accordingly, was his

His grin faded. It was aminor victory againg a man who had killed four times.

“The important thing,” Marenson decided, “is to stay out of trouble until Janet and | are aboard the
Paradise liner tomorrow. That will give me a month.”

He redlized he was perspiring. He shook his head sadly. “I'm not the man | used to be.” He looked
down at his long, strong body. “I'm getting soft. | couldn’'t take a redly bad besting up, even with
hypnotic anesthesia” He fdt better for the admisson. “Now, I’m getting down to redlities”

The phone rang, Marenson jumped, then answered it. The man whose face came on the video sad:
“Mr. Clugy isjust leaving the Spacemen’s Club. He wasin his room for about fifteen minutes.”

“Do you know where he' s going?’

“Heis now entering a taxigyro. There goes his destination up on the meter. Just a moment, | can hardly
seeit... Y--A ...l gotit. The Yards”

Marenson nodded gloomily. Clugy returning to The Yards could, of course, mean many things. They
were long and had many points of interest.

“Shdl we beat him up, Sr?’

Marenson hesitated. Ten years ago he would have said yes. Beet your opponent to the punch. That
was the firgt principle of war between two spacemen. But he wasn't a spaceman any more. He couldn’t
define it but it had some-thing to do with prestige. If he was hurt, it was news. In that sense Clugy had an
advantage over him. Because if he was caught doing anything againgt the man, the powerful space-men’s
union would ruin him. Whereas if Clugy took action againgt him, his union would probably defend him on
the grounds that he was acting for the best interests of his men.



Marenson's hesitation ended. “Follow him,” he ordered, “and report to me”
He recognized the action of a hdf measure. But, then, a man couldn’t risk his career on the basis of
one incident. He closed his desk, and headed for home,

He found Janet dill packing. She listened to his account of what he had done, afaraway expresson in her
eyes, and findly sad: “You surdy don’'t expect to win that way.”

There was a tone in her voice that sung. Marenson de-fended himsdlf, finishing: “So you see, | just
can't take therisks | used to take.”

“It'snot a matter of risks” she said. “1t's a matter of thoroughness.” She frowned. “My father used to
say that no man today could afford to let down his standards.”

Marenson was slent. Her father had been a fleet admird in his day, and she regarded him as a find
authority in most matters. On this occasion he was hdf indined to agree with her, and yet there was
another factor.

“The important thing,” he said, “is that we get away to-morrow evening on the Paradise liner. If | do
anything directly againg Clugy, | might have an injunction dapped on me, or a union officid may order
me to appear before an investigating committee--the whole setup is dangerous.”

“Isthat redly the best way to get lymph juice--the way you ordered it?’

Marenson nodded vigoroudy. “Yes, it is. The records go back just over three hundred years. There
have been five mgor periods of big ship building during that time. And on each occasion the men who
actudly had to do the hunting have kicked up a row. Every method was tried, and the datistics show the
method of livingin the forest to be aful seventy-five per cent more effective than any other sysem.”

“Did you tdl that to Clugy?’

“No.” Marenson shook his head grimly.

“Why not?’

“Two generations ago, a union lawyer got a smart decison rendered againg the government. The
Supreme Court ruled that new techniques of hunting could nullify dl past ex-perience. No bascdly new
methods of hunting had or have been developed, you understand. But, having made that statement, they
then went on to draw ther concdlusion as if the new methods actudly existed. They hdd that, snce new
techniques could nullify past experience, therefore to mention the past was to engage in unfair tactics. The
govern-ment, they said, meaning the navy, was the stronger party in the dispute, and there was adways
danger accordingly that the interests of the men would be ignored. Therefore, the past cannot be
congdered. Therefore, mention of the past mugt be regarded as an unfar tactic. Such a tactic would
automaticaly mean that the navy would lose the dispute.”

Marenson smiled. “Clugy was probably waiting to pounce on meif | used that argument. Of course |
may be doing him an injustice. He may not know about the ruling.”

“Are these lymph beasts redly dangerous?’

He said solemnly: “The progeny are in their own specia fashion probably the deadliest creatures ever
developed by Nature.”

“What are they like?’

Marenson told her. When he had finished, Janet frowned and sad: “But why are they so important?
Why do we need them?’

Marenson grinned at her. “If | told you that,” he said, “the next time | was tested for loydty | would
not only auto-maticaly lose my job but at the very least | would be imprisoned for the rest of my life |
might be executed for treason. No, thank you, Mrs. Marenson.” There was slence for a while and
Marenson discovered that his words had chilled him just a little. He had an empty feding in the pit of his
somach. It was so easy, working in an office, to concentrate on the details of a job, and forget the
deadlier reasons for thet job.

More than two hundred years before, the Y evd had come from the region of the dark obscuring maiter
in the center of the galaxy. Ther &hility to contral light with the cdlls of their bodies was not suspected
unil one day a “man” was blasted while rifling the safe of the Research Council. As the human imege
dissolved into a rectangular cubelike shape with numerous reticulated legs and arms, human beings had



their firg inkling of the fantastic danger that threatened.

The flest was mobilized, armed hdicars flew dong every street, usng radar to dlhouette the true
shapes of the Yevd. It was afterwards discovered that by a more difficult control of energy, the Yevd
could guard themselves againg radar. But apparently in their contempt of man’s defense systems, they
had not bothered to do so. On Eath and on other systems inhabited by men, atogether thirty-seven
million of the enemy were killed.

Theregfter, human and Yevd ships fought each other on sght. The intensty of the war waxed and
waned, but a few years before, the Yevd had occupied a planetary sysem near to the solar system.
When they refused to leave, the United Governments started the condruction of the biggest ship ever
planned. Already, though it was only hdf finished, the great machine towered into the lower heavens.

The Yevd were a carbon-hydrogen-oxygen-fluorine life form, tough of skin and muscle, and dmost
immune to chemicas and bacteria that affected men. The great com-pelling problem for man had been to
find an organism in his own part of the gaaxy that would enable him to experiment for bacteriologica
warfare,

The progeny of the lymph beast was that organism. And more! The lymph juice, when chemicdly
separated, yielded ahigh percentage of heavy water.

It was believed that if the Yevd ever discovered how tremendoudy man was depending on the lymph
beasts, they would launch a suicidd attack on the entire Mira system. There were other sources of heavy
water, but no other fluorine-metabolism creature that could be used againg the Yevd had yet been
discovered.

The heavy water was the surface secret. It was hoped that that was what the Yevd would uncover if
they ever began to study the problem.

Janet broke the slence with a sgh. “Life has certainly become complicated.” She made no further
comment. As soon as dinner was over, she retired to her bedroom to finish her packing. When
Marenson glanced in later, her light was out and she was in bed. He closed the door softly.

At ten o' clock there was ill no cal from Detective Jerred. Marenson went to bed, and he must have
dept, because he woke with a gtart to the sound of his visphone buzzing. A glance at the night clock
showed that it was a few minutes after midnight, and a glance at the plate, when he had turned it on, that
it was the detective cdling him &t lagt.

“I'm back at the dub,” said Jerred. “Here' s what’ s been hgppening.”

On his arivd a The Yards, Clugy had gone directly to union headquarters, and a union court sat
immediatdy on his gpped for a reversa of the decison. His petition was refused within three hours, on
the grounds that the problem involved was supervisory, and did not concern the union.

Apparently, Clugy accepted the decison. For he did not request a full dress trid, which would have
required the presence of Marenson as a witness. Instead, he returned to his dub where he and his son
hed dinner in their room. Clugy went to a show by himsdf, and returned about hdf an hour ago. He was
scheduled to have breskfast at the club, and then at eeven board the freighter that would drop him off a
Mira 92, afew days later.

Jerred ended: “Looks as if he made the apped to stisfy any protests the men might make, then let it
go.”

Marenson could see how that might be. He had run up againgt opposition before, and for the most part
it was a Smple matter of legdl procedure. This seemed now to be in the same category.

Clugy would have to act fast if he hoped to change the camp order before his ship departed for Mira

Marenson said: “Keep somebody watching hmtill he leaves.”

He dept well, and he must have relaxed his vigilance. As he headed for his gyro on the roof after
breakfast, he was only vagudy aware of the two men who came toward him.

“Mr. Marenson?’ one asked.

Marenson looked up. They were well-dressed, young, strong looking. “Why, yes” he said, “What--"

A gas gun exploded in hisface.



Marenson woke up mad. He could fed that fury tenang his body as he came dowly up out of the
darkness. And just as he was about to become fully conscious, he recognized the anger for what it was.
The anger of fear.

He stayed where he was, eyes closed, body very dill, forcing his breeth into the dow, deep pattern of
a deeper. He was lying on something that fdt like a canvas cot. It sagged in the middle, but it was
reasonably comfortable,

A fant breeze blew againg his cheek, and it brought a thick rancid odor to his nogtrils. Jungle, he
thought. Rotting vegetation intermingled with the tangy scent of innumerable growing things The
mudtiness of the damp earth and some-thing else--an acridness in the arr itsdf, an dien amosphere that
registered on human nodrils with an dmost sulphurous sharpness.

He wasin ajungle on a planet that was not Earth.

He remembered the two young men who had come out of the stairway entrance as he walked toward
his gyro. Marenson groaned inwardly. Gassed, by heaven, he thought. Caught by a simple trick like
that. But why? Was it personal--or Yved?

Involuntarily, at that find possibility, Marenson cringed. The anger faded out of him completely, and
only a cold fear remained. He lay then for awhile smulating deep deep. But dowly his pirit revived, and
his mind began to work again. His thoughts became andyticd. He remembered Clugy, but redized he
couldn’t be sure. As head of the procurement divison for the Ship, he had in his time offended many bold
and dangerous individuds.

That was one aspect, one possbility.

The other one was that the Yevd enemy of man was usng him in one of ther intricate games to dow
down the con-gtruction of the Ship. If the Yevd were responsible, it would be complicated. The masters
of light had devious minds, and took it for granted that any smple scheme would be quickly suspected.

Marenson began to bresthe more easly. He was dill dive, his hands were not tied; and the biggest
question was. What would happen when he opened his eyes?

He opened them.

He was staring up through dense foliage at a reddish glowing sky. The sky looked hot, and that gave him
a sudden awareness tha he was persoiring furioudy. And, oddly, now that he knew about it, the heat
amog smothered him. He shrank from the flandike intengity, then dowly dimbed to his fest.

It was as if he had given a sgnd. From his right, beyond a line of bushes, he heard the sounds of a
large camp suddenly coming to life

For the firg time, Marenson noticed that he was dressed in alight mesh unit that incased him from head
to foot. The materid was trangparent, and even covered his boots. The dothing shocked him. For it was
the kind of hunting outfit used on primitive planets that swarmed with hodtile life of every description.

Which planet, and why? He began to think now with more conviction that his predicament was Clugy’s
doing, and that this was the famous Mira world where the lymph beast lived.

He started off in the direction of the sounds.

The line of brush that had barred his view was, he dis-covered, about twenty feet thick, and the
moment he was through it, he saw that it was not on the outskirts of the camp, but near the center. And
now he noticed that the reddish sky was something of an illuson. It was part of a barrier that had been
eectronicadly raised around the camp. An energy screen. The red effect was merdy the screen’s method
of reacting to the light of the particular sun that was shining down upon it.

Marenson began to breathe easier. All around were men and machines-men by the hundreds. Even
the most cunning group of Yevd wouldn't try to create so massve an illuson. And, besides, thar greet
ill in the use of light was persond to each individua, and not a mass phenomenon.

A dearing was being created out of a tangle of growth. There was so much movement it was hard to
know what any individual was doing. Marenson’s eye for such things was ten years out of practice, but in
afew moments he had oriented himsdf. The plagtic huts were going up to hisleft. Those at the right were
merdy waiting their turn to be moved into place. Clugy’s office would be in the permanent part of the
encampment.



Grimly, Marenson started towards the hut village. Twice “digger” machines harrumphed past him, sowing
their insect poison, and he had to step gingerly over the loose earth; in its early stages the poison was as
unfriendly to human beings as to anything else. The upturned soil glittered with long, black, shiny worms
writhing feebly, with the famous red Mira bugs that shocked their victims with eectric currents, and with
other things that he did not recognize. He reached the huts, walked on, and came presently to a Sgn
which read:

PRODUCTION SUPERINTENDENT
IraClugy

A youth of fifteen or sxteen ldlled in an easy-chair behind the counter indde. He looked up with the
lazy, insolent eyes of a clerk whose boss is absent. Then he turned his back.

Marenson went through the gate, and reached for the scruff of the kid's neck. There must have been a
preiminary warning, for the neck twisted away, and like a cat the boy was on his feet. He came around
with asnarl on hisface.

Baffled and furious, Marenson retreated into words. “Where's Clugy?’

“I'll have you broken for thid” the boy snapped. “My father--"

Marenson cut him off. “Look, Mr. Big Shot, I'm Marenson from Adminidraion. I'm not the kind
that’s broken. | break. You'd better start talking, and fast. Is Clugy your father?’

The boy stood iff, then nodded.

“Whereis he?’

“Out in the jungle”

“How long will he be gone?’

The boy hesitated. “Probably be in for lunch--gr.”

“| see” Marenson pondered the information. He was surprised that Clugy had chosen to absent
himsdf, and so leave Andl Marenson temporarily in ful control of the camp. But from his own point of
view that was dl to the good. Even as he made his plans, hismind reached to another thought. He asked:
“When' s the next ship due?’

“In twenty days.”

Marenson nodded. It seemed to him that he was beginning to understand. Clugy had known he was
due to leave on his vacation, and so he had decided to inconvenience him. Instead of pleasure on
Paradise Planet, he'd spend his vacation on primitive and dangerous Mira 92. Having no other method of
countering his order, Clugy was repaying him with persona discomfort.

Marenson's lips tightened. Then he said: “What' s your name?’

“Peter.”

“Wdl, Peter,” said Marenson grimly, “I’ ve got some work for you to do. So let's get busy.”

For awhile, then, it was a case of “Where' s that, Peter?” And, “Peter, how about the stamp for this kind
of docu-ment?” Altogether, in one hour he wrote out five orders. He assgned himsdf aModd A hut. He
authorized himsdf to make vidradio cdls to Earth. He assgned himsdf to Clugy’s food unit. And he
requidtioned two blasters, the use of a helicar and a pilot to operateit.

While Peter raced around ddivering four of the orders to the proper departments, Marenson wrote out
anewsitem for the editor of the camp newspaper. When that aso was delivered, and Peter was back,
Marenson fdt better. What could be done on the scene was done. And since he'd have to remain for
twenty days, the men in the camp might as wel bdieve he was here on an ingpection tour. The
news-paper account would see to that.

Frowning, but partialy satisfied, he started for the radio hut. His requisition was not questioned. He sat
down and waited while the long and involved connection was put through.

Outside, men and machines were forcing a maignant stretch of jungle to be temporarily friendly to the
hothouse needs of humen flesh. Inside, surrounded by embanked ingrument boards, Marenson pondered



hisnext move. He had no evidence. His presence here againg his will was not transparently the fault of
Clugy. He had alat of obscure back tralsto invedigate.

“Here' s your connection,” said the radio man & last. “Booth Three”

“Thank you.”

Marenson talked fird to his lawyer. “I want a court order,” he said after he had described his Stuation,
“authorizing the camp magidrate to question Clugy by means of a lie detec-tor, and authorizing complete
amnesa afterwards. That's for my protection during the rest of the time I'll have to spend in the camp
with him. Can do?’

“Can,” sad the lawyer, “by tomorrow.”

Next, Marenson connected with Jerred, head of his protective gaff. The detective's face lighted as he
saw who it was. “Man,” he demanded, “where have you been?’

Hislistened soberly to Marenson’s account, then nodded. “The outrage has one favorable aspect,” he
sad, “it puts usinto a better legd postion. Perhaps now we can find out who the woman was that caled
Clugy’sroom at eeven o' clock the night before you were kidnapped. Apparently, his son answered, and
mug have communicated the message to him.

“Woman?' said Marenson.

Jerred shrugged. “1 don’t know who it was. My agent didn’t report to metill the fallowing morning. He
had no opportunity to ligenin.”

Marenson nodded, and said: “Try to see if there were any eyewitnesses to my kidngpping, then well
get acourt order and find out from Clugy and his son who the woman was.”

“You can count on usto do everything possible,” said the detective heartily.

“| expect results” said Marenson, and broke the connec-tion.

Hisnext cdl was to his gpartment. The visiplate did not brighten, and after the proper length of time, a
recorder Sghed at hin

“Mr. and Mrs. Marenson have gone to Paradise Planet until Augugt 26th. Do you wish to leave a
message?”’

Marenson hung up, shaken, and went quietly out of the hut.

The fear that had come faded before his determination not to be adarmed. There mugt be a rationd
explandtion for Janet’s departure. He couldn’t quite see how the Y evd could be involved.

He was annoyed that his mind had leaped indantly to that possibility.

A minute later, wearily, he unlocked the door of the hut. Inside, he removed his boots and sprawled on
the bed. But he was too restless to relax. After less than five minutes, he got up with the intention of going
to Clugy’s office, and waiting there for the man to return. He had alot of hard things to say to Ira Clugy.

Outside, he stopped short. Climbing up to his hut, he hadn’t redlized what a vantage point he had. The
hill reared up a hundred feet above the jungle and the man part of the camp. It gave him an unsurpassed
view of a green splendor, of the endless, shining forest. Clugy had chosen his camp ste wdl. Lacking the
higher mountains hundreds of miles to the south, he had nevertheess found in the hilly jungle country a
szesble ssEmimountain that doped gradudly up until it was about eight hundred feet above the man
jungle. The hill where Marenson stood was the find pesk of the long, jungle-robed dope.

Marenson saw the dgint of rivers, the sparkling color of strange trees, and, as he looked, something of
his old feding for this universe of planets beyond Earth tirred within him. He glanced up at the famous
and wonderful Mira sun, and the thrill that came ended only when he thought of his Stuation and his
purpose. Grimly, he started down the hill.

Both Clugy and his son were in the office when Marenson entered it a few minutes later. The
gpaceman stood up. He seemed curious rather than friendly. “Peter was tdling me about you being here”
he said. “So you thought you'd come and ook the territory over persondly, eh?’

Marenson ignored the comment. Coldly, he made his accusation. He finished, “You may think you're
going to get away with thistrick, but | assure you that you aren't.”

Clugy gazed a himin astonishment. “What' s dl this nonsense?’ the spaceman demanded.

“Do you deny you had me kidnapped?’



“Why, certainly, | deny it.” Clugy was indignant. “1 wouldn't pull a fool stunt like thet in these days of
author-ized lie detector tests. Besides, | don't work that way.”

He sounded so sincere that for a moment Marenson was taken aback. He recovered swiftly. “If you're
S0 positive,” he said, “how about coming down right now to the camp magistrate' s office, and taking an
immediate test.”

Clugy frowned a him. He seemed puzzled. “I'll do just that,” he said. He spoke quietly. “And you'd
better be pre-pared to take such atest yoursdf. There's something funny about this whole business”

“Come dong!” Marenson said.

Clugy paused a the door. “Peter, keep an eye on the officetill | get back.”

“Sure, Pop.”

The man's swift acceptance of the chdlenge was in itsdf convincing, Marenson thought as he walked
dong a Clugy’s sde. It seemed to prove that he actudly had accepted the ruling of his union. His part in
this affair mugt have ended the very night of their argumen.

But then, who had seized on the Stuaion? Who was try-ing to take advantage of the quarrd? Y evd?
There was no indication of it. But then who?

The two tests required dightly less than an hour and a haf. And Clugy was tdling the truth. And
Marenson was tdling the truth. Convinced, the two men gazed a each other in baffled amazement. It was
Marenson who broke the silence.

“What about the woman who caled up your son the night before you left Earth?’

“What woman?’

Marenson groaned. “You mean to tdl me you don’t know anything about that either?” He broke off
with afrown. “Jugt aminute” he said, “how come Peter didn't tdl you?’

Hismind leaped to a fantastic posshbility. He said in a hushed voice: “I think we'd better surround your
hut.”

But the superintendent’s office, when they findly closed in on it, was empty. Nor was Peter
discoverable a any of hisusud haunts.

“Obvioudy,” said Clugy, his face the color of lead, “when he heard me agree to a lie detector test, he
redized the game was up.”

“We ve got to trace thiswhole thing back,” Marenson said dowly. “Somewhere dong the line a Yevd
was subgtituted for your son. He came with you to Solar City, and took no chances on being caught by
one of the saverd traps we have around The Y ards to catch Yevd spies. | mean by that, he stayed in his
room, and apparently communicated with other Yevd agents by visradio. That woman who cdled the
Y evd who was impersonating your son was probably another Y evd, and there s dill another one of them
im-personeting me--"

He stopped. Because that other one was with Janet. Marenson started hadlily for the radio hut. I've
got to contact Earth,” he called over his shoulder to Clugy.

The radio hut was a shambles. On the floor, with his head blown off, was a man--Marenson couldn’'t be
aure it was the operator. There was blood splattered on dozens of insruments, and the whole intricate
mechinery of an interselar radio sysem had been burned by innumerable crisscrosses of energy from a
powerful blaster.

Marenson did not linger in the radio hut. Back in Clugy’s office, he paused only long enough to find out
from that distracted man that the nearest radio station wasin a settlement some nine hundred miles to the
south.

“Itsdl right,” he said to Clugy’s offer of a requistion for a hdicar and pilot. “1 Sgned one mysdf this
morning.”

A few minutes later he wasinthe air.

The speed of the machine gradudly soothed Marenson. The tenseness went out of his muscles, and his
mind began to work smoothly again. He stared out over the green world of the jungle, and thought: The
purpose of the Yevd is to dow down procurement of lymph juice. That's the important thing to



remember. They mugt have struck firg at the source of the juice, and did an easy imitation of a boy. That
was their usud tactic of interference at the production level. Then a new factor came into the dtuation.
They discovered that Anal Marenson, head of the procurement department, could be fitted into an
enlarged versgon of their sabotage plan. Accordingly, two Yevd who looked like human beings gassed
him and put him aboard the Mira freighter.

At the sametime, a Y evd image of Marenson must have continued on to the office, and later that day
the duplicate and Janet had probably departed together for Paradise Planet.

But why did they let me live? Marenson wondered. Why not get me completely out of the way?

There was only one reasonable explanation. They wanted to make further use of him. First of dl, he
mus establish his presence, and his authority, and then--and not till then--he would be killed. And
another Marenson image would order Clugy to transfer his camp to the distant mountain. In that fashion
they would convince the willing Clugy that Marenson, having come to see for himsdf, had recognized the
judtice of Clugy’s arguments.

Marenson fdt himsdf change color--because that stage had arrived. All they needed from him was his
signature on the order to Clugy. And even that could possibly be dis-pensed with, if they had managed to
obtain some copy of his 9gnature in the time available to them. But how would the attempt on him be
mede?

Uneesly, Marenson gazed out of the amdl hdicar. He fdt unprotected. He had been hasty in leaving
the camp. In hisanxiety to secure the safety of Janet he had exposed himsdf in a amdl ship which could
be destroyed dl too easlly. I'd better go back, he decided.

He cdled to the pilat, “Turn back!”

“Back?’ said the man. He sounded surprised.

Marenson waved and pointed. The man seemed to hesi-tate, and then--he turned the machine upside
down. With a crash, Marenson was flung to the celing of the craft. As he scrambled and fought for
bal ance, the machine was spun once again. Thistime he had hold of a crossbar, and he came down more
eadly. He druggled to pull out a blaster.

The hdlicar was plummeting down towards the jungle now, and the pilot was jerking it violently to and
fro. Marenson guessed his purpose and his identity, and fdt ill. What a fool he had been to rush so blindly
into this trap. The Y evd, knowing that he would try to send a radio message, mus have killed the regular
pilot--and amply waited for that Impleton Andl Marenson to do what it expected him to do.

Marenson had a glimpse of trees terribly near. And redized the enemy’s plan. A crash landing. The
wesk humen being would be knocked unconscious, or killed. The Yevd, a
carbon-hydrogen-oxygen-fluorine life form, would survive.

The next moment, there was a thump that shook his bones. During the seconds that followed, he seemed
to be con-tinuoudy conscious. He was even aware that the branches of strong trees had broken the fdl
of the ship, and s0 possbly saved hislife More vaguely, he knew when his blasters were taken from him.
Theonly period of blur occurred when he was dropped to the ground from the hdlicar.

When his vison cleared again, he was in time to see another helicar come down in a nearby open
space among the trees. The image of young Peter Clugy stepped out of it, and joined the imege of the
pilot. The two Yevd stood looking down at him.

Marenson braced himsdf. He was as good as dead, but the will to meet death standing up and fighting
meade him try to dimb to his feet. He couldn’t. His hands were tied to hislegs.

He lay back weakly. He had no memory of having been tied. Which meant that he was wrong in
bdieving that he had not been unconscious. It didn't matter, of course. With sick eyes he gazed up at his
captors.

“What happened to the red Peter Clugy?’ he asked findly.

Thetwo Yevd merdy continued to look a him, bleskly. Not that an answer was needed. Somewhere
dong the line of their moves to this point, Clugy’s son had been murdered. It was possible that these two
individuds did not even know the details of the killing.

Marenson changed the subject, and said with a boldness he did not fed: 1 see | made adight persond



error. Well, I'll make a bargain with you. You release me, and I'll see to it that you get safdy off the
planet.”

The two images wavered ever 0 dightly, an indication that the Yevd were taking to each other by
means of light waves above the human vison levd. Findly, one of them said:

“Werein no danger. W€l get off this planet in our own good time”

Marenson laughed curtly. The laugh sounded unconvinc-ing in his own ears, but the fact that they hed
answered him at dl was encouraging. He said savagdy: “The whole gameis up. When | cdled Earth, the
merest suspicion that Yevd were involved set in mation a far-flung defense organization. And, actudly,
my cdl was not necessary. The discovery that Yevd were involved was made in connection with my
wife, Janet.”

It was a shot in the dark, but he was desperately anxious to find out if Janet were dl right. Once more,
there was the faint ungteadiness in the human images, that indicated conversation. Then the Yevd who
was imitaing Peter Clugy said:

“That's impossible. The person who accompanied your wife to Paradise Planet had indructions to
destroy her if she showed the faintest Sgn of suspicion.”

Marenson shrugged. “You'd better believe me” he said.

He was tingling. His own andyss had been confirmed. Janet had gone off on her vacation with
someone she thought was her husband. It was a characterigtic of Yevd imitating humaen beings that they
liked to be with a rea woman or man who would be able to do things for them. There were so many
things that a Yevd could do only with great difficulty, o many places where it was dangerous for an
individud Yevd to go. Thus the image of Peter Clugy had taken the risk of living with the red Peter’s
father, and the image of Andl Marenson had gone dong with the red Janet.

The pilot Yevd sad: “We don't have to worry too much about any smdl group of human beings.
Long-married couples are not demondrative with each other. Days go by without kissng. In other
words, the person imitating you is protected from discovery by contact for at least a week. Our plan will
be accomplished by then.”

Marenson said: “Don’t be a couple of fools. | can see you're going to be stupid and make us dl die.
That's where this kind of quff is so depressing. We three will die. And no one will care. It's not as if
well be heroes, any of us. You'll be burned, trying to escape, and I--" He broke off. “What's your plan
for me?’

“Hrg,” sad young Clugy’simege, “we want you to Sgn a paper.”

He paused; and Marenson sighed. His andysis of the Stuation had been so completely right--too late.

“Andif | don't?’ he asked. His voice trembled the faintest bit.

“Your sgnature,” was the reply, “would merdy make things easier for us. In doing what we have done,
we had to act swiftly, and so none of our people capable of imitaing a sgnature is available on this
planet. Tha can be rectified in afew days, but fortunately for you, we want quicker action. Accordingly,
we are in a pogtion to offer you the choice of Sgning or not Sgning.”

“OK.,” sad Marenson ironicdly. “My choice is-I don’t Sgn.”

“If you 9gn,” the Y evd went on in an inexorable tone, “well kill you merafully.”

“Andif | don't?”’

“We leave you here”

Marenson blinked. For an indant it seemed a meaningless threat. And then:

“Yes” sad Peter’'s image with satisfaction, “leave you here for the lymph beast’s progeny. |
undergtand they like to burrow into the flesh of anybody they catch--a very weight-reducing experience.”

He laughed. It was a human laugh, a remarkable repro-duction consdering that it was done by light
wave activation of a sound box it carried in its abdomen.

Marenson did not answer immediatdy. Until this ingtant, he had taken it for granted that the Yevd
knew as much about the habits of those deadly dangerous creatures as did men. Apparently, their
information was vague, accurate as far asit went, but--

“Of course,” said Peter Clugy’s image, “we won't redly go away. WEl just go over to the ship and



watch. And when you' ve had enough, well get your signature. Does that meet with your gpprova?”’

Marenson had caught a movement out of the corner of one eye. It seemed alittle more than a series of
shadows very close to the ground, more like a quiver in the soil than anything subgtantid. But the
perspiration broke out on his forehead. Dark forest of Mira, he thought, alive with the young of the
lymph beast--He hdd himsdf very 4ill, looking neither to theright nor to the left, neither at the Yevd nor
at the shadow things

“Wdl”--it was the Yevd image of the pilot--“well gtick around and have a look & some of these
crestures we' ve been hearing so much about.”

They were moving away as the speaker reached that point. But Marenson did not turn, did not look. He
heard a jerky movement, and then bright flashes lit up the dark corridor under the trees. But Marenson
did not evenrall his eyes. He lay dill as death, slent as alog. A thing dithered across his chest, paused
while he grew hdf-paralyzed with fright and then moved on with a gliding movemen.

The lights flashed more brilliantly now, and more erraticaly. And there were thumping sounds as if
heavy bodies were franticaly flinging themsdves around. Maren-son didn’'t have to look to redize that
the enemy pair werein their degth throes.

Two more Yevd were discovering the hard way that human beings were interested in the brainless
lymph things because they were as dangerous to man’'s cunning opponent as to man himsdf.

For Marenson, the effort to remain quiet was a specid agony, but he held himsdf there urttil the light
was as spasmodic as a guittering candle, and as dim. When the glow had completely died, and when
there had been dlence for more than a minute, Marenson permitted himsdlf the exquisite luxury of tuming
his head dightly.

Only one of the Yevd was in hisline of vison. It lay on the ground, a long, dmost black, rectangular
shape, with awhole series of reticulated arms and legs. Except for the appendages, it looked more like a
contorted bar of metd than athing of flesh. Here and there over its surface, the body glittered with a
black, glassy sheen, evidence that some of the light-controlling cells were dill dive.

In that one look, Marenson saw no less than seven discolored gashesin the part of the Yevd body that
he could see--which meant that at least seven of the young lymph beasts had crawled insgde. Being
mindess, they would be quite unaware that they had killed anything or that there had been a Sruggle.

They lived to eat, and they attacked any object that moved. If it ceased moving before they reached it,
they forgot about it indantly. Utterly indiscriminate, they attacked leaves drifting in the wind, the waving
branch of a tree, even moving water. Millions of the tiny snake-like things died every month meking
ingensate attacks on inanimate objects that had moved for one reason or another. Only a very smdl
percentage survived the firs two months of ther existence, and changed into tharr find form.

In the development of the lymph beast, Nature had achieved one of her mogt fantastic baancing acts.
The ultimate shape of the lymph beast was a hard-shelled beehiveike condruction that could not move.
It was difficult to go far into the Mira jungle without sumbling across one of these structures. They were
everywhere, on the ground and in trees, on hillddes and in valeys-wherever the young monster
happened to be a the moment of the change, there the “adult” settled. The find stage was short but
pralific. The“hive’ lived entirdly on the food it had stored up as a youngster. Baing bisexud, it spent its
brief existencein a sustained ecstasy of procreation. The young, however, were not discharged from the
body. They incubated indde it, and when the shdl died ate what was Ieft of the parent. They do ate
eaech other, but there were thousands of them, and the process of birth was so rgpid that a farly large
pro-portion Imply ate themsdlves to comparative safety outside.

On rare occasions, the outer shell falled to soften quickly enough for the progeny to escape their own
savage appetites. At such times, the totd “born” was grestly reduced.

Marenson had no trouble. As soon as he had carefully examined his surroundings, he climbed to his
feet--and stood slent and cautious while he made another prolonged invedtigetion. In that fashion, step
by step, he moved toward the hdicar that stood in the little open space just beyond where the firg
meachine had crashed.



He reached it and a few minutes later was back a the camp. Clugy warned, and the entire camp findly
on the det, he took another pilot-guide--this time after both he and the pilot were tested for
humanness--and flew to the distant pleasure town. News awaited him there.

The Yevd gang was caught. Janet had become suspicious of the Marenson image, and had killfully
aded in its capture. That put the security police on the trall, and it was a Smple matter of following the
back track of the persons involved.

It took another hour before Marenson was able to contact Janet on Paradise Planet. He sghed with
reief when her face came onto the visplate. “1 was sure worried,” he said, “when the Yevd here told me
that my image was counting on the habits of old married couples. They evidently didn't redize why we
were taking the trip.”

Janet was anxious. “A police ship will be cdling & Mira tomorrow,” she said, “be sure to get on it, and
come here as fast as you can.”

She finished, “I want to spend at least part of my second honeymoon with my husband.”

WAR OF NERVES

THE voyage of the Space Beagle--Man's first expedition to the great galaxy, M33 in
Andromeda--had produced some gridy incidents. Not once, but three times, deadly attacks by
aliens had been made against the 900-odd scientists under Director Morton, and the 149 military
personnel commanded by Captain Leeth--all this entirely asde from the tensions that had
developed among the men themselves. Hate, didike, anxiety, ambition--of which Chief Chemist
Kent's desire to be Director was but one example--permeated every activity aboard.

Elliott Grosvenor, the only Nexialist on the ship, sometimes had the feeling that even one more
danger would be too much for the physically weary and emotionally exhausted men, who were
now on the long return journey to Earth.

The danger came.

Hliott Grosvenor had just said to Korita, the archeologist aboard the Space Beagle: “Your brief outline
of cydlic higtory is what I've been looking for. | did have some knowledge of it, of course. It wasn't
taught at the Nexid Foundation, since it's a form of philosophy. But a curious man picks up odds and
ends of informetion.”

They had paused a the “glass’ room on Grosvenor’s floor. It wasn't glass, and it wasn't, by drict
definition, a room. It was an acove of an outer wal corridor, and the “glass’ was an enormous curving
plate made from a crysta-lized form of one of the Resistance metals. It was so limpidly transparent as to
gvetheilluson that nothing at al was there--beyond was the vacuum and darkness of space.

Korita haf-turned away, then said, “I know what you mean by odds and ends. For ingance, I've
learned just enough about Nexidism to envy you the mind trainings you received.”

At that moment, it happened--Grosvenor had noticed absently that the ship was amog through the
grdl star clugter it had been traversing. Only a score of suns were dill vishle of the approximately five
thousand stars that made up the system. The cluster was one of a hundred stat groups accompanying
Earth’s gdlaxy through space.

Grosvenor parted hislipsto say, “I'd certainly like to talk to you again, Mr. Korita.”--He didn't say it.
A dightly blurred double image of a woman wearing a feaethered hat was taking form in the glass directly
infront of him. The image flickered and shimmered. Grosvenor fdt an unnormd tensing of the muscles of
his eyes. For a moment, his mind went blank. That was followed repidly by sounds, flashes of light, a
sharp sensation of pain--hypnotic hdlucingtiond The awareness was like an dectric shock. The
recognition saved him. He whirled, sumbled over the unconscious body of Korita, and then he was



racing dong the corridor.

Ashe ran, he had to look ahead in order to see hisway. And yet, he had to keep blinking to break the
pattern of the light flashes that came at his eyes from other images on the wadls. At fird, it seemed to him
that the images were every-where. Then, he noticed that the woman-like shapes--some oddly double,
some single--occupied transparent or tranducent wal sections. There were hundreds of such reflecting
aress, but at least it was a limitation. At least he knew where he had to run fastest, and where he could
dow down.

He saw more men. They lay a uneven intervals dong hisline of flight. Twice, he came upon conscious
men. One stood in his path with unseeing eyes, and did not move or turn as Grosvenor sped by. The
other men let out a ydl, grabbed his vibrator, and fired it. The tracer beam flashed on the wall beside
Grosvenor. Grosvenor whirled, and lunged forward, knocking the man to the floor. The man--a Kent
supporter--glared a him mdignantly. “You damned spy!” he sad hashly. “WeIll get you yet”
Grosvenor didn't pause. He reached his own department safely, and immediatdly took refuge in the film
recording room. There he turned a barrage of flashing lights againg the floors, the walls and the ceiling.
The images were indantly eclipsed by the strong light superimposed upon them.

Quickly, Grosvenor set to work. One fact was dready evident. This was mechanicd visud hypnoss of
such power that he had saved himsdf only by keeping his eyes averted, but wha had happened was not
limited to vison. Theimage had tried to control him by simulaing his brain through his eyes. He was up
to date on mogt of the work that men had done in that fidd, and so he knew--though the attacker
goparently did not--that control by an dien of a human nervous system was not possible except with an
encepha o-adjuster or its equivaent.

He could only guess, from what had amost happened to him, that the other men had been precipitated
into deep deep trances, or ese they were confused by halucnations and were not responsible for their
actions. His hope was that the woman-like beings--the enemy seemed to be feminine--were operating a
adigtance of severd light years and so would be unable to refine ther attempts at domina-tion.

His job was to get to the control room and turn on the ship’'s energy screen. No maiter where the
attack was coming from, whether from another ship or actudly from a planet, the energy screen should
effectivdy cut off any carrier beams they might be sending.

With frantic fingers, Grosvenor worked to set up a mobile unit of lights He needed something that
would interfere with the images on his way to the control room. He was making the find connection when
he fdt an un-mistakable sensation, a dight giddy feding--that passed dmog ingantly. Such fedings
usudly occurred during a consderable change of course and were a result of readjust-ment of the
anti-accelerators. Had the course actudly been changed? He couldn't stop to make sure. Hadlily,
Grosvenor carried his arrangement of lights to a power-driven loading vehide in a nearby corridor, and
placed it in the rear compartment. Then he dimbed on and headed for the elevators.

He guessed that dtogether ten minutes had gone by since he had first seen the image.

