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INTRODUCTION

Human imagination has always been captured by the idea of what strange cresturesmay liein
waiting, somewhere beyond our ken—in the dark outside our caves, in the uncharted depths of the sess,
in theinfinite reaches of space.

After dl, the history of humanity hasn't dways been one of brave, inquisitive explorers making
discoveries—sometimes it was we who were discovered, by powerful predatory beasts forced to range
beyond their former hunting grounds, or by strange birdslike explosons of color intheair asthey
migrated to winter quarters.

The unexpected is dways dramatic, the unknown aways fascinating. And so our literature from the
earliest timesisfilled with tales of dragons, rocs, unicorns, and sea serpents. In modern times, science
fiction haslooked out into space for strange beings, whether deadly marauderslike the Martians of H. G.
Widls The War of the Worlds or mysterious, dmost godlike beings such asin Clarke and Kubrick's zoo.
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We gtill wonder: Are there creatures somewhere who are watching us? What might their purpose be?
Andwhat if they cometo Earth?

Hereisacollection of stories about such Creatures from Beyond, asimagined by some of the top
writers of modern fantasy and sciencefiction.

—Terry Car

THE WORM
DavidH Keller

We pride ourselves on having explored our planet, but at best we've only scratched the
surface—quite literally, for the vast interior of Earth is still almost wholly unknown to us. What
creatures might dwell there, burrowing inexorably through ancient rock? And if one of those
creatures should come up to the surface, what then?

David H. Keller was one of the most influential writersin the early days of sciencefiction;
trained as a psychiatrist, he concentrated on human emotionsin his stories. As a result, stories
such as "The Worm," which he wrote nearly fifty years ago, are still powerful and moving.

The miller patted his dog on the head, as he whispered: "We are going to stay here. Our folks, your
ancestors and mine, have been herefor nearly two hundred years, and queer it would be to leave now
because of fear."

The grisimill stood, asolid sone structure, in anisolated Vermont valley. Y ears ago every day had
been abusy onefor themill and the miller, but now only the mill whed was busy. There was no grist for
the mill and no onelived in the valley. Blackberries and hazel grew where once the pastures had been
green. The hand of time had passed over the farms and the only folk left were deeping in the churchyard.
A family of squirrels nested in the pul pit, while on the tombstones silent snailsleft their cryptic messagesin
slvery streaks. Thompson's Valey was being handed back to nature. Only the old bachelor miller, John
Staples, remained. He was too proud and too stubborn to do anything else.

The mill was hishome, even asit had served dl of hisfamily for ahome during the last two hundred
years. Thefirst Staples had built it to stay, and it was still as strong as on the day it wasfinished. There
was a basement for the machinery of the mill, the first floor was the place of grinding and storage, and the
upper two floors served as the Staples homestead. The building was warm in winter and cool in summer.
Times past it had sheltered a dozen Stapleses a atime; now it provided a home for John Staples and his
dog.

He lived there with his books and his memories. He had no friends and desired no associates. Once
ayear he went to the nearest town and bought supplies of al kinds, paying for themin gold. It was
supposed that he was wealthy. Rumor credited him with being a miser. He attended to his own business,
asked the world to do the same, and on awinter's evening laughed silently over Burton and Rabdas,
while his dog chased rabbitsin his heated deep upon the hearth.

The winter of 1935 was beginning to threaten the valley, but with an abundance of food and wood in
the mill, the recluse looked forward to acomfortable period of desuetude. No matter how cold the
wesgther, he was warm and contented. With the inherent ability of hisfamily, he had been able to convert
the waterpower into eectricity. When the whed was frozen, he used the dectricity stored in his storage
batteries. Every day he puttered around among the machinery, which it was his pride to keep in perfect
order. He assured the dog that if business ever did come to the mill, he would be ready for it.

It was on Christmas Day of that winter that he first heard the noise. Going down to the basement to
see that nothing had been injured by the bitter freeze of the night before, his attention was attracted, even
while descending the stone steps, by apeculiar grinding noise that seemed to come from out of the
ground. His ancestors, building for permanency, had not only put in solid foundations, but had paved the
entire basement with date flagstones three feet wide and as many inches thick. Between these the dust of
two centuries had gathered and hardened.

Once hisfeet were on this pavement, Staples found that he could not only hear the noise, but he



could dso fed the vibrations that accompanied it through the flagstones. Even through his heavy leather
boots he could fed the rhythmic pulsations. Pulling off his mittens, he sooped over and put hisfingertips
onthe stone. To hissurpriseit waswarm in spite of the fact that the temperature had been below zero
the night before. The vibration was more distinct to hisfingertips than it had been to hisfeet. Puzzled, he
threw himself on the date sone and put his ear to the warm surface.

The sound he now heard made him think of the grinding of the millstones when he was aboy and the
farmers had brought corn to be ground into med. There had been no cornmea ground in the mill for fifty
years, yet here was the sound of stone scraping Slowly and regularly on stone. He could not understand
it. Infact it was some time before he tried to explain it. With the habit born of years of solitary thinking,
hefirst collected dl the available facts about this noise. He knew that during the long winter evenings he
would have time enough to do histhinking.