He took the turn into the devator corridor a twenty-five miles an hour, which was fagt for these
comparaively narrow spaces. In the dcove opposte the elevators, two men were wrestling each other
with alife and death concen-tration. They paid no attention to Grosvenor but swayed and strained and
cursed. Ther labored breething was a loud sound in the confined area. Their sngleminded hatred of
each other was not affected by Grosvenor’'s arrangement of lights Whatever world of hdlucinaion they
werein, it had “taken” profoundly.

Grosvenor whirled his machine into the nearest devator and started down. He was beginning to let
himsdf hope that he might find the control room deserted. The hope died as he came to the man
corridor. It swarmed with men. Barri-cades had been flung up, and there was an unmistakable odor of
ozone. Vibrators fumed and fussed. Grosvenor peered cautioudy out of the eevator, trying to size up the
gtuation. It was vigbly bad. The two approaches to the control room were blocked by scores of
overturned loading-mules. Behind them crouched men in military uniform. Grosvenor caught a glimpse of
Captain Leeth among the defenders and, on the far Side, he saw Director Morton behind the barricade of
one of the atacking groups. That darified the picture dightly. Suppressed hodility had been simulated by



the images. The scientists were fighting the military whom they had aways unconscioudy hated. The
military, in turn, was suddenly freed to vent its contempt and fury upon the despised scientists.

It was, Grosvenor knew, not a true picture of ther feding for each other. The human mind normaly
balanced in-numerable opposing impulses so that the average individud might live his life-span without
letting one feding gain important ascendancy over the others. That intricate balance had now been upset.
The result threatened disaster to an entire expedition of human beings, and promised victory to an enemy
whose purpose could only be conjectured. What-ever the reason, the way to the control room was
blocked. Re-luctantly, Grosvenor retreated again to his own department.

Carefully, but quickly, he tuned awal communicator plate to the findy balanced steering devices in the
fore part of the Space Beagle. The sending plate there was focused directly dong a series of hair-line
gghts The arrangement looked more intricate than it was. As he brought his eyes to the sghts,
Grosvenor saw that the ship was describing a dow curve which, at its dimax, would bring it to bear
directly on a bright white star. A servo-mechanism had been set up to make periodic adjustments that
would hold it on its course.

Sill he was more puzzled than darmed. He shifted the viewer over to the bank of supplementary
indruments. According to the star’s specid type, magnitude and lumi-nogty, it was just over four
light-years distant. The ship’s speed was up to alight year every five hours. Since it was dill accelerating,
that would increase on a cdculable curve. He estimated roughly that the vessel would reach the vidnity of
the sun in approximately eeven hours. Grosvenor’s thought suffered a pause at that point. With a jerky
movement, he shut off the communicator. He stood there, shocked, but not incredulous. Destruction
could be the pur-pose of the deluded person who had dtered the ship's course. If so, there was just
about ten hours in which to prevent catastrophe.

Even at that moment, when he had no clear plan, it seemed to Grosvenor that only an attack on the
enemy, usng hypnatic techniques, would effectivey do the job. Meanwhile--

He stood up decisvey. It wastime for his second attempt to get into the control room.

He needed something that would cause direct simulation to brain cdls. There were severd devices that
could do that. Most of them were ussble for medicd purposes only. The exception was the
encephao-adjuster. Though import-ant medicdly, it had other uses as well. It took Grosvenor severd
minutes to set up one of his adjusters. Teding it consumed 4ill more time; and, because it was such a
delicate machine, he had to fagten it to hisloading vehide with a cushion of orings around it. Altogether,
the prepara-tion required thirty-seven minutes.

The presence of the encephao-adjuster made it necessary for him to keep down the speed of his
vehide as he headed for the control room. The enforced dow-down irked him, but it dso gave him an
opportunity to observe the changes that had taken place since the fird moment of attack. He saw only an
occasond unconscious body. Grosvenor guessed that mogt of the men who had fdlen into deep trance
deeps had awakened spontaneoudy. Such awaken-ings were a common hypnotic phenomenon. Now
they were responding to other dimuli on the same chance basis. Un-fortunately--although that dso was
to be expected--it seemed to mean that long-suppressed impulses controlled ther actions.

A highly developed mind--human or aien--was a built-up structure, an intricate balance of postive and
negative excitations. The more superficid impulses, having consderable freedom of expression at Al
times, could not endanger the whole structure. The suppressed impulses, suddenly given free rein, acted
like water bresking through a dam. So men who, under normd circumstances merdy didiked each other
mildy, dl in an ingant had their didike change to a murderous hatred. The deadly factor was that they
would be unaware of the change. For the mind could be tangled without the individud being aware of it.
It could be tangled by bad environmentd association, or by the attack that was now being made againg a
ship-load of men. In either case, each person carried on as if his new bdiefs were as soundly based as
hisold ones.

Grosvenor opened the devator door on the control room leved, and then drew back hadtily. A hesat
projector was pouring flame dong the corridor, the metd walls burning with a harsh, szzing sound.
Within his narrow fidd of vison, three men lay dead. As he waited, there was a thunderous explosion,



and ingantly, the flames stopped, blue smoke hazed the ar, and there was a sense of suffocat-ing heat.
Within seconds, both the haze and the heat were gone. The ventilaing system was dill working.

He peered out cautioudy. At firgd sght, the corridor seemed deserted. Then he saw Morton,
haf-hidden in a protective acove less than a score of feet away, and a dmog the same moment, the
Director saw him and beckoned him over. Grosvenor hesitated, then redlized he had to take the risk. He
pushed his vehide through the eevator doorway, and darted across the intervening space. The Director
greeted him eagerly as he came up.

“You're just themen | want to see” he said. “We ve got to get control of the ship away from Captain
Leeth before Kent and his group organize ther attack.”

Morton’s gaze was cdm and intdligent. He had the look of a man fighting for the right. Nor did it seem
to occur to him that an explanation for his statement was required. The Director went on:

“WEeIl need your help, particularly againg Kent. They're bringing up some chemica guff I've never
seen before. So far, our fans have blown it right back a them, but they're setting up fans of their own.
Our big problem is, will we have time to defeat Leeth before Kent can bring his forces to bear?’

Time was ds0 Grosvenor’s problem. Unobtrusively, he brought his right hand up to his left wrigt and
touched the activating relay that controlled the directiond sending plates of the adjuster. He pointed the
plates at Morton as he said, “I’ve got a plan, S, and | think it might be effective againg the enemy.”

He stopped. Morton was looking down. The Director said, “You've brought dong an adjuster, and
it'son. What do you expect from that?’

Grosvenor’s fird tense reaction yielded to a need for a suitable answer. He had hoped that Morton
would not be too familiar with adjusters. With that hope blasted, he could 4ill try to use the instrument,
though without the initid advantage of surprise. He said in a voice that was taut in spite of himsdf, That's
it. It's thismachine | want to use”

Morton hedtated, then sad, “l gather from the thoughts coming into my mind tha you're
broadcasting--" He stopped. Interest quickened in hisface. “Say,” he said presently, “that’s good. If you
can put over the notion that we're bang attacked by diens-" He broke off. His lips pursed. His eyes
narrowed with caculation. He said, “Captain Leeth has twice tried to make a ded with me. Now, well
pretend to agree, and you go over with your machine. We Il attack the moment you sgnd us” He
explained with dignity, “Y ou understand, | would not consider dedling with ether Kent or Captain Legth
except as ameans to victory. You appreciate that, | hope?

Grosvenor found Captain Leeth in the control room. The commander greeted him with gtiff-backed
friendliness. “This fight among the scientists,” he said earnestly, “has placed the military in an awkward
position. We ve got to defend the control room and the engine room and so perform our minimum duty
to the expedition as awhole” He shook his head gravely. “It's out of the question, of course, that either
of them be dlowed to win. In the find issue, we of the military are prepared to sacrifice oursaves to
prevent the victory of ether group.” The explanation startled Grosvenor out of his own purpose. He had
been wondering if Captain Leeth was responsible for aming the ship directly a a sun. Here was & least
partid confirmation. The commander’ s mativation seemed to be that victory for any group but the military
was unthinkable. With that beginning, it was probably only a tiny step to the concept that the whole
expedition must be sacrificed. Unsuspected hypnoss had simulated the step.

Caaudly, Grosvenor pointed the directiond sender of the adjuster a Captain Leeth. ... Bran waves,
minute pulsations trangmitted from axon to dendrite, from dendrite to axon, dways falowing a
previoudy established path depending on past associations--a process that operated endlesdy among the
ninety million neuron cdls of a humean brain. Each cdl wasinits own state of eectro-colloida balance, an
intricate interplay of tenson and impulse. Only gradudly, over the years, had machines been devel oped
that could detect with some degree of accuracy the meaning of the energy flow ingde the brain.

The earliest encepha o-adjuster was an indirect descendant of the famous e ectro-encephal ograph. But
its function was the reverse of tha fird device. It manufectured atifida brain waves of any desred
pattern. Usng it, a killful operator could simulate any part of the brain, and so cause thoughts, emotions,
and dreams, and bring up memories from the individud’s past. It was not initsdf a controlling instrument.



The subject maintained his own ego. However, it could transmit the mind-impulses of one person to a
second person. Since the impulses varied according to the sender’ s thoughts, the recipient was stimulated
inahighly flexible fashion.

Unaware of the presence of the adjuster, Captain Leeth did not redlize that his thoughts were no longer
quite his own. He said, “The attack being made on the ship by the images makes the quard of the
stentids traitorous and unforgiveble” He paused, then said thoughtfully, “Here's my plan.” The plan
involved heat projectors, muscle-draining acceleration, and parttid extermination of both groups of
scientigs. Captain Leeth faled even to mention the diens, nor did it seem to occur to him that he was
describing his intentions to an emissary of what he regarded as the enemy. He finished, “Where your
sarvices will be important, Mr. Grosvenor, is in the science department. As a Nexidid, with a
coordinativo knowledge of many sciences, you can play a decisve role againg the other scientists--"

Weary and disheartened, Grosvenor gave up. The chaos was too great for one man to overcome.
Everywhere he looked were armed men. Altogether, he had seen a score or more dead bodies. At any
moment the uneasy truce between Captain Leeth and Director Morton would end in a burst of projector
fire. And even now he could hear the roaring of the fans where Morton was holding off Kent's attack.
He sghed as he turned back to the Captain. “I'll need some equipment from my own department,” he
sad. “Can you pass me through to the rear elevators? | can be back here in five minutes”

As he guided his machine into the backdoor of his depart-ment a few minutes later, it seemed to
Grosvenor that there was no longer any doubt about what he must do. What had seemed a far-fetched
idea when he firg thought of it was now the only plan he had left. He mug attack the dien women
through their myriad images, and with their own hypnotic weapons.

As he made his preparations, Grosvenor kept wiping the perspiration from his face, and yet it was not
warm. The room temperature stood at normd. Unwillingly, he paused findly to andyze his anxiety. He
just didn’'t, he decided, know enough about the enemy. It was not aufficient that he had a theory about
how they were operating. The great mystery was an enemy who had curioudy woman-like faces and
bodies, some partly doubled, some sngle. Uneeslly, Grosvenor tried to imagine how Korita might
andyze what was happening. In terms of cydic history, what stage of culture could these beings be
in?--The fdlahin stage, he thought findly. It was actudly an inevitable concluson. A race that controlled
hypnoatic phenomena as did this one, would be able to simulate each other’s minds, and so would have
naturdly the kind of telepathy that human beings could obtain only through the encepha o-adjuster. Such
beings would flash through the early stages of their culture, and arive a the fdlah stage in the swiftest
possible time. The ability to read minds without artificial aids would stultify any culture.

Swiftly, Grosvenor went back mentaly to the various dvilizations of Earth hisory that had run ther
courses, gpparently exhausted themselves, and then stagnated into fellahdom--Babylon, Egypt, China,
Greece, Rome, and parts of west Europe. Then there were the Mayan, Toltec and Aztec cultures of
early America, the East Indies, Ceylon and the mid-Pecific idanders, with ther strange rdics of by-gone
glories-endlesdy, the pattern repeated itsdf. Fellah folk resented newness and change, ressted it, and
fought it blindly. The coming of this ship could have gtirred these beings to just that kind of resstance. It
seemed to Grosvenor that he had to act asif the analyss was correct. He had no other hypothesis. With
such atheory as a gating point, he could try to obtain verification from one of the images. With pursed
lips he consdered how it might be done. They wanted to conquer him aso, of that he was sure, so
accordingly, he must appear to play into their hands. A quick glance at the chronometer tensed him, as he
saw he had less than seven hours to save the ship!

Hadtily, he focused a beam of light through the encephalo-adjuster. With quick movements, he set a
screen in front of the light, so that a amdl area of glass was thrown into shadow except for the intermittent
light thet played on it from the adjuster.

Indantly, an imege appeared. It was one of the patialy doubled ones, and because of the
encepha o-adjuster, he was able to sudy it in safety. That fird clear look astounded him. It was only
vagudy humanoid, and yet it was under-standable how his mind had leaped to the woman identification
ealier. Its overlgoping double face was crowned with a neat bun of golden feathers, but its head, though



unmistak-ably bird-like now, did have a human appearance. There were no feathers on its face, which
was covered with a lace-work of what seemed to be veins The human gppearance resulted from the
way those veins had formed into groups. They gave the effect of cheeks and nose. The second pair of
eyes, and the second mouth, were in each case nearly two inches above the firs. They dmost made a
second head, which was literdly growing out of the first. There was dso a second pair of shoulders, with
adoubled pair of short arms that ended in beautifully delicate, amazingly long hands and fingers—-and the
over-al effect was dill feminine. Grosvenor found himsdf thinking that the arms and fingers of the two
bodies would be likdy to separate firgt; then the second body would be able to hdp support its weight.
Partheno-genesis, he thought. Here were genuine hymenopters.

Theimagein the wdl before him showed vedtigid wings, and tufts of feathers were visble a the wridts.
It wore a bright blue tunic over an agonishingly straight and super-ficidly human-like body. If there were
other vestiges of a feathery padt, they were hidden by the dothing. What was clear was that this bird
didn't and couldn’t fly under its own power.

Grosvenor completed his study swiftly. His fird move seemed as obvious as it was necessary. Somehow,
he must convey to these beings that he would let himsdf be hypno-tized in exchange for information.
Tentatively, he drew a picture of the image and of himsdf on a blackboard. Forty-seven precious minutes
and scores of drawings later, the “bird” image suddenly faded from the wdl. And a city scene appeared
inits place. It was not a large community, and his first view of it was from a high vantage point. He had
an impresson of very tdl, very narrow buildings clustered so close together that dl the lower reaches
mug be lost in gloom for most of each day. Grosvenor wondered, in passing, if that might possibly reflect
nocturna habitsin some primeva past. His mind legped on. He ignored individud buildings in his desire
to obtain a whole picture. Above everything ese, he wanted to find out the extent of their machine
culture, how they communicated, and if this was the ity from which the attack on the ship was being
launched.

He could see no machines, no arcraft, no cars, nor any-thing corresponding to the interselar
communication equipment used by human beings. On Earth, such commun-ication required dations
spaced over many square miles of land. It seemed likdly, therefore, that this was not the origin of the
attack. He had guessed, of course, tha they would not show him anything vitd. Even as he made his
negdive discovery, the view changed. He was no longer on ahill, but on a building near the center of the
cty. Whatever was taking that perfect color picture moved forward, and he looked down over the edge.
His primary concern was with the whole scene. Y et he found himsdf wondering how they were showing
it to him. The trangtion from one scene to another had been accomplished in the twinkling of an eye. Less
than a minute had passed snce his blackboard illugration had findly made known his desre for
information.

That thought, like the others, was a flashing one. Even as he had it, he was gazing avidly down the side
of the building. The space separating it from the nearby structures seemed no more than ten feet. But now
he saw something that had not been visble from the hillsde. The buildings were connected on every leve
by waks only inches wide. Along these moved the pedestrian traffic of the bird city. Directly below
Grosvenor, two individuds strode towards each other dong the same narrow wak, ssemingly
unconcerned by the fact that it was a hundred feet or more to the ground. They passed casudly, eesly.
Each swung his outsde leg wide around the other, caught the walk, bent his ingde leg far out, and then
they were by, without having broken pace. There were other people on other levels going through the
same intricate maneuvers in the same nonchdant manner. Watching them, Grosvenor guessed that their
bones were thin and hollow, and that they were lightly built.

The scene changed again, and then again. It moved from one section of the Street to another. He saw,
it seemed to him, every possible variation of the reproductive condition. Some were so far advanced that
the legs and arms and most of the body were free. Others were as he had dready seen them. In every
indance, the “ parent” seemed unaffected by the weight of the new body.

Grosvenor was trying to get a glimpse indde one of the dim interiors of a building when the picture
began to fade from the wdl. In a moment, the aity had disappeared completely. In its place grew the



double image. The image-fingers pointed at the encephao-adjuster. Its motion was unmistakable. It had
fulfilled its part of the bargain. It was time for him to fuffill his. Its naive expectation that he would do so
was typicaly fdlah. Unfortunately, he had no dternative but to carry out his*obligation”.

“l am cdm and relaxed,” said Grosvenor’s recorded voice. “My thoughts are clear. What | see is not
necessxily related to what | am looking at. What | hear may be meaningless to the interpretive centers of
my brain, but | have seen their dity as they think it is. Whether what | actudly see and hear makes sense
or nonsense, | remain cam, relaxed, and at ease ...”

Grosvenor listened carefully to the words, and then nodded. The time might come, of course, when he
would not conscioudy hear the message. But it would be there. Its patterns would impress ever more
firmly on his mind. Still ligening, he examined the adjuster for the last time, and dl was as he wanted it.
Caefully, he sat the automatic cut-off for five hours. At the end of that time, unless he were dead, the
limited cross connection would be broken. He would have preferred his firg break to be in seconds, or
minutes, but what he was about to do was not merdy a scientific experiment--it was a life and death
gamble. Ready for action, he put his hand on the control did, and there he paused. For this was the
moment. Within a few seconds the group mind of perhaps thousands of individud birdfolk would be in
“possesson” of parts of his nervous system. They would undoubtedly try to control him as they were
controlling the other men on the ship.

He was fairly positive that he would be up againg a group of minds working together. He had seen no
mechines, not even a wheded vehide, that mogt primitive of mechani-cad devices. For a short time, he
hed taken it for granted that they were usng televison-type cameras. Now, he guessed that he had seen
the aity through the eyes of individuds, as with these beings, telepathy was a sensory process as sharp as
visgon itsdf. The enmassed mindpower of millions of bird-people could hurdle light years of distance.
They didn’'t need machines,

On Earth, and dsawhere, nearly dl lower order life forms that reproduced by parthenogenesis worked
together in a curious unity of purpose. It suggested an interrdation that could dispense with actud
physca contact.

Felahdom mug be along standing condition of this race. There would be no doubt in the mind of the
individud about the “truth” of what it saw and heard and fdt. It would be only too easy for them to settle
into an inflexible pattern of existence. That pattern was now going to fed the dedge-hammer impact of
new ideas. He couldn’'t hope to foresee the result.

Sill ligening to the recorder, Grosvenor manipulated the did of the encephao-adjuster, and dightly
modified the rhythm of his own thoughts. It had to be dight. Even if he had wanted to, he could not offer
the diens complete attunement. In those rhythmic pulsations lay every varidion of sanity, unsanity, and
insanity. He had to redtrict his reception to waves that would register “sane€’ on a psycholo-gist’s graph.

The adjuster superimposed them on a beam of light which in turn shone directly on the image. If the
individud “behind” the image was affected by the pattern in the light, it didn’t show it yet. Grosvenor did
not expect overt evidence, and so he was not disappointed. He was convinced that the result would
become apparent only in the changes that occurred in the patterns they were directing at him. And that,
he was sure, he would have to experience with his own nervous system.

It Was hard for him to concentrate on the image, but he perssted. The encephalo-adjuster began to
interfere markedly with hisvison, and dill he stared seadily at the image.

“... | am cdm and relaxed. My thoughts are clear ...”

One indant the words were loud in his ears, and the next, they were gone. In their stead was a roaring
sound as of distant thunder.

The noise faded dowly. It became a steady throbbing like the murmur in a large sea shell. Grosvenor was
aware of afant light. It was far away, and had the hazy dimness of a lamp seen through thick fog. “I'm
dill in contral,” he assured himsdf. “1’m getting sense impressions through its nervous system. It's getting
im-pressons through mine”

He could wait. He could St here and wait until the darkness cleared, until his brain started to make



some kind of interpretation of the sense phenomena that were being telegraphed from that other nervous
system. He could st here and--

He stopped. “Sit!” he thought. Was that what it was doing? He poised intent and dert. He heard a
digant voice say, “Whether what | actudly see and hear makes sense or nonsense, | remain cam--" The
sound of his recorded voice relieved him anew. The danger would come if his body were forced away
from that reassuring sound, and away from the encephal o-adjuster. Unttil that threatened, he could let the
dien impressons seep into him.

His nose began to itch. He thought: “They don't have noses; at least | didn't see any. Therefore, it's
ether my own nose, or arandom simulation.” He started to reach up to scratch it, and fdt a sharp pan
in his somach. He would have doubled up with the hurt of it if he had been able. He couldn’t. He
couldn’t scratch his nose or put his hands on his abdomen.

He redized then that the itch and the pain ¢imuli did not derive from his own body, nor did they
necessaxily have any corresponding meaning in the other’s nervous sysem. Two highly developed life
forms were sending sgnas to each other--he hoped that he was sending sgnds to it also--which neither
could interpret. His advantage was that he had expected it. The dien, if it was fdlah, and if Korita's
theory was vadid, hadn't and couldn’t expect it. Understanding that, he could hope for adjustment. It
could only become more confused.

The itch went away, and the pain in his somach became a feding of sdtiation, as if he had eaten too
much. A hot needle stabbed at his spine, digging at each vertebra. Half way down, the needle turned to
ice, and the ice mdted and ran in a freezing stream down his back. Something--a hand? a piece of metal?
apair of tongs?--snatched a abundle of musclesin his am, and dmogt tore them out by the roots. His
mind shrieked with pain messages and he dmogt lost consciousness.

Grosvenor was a badly shaken man when that sensation faded into nothingness. These were Al
illusons No such things were happening anywhere, not in his body, not in that of the bird-being. His
brain was receving a pattern of impulses through his eyes, and was misnterpreting them. In such a
relaionship, pleasure could become pain, any simulus could produce any feding. He hadn’t counted on
the mignterpretations being so violent.

He forgot that as his lips were caressed by something soft and squishy. A voice said, “1 am loved--"
Grosvenor rejected the meaning. “No, not loved.” It was, he believed, his own brain agan trying to
interpret sense phenomena from a nervous system that was experiencing a reection different from any
comparable human emation. Con-scioudy, he subgtituted the words: “I am simulated by ...”--and then
let the feding run its course. In the end, he ill didn't know what it was that he had felt. The gimulation
was not unpleasant. His taste buds were titillated by a sense of sweetness, and his eyes watered. It was a
relaxing process. A picture of aflower came into hismind. It was a lovely, red, Earth carnation, and thus
could have no connection with the flora of the Rilm world. “Riim!” he thought. His mind poised in tense
fascination. Had that come to him across the guif of space? In some irrationd way, the name seemed to
fit. Yet no matter what came through, a doubt would remain in hismind.

The find series of sensations had dl been pleasant. Nevertheless, he waited anxioudy for the next
manifestation. The light remained dim and hazy--then, once more his eyes seemed to water, his feet
suddenly itched intensdly. The sensation passed, leaving him unaccountably hot, and weighted by a
suffocating lack of ar.

“Fdse” hetold himsdf. “Nothing like thet is happening.”

The simulations ceased. Again there was only the steady throbbing sound, and the dl-pervasive blur of
light. It began to worry him. It was possible that his method was right and that, given time, he would
eventudly be able to exercise some control over a member, or a group of members of the enemy. Time
was what he could not spare. Every passng second brought him a colossa distance nearer persond
destruction. Out there--here (for an ingant he was confused)--in space, one of the biggest and costliest
ships ever built by men was devouring the miles at a velocity thet had amost no meaning.

He knew which parts of his brain were being simulated. He could hear a noise only when sendtive
aress a the sde of the cortex received sensations. The brain surface above the ear, when titillated,
produced dreams and old memoaries. In the same way, every part of the human brain had long ago been



mapped. The exact location of simulaion areas differed dightly for each individud, but the generd
struc-ture, among humans, was dways the same.

The norma human eye was a fairly objective mechanism. The lens focused a red image on the retina,
Judging by the pictures of ther city, as tranamitted by the Riim-folk, they adso possessed objectively
accurate eyes. If he could co-ordinate his visud centers with ther eyes, he would recelve dependable
pictures.

More minutes went by. He thought, in sudden despair: “Is it possible that I'm going to St here the full
five hours without ever meking a ussful contact?’ For the firg time, he questioned his good sense in
committing himsdf so com-pletdly to this Stuation. When he tried to move his hand over to the control
lever of the encephdo-adjuster, nothing seemed to happen. A number of vagrant sensations came,
among them, unmistakably, the odor of burning rubber. For a third time, his eyes watered. And then,
sharp and clear, a picture came. It flashed off as swiftly as it had flashed on. To Grosvenor, who had
been trained by advanced tachistoscopic techniques, the after-image remained as vivid in hismind asif he
hed had a leisurdy look. It seemed as if he were in one of the tal, narrow buildings. The interior was
dmly lighted by the reflections from the sunlight that came through the open doors, as there were no
windows. Instead of floors, the “resdence’ was fitted with catwalks. A few bird people were giting on
these walks. The wdls were lined with doors, indicaing the existence of cabinets and storage aress.

The visudization both excited and disturbed him. Suppose he did establish a relaionship whereby he
was affected by its nervous system, and it by his. Suppose he reached the point where he could hear with
its ears, see with its eyes, and fed to some degree what it fdt. These were sensory impressions only.
Could he hope to bridge the gap, and induce motor responses in the creature’ s muscles? Would he be
ableto force it to walk, turn its head, move its ams, and, generdly, make it act as his body? The attack
on the ship was being made by a group working together, thinking together, feding together. By gaining
control of one member of such a group, could he exercise some control over al?

His momentary vison mus have come through the eyes of one individud. What he had experienced so
far did not suggest any kind of group contact. He was like a man imprisoned in a dark room with a hole
in the wdl in front of him covered with layers of tranducent materid. Through this filtered a vague light.
Occasiondly, images penetrated the blur, and he had glimpses of the outside world. He could be farly
certain that the pictures were accurate, but that did not goply to the sounds that came through another
hole on asde wdl, or the sensations that came to him through dill other holesin the caling and floor.

Humans could hear frequencies up to 20,000 a second. That was where some races started to hear.
Under hypnoss, men could be conditioned to laugh uproarioudy when they were being tortured, and
shriek with pain when tickled. Stimulation that meant pain to one life form, could mean nothing at dl to
another.

Mentdly, Grosvenor let the tensons seep out of him. There was nothing for him to do but to rdlax and
wait. He waited.

It occurred to him presently that there might be a connection between his own thoughts and the
sensations he received. That picture of the ingde of the building--what had he thought just before it
came? Principaly, he recdled, he had visudized the structure of the eye. The connection was so obvious
that hismind trembled with excitement. There was another thing, also. Until now, he had concentrated on
the notion of seeing and feding with the nervous system of the individud. Still the redization of his hopes
depended on his establishing contact with, and control of, the group of minds that had attacked the ship.
He saw his problem, suddenly, as one that would require control of his own brain. Certain areas would
have to be virtudly blacked out, kept a minimum performance leves. Others mugt be made extremdy
sendtive, so that dl incom-ing sensations found it easier to seek expression through them. As a highly
trained auto-hypnotic subject, he could accomplish both objectives by suggestion. Vison came firg, of
course. Then muscular control of the individud, through whom the group was working againgt him.
Flashes of colored light interrupted his concentration. Grosvenor regarded them as evidence of the
effectiveness of his suggestions. He knew that he was on the right track when his vison cleared suddenly,
and stayed clear. The scene was the same. His control il sat on one of the roosts indde one of the tal



buildings. Hoping fervently that the vison was not going to fade, Grosvenor began to concen-trate on
moving the Riim’'s muscles. The trouble was that the ultimate explanation of why a movement could occur
a dl was obscure. His visudizaion had to be on aleve that was aready gross. Nothing happened.
Shocked but determined, Grosvenor tried symbol hypnoss, usng a sngle cue word to cover the entire
complex process.

Sowly, one of the attenuated arms came up. Another cue, and his control stood up cautioudy. Then he
meade it turn its head. The act of looking reminded the bird-being that that drawer and that cabinet and
that closet were “mine’. The memory bardy touched the conscious level. The creature knew its own
possessions and accepted the fact without concern.

Grosvenor had a hard time fighting down his excitement. With tense patience, he had the bird-being get
up from a gtting position, raiseits ams, lower them, and walk back and forth dong the roost. Findly, he
made it St down again. He mus have been keyed up, his brain respongive to the dightest suggestion.
Because he had bardy started to concentrate again when hiswhole being was flooded by a message that
seemed to affect every levd of his thought and feding. More or less automaticaly, Grosvenor trandated
the anguished thoughts into familiar verbaisms.

“... Thecdlsare cdling, cdling. The cdls are afraid. Oh, the cdls know pain! There is darkness in the
Riim world. Withdraw from the being--far from Riim ... Shadows, darkness, turmail ... The Cdls mugt
rgiect im ... but they cannot. They were right to try to destroy the being who came out of the great dark.
The night deepens. All cdls withdraw ... but they cannot ...”

Grosvenor thought exultantly: “I’ve got them!” After a minute of tremendous excitement, he grew
sober. His problem was greater than theirs. If he broke his connection with them, they would be free. By
avoiding him theresfter, they could go on to achieve the purpose of their disruptive attack ... destruction
of the Space Beagle. He would dill have the problem of overcoming Morton and the others. He had no
dternative but to go on with his plan.

He concentrated firg on what seemed the most logicd intermediate stage:--the transfer of control to
another dien. The choice, in the case of these beings, was obvious.

“l am loved!” he told himsdf, deiberately producing the sensation which had confused him earlier. “I
am loved by my parent body, from which | am growing to wholeness. | share my parent’s thoughts, but
dready | see with my own eyes, and know that | am one of the group ...”

The trangtion came suddenly, as Grosvenor had expected it might. He moved the smaler, duplicate
fingers He arched the fragile shoulders. Then he oriented himsdf again to the parent Rilm. The
experiment was so completely satisfactory that he fet ready for the bigger jump that would take him into
asociation with the nervous system of a more digant dien. That, aso, proved to be a matter of
dimulaing the proper brain centers. Grosvenor came to awareness sanding in a wilderness of brush and
hill. Directly in front of him was a narrow stream, and beyond it, an orange sun rode low in a dark purple
sky that was spotted with fleecy clouds. Grosvenor made his new control turn completely around. He
saw that a smdl roost building, the only habitation in sght, nestled among the trees farther dong the
stream. He walked toward the building and looked ingde. In the dim interior, he made out severa roosts,
one with two birds dtting on it, both with eyes closed. It was quite possible, he decided, that they were
participating in the group assault on the Space Beagle.

From there, by a vaiation of the dimulus, he transferred his control to an individud on a part of the
planet where it was night. The trangtion thistime was even faster. He was in a lightless city, with ghogtly
buildings and catwalks. Swiftly, Grosvenor moved on to association with other nervous systems. He had
no clear ideawhy the “rapport” was established with one Riim, and not with another who fitted the same
generd requirement. It could be that the dimulations affected some individuas dightly faster than it
affected others. It was even possble that these were descen-dants or body-relatives of his origind
parent-control. When he had been associated with more than two dozen Riim dl over the plant, it
seemed to Grosvenor that he had a good, over-al impression.

It was aworld of brick and stone and wood, and of a neurologica community relationship that would
probably never be surpassed. A race had by-passed the entire machine-age of man, with its penetration



of the secrets of matter’ and energy. Now, he fdt, he could safdy take the next-to-the-last step of his
counter-attack. He concentrated on a pattern which would characterize one of the beings who had
projected an image to the Jpace Beagle. (He had, then, a sense of a amdl but noticesble lgpse of time)
Then he was looking forth from one of the images, seeing the ship through an image.

His fird concern was with how the baitle was progressng, but he had to restrain his will to know
because to come aboard was only part of his necessary pre-conditioning. He wanted to affect a group of
perhaps millions of individuds, and had to affect them so powerfully that they would have to withdraw
from the Space Beagle, and have no recourse but to Stay away fromiit.

He had proved that he could receive therr thoughts, and that they could receive his His associaion
with one nervous system after another would not have been possible unless that was so. Now he was
ready. He thought into the darkness:

“You livein a Universe; and within you, you form pictures of the Universe as it seems to you. Of that
Universe you know nothing and can know nathing except for the pictures, but the pictures within you of
the Universe are not the Universe ...”

How could you influence another’s mind?-By changing his assumptions. How could you ater
another’s actions?--By changing his basic beliefs, his emotiond certainties.

Carefully, Grosvenor went on: “And the pictures within you do not show dl about the Universe, for
there are many things which you cannot know directly, not having senses to know. Within the Universe
there isan order, and if the order of the pictures within you is not as the order of the Universe, then you
are deceived ...

In the higtory of life, few thinking beings had ever done anything illogical--within their frame of reference.
If the frame was fdsdy based, if the assumptions were untrue to redity, then the individud’s automatic
logic could lead him to disastrous conclusions.

The assumptions had to be changed. Grosvenor changed them, ddiberately, coolly, honestly. His own
basc hypo-thes's behind what he was doing was that the Riim had no defense. These were the firg new
ideas they had had in countless generations and he did not doubt that the impact would be colossal. This
was a fdlah avilization, rooted in certainties that had never before been chalenged. There was ample
higorical evidence that atiny intruder could influence decisvely the future of entire felahin races.

Huge old India had crumbled before a few thousand Englishmen. Smilarly, dl the fdlah peoples of
ancient Earth were taken over with ease, and did not revive till the core of their inflexible attitudes was
forever shattered by the dawning redization that there was more to life than they had been taught under
their rigid systems. The Riim were peculiarly vulnerable. Their method of communication, unique and
wonderful though it was, made it possble to influence them dl in a Sngle intengve operation. Over and
over, Grosvenor repeated his message, adding, each time, one ingruction that had to do with the ship.
The indruction was.

“Change the pattern you are usng againg those on the ship, and then withdraw it. Change the pattern,
S0 that they can relax, and deep ... then withdraw it ... do not attack again ...”

He had only a vague nation as to how long he actudly poured his commands into that tremendous
neurd circuit. He guessed about two hours. Whatever the time involved, it ended as the relay switch on
the encepha o-adjuster auto-métically broke the connection between himsdf and the image in the wall of
his department. Abruptly, he was aware of the familiar surroundings of his own department. He glanced
a where the image had been and tensed as he saw that it was dill there, but shook his head dightly. He
could hardly expect a definite reaction this soon. The Riim, also, were recovering from a connection that
hed just been broken.

As Grosvenor watched, the pattern of light from the image changed subtly. Grosvenor’s head drooped
degpily. He sat up jerkily, remembering. The ingructions he had given--to relax and deep--this was the
result. All over the ship, men would be deegping as the new hypnotic pattern extended its inhibitory
pardyds over the hemispheres of the brain.

About three minutes went by. Suddenly, the double image of the Rilm vanished from the gligening wall
in front of him. A moment later, Grosvenor was out in the corridor. As he raced dong, he saw tha



unconscious men lay everywhere but that the walls were bright and clear. Not once on his journey to the
control room did he see an image.

Ingde the control room, he stepped gingerly over the desping form of Captain Leeth, who lay on the
floor near the control panel. With a sgh of rdief, Grosvenor threw the switch that energized the outer
screen of the ship.

Seconds later, Blliott Grosvenor was in the control chair, dtering the course of the Space Beagle.

THE EXPENDABLES

1

ONE HUNDRED and nine years after leaving Earth, the spaceship, Hope of Man, went into orbit around
Altalll.

Thefallowing “moming” Captain Browne informed the shipload of fourth and fifth generation colonists
that a manned lifeboat would be dropped to the planet’s surface.

“Every member of the crew must consider himsdf expend-able,” he said earnestly. “Thisisthe day that
our great grandparents, our forefathers, who boldly set out for the new space frontier so long ago,
looked forward to with unfdtering courage. We mugt not fal them.”

He concluded his announcement over the intercom system of the big ship by saying that the names of
the crew members of the lifeboat would be given out within the hour. “And | know that every red man
aboard will want to see his name there”

John Lesbee, thefifth of hisline aboard, had a anking sensation as he heard those words--and he was
not mis-taken.

Even as he tried to decide if he should give the Sgnd for a desperate act of rebdlion, Captain Browne
meade the expected announcement.

The commander said, “And | know you will dl join imin his moment of pride and courage when | tdl
you that John Lesbee will lead the crew that carries the hopes of man in this remote area of space. And
now the others--"

He thereupon named seven of the nine persons with whom Lesbee had been conspiring to saize
control of the ship.

Since the lifeboat would only hold eight persons, Lesbee recognized that Browne was digpatching as
many of his enemies as he could. He lisened with a developing dismay, as the commander ordered dl
persons on the ship to come to the recreation room. “Here | request that the crew of the lifeboat join me
and the other officers on stage. Their ingructions are to surrender themsalves to any craft which seeks to
intercept them. They will be equipped with instru-ments whereby we here can watch, and determine the
dage of stientific attainments of the dominant race on the planet below.”

Lesbee hurried to his room on the technicians deck, hoping that perhaps Telier or Cantlin would seek
him out there. He fdt himsdf in need of a coundll of war, however brief. He waited five minutes, but not
one member of his conspiratorid group showed.

Nonetheless, he had time to grow cam. Peculiarly, it was the smdl of the ship that soothed him most.
From the earliest days of his life, the odor of energy and the scent of metd under stress had been
perpetual companions. At the moment, with the ship in orbit, there was a letting up of stress. The amdl
was of old energies rather than new. But the effect was smilar.

He sat in the chair he used for reading, eyes closed, breathing in that complex of odors, product of so
many titanic energies. Sitting there, he fdt the fear leave his mind and body. He grew brave again, and
grong.



Lesbee recognized soberly that his plan to seize power had involved risks. Worse, no one would
question Brown€'s choice of him, as the leader of the misson. “I am,” thought Lesbee, “probably the
mogt highly trained technician ever to be on this ship.” Browne Three had taken him when he was ten,
and started him on the long grind of learning that led him, one after the other, to master the mechanica
ills of dl the various technica departments. And Browne Four had continued his traning.

He was taught how to repair rdlay systems. He gradudly came to understand the purposes of countless
andogs. The time came when he could visudize the entire automation. Long ago, the colossal cobweb of
electronic ingruments within the walls had become amost an extension of his nervous system.

During those years of work and study, each daily ap-prenticeship chore left his dim body exhausted.
After he came off duty, he sought a brief relaxation and usudly retired to an early rest.

He never did find the time to learn the intricate theory that underlay the ship’s many operations.

His father, while he was dive, had made numerous attempts to pass his knowledge on to his son. Bt it
was hard to teach complexities to a tired and deepy boy. Lesbee even fdt dightly relieved when his
parent died. It took the pressure off him. Since then, however, he had come to redize that the Browne
family, by forcing a lesser kill on the descendant of the origind commander of the ship, had won their
greatest victory.

As he headed findly for the recreation room, Lesbee found himsdf wondering: Had the Brownes
trained him with the intention of preparing im for such amisson as this?

His eyes widened. If that was true, then his own con-spiracy was merdly an excuse. The decison to
kill im might actudly have been made more than a decade ago, and light years away ...

Asthelifeboat fdl toward Alta 111, Lesbee and Tdlier sat in the twin control chairs and watched on the
forward screen the vast, misy atmosphere of the planet.

Tdlier was thin and intellectud, a descendant of the physcist Dr Tdlier who had made many speed
experiments in the early days of the voyage. It had never been understood why spaceships could not
atain even a good fraction of the speed of light, let done velodities greater than light. When the scientist
met hisuntimely desth, there was no one with the training to carry on atesting program.

It was vagudy believed by the trained personne who succeeded Télier that the ship had run into one
of the paradoxes implidt in the Lorenz-Fitzgerdd Contraction theory.

Whatever the explanation, it was never solved.

Watching Tdlier, Lesbee wondered if his companion and best friend fdt as empty indde as he did.
Incredibly, this was the first time he--or anyone--had been outside the big ship. “We're actudly heading
down,” he thought, “to one of those great masses of land and water, a planet.”

As he watched, fascinated, the massve bdl grew vishly bigger.

They camein at adant, along, swift, angling approach, ready to jet away if any of the naturd radiation
belts proved too much for their defense systems. But as each stage of radiaion registered in turn, the
dids showed that the lifeboat machinery made the proper responses auto-méticaly.

The dlence was shattered suddenly by an darm bell.

Smultaneoudy, one of the screens focused on a point of rgpidly moving light far below. The light
darted toward them.

A misle

L esbee caught his bregath.

But the shining projectile veered off, turned completdy around, took up position severa miles away,
and began to fdl with them.

Hisfirg thought was. “They'll never let usland,” and he experienced an intense disappointment.

Ancther 9gnd brrred from the control board.

“They're probing us” said Telier, tensdly.

An indant after the words were uttered, the lifeboat seemed to shudder and to diffen under them. It
was the unmistakable fed of a tractor beam. Itsfidd clutched the lifeboat, drew it, hdd it

The science of the Alta Il inhabitants was dready proving itsdf formidable.

Underneath him the lifeboat continued its movement.



The entire crew gathered around and watched as the point of brightness resolved into an object, which
rgpidly grew larger. It loomed up close, bigger than they.

There was ametdlic bump. The lifeboat shuddered from stem to stern.

Even before the vibrations ceased Tdlier said, “Notice they put our airlock againg theirs”

Behind Lesbee, his companions began that peculiar joking of the threatened. It was a coarse comedy,
but it had enough actua humor suddenly to break through his fear. Involuntarily he found himsaf laughing.

Then, momentarily free of anxiety, aware that Browne was watching and that there was no escape, he
sad, “Open the airlock! Let the diens capture us as ordered.”
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A few minutes after the outer arlock was opened, the arlock of the dien ship folded back aso.
Rubberized devices rolled out and contacted the Earth lifeboat, seding off both entrances from the
vacuum of space.

Air hissed into the interlocking passageway between the two craft. In the dien craft’s lock, an inner
door opened.

Again Lesbee held his breath.

There was a movement in the passageway. A creature ambled into view. The being came forward with
complete assurance, and pounded with something he held at the end of one of his four leathery arms on
the hull.

The creature had four legs and four arms, and along thin body held straight up. It had amost no neck,
yet the many skin folds between the head and the body indicated greet flexibility was possible.

Even as Leshee noted the details of its appearance, the being turned his head dightly, and its two large
expression-less eyes gazed draight at the hidden wal receptor that was photographing the scene, and
therefore draight into Lesbee's eyes.

L eshee blinked at the creature, then tore his gaze away, swalowed hard, and nodded at Tdlier. “ Open
up!” he commanded.

The moment the inner door of the Earth lifeboat opened, Sx more of the four-legged beings appeared
one after another in the passageway, and walked forward in the same confident way as had the firdt.

All seven creatures entered the open door of the lifeboat.

Asthey entered, their thoughts came indantly into Lesbee’'smind ...

AsDzng and his boarding party trotted from the amal Karn ship through the connecting airlock, his chief
officer thought a message to him.

“Air pressure and oxygen content are within atiny per-centage of what exists at ground leve on Karn.
They can cartainly live on our planet.”

Dzing moved forward into the Earth ship, and redized that he was in the craft's control chamber.
There, for the firg time, he saw the men. He and his crew ceased their forward mation; and the two
groups of beings--the humans and the Karn--gazed a each other.

The appearance of the two-legged beings did not surprise Dzing. Pulse viewers had, earlier, penetrated
the metd wadls of the lifeboat and had accurately photographed the shape and dimenson of those
aboard.

His fird indruction to his crew was designed to test if the strangers were, in fact, surrendering. He
commanded: “Convey to the prisoners that we require them as a precaution to remove their dothing.”

... Until that direction was given, Lesbee was dill uncertain as to whether or not these beings could
receive human thoughts as he was recaiving theirs. From the firs moment, the diens had conducted tharr
mental conversations as if they were unaware of the thoughts of the human beings. Now he watched the
Karn come forward. One tugged suggestively at his dothing. And there was no doubt.

The mentd telepathy was a one-way flow only--from the Karn to the humans.

He was dready savoring the implications of that as he hadtily undressed ... It was absolutely vitd that
Browne do not find it out.



Lesbee removed dl his clothes, then, before laying them down, took out his notebook and pen.
Standing there naked he wrote hurriedly:

“Don't let on that we can read the minds of these beings”

He handed the notebook around, and he felt alot better as each of the men read it, and nodded a him
Slently.

Dzing communicated telepathicdly with someone on the ground. “These drangers” he reported,
“dearly acted under command to surrender. The problem is, how can we now let them overcome us
without arousing thelr suspicion that thisis what we want them to do?’

Lesbee did not receive the answer directly. But he picked it up from Dzing's mind: “Start tearing the
lifeboat apart. Seeif that brings a reaction.”

The members of the Karn boarding party went to work at once. Off came the control pands, floor plates
were mdted and ripped up. Soon insruments, wiring, controls were exposed for examination. Most
interesting of dl to the diens were the numerous computers and their accessories.

Browne mugst have watched the destruction; for now, before the Kara could start wrecking the
automatic machin-ery, his voice interjected:

“Wetch out, you men! I'm going to shut your airlock and cause your boat to make a sharp right turn in
exactly twenty seconds.”

For Lesbee and Tdlier that amply meant Stting down in their chairs, and tuming them so that the
accderation pressure would press them againgt the backs. The other men sank to the ripped-up floor,
and braced themsdlves

Underneeth Dzing, the ship swerved. The turn began dowly, but it propelled him and his felows over
to one wdl of the control room. There he grabbed with his numerous hands a some handholds that had
suddenly moved out from the smooth metd. By the time the turn grew sharper, he had his four short legs
braced, and he took the rest of the wide swing around with every part of his long, deek body taut. His
companions did the same.

Presently, the avful pressure eased up, and he was able to estimate that their new direction was amost
a right angles to what it had been.

He had reported what was happening while it was going on. Now, the answer came “Keep on
destroying. See what they do, and be prepared to succumb to anything that 1ooks like a lethd attack.”

Lesbee wrote quickly in his notebook: “Our method of capturing them doesn't have to be subtle.
They'll make it easy for us--so we can't lose”

L eshee waited tensdy as the notebook was passed around. It was ill hard for him to believe that no
one ese had noticed what he had about this boarding party.

Tdlier added a note of his own: “It’'s obvious now that these beings were aso indructed to consider
themselves expendable.”

And that settled it for Lesbee. The others hadn’t noticed what he had. He sighed with rdief at the fdse
andyss, for it gave him that mogt perfect of dl advantages: that which derived from his specid education.

Apparently, he done knew enough to have andyzed what these creatures were.

The proof was in the immense darity of their thoughts. Long ago, on earth, it had been established that
men had a fdtering telepathic ability, which could be utilized con-sstently only by dectronic amplification
outside his brain. The amount of energy needed for the step-up process was enough to burn out brain
nerves, if applied directly.

Since the Karn were utilizing it directly, they couldn’t be living beings.

Therefore, Dzing and his felows were an advanced robot type.

The true inhabitants of Altalll were not risking their own skins &t dl.

Far more important to Lesbee, he could see how he might use these marvelous mechaniams to defeat
Browne, take over the Hope of Man, and start the long journey back to Earth.
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He had been watching the Karn at their work of destruction, while he had these thoughts. Now, he said
doud: “Hainker, Graves”

“Yes? The two men spoke together.

“In a few moments I’'m going to ask Captain Browne to turn the ship again. When he does, use our
Specimen gas gund”

The men grinned with rdief. “Consder it done,” said Hainker.

L eshee ordered the other four crewmen to be ready to use the specimen-holding devices a top speed.
To Tdlier he said, “Y ou take charge if anything happens to me.”

Then he wrote one more message in the notebook: “These beings will probably continue their menta
inter-communication after they are gpparently rendered un-conscious. Pay no attention, and do not
comment on it in any way.”

Hefdt alot better when that statement also had been read by the others, and the notebook was once
more in his possession. Quickly, he spoke to the screen:

“Captain Brownel Make another turn, just enough to pin them.”

And s0 they captured Dzing and his crew.

As he had expected, the Karn continued their telepathic conversation. Dzing reported to his ground
contact: “I think we did thet rather well.”

There mugt have been an answering message from below, because he went on, “Y es, commander. We
are now prisoners as per your indructions, and shdl await events ... The imprisoning method? Each of us
is pinned down by a machine which has been placed astride us, with the main section adjusted to the
contour of our bodies. A series of rigid metd appendages fasten our arms and legs. All these devices are
eectronicaly controlled, and we can of course escape at any time. Naturdly, such action isfor later ...”

Leshee was chilled by the andys's; but for expendables there was no turning back.

He ordered his men: “ Get dressed. Then start repairing the ship. Put dl the floor plates back except the
section at G-8. They removed some of the analogs, and I'd better make sure mysdf that it dl goes back
dl right.”

When he had dressed, he reset the course of the lifeboat, and cdled Browne. The screen lit up after a
moment, and there garing back at him was the unhgppy countenance of the forty-year-old officer.

Browne said gumly: “I want to congratulate you and your crew on your accomplishments. It would
seem that we have asmdl scientific superiority over this race, and that we can attempt a limited landing.”

Since there would never be a landing on Alta I11, Lesbee amply waited without comment as Browne
seemed logt in thought.

The officer stirred findly. He dill seemed uncertain. “Mr. Lesbee,” he said, “as you mugt understand,
thisis an extremdy dangerous Stuation for me--and” --he added hastily--“for this entire expedition.”

What struck Leshee, as he heard those words, was that Browne was not going to let im back on the
ship. But he had to get aboard to accomplish his own purpose. He thought: “I'll have to bring this whole
conspiracy out into the open, and apparently make a compromise offer.”

He drew a deep breath, gazed sraight into the eyes of Browne's image on the screen and said with the
complete courage of a man for whom there is no turning back: “It seems to me, gr, that we have two
dternatives. We can re-solve dl these persona problems either through a demo-cratic eection or by a
joint cgptaincy, you being one of the captains and | being the other.”

To any other person who might have been ligening the remark must have seemed a complete non
sequitur. Browne, however, understood its relevance. He said with a sneer, “So you're out in the open.
Well, let metdl you, Mr. Lesbee, there was never any tak of dections when the Lesbees were in power.
And for a very good reason. A spaceship requires a technica aristocracy to command it. As for a joint
captaincy, it wouldn't work.”

Lesbee urged his lie “If we're going to stay here, well need a least two people of equd



authority--one on the ground, one on the ship.”

“l couldn’t trust you on the ship!” said Browne flatly.

“Then you be on the ship,” Lesbee proposed. “All such practica detalls can be arranged.”

The older man mugt have been dmost beside himsdf with the intendty of his own fedings on this
subject. He flashed, “Y our family has been out of power for over fifty years How can you 4ill fed that
you have any rights?’

L esbee countered, “How come you 4ill know what I'm talking about?’

Browne said, a grinding rage in his tone, “The concept of inherited power was introduced by the firgt
Lesbee. It was never planned.”

“But hereyou are,” said Lesbee, “yoursdf a beneficiary of inherited power.”

Browne said from between clenched teeth: “1t’'s absolutely ridiculous that the Earth government which
was in power when the ship left--and every member of which has been long dead--should appoint
somebody to a command podgtion ... and that now his descendant think that com-mand post should be
his and hisfamily’s, for dl time!”

Lesbee was slet, sartled by the dark emotions he had uncovered in the man. He fdt even more
judtified, if that were possible, and advanced his next suggestion without a qualm.

“Captan, thisis a criss. We should postpone our private sruggle. Why don't we bring one of these
prisoners aboard so that we can question him by use of films or play acting? Later, we can discuss your
gtuation and mine”

He saw from the look on Browne's face that the reason-ableness of the suggedtion, and its
potentialities, were penetrating.

Browne sad quickly, “Only you come aboard--and with one prisoner only. No one dsa!”

L eshee fdt a dizzying thrill as the man responded to his bait. He thought: “It’s like an exercise in logic.
Hell try to murder me as soon as he gets me done and is stisfied that he can attack without danger to
himsdf. But that very scheme is what will get me aboard. And I’ ve got to get on the ship to carry out my
plan.”

Browne was frowning. He said in a concerned tone: “Mr. Lesbee, can you think of any reason why we
should not bring one of these beings aboard?’

Leshee shook his head. “No reason, gr,” he lied.

Browne seemed to come to a decison. “Very wdl. I'll see you shortly, and we can then discuss
additiond details”

Leshee dared not say another word. He nodded, and broke the connection, shuddering, disturbed,
unessy. “But,” he thought, “what ese can we do?’

He turned his atention to the part of the floor that had been Ieft open for him. Quickly, he bent down and
studied the codes on each of the programming units, asif he were seeking exactly the right ones that had
origindly been in those dots.

He found the series he wanted: an intricate system of cross-connected units that had origindly been
desgned to program a remote-control landing system, an advanced Wado mechanism capable of
landing the craft on a planet and taking off again, dl directed on the pulse leve of human thought.

He did each unit of the series into its sequentid position and locked it in.

Then, that important task completed, he picked up the remote control atachment for the series and
caaudly put it in his pocket.

He returned to the control board and spent severa minutes examining the wiring and comparing it with
awdl chart. A number of wires had been torn loose. These he now re-connected, and & the same time
he managed with atwist of his pliers to short-circuit a key relay of the remote control pilot.

L esbee replaced the pand itsdf loosdaly. There was no time to connect it properly. And, since he could
eadly judify his next move, he pulled a cage out of the storeroom. Into this he hoisted Dzing, manacles
and dl.

Before lowering the lid he rigged into the cage a ample resistor that would prevent the Karn from
broadcasting on the human thought levd. The device was Smple merdly in that it was not sdective. It had



an on-off switch which triggered, or stopped, energy flow in the metd walls on the thought levd.

When the device was inddled, Lesbee dipped the tiny remote control for it into his other pocket. He
did not activate the control. Not yet.

From the cage Dzing telepathed: “It is dgnificant that these beings have sdlected me for this specid
atention. We might conclude that it is a matter of mathematica accident, or dse that they are very
observant and so noticed that | was the one who directed activities. Whatever the reason, it would be
foalish to turn back now.”

A bel began to ring. As Lesbee watched, a spot of light appeared high on one of the screens. It
moved rapidly toward some crossed linesin the exact center of the screen. Inexorably, then, the Hope of
Man, as represented by the light, and the lifeboat moved toward their fateful rendez-vous.
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Browne' s indructions were: “Come to Control Room Below!”

L eshee guided his powered dolly with the cage on it out of the big ship’'s airlock P--and saw that the
men in the control room of the lock was Second Officer Sdwyn. Heavy brass for such a routine task.
SAwyn waved at him with a twisted smile as Lesbee wheded his cargo aong the slent corridor.

He saw no one ese on his route. Other personnel had evidently been cleared from this part of the
vesd. A little later, gim and determined, he set the cage down in the center of the big room and
anchored it magneticdly to the floor.

As Lesbee entered the captain’s office, Browne looked up from one of the two control chairs and
stepped down from the rubber-sheathed dais to the same levd as Lesbee. He came forward, amiling,
and held out his hand. He was a big man, as dl the Brownes had been, bigger by a head than Lesbee,
good-looking in a clean-cut way. The two men were aone.

“I'm glad you were s0 frank,” he said. “I doubt if | could have spoken so bluntly to you without your
intiative as an example.”

But as they shook hands, Lesbee was wary and suspicious. Lesbee thought: “He's trying to recover
from the insanity of hisreaction. | redly blew him wide open.”

Browne continued in the same hearty tone: “1’ve made up my mind. An eection is out of the question.
The ship is swarming with untrained dissident groups, most of which amply want to go back to Earth.”

L esbee, who had the same desire, was discreetly slent.

Browne said, “You'll be ground captain; I'll be ship captain. Why don’'t we St down right now and
work out a communigué on which we can agree and thet | can read over the intercom to the others?’

As Lesbee seated himsdf in the char beside Browne, he was thinking: “What can be gained from
publidy naming me ground captain?’

He concluded findly, cynicdly, that the older man could gain the confidence of John Lesbee--lull him,
lead him on, delude him, destroy him.

Surreptitioudy Lesbee examined the room. Control Room Beow was a large square chamber
adjoining the massive centra engines. Its control board was a duplicate of the one on the bridge located
a the top of the ship. The great vessd could be guided equdly from ether board, except tha
pre-emptive power was on the bridge. The officer of the watch was given the right to make Merit
decisonsin an emergency.

Lesbee made a quick menta cdculation, and deduced that it was Firg Officer Miller’s watch on the
bridge. Miller was a staunch supporter of Browne. The man was probably watching them on one of his
screens, ready to come to Browne' s aid at a moment’s notice.

A few minutes later, Lesbee listened thoughtfully as Browne read their joint communiqué over the
intercom, designaing him as ground captain. He found himsdf a little amazed, and consderably
dismayed, at the absolute confidence the older man mugt fed about his own power and position on the
ship. It was a big step, naming his chief rivad to so high a rank.

Browne' s next act was equdly surprisng. While they were dill on the viewers, Browne reached over,



clapped Lesbee affectionatdy on the shoulders and said to the watching audience:

“As you dl know, John is the only direct descendant of the origind cagptain. No one knows exactly
whet happened hdf a hundred years ago when my grandfather firgt took command. But | remember the
old man dways fdt that only he understood how things should be. | doubt if he had any confidence in
any young whippersnapper over whom he did not have complete contral. | often fdt that my father was
the vicim rather then the beneficiary of my grand-father’ s temper and fedings of superiority.”

Browne gmiled engagingly. “Anyway, good people-though we can't unbresk the eggs that were
broken then, we can certainly start heding the wounds, without”--his tone was suddenly firm--“negating
the fact that my own training and experience make me the proper commander of the ship itsdf.”

He broke off. “Captain Lesbee and | dhdl now jointly atempt to communicate with the captured
intdligent life form from the planet below. Y ou may watch, though we reserve the right to cut you off for
good reason.” He turned to Lesbee. “What do you think we should do firgt, John?’

Lesbee wasin adilemma Thefirg large doubt had come to him, the possihility that perhaps the other
was sincere. The posshility was especidly disturbing because in a few moments a part of his own plan
would be reveded.

He sghed, and redlized that there was. no turning back at this stage. He thought: “We Il have to bring
the entire madness out into the open, and only then can we begin to consider agreement as red.”

Aloud, he said in a steady voice, “Why not bring the prisoner out where we can see him?’

Asthe tractor beam lifted Dzing out of the cage, and thus away from the energies that had suppressed
his thought waves, the Karn telepathed to his contact on Altalll:

“Have been hdd in a confined space, the metd of which was energized againg communicetion. | shdl
now attempt to perceive and evauate the condition and performance of this ship--"

At that point, Browne reached over and clicked off the intercom. Having shut off the audience, he
turned accusngly to Lesbee, and said, “Explain your falure to inform me that these beings communicated
by telepathy.”

The tone of his voice was thregtening. There was a hint of angry color in hisface.

It was the moment of discovery.

Lesbee hedtated, and then amply pointed out how pre-carious ther reationship had been. He finished
frankly, “I thought by keeping it a secret | might be able to stay dive a little longer, which was certainly
not what you intended when you sent me out as an expendable.”

Browne snapped, “But how did you hope to utilize--?’

He stopped. “Never mind,” he muttered.

Dzing was tdepathing agan:

“In many ways this is mechanicaly a very advanced type ship. Atomic energy drives are correctly
inddled. The automatic machinery performs magnificently. There is massive energy screen equipment,
and they can put out a tractor beam to match anything we have that’s mobile. But there is a wrongness in
the energy flows of this ship, which | lack the experience to interpret. Let me furnish you some data ...”

The data consisted of varidble wave measurements, evidently--so Lesbee deduced--the wavedengths
of the energy flows involved in the “wrongness’.

He said in darm at that point, “Better drop him into the cage while we andyze what he could be taking
about.”

Browne did so--as Dzing telepathed: “If what you suggest is true, then these beings are completdy a
our mercy--"

Cut off!

Browne was turning on the intercom. “Sorry | had to cut you good people off,” he said. “You'll be
interested to know that we have managed to tune in on the thought pulses of the prisoner and have
intercepted his cdls to someone on the planet below. This gives us an advantage.” He turned to Lesbee.
“Don’'t you agree?’

Browne vighly showed no anxiety, whereas Dzing's find datement flabbergasted Lesbee. “...
completely at our mercy ...” surdy meant exactly that. He was staggered that Browne could have



missed the momentous meaning.

Browne addressed him enthusadticdly. “I'm excited by this tdlepathy! I1t's a marvelous short-cut to
communication, if we could build up our own thought pulses. Maybe we could use the principle of the
remote-control landing device which, as you know, can project human thoughts on a Smple, gross leve,
where ordinary energies get confused by the intense fidd needed for the landing.”

What interested Lesbee in the suggestion was that he had in his pocket a remote control for precisaly
such mechani-caly produced thought pulses. Unfortunately, the control was for the lifeboet. It probably
would be advisable to tune the contral to the ship landing system aso. It was a problem he had thought
of earlier, and now Browne had opened the way for an easy solution.

He hdd his voice steady as he said, “Captain, let me program those landing andogs while you prepare
the film communication project. That way we can be ready for him ether way.”

Browne seemed to be completdly trusting, for he agreed a once.

At Browne' s direction, afilm projector was wheded in. It was swiftly mounted on solid connections a
one end of the room. The cameraman and Third Officer Mindd--who had come in with him--strapped
themsalves into two adjoining chairs attached to the projector, and were evidently ready.

While this was going on, Lesbee cdled various technica personnd. Only one technician protested. “But,
John,” he said, “that way we have a double control--with the lifeboat control having pre-emption over the
ghip. That's very unusud.”

It was unusud. But it was the lifeboat control that was in his pocket where he could reach it quickly;
and s0 he said adamantly, “Do you want to talk to Captain Browne? Do you want his okay?’

“No, no.” The technician’s doubts seemed to subside. T heard you being named joint captain. You're
the boss. It shdl be done”

Leshbee put down the closed-circuit phone into which he had been taking, and turned. It was then he
saw that thefilm was ready to rall, and that Browne had his fingers on the controls of the tractor beam.
The older man stared a him questioningly.

“Shl | go ahead?’ he asked.

At this penultimate moment, Lesbee had a quam.

Almogt immediatdy he redlized thet the only aternative to what Browne planned was that he reved his
own secret knowledge.

He hesitated, torn by doubts. Then: “Will you turn that off?” He indicated the intercom.

Browne said to the audience, “We I bring you in again on thisin a minute, good people.” He broke the
connection and gazed questioningly at L esbee.

Whereupon Lesbee said in alow voice, “Captain, | should inform you that | brought the Karn aboard
inthe hope of usng him againg you.”

“Wel, that is a frank and open admisson,” the officer replied very softly.

“I mention this” said Lesbee, “because if you had dmilar ulterior motives, we should clear the ar
completely before proceeding with this attempt at communication.”

A blossom of color spread from Browne's neck over his face. At last he said dowly, “I don't know
how | can con-vince you, but | had no schemes.”

Lesbee gazed a Browne' s open countenance, and suddenly he redized thet the officer was sincere.
Browne had accepted the compromise. The solution of a joint captaincy was agreesble to him.

Sitting there, Lesbee experienced an enormous joy. Seconds went by before he redlized what underlay
the intense pleasurable excitement. It was smply the discovery that--communication worked. You could
tdl your truth and get a hearing ... if it made sense.

It seemed to him that his truth made a lot of sense. He was offering Browne peace aboard the ship.
Peace a a price, of course; but gill peace. And in this severe emergency Browne recognized the entire
vdidity of the solution.

So it was now evident to Lesbee.

Without further hedtation he told Browne that the creatures who had boarded the lifeboat, were
robots--not dive at dl.



Browne was nodding thoughtfully. Findly he sad: “But | don't see how this could be utilized to take over
the ship.”

Lesbee sad patiently, “As you know, gr, the remote landing control system includes five principa
ideas which are projected very forcibly on the thought level. Three of these are for guidance--up, down
and sdeways. Intense magnetic fields, any one of which could partidly jam a complex robot’s thinking
process. The fourth and fifth are ingructions to blast either up or down. The force of the blast depends
on how far the control is turned on. Since the energy used is overwheming, those smple commands
would take pre-emption over the robot. When that fird one came aboard the lifeboat, | had a scan
recelver--nondetectable--on him. This registered two power sources, one pointing forward, one
backward, from the chest level. That's why | had him on his back when | brought himin here. But the
fact is | could have had him tilted and pointing a a target, and activated ether control four or five, thus
destroying whatever was in the path of the reaulting blast. Naturdly, | took dl possible precautions to
make sure that this did not happen until you had indicated what you intended to do. One of these
precautions would enable us to catch this creature’ s thoughts without--"

As he was spesking, he eagerly put his hand into his pocket, intending to show the older man the tiny
on-off control device by which--when it was off--they would be able to read Dzing's thoughts without
removing him from the cage.

He stopped short in his explanation, because an ugly expresson had come suddenly into Browne's
face.

The big man glanced a Third Officer Mindd. “Wél, Dan,” he said, “do you think that's it?’

Leshee noticed with shock that Mindd had on sound amplifying earphones. He must have overheard
every word that Browne and he had spoken to each other.

Mindd nodded. “Yes, Captain,” he said. “1 very definitdy think he has now told us what we wanted to
find out.”

Lesbee grew aware that Browne had released himsdf from his accderation safety bt and was
sepping away from his seat. The officer turned and, sanding very straight, said in aformad tone:

“Technidan Leshee, we have heard your admisson of gross derdiction of duty, conspiracy to
overthrow the lanvful government of this ship, scheme to utilize dien creatures to destroy human beings,
and confesson of other unspeskable crimes. In this extremely dangerous Stuation, summary execution
without formd trid is judtified. | therefore sentence you to desth and order Third Officer Dan Mindd
to--" He fdtered, and came to a stop.
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Two things had been happening as he talked. Lesbee squeezed the “off” switch of the cage control, an
entirdy automatic gesture, convulsive, a spasmodic movement, result of his dismay. It was a mindless
gesture. So far as he knew conscioudy, freeing Dzing's thoughts had no ussful possbility for him. His
only red hope--as he redized dmogs immediately--was to get his other hand into his remaning coat
pocket and with it manipulate the remote-control landing device, the secret of which he had so navdy
reveded to Browne.

The second thing that happened was that Dzing, released from menta control, tel epathed:

“Free again--and this time of course permanently! | have just now activated by remote control the
relays that will in afew moments start the engines of this ship, and | have naturdly re-set the mechanism
for controlling the rate of acceleration--"

His thoughts must have impinged progressively on Browne, for it was at that point that the officer
paused uncertainly.

Dzing continued: “1 verified your andyss. This vessd does not have the internd energy flows of an
interselar ship. These two-legged beings have therefore faled to achieve the Light Speed Effect which
adone makes possble translight velocities. | suspect they have taken many generdtions to make this
journey, are far indeed from their home base, and I’'m sure | can capture them dl.”



Lesbee reached over, tripped on the intercom and yeled at the screen: “All gtations prepare for
emergency acceeration! Grab anything!”

To Browne he shouted: “Get to your seat--quick!”

His actions were autométic responses to danger. Only after the words were spoken did it occur to him
that he had no interest in the survivad of Captain Browne. And that in fact the only reason the man was in
danger was because he had stepped away from his safety belt, so that Mindd’ s blaster would kill Lesbee
without damaging Browne.

Browne evidently understood his danger. He started toward the control chair from which he had
released himsdf only moments before. His reaching hands were dill a foot or more from it when the
impact of Acceeraion One stopped him. He stood there trembling like a man who had struck an
invigble but palpable wal. The next ingant Accderation Two caught him and thrust him on his back to
the floor. He began to dide toward the rear of the room, faster and faster, and because he was quick and
understanding he pressed the pams of his hands and his rubber shoes hard againg the floor and so tried
to dow the movement of his body.

Lesbee was picturing other people esewhere in the ship desperately trying to save themsdves. He
groaned, for the commander’ s fallure was probably being duplicated everywhere.

Even as he had that thought, Acceleration Three caught Browne. Like a rock propelled by a catapult
he shot toward the rear wall. It was cushioned to protect human beings, and so it reacted like rubber,
bouncing him alittle. But the suff had only momentary resilience.

Accderation Four pinned Browne hdfway into the cushioned wal. From its imprisoning depths, he
managed a drangled ydl.

“Lesbee, put atractor beam on mel Save me! I'll make it up to you. I--"

Accderation Five choked off the words.

The man's apped brought momentary wonder to Lesbee. He was amazed that Browne hoped for
mercy ... after what had happened.

Browne's anguished words did produce one effect in him. They reminded him that there was
something he mugt do. He forced his hand and his arm to the control board and focused a tractor beam
that firmly captured Third Officer Mindd and the cameraman. His intense effort was bardy in time,
Accderdion followed acceeration, meking move-ment impossible. The time between each surge of
increased speed grew longer. The dow minutes lengthened into what seemed an hour, then many hours.
Lesbee was hdd in his chair as if he were gripped by hands of sted. His eyes fdt glassy; his body had
long snce logt dl feding.

He noticed something.

Therate of acceleration was different from what the origind Tdlier had prescribed long ago. The actud
incresse in forward pressure each time was less.

He redlized something else. For along time, no thoughts had come from the Karn.

Suddenly, he fet an odd hift in speed. A physca sensation of dight, very dight, angular movement
accompanied the maneuver.

Sowly, the metd-like bands let go of his body. The numb feding was replaced by the pricking as of
thousands of tiny needles. Instead of muscle-compressing acceleration there was only a steady pressure.

It was the pressure that he had in the past equated with gravity.

Leshee sirred hopefully, and when he fdt himsdf move, redlized what had happened. The atificd
gravity had been shut off. Smultaneoudy, the ship had made a hdf turn within its outer shell. The drive
power was now coming from below, a constant one gravity thrugt.

At this late, late moment, he plunged his Hand into the pocket which held the remote control for the
pilotless landing mechanism--and activated it.

“That ought to turn on histhoughts” he told hmsdf savagely.

But if Dzing was telepathing to his masters, it was no longer on the human thought level. So Lesbee
concluded unhappily.

The ether was Slent.



He now grew aware of something more. The ship smelled different: better, cleaner, purer.

L esbee’ s gaze snapped over to the speed dids on the control board. The figures registering there were
unbeliev-able. They indicated that the spaceship was traveing a a solid fraction of the speed of light.

Lesbee stared at the numbers increduloudy. “We didn’'t havetime!” he thought. “How could we go so
fast so quickly--in hours only to near the speed of light!”

Sitting there, breathing hard, fighting to recover from the effects of that prolonged speed-up, he fdt the
fantadtic redity of the universe. During dl this dow century of flight through space, the Hope of Man had
hed the potentia for this vadly gresater velocity.

He visudized the acceleration series so expertly pro-grammed by Dzing as having achieved a shift to a
new state of matter in motion. The “light speed effect”, the Karn robot had cdled it.

“And Tdlier missed it,” he thought.

All those experiments the physicis had performed so paingtakingly, and Ieft a record of, had missed
the great discovery.

Missed it! And so a shipload of human beings had wandered for generations through the black deeps
of interstellar space.

Across the room Browne was dimbing groggily to his feet. He muttered, “... Better get back to ... control
chair.”

He had taken only a few uncertain steps when arediza-tion seemed to drike him. He looked up then,
and stared wildy at Lesbee. “Oh!” he said. The sound came from the gut levd, a gasp of horrified
understanding.

As he dapped a complex of tractor beams on Browne, Lesbee said, “That's right, you're looking at
your enemy. Better start talking. We haven't much time”

Browne was pae now. But his mouth had been Ieft free and so he was able to say huskily, “I did what
any lavful government does in an emergency. | dedlt with treason summarily, teking time only to find out
what it conssted of.”

Leshee had had another thought, this time about Miller on the bridge. Hadtily, he swvung Browne over
infront of him. “Hand me your blagter,” he said. “ Stock firs.”

He freed the other’s arm, so that he could reach into the holster and take it out.

Lesbee fdt a lot better when he had the weapon. But ill another idea had come to him. He said
harshly, “1 want to lift you over to the cage, and | don't want Firgt Officer Miller to interfere. Get that,
Mister Miller!”

There was no answer from the screen.

Browne said uneasly, “Why over to the cage?”’

Lesbee did not answer right away. Slently he manipulated the tractor beam control until Browne was
in pogtion. Having gotten him there, Leshee hesitated. What bothered hm was, why had the Karn's
thought impulses ceased? He had an awful feding that something was very wrong indeed.

He gulped, and said, “Raise thelid!”

Again, he freed Browne's arm. The big man reached over gingerly, unfastened the catch, and then
drew back and glanced questioningly at Lesbee.

“Look inddel” Lesbhee commanded.

Browne said scathingly, “You don't think for one second that--" He stopped, for he was peering into
the cage. He uttered a cry: “He' s gonel”
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L eshee discussed the disappearance with Browne.

It was an abrupt decision on his part to do so. The question of where Dzing might have got to was not
some-thing he should merdly turn over in his own head.

He began by pointing at the dids from which the immense speed of the ship could be computed, and
then, when that meaning was absorbed by the older man, said amply, “What happened? Where did he



go? And how could we speed up to just under 186,000 miles a second in so short atime?’

He had lowered the big man to the floor, and now he took some of the tensgon from the tractor beam
but did not release the power. Browne stood in apparent deep thought. Findly, he nodded. “AH right,”
he sad, “I know what happened.”

“Tdl me”

Browne changed the subject, said in a ddiberate tone, “What are you going to do with me?’

Lesbee gtared a him for a moment unbdievingly. “You're going to withhold this informetion?’ he
demanded.

Browne spread his hands. “What ese can | do? Till | know my fate, | have nothing to lose”

Lesbee suppressed a drong impulse to rush over and drike his prisoner. He sad findly, “In your
judgment isthis delay dangerous?’

Browne was slent, but a bead of swest trickled down his cheek. “1 have nothing to lose,” he repeated.

The expression in Lesbee' s face mugt have darmed him, for he went on quickly, “Look, thereé's no
need for you to conspire any more. What you redly want isto go home, isn't it? Don't you see, with this
new method of acceleration, we can make it to Earth in afew months!”

He stopped. He seemed momentarily uncertain.

Leshbee snapped angrily, “Who are you trying to fool? Months We're a dozen light years in actud
distance from Earth. Y ou mean years, not months”

Browne hestated then: “All right, a few years. But a least not a lifetime. So if you'll promise not to
scheme againg me further, I’ll promise--"

“You'll promise!” Lesbee spoke savagely. He had been taken aback by Browne's indant attempt at
blackmail. But the momentary sense of defeat was gone. He knew with a stubborn rage that he would
gtand for no nonsense.

He said in an uncompromising voice, “Miger Browne, twenty seconds after | stop spesking, you start
taking. If you don't, I'll batter you againg these wdls. | meen it!”

Browne was pde. “Are you gaing to kill me? That's dl | want to know. Look”--his tone was
urgent--“we don't have to fight any more. We can go home. Don't you see? The long madness is just
about over. Nobody has to die”

L esbee hestated. What the big man said was at least partly true. There was an attempt here to make
twelve years sound like twelve days, or & most twelve weeks. But the fact was, it was a short period
compared to the cen-tury-long journey which, at one time, had been the only possibility.

He thought: “Am | going to kill him?’

It was hard to beieve that he would, under the circum-stances. All right. If not degth, then what? He
sa there uncertain. The vitd seconds went by, and he could see no solution. He thought findly, in
desperation: “I'll have to givein for the moment. Even a minute thinking about this is absolutdly crazy.”

He said doud in utter frugtration, “I’ll promise you this. If you can figure out how | can fed safein a
ship com-manded by you I’ll give your plan consideration. And now, mister, start talking.”

Browne nodded. “I accept that promise” he said. “What we ve run into here is the Lorenz-Fitzgerad
Contraction Theory. Only it's not a theory any more. We're living the redlity of it.”

Lesbee argued, “But it only took us afew hours to get to the speed of light”

Browne sad, “As we approach light speed, space fore-shortens and time compresses. What seemed
like a few hours would be days in norma time and space.”

What Browne explained then was different rather than difficult. Lesbee had to blink his mind to shut
out the glare of his old ideas and habits of thought, so that the more subtle shades of super-speed
phenomena could shine through into his awareness.

The time compression--as Browne explained it--was gradationd. The rapid initid series of
acceerations were obvioudy designed to pin down the personnd of the ship. Subsequent increments
would be according to what was necessary to atain the ultra-speed findly achieved.

Since the drive was 4ill on, it was clear that some resst-ance was being encountered, perhaps from
the fabric of pace itsdf.



It was no time to discuss technica detals. Lesbee accepted the remarkable redity and said quickly,
“Yes, but whereis Dzing?’

“My guess,” said Browne, “isthat he did not come dong.”

“How do you mean?’

The space-time foreshortening did not affect him.”

“But--" Lesbee began blankly.

“Look,” said Browne harshly, “don’'t ask me how he did it. My picture is, he stayed in the cage till
after the acceleration stopped. Then, in aleisurdy fashion, he released himsdf from the dectricaly locked
manacles, dimbed out, and went off to some other part of the ship. He wouldn’t have to hurry since by
thistime he was operating a arate of, say, five hundred times faster than our living pace.”

Leshee said, “But that means he' s been out there for hours-his time. What's he been up to?

Browne admitted that he had no answer for that.

“But you can see,” he pointed out anxioudy, “that | meant what | said about going back to Earth. We
have no busnessin this part of space. These beings are far ahead of us scientificaly.”

His purpose was obvioudy to persuade. Leshee thought: “He's back to our fight. That's more
important to him than any damage the real enemy is causng.”

A vague recollection came of the things he had read about the struggle for power throughout Earth
hisory. How men intrigued for supremacy while vast hordes of the invader battered down the gates.
Browne was a true spiritud descendant of dl those mad people.

Sowly, Lesbee turned and faced the big board. What was baffling to him was, what could you do
agang a being who moved five hundred times as fast as you did?
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He had a sudden sense of awe, a picture ... At any given ingant Dzing was a blur. A spot of light. A
movement so rapid that, even as the gaze lighted on him, he was gone to the other end of the ship--and
back.

Yet Lesbee knew it took time to traverse the great ship from end to end. Twenty, even twenty-five
minutes, was normd walking time for a human being going dong the corridor known as Center A.

It would take the Karn afull 9x seconds there and back. In itsway that was a Sgnificant span of time,
but after Lesbee had considered it for a moment he fdt appalled.

What could they do againg a creature who had so great atime differentid in his favor?

From behind him, Browne said, “Why don’t you use againg him that remote landing control system
that you set up with my permisson?’

Leshee confessed: “| did that, as soon as the acceleration ceased. But he mugt have been--back--in
the faster time by then.”

“That wouldn’'t make any difference,” said Browne.

“Ehl” Lesbee was Startled.

Browne parted his lips evidently intending to explain, and then he closed them again. Findly he sad,
“Make sure the intercom is off.”

Lesbee did so. But he was redizing that Browne was up to something again. He said, and there was
ragein histone, “I don't get it, and you do. Is that right?’

“Yes” sad Browne. He spoke deliberatdly, but he was vishly suppressng excitement. “1 know how
to defeat this creature. That puts mein a bargaining position.”

Lesbee' s eyes were narrowed to dits. “Damn you, no bargain. Tdl me, or dsal”

Browne sad, “I'm not redly trying to be difficult. You ether have to kill me, or come to some
agreement. | want to know what that agreement is, because of course I'll do it.”

Lesbee said, “1 think we ought to have an dection.”

“| agreel” Browne spoke indantly. “You set it up.” He broke off. “And now release me from these
tractors and I’ll show you the neatest space-time trick you' ve ever seen, and thet’ll be the end of Dzing.”

Lesbee gazed a the man's face, saw there the same open-ness of countenance, the same frank



honesty that had pre-ceded the execution order, and he thought, “What can he do?’

He considered many possihilities, and thought findly, desperately: “He's got the advantage over me of
superior knowledge--the most undefestable weapon in the world. The only thing | can redlly hope to use
agand itinthefind issueis my knowledge of a multitude of technician-level details.”

But--what could Browne do agang Lesbee?

He said unhappily to the other, “Before | free you, | want to lift you over to Mindd. When | do, you
get his blagter for me.

“Sure” said Browne casudly.

A few moments later he handed Mindel’ s gun over to Lesbee. So that wasn't it.

L esbee thought: “There’ s Miller on the bridge--can it be that Miller flashed him a ready Sgnd when my
back was turned to the board?’

Perhaps, like Browne, Miller had been temporarily in-capacitated during the period of acceleration. It
was vitd that he find out Miller's present capability.

L esbee tripped the intercom between the two boards. The rugged, lined face of the firg officer showed
large on the screen. Lesbee could see the outlines of the bridge behind the man and, beyond, the starry
blackness of space. Lesbee sad courteoudy, “Mr. Miller, how did you make out during the
accderdion?’

“It caught me by surprise, Captain. | redly got a baitering. | think | was out for a while But I'm dl
right now.”

“Good,” sad Lesbee. “As you probably heard, Captain Browne and | have come to an agreemernt,
and we are now going to destroy the creature thet is loose on the ship. Standby!”

Cynicdly, he broke the connection.

Miller was there dl right, waiting. But the question was dill, what could Miller do? The answer of
course was that Miller could pre-empt. And--Lesbee asked himsdf--what could that do?

Abruptly, it seemed to him, he had the answer.

It was the technician’s answer that he had been mentally sraining for.

He now understood Browne' s plan. They were waiting for Lesbee to let down his guard for a momert.
Then Miller would pre-empt, cut off the tractor beam from Browne and saize Lesbee with it.

For the two officers it was vitd that Lesbee not have time to fire the blaster & Browne. Lesbee
thought: “1t’s the only thing they can be worried about. The truth is, there’ s nothing else to stop them.”

The solution was, Leshbee redized with a savage glee, to let the two men achieve ther desre. But
firg--

“Mr. Browne,” he said quigtly, “I think you should give your information. If | agree that it is indeed the
correct solution, | shall release you and we ghdl have an dection. You and | will stay right here till the
eectionisover.”

Browne sad, “I accept your promise. The speed of light is a constant, and does not change in relation
to moving objects. That would aso gpply to dectromagnetic fidds”

Lesbee said, “Then Dzing was affected by the remote-control device | turned on.”

“Ingantly,” said Browne. “He never got a chance to do anything. How much power did you use?’

“Only fird stage,” said Lesbee. “But the machine-driven thought pulsesin that would interfere with just
about every magnetic fidd in his body. He couldn’t do another coherent thing.”

Browne sad in a hushed tone, “It's got to be. HEIl be out of control in one of the corridors,
completely at our mercy.” He grinned. “I told you | knew how to defeat him--because, of course, he was
dready defested.”

Lesbee consdered that for a long moment, eyes narrowed. He redized that he accepted the
explanaion, but that he had preparations to make, and quickly--before Browne got suspicious of his
delay.

He turned to the board and switched on the intercom. “People,” he said, “strap yoursalves in again.
Hep those who were injured to do the same. We may have another emer-gency. You have severd
minutes, | think, but don’'t waste any of them.”



He cut off the intercom, and he activated the closed-circuit intercom of the technical Sations. He said
urgently, “Specid indruction to Technica personnel. Report anything unusud, paticularly if strange
thought forms are going through your mind.”

He had an answer to that within moments after he finished speaking. A man’s twangy voice came over:
“I keep thinking I'm somebody named Dzing, and I'm trying to report to my owners. Boy, am |
incoherent!”

“Whereisthis?’

“D--4--19.”

Lesbee punched the buttons that gave them a TV view of that particular ship location. Almost
immediatdy he spotted a shimmer near the floor.

After amoment's survey he ordered a heavy-duty mobile blaster brought to the corridor. By the time
its colossal energies ceased, Dzing was only a darkened area on the flat surface.

While these events were progressing, Lesbee had kept one eye on Browne and Mindd’s blaster firmly
gripped in his left hand. Now he said, “Wdl, sr, you certainly did what you promised. Wait a moment
while | put this gun away, and then I'll carry out my part of the bargain.”

He started to do so, then, out of pity, paused.

He had been thinking in the back of hismind about what Browne had said earlier: that the trip to Earth
might only take a few months. The officer had backed away from that statement, but it had been
bothering Lesbee ever since.

If it were true, then it was indeed a fact that nobody need diel

He said quickly, “What was your reason for saying that the journey home would only take--well--less
than ayear?’

“It' s the tremendous time compression,” Browne explained eagerly. The distance as you pointed out is
over 12 light-years. But with atime ratio of 3, 4 or 500 to one, we ll make it in less than a month. When
| firg started to say that, | could see that the figures were incomprehensible to you in your tense mood. In
fact, | could scarcely beieve them mysdf.”

Leshbee said, staggered, “We can get back to Earth in a couple of weeks--my God!” He broke off,
sad urgently, “Look, | accept you as commander. We don't need an eection. The status quo is good
enough for any short period of time. Do you agree?’

“Of course,” said Browne. “That's the point I’ ve been trying to make.”

As he spoke, his face was utterly guildess

Leshee gazed at that mask of innocence, and he thought hopelesdy: “What's wrong? Why isn't he
redly agreaing? Isit because he doesn’t want to lose his command so quickly?’

Sitting there, unhappily fighting for the other’s life, he tried to place himsdf mentdly in the postion of
the com-mander of a vessd, tried to look at the prospect of areturn to view. It was hard to picture such
aredity. But presently it seemed to him that he understood.

He said gently, feding his way, “It would be kind of a shame to return without having made a
successful landing anywhere. With this new speed, we could vist a dozen sun systems, and ill get home
inayear.”

Thelook that came into Browne' s face for a flegting moment told Lesbee that he had penetrated to the
thought in the man’s mind.

The next ingant, Browne was shaking his head vigoroudy. Thisis no time for Sde excursons,” he said.
“WEe Il leave explorations of new star systems to future expeditions. The people of this ship have served
ther term. We go sraight home.”

Browne' s face was now completdy relaxed. His blue eyes shone with truth and sincerity.

There was nothing further that Lesbee could say. The guif between Browne and himsdf could not be
bridged.

The commander had to kill hisriva, so that he might findly return to Earth and report that the misson
of the Hope of Man was accomplished.
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In the most ddliberate fashion Lesbee shoved the blagter into the inner pocket of his coat. Then, asif he
were being careful, he used the tractor beam to push Browne about four feet away. There he set him
down, released him from the beam, and--with the same deliberateness--drew his hand away from the
tractor controls. Thus he made himsdf completely defensdess.

It was the moment of vulnerahility.

Browne lesped a him, ydling: “Miller--pre-empt!”

Firg Officer Miller obeyed the command of his captain.

What happened then, only Lesbee, the technician with a thousand bits of detailed knowledge,
expected.

For years it had been observed that when Control Room Below took over from Bridge, the ship
speeded up dightly, and when Bridge took over from Control Room Below, the ship dowed ingantly by
the same amount--in each ingtance, something less then haf amile an hour.

Thetwo boards were not completely synchronized. The technicians often joked about it, and Lesbee
hed once read an obscure technica explanation for the discrepancy. It had to do with the impossibility of
ever getting two metds refined to the same precision of internd Structure.

It was the age-old story of no two objects in the universe are dike. But in times past, the differentia
had meant nothing. It was a technicd curiosity, an interesting phenom-enon of the science of metdlurgy, a
practica problem that caused machinigts to curse good-naturedly when technicians like Lesbee required
them to make a réplacement part.

Unfortunaiely for Browne, the ship was now traveling near the speed of light.

His strong hands, reeching towards Lesbee's dighter body, were actudly touching the latter's am
when the momentary deceleration occurred as Bridge took over. The sudden dow-down was & a much
fagter rate than even Lesbee expected. The resistance of space to the forward movement of the ship must
be usng up more engine power than he had redized; it was teking alot of thrust to maintain a one gravity
acceleration.

The great vessd dowed about 150 miles per hour in the space of a second.

Lesbee took the blow of that deceleration partly againg his back, partly agang one side--for he had
haf-turned to defend himsdf from the bigger man's attack.

Browne, who had nothing to grab on to, was flung for-ward at the full 150 miles per hour. He struck
the control board with an audible thud, stuck to it as if he were glued there; and then, when the
adjugment was over--when the Hope of Man was again speeding dong a one gravity--his body did
down the face of the board, and crumpled into a twisted position on the rubberized dais.

His uniform was discolored. As Lesbee watched, blood seeped through and dripped to the floor.

“Are you going to hold an éection?’ Telier asked.

The big ship had turned back under Lesbee’s command, and had picked up his friends. The lifeboat
itsdf, with the remaining Karn dill aboard, was put into an orbit around Alta |1l and abandoned.

The two young men were Stting now in the Captain’s cabin.

After the question was asked, Lesbee leaned back in his chair, and closed his eyes. He didn’'t need to
examine histota resistance to the suggestion. He had dready savored the feding that command brought.

Almog from the moment of Browne's death, he had observed himsdf having the same thoughts that
Browne had voiced--among many others, the reasons why eections were not advissble aboard a
spaceship. He waited now while Eleesa, one of his three wives--she being the younger of the two young
widows of Browne--poured wine for them, and went softly out. Then he laughed grimly.

“My good friend,” he said, “we're dl lucky that time is so compressed at the speed of light. At
500-times compression, any further exploration we do will require only a few months, or years a mos.
And so | don't think we can afford to take the chance of defegting at an eection the only person who
undergtlands the details of the new acceleration method. Until | decide exactly how much exploration we



ghdl do, | shdl keep our speed capabilities a secret. But | did, and do, think one other person should
know where | have this information documented. Naturdly, | selected Firgt Officer Telier.”

“Thank you, dr,” the youth said. But he was vishly thoughtful as he sipped his wine. He went on
findly, “ Captain, | think you' d fed alot better if you held an dection. I'm sure you could win it.”

Leshee laughed tolerantly, shook his head. “I'm afrad you don't understand the dynamics of
government,” he said. “Theré's no record in hisory of a person who actudly had control, handing it
over.”

He finished with the casud confidence of absolute power. “I'm not going to be presumptuous enough
to fight a precedent like that!”

SILKIESIN SPACE

1

NAT CEMP, walking dong the street, passed the man--and stopped.

Something about the other triggered a 9gnd in that portion of his nervous sysem which, even in his
humen state, retained a portion of his Silkie gbility. He couldn’t remember, hard as he tried, ever having
fdt that particular Sgnd before.

Cemp turned in the street and looked back. The stranger had paused at the near corner. Then, as the
light became green, he walked briskly toward the far Sdewak. He was about Cemp’s height of dightly
over 9x feet and seemed about the same build--about a hundred and ninety pounds.

His hair was dark brown, like Cemp’s, and he wore a dark gray suit, as did Cemp. Now tha they
were severd hundred feet apart, the initid impression he had had of somebody familiar was not so clear.

Yet after only a dight hesitation, Cemp rapidly walked after the man, presently came up to him, and
sad courte-oudy, “May | speak to you?’

The man stopped. At close range, the resemblance be-tween them was truly remarkable, suggesting
consanguinity. Blue-gray eyes, draight nose, firm mouth, strong neck, shape of ears, and the very way
they hdd themsdves were amilar.

Cemp said, “I wonder if you are aware that you and | are practicdly twins”

The man's face twisted dightly. His lips curled into a fant sneer, and his eyes gazed scomfully at
Cemp. He said in an exact replica of Cemp’s baritone voice, “It was my intent that you notice. If you
hedn't this firgt time, then | would have approached you again. My nameis U-Brem.”

Cemp was dlent, sartled. He was surprised a the hodlility in the stranger’s tone and manner.
Contempt, he andyzed wonderingly.

Had the man been merdy a human being who had some-how recognized a Silkie in human form,
Cemp would have conddered it one of those occasond incidents. Known Silkies were sometimes
sought out by humans and insulted. Usudly the human who committed such a foolish act could be evaded
or good-naturedly parried or won over. But once in a while a Slkie had to fight. However, the man's
resembl-ance to Cemp indicated that this encounter was different.

As he had these thoughts, the stranger’s cynica gray-blue eyes were gazing into Cemp’s. The man's
lips parted in a derisive amile, showing even white teeth. “ At gpproximatdly this moment,” he sad, “every
Slkiein the solar system is recaiving a communication from his ater ego.”

He paused; again the insolent amile. “I can see that has derted you, and you're bracing yoursdf ...”

It was true. Cemp had abruptly decided that whether the other’s statement was true or not, he could
not let im get away.

Theman continued, “... bracing yoursdf to try to seize me. It can't be done, for | match you in every
way.”



“You'reaSilkie?” Cemp asked.

“I'maSilkie”

By dl the logic of Silkie higtory, that had to be a fase dam. And yet there was the unmistakable,
sensationd resemblance to himsdif.

But Cemp did not change his mind. Even if this was a Slkie, Cemp had a superiority over dl other
Sikies In his sruggle with the Kibmadine the year before, he had learned things about body control that
were known to no other Silkie, ance it had been decided by the Silkie Authority that he must not
communicate to other Silkies the newly gained ahilities And he hadn't.

That extra knowledge would now be to his advantage--if the other was indeed a Silkie.

“Ready for the message?’ asked the man insolently.

Cemp, who was ready for the battle of hislife, nodded curtly.

“It' s an ultimatum.”

“I'mwaiting,” said Cemp.

“You are to cease and desist from your association with human beings. You are commanded to return
to the nation of Silkies. Y ou have a week to make up your mind. After that date you will be considered a
traitor and will be treated as traitors have aways been treated, without mercy.”

Since there was no “nation” of Silkies and never had been, Cemp, after considering the unexpected
“utimatum” for a moment, made his attack.

He dill didn't quite believe that his “twin” was a Silkie. So he launched a minimum eectric charge on
one of the magnetic bands that he could use as a human--enough to render unconsciousness but not
damage.

To hisdismay, a Silkie magnetic screen as powerful as anything he could muster warded off the energy
blow. So the man was a Silkie.

The sranger stared at him, teeth showing, eyes glinting with sudden rage. “I'll remember thid” he
snarled. “You' d have hurt meif | hadn't had a defense.”

Cemp hesitated, questioning his own purpose. It didn't have to be capture. “Look,” he urged, “why
don’'t you come with me to the Silkie Authority? If there is a Silkie nation, norma communication is the
best way of proving it.”

The drange Silkie began to back away. “I've done my duty,” he muttered. “I’'m not accustomed to
fighting. Y ou tried to kill me”

He seemed to bein a state of shock. His eyes had changed again, and they looked dazed now. All the
man'sinitid cocksureness was gone as he continued backing away.

Cemp followed, uncertain. He was himsdf a highly trained fighter; it was hard to grasp that here might
be a Slkie who was actudly not versed in battle.

He soothed, “We don't have to fight. But you can’'t expect to ddiver an ultimatum and then go off into
nowhere, asif you've done your part. You say your name is U-Brem. Where do you come from?’

He was aware, as he spoke, that people had stopped in the street and were watching the strange
drama of two men, one retreating, the other pursuing, adow step at atime.

“Hrg, if there's a Slkie nation, where has it--where have you--been biding dl these years?” Cemp
persisted.

“Damn you, stop badgering me. You've got your ulti-matum. You've got a week to think about it.
Now leave me aone!”

The dter ego had dearly not consdered what he would do after ddivering his message. His
unpreparedness made the whole incident even more fantagtic. But he was showing anger agan,
recovering his nerve.

An dectric discharge, in the jagged form of lightning, rode a magnetic beam of U-Brem'’s creation and
gruck a Cemp, crackling againg the magnetic screen he kept ready to be triggered into ingant
exigence.

Thelightning bolt bounced away from Cemp, caromed off a building, flashed across the sdewak past
severd dartled people, and grounded itsdf on the metd grill of a Street drain.

“Two can play that game,” said U-Brem in a savage tone.



Cemp made no reply. The other’s dectric beam had been maximum for a Silkie in human
form--death-level potency. Somewhere nearby, a woman screamed. The street was clearing. People
were running away, seeking shelter.

The time had come to end this madness, or someone might be killed. Cemp acted on his evauation
that for some reason that was not clear, this Slkie was not properly trained and was therefore vulnerable
to anonlethd attack by a technique invalving a smple verson of levels of logic.

He wouldn’'t even have to use the secret ability he had learned from the Kibmadine the year before.

The moment he made up his mind, he did a subtle energy thing. He modified a specific set of
low-energy force lines passing through his brain and going in the direction of U-Brem.

Ingantly, there was manifested a strange logic implidt in the very sructure and makeup of life The
logic of leveld The science that had been derived by humean scientific methods from the great Silkie gbility
for changing form.

Each life cdl had its own rigidity. Each gestat of cdls did a specific action, could do no other. Once
dimulated, the “thought” in that particular nerve bundle went through its exact cycle, and if there was an
accompanying motion or emotion, that aso manifested itsdf precisdy and exactly and without
qudification.

Even more meaningful, more important--a number of cdl colonies could be joined together to form a
new gestalt, and groups of such clusters had their specid action. One such colony gestdt was the deep
center in human beings.

The method Cemp used wouldn't work on a Silkiein his class-C form. Even a B Silkie could fight off
deep. But this Slkie in human form began to stagger. His eyes were sud-denly heavy lidded, and the
uncontrolled appearance of his body showed that he was adeep on hisfeet.

As the man fdl, Cemp stepped forward and caught his body, preventing an injurious crash to the
concrete sde-wak. Smultaneoudy, he did a second, subtle, thing. On another force ling, he put a
message that manipulated the unconsciousness gestdt in the other’s brain. It was an attempt at complete
control. Sleep cut off U-Brem's per-ception of his environment. Cemp’'s manipulaion of his
unconsciousness mechanism diminated those messages from the brain's stored memory which would
normaly simulate to wakefulness someone who was not reglly deepy.

Cemp was congratulaing himsdf on his surprisngly easy capture--when the body he hdd siffened.
Cemp, senang an outsde force, drew back. To his complete astonishment, the unconscious mean rose
draght up into the sky.

In his human form, Cemp was not able to determine the nature of the energy that could accomplish
such an im-probable feat. He should he redlized, transform to Silkie. He found himsdf hestating. There
was arule agang changing in ful view of human beings. Abruptly, he recog-nized that this Stuation was
unique, a never-before-encoun-tered emergency. He transformed to Silkie and cut off gravity.

The ten-foot body, shaped alittle like a projectile, rose from the ground at missle speed. Mogt of his
clothes, com-pletely torn away, fdl to the ground. A few tattered remnants remained but were swept
away by the gde winds created by his passage.

Unfortunatdy, dl of five seconds had gone by while he made the transformation, and since severd
seconds had dready passed before he acted, he found himsdlf pursuing a speck that was continuing to go
draght up.

What amazed him anew was that even with his Slkie perception, he could detect no energy from it,
below it, or around it. Yet its speed was as great as anything he could manage. Accordingly, after only
moments, he redized that his pursuit was not swift enough to overtake the man and that the body of
U-Brem would reach an aimosphere height too rarefied for human surviva unless he acted promptly. He
therefore merafully removed the pressure from the deep and unconsciousness center of the other’s body.

Moments later, he was disappointed, but not surprised, he sensed from the other a shift to Silkie form;
proof that he had awakened and could now be responsible for himsdif.

U-Brem continued draight up, as a full-grown Silkie now, and it was presently obvious that he
intended to risk going through the Van Allen belt. Cemp had no such fool-hardy purpose.

As the two of them approached the outer limits of the atmosphere, Cemp put a thought on abeam to a



manned Teldar unit in orbit around Earth. The thought contained smply the data about what hed
happened.

The message sent, he turned back. Greetly disturbed by his experience--and being without clothes for
humen wear--he flew draight to the Slkie Authority.

2

Cemp, descending from the sky down to the vast building complex that comprised the centrd
adminidgration for dedl-ing with Silkies, saw that other Silkies were aso coming in. He presumed, grimly,
thet they were there for the same reason as he was.

As the redlization came, he scanned the heavens behind him with his Slkie senses and perceived that
scores more of black spots were out there, hurtling closer. Divining im-minent confusion, he dowed and
stopped. Then, from his postion in the sky, he telepathed Charley Baxter, proposing a specid plan to
handle the emergency.

Baxter was in a distracted state, but presently his return thought came. “Nat, yours is just about the
best idea we ve had. And you're right. This could be dangerous.”

There was a pause. Baxter must have got his message through to other of the Specid People, for
Cemp began to record agenerd Silkie warning. “To dl Silkies It would be unwise for too many of you
to concentrate at onetimein one place. So divide into ten groups on the secret-number system, plan G.
Group One only, approach and land. All others disperse until called.”

In the sky near Cemp, Silkies began to mill around. Cemp, who, by the designated number system,
was in group three, veered off, climbed to the upper atmosphere, and darted a thousand miles over, to
hishomein Forida

En route, he talked mentdly to his wife, Joanne. And s0 by the time he walked naked into the house,
ghe had clothes laid out for him and knew as much as he about what had happened.

As Cemp dressed, he saw tha she was in a womanly state of aarm, more concerned than he. She
accepted that there was a Silkie nation and that this meant there would aso be Slkie women.

“Admit it!” she said tearfully. “Thet thought has already crossed your mind, haan't it?’

“I'm a logicd person,” Cemp defended. “So I've had flegt-ing thoughts about al possbilities. But
being sengble, | fed that alot of things have to be explained before | can rgect what we know of Silkie
history. And so until we have proof of something different, | shdl go on believing that Silkies are the result
of biologicd experiments with DNA and DNP and that old Sawyer did it there on Echo Idand.”

“What's going to become of our marriage?’ Joanne said in an anguished voice.

“Nothing will change.”

She sobbed. “I'm going to seem to you like a native woman of three hundred years ago who is married
to awhite man on a South Sea Idand--and then white women begin ariving on theidand.”

The wildness of her fantasying astounded Cemp. “It's not the same” he said. “I promise complete
loydty and devation for the rest of our lives”

“Nobody can promise anything in persond relations” she said. But his words seemed to reassure her
after amoment. She dried her eyes and came over to him and dlowed hersdf to be kissed.

It was an hour before a phone cdl came from Charley Baxter. The man was apologetic for the delay
but explained that it was the result of a conference on Cemp’s future actions.

“It was adiscusson just about you indl this” Baxter said.

Cemp waited.

Thefind decision was to continue to not let Cemp intermingle with, other Silkies-“for reasons that you
know,” Baxter said sgnificantly.

Cemp surmised that the reference was to the secret know-ledge he had gained from the Kibmadine
Di-isarinn and that this meant they would continue to send him on specia missions that kept him away
from other Silkies.

Baxter now produced the information that only four hundred Silkies had been approached by ater
egos. “The number actudly reported in,” he said, “is three hundred and ninety-Sx.”



Cemp was vagudy rdieved, vagudy contemptuous. U-Brem's daim that dl Slkies were targets was
now proved to be propaganda. He had dready shown himsdf to be an inept Slkie. The lie added one
more degrading touch.

“Some of them were pretty poor duplicates” said Baxter. “Apparently, mimicking another body is not
agreat ill with them.”

However, he admitted, even four hundred was more than enough to establish the exisence of a
hitherto unknown group of Silkies.

“Even if they are untrained,” he said, “we ve asolutely got to find out who they are and where they
come from.”

“Is there no clue?” Cemp asked.

No more than he aready knew.

“They dl got away?’ Cemp said, astounded. “No one did any better than | did?’

“On the average, not aswdl,” sad Baxter.

It seemed that most Silkies had made no effort to hold the strange Silkies who confronted them; they
had amply reported in and asked for ingructions.

“Can't blame them,” said Baxter.

He continued, “But | might as wel tdl you that your fight and your reasons for fighting make you one of
the two dozen Silkies we fed we can depend on in this matter. So here are your ingructions ...”

He talked for severd minutes and concluded, “ Take Joanne with you, but go at oncel”

Thedgn sad, ALL THE MUSIC IN THIS BUILDING IS SILKIE MUSIC.

Cemp, who had never ligened for long to any other kind, saw the faint distaste come into his wife's
face. She caught his look and evidently his thought, for she said, “All right, so it sounds dead levd to me,
as if it's dl the same note--well, anyway, the same few notes, close together, repeated in various
sckening combinations.”

She stopped, shook-her beautiful blonde head, and said, “I guess I'm tense and afrad and need
something wild and dashy.”

To Cemp, who could hear harmonies in the music that were beyond the reach of ordinary humen ears,
her outburst was but a part of the severe emotiond reactions to things that Silkies married to human
women had to become accustomed to. The wives of Silkies had a hard time meking their peace with the
redities of the relationship.

As Joanne had put it more than once, “There you are with this physcaly perfect, beautiful mae. But dl
the time you're thinking, “This is not redly a man. It's a monger that can change in a flash into ether a
fishlike being or a creature of space. But of course, | wouldn't part with him for any-thing.”

The music 9gn was soon behind them, and they walked on into the interior of the museum. Thar
dedtination was the origind laboratory, in which the firg Silkie was supposed to have been produced.
The lab occupied the center of the building; it had been moved there from the West Indies a hundred and
ten years before, according to a date on awadl plague at the entrance.

It had seemed to Baxter that a sharper study should be made of the artifacts of Silkie higtory. The
entire structure of that history was now being questioned for the very firg time.

Thistask, of reevauating the past data, had been assgned to Cemp and Joanne.

Thelab was brightly lighted. It had only one vigtor; a rather plan young woman with jet-black hair but
no makeup, wearing ill-fitting clothes, was standing at one of the tables beside the far doorway.

As Cemp camein, a thought not his own touched his mind. He started to turn to Joanne, teking it for
granted that she had communicated with him on that level. He took it for granted, thet is for severd
seconds.

Bdaedly, redization came that the thought had arrived on a magnetic carrier wave--Silkie level.

Cemp swung around and stared at the black-haired woman. She smiled a him, somewhat tensdy, he
noted, and then her thought came, unmigtakably: “Please don’t give me away. | was daioned here to
convince any doubting Silkie”

Shedidn’'t have to explain what she meant. The thunder of it was pouring through Cemp’s mind.



According to his knowledge, there had never been any femde Silkies. All Silkies on Earth were males,
married to women of the Specia People--like Joanne.

But this black-haired, farm-woman type was afemde Silkie! That was what she was letting him know
by her presence. In effect, by being here, she was saying, “Don’'t bother to search dusty old files I'm
living proof that Silkies were not produced in somebody’ s laboratory two hundred and thirty years ago.”

Suddenly Cemp was confused. He was aware that Joanne had come up beside him, that she must
have caught his thought, that she was hersdf dismayed. The one glimpse he had of her face showed that
she had become very pale,

“Nat!” her voice came sharply. “You've got to capture her!”

Cemp darted forward, but it was a haf-hearted move-ment. Yet in spite of the uncertainty in his
actions, he was aready having logicd thoughts.

Since only hours had gone by since the moment he fird saw U-Brem, she mugt have been dationed
here in advance. She would therefore have had no contact with the others. And so she wouldn’'t know
thet to atrained Silkie like him-sdf, she was as vulnerable as an unarmed dvilian opposed by a soldier.

The black-haired woman must have suddenly had some doubt of her own. Abruptly she stepped
through the door near which she had been-standing and closed it after her.

“Nat!” Joann€ s voice, high-pitched, sounded mere inches behind him. “You can't |et her get avay!”

Cemp, who had emerged from his brief stas's, projected a thought after the femde Silkie. “I’'m not
going to fight you, but I'm going to stay close to you uniil | have dl the infor-mation we want.”

“Too lae” A magnetic carrier wave, human-Silkie leve, brought her thought. “You're dready too
late”

Cemp didn't think so. He arived at the door through which she had disappeared, was dightly
disconcerted to find thet it was locked, smashed it with a sngle jagged lightning thrust of eectrica force,
stepped through its smoking remains--and saw the woman in the act of entering a gap in the wal made
by adiding door.

She was not more than three dozen feet away, and she had hdf-turned to look back in his direction.
What she saw was evidently a surprise, for a startled look came into her face.

Hadtily, her hand came up to something ingde the aper-ture, and the door did shut. As it closed,
Cemp, who was running toward it, had a glimpse of agleaming corridor beyond. The existence of such a
Secret passageway had too many implications for Cemp to consider immediatdly.

He was a the wadll, fumbling for the hidden door. When he could not find it after severa long moments,
he stepped back and burned it down with the two energy flows from his brain, which, when they came
together outside his body, created an intense dectricd arc. It was the only energy wegpon available to
him as a human being, but it was enough.

A minute later, he stepped through the smoking opening into a narrow corridor.

3

The corridor in which Cemp found himsdf was made of concrete and danted gently downward. 1t was
dmly lighted and sraight, and he could see the young womean in the near distance ahead--about two
hundred feet away.

She was running, but as a woman wearing a dress runs-—-not very fast. Cemp broke into his own
high-speed lope and in aminute had cut the distance between them in haf. Abruptly, the concrete ended.
Ahead was a dirt cave, ill lighted, but the lights were set farther apart.

As she reached this point, the young woman sent him a message on amagnetic force line. “If you don’t
stop chasing me, I'll have to use the (something not clear to Cemp) power.”

Cemp remembered the energy that had lifted U-Brem into the sky. He took the threat serioudy and
ingantly modified a magnetic wave to render her unconscious.

It was not so crud an act as it would have been earlier. Now she fel like a stone--which was the
unfortunate characterigtic of the unconsciousness gestalt--but she fdl on dirt and not on cement. The
mation of her body was such that she pitched forward on her knees, then did down on her right shoulder.



It didn't look too severe for her--so it seemed to Cemp as he came closer to where she was lying.

He had dowed to a walk. Now, 4ill wary, he approached the prostrate body, determined not to let
any specid “power” remove her from him. He fdt only dightly guilty at the violent method he had used.
His reasoning had permit-ted no less control over her. The “degp” shut-off on U-Brem had not
prevented that individua from turning on the force field--so Cemp considered it to be--that had saved
him. Quite smply, he couldn’t et her get away.

Because it was an untried Stuation, he acted at once. At this moment, he had her; there were too many
unknowns for him to risk any delay. He knelt beside her. Since she was unconscious and not asleep, her
Sensory system was open to exterior simulaion. But for her to answer, she would have to be switched to
deep, so that the shut-off interior percep-tion could flow.

S0 he st there, dternately manipulaing her uncon-sciousness center, when he wanted to ask a
question, and her deep center, for her reply. It was like ancient ham radio with each party saying “over”
when his message was completed.

And of course, in addition, he had to make sure that she did reply to his queries. So he asked one
guedtion after an-other, and with each question he modified a magnetic wave with a message to the
brain-cdl gestdt that responded to hypnatic drugs. The result was a steady menta conversation.

“What is your name?’

“B-Roth.”

“Where do you come from?’

“From home.”

“Whereis home?’

“In the sky.” A mentd image came of a gndl stone body in space; Cemp’'s impresson was of a
meteorite less than twenty milesin diameter. “ About to go around the sun, insde the firg planet’s orbit.”

So she had come to Earth in advance. So they were dl far from “home’ and had apparently had no
preiminary know-ledge that they were outskilled by Earth Slkies. As a result, he was now obtaining this
decigve information.

“What isits orbit?” Cemp asked.

“It goes as far out as the eighth planet.”

Neptune! What a tremendous distance--nearly thirty astronomicd units.

Cemp asked quickly, “What isits mean speed?’

Her answer was in terms of Mercury’s year. Converted to Earth time, it came to a hundred and ten
years per orhit.

Cemp whidled softly. An immediate association had legped into his mind. The firg Silkie baby had
been born to Marie Ederle dightly more than two hundred and twenty years before, according to the
offidd higory. The time involved was approximately twice aslong as the orbita period of the little Silkie
planetoid.

Cemp ended that train of speculation abruptly and demanded from B-Roth exactly how she would
agan find the planetoid, which surdy must be one of thousands of Smilar bodies.

The answer was one that only a Silkie could operate from. She had in her brain a set of rdaionships
and sgna-recognition images that identified for her the location of the Silkie home.

Cemp made an exact menta copy of these images. He was about to begin questioning her for details
on other matters--when an inertia phenomenon effected his body.

He was flung backward. ... It was asif he were in a vehicle, his back to the forward motion, and the
vehide stopped suddenly, but he went on.

Because he dways had protection againg sudden fdls, he had been moved less than eght feet before
he triggered his magnetic fidd, his only screening mechanism as a human.

Thefidd he set up could not stop the pull of gravity directly, but it derived from the Earth’s magnetic
force and gained its power from the force lines that passed through this exact space.

As Cemp modulated the lines now, they attached them-sdves to flexible metd bands that were woven
into his clothes, and they hed him. He hung there a few feet above the floor. From this vantage point he
was able to examine his Stuation.



At once, the phenomenon was shown as completely fantagtic. He detected in the heart of the gravity
fidd a tiny molecule complex. What was fantagtic about it was this Gravity was an invaridble, soldy
dependent on mass and square of distance. Cemp had adready caculated the gravity pull on him to be the
equivaent of three times that of Earth at sealevd. And s0, by dl the laws of physics, that incredibly smadl
particle must have an equivdent mass to three Earthd

Impossible, of course.

It was by no means a complex of one of the large mole-cules, as far as Cemp could determine, and it
was not radio-active.

He was about to abandon his study of it and to turn his attention to his own sSituation, when he noticed
that the gravity fidd had an even more improbable qudlity. Its pull was limited to organic matter. It had no
effect on the sur-rounding dirt walls, and in fact--his mind poised in a find amazement--the woman's
body was not influenced by it.

The gravity was limited to one particular organic con-figuration--himself! One body, one human being
only--Nat Cemp--was the sole object toward which it was oriented.

He found himsdf remembering how he had been un-touched by the fidd that had lifted U-Brem. He
hed sensed the presence of afidd but only by the way the magnetic lines that passed through his head
were affected by it. Even in his Slkie form, as he pursued the hurtling body of his dter ego, that, and
merdy that, had been true.

Thiswas for im a persona gravitationd field, asmal group of molecules that “knew” him.

As these flashing awarenesses came to him, Cemp turned his head and gazed back at the young
womean. He was not surprised at what he saw. His attention had been forcibly removed from her, so the
pressure on the unconsciousness vavein her brain was released. She was girring, coming to.

She sat up, looked around, and saw him.

She came to her feet quickly, with an ahletic ease. She evidently did not remember what had
happened while she was unconscious, did not redize how completdy she had given away basic secrets,
for her face broke into agmile

“You see?’ shesad. “I told you what would happen. Wéll, goodbye.”

Her soirits vishly high, she turned, walked off into the cave, and presently disappeared as it gradudly
curved off to the left.

After she was gone, Cemp turned his atention back to the gravity fidd. He assumed that it would
eventudly be with-drawn or fade out, and he would be free. He had the digtinct conviction that he might
have only minutes in which to examine it and discover its nature.

He thought unhappily, If I could change into my Slkie form, | could really examine it.

But he dared not, could not. At least, he couldn’t do it and Smultanecudy maintain his safe position.

Silkies had one weakness, if it could be cdled that. They were vulnerable when they changed from one
form to an-other. Considering this, Cemp now conducted his fird mentd conversation with Joanne. He
explained his predica-ment, described what he had learned, and ended, “I think | can Stay here dl day
and see what comes of this, but | should probably have another Silkie stand by for emergencies”

Her anxious reply was, “I'll have Charley Baxter contact you.”

4

She phoned Baxter and passed the conversation on to Cemp in thought form.

Baxter was enormoudy excited by the information that Cemp had obtained about the dien Slkies. He
regarded the gravity fidd as a new energy application, but he was reluctant to send in another Silkie.

“Let’'s face it, Joanne” he said. “Your husband learned something last year which, if other Sikies
understood it, might wreck the delicate balance by which we are maintain-ing our present Silkie-human
avilization. Nat understands our concern about that. So tdl him I’ll send a mechine in there to act as a
barrier for him while he makes his change-over into Silkie”

It occurred to Cemp that the appearance of new, hitherto unknown Silkies would dter the
Sikie-human rdationship even more. But he did not permit that thought to go out to Joanne.



Baxter's conversation concluded with the statement that it would probably take a while before the
mechine could be got to him. “So tdl hm to hold on.”

After Baxter had hung up, Joanne thought at Cemp, “I should tdl you that | am reieved about one
thing.”

“What's that?”’

“If the Silkie women are dl as plain in human form as B-Roth, then I’'m not going to worry.”

An hour went by. Two ... ten.

In the world outside, the skies would be dark, the sun long gone, the stars Sgnding in ther tiny brilliant
fashion.

Charley Baxter's machine had come and gone, and Cemp, safe in the Silkie form, remained close to
the most remark-able energy fidd that had ever been seenin the solar syssem. What was astounding was
that it showed no diminution of its colossa gravity effect. His hope had been that with his supersenstive
Silkie perception he would be able to perceive any feeder lines that might be flowing power to it from an
outsde source. But there was nothing like that; nothing to trace. The power came from the sngle small
group of molecules. It had no other origin.

The minutes and the hours lengthened. The watch became long, and he had time to fed the emotiona
impact of the problem that now confronted every Silkie on Earth--the need to make a decison about the
Space Silkies.

Morning.

Shortly after the sun came up outside, the fidd manifested an independent quadlity. It began to move
dong the corridor, heading deeper into the cave. Cemp floated dong after it, Ietting a portion of its
gravitationd pull draw him. He was wary but curious, hopeful that now he would find out more.

The cave ended abruptly in a deep sewer, which had the look of long abandonment. The concrete was
cracked, and there were innumerable deep fissures in the walls. But to the group of molecules and their
fidd, it seemed to be a familiar area, for they went forward more rapidly. Suddenly, there was water
below them. It was not stagnant, but rippled and swirled. A tidd pool, Cemp anayzed.

The water grew deeper, and presently they were in it, traveding a undiminished speed. Ahead, the
murky depths grew less murky. They emerged into sunlit waters in a canyon about a hundred feet below
the surface of the ocean.

Asthey broke surface a moment later, the Strange energy complex accelerated. Cemp, suspecting that
it would now try to get away from him, made afind effort to perceive its characterigtics.

But nothing came back to him. No message, no sgn of energy flow. For a split second, he did have the
impresson that the atoms making up the molecule group were some-how ... not right. But when he
switched his atention to the band involved, ether the molecules became aware of his momentary
awareness and closed themsalves off or heimegined it.

Even as he made the andyss, his feding that he was about to be discarded was borne out. The
particle' s speed increased rapidly. In seconds, its velocity approached the limits of what he could permit
himsdf to endure insde an atmosphere. The outer chitin of his Silkie body grew haot, then hotter.

Rductantly, Cemp adjusted his own atomic structure, so that the gravity of the dien fidd no longer
affected him. As he fdl away, it continued to pursue a course that took an easterly direction, where the
un was now about an hour above the horizon. Within mere seconds of his separation from it, it |eft the
amaosphere and, traveling a many miles a second, headed seemingly straight for the sun.

Cemp came to the atmosphere's edge. “Gazing” by means of his Silkie perceptors out upon the vadt,
dark ocean of space beyond, he contacted the nearest Telstar unit. To the scientists aboard, he gave a fix
on the speeding molecule group. Then he waited hopefully while they tried to put a tracer on it.

But the word findly came, “Sorry, we get no reaction.”

Baffled, Cemp let himsdf be drawn by Earth’s gravity. Then, by a series of controlled adjustments to
the magnetic and gravity fields of the planet, he guided himsdf to the Silkie Authority.
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Three hours of talk ...

Cemp, who, as the only Silkie present, occupied a seat near the foot of the long table, found the
discusson boring.

It had early seemed to him that he or some other Silkie ought to be sent to the Silkie planetoid to learn
the facts, handle the matter in a srictly logicd but humanitarian fashion, and report back to the Authority.

If, for some reason, the so-caled Silkie nation proved unamengble to reason, then a further discusson
would bein order.

As he waited for the three dozen human conferees to reach the same decison, he couldn’t hep but
notice the order of importance & the table.

The Specid People, induding Charley Baxter, were at the head of the long table. Next, ranging down
on ether 9de, were the ordinary human beings. Then, on one sde, himsdf, and below him, three minor
ades and the officid secretary of the three-man Silkie Authority.

It was not a new observation for him. He had discussed it with other Silkies, and it had been pointed
out to him that here was a reversal of the power role that was new in history. The strongest individuds in
the solar system--the Silkies were il relegated to secondary status.

He emerged from hisreverie to redize that Slence had fdlen. Charley Baxter, dim, gray-eyed, intense,
was coming around the long table. He stopped across from Cemp.

“Wel, Nat,” said Baxter, “there' s the picture as we seeit.” He seemed embarrassed.

Cemp did alightning mentad backtrack on the discusson and redized that they had indeed arrived at
the inevitable conclusion. But he noted aso that they considered it aweighty decision. It was a lot to ask
of any person, that was the attitude. The result could be persond disaster. They wouldn't be criticd if he
refused.

“| fed ashamed to ask it,” said Baxter, “but thisis dmost awar Stuation.”

Cemp could see that they were not sure of themselves. There had been no war on Earth for a hundred
and fifty years. No one was an expert init any more.

He cdlimbed to his feet as these awarenesses touched him. Now he looked around at the faces turned
to him and said, “Cdm yoursdves, gentlemen. Naturdly I'll do it.”

They dl looked relieved. The discusson turned quickly to details-the difficulty of locating a Sngle
meteorite in space, particularly one that had such along Sdered period.

It was wdl known that there were about fifteen hundred large meteorites and planetoids and tens of
thousands of smdler objects orbiting the sun. All these had orbits or motions that, though subject to the
laws of cdedtid mech-anics, were often very eccentric. A few of them, like comets, periodicdly came in
close to the sun, then shot off into space again, returning for another hectic go-round fifty to a hundred
years later. There were so many of these inter-mediate-sized rocks that they were identified and their
courses plotted only for specid reasons. There had Smply never been any point in tracking them all.

Cemp had maiched course with and landed on scores of lone meteorites. His recollections of those
experiences were among the bleaker memoaries of his numerous space flights-the darkness, the sense of
utterly barren rock, the profound lack of sensory simulaion. Oddly, the larger they were, the worse the
feding was.

He had discovered that he could have akind of intdlectud afinity with a rock less than a thousand feet
in diameter. This was paticularly true when he encountered an in-articulate mass that had findly been
precipitated into a hyperbolic orbit. When he computed that it was thus destined to leave the solar system
forever, he would find himsdf imagining how long it had been in space, how far it had gone, and how it
would now hurtle away from the solar syssem and spend eons between the stars, and he could not help
feding a sense of loss.

A government representative--a human being named John Mathews--interrupted his thought. “Mr.
Cemp, I’d like to ask you a very persona question.”

Cemp looked at him and nodded.



The man went on, “According to reports, severa hundred Earth Silkies have dready defected to these
native Sikies. Evidently, you don't fed asthey do, that the Slkie planetoid is home. Why not?’

Cemp amiled. “Wel, firg of dl,” he said, “1 would never buy a pig in a poke the way they have done.”

He hesitated. Then, in a serious tone, he continued. “Entirdy apart from my fedings of loydty to Earth,
| do not believe the future of life formswill be helped or advanced by any rigid adherence to the idea that
 amalion, or | am a bear. Intdligent life is, or should be, moving toward a common civilization. Maybe
I’'m like the farm boy who went to the city--Earth. Now my folks want me to come back to the farm.
They'll never understand why | can't, so | don't even try to explain it to them.”

“Maybe” said Mathews, “the planetoid is actudly the big city and Earth the farm. What then?’

Cemp amiled palitely but merdy shook his head.

Mathews persisted, “One more question. How should Silkies be treated?’

Cemp spread his hands. “I can’t think of a sngle change that would be of vadue”

He meant it. He had never been able to get excited about the pecking order. Yet he had known for a
long time that some Silkies fdt srongly about their inferior--as it seemed to them--role. Others, like
himsdf, did thar duty, were fathful to their human wives, and tried to enjoy the some-what limited
possibilities of human civilization--limited for Silkies, who had so many additional senses for which there
was no red cregtive simuldion.

Presumably, things could be better. But meanwhile, they were what they were. Cemp recognized that
any attempt to adter them would cause fear and disturbance among human beings. And why do tha
merdy to satisfy the egos of some-what fewer than two thousand Silkies?

At leadt, that had been the problem until now. The coming of the space Silkies would add an indefinite
number of new egos to the scene, yet, Cemp reasoned, not enough to change the statistics meaningfully.

Aloud, he said, “Asfar as| can see, under dl conceivable circumstances, there is no better solution to
the Silkie problem than that which exigts right now.”

Charley Baxter chose that moment to end the discussion, saying, “Nat, you have our best, our very
best, wishes. And our complete confidence. A spaceship will rush you to Mercury’s orbit and give you a
head start. Good luck.”

The scene ahead was absolutely fantadtic.

The Silkie planetoid would make its drcuit of the sun far indde Mercury’s eccentric orbit, and the
appearance was that it might brush the edges of the great clouds of hot gas that seemed to poke out like
streamers or shapeess arms from the sun’s hot surface.

Cemp doubted if such a cdamity would actudly occur, but as he periodicdly subjected his stedl-hard
chitinous Silkie body to the sun's gravity, he sensed the enormous pull of it a this near distance. The
carde of whitefire filled dmogt the entire sky ahead. The light was so intense and came in on him on so
many bands that it overwhemed his receptor syssem whenever he let it in. And he had to open up a
intervasin order to make readjustments in his course.

The two hurtling bodies--his own and that of the planet-oid--were presently on a callison course. The
actud moment of “callison” was dill hours away. So Cemp shut off his entire perception system. Thus,
ingantly, he sank into the deep deep that Silkies so rardy dlowed themsdves.

He awoke in stages and saw that histiming had been exact. The planetoid was now “vishble’ on one of
thetiny neura screens ingde the forward part of his body. It showed as a radar-type image, and at the
beginning it was the Sze of a pea.

In less than thirty minutes it grew to an apparent Sze of five miles, which was hdf its diameter, he
estimated.

At this point, Cemp performed his only dangerous maneuver. He dlowed the sun’'s gravity, to draw
hm be-tween the sun and the planetoid. Then he cut off the sun’s gravity and, usng a few burds of
energy manufactured at the edge of afidd behind his body, darted toward the planetoid’ s surface.

What was dangerous about this action was that it brought imin on the dayside. With the superbrilliant



aunlight behind him, he was dearly vishle to anyonein or on or around the planetoid. But his theory was
that no Silkie would normdly be exposing himsdf to the sun, that in fact, every sensble Slkie would be
ingde the big stone ball or on itsnight Sde.

At close range in that ultrabright light, the planetoid looked like the wrinkled head and face of a bald
old Amerind. It was reddish-gray and pock marked and lined and not quite round. The pock marks
turned out to be actud caves. Into one of these, Cemp floated. He went down into what to human eyes
would have been pitch darkness, but the interior was visble to him as a Silkie on many bands.

He found himsdf in a corridor with smooth granite wals that led dantingly downward. After about
twenty minutes he came to a turn in the passageway. As he rounded it, he saw a shimmering, dmost
opague energy screen in front of him.

Cemp decided a once not to regard it as a problem. He doubted if it had been put up to catch
anyone. In fact, hislightning analysis of it indicated that it was awall, with the equivaent solidity of a large
spaceship’s outer skin.

As a screen it was strong enough to keep out the most massve armor-piercing shells. Going through
such a screen was an exercise in Slkie energy control. Firgt, he put up a matching fidd and started it
osalllating. The oscillation un-stabilized the opposing screen and started it in a sympathetic vibration. As
the process continued, the screen and the fidd began to merge. But it was the screen that became part of
Cemp'sfidd, not the reverse.

Thus, his fidd was within minutes a part of the barrier. Safdly indde his fidd, he crossed the barrier
gpace. Once padt it, disengagement was a matter of dowing down the oscillation until the fidd and the
screen abruptly became separate entities.

The sound of the separation was like the crack of a whip, and the presence of sound indicated he had
comeinto air space. Quickly, he discovered that it was air of an unearthly mixture--thirty percent oxygen,
twenty percent hdium, and most of the rest gaseous sulphur compounds.

The pressure was about twice that of sea levd on Earth, but it was ar, and it undoubtedly had a
purpose.

From where he had floated through the energy barrier, he saw a large chamber the floor of which was
about a hundred feet below him.

Soft lights shone down. Seen in their light, the room was a jewd. The wals were inlaid with precious
stones, fine metas, and vari-colored rock cunningly cut into a design. The design was a continuing story
picture of a race of four-legged centaur-type beings with a proud bearing and--wherever there were
close-ups--sengtive though nonhuman faces.

On the floor was a picture of a planet inset in some kind of glowing substance that showed the curving,
mountainous surface, with sparkling lines where rivers flowed, likenesses of forests and other growth,
dinting oceans and lakes, and thousands of bright spots marking cities and towns.

The sides of the planet curved away in proper proportion, and Cemp had the feding that the globe
continued on down and that the bottom was probably visblein some lower room.

The overdl effect was completdy and totaly beautiful.

Cemp surmised that the life scenes and the planet picture were an accurate eidolon of a race and a
place with which the Silkies had at some timein ther past been associated.

He was mentaly staggered by the artistic perfection of the room.

He had dready, as he floated down, noticed that there were large archways leading to adjoining
chambers. He had glimpses of furniture, machines, objects, shining bright and new. He surmised they
were atifacts of ether the centaur or other dvilizations But he could not take time to explore. His
atention fastened on a garway that led down to the next leve.

He went down it and presently found himsdf facing an-other energy barrier. Penetrating it exactly as he
hed the other, he moved on and into a chamber filled with sea water. Inset in the floor of that huge room
was a planet that glimmered with the green-blue of an under-sea dvilization.

And that was only the beginning. Cemp went down from one leve to another, each time through an
energy screen and through admilaly decorated chamber. Each wasinlad in the same way with precious
stones and glinting metals. Each had breathtaking scenes from what he presumed were habitable planets



of far stars, and each had a different atmosphere.

After a dozen such chambers, Cemp found that the impact was cumulative. Redlization came to him
that here, indde this planetoid, had been gathered such treasure as probably did not exist anywhere else.
Cemp visudized the seven-hundred-odd cubic miles that comprised the interior of the mogt fantadtic
agteroid in the gdlaxy, and he remembered what Mathews had said--that perhaps the planetoid was the
“dty” and Earth was the “farm’”.

It began to seem that the man’s speculation might be truth.

He had been expecting to collide momentarily with an inhabitant of the planetoid. After passng three
more chambers, each with its glowing duplicate in miniature of a planet of long ago and far away, Cemp
paused and recon-sidered.

He had a srong feding that in learning of these treasures, he had gained an advantage--which he must
not lose--and that the Silkies did indeed have ther living quarters on the side away from the sun and that
they did not expect anyone to arrive in this surprise fashion.

The idea continued to seem correct, and so he turned back and was presently dropping directly
toward the dark side. Again the cave openings and, a few score feet indde, the energy barrier. Beyond
that were ar and gravitation exactly like those a sea leve on Earth.

Cemp floated down into a smoothly polished granite chamber. It was furnished with settees, chairs,
and tables, and there was along, low-built bookcase a one end. But the arrangement was like that in an
anteroom--formal and unlived in. It gave him an eerie feding.

Sill in his Slkie form, he went down a staircase and into another chamber. It had sail in it, and there
was vegetdion, which conssted of temperate-zone Eath shrubs and flowers Once more, the
arrangement was forma.

On the third levdl down were Earthlike offices, with information computers. Cemp, who understood
such matters, recorded what they were. He observed dso that no one was usng this particular source of
data.

He was about to go down to the next leve, when an energy beam of enormous power triggered the
uperfast defense screen he had learned from the Kibmadine.

The coruscation as the beam interacted, in an ever-vaster intengty, with Cemp’s barrier screen lit the
chamber asiif sunlight had suddenly been let in. It stayed lit as whoever was directing the beam tested the
screen' s durahility in a sustained power thrug.

For Cemp, it was a fight that moved at lightning speed down the entire line of his defenses and came
findly up againg the hard core of the second method the Kibmadine had taught him.

There, and only there, he held his own.
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A minute went by before the attacker findly seemed to accept that Cemp Smply used the beam itsdf to
mantan the barrier. Hence, it took nothing out of him, and the barrier would last as long as the beam did,
reforming as often as necessary.

As suddenly asit had begun, the attacking energy ceased.

Cemp stared around him, dismayed. The entire chamber was a shambles of twisted, white-hot
mechingry and debris. The granite wals had crumbled, exposng raw meteorite rock. Molten rock
dripped in a score of flowing rivers from the shattered caling and walls. Great sections were dill tumbling
and diding.

What had been a modern office had become in a matter of minutes a gutted desolation of blackened
meta and rock.

For Cemp, theinitid staggering redity was that only the high-speed Kibmadine screen had saved him.
The assault had been gauged to overwhdm and overspeed the entire Silkie defense and attack system.

Theintent had been death. No bargaining, no discussion, no questions.

The hard fight had driven him down to a specid logic of levels. He fdt an automatic outflow of hatred.

Y et after alittle, another redization penetrated. | won! he thought.



Cdm again but savage, he went down five more leves and emerged abruptly at the upper levd of a
great vida, ahuge open space. The dity of the space Silkies spread below him.

It was precisdly and exactly a amdl Eath city--agpartment buildings, private residences, tree-lined
streets. Cemp was bemused, for here, too, the native Silkies had dearly attempted to create a humen
amosphere.

He could make out figures on a sdewdk far below. He started down. When he was a hundred feet
above them, the people stopped and looked up a him. One--a woman--directed a startled thought a
him. “Who are you?’

Cemp told her.

The reaction of the four nearest people was astonish-ment. But they were not afraid or hogtile.

The little group, three women and one man, waited for him. As Cemp came down, he was aware that
they were sgnding to others. Soon a crowd had gathered, mogtly in human bodies, mostly women, but
an even dozen arrived in Slkie form.

Guards? he wondered. But they were not antagonistic either. Everybody was mentdly open, and what
was dis-concerting about that was, no one showed any awareness of the attack that had been made on
himin the office section near the surface.

Ingtantly, he saw their unawareness as an opportunity. By keeping slent and aert, he would be able to
spot his vidous assailant. He presumed that the violence had been planned and carried out a the
adminigrative leve,

I'll find those so and sod he thought grimly.

To his audience of innocent ditizens, he said, “I’'m acting as an emissary of the Earth Government. My
purpose here is to discover what binding agreements are possible”

A woman cdled up to him, “We can't seem to change into attractive femdes, Earth-style. What do
you suggest?”

A gde of laughter greeted her remark, Cemp was taken aback. He hadn’'t expected such easy
friendliness from the crowd. But his determination did not waver. “I presume we can discuss that at
government leve,” he said, “but it won't be first on the agenda.”

Some remnants of his hate flow must have gone out to them with this thought, for a man said sharply,
“He doesn’'t sound very friendly.”

A woman added quickly, “Come now, Mr. Cemp. Thisisyour real home.”

Cemp had recovered. He replied in a steady, levd thought, “You'll get what you give. Right now,
you're giving good. But the agents your government sent to Earth made blood-thirsty threets.”

His thought paused there, puzzled. For these people as they were right now did not seem to have any
of that threat in them. It struck him that that should be very dgnificant.

After amoment’s hesitation, he finished, “I'm here to discover what it'sdl about, so why not direct me
to some-one in authority?’

“We don't have authorities” That was a woman.

A man said, “Mr. Cemp, we live a completely free exisience here, and you and other Earth Silkies are
invited to join us”

Cemp persisted, “Who decided to send those four hundred messengers to Earth?’

“We dways do that, when the time comes,” another woman replied.

“Complete with threats?” asked Cemp. “Thrests of death?’

The woman seemed suddenly uncertain. She turned to one of the men. “You were down there” she
sad. “Did you threaten violence?’

The man hesitated. “It's alittle vague,” he said, “but | guess s0.” He added quickly, “It's dways been
thisway when E-Lerd conditions us in connection with the Power. Memory tends to fade very quickly.
In fact, | hadn’'t recalled that threat aspect until now.” He seemed astonished. “I'll be damned. | think
we' d better speak to E-Lerd and find the reason for it.”

Cemp telepathed directly to the man, “What was your afterfeding about what you had done?’

“Jud that | communicated that we space Silkies were here and that it was time for the Earth Silkies to
become aware of their true origin.”



He turned to the others. “Thisis incredible” he said. “I'm astounded. We need to look into E-Lerd's
adminidration of the Power. | uttered murderous words when | was on Earth! That's not likeme at all.”

His complete amazement was more convincing than any-thing else could possibly have been.

Cemp sad firmly, “1 gather, then, that contrary to your earlier satements, you do have a leader and his
nameis E-Lerd.”

One of the Silkies answered that. “No, he's not aleader, but | can see how that might be understood.
We're free. No one tdls us what to do. But we do delegate responghilities. For example, E-Lerd is in
charge of the Power, and we get its use through him. Would you like to talk to him, Mr. Cemp?’

“Indeed | would,” said Cemp with intense satisfaction.

He was thinking, The Power! Of course. Who el se? The person who has control of the Power is
the only one who could have attacked me!

“My nameis O-Vedd,” said the space Silkie. “Come with me”

Hislong, bulletlike body detached itsdlf from the group of amilar bodies and darted off over the heads
of the crowd. Cemp followed. They came down to a smdl entrance and into a narrow, smooth-walled
granite corridor. After a hundred feet this opened out to another huge space. Here was a second city.

At least, for a moment that was what it looked like.

Then Cemp saw that the buildings were of a different character--not dwelings at al. For him, who was
familiar with most of the pargpherndia of manufactured energy, there was no question. Some of the
meassve structures below were the kind that housed atomic power. Others were digributing plants for
eectricity. Still others had the unmis-takable shape of the Ylem transformation systems.

None of these, of course, was the Power, but here indeed was power in abundance.

Cemp followed O-Vedd down to the courtyard of a building complex that, despite dl its shields, he
hed no difficulty in identifying as a source of magnetic beams.

The space Silkie landed and transformed to human form, then stood and waited for Cemp to do
likewise,

“Nothing doing 1’ said Cemp curtly. “Ask him to come out here.”

O-Vedd dhrugged. As a human he was short and dark. He walked off and vanished into a doorway.

Cemp waited amid a slence that was broken only by the faint hum of power from the buildings. A
breeze touched the supersendtive spy-ray extendons that he mantaned in operation under dl
circumgtances. The little wind registered through the spy mechanism but did not trigger the defense
screens behind it.

It was only a breeze, after dl, and he had never program-med himsdf to respond to such minor Sgnds.
He was about to dismiss it from his mind, about to contemplate his re-action to the space Silkies-he
liked the crowd he had seen--when he thought sharply, A breeze herel

Up went his screen. Out projected his perceptors. He had time to notice, then, that it was indeed a
breeze but that it was being stirred by a blankness in the surrounding space. Around Cemp, the courtyard
grew hazy; then it faded.

There was no planetoid.

Cemp increased dl Sgnd senstivity to maximum. He continued to float in the vacuum of space, and off
to one Sde was the colossal white circle that was the sun. Suddenly, he fdt energy drain from his body.
The sensation was of his Silkie screens going up, of his system resgting outside energy a many levels.

He thought in tense dismay, I'min a fight. It's another attempt to kill me.

Whatever it was, it was automatic. His own perception remained cut off, and he was impdled to
experience what the attacker wanted him to.

Cemp fdt like a man suddenly set upon in pitch darkness. But what was gopdling about it was that his
senses were being held by other forces, preventing awareness of the nature of the attack. What he saw
was--

Digtance disappeared!

There, spread over many miles of space, was a group of Silkies. Cemp saw them clearly, counted in
hislightning fashion two hundred and eghty-eight, caught their thoughts, and recognized that these were
the renegade Silkies from Earth.



Suddenly, he understood that they had been told where the Silkie planetoid was and were on their way

Time was telescoped.

The entire group of Silkies was transported in what seemed an ingant to within a short distance of the
planetoid. Cemp could see the planetoid in the near distance--only a few miles away, twenty at the
maximum.

But to him the baffling, deadly, fantagtic thing was that as these marvelous events ran their course a
one leved of his perception, a another leve the feding remained that a determined attempt was being
meade to kill him.

He could see, fed, be aware of dmaost nothing. But throughout, the shadowy sensations continued. His
energy fidds were going through defensve motions. But it was dl far avay from his awareness, like a
humen dream.

Bang afully trained Slkie, Cemp watched the internd as well as the externd developments with keen
observation, strove indant by ingtant to grasp the redlity, monitored incoming sgnds by the thousands.

He began to sense meaning and to formulate initid speculaions about the nature of the physica-world
pheno-menon involved. And he had the feding of being on the verge of his fird computation, when, as
suddenly asit had begun, it ended.

The space scene began to fade. Abruptly, it winked out.

He was back in the courtyard of the buildings that housed the magnetic-power complex. Coming
toward him from the open doorway of the main building was O-Vedd. He was accompanied by a man
who was of Cemp’s genera human build--over sx feet and strongly muscled. His face was heavier than
Cemp's, and his eyes were brown insteed of gray.

Ashe came near, he said, “| an E-Lerd. Let’'stak.”
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“To begin with, | want to tdl you the higtory of the Silkies” E-Lerd said.

Cemp was dectrified by the statement. He had been braced for a bitter quarrel, and he could fed in
himsdf a multitude of readjusting energy flows ... proof of the severity of the second dl-out fight he had
been in. And he absolutdly required a complete explanation for the attacks on him.

At that moment, caught up as he was in a gedy rage, nothing ese could have diverted his attention.
But ... the higtory of the Silkied To Cemp, it was indantly the most important subject in the universe.

The Slkie planetoid, E-Lerd began, had entered the solar sysem from outer space nearly three
hundred years before. It had, in due course, been drawn into a Sol-Neptunian orbit. On its firg
encdircdlement of the Sun, Silkies vigted the inner planets and found that Earth alone was inhabited.

Since they could change form, they studied the biologicd structure necessary to function in the two
atmospheres of Earth--air and water--and set up an internd programming for that purpose.

Unfortunatdy, a smdl percentage of the human population, it was soon discovered, could tune in on
the thoughts of Silkies. All those who did so in this firg vigt were quickly hunted down and ther
memories of the experience blotted out.

But because of these sengtive humans, it became neces-sary for Silkies to seem to be the product of
humen biologi-ca experiments. An interrdationship with human femaes was accordingly programmed
into Silkies, so that the human femae ovum and the mde Slkie sperm would produce a Slkie who knew
nothing of Silkie higtory.

In order to maintain this process on an autométic leve, the Speciad People--those persons who could
read Silkie minds--were maneuvered into being in charge of it.

Thereupon, dl but one of the adult Silkies returned to their planetoid, which now went to the remote
end of its orbit. When it came again into the vidnity of Earth, more than a hundred years later, cautious
vigts were made.

It became apparent that severd unplanned things had happened. Human biologists had experimented
with the process. As a reault, in the early stages, variants had been born. These had propagated ther



twigted traits and were continuing to do so, growing ever more NUMerous.

The actud consequences were a number of true Silkies, capable of meking the three-fold
trandormation a will; class-B Silkies, who could transform from humen to fish state, but could not
become space people; and a stable form, Variantd

Thelast two groups had largdy taken to the oceans. Accordingly it was decided to leave the class-B
Silkies done but to make an effort to inveigle Variants into gigantic spaceships filled with water where
they would be isolated and prevented from interbreeding.

This plan was dready underway by the time the Sikie planetoid made its round of the sun and again
headed out toward far Neptune.

Now they were back, and they had found an unfortunate stuation. Somehow, Earth science, virtudly
ignored by the early vigitors, had achieved a method for training the Silkie perception system.

The Earth Silkies had become a loyal-to-Earth, tight-knit, masterful group of beings, lacking only the
Power.

Cemp “read” dl thisin E-Lerd's thought, and then, because he was amazed, he questioned him about
what seemed a mgor omisson in his story. Where had the Silkie planetoid come from?

E-Lerd showed hisfirg impatience. “These journeys are too far,” he telepathed. “They take too long.
Nobody remembers origins. Some other star system, obvioudy.”

“Areyou serious?’ Cemp was astounded. “You don’'t know?’

But that was the story. Pry a it as he might, it did not change. Although E-Lerd’'s mind remained
closed except for his telepathed thoughts, O-Vedd’s mind was open. In it Cemp saw the same beliefs
and the same lack of information.

But why the tampering with humen biology and the inter-mixing of the two breeds?

“We dways do that. That's how we live—-in a rdaionship with the inhabitants of a system.”

“How do you know you dways do that? You just told me you can't remember where you came from
thistime or where you were before that.”

“Wdl ... it's obvious from the artifacts we brought dong.”

E-Lerd' s attitude dismissed the questions as being irrdevant. Cemp detected a mind phenomenon in
the other that explained the attitude. To space Silkies, the past was unimportant. Silkies always did
certain things, because that was the way they were mentaly, emotionaly, and physicaly constructed.

A Silkie didn't have to know from past experience. He Smply had to be what was innatein Silkies.

It was, Cemp redized, a basic explanaion for much that he had observed. This was why these Silkies
hed never been trained scientificdly. Training was an dien concept in the cosmos of the space Silkies.

“You mean,” he protested, incredulous, “you have no ideawhy you left the last sysem where you had
thisinterrdaion-ship with the race there? Why not stay forever in some sys-tem where you have located
yoursdf?’

“Probably,” said E-Lerd, “somebody got too close to the secret of the Power. That could not be
permitted.”

That was the reason, he continued, why Cemp and other Silkies had to come back into the fold. As
Silkies, they might learn about the Power.

The discusson had neturdly come around to that urgent subject.

“What,” said Cemp, “isthe Power?’

E-Lerd stated formdly thet that was a forbidden subject.

Then | shdl have to force the secret from you,” said Cemp. There can be no agreement without it.”

E-Lerd replied diffly that any attempt at force would require him to use the Power as a defense.

Cemp logt patience. “After your two atempts to kill me” he telepathed in a stedy rage, “I'll give you
thirty seconds--"

“What attempts to kill you?’ said E-Lerd, surprised.

At that precise moment, as Cemp was bracing himsdf to use logic of levels, there was an interruption.

An*“impulsg’ band--a very low, dow vibration--touched one of the receptorsin the forward part of his
brain. It operated a mere multiples of the audible sound range directly on his sound-receiving system.

What was new was that the sound acted as a carrier for the accompanying thought. The result was as



if a voice spoke clearly and loudly into his ears.
“Youwin,” said the voice. “You have forced me. | shdl talk to you mysdf--bypassng my unknowing
servants.”
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Cemp identified the incoming thought formation as a direct contact. Accordingly, his brain, which was
programmed to respond ingantaneoudy to a multitude of sgnds, was trig-gered into an ingant effort to
suction more impulses from the sending brain ... and he got a picture. A momentary glimpse, so brief that
even after afew secondsit was hard to be sure that it was red and not a figment of fantasy.

Something huge lay in the darkness deep ingde the planetoid. It lay there and gave forth with an
impresson of vast power. It had been withholding itsdlf, watching him with some tiny portion of itsdf. The
larger whole under-stood the universe and could manipulate massive sections of space-time.

“Say nothing to these others” Again the statement was a direct contact that sounded like spoken
words.

The dismay that had seized on Cemp in the last few moments was on the levd of desperation. He had
entered the Silkie stronghold in the bdief that his human training and Kibmadine knowledge gave hm a
temporary advantage over the space Silkies and that if he did not delay, he could win a battle that might
resolve the entire threat from these naturd Silkies.

Instead, he had come unsuspecting into the lair of a cosmic giant. He thought, appalled, Here is what
has been called “ the Power” .

Andif the glimpse he had had was red, then it was such a colossa power that dl his own ahility and
drength were as nothing.

He deduced now that this was what had attacked him twice. “Is that true?’ he telepathed on the same
band as the incoming thoughts had been on.

“Yes | admit it

“Why?" Cemp flashed the question. “Why did you do it?’

“So that | would not have to reved my existence. My fear is dways that if other life forms find out
about me, they will andyze how to destroy me.”

The direction of the dien thought atered. “But now, ligen; do asfallows. ...”

The confesson had again stirred Cemp’s emotions. The hatred that had been aroused in him had a
sugtained force deriving from the logic-of-levels gimulation--in this instance the body’s response to an
attempt at tota destruction. Therefore, he had difficulty now restraining additiona auto-matic reactions.

But the pieces of the puzzle were fdling into place. So, presently he was able, a the request of the
monder, to say to E-Lerd and the other Silkies, “You take a while to think this over. And when the
Silkies who have defected arrive from Earth, I’ll talk to them. We can then have another discusson.”

It was such a complete change of attitude that the two Silkies showed their surprise. But he saw that to
them the change had the look of weakness and that they were relieved.

“I'll be back here in one hour!” he telepathed to E-Lerd. Whereupon he turned and climbed up and
out of the court-yard, darting to an opening that led by a roundabout route deeper into the planetoid.

Agan the low, dow vibration touched his receptors. “Come closer!” the creature urged.

Cemp obeyed, on the hard-core principle that either he could defend himsdf--or he couldn’t. Down he
went, past a dozen screens, to a barren cave, a chamber that had been carved out of the origind
meteorite Suff. It was not even lighted. As he entered, the direct thought touched his mind again: “Now
we can tak.”

Cemp had been thinking at furious speed, driving to adjust to a danger so tremendous that he had no
way of evauating it. Yet the Power had reveded itsdf to him rather than let E-Lerd find out anything.
That seemed to be his one hold on it; and he had the tense conviction that even that was true only as long
as he was ingde the planetoid.

He thought ... Take full advantage!

He telepathed, “After those attacks, you'll have to give me some straight answers, if you expect to ded



with me”

“Wha do you want to know?’

“Who are you? Where do you come from? What do you want?’

It didn’'t know who it was. “I have aname” it said. “I am the Glis. There used to be many like me long
ago. | don't know what happened to them.”

“But what are you?’

It had no knowledge. An energy lifeform of unknown origin, traveling from one star system to another,
remaining for awhile, then leaving.

“But why leave? Why not say?” sharply.

“The time comes when | have done what | can for a particular system.”

By usng its enormous power, it transported large ice-and-air meteorites to arless planets and made
them habitable, cleared away dangerous space debris, adtered poisonous atmospheres into nonpoisonous
Ones. ...

“Presently the job is done, and | redize it stime to go on to explore the infinite cosmos. So | make my
pretty picture of the inhabited planets, as you saw, and head for outer space.”

“And the Silkies?’

They were an old meteorite life form.

“l found them long ago, and because | needed mobile units that could think, | persuaded them into a
permanent relationship.”

Cemp did not ask what persuasive methods had been used. In view of the Silkies ignorance of what
they had a rdaion-ship with, he divined that a 9y method had been used. But 4ill, what he had seen
showed an outwardly peaceful arrangement. The Glis had agents-the Silkies-who acted for it in the
world of tiny movements. They, in turn, had a their disposa bits and pieces of the Gliss own “body”,
which could apparently be programmed for specific tasks beyond the Silkies ahility to perform.

“I an willing,” sad the Glis, “to make the same arrange-ment with your government for as long as |
remanin the solar system.”

But absolute secrecy would be necessary.

“Why?

There was no immediae reply, but the communication band remained open. And dong the line of
communicaion there flowed an essence of the reaction from the Glis-an impresson of unmeaiched
power, of a being so mighty that dl other individuds in the universe were less by some enormous
percentage.

Cemp fdt staggered anew. But he telepathed, “1 mud tdl someone. Somebody has to know.”

“No other Slkies--absolutely.”

Cemp didn't argue. All these millennia, the Glis had ket its identity hidden from the space Silkies. He
hed atota conviction that it would wreck the entire planetoid to pre-vent them from learning it.

He had been lucky. It had fought im &t alevel where only a Sngle chamber of the meteorite had been
destroyed. It had redtricted itsdf.

“Only the top government leaders and the Silkie Council may know,” the Glis continued.

It seemed an adequate concession; yet Cemp had an awful suspicion that in the long past of this
Cresature every person who uncovered its secret had been murdered.

Thinking thus, he could not compromise. He demanded, “Let me have a complete view of you--what |
caught aflegting glimpse of earlier.”

He sensed, then, thet the Glis hesitated.

Cemp urged, “I promise that only the persons you named will be told about this--but we must know!”

Hoating therein the cave in his Silkie form, Cemp fdt a change of energy tenson in the ar and in the
ground. Although he put forth no additiond probing energies, he recognized that barriers were going
down. And presently he began to record.

Hisfirg impresson was of hugeness. Cemp estimated, after along, measuring look, thet the creature, a
creular rocklike structure, was about a thousand feet in diameter. It was dive, but it was not a thing of
flesh and blood. It “fed” from some inner energy that rivaled what existed in the heart of the sun.



And Cemp noticed a remarkable phenomenon. Magnetic impulses that passed through the creature
and impinged on his senses were dtered in a fashion that he had never observed before--as if they had
passed through atoms of a different structure than anything he knew.

He remembered the flegting impression he had had from the molecule. This was the same but on a
massve scade. What startled him was that dl his enormous training in such matters gave no Clue to wha
the structure might be.

“Enough?’ asked the creature.

Doubtfully, Cemp said, “Yes”

Glis accepted his reluctant agreement as a complete authorization. What had been a view through and
past the cave wal disappeared aoruptly.

The dien thought spoke into his mind, “I have done a very dangerous thing for me in thus reveding
mysdf. Therefore, | again earnestly impress on you the importance of a limited number of people being
told what you have just witnessed.”

In secrecy, it continued, lay the greatest safety, not only for it, but for Cemp.

“l believe” sad the creature, “that what | can do is over-wheming. But | could be wrong. What
disurbs meis, there isonly one of me. | would hate to suddenly fed the kind of fear that might motivate
meto destroy an entire system.”

The implied threat was as deadly--and as possible--as awthing Cemp had ever heard. Cemp
hesitated, feding overwhelmed, desperate for more information.

He flashed, “How old do Silkies get?” and added quickly, “We ve had no experience, snce none has
yet died a natura death.”

“About a thousand of your Earth years” was the answer.

“What have you in mind for Earth-born Silkies? Why did you want us to return here?’

Agan there was a pause; once more the sense of colossal power. But presently with it there came a
reluctant admis-sion that new Silkies, born on planets, normaly had less direct knowledge of the Glis
than those who had made the latest trip.

Thus, the Glis had a greet interest in ensuring that plenty of time was dlowed for a good replacement
crop of un-knowing young Silkies.

It finished, “You and | shdl have to make a specid agree-ment. Perhaps you can have E-Lerd's
position and be my contact.”

Since E-Lerd no longer remembered that he was the contact, Cemp had no sense of having beng
offered anything but ... danger.

He thought soberly, I'll never be permitted to come back here, once | leave.

But that didn’t matter. The important thing was--get away! At once!
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At the Silkie Authority, the computer gave four answers.

Cemp regjected two of them a once. They were, in the parlance of computer technology, “trids’. The
machine Smply presented dl the bits of information, strung out in two lookovers. By this means a living
brain could examine the data in segments. But Cemp did not need such data--not now.

Of the remaining two answers, one postulated a being akin to a god. But Cemp had experienced the
less-than-godlike powers of the Glis, in that it had twice falled to defeat him. True, he beieved that it had
faled to destroy him because it did not wish to destroy the planetoid. But an omnipotent god would not
have found that a limitation.

He had to act asif the amazing fourth possbility were true. The picture that had come through in that
possihility was one of ancientness. The mighty being hidden in the planetoid predated most planetary
sysems.

“In the time from which it derives” said the computer, “there were, of course, stars and star systems,
but they were different. The naturd laws were not what they are today. Space and time have made
adjustments dnce then, grown older; therefore, the present appearance of the universe is different from



that which the Glis knew & its beginnings. This seems to give it an advantage, for it knows some of the
older shapes of atoms and molecules and can re-create them. Certain of these combinations reflect the
date of maiter when it was--the best comparison--younger.”

The human government group, to whom Cemp presented this data, was stunned. Like himsdf, they
hed been basng their entire plan on working out a compromise with the space Slkies. Now, suddenly,
here was a colossal being with unknown power.

“Would you say,” asked one man huskily, “thet to a degree the Silkies are daves of this creature?’

Cemp sad, “E-Lerd ddinitdly didn't know what he was deding with. He amply had what he
conceived to be a scientific system for utilizing a force of nature. The Glis res-ponded to his manipulaion
of this system, as if it were Smply another form of energy. But | would guess that it controlled him,
perhaps through preconditioning ingdled long ago.”

As he pointed out, such a giant life form would not be concerned with the everyday living details of its
subjects. It would be satisfied with having away of invariadly getting them to do what it wanted.

“But what does it want?’ That came from another man.

“It goes around doing good,” said Cemp with atight amile. “That's the public image it tried to give me.
| have the im-pression that it swilling to make over the solar system to our specifications.”

At this point Mathews spoke. “Mr. Cemp,” he said, “what does dl this do to the Slkie Stuation?’

Cemp said that the Silkies who had defected had clearly acted hedtily; “But,” he finished, “I should tel
you that | find the space Silkies a very likeable group. In my opinion, they are not the problem. They
have the same problem, in another way, that we have.”

“Nat,” sad Charley Baxter, “do you trust this monster?’

Cemp hestated, remembering the deadly attacks, re-membering that only the Kibmadine defense
screen and energy-reversal process had saved him. He remembered, too, that the great being had been
compdled to reved its pre-sence to prevent him from forcing E-Lerd to open his mind--which would
have informed the space Silkies of the nature of the Power.

“No!” he said.

Having spoken, he redized that a Smple negative was not answer enough. It could not convey the
redity of the terrify-ing danger that was out there in space.

He said dowly, “I redize that my own moatives may be suspect in what | am about to say, but it's my
true opinion. | think dl Earth Silkies should be given full knowledge of the Kibmadine attack-and-defense
sysem a once and that they should be assigned to work in teams to keep a congtant watch on the Glis,
permitting no one to leave the planetoid--except to surrender.”

There was a pregnant slence. Then a scientist said in a smdl voice, “Any chance of logic of leves
aoplying?’

“l don't see how,” said Cemp.

“l don't either,” said the man unhappily.

Cemp addressed the group again. “I believe we should gird ourselves to drive this thing from the solar
system. We're not safe until it's gone.”

As he finished speaking, he sensed an energy tenson ... familiar! He had a sensation, then, of coamic
distance and cosmic time--opening. Power unlimited!

It was the same feding he had had in the second attack, when his senses had been confused.

The fear that came to Cemp in that moment had no pardld in his experience. It was the fear of a men
who suddenly has afleeting glimpse of death and destruction for dl his own kind and for his planet.

As he had that awful consciousness, Cemp whirled from where he was standing. He ran headlong
toward the great window behind him, shattering it with an arc of lightning as he did so. And with eyes
closed againg the flying glass, he plunged out into the empty air seventy stories above the ground.

As he fdl, the fabric of space and time collapsed around him like a house of cards tumbling. Cemp
transformed into class-C Silkie and became immensdy more perceptive. Now he sensed the nature of
the colossd energy a work--a gravitationd fidd so intense that it actudly closed in upon itsdf.
Encompassng dl things, organic and inorganic, it squeezed with irresstible power. ...

Defengvely, Cemp put up, firg, hisinverter sysem ... and perceived that that was not the answer.



Ingantly, he triggered gravity transformation--an infinitdy varisble sysem tha converted the
encroaching superfied to a harmless energy in rdation to himsdf.

With that, he fdt the change dow. It did not stop. He was no longer so involved, so enveloped; yet he
was not com-pletely free.

He redized what hdd him. He was oriented to this mas-Sve ssgment of space-time. To an extent,
anything that hap-pened here happened to him. To that extent, he could not get away.

The world grew dim. The sun disappeared.

Cemp saw with a gart that he was ingde a chamber and redized that his automatic screens had
protected him from griking the hard, glittering walls.

And he became aware of three other redlities. The cham-ber was familiar, in that there below him was
one of the glowing images of a planet. The image showed the oceans and the continents, and since he
was looking down at it, he fdt that he was somehow back insde the Silkie planetoid, in one of the “at”
rooms.

What was different was that as he looked down at the planetary image, he saw the familiar outlines of
the con-tinents and oceans of Earth. And he redized that the feding of a virtudly unlimited force pressing
inwas atrue explana-tion of what was happening.

The ancient mongter that lived a the core of the planetoid had taken Earth, compressed it and
evaything on it from an 8,000-mile-in-diameter planet into a hundred-foot bdl, and added the bdl to its
fabulous collection.

It was not a jewel-like image of Earth there in the floor--it was Earth itsdlf.

Even as he had the thought, Cemp sensed that the planetoid was increasing its speed.

He thought, We're leaving the solar system.

In a matter of minutes, as he hovered there, hdpless to act, the speed of the planetoid became
hundreds, then thousands of miles a second.

After about an hour of continuing acceleration, the velocity of the tiny planetoid, in its ever-widening
hyper-bolic orbit, was nearly hdf that of light.

A few hours later, the planetoid was beyond the orbit of Pluto, and it was traveling a near light speed.

And dill accderding ...
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Cemp began to brace himsdf. Anger spilled through him like a torrent down a rocky decline.

“You incredible mongter!” he telepathed.

No answer.

Cemp raged on, “You're the mogt vicious creature that ever existed. I'm going to see that you get
what’'s coming to you!”

Thistime he got a reply. “I’'m leaving the solar system forever,” said the Glis “Why don’t you get off
beforeit'stoo late? I'll let you get avay.”

Cemp had no doubt of that. He was its most dangerous enemy, and his escape and unexpected
appearance must have come as a hideous shock to the Glis

“I'm not leaving,” he retorted, “until you undo what you' ve done to Earth.”

There was slence.

“Can you and will you?’" Cemp demanded.

“No. It simpossble” The response came rductantly.

“But you could, if you wanted to, bring Earth back to sze”

“No. But I now wish | had not taken your planet,” sad the Glis unhappily. “It has been my palicy to
leave done inhabited worlds that are protected by powerful life forms. | smply could not bring mysdf to
believe that any Silkie was redly dangerous to me. | was mistaken.”

It was not the kind of repentance that Cemp respected. “Why can't you ... unsqueeze it?” he persisted.

It seemed that the Glis could create a gravity fidd, but it could not reverse such a fidd. It sad
goologeticdly, “It would take as much power to undo it as it took to do it. Where is there such power?’



Where, indeed? But dill he could not give up. “I'll teach you what antigravity is like” Cemp offered,
“from what | can do inmy own energy-control sysem.”

But the Glis pointed out that it had had the opportunity to study such systems in other Silkies. “Don’t
think | didn't try. Evidently antigravity is a late manifestation of matter and energy. And I'm an early
form--as you, and only you, know.”

Cemp'’s hope faded suddenly. Somehow, he had kept bdieving that there was a possbility. There
wasn't.

Thefirg grief touched him, the first real acceptance of the end of Earth.

The Glis was communicating again. “1 can see that you and | now have a serious Stuaion between us.
So we mug arive a an agreement. I'll make you the leader of the Silkie nation. I'll subtly influence
evarything and everyone to fit your wishes. Women--as many as you desire. Control--as much as you
want. Future actions of the planetoid, you and | shdl decide.”

Cemp did not even consder the offer. He said grimly, “You and | don’t think dike. | can just imagine
trusing you to leave me done if | ever took the chance of changing to human form.” He broke off, then
sad curtly, “The dedl as | seeit is alimited truce while | consider what | can do againg you and you
figure out what you can do to me”

“Since that’s the way you fed,” was the harsh reply, “let me make my podtion clear. If you begin any
action againg me, | shdl first destroy Earth and the Silkie nation and then give you my attention.”

Cemp replied in his own gtedy fashion, “If you ever damage anything | value--and that includes dl
Sikies and what' s left of Earth--1'll attack you with everything I’ ve got.”

The Glis sad scornfully, “You have nothing that can touch me--except those defense screens that
reverse the attack flow. Tha way, you can use my own force agangt me. So | won't attack.
Therefore--permanent staemate.”

Cemp said, “Well see”

TheGlissad, “You yoursdf stated that your levels of logic wouldn’'t work on me.”

“I meant not directly,” said Cemp. “There are many indirect approaches to the mind.”

“l don't see how anything like that can work on me” was the reply.

At that moment, Cemp didn’t either.

12

Through miles of passageways, up as wel as down and roundabout, Cemp made his way. The journey
took him through long chambers filled with furniture and art objects from other planets.

En route he saw strange and wonderful scenesin bas-relief and brilliant color on one wall after another.
And dways there were the planets themsalves, glowingly beauti-ful, but horrifying too, in his avareness
that each one represented a hideous crime,

His dedtination was the city of the Silkies. He followed the internd pathway to it because he dared not
leave the planet-oid to take an externd route. The Glis had virtudly admitted thet it had not anticipated
thet he, its most dangerous enemy, would survive. So if he ever |eft these caves, he would have no further
choice, no chance to decide on what the penaty--if any--or the outcome should be and no part at dl in
the Silkie future. For he would surely never be dlowed to return.

Not that there was any purpose in him--his grief was too deep and terrible. He had faled to protect,
faled to redize, faled in his duty.

Eath was logt. It was lost quickly, completely, a disaster so great that it could not even be
contemplated for more than indants a atime.

At intervas, he mourned Joanne and Charley Baxter and other friends among the Specid People and
the humean race.

By the time he was sunk into these miseries, he had taken up an observation postion on top of a tree
overlooking the main street of the Silkie city. There he waited, with dl his 9gnd systems congtantly a

peak dert.
While he maintained his tirdess vigil, the life of the Silkie community had its being around him. The



Silkies continued to live mogtly as humans, and this began to seem sgnificant.

Cemp thought, shocked, They're being kept vulnerable!

In human form, they could dl be killed in asngle flagh of intolerable flame.

He telepathed on the Glis band: “Free them from that compulsion or I'll tdl them the truth about what
you are.”

Animmediae, ferocious answer came “You say one word, and | shal wipe out the entire nest.”

Cemp commanded, “ Release them from that compulsion, or we come to our crisis right now.”

His statement mugt have given the Glis pause, for there was a brief slence. Then, “I'll release hdf of
them. No more. | mugt retain some hold over you.”

Cemp considered that and redized its truth. “But it has to be on an dternating basis. Hdf are free for
twelve hours, then the other half.”

The Glis accepted the compromise without further argu-ment. Clearly, it was prepared to recognize the
baance of power.

“Where are we heading?’ asked Cemp.

“To another gtar system.”

The answer did not satisfy Cemp. Surely the Glis didn't expect to go on with its mdignant game of
collecting inhabited planets.

He challenged, “1 fed tha you have some secret purpose.”

“Don't be ridiculous, and don’t bother me any more.”

Saemate.

As the days and the weeks went by, Cemp tried to keep track of the distance the planetoid was
covering and the direction it was going. The speed of the meteorite had reached nearly a light-year per
day, Eath time.

Eighty-two of those days passed. And then there was the fed of dowing down. The deceleraion
continued dl that day and the next. And for Cemp, there was findly no question--he could not permit this
drange craft which was now hishome to arrive a a destination about which he knew nothing.

“Stop this ship!” he ordered.

The Glisreplied angrily, “You can't expect to control such minor things as thid”

Since it could be a deadly dangerous scheme, Cemp replied, “Then open yoursdf to me. Show me
everything you know about this system.”

“I’ve never been here before.”

“All right, then that’s what I’ll see when you open up.”

“l can’'t possibly let you look ingde me. Y ou may see something this time that will make me vulnerable
to your techniques.”

“Then change course.”

“No. That would mean | can't go anywhere until you die about a thousand years from now. | refuse to
accept such alimitation.”

The second reference to Silkie age gave Cemp greeat pause. On Earth no one had known how long
Silkies could live, Snce none born there had died a naturd desath ... He himsdf was only thirty-eight years
of age.

“Look,” he sad findly, “if | have only a thousand years, why don’t you just St me out? That must be
only a pinpoint in time compared with your lifespan.”

“All right, we'll do thet!” replied the Glis. But the decelerar-tion continued.

Cemp telepathed, “If you don’t turn aside, | must take action.”

“Wha can you do?’ was the contemptuous response.

It was a good question. What, indeed?

“I warn you,” said Cemp.

“Just don't tel anyone about me. Other then that, do anything you plesse.”

Cemp said, “I gather you've decided I'm not dangerous. And this is the way you act with those you
consder harm-less”

The Glis said that had Cemp been able to do something, he would dready have done it. It finished,



“And 0 | tdl you flatly, I'm going to do as | please; and the only restriction on you is, don't violate my
need for secrecy. Now, don't bother me again.”

The meaning of the dismissal was clear. He had been judged helpless, categorized as someone whose
desires need not be considered. The eighty days of inaction had stood againg him. He hadn't attacked;
therefore, he couldn’t. That was papably the other’ s logic.

Wil ... what could he do?

He could make an energy assault. But that would take time to mount, and he could expect that the
Silkie nation would be wiped out in retdiation and Earth destroyed.

Cemp decided that he was not ready to force such a caamity.

He was presently dismayed to redize that the Glis s andyss was correct. He could keep his mind shut
and res-pect its need for secrecy--and nothing more.

He ought, it seemed to him, to point out to the Glis that there were different types of secrecy.
Gradations. Secrecy about itsdf was one type. But secrecy about the star system ahead was quite
another. The whole subject of secrecy--

Cemp’s mind poised. Then he thought, How could | have missed it?

Y et, even as he wondered, he redized how it had happened. The Glis's need to withhold knowledge
of itdf had seemed understandable, and somehow the naturaness of it had made him bypass its
implications. But now ...

Secrecy, hethought. Of course! That'siit!

To Silkies, secrecy was an understood phenomenon.

After a few more seconds of thinking about it, Cemp took his fird action. He reversed gravity in
relation to the planetoid mass below him. Light as a thistledown, he floated up and away from the treetop
that had been his observation post for so long. Soon he was speeding dong granite cor-ridors.

13

Without incident, Cemp reached the chamber containing Earth.

As he st his 9gnds so that dl his screens would protect that precious round bal, Cemp permitted
himsdf another increment of hope.

Secrets! he thought again, and his mind soared.

Life inits naturd impulse, had no secrets.

Baby gurgled or cried or manifested needs ingant by ingant as each feding was experienced. But the
child, growing older, was progressvely admonished and in-hibited, subjected to a thousand redtraints.
Y« dl hislife the growing being would want openness and unrestraint, would struggle to free himsdf from
childhood conditioning.

Conditioning was not of itsdf logic of levels but it was related--a step lower. The appearance was of a
control center; that is, arigidity. But it was a created center and could be repeatedly mobilized by the
correct dimulus That part was automatic.

The decigve fact was that, Snce the Glis had conditioned itsdf to secrecy--it was conditionable.

Having reached this penultimate point in his andyd's, Cemp hesitated. As a Silkie, he was conditioned
to incapaci-tate rather than kill, to negotiate rather then incapacitate, and to promote wel-being
everywhere.

Even for the Glis, desth should be the find congderation not the firg.

S0 he telepathed, “In dl your long span, you have feared that someone would one day learn how to
destroy-you. | have to tdl you that | am tha feared person. So unless you are prepared to back down
from those insolent statements of a little while ago, you mugt die”

The answer came coldly. “1 let you go to your planet. Earth because | have the real hostages under my
complete control--the Silkie nation!”

“That isyour find statement?” Cemp questioned.

“Yes. Cease these foolish threats. They are beginning to irritate me.”

Cemp now sad, “I know where you come from, wha you are, and what happened to others like



you.”

Of course, he knew nothing of the kind. But it was the technique. By sating the generdization, he
would evoke from the GliS's perception and memory network, firs, the truth. Then, like dl living things,
the Glis would immedi-atdly have the automatic impulse to give forth the informa-tion asit actudly was.

Yet before it could do so, it would exercise the restraint of secrecy. And that would be an exact
pattern, a resfirmation of gmilar precise redraints in its long, long past. His prob-lem was to utilize it
before it destimulated, because aslong asit hdd, it was the equivdent of a logic-of-levels getdlt.

Having, according to the theory, mobilized it, Cemp transmitted the triggering sgndl.

A dartled thought came from the Glis “What have you done?’

It was Cemp's turn to be dy, covert, scheming. He said, “I had to cdl to your attention that you had
better ded with me”

It was too late for the Glis to help itsdlf, but the pretense--if successful--might save many lives.

“l wish to point out,” said the Glis, “that | have not yet damaged anything of vaue.”

Cemp was profoundly relieved to hear the statement. But he had no regrets. With such a cresture as
this, he could not hope to repeat what he was doing againg it. Once the process was started, it wasdl or
nothing.

“What wasiit you said before about bargaining?’ the Glis asked urgently.

Cemp stedled himsdlf againgt sympathy.

The Glis continued, “I’ll give you dl my secrets in ex-change for your tdling me what you're doing to
me I’'m experiencing severe internd disturbance, and | don’'t know why.”

Cemp hesitated. It was a tremendous offer. But he divined that once he made such a promise, he
would have to keep it.

What had happened was this As he had hoped, hisfind Sgnd had triggered the equivaent of a colony
geddt, in this ingance the process by which life forms dowly over the millennia adjusted to exterior
change.

And the cycdle-completing control centers, the growth-change mechaniams in the great being, were
dimulated.

Silkies understood the nature of growth, and of change they knew much from their own bodies. But
Silkies were late indeed in the scheme of life. In terms of evolution, ther cdls were as old as the rocks
and the planets. The entire history of lifé's progresson wasin every cdl of a Slkie

That could not be true of the Glis. It was from an ancient eon, and it had stopped time within itsdf. Or
a lead, it had not passed on its seed, which was the way of change through time. In itsdf, it manifested
old, primitive forms. Great forms they were, but the memory in each cdl would be limited to what had
gone before. Therefore, it couldn’t know what, in holding back asit had, it was holding back from.

“l promise not to go on to the Nijjan system,” said the Glis. * Observe--I'm aready stopping.”

Cemp sensed a cessation of the motion of the planetoid, but it seemed aminor act, not meaningful.

He merdy noted, in passing, the identity of the star the Glis had named, observing that since it knew
the name, it had been there before. This seemed to imply that the Glis had a purpose in going there.

It didn’t matter; they were turning away from it, would never reach it. If there was a threat there for
Cemp or for Silkies, it was now diverted and had been ussful only in that it had forced him to action
regardless of the consequences.

The Glis's willingness to make amends when it no longer had any choice was meady a sad
commentary on its charac-ter, but much too late. Many planets too late, Cemp thought.

How many? he wondered. And because he wasin the strange emationa condition of someone whose
whole thought and effort are concentrated on asngle intensdy fdt purpose, he asked the question doud
automaticdly, asit came into his mind.

“l don't think | should tdll you; you might hold it againgt me,” the Glis replied.

It must have sensed Cemp’s adamant state, for it said quickly, “Eighteen hundred and twenty-three.”

SO0 many!

The totd of them did not shock Cemp--it hurt him. For one of that countless number of unnecessary
dead on those planets was Joanne. Another was Charley Baxter.



“Why have you done dl this?” Cemp asked. “Why destroy dl those planets?’

“They were so beautiful.”

True. Cemp had a sudden mentd vison of a great planet hanging in space, its atmosphere balooning
up above the oceans and mountains and plains. He had seen that Sght often, yet found it dways a thing of
splendor beyond dl the visud ddights of the universe.

Thefeding passed, for a planet was beautiful when it was brooded over by its parent sun and not as a
shrunken musaum piece.

The Glis with its planets was like a head hunter of old. Skillfully, he had murdered each victim.
Petiently, he had reduced the head to its amdl sze. Lovingly, he had placed it in his collection.

For the head hunter, each perfect miniature head was a symbal of his manhood. For the Glis the
planets were ... what?

Cemp couldn’'t imagine,

But he had ddlayed long enough. He sensed incipient violence on the communication band. He said
hedtily, “All right, | agree--as soon as you do what | want, I'll tell you exactly how I'm attacking you.”

“What do you want?’

Cemp sad, “Firg, let the other Silkies go outside.”

“But you'll do as I’ve asked?’

“Yes. When you' ve released them, put me and the Earth outside, safely.”

“Thenyou'll tdl me?’

“yes”

The Glis threatened, “If you don't, I'll smash your little planet. | will not let you or it escape, if you
don't tdl me”

“I'll el you.”
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The method that was used was, the entire section of the planetoid surrounding Cemp smply lifted up and
shot off into the sky. Cemp found himsdlf floating in black, empty space, surrounded by meteorite debris.

The Glis s thought came to him, “I have done my part. Now tdl me!”

Even as Cemp complied, he began to wonder if he redlly understood what was happening.

Uneasiness came. In sdtting in motion a cycle-completion process, he had taken it for granted that
Nature would gtrike a baance. An old life form had somehow been preserved here, and in its body,
evolution was now proceeding at lightning speed. Millions of years of change had dready been
compressed into minutes of time. Since none other of its kind remained dive, he had assumed that the
species had long since evolved to ... what?

What was this creature? A chrysdis? An egg? Would it become a butterfly of space, a grest worm, a
gigantic bird?

Such possibilities had not occurred to him before. He had thought only of the posshility of extinction.
But--it struck him keenly--he hadn’'t considered serioudy enough what extinction might congst of in its
end product.

Indeed, he hadn’t thought about the existence of an end product.

Unhappily, Cemp remembered what the computer had reported--that the atomic structure of this giant
being reflected a younger state of metter.

Could it be that, as the particles “adjusted” and changed to current norm, energy would be released on
a hitherto unknown scale?

Below, atitanic thing happened.

Part of the planetoid lifted, and asolid ball of red-hot maiter, at least amilethick, lifted dowly out of it.
As Cemp drew aside to let the improbable thing past him, he saw that an even more unlikdy
phenomenon was taking place. The “up” speed of the chunk of now white-hot rock and dirt was
increasing--and the mass was growing.

It was wdl past him, and it was at least a hundred milesin diameter. A minute later, it was five hundred



milesthick, and it was dill expanding, dill increasing in speed.

It expanded to a burning, incredible mass.

Suddenly, it was ten thousand milesin diameter and was dill going away, dill growing.

Cemp sent out a generd darm: “Get away--as fast as you can. Away!”

As he him=df fled, usng a reversd of the gravity of the monstrous body behind him, he saw that in
those few minutes it had grown more than 100,000 milesin diameter.

It was quite pink at this point--strangely, beautifully pink.

The color dtered even as he watched, turning faintly yellow. And the body that emitted the beatiful
ocher light was now more than 1,000,000 milesin diameter.

Ashig as Earth’s sun.

In minutes more, it grew to the Sze of a giant blue sun, ten times the diameter of Sol.

It began to turn pink again, and it grew one hundred times in ten minutes. Brighter than Mira the
Wonderful, bigger than glorious Ras Algethi.

But pink, not red. A deeper pink than before; not red, so definitdy not a variable.

All around was the starry universe, bright with unfamiliar objects that glowed near and far--hundreds of
them, strung out like along line of jack-0’-lanterns.

Bdow was Earth.

Cemp looked at that scenein the heavens and then a the near, familiar planet, and an anvful excitement
seized him.

He thought, Is it possible that everything had to grow, that the Glis's change altered this entire
area of space-time?

Old forms could not keep ther suppressed state once the supercolossal pink giant completed the
growth that had somehow been arrested from time's beginning.

And 0 the Gliswas now asuninits prime, but with eighteen hundred and twenty-three planets strung
out like so many starry brilliants over the whole near sky.

Everywhere he looked were planets so close to him tha they looked like moons. He made a quick,
anxious caculation and redlized with greet rdief that dl those planets were 4ill within the warming area
of the monstrous sun that hung out there, haf alight-year away.

As Cemp descended, at the top speed his Slkie body could withstand, into the huge atmosphere
blanket that surroun-ded Earth, everything seemed the same--the land, the sea, the cities. ...

He swooped low over one highway and observed cars going dong it.

He headed for the Slkie Authority in a haze of wonder and saw the shattered window from which he
hed leaped so dramaticaly--not yet repaired!

When, moments later, he landed among the same group of men who had been there a his departure,
he redized there had been some kind of atime stasis, related to Sze.

For Earth and its people, that eighty days had been ... éghty seconds.

Afterwards, he would hear how people had experienced what seemed like an earthquake, tenson in
their bodies, momentary sensory blackout, a brief feding thet it was dark. ...

Now, as he entered, Cemp transformed to human form and said in a piercing voice, “Gentlemen,
prepare for the most remarkable piece of information in the higory of the universe. That pink sun out
there is not the result of an amospheric digtortion.

“And, gentlemen, Earth now has eghteen hundred in-habited sster planets. Let’s begin to organize for
afantadtic futurel”

Later, comfortably back in his Florida home, Cemp said to Joanne, “Now we can see why the Silkie
problem didn’'t have a solution as things stood. For Earth, two thousand of us was saturation. But in this
new sun system. ..."

It was no longer a question of what to do with the 6,000 members of the Silkie nation but of how they
could get a hundred such groups to cope with the work to be done.

Quickly!



THE PROXY INTELLIGENCE

Take a sentient being--

Even Steve Hanardy could fit that description. He was a short, stocky man, with the look about him of
someone who had lived too close to the animd stage. His eyes were perpetudly narrowed, as if he were
peering againg a bright light. His face was broad and fleshy. But he was human. He could think and act,
and he was agiver and not a taker.

--Put this sentient person in a solar system surrounded by a two billion light-year ocean of
virtual nothingness beyond which, apparently, is more nothingness--

Hanardy, a product of the Earth’s migraion to the moon and to the planets of the solar system, was
born on Europa, one of the moons of Jupiter, before the educationa system caught up to the colonists.
He grew up an incoherent roustabout and a spacehand on the freighters and passenger liners that sped
about among the immense amount of debris--from moons to habitable meteorites-that surrounded the
messve Jupiter. It was a rich and ever-growing trade area, and so presently even the salid,
unimaginaive Hanardy had a freighter of his own. Almog from the beginning, his mogt fruitful journeys
were occasond trips to the meteorite where a scientist, Professor Ungarn, lived with his daughter,
Petricia. For years, it was a lucrative, routine voyage, without incident.

--Confront this sentient individual with this enigma of being--

The last voyage had been different.

To begin with, he accepted a passenger--a reporter named William Legh, who ogtensbly wanted to
write up the londly route for his news syndicate. But amogt as soon as the freighter reached the Ungarn
meteorite and entered the air-lock, the meteorite was attacked by strénge space vessdls, which were
capable of far greater speeds than anything Hanardy had ever seen. And William Leigh was not who he
Seemed.

It was hard to know just who he was. What actudly hap-pened as far as Hanardy was concerned,
was quite Imple One of the defensve energy screens had gone down before the attack of the strange
ships, and Professor Ungarn sent Hanardy to machine a new part for the screen’s drive unit. While he
was engaged in this, Leigh came upon him by surprise, attacked him, and tied him up.

Lying there on the floor, bound hand and foot, Hanardy thought in anguigh: “If | ever get loose, I'm gonna
hightall it out of here!”

He tested the rope that hed him and groaned a its unryidding toughness. He lay, then, for a while,
accepting the confinement of the bonds, but underneath was a greet grief and a greet fear.

He suspected that Professor Ungarn and the professor’s daughter, Patricia, were equdly helpless, or
they would have tried during the past hour to find out what had happened to him.

He ligened again, intently, holding himsdf ill. But only the steady throbbing of the distant dynamos
was audible. No footsteps gpproached; there was no other movement.

He was 4ill ligening when he fet an odd tugging ingde his body.

Shiveing alittle, Hanardy shook his head asif to clear it of menta fog--and dimbed to his feet.

He didn’t notice that the cords that had bound him fel away.

Out in the corridor, he paused tensdly. The place looked deserted, empty. Except for the vague
vibration from the dynamoas, a great slence pressed in upon him. The place had the look and fed of being
on a planet. The atifidd gravity made hm somewhat lighter than on Earth, but he was used to such
changes. It was hard to grasp that he was ingde a meteorite, hundreds of thousands of miles from the



nearest moon or inhabited planet. Being here was like being insde a big building, on an upper floor.

Hanardy headed for the neatest devator shaft. He thought: I’ d better untie Miss Pat, then her pop, and
then get.

It was an automatic decision, to go to the girl first. Des-pite her sharp tongue, he admired her. He had
seen her use weapons to injure, but that didn't change his feding. He guessed tha she'd be very
angry--very possibly she'd blame him for the whole mess.

Presently he was knocking hesitantly on the door to Patricid s gpartment. Hesitantly, because he was
certain that she was not in a postion to answer.

When, after a reasonable pause, there was no reply, he pressed gently on the latch. The door swung
open.

He entered pure enchantment.

The gpartment was a physcd ddight. There were French-type windows that opened onto a sunlit
window. The French doors were open, and the sound of birds snging wafted in through them. There
were other doors leading to the inner world of the girl’s home, and Hanardy, who had occasondly been
inthe other rooms to do minor repair work, knew that there dso everything was as codly as it was here
inthis large room that he could see.

Then he saw the girl. She was lying on the floor, hdf-hidden behind her favorite char, and she was
bound hand and foot with wire.

Hanardy walked toward her unhappily. It was he who had brought William Leigh, and he wasn't quite
sure just how he would argue imsdf out of any accusation she might make about that. His guilt showed
inthe way he held his thick-set body, in the shuffling of hislegs, in the awkward way he kndlt beside her.
He began gingerly to dedl with the thin wire that enlaced and interlaced her limbs

The girl was patient. She waited till he had taken dl the wire off her and then, without moving from the
floor, began to rub the circulation back into her wrigts and ankles.

She looked up a him and made her firs comment: “How did you avoid being tied up?’

“l didn’t. He got me, too,” said Hanardy. He spoke eagerly, anxious to be one of the injured, dong
with her. He dreedy fdt better. She didn’t seem to be angry.

“Then how did you get free?” Patricia Ungarn asked.

“Why, | just--" Hanardy began.

He stopped, thunderstruck. He thought back, then over what had happened. He had been lying there,
tied. And then ... and then ...

What?

He stood blank, scarcdly daring to think. Redizing that an answer was expected, he began
gpologeticaly, “1 guess he didn't tie me up so good, and | wasin a kind of a hurry, figuring you were
here, and so0 | just--"

Even as he spoke, hiswhole being rocked with the remembrance of how tough those ropes had been a
few minutes before he freed himsdlf.

He stopped his mumbling explanation because the girl wasn't ligening, wasn't even looking. She had
climbed to her feet, and she was continuing to rub her hands. She was smdl of build and good-looking in
a bitter way. Her lips were pressed too tightly together; her eyes were dightly narrowed with a kind of
permanent anxiety. Except for that, she looked like a gl in her teens, but cleverer and more
sophisticated than most girls her age.

Even as Hanardy, in his heavy way, was aware of the complexity of her, she faced him again. She said
with an un-girl-like decisiveness, “Tdl me everything that happened to you.” Hanardy was glad to let go
of the unsatisfactory recollection of his own escape. He said, “Firgt thing | know, this guy comes in there
while I’'m working at the lathe. And is he strong, and ishe fast! | never would' ve thought he had that kind
of muscle and that fast way of moving. I'm pretty chunky, y’ understand--"

“What then?' She was patient, but there was a pointedness about her question that channeled his
atention back to the main line of events.

“Then he ties me up, and then he goes out, and then he takes those Dreeghs from the spaceship and



disappears into space.” Hanardy shook his head, wonderingly. “That’s what gets me. How did he do
that?’

He paused, in a brown sudy; but he came from the distance of his thought back into the room, to
redize quiltily that the girl had spoken to him twice.

“Sorry,” he muttered. “I was thinking about how he did that, and it's kind of hard to get the idea.” He
finished, dmaost accusngly: “ Do you know what he does?’

The girl looked at him, a gartled expresson on her face. Hanardy thought she was angry a his
inattention and said hedtily: “I didn’t hear what you wanted me to do. Tdl me again, huh!”

She seemed unaware that he had spoken. “What does he do, Steve?”’

“Why, he jugt--"

At that point, Hanardy stopped short and glanced back mentdly over the glib words he had been
udng. It was such a fantagtic didogue, that he could fed the blood draining from his cheeks.

“Huh!” he said.

“What does he do, Steve?’ He saw that she was looking at him, as if she understood something that he
didn’t. It irritated him.

He said unhappily: “I"d better go and untie your father before that last bunch of Dreeghs shows up.”

Having spoken, he stopped again, his mouth open in amazement. He thought: “1 mugt be nuts. What
an | saying?’

He turned and started for the door.

“Come back herel”

Her voice, sharp and commanding, cut into him. Defen-svely, he put up between himsdf and her the
thick barrier of galidity which had served him for so many years in his relaions with other people. He
swvung awkwardly around to face her again. Before he could speak, she said with inten-gty: “How did he
do it, Steve?’

The question ran up againg a great stubbornness in him. He had no feding of deliberately ressting her.
But the men-td fog seemed to settle down upon his being, and he sad: “Do what, Miss?’

“Leave?’

“Who?" He fdt stupid before her questions, but he fdt even more stupid for having had meaningless
thoughts and said meaningless things.

“Leigh--you fool! That's who.”

“| thought he took that spaceboat of yours that 10oks like an automobile.”

There was along pause. Thegirl clenched and unclenched her hands. Now she seemed very unchildliike
indeed. Hanardy, who had seen her angry before, cringed and waited for the thunder and lightning of her
rage to, lash out at him. Instead, the tenseness faded. She seemed suddenly thoughtful and said with
unexpected gentleness: “ After that, Steve? After he got out there!”

She svung her am and pointed at the aviary, where the sunlight glinted beyond the French windows.
Hanardy saw, birds fluttering among the trees. Thar mudcd cries gave the scene a homey touch, asiif it
redly were a garden. As he watched, the tree leaves stirred; and he knew that hidden fans were blowing
an attificd breeze. It was like a summer, afternoon, except that just beyond the glasdike wal was the
blackness of space.

It was a cosmic night outside, disturbed here and there by an aom of matter--a planet hidden from
dght by its own relative samdlness and distance from anything else, a sun, a point of light and energy,
quickly logt in darkness so vast that presently its light would fade, and become one grain in a migy bright
cloud that obscured the blackness for a moment of universe time and occupied an inch of space, or o it
seemed. ...

Hanardy contemplated that dartling vista. He was only vagudy aware that his present intengty of
interest was quite different from smilar thoughts he had had in the past. On his long journeys, such ideas
hed dipped into and out of hismind. He recalled having had a thought about it just a few months before.
He had been looking out of a porthole, and--just for an instant--the mystery of the empty immengty had
touched him. And he'd thought: “What the heck “is behind dl this? How does a guy like me rate being



dive?
Aloud, Hanardy muttered: “I'd better get your father free, Miss Pat.” He finished under his breeth:
“And then best it out of here--fast.”

2

He turned, and this time, though she cdled after him angrily, he sumbled out into the corridor and went
down to the depths of the meteorite, where the dynamos hummed and throbbed; and where, presently,
he had Professor Ungarn untied.

The older man was quite chearful. “Well, Steve, we're not dead yet. | don't know why they didn't
jumpin on us, but the screens are dill holding, | see”

He was a gaunt man with deep-set eyes and the unhagppiest face Hanardy had ever seen. He stood,
rubbing the circulation back into his aams. Strength of intelect shone from his face, dong with the
melancholy. He had defended the meteorite in such a cam, practical way from the attack-ing Dreeghs
thet it was suddenly easy to redize that this sad-faced man was actudly the hitherto unsuspected
observer of the solar system for a vast gdactic culture, which included at its top echeon the Great
Galactic-who had been William Leigh--and at the bottom, Professor Ungarn and hislovely daughter.

The thoughts about that seeped into Hanardy's fore-conscious. He redized that the scientig was
primarily a pro-tector. He and this Saion were here to prevent contact between Earth and the gdaxy.
Man and his earth-born dvilization were 4ill too low on the scae of devdopment to be admitted to
awareness that a gigantic gdactic culture existed. Interstelar ships of other low-echelon cultures which
had been admitted to the gdactic union were warned away, from the solar sysem whenever they came
too close. Accidentdly, the hunted, lawless Dreeghs had wandered into this forbidden sector of space. In
their lugt for blood and life energy they had avidly concentrated here in the hope of gaining such a quantity
of blood, and so great a supply of life energy, that they would be freed for endless years from their
terrible search.

It had been quite a trap, which had enabled the Great Gaactic to capture so many of them. But now
another ship-load of Dreeghs was due; and this time there was no trap. Professor Ungarn was spesking:
“Did you get that part machined before Leigh tied you up?’ He broke off: “What' s the matter, Steve?’

“Huh! Nothing.” Hanardy came out of a depth of wonder-ment: “I’d better get onto that job. It'll take
ahdf hour, maybe.”

Professor Ungarn nodded and said matter-of-factly: “I'll fed better when we get that additiond screen
up. There's quite agang out there”

Hanardy parted his lips to say that that particular “gang” was no longer a problem, but that another
supership, alate arriva, would shortly appear on the scene. He stopped the words, unspoken; and now
he was conscioudy dismayed. “What's going on?" he wondered. “Am | nuts?’

Almog blank, he headed down to the machine shop. As he entered, he saw the ropes that had bound
him, lying on the floor. He waked over in a haze of interest and stooped to pick up one of the short
sections.

It came apart in hisringers, bresking into a fine, powdery stuff, some of which drifted into his nodrils.
He sneezed noidly.

The rope, he discovered, was dl like that. He could hardly get over it. He kept picking up the pieces, just
S0 that he could fed them crumble. When he had nothing but a scat-tering of dust, he stood up and
started on the lathe job. He thought absently: “If that next batch of Dreeghs arrives, then maybe | can
gart bdieving dl this Suff.”

He paused and for the fird time thought: “Now, where did | get that name, Dreegh?”

Ingantly, he was trembling so vidlently that he had to stop work. Because-if he could get the
professor to admit that that was whet they were-- Dreeghs--then. ...

Then what?

“Why, it'd prove everything,” he thought. “Just that one thing!”



Already, the crumbled rope, and whatever it proved, was fading into the background of his
recollection, no longer quite real, needing to be reinforced by some new miracle. As it happened, he
asked the question under optimum circum-stances. He handed the part to the stientist and managed to
ask about the Dreeghs as the older man was tumning away. Ungarn began immediatdy with an obvious
urgency to work on the shattered section of the energy screen drive. It was from there, intent on what he
was doing, and in an absent-minded tone, that he answered Hanardy’ s question.

“Yes, yes” he muttered. “ Dreeghs. Vampires, in the worst sense of the word ... but they look jugt like
=

At that point he seemed to redize to whom he was taking. He stopped what he was doing and swung
around and stared at Hanardy.

He sad a last very dowly, “ Steve, don't repesat everything you hear around this place. The universe is
abigger territory than you might think but people will ridicule if you try to tdl them. They will say you're
crazy.”

Hanardy did not move. He was thinking: “He just don't redize. | gotta know. All this Suff
happening--"

But the idea of not tdling was easy to grasp. At Space-port, on the moon, Europa, a the bars that he
frequented, he was accepted by certain hangers-on as a boon com-panion. Some of the people were
shap, even educated, but they were cynicd, and often witty, and were particularly scathing of serious
idess.

Hanardy visudized himsdf tdling any one of them that there was more to space than the solar
system--more life, more intelligence--and he could imagine the ridiculing discussion that would begin.

Though they usudly treated him with tolerance--it sure wouldn't do any good to tdl them.

Hanardy started for the door. “I gotta know,” he thought again. “And right now I’ d better get on my ship
and best it before that Dreegh comes dong pretending that he's Pat’ s future husband.”

And he'd better leave on the dy. The professor and the gifl wouldn't like him to go away now. But
defending this meteorite was their job, not his. They couldn’t expect him to dedl with the Dreegh who had
captured, and murdered, Pat’s boy friend.

Hanardy stopped in the doorway, and fdt blank. “Huh!” he said doud.

He thought: Maybe | should tdl them. They won't be able to ded with the Dreegh if they think he's
somebody dse.

“Stevel” It was Professor Ungarn.

Hanardy turned. “Yeah, boss?’ he began.

“Hnish unloading your cargo.”

“Okay, boss.”

He walked off heavily dong the corridor, tired and glad that he had been told to go and rdieved tha
the decison to tdl them could not be put into effect immediatdy. He thought weearily: First thing I'd better
do istake a nap.
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Hanardy walked dowly up the ramp into his own ship, and s0 to his own cabin. Before lying down for
the deep he needed, he paused to dare a his reflection in the mirror-bright metd wadl of the room. He
saw a short, muscular man in greasy, gray dungarees, and a dirty ydlow shirt. A stubble of beard
emphasized a coarseness of features that he had seen before, but somehow ever so clearly, never with
such a conviction that he was a low-grade human being. Hanardy groaned and stretched out in the bunk.
He thought: | sure got my eyes open dl of a sudden to what kind of alug | am.

He took a quick look back adong the track of years, and groaned again. It was a picture of a man who
hed down-graded himsdf as a humen being, seeking escape in a londy space job from the need to
compete as an individud.

“Nobody will believe a word | say,” he thought. “All that other junk was only in my noodle--it didn’t



happen out where you could prove anything. I'd better just keep my mouth shut and stop thinking |
undergtland what's going on.”

He closed his eyes--and looked with a clear inner vison at the universe.

He opened his eyes to redize that he had dept.

He redized something else. The screens were down; a Dreegh in a spaceboat was coming into an
arlock at the extreme lower Sde of the meteorite.

The vampire was primarily intent on information, but he would destroy everyone in the meteorite as
soon as he fdt it was safe.

Sweeting, Hanardy tumbled out of the bunk and hurried out of his ship, and so into the meteorite. He
raced dong the corridor that led to the other airlock. At the entrance he met the professor and Patricia
They were smiling and excited.

The stientig said, “Great news, Steve. Pat’'s fiancé has just arived. HE's here sooner than we
expected; but we were getting worried that we hadn’t received some communica-tion.”

Hanardy muttered something, feding immensdy foolish. To have been so wrong! To have thought:
Dreegh!--when the rediity was-Klugg ... the girl’ s long-awaited fiancé, Thadled Madro.

But the identification of the new arrivd made dl hisfantasies jugt that--unreal vaporings, figments of an
un-settled mind.

Hanardy watched gloomily as Madro came down the ramp from the lifeboat. The girl’s lover was a very
tdl, dim man in his thirties, with deep-set eyes. He had an intengty about him that was impressive,
commanding--and repelent. Ingtantly repellent.

Hanardy redlized ruefully that his reaction was over-critical. Hanardy couldn’t decide what had twisted
this man. But he was reminded of the degraded people who were his principd buddies at Spaceport, on
Europa Smart, many of them were--amost too smart. But they gave off this same emandion of an
overloaded persondity.

Hanardy was alittle surprised to redize that the girl was not rushing forward to greet the gaunt-bodied
vigtor. It was Professor Ungarn who approached the man and bowed courteoudy. Madro bowed in
return and then stood diffly near Hanardy. The scientist glanced a his daughter and then amiled at the
newcomer gpologeticdly. He said, “Thadled Madro, this is my daughter, Patricia-who has suddenly
become very dhy.”

Madro bowed. Patricia indined her head. Her father turned to her, and said, “My dear, | redize tha
thisis an unfortunate way of marrying and giving in marriage--to entrust yoursdlf to a man whom neither
of us has ever seen before. But et us remember his courage in coming here at dl and resolve to offer him
communicaion and the opportunity to show uswhat heis”

Madro bowed to the girl. “On those terms, | greet you, Paricia” He draightened. “About
communication--1 am beffled by the message | received en route. Will you please give me further
information?’

Professor Ungarn told him of the Dreegh attack and of its abrupt cessation; he told him of William
Leigh, the Great Gaactic. He finished: “We have our report as to what hap-pened from a member of the
race of this system--who was somehow infected by the mere presence of this mighty being, and who
goparently acquired the ability to see at a distance, and to be aware of some of the thoughts of some
people, temporarily at least.”

There was a faint amile on Ungarn's tired face. Hanardy shriveled a little ingde, feding that he was
being made fun of. He looked unhappily at the girl. She mugt have told her father what he had said.

Patricia Ungarn caught his gaze on her and shrugged. “You sad it, Steve,” she stated matter-of-factly.
“Why not tdl us everything you felt?’

The newcomer stared somberly and intently at Hanardy; so intently that it was dmost asif he dso were
reading minds. He turned dowly to the girl. “Can you give me a swift summary?’ he asked. “If there's
action to be taken, I"d like to have some basis for it.”

There was a hard note in his voice that chilled Hanardy, who had been thinking for many minutes over
and over: They don't really know him! They don’t know him. ... He had a mentd picture of the red



Madro's ship being intercepted, Madro captured and drained of information and then murdered by the
vampire method. The rest was sillful makeup, good enough apparently to pass the inspection of the
professor and his perceptive daughter. Which meant that, before killing the real Madro, the Dresgh had
learned passwords, secret codes and enough back higtory to be convincing.

Within minutes, this creature could decide that it was safe to take action.

Hanardy had no illusons, no hope. It had taken an un-bounded being to defeat these mighty Dreeghs.
And now, by atrick, alate arival had achieved what his fdlows en masse had not been able to do--he
had gotten into the meteorite fortress of the gaactic watcher of the solar syssem; and his whole manner
indicated that his fears had nothing to do with either the professor or his daughter, or Hanardy.

He wanted to know what had happened. For a little while he might be forbearing, in the bdief that he
could learn more as an apparent dly than as a reveded enemy.

“We have to put him off,” Hanardy thought in agony. “We have to hold back, or maybe give hm what
hewants” Somehow, the latter seemed preferable.

He grew aware that the girfl was taking. While Hanardy listened, she gave the essentid picture of what
he had said. It was dl there, surprigngly sharp in detall. It even penetrated some of the blur that hed
settled over his own memory.

When she had finished, Madro frowned and nodded. Hisdim body seemed unnaurdly tense. He said,
amog to himsdf: “So they were dmog dl captured--" He paused and, turning, looked a Hanardy.
“Y ou have the feding there will be one more ship?’

Hanardy nodded, not trusting himsdf to speak.

“How many Dreeghs are there aboard this one ship?’ Madro asked.

Thistime there was no escgping a verba reply. “Ning” said Hanardy.

He hadn't thought about the exact number before. But he knew the figure was correct. Just for a
moment, he knew it.

Madro said inan odd tone, “You get it that clearly? Then you mugt dready know many other things as
wdl.”

His dark eyes gazed directly into Hanardy’s. The un-spoken meaning that was in them seemed to be:
“Then you dready know who | am?’

There was such a hypnotic qudity in the other’s look that Hanardy had to wage an inner fight againgt
admitting that he knew.

Madro spoke agan. “Were these--this firs group of Dreeghs--al killed?’

“Why, I--" Hanardy stopped, amazed. “Gee, | don’t know. | don’t know what happened to them. But
he intended to kill them; up to a certain moment, he intended to; and then--"

“And then what, Steve?’ That was Pat, her voice urging him.

“l don’t know. He noticed something.”

“Who noticed something?’ asked Pat.

“Leigh. You know--him. But | don’t know what he did &fter that.”

“But where could they be now?’ the girl asked, be-wildered.

Hanardy remained blank, vagudy guilty, asif somehow he was faling her by not knowing.

He grew aware that Madro was turning away. “There is apparently more to discover here)” the
Dreegh sad quietly. “It is evident that we must re-assess our entire gtuation; and | might even guess that
we Kluggs could through the chance perceptive simulation of this man achieve so greet a know-ledge of
the universe that, here and now, we might be able to take the next step of development for our kind.”

The comment seemed to indicate that the Dreegh was 4ill undecided. Hanardy followed dong behind
the others. For a few desperate seconds he thought of jerking out his gun, in the hope that he might be
able to fire before the Dreegh could defend himsdif.

But aready doubt was upon him. For this suspicion was just in his head. He had no proof other than
the steady stream of picturesin hismind; and that was like a madness having no relaion to anything that
had been said and done before his eyes. Crazy people might act on such inner pic-tures, but not golid,
unimaginative Steve Hanardy.



“Gotta keep my feet on the ground!” Hanardy muttered to himsdlf.

Ahead, Professor Ungarn said in a conversationd voice: “I’ve got to give you credit, Thadled. You
have dready said something that has shocked Pat and mysdf. You have used the hateful word ‘Klugg
judt asif it doesn’'t bother you.”

“Itsjust aword,” said Madro.

And that was dl that was said while they walked. They came to the power room. The girl sank into a
chair, while her father and the visitor walked over to the power control board. “The screens are working
beautifully,” said Professor Ungarn with satisfaction. “1 just opened them for the few seconds it took for
you to get through them. We ve got time to decide what to do, in case this last Dreegh ship attacks us.”

Madro waked over near the girl, and settled into a chair. He addressed Professor Ungarn, “What you
sad a moment ago, about the word and the identification of Klugg--you're right. It doesn’t bother me.”

The scientist said grimly, “Aren’t you fooling yoursdf alittle? Of al the races that know of the gdactic
avilizetion, we're the lowest on the scale. We do the hard work. We're like the day laborers on planets
such as Earth. Why, when Pat found out, she nearly went mad with self-negation. Gaactic morond” He
shuddered.

Madro laughed in a relaxed way; and Hanardy had to admire the essiness of him. If Madro was a
Dreegh, then for dl Madro knew this, aso, was a trap set by the Great Gaactic, and yet he seemed
unworried. If, on the other hand, he was actudly a Klugg, then somehow he had made inferiority right
within himsdf. “I could use some of that,” Hanardy thought gloomily. “If these guys are gdactic morons,
whet does that make me?’

Madro was spesking: “We're wha we are,” he sad amply. “It's not redly a matter of too much
difference inintelli-gence. It's an energy difference. There's away here, some-where, of utilizng energy
inavery superior fashion. But you've got to have the energy, and you've got to get it from somewhere.
That's what makes the case of this fdlow Legh interesting. If we could backtrack on what he did here,
we might redly get a the heart of alot of things”

Patricia and her father said nothing. But thar eyes glistened, as they waited for the man to continue.
Madro turned to Hanardy. “That question she asked you before’--he indicated the girl--“when you firg
untied her. How did he leave the solar system after cagpturing those--Dreeghs?’ He hesitated the dightest
bit before usng the name.

Hanardy said smply, “He didn't exactly leave. It' s morelike ... he was somewhere else. And he took
them with him.” He fumbled for words. “You see, things aren’t the way they seem. They're--" He
stopped, unhappy.

He redized that the two men and the girl were waiting. Hanardy waved his ams amlesdy, indicaing
things beyond the safeguarding of the meteorite. “All that--that’s not redl.”

Madro turned towards his companions. “1t’s the concept of a universe of illuson. An old idea; but maybe
we should take another look &t it.”

Professor Ungarn murmured, “It would take complex techniques to make it work.”

Hanardy said, sraining for meaning, “You just keep put-ting it out there. As if you're doing it, even
though you're not. That tunesyou in.”

“Put what out, Steve?” It was the girl, her voice as strained as his.

“Theworld. The universe ... the whole ded.”

“«Ohl”

Hanardy went on, “And then, for a moment, you don't put anything there. That's when you do
something | don't understand.”

“What'sthat? The girl’s voice, dmog emationless, led him forward.

“You stop everything,” said Hanardy wonderingly. “You let the nothingness rush in. And then--you
become the redl you ... for as long as you have energy.”

He stared at the three people, through them, unseeing. As from a distance, Madro’s voice came to
him

“You see--it's amatter of energy,” the men said camly. “Hanardy?’



He came back into the room, mentaly as wdl as phys-cdly. “Yeah?’

“Where did he get hisenergy?’ Madro asked.

“Uh,” said Hanardy, “he got mogt of it out where it was stored--a kind of dark room.”

It was a new thought; a picture came with it of how the energy had been put there by somebody dse,
not by Leigh. Before Hanardy could speak another word, Madro was over there beside him.

“Show ud” he said, and his voice was like afire, burning a path of action, demanding counter-action.

Hanardy led the way, his heavy body trembling. He had the feding that he had made an admisson that
spdled victory for the Dreegh. But there was no turning back. If this cresture was a Dreegh, then
resstance was usaess. He knew that intuitively.

“If I could only be sure,” Hanardy thought miserably.

And the stupid thing was that he was sure. As sure, it seemed to him, as he could ever be. But he
waan't sure enough even to make the atempt to save his own life As things stood, he'd have to go
through with this farce until the Dreegh--satisfied that dl was well--destroyed them dl in his own good
time
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It was twenty minutes later.

... After they had found the little black room to be merdy a drab closet where the professor had
aways kept certain tools, but otherwise empty.

“Where was it stored?” Madro demanded of Hanardy. “I mean the energy that Leigh got.”

Hanardy pointed unhappily at the metd wall ingde the closet.

“Are you saying the energy was in thewal?’

The question once more disturbed Hanardy’ s sense of the redity of his own thoughts, and so he smply
stood there, shaken, as Pat and Professor Ungarn pressed forward and with a portable insrument tested
thewdl.

Madro did not join them, nor did he again look into the little room. Hanardy fdt an inner tremor as the
Dreegh, ignoring what the father and daughter were doing, turned and strode toward him.

“Steve” he said, “I want to talk to you.”

He glanced back, raised hisvoice, “I’'m going to take Hanardy for alittle private questioning.”

“All right!” Thet was Pat. But neither she nor her father turned. Madro had not waited. His fingers
gripped Hanardy’ s am firmly at the elbow. Shrinking, Hanardy redlized the other’ s intent.

A test!

To determine how vulnerable he was.

To the death--if he were that wesk.

Even as Hanardy had these awarenesses, Madro drew him away from the storeroom and around a
corner. Hanardy kept looking back, not daring to cal for help but yet hoping that the professor and his
daughter would be motivated to follow.

Hisfind view of them showed them dill ingde the closet, and the professor was saying, “A series of
tests on thiswall should--"

Hanardy wondered what they would think when they found him gone--and dead.

Madro drew Hanardy dong the sde corridor and into a room. He closed the door, and they were
adone. Hanardy dill not ressting.

Madro stood there for a few moments, tdl, lean, amiling.

“Let’'s settle thisonce and for dl,” he said softly. “Mysdf--againg whatever aaility you were endowed
with.”

And because Hanardy had begun to have fantasies, had nurtured a tiny hope that maybe it was true,
that maybe something great had rubbed off on him--as Professor Ungarn had implied--for a few
seconds, Hanardy actudly waited for that something ingde him to handle this Stuation.

Tha was dl the time he had--seconds. The speed of Madro’s attack, and the totd violent intent of it,



ingantly defeated that waiting reaction.

He was lifted effortlesdy, grabbed by one foot, held like a rag doll, and incredibly was about to have
his head dashed againg the near wall--when, with a primitive surviva spasm of effort, Hanardy kicked
with his other foot, kicked hard againg the wrigt of the hand by which Madro hed him.

For tha moment, for that one attack, it was resstance enough. The Dreegh let hm go. Hanardy
fdl--the dow-motion fal of less than Earth gravity. Far too dow for the speed of Madro’s second attack.

In his awkward, muscle-bound way, only one of Hanardy’ s dragging legs actudly struck the floor. The
next moment he was caught again by fingers tha were like granite biting into his clothes and
body--Madro obvioudy neither heeding nor caring which.

And there was no longer any doubt in Hanardy’s mind. He had no specid ability by which he might
defeat the Dreegh's deadly intent.

He had no inner resources. No visons. He was helpless. His hard muscles were like putty in the sedy
orip of a man whose srength overwhemingly transcended his own.

Hanardy ceased his writhings and ydled desperately, “For Pete's sake, why dl this murder when
there' s only five women Dreeghs and four men Ieft? Why don't you Dreeghs change, try once more to
become normd?’

Asswiftly as it had started, the violence ended.

Madro let him go, stepped back and stared a him. “A message!” he said. “So that’s your role.”

Hanardy did not immediatdy redize tha the threat was ended. He had fdlen to the floor. From tha
begging position he continued his appedl. “You don't have to kill me! I'll keep my mouth shut. Who'd
bdieve me, anyway?’

“What's normd? The Dreegh's voice was cold and demanding. The radiation from
him--uncleanness--was stronger.

“Me” sad Hanardy.

“You!” Incredulous tone.

“Yeah, me” Hanardy spoke urgently. “What als me is that I'm a low-lifer, somehow. But I'm a
normd lug. Things balance out in me--that’ s the key. | take a drink, but not because | have to. It doesn't
affect me particularly. When | wasinmy teens once | tried taking drugs. Hdl, | just fdt it didn't fit in my
body. | just threw it off. That's norma. You can't do that with what you' ve got.”

“What's normd?’ Madro was cold, steady, remote.

“You'resck,” sad Hanardy. “All that blood and life energy. 1t's aonormal. Not redly necessary. You
can be cured.”

Having spoken the strange words, Hanardy redized thair strangeness. He blinked.

“l didn't know | was going to say that,” he mumbled.

The Dreegh’s expression was changing as he listened. Suddenly he nodded and said doud, “1 actudly
believe we ve been given a communication from the Great Gdactic. A twefth-hour, last-chance offer.”

“What will you do with me?’ Hanardy mumbled.

“The question,” came the stedly reply, “iswhat is the best way to neutrdize you? | choose this way!”

A metalic something glittered in the Dreegh’s hand. From its muzze a shimmering line of light reached
toward Hanardy’ s head.

The gpaceman flinched, tried to duck, had the cringing thought that this was death and stood there
expecting a the very least aterrible shock.

He fdt nothing. Thelight hit his face; and it was as if a pencil beam from a bright flashlight had briefly
glared into his eyes. Then the light went, and there he stood blinking a little, but unhurt so far as he could
determine.

He was dill ganding there when the Dreegh said, “What you and | are going to do now is that you're
going to come with me and show me dl the places on this meteorite where there are armaments or amdl
amsof any kind.”

Hanardy walked ahead, kept glanding back; and there, each time he looked, was the long body with its



gim face.

The resemblance to Thadled Madro was vishly fading, as if the other had actudly twisted his features
into a duplication of the young mae Klugg's face, not usng makeup & dl, and now he was rdaxing.

They came to where the Ungarns waited. Father and daughter said nothing at dl. To Hanardy they
seemed sub-dued; the gifl was strangely pae. He thought: “They do know!”

The overt revelaiion came as the four of them arrived in the main living quarters. Professor Ungarn
sghed, turned and--ignoring Hanardy--said, “Well, Mr. Dreegh, my daughter and | are wondering why
the delay in our execu-tion?’

“Hanardy!” was the reply.

Having uttered the name, asif Hanardy himsdf were not present, the Dreegh stood for a long moment,
eyes nar-rowed, lips dightly parted, even white teeth clamped together. The result was a kind of a
snaling amile

“He seems to be under your control. Is he?” Tha was Pat Ungarn, in a amdl voice. The moment she
hed spoken, and thus attracted the Dreegh’s attention, she shrank, actudly retreated a few steps, as he
looked &t her.

Sween-Madro’ s tense body relaxed. But his amile was as grim as ever. And dill he ignored Hanardy's
presence.

“l gave Steve a gpecid type of energy charge tha will nullify for the time being wha was done to him.”

Professor Ungarn laughed curtly. “Do you redly believe that you can defeat this-this being--William
Legh ... defeat im with what you have done to Steve? After dl, he's your rea opponent, not Hanardy.
Thisis a shadow battle. One of the fighters has Ieft a puppet to strike his blows for him.”

Sween-Madro said in an even tone, “It's not as dangerous as it seems. Puppets are notorioudy poor
fighters”

The professor argued, “Any individud of the race known to lesser races as Great Gaactics-which
was obvioudy not their real name--must be presumed to have taken dl such posshilities into account.
Wha can you gan by dday?’

Sween-Madro hesitated, then: “ Steve mentioned a possible cure for our condition.” His voice held an
edgeinit.

There was a sudden slence. It settled over the room and seemed to permeste the four peopleinit.

The soundless time was broken by a curt laugh from Sween-Madro. He said, “1 sensed that for a few
seconds | seemed--”

“Human,” said Pat Ungarn. “Asif you had fedings and hopes and desires like us”

“Don’t count on it.” The Dreegh’s voice was harsh.

Professor Ungarn said dowly, “1 suspect that you anadyzed Steve has a memory of mentd contact with
a supreme, per-haps even an ultimate, inteligence. Now, these earth people when awake are in tha
peculiar, perennidly confused state that makes them unacceptable for gaactic ctizenship. So that the
veary best way to defend yoursdf from Steve's memory isto keep him awake. | therefore deduce that the
energy charge you fired a him was designed to mantain in continuous simulation the waking center in the
brain stem.

“But thet is only a temporary defense. In four or five days, exhaustion in Hanardy would reach an
extreme state, and something in the body would have to give. What will you have then that you don’t
have now?’

The Dreegh seemed surprisngly willing to answer, as if by uttering his explanations aoud he could
ligen to them himsdlf, and so judge them.

He said, “My colleagues will have arrived by then.”

“So then you're dl inthe trap,” said Professor Ungarn. “1 think your safest bet would be to kill Pat and
meright now. Asfor Steve--”

Hanardy had been ligening to the interchange with a growing conviction that this meancholy old men
was arguing them dl into being immediatdy executed.

“Hey!” he interrupted urgently. “What are you trying to do?’

The scientist waved a him impatiently. “Shut up, Steve. Surdly you redlize that this Dresgh will kill



without mercy. I'm trying to find out why he's holding off. It does't fit with what | consider to be good

He broke off, “Don’'t worry about him killing you. He doesn’t dare. You're safe.”

Hanardy fdt extremdy unsafe. Nevertheless, he had a long history of accepting orders from this man;
30 he remained dutifully slent.

The Dreegh, who had listened to the brief interchange thoughtfully, said in an even tone that when his
compan-ions arrived, he, Hanardy and Pat Ungarn would go to Europa. He believed Pat was needed on
such ajourney. So no one would be killed until it was over.

“I'm remembering,” Sween-Madro continued, “what Steve said about the Great Gaactic noticing
something. | deduce that what he noticed had to do with Steve himsdf. So well go to Spaceport and
Sudy Steve's past behavior there. Right now, let’s disarm the entire place for my peace of mind.”

Clearly, it would not be for anyone esg's.

From room to room, and dong each corridor, slently the three prisoners accompanied their powerful
conqueror.

And presently every weapon in the meteorite was neu-tralized or disposed of. Even energy sources
that might be converted were sedled off. Thus, the meteorite screens were actudly de-energized and the
mechinery to operate them, wrecked.

The Dreegh next cut off escape possbilities by dismantling severd tiny space boats. The last place they
went, fird Hanardy, then the professor, then Pat, and findly Sween-Madro, was Hanardy's space
freighter. There a0, dl the wegpons were diminated, and the Dreegh had Hanardy dismantle the control
board. From the parts tha were presently lying over the floor, the gaunt man, with unering
undergtanding, selected key items. With these in hand, he paused in the doorway. His baeful gaze caught
Hanardy's shifting eyes. “Stevel” he said. “You'll stay right here.”

“You mean, ingde my ship?’..

“Yes. If you leave here for any reason, I'll kill you. Do you understand?’

Hanardy glanced heplesdy toward Professor Ungarn and then back at the Dreegh. He said, “Ther€'s
some work the professor wanted me to do.”

“Professor Ungarn,”--it was the vampires harsh voice cutting across Hanardy’s uncertain
protest--“tell him how unimportant such work is”

Hanardy was briefly aware of the old man’'s wan amile The scientist said wearily, “Pat and | will be
killed as soon as we have served our purpose. What he will eventudly do with you, we don’t know.”

“So you'll stay right here. You two come with me” Sween-Madro ordered the professor and his
daughter.

They went as slently as they had come. The airlock door clanged. Hanardy could hear the interlocking
ged bolts wheeze into postion. After that, no sound came.

The potentidly mogt intdligent men in the solar system was aone--and wide awake.
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Stting, or lying down, waiting posed no problems for Hanardy. His years done in space had prepared
himfor the orded that now began. There was a difference.

As he presently discovered when he lay down on his narrow cot, he couldn’'t deep.

Twenty-four earth hours ticked by.

Not athinking man, Steve Hanardy; nor a reader. The four books on board were repair manuas. He
had thumbed through them a hundred times, but now he got them out and examined them again. Every
page was, as he had expected, dully familiar. After a dow hour he used up their possibili-ties.

Ancther day, and dill he was wide-eyed and undesping, but there was a developing restlessness in
him, and exhaus-tion.

As a spaceman, Hanardy had recelved indoctrination in the dangers of deeplessness. He knew of the
mind's tendency to dream while awake, the hdlucinatory experiences, the normd effects of the unending



drain of wakefulness.

Nothing like that happened.

He did not know that the deep center in his brain was timdesdy depressed and the wake center
timdedy simulated. The former could not turn on, the latter could not turn off. So between them there
could be none of the usud inter-play with itstwilight states.

But he could become more exhausted.

Though he was lying down dmost continuoudy now, he became continudly more exhausted.

On the fourth “moring” he had the thought for the firg time: thisis going to drive me crazy!

Such afear had never before in his whole life passed through his mind. By late afternoon of that day,
Hanardy was scared and dizzy and hopdess, in a severe dwindling spird of decreasing sanity. What he
would have done had he remained aone was not at that time brought to a te<t.

For late on that fourth “day” Pat Ungarn came through the airlock, found him cowering in his bunk and
sad, “Steve, come with me. It's time we took action.”

Hanardy sumbled to his feet. He was actudly heading after her when he remembered Sween-Madro's
orders to him, and he stopped,

“What's the matter?’ she demanded.

He mumbled smply, “He told me not to leave my ship. HE |l kill meif | do.”

The girfl was indantly impetient. “ Steve, stop this non-sense.” Her sharp words were like blows driking
hismind. “Y ou haven't any more to lose than we have. So come dong!”

And she started back through the airlock. Hanardy stood, stunned and shaking. In a Sngle sentence,
spoken in her preemptory fashion, she chalenged his manhood by implica-tion, recognized that the dumb
love hefdt for her made him her dave and so re-established her absolute ascendancy.

Slently, tensdy, he shuffled across the metd floor of the arlock and moments later was in the
forbidden meteorite.

Feding doomed.

Thegirl led the way to what was, in effect, the engine room of the meteorite.

As Steve traled rductantly behind her, Professor Ungarn rose up from a chair and came forward,
gmiling hisinfinitdy tired smile

His greeting was, “Pat wants to tdl you about inteligence. Do you know what your 1.Q. is?’

The quegtion barely reached the outer ramparts of Hanardy's attention. Following the girl dong one
corridor after another, afearful vison had been in hismind, of Sween-Madro suddenly rounding the next
corner and grik-ing him dead. That vison remained, but aong with it was a growing wonder: Where was
the Dreegh?

The professor snapped, “Steve do you hear me?’

Forced to look at him, Hanardy was able to remember proudly that he belonged in the 55th percentile
of the human race, intelligence-wise, and that his 1.Q. had been tested a 104.

“The tester told me that | was above average,” Hanardy said in a tone of pleasure. Then, gpologetic
agan, he added, “Of course, beside you guys I’'m nothing.”

The old man said, “On the Klugg 1.Q. scale you would probably rate higher than 104. We take into
account more factors. Y our mechanicd ability and spatia relations skill would not be tested correctly by
any human 1.Q. test that | have examined.”

He continued, “Now, Steve, I'm trying to explain thisdl to you in a greet hurry, because some timein
the next week you're going to be, in flashes, the mogt intdligent man in the entire solar system, and
there' s nathing anybody can do about it except hdp you use it. | want to prepare you.”

Hanardy, who had anxioudy stationed himsdf so that he could keep one eye on the open door--and
who kept expect-ing the mighty Dreegh to wak in on the little conspiratorid group of lesser
beings--shook his head hopelesdy.

“You don't know what's dready happened. | can be killed. Easy. I’ve got no defenses.”

He gumly described his encounter with the Dreegh and told how helpless he had been. “There | was
on my knees, begging, until | just happened to say something that made him stop. Boy, he sure didn't



think | was unkillable”

Pat came forward, stood in front of him, and grabbed his shoulders with both hands.

“Steve” she said in an urgent voice, “above a certain point of 1.Q. mind actudly is over matter. A
being above that intdligence level cannot be, killed. Not by bullets, nor by any circumstance invaving
matter. Now ligen: in you isa memory of such an inteligence leve. In manhandling you, the Dreegh was
trying to see what limited stress would do. He found out. He got the message from the Great Gaactic out
aof you.

“Steve, dfter that he didn’t dare put a bullet into you, or fire a death-level energy beam. Because that
would force this memory to the surfacel”

In her intense purposefulness she tried to move him with her hands. But thet only made Hanardy aware
of what a girlish body she had. So little body, so much imperious woman--it startled him for she could
bardy budge him, let done shake him.

She said breathlesdy, “Don't you see, Steve? Y ou're going to be king! Try to act accordingly.”

“Look--" Hanardy began, stolidly.

Rage flashed into her face. Her voice legped past his inter-jection. “And if you don't stop dl this
resstance, in thefind issue I'll put a bullet into your brain mysdf, and then you'll see.”

Hanardy gazed into her blue eyes, so aoruptly furious. He had a anking conviction that she would do
exactly what she threstened. In darm, he said, “For Pete's sake, what do you want me to do?’

“Ligen to what dad has to say!” she commanded. “And stop looking the other way. You need a
high-speed educa-tion, and we haven't got much time”

Thet last seemed like atotdl understatement to Hanardy. His feding was that he had no time at dl.

Awareness saved him, then. There was the room with its machinery, and the old man and his daughter;
and there was he with his mind jumping with the new fear of her threat. Hanardy had aflitting picture of
the three of them logt forever ingde this remote meteorite that was just one tiny part of Jupiter’s colossa
family of amadl, speeding particles of matter--a meaningless universe tha visbly had no mordity or
justice, because it included without a qualm, creatures like the Dreeghs.

As his skittering thought reached that dark depth, it suddenly occurred to Hanardy that Pat couldn’t
shoot him. She didn’t have a gun. He opened his mouth to tdl her of her helplessness. Then closed it
agan.

Because an opportunity might open up for her to obtain a weapon. So the threat remained, receded in
time ... but not to be dismissed. Nonetheless, he grew camer. He 4ill fdt compelled, and jittery. But he
stayed there and listened, then, to atiny summary of the story of human intdligence and the attempts that
hed been made to messure it.

It seemed human inteligence tests were based on a curve where the average was 100. Each test
Professor Ungarn had seen revedled an uncertainty about what condtituted an inteligence factor, and
what did not. Was the ability to tdl left from right important to inteligence? One test included it. Should
anindividud be able to solve brain twisters? Many testers considered this trait of grest importance. And
amog dl psychologists indsted on a subtle understanding of the meaning of words and many of them.
il at arith-metic was a universd requirement. Quick observation of a variety of geometric shapes and
forms was included. Even a generd knowledge of world conditions and history was a requirement in a
few tests.

“Now, we Kluggs” continued the professor in his mean-choly voice, “have gone a step beyond that.”

The words droned on through Hanardy’s mind. Kluggs were theory-operating people ... theories
based on primary and not secondary &bilities Another race, “highe” than the Kluggs-cdled the
Lennels--operated on Certainty ... ahigh harmonic of Authority.

“Certainty, with the Lennels” said the old man, “is of course a syssem and not an open channd. But
even S0 it makes them as powerful as the Dreeghs.”

On an 1.Q. curve that would indude humans, Kluggs, Lennds and Dreeghs, the respective averages
would be 100, 220, 380, and 450. The Dreeghs had an open channd on control of physicad movement.



“Even a Great Gaactic can only move as fagt as--he cannot move faster than--a Dreegh,” Professor
Ungarn commented and explained. “Such open channds are path-ways in the individud to a much
greater ability than his standard 1.Q. permits”

Musicd, mathematica, artigtic, or any specid physicd, menta or emationa ability was an open channdl
that opera-ted outsde the normd human, Klugg, or even the Dreegh curve. By ddfinition, a Gresat
Galactic was a person whose 1.Q. curve included only open channels.

It had been reported that the open channd curve began at about 80. And, though no one among the
lesser races had ever seen anything higher than 3,000--the limits of the space phenomenon--it was
believed that the Great Galactic 1.Q. curve ascended by types to about 10,000.

“Itisimpossble” sad the Professor’s mdancholy voice, “to imagine what kind of an open channd that
would be. An example of an 800 open channd is Pat. She can deceive. She can get away with a deight
of hand, afent, adiver-son--"

The old men stopped suddenly. His gaze flicked past Hanardy’s right shoulder and fastened on
something behind him that Hanardy couldn’t see.
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The spaceman froze with the sudden terrified conviction that the worst had happened, and that the
Dreegh Sween-Madro was behind him.

But it couldn’t be, lie redized. Professor Ungarn was looking at the control board of the meteorite.
There was no door there,

Hanardy dlowed himsdf to turn around. He saw that on the big ingrument pand a viewplate had
lighted, showing a scene of space.

It was a familiar part of the sarry heavens looking out toward interstelar space, away from the sun.
Near the center of the scene alight was blinking.

Even as Hanardy watched, the viewplate picture shifted dightly, centering exactly on the blinking light.

Behind Hanardy, there was a gasp from the girl, “Dad,” she whispered, “isit--7’

Professor Ungarn had walked toward the viewplate, past Hanardy and so into the latter’s range of
vison. The old man nodded with an air of utter weariness.

“Yes, I'm afrad it is, my dear. The other eight Dreeghs have arrived.”

He glanced hopdesdy a Hanardy. “My daughter had some kind of idea of usng you agang
Sween-Madro before they got here”

Hanardy said blankly, “Usng me?’

The meaning of that brought him with gjar out of his own body exhaugtion.

The old man was shrugging. “Whatever the merit of her plan, of course, now it'stoo late”

He finished dully, “Now we ll learn our fate.”

The tableau of dgection held for seconds only. A sound, a high-pitched humean voice, broke through
the dlence and the dark emoation thét filled the room.

“How far away are they?’ It was the girl’s voice, from behind Hanardy, strained but recognizable,
“Exactly how long till they get here?’

Hanardy’smind stirred from its thral as Professor Ungarn said dully, “Less than two hours would be
my guess. Notice--"

He thereupon started a technicad comment to her about the speed with which the viewplate had
centered on the ship, implying--he said--the enormous velocity of its approach.

His explanation was never completed. In the middle of it, the gifl uttered a screech and then, to
Hanardy’' s amaze-ment, she raced past him and flung hersdf, armsflailing, at the old men.

She kept driking at his face then, ydling the most blood-curdling curses in a furious soprano voice. A
long moment went by before Hanardy was able to make out what she was saying:

“--You supid old man! What do you mean, only two hours? Two hoursisal we need, damn you!”

At that point Hanardy emerged from his surprise. Awk-wardly, he jumped over her, grabbed her, pulled



her away. “For Pete's sake!” he cried.

Thegirl tried to turn on him, her sruggling body writhing in his grip. But he held her, uttering apologies
thewhile Findly, she redized that his sirength was too much for her. She ceased her efforts, and with an
attempt a control said grimly, “ Steve, this crazy old fool who is my father has twice now accepted
defeat--when it wasn't necessary!”

She broke off, addressed the old man. Her voice went up a whole octave as she said, “Show Steve
what you showed me only a few minutes before | went to get him.”

Professor Ungarn was white and haggard. “I’'m sorry, my dear,” he mumbled. He nodded to Hanardy.
“I’'m sure you can let her go now.”

Hanardy released the girl. She stood draightening her clothes, but her eyes dill flashed. “ Show him,
damn it,” she snapped, “and makeit quick.”

Professor Ungarn took Hanardy’s am and drew him toward the control board, spesking in apologetic
tones. “| falled my daughter. But the truth is I’'m over three hundred years old. That's just about it for a
Klugg; so | keep for-getting how younger people might fed.”

Pat--he went on--was a product of a late-life marriage. Her mother had flaly refused to go dong on
his assgnment as a galactic watcher. In bringing the girl with him, he had hoped to shidd her from the
early shock of discovering that she was a member of a servant race. But isolation had not, in fact, saved
her fedings. And now, ther very remoteness from the safeguarding military srength of associated
lower-level races had brought a horrifying threet of desth from which he had decided there was no
escape.

“So it didn't even occur to meto tel her--"

“Show him,” the girl’ s voice came dilly from the rear, “what you didn’'t bother to tdl me”

Professor Ungarn made a few control adjustments, and there appeared on the viewplate firg a picture
of aroom and then of a bed in one corner with an dmost naked man lying on it.

The bed came into full focus, filled the viewplate. Hanardy drew in his breath with a sharp hiss of
disodief. It was the Dreegh.

The man who lay there, ssemingly unconscious, bore dmost no resemblance to the tal, vitd being who
had come aboard in the guise of Pat’s fiancé The body on the bed was un-naturdly thin; the rib cage
showed. His face, where it had been full-cheeked, was sunken and hollow.

“They need other peopl€e' s blood and life energy to survive, and they need it dmost continuoudy,” the
old man whis-pered. “That's what | wanted to show you, Steve” Her tone grew scathing, as she
continued, “My father didn't let me see that until a fev minutes ago. Imagine Here we are under
sentence of death, and on the day, dmaost on the hour that the other Dreeghs are due to arive, he findly
reveds it--something he had watched developing for days.”

The old man shut off the scene on the viewplate and sghed.

“I'm arad it never occurred to me that a Klugg could chadlenge a Dreegh. Anyway, | imagine
Sween-Madro origindly arrived here expecting to use us as a source of blood and life force. And then
when you showed dl that Great Gaactic programming, he changed his mind and decided to wait until the
coming of his colleagues. So there he is-at our mercy, Pet thinks”

Hanardy had spent his years of association with this couple deferring to them. So he waited now,
patiently, for the scientist to tdl him what to do about the opportunity.

The old man said, with asgh, “Pat thinksif we make a bold attack &t this stage, we can kill him.”

Hanardy was ingantly skeptical, but he had never been able to influence this father and daughter in any
way, and he was about to follow the old, withdrawing pattern, when he remembered again that there
were no weapons around to make any kind of attack whatsoever.

He pointed out that fact and was dill talking when he fdt something cold touch his hand.

Startled, he glanced down and back--and saw that the girl was pushing a metd bar about one and a
hdlf feet long, at his pam. Involuntarily, dill not thinking, he closed his fingers over it. As soon as he had it
fimnly in one chunky hand, Hanardy recognized by itsfed that it was a specid duminum dloy, hard, light,
and tough.



The gl spoke. “And just in case that dumb look on your face means what | think it does,” she said,
“here are your orders. take that bar, go where the Dreegh is and beat him to death with it.”

Hanardy turned dowly, not quite sure that it was he who was being addressed. “Me?’ he said. And
then, after along pause, “Hey!”

“And you' d better get started,” said the girl, “there isn't much time.”

“Hey!” repeated Hanardy, blankly.
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Sowly, the room swung back into a kind of baance. And Hanardy grew aware that the girl was
Spesking again:

“I'll go in through the door facing the bed,” she stated. “If he can awaken at dl in his condition, | want
to ask him some questions. | must know about the nature of super-intelli-gence.”

For abranin as dulled a state as Hanardy’s, the words were confusng. He had been driving to adjust
to the idea that he was the one who was supposed to go in to the Dreegh, and smultaneoudy he was
bracing himsdf againg what she wanted him to do.

With so many thoughts aready in hismind, it was hard to get the picture that this dip of a gifl intended
to confront the Dreegh by hersdf.

Pat was speeking again, in an admonishing tone. “You stand just ingde the other door, Steve. Now
ligen carefully. Do your best not to attract his attention, which | hope will be on me. The information |
want isfor your benefit. But when | yell, ‘Come!” don't delay. Y ou come and you kill, understand?’

Hanardy had had a thought of his own. A sudden stark redization. The redization was that in this
deadly dangerous Studtion there was ultimately a solution.

He could cast off in his own spacecraft!

But that meant he would have to obtain the key equipment Sween-Madro had taken from his ship.
Obtain it, repair the control board, get away!

To obtain it he'd have to go to where it was--into the Dreegh’s bedroom. At least gpparently, he
would have to do exactly what Pat wanted.

Fear dimmed before that obvious purpose, yielded to the feding that there was no other way.

Thinking thus, Hanardy abruptly uttered agreement. “Yep,” he said, “I understand.”

Thegirl had started toward the door. At the tone of his voice, she paused, turned back and gazed at
him sus-picioudy. “Now, don’'t you go having any plans of your own!” She spoke accusingly.

Hanardy was indantly guilty, ingantly confused. “For Pete's sake,” he said, “I don't like what you
want to do--going in there and waking this guy. |1 don't see any good in my ligening to a lecture on
intelligence. I’'m not smart enough to understand it! So, my vote isif we're going in let’s just kill him right
off.”

Thegirl had turned away. She did not glance back as she walked out of the room. Hanardy grimaced
a Professor Ungarn. Moments later he was through the door, following her, weary, hopeless, mentdly
shut down, but resigned.

Pat heard him sgumbling dong behind her. Without look-ing around she said, “You're a weapon,
Steve. | have to figure out how to fire that wegpon and escape. Bascdly, that's dl we need to do! Get
away from the Dreeghs and hide. Understand?’

He was a man sumbling dong metd and rock corridors in a remote part of the solar system, his
normd stolidness made worse now by an immense weariness. So he heard the words she uttered; even
understood their surface meaning.

It was enough awareness for him to be able to mumble, Y eah--yeah!”

Otherwise--she went on when he had acknowledged--he might go off like a firecracker, discharging
whatever energy homo-galactic had endowed him with in a series of meaningless explosons amed at
nothing and accomplishing nothing.

So the question was. What kind of weapon was he?

“Asl| seeit,” shefinished, “tha information we can only hope to gain from the Dreegh. That's why we



haveto tak to him”
“Yeeh,” mumbled Hanardy, hoarsdy. “Yeah.”

They camedl too quickly to their degtination. At the girl’s nod Hanardy broke into an uneven lope and
ran around to the far corridor. He fumbled the door open and stepped insde.

At this point Pat had dready been through her door for fifteen seconds. Hanardy entered upon a
strange scene, indeed.

On the bed, the dmost naked body was girring. The eyes opened and stared at the girl, and she sad
bregthlesdy, “That! What you just now did--becoming aware of me. How do you do that?’

From where he stood, Hanardy could not see the Dreegh’s head. He was aware only tha the Dreegh
did not answer.

“What,” asked Pat Ungarn, “is the nature of the intelli-gence of a Great Gdactic?’

The Dreegh spoke. “Pat,” he said, “you have no future, so why are you making this inquiry?’

“l have afew days.”

“True” said Sween-Madro.

He seemed unaware that there was a second person in the room. So he can’'t read minds! Hanardy
exulted. For the firs time he had hope.

“l have afeding,” Pat was continuing, “that you're at least dightly vulnerable in your present condition.
So answer my question! Or--"

Sheleft the threat and the sentence unfinished.

Again the body on the bed shifted position. Then:

“All right, my dear, if it’sinformation you want, I'll give you more than you bargained for.”

“What do you mean?’

“There are no Great Gaé&ctica,” said the Dreegh. “No such beings exist, as a race. To ask about their
intdligence is--not meaningless, but complex.”

“That'sridiculoud” Peat’s tone was scathing. “We saw him!”

She hdf-glanced at Hanardy for confirmation, and Hanardy found himsdf nodding his head in full
agreement with her words. Boy, he sure knew there was a Great Galactic.

On the bed, Sween-Madro sat up.

“The Great Gdactic is a sport! Just a member of some lesser race who was released by a chance
gimulus so that he temporarily became a super-being. The method?’ The Dreegh amiled coldly. “Every
once in awhile, accidentaly, enough energy accumulates to make such a simulus possible. The lucky
individud, in his super-dtate, redized the whole stuation. When the energy had been transformed by his
own body and used up as far as he himsdf was con-cerned, he stored the trandformed life-energy where
it could eventudly be used by someone else. The next person would be able to utilize the energy in its
converted form. Having gone through the energy, each recipient in turn sank back to some lower State.

“ThusWilliam Leigh, earth reporter, had for afew brief hours been the only Great Gdactic in this area
of space. By now his super-ability is gone forever. And there is no one to replace him.

“And that, of course” sad the Dreegh, “is the problem with Hanardy. To use his memory of
intdligence in its full possibility, hell need life energy in enormous quantities. Where will he get it? He
won't! If we're careful, and investi-gate his background cautioudy, we should be able to prevent Steve
getting to any source, known or unknown.”

Hanardy had lisened to the account with a developing empty feding from the pit of his somach. He
saw that the color had drained from the girl’s face. “I don't believeit,” she fdtered. “That's just a-"

She got no further, because in that split indant the Dreegh was beside her. The sheer speed of his
movement was amazing. Hanardy, watching, had no clear memory of the vampire actudly getting off the
bed.

But now, bdatedly, he redized what the Dreegh’'s. move-ments on the bed mus have
been--maneuverings, rebdancings. The creature-man had been surprised--had been caught in a prone,
helpless position, but used the talk to brace himsdf for attack.



Hanardy was miserably aware that Pat Ungarn was equaly taken by surprise. Sween-Madro’s fingers
snached a her shoulder. With effortless strength, he soun her around to face him. His lank body towered
above her, as he spoke.

“Hanardy has a memory of something, Pat. That's dl. And that is all there is. That's dl that’s left of
the Great Galactics”

Pat gasped, “If it's nothing, why are you scared?’

“It's not quite nothing,” Sween-Madro replied paiently. “There is a-potentiad. One chance in a
million. | don’'t want him to have any chance to use it, though of course well presently have to take a
chance with him and put him into a State of deep.”

He released her and stepped back. “No, no, my dear, there’ s no possible chance of you making use of
some specid ability in Hanardy--because | know he's over there by the door. And he can’'t move fast
enough to get over here and hit me with that metd bar.”

The tense Hanardy sagged. And Pat Ungarn seemed frozen, glaring a the creature. She came back to
life, dbruptly. “I know why you don’t dare shoot Steve. So why don’t you shoot me?” Her tone was up
in pitch, chdlenging.

“Hey!” said Hanardy. “ Careful!”

“Don’'t worry, Steve,” she answered galy without turning around. “It's not because | have any 1.Q.
potentidities. But he won't touch me either. He knows you like me. Y ou might have a bad thought about
hm at a key moment, later. 1sn't thet right, Mr. Dreegh? I've got your little dilemma figured out, haven't
I, even though I’ ve only got a Klugg brain.”

Her words seemed suicidd to Hanardy. But Sween-Madro just stood gezing at her, swaying a little,
sying nothing--a naked scarecrow of a man from the waist up, and below, wearing knee-length
dungarees over bone-thin legs.

Y et there was no bdief in Hanardy that the Dreegh was vulnerable. He remembered the other’s high
speed move-ments--that seemingly instantaneous trangition from one location in space to another ... from
the bed to Pat, at invisble speed. Fantastic!

Once more Pat’s voice broke the slence, mockingly: “What's this? An 1.Q. of 400 or 500 baffled?
Doesn't know what to do? Remember, no matter what action you take, he can't say awake much
longer. It's only a matter of time before something has to give”

At that point, another sharp anxiety struck through Hanardy. He thought: She's wadting time. Every
minute those other Dreeghs are getting closer!

The thought was so urgent in his mind, he spoke it doud, “For Pete's sake, Miss Pat, those other
Dresghs||I be here any second--"

“Shut up, you fool I”

Ingantly dhill, hystericd, terrified--that was her totadly unexpected reaction.

She said something else in that same high-pitched tone, but Hanardy did not heer it clearly. For in that
moment between his own words and hers, the Dreegh turned. And hisarm moved. That was dl tha was
vigble Where did it move to? The super-speed of the movement blurred that. 1t could only, logicdly,
have been toward the pocket of his dungarees, but nothing like that was visble,

A wespon glittered; a beam of light touched Hanardy’s face.

As blackness swept over him, he redlized what ese it was the gifl had said: “Steve, héll put you to
deep while that thought about the Dreegh’s coming quickly isin your mind. ...”
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How swiftly can trangtion between wakefulness and deep take place?
Aslong asit requires for the wakefulness center to shut off and the deep center to turn on.
So there is no apparent conscious time lag. If you live adull, human existence, it seems brief enough.
To Hanardy, who was normally duller than mogt, it seemed no time at dl.
He started forward, hislips parted to speak--and he was aready adeep ... S0 far as he--the sdf--was
aware. He did have a vague feding of darting to fall.



Conscioudy, nothing more occurred.

Bdow the conscious, there was a measurable lgpse of time.

During that time, the particles ingde the atoms of his body did millions of millions of separate actions.
And molecules by the quadrillion maneuvered in the twilight zone of mat-ter. Because of the thought that
had been in Hanardy’s mind, a some levd of his bran he noticed exact spots of space, saw and
identified the other-ness of the Dreeghs in the gpproaching Dreegh ship, estimated ther other-whereness,
computed the mathematics of change. It was smple in the virtud emptiness of space, difficult where
meatter was dense. But never impossble.

As he did 0, the Dreegh ship with its eight Dreeghs changed location from one spot to another exact
spot in space, bridging the gap through a lattice-work of related spots.

In the bedroom in the meteorite, the visble event was that Hanardy fdl. A twisting fall, it was, whereby
he sprawled on his Sde, the arm with the meta bar init partly under him.

As Hanardy collgpsed to the floor, the Dreegh walked past Pat toward the open door behind it.
Reeching it, he clutched at it, ssemingly for support.

Pat stared at him. After what had happened she didn't quite dare to believe that his apparent weakness
was as great as she saw it to be.

Y et after alittle, she ventured, “May | ask my father a question?’

There was no answer. The Dreegh stood at the door, and he seemed to be dinging to it.

Exdtement legped through the girl.

Suddenly she dared to accept the redity of the exhaudtion that was here. The Dreegh’s one mighty
effort had depleted him, it seemed.

She whirled and raced over to Hanardy, looking for the metd bar. She saw at once tha he was lying
on top of it and tried to roll him over. She couldn’t. He seemed to be solidly imbedded in the floor in that
awkward pogtion.

But there was no time to waste! Breething hard, she reached under im for the metd weapon, found it,
tugged at it.

It wouldn't budge.

Rull at it, twidt it, exert dl her strength--it was no use. Hanardy had a vice-like grip on the bar, and his
body weight reinforced that grip. Nothing she could do could moveiit, or him.

Pet believed the pogtion, the immovability, was no accident. Dismayed, she thought the Dreegh caused
himto fdl like thet.

She fdt momentarily awed. What an amezing prediction ability Sween-Madro had had--to have
redlized the nature of the danger againg him and taken an exact defense againg it.

It was a maneuver designed to defeat, exactly and pre-cisely, a smdl Klugg woman, whose ability a
duplication could not lighten the weight of a body like Hanardy’s enough to matter and whose ahility to
solve problems did not indude the ability to unravel a muscularly knotted hand grip.

But--she was on her fedt, infinitdy determined--it would do him no good!

The Dreegh aso had a weapon. His only hope must be that she wouldn't dare come near him.

Ingtants later, she was daring. Her trembling ringers fumbled over his dungarees, seeking openings.

They found nothing.

But he had aweapon, she told hersdlf, bewildered. Hefired it at Steve. | saw himl

Again, more franticaly, she searched dl the possibilities of the one garment he wore--in van.

She remembered, findly, in her desperation, that her father mugt have been watching this room. He
might have seen whereit was.

“Dad!” she cdled anxioudy.

“Yes, my dear?’ The reply from the intercom came at once, reassuringly cam.

Watching the Dreegh warily, she asked, “Do you have any advice on how to kill him?’

The old man, gtting in the control room of the meteorite, Sghed. From his viewpoint, he could on one
viewplate see the girl, Hanardy’ s unconscious body and Sween-Madro; on another he observed gloomily
that the Dreegh ship had arrived and had attached to an airlock. As he watched that second viewplate,



three men and five women came out of the ship and into a corridor of the meteorite. It was obvious that
killing Sween-Madro was no longer of vaue.

The girl’s voice cut across his avareness. “He must have used the super-speed again without my
noticing and hidden his weapon. Did you see what he did with it?’

What Professor Ungarn was seeing was that the newly arrived Dreeghs, though in no hurry, were
heading directly toward Madro and Pet.

Watching them, the professor thought, Pat was right. Sween-Madro had been vulnerable. He could
have been killed. But it was too late.

Sick with sdlf-recrimination he abandoned the control room and hurried to join his daughter.

By the time he arrived, Sween-Madro was back in the bed, and Hanardy had been lifted onto a
powered dolly which had been wheded dongsde a machine that had evidently been brought from the
Dresgh ship.

The machine was a ample device with a pair of bulbous, transparent cups and a suction system. A
needle was inserted into a blood vessd on Hanardy’ s right arm. Swiftly, a turgid bluish-red liquid rose in
one of the bulbous cups, about a quart, Professor Ungarn estimated to his daughter in a whisper.

One by one, wordlessly, the Dreeghs went to the machine. Another needle was used. And into each a
tiny drain of blood sphoned from the red suff in the bulbous cup. It seemed as if about hdf of it was
taken.

Sill without anyone speaking, the needle was inserted into Sween-Madro's am; and the rest of the
blood from the cup flowed into him.

Pat stared at the dreadful beings with avid curiosty. All her life she had heard of, and been warned
againg, these creatures, and here they were from dl those distances of years and miles Four men and
five women.

Three of the five women were brunette, one was a blonde; the fifth was a redhead.

Thewomen were, every one, tal and willowy. The men were uniformly sx feet four or five and gaunt
of build. Was height a part of the Dreegh illness? Pat wondered, seeing them together like this Did
Dreegh bones grow as aresult of ther disease? She could only wonder.

Thefigure on the bed moved. Sween-Madro opened his eyes and sat up.

He seemed shaky and unsure. Again, there was slent action. The Dreegh men did not move, but the
women one by one went over and lightly kissed Sween-Madro on thelips.

At each touch of lips there was a fant bluish light, a flash of brightness, like a spark. Invariably, the
blue spark leaped from the woman to the man.

And with each flash he grew more dive. His body became visbly larger. His eyes grew bright.

Pat, who had been watching with total fascination, sud-denly fdt two pairs of hands grab her. She had
timeto let out a shriek as two Dreegh men carried her over to Sween and held her above him, her face
over his

At the find moment, she ceased her futile sruggle and froze.

She was aware of Sween’s sardonic eyes gazing up at her. Then, with a deliberate movement he raised
his head and brushed her lipswith his

She expected to die.

Deep indde the back of her head, a fire started. The heat of it seemed indantly unbearable; ingantly
there was aflash of blue flame from her lipsto his

Then she was back on the floor, dizzy, but--as she redlized presently--recovering. And ill dive.

Sween-Madro swung his feet over the edge of the bed and sad, “The exigence of such
brother-and-sister energy flows, Pat--which you have now experienced--and the Dreegh dhility to use
them make it likdly that we could become the most powerful beingsin the galaxy on a continuing basis. If
we can defeat Hanardy. We only took about ten percent from you. We don't want you damaged--yet.”

He stood up, waked over and looked down at the un-conscious spaceman. Presently he beckoned
Pat and Profes-sor Ungarn; father and daughter came at once.



The Dreegh said, “I'm 4ill not well. Can you detect any change in im?” He did not wait for a reply,
but said inrdlief, “I guess nothing happened. He looks as low-grade a humen as you could ever not want
to meet or ded within any way, and that's the way he was before--don’t you agree?’

Pat said quickly, “I don’'t understand. What did you expect?’

“Hopefully, nothing,” was the reply. “But that remark about how near our ship was the firg
unprogrammed use of his ability. A gpatid rdationship action like that comes in the Greast Gdactic
intdligence curve at about 1.Q. 1200.”

“But whet did you fear?’ Pat persisted.

That it would feed back through his nervous sysem!”

“What would thet do?’

The Dreegh merdly stared at her, sardonically. It was Professor Ungarn's voice that findly broke the
dlence. “My dear, the Dreeghs are actudly acting asif their only enemy is a programmed Hanardy.”

“Then you bdieve ther andyss of the nature of the Great Gaactics?’

“They believeit; 0 | bdieveit”

“Then ther€’ s no hope?’

The old man pointed at Hanardy. “There' s Steve.”

“But he's just a bum. That's why we sdected him to be our drayhorse, remember?” She spoke
accusngly. “Because he was the dumbest, most honest jerk in the solar system--remember?’

The old man nodded, suddenly looking gloomy. Pat became aware that the Dreeghs were watching
them, asif they were ligening.

It was one of the dark-haired women who spoke. “My name is Rilke” she said. She went on, in a
low, husky voice, “What you' ve just described--a man as unimportant as this one--is one of the reasons
why we want to go to Europa. We musgt find out what did the Great Gaactic see in this strange little man.
We should know because for our blood storage tanks and energy pool we need the blood and life force
of amillion people from this otherwise undefended planetary system. And we dare not kill a sngle one of
those million until the riddie of Hanardy is resolved.”
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Take a sentient being--

Everyone aboard the Dreegh super-ship that flew to the moon Europa in thirty hours (instead of many
weeks) fitted that description: the Dreeghs, Pat, Professor Ungarn, and the desping Hanardy.

They had brought dong Hanardy’ s freighter to be their landing craft. They came down without incident
into Hanardy’ s permanent spaceship berth in Spaceport, the large moon's principd city.

Consider any sentient person--

That includes aman adeep ... like Hanardy.

There he lies hdpless. In that fourth deep dtage that Hanardy was in—-the deep ddta-wave
stage--push a him, hit him, roll him over. It is enormoudy difficult to awaken him. Yet it is in this state
that a person can act out a deep-walker’s srange god.

Force this sentient individual to interact with a grosdy vast universe--

“We're taking no chances” said the Dreegh brunette woman, Rilke. “We' re gaing to bring him into
motion on the somnambulistic leve.”

It was Sween who directed a bright light at Hanardy’ s face; after mere seconds, he shut it off.

There was a measurable passage of time. Then the body on the bed Stirred.

A second woman--the blonde--without glancing up from the ingrument she was monitoring, made a
gesture and said hurriedly, “The somnambuligic purpose isin the deltarwave band C-10-13B.”

It was a private nomenclature that meant nothing to Pat. But the words caused an unexpected flutter of
excitement among the Dreeghs.

Sween-Madro turned to Pat. “Have you any idea why Hanardy should want to vigt with, and have a
feding of afection for, thirteen people in Spaceport?’

Pat shrugged. “He associates with certain space bums around town,” she said contemptuoudy.



“Typicd hangers-on of the kind you find out in space. | wouldn’t waste a minute on them.”

Sween sad caldly, “We take no chances, Pat. The ided solution would be to kill dl thirteen. But if we
do, Hanardy might have punitive dreams about us as he awakens--which awakening will happen very
sooNn now, one way or another. So”--the long gaunt face cracked into a grimace of asmile-“we Il render
them usdessto him.”

“Ssssh!” said the blonde woman. She motioned toward the figure on the bed.

The somnambuligic Hanardy had opened his eyes.

Pat was aware, then, of the Dreeghs waiching dertly. Involuntarily, briefly, she held her breath and
waited.

Hanardy did not glance a her or at the Dreeghs, showed no awareness of anyone else being in the room.

Without a word, he got out of bed and removed his pgamas. Then he went into his bathroom and
shaved and combed his hak. He came out again into the bedroom and began to dress, putting on his dirty
pants, ashirt, and apar of boots.

As Hanardy waked out of the room, Rilke shoved a Pat. “Reman near the deepwaker,” she
commanded.

Pa was aware tha Rilke and Sween-Madro stayed close behind her. The others had dipped
somewhere out of Sght.

The somnambulistic Hanardy opened the airlock and headed down the gangplank.

Sween-Madro gestured with his head for Pat to follow.

Thegirl had hesitated at the top of the spidery “plank”. And now she stood for a moment gazing out at
the ity of Spaceport.

Theairlock of Hanardy’s freighter was located about fifty feet above the heavy lower scaffolding that
held the vessdl. There was a space of about five feet between the opening and the upper scaffolding
which actudly condtituted a part of the dock.

Almog graight ahead of her Pat could see the firg build-ing of the city. It was hard for her to redize
that the entire populace of the port, with dl ther available equipment, had no chance againg the Dreeghs.
There was no protection here for her, or Hanardy, or anyone.

Awe came. The decisve factor was the intelligence of the Dreeghs.

She thought: and what's in Steve’'s memory of intdligence is dl that stands between these vampires
and ther victims.

Minutes later she found hersdf waking beside Hanardy. She stole a glance at his blank face, so solid
and unintelectud. He seemed like a smdl hope, indeed.

The Dreeghs and she followed Hanardy dong a street, into a hotd, up an eevator and dong a corridor
to a door numbered 517. Hanardy pressed a litle button, and after a litle the door opened. A
middle-aged woman shuffled into view. She was dumpy and bleary-eyed, but her face bright-ened into a
welcoming smirk as she saw Hanardy.

“Hi, there, Han!” she ydled.

Having spoken, she mugt have redlized that the Dreeghs and Pat were with the spaceman. If she had
any defensive thought, it was too late. Sween made her helpless with his mechanicd light-flash hypnotiam,
about which he commen-ted casudly after they were ingde and the door shut, “Nothing more complex is
needed for human beings, or--" he shrugged--“Kluggs. Sorry, Pat,” he apologized to the girl, “but the
fact is tha, like the people of this sysem, you dso have a vague idea that hypnotism and other
non-conscious phenomena were invented by hypnotists and smilar un-scrupulous people.”

He added ruefully, “You'll never surprise aLennd, or a Medder, or a Hulak with any control method
short of--He broke off. “Never mind!”

He turned to the woman. Presently, under his guidance she was spesking enforced truths about her redl
relationship with Hanardy.

From the time they had met, Hanardy had given her money.

“What does heredly get for it?” asked Rilke.



“Nothing.”

Since their method evoked only truth, Rilke frowned a Sween, “It couldn’t be dtruigm. Not on his low
levd?’

It was vighly an unexpected development. Pat said scathingly, “If dtruiam is an 1.Q. factor, you
Dreeghs probably come in below idiot.”

The man did not reply. The next ingant his preternaturaly long body was bending over the bloated
femde whom they had so briefly interrogated. There was a flash of blue as his lips touched hers. Haf a
dozen times he repeated that caricature of a kiss. Each time, the woman grew vigbly smdler, like a Sck
person fading away on a hospitd bed.

Hndly, a bright light was flashed into the tired eyes, exasng dl memory of her degradation. But when
they departed, the shriveled being on the bed was 4ill dive.

The next person tha the somnambulisic Hanardy led them to was a man. And thistime it was Rilke
who took the glancing kiss, and it was into her nervous system that the blue fire was drawn.

They drained dl thirteen of Hanardy’ s friends in the same way; and then they decided to kill Hanardy.

Grinning, Sween explained. “If we blow him up with you, the woman for whom he feds a dumb
devotion, sanding beside himin his home port--the only home he knows--he' Il be busy protecting those
he loves. And then we, who will be out in space while this is going on, will probably survive the few
indants that it will take for him to awaken.”

As she heard those words, Pat fet a hardening of her own resolve, a conviction that she had nothing to
lose.

They had started up the metd gangplank thet led to the arlock of Hanardy’s ship. Hanardy waked
blankly in front, behind him was the girl, then Rilke, and, bringing up the rear, Sween. And they reached
thefind few feet, Pat braced hersdf and spoke aoud.

“It ssems wrong,--" she said.

And legped forward. She put her hands againg Hanardy and shoved him over the side of the plank.

As she expected, the Dreeghs were quick. Hanardy was dill teetering over the fifty-foot drop from the
narrow wak when both the man and woman were beside him. As one person, they reached over the low
handrail, reached out, reached down. That swiftly they had him.

In pushing a Hanardy, Pat found hersdf automaticdly propelled by the effort of her thrust away from
Hanardy and over the other edge of the plank.

As shefdl, she completed in her mind the sentence she had begun: “It seems wrong ... not to put that
dumb love to the uttermost test!”
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Spaceport, on Europa, like other smilar communities in the solar system, was not at dl like an ordinary
little town of four thousand human beings. If anything, it resembled an old-style navd refuding dtetion in
the South Pecific, with its military establishment and garrison. Except that the “garrison” of Spaceport
conssted of technica experts who worked in complex mechanicd systems for the repair and servicing of
gpaceships. In addition, Spaceport was a mining post, where amd| craft brought their meteorite ore,
gigatic plants separated the precious from the debris, and the resultant refined materids were
trans-shipped to Earth.

The amilarity to a South Peacific port was borne out in one other respect. Exactly as each little idand
post of Earth’s Pacific Ocean gradudly accumulated a saturation of humen flotsam and jetsam, so on
Spaceport there had gathered a strange tribe of space bums. The tribe conssted of men and women in
amog equa numbers, the sze of the group beng variable. Currently, it condsted of thirteen persons.
They were not exactly honest people, but they were not criminds That was impossble. In space, a
person convicted of one of the basic crimes was automaticdly sent back to Earth and not adlowed out
agan. However, there was a greet toler-ance among enforcement officids as to what congtituted a crime.
Not drunkenness, certainly, and not dope addiction, for either men or women. Any degree of norma sex,
paid for or not, was never the subject of investigation.



There was a reason for this latitude. The mgority of the persons involved--men and women--were
technicdly trained. They were bums because they couldn’t hold a steady job, but during rush periods, a
personnel officer of the pressured company could often be found down in the bars on Front Street
looking for a particular individud, or group. The bums thus located might then earn good money for a
week or two, or perhaps even three.

It was exactly such a personne officer looking for exactly such lost souls who discovered dl thirteen of
the people he wanted--four women and nine men--were sick in their hotd rooms.

Naturdly, he cdled the port authorities. After an examination, the M.D. who was brought in stated that
dl thirteen showed extreme weakness. They seemed to be, as he so succinctly put it, “only margindly
dive'.

The report evoked an darm reection from the Port Authority. The Director had visons of some kind of
epidemic sweeping up from these dregs of people and decimating his little kingdom.

He was ill consdering a course of action when reports from private doctors indicated that the illness,
whatever it was, had affected a large number of affluent citizens of Spaceport in addition to the bums.

The totd in the find count came to a hundred and ninety-three persons sick with the same loss of
energy and near-death apathy.
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At some mind level, Hanardy became aware tha Petricia Ungarn was fdling to her death.

To save her, he had to get energy from somewhere.

He knew immediatdy where the energy would have to come from.

For a cosmic moment, as his somnambulism was disrup-ted and replaced by the dreaming State that
precedes awakening, he was held by rigidities of his persondity.

There was a it ingtant, then, as some aware part of him gazed in amazement and horror at a lifetime
of being adoppy Joe.

That one glance of kaleildoscopic indgght was dl that was necessary.

The barriers went down.

Time ceased. For him, dl particle flows ended.

Inthat forever state, Hanardy was aware of himsdf as being at alocation.

Around him were 193 other locations. He observed at once that thirteen of the locations were
extremdy wavery. He immediately excluded the thirteen from his purpose.

To the remaning 180 locations, he made a postulate. He postulated that the 180 would be glad to
make immediate payment.

Each of the 180 thereupon willingly gave to Hanardy seven-tenths of dl the available life-energy in thar
180 locations.

Asthat energy flowed to Hanardy, time resumed for him.

Theliving universe that was Steve Hanardy expanded out to what appeared to be a great primevd dark.
Inthat dark were blacker blobs, nine of them--the Dreeghs. At the very heart of the black excrescences
ran afine, wormlike thread of slvery brightness: the Dreegh disease, shining, twisting, ugly.

As Hanardy noticed that utterly crimind digtortion, he became aware of a red stregk in the snister
glver.

He thought, in immense astonishment, “Why, that’s my blood!”

He redlized, then, with profound interest that this was the blood the Dreeghs had taken from him when
they firg arrived at the Ungarn meteorite.

They had given Sween mogt of it. But the others had each eagerly taken a little of the fresh Suff for
themsdves

Hanardy redized that that was what the Great Gaactic had noticed about him. He was a cataydt! In
his presence by one means or another people got wel ... in many ways.

In afew days longer, his blood in them would enable the Dreeghs to cure their disease.



The Dreeghs would discover the cure belatedly--too late to change ther forcing methods.

For Hanardy, the scene dtered.

Thenine black blobs were no longer shaped by ther disease, as he saw them next. He found himsdf
respecting the nine as members of the only race that had achieved immortdity.

The cure of them was important.

Again, for Hanardy, there was a change. He was aware of long lines of energy that were sraight and
white flowing at him from some greater darkness beyond. In the near dis-tance was a single point of light.
As his atention focused there, dl the numerous lines, except from that light-point, vanished.

It occurred to Hanardy that that was the Dreegh ship and that, in rdaion to earth, it would “eventudly
be in a specific direction. The thin, thin, white line was like a pointer from the ship to him. Hanardy
glanced dong that line. And be-cause he was open--oh, so open!--he did the touching. Then he touched
other places and did a bdancing thing between them and the Dreegh ship.

He oriented himsdlf in space.

Oriented it!

As he completed that touching, he redlized that the Dreegh ship was now dightly over sx thousand
light-years away.

That was far enough, he decided.

Having made that decision, he dlowed particle flow to resume for the Dreeghs. And so--

Astime began again, the Dreeghs found themsdves in their own spaceship. There they were, dl nine of
them. They gazed uneeslly a each other and then made a sudy of ther surroundings. They saw unfamiliar
gar configurations. Their unhgppiness grew. It was not a pleasant thing to be logt in space, as they knew
from previous experience.

After awhile, when nathing further happened, it became apparent that--though they would probably
never again be able to find the Earth’s solar system--they were sife ...

Pat’ s firg consciousness of change was that she was no longer fdling. But no longer on Europa. As she
caught her balance, she saw that she wasin afamiliar room.

She shook her head to clear away the fuzziness from her eyes. And then she redlized it was a room in
the Ungarn meteorite, her home. She heard a fant sound and swung about--and paused, baancing, on
one hed, as she saw her father.

There was an expression of rdief on his face. “You had me worried,” he said. “I've been here for
more than an hour. My dear, dl iswdl! Our screens are back to working; everything isthe way it was ...
before. We're safe”

“B-but,” sad the girl, “where s Steve?”’

... It was earlier. Hanardy had the impression that he was remembering a forgotten experience on the
Ungarn meteor-ite--a time before the arriva of Sween-Madro and the second group of Dreeghs.

The Great Gdactic of that earlier time, he who had been William Leigh, bent over Hanardy where he
lay on the floor.

He said with a friendly, serious amile, “You and that gil make quite a combination. Y ou with so much
owed to you, and she with that high ability for foolhardiness. We're going to have another look at such
energy debts. Maybe that way we'll find our salvation.”

He broke off. “Steve, there are hillions of open channdsin the solar system. Awareness of the genius
inthem is the next step up for intelligence. Because you've had some feedback, if you take that to heart
you might even get the girl.”

Leigh's words ended abruptly. For at that ingtant he touched the spaceman’s shoulder.

The memory faded--
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It was severa weeks |ater.
On the desk of the Port Authority lay the report on the illness which had suddenly affected 193



persons. Among other data, the report stated:

It develops that these people were all individuals who during the past fifteen years have taken
advantage of a certain low 1.Q. person named Steve Hanardy. As almost everyone in Spaceport is
aware, Hanardy--who shows many evidences of mental retardation--has year after year been by
his own simple-minded connivance swindled out of his entire income from the space freighter,
ECTON-66 (a type classification)--which he owns and operates.

In this manner so much money has been filched from Hanardy that, first one person, then
another, then many, set themselves up in business at their victin’'s expense. And as soon as they
were secure, each person in turn discarded the benefactor. For years now, while one human leech
after an-other climbed from poverty to affluence, Hanardy himself has remained at the lowest
level.

The afflicted are dowly recovering, and most are in a sur-prisingly cheerful frame of mind. One
man even said to me that he had a dream that he was paying a debt by becoming ill; and in the
dream he was greatly relieved.

There's some story around that Hanardy has married the daughter of Professor Ungarn. But to
accept that would be like believing that everything that has happened has been a mere
background to a love story.

| prefer to discount that rumor and prefer to say only that it is not known exactly where
Hanardy is at present.
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