Going to hisgtting room, he secured awalking stick of ash and went back to the cdllar. Holding the
handle of the canelightly, he placed the other end on ahundred different spots on the floor, and each
time he held it long enough to determine the presence or absence of vibration. To his surprise he found
that whileit varied in strength, it was present al over the cellar with the exception of the four corners. The
maximum intensity was about in the center.

That evening he concentrated on the problem before him. He had been told by his grandfather that
the mill was built on solid rock. Asayoung man he had helped clean out awell near the mill and recalled
that, instead of being dug out of gravel or dirt, it had the appearance of being drilled out of solid granite.
Therewas no difficulty in believing that the earth under the mill was dso solid rock. There was no reason
for thinking otherwise. Evidently some of these strata of stone had become |oose and were dipping and
twisting under the mill. The smplest explanation was the most reasonable; it was smply ageologica
phenomenon. The behavior of the dog, however, was not so easily explained. He had refused to go with
his master into the cellar, and now, instead of deeping in comfort before the fire, he wasin an attitude of
strained expectancy. He did not bark, or even whine, but crept silently to his master's chair, looking at
him anxioudy.

The next morning the noise was louder. Staples heard it in his bed, and at first he thought that some
bold adventurer had come into the forest and was sawing down atree. That was what it sounded like,
only softer and longer initsrhythm. Buzzzzzz—Buzzzzzz—Buzzzzzzz. The dog, distinctly unhappy,
jumped up on the bed and crawled uneasily so he could nuzzle the man's hand.

Through the four legs of the bed, Staples could fed the same vibration that had come to him through
the handle of his cane the day before. That made him think. The vibration was now powerful enough to
be appreciated, not through awalking stick, but through the walls of the building. The noise could be
heard aswell on thethird floor asinthecdllar.

Hetried to fancy what it sounded like—not what it was—but what it waslike. The first idea had
been that it resembled a saw going through oak; then came the thought of bees swarming, only these
were large bees and millions of them; but findly dl he could think of wasthe grinding of sonesina
grigimill, the upper stone againgt the lower; and now the sound was GRRRRRRRR—GRRRRRRR
ingeed of BZZZZZ777 or Hummmmmmm.

That morning he took longer than usual to shave and was more methodica than was hiswont in
preparing breskfast for himsalf and the dog. It seemed as though he knew that sometime he would have
to go down into the cellar but wanted to postponeit aslong as he could. In fact, he finaly put on his coat
and beaver hat and mittens and walked outdoors before he went to the basement. Followed by the dog,
who seemed happy for the first time in hours, he walked out on the frozen ground and made acircle
around the building he called his home. Without knowing it, he wastrying to get away from the noise, to
go somewhere he could walk without fedling thet peculiar tingling.

Findly he went into the mill and started down the stepsto the cdllar. The dog hesitated on the top
step, went down two steps and then jumped back to the top step, where he started to whine. Staples
went steadily down the steps, but the dog's behavior did not add to his peace of mind. The noise was
much louder than it was the day before, and he did not need a cane to detect the vibration—the whole
building was shaking. He sat down on the third step from the bottom and thought the problem over



before he ventured out on the floor. He was especialy interested in an empty barrel that was dancing
around the middle of thefloor.

The power of the millwhed wastransferred through asmple series of shafts, cogs, and leather belting
to the grinding eements on the first floor. All this machinery for transmitting power wasin the basement.
The actud grinding had been done on thefirst floor. Theweight of al this machinery, aswell asof the
heavy millstones on thefirst floor, was carried entirely by the flooring of the basement. The ceiling of the
firgt floor was built on long pine beams that stretched across the entire building and were sunk into the
sonewallsat either side.

Steples sarted to walk around on the date flagstones when he observed something that made him
decide to stay on the steps. The floor was beginning to sink in the middle; not much, but enough to cause
some of the shafts to separate from the celling. The celling seemed to sag. He saw that light objectslike
the empty barrdl were congregating at the middle of the cellar. There was not much light but he was easily
ableto see that the floor was no longer level; that it was becoming sauicer-shaped. The grinding noise
grew louder. The steps he sat on were of solid masonry, stoutly connected with and apart of the wall.
These shared in the generd vibration. The whole building began to sing likeacdllo.

One day he had been to the city and heard an orchestra play. He had been interested in the large
violins, especidly the onethat was so large the player had to stay on hisfeet to play it. Thefedling of the
stone step under him reminded him of the notes of thisviolin the few timesit had been played by itsdlf. He
sat there. Suddenly he Started, redizing that in afew more minutes he would be adeegp. He was not
frightened but in some dim way he knew he must not go to deep—not here. Whistling, heran up the
stepsto get his eectric torch. With that in his hand, he went back to the steps. Aided by the steady light,
he saw that severa large cracks had appeared in the floor and that some of the stones, broken loose
from their fellows, were moving dowly in adrunken, meaninglessway. Helooked at hiswatch. It was
only alittle after nine.

And then the noise stopped.

No more noise! No more vibration! Just abroken floor and every hit of the machinery of the mill
disabled and twisted. In the middle of the floor was a hole where one of the pavement stones had
dropped through. Staples carefully walked across and threw the light down this hole. Then helay down
and carefully put himself in such aposition that he could lookdown the hole. He began to sweet. There
did not seem to be any bottom!

Back on the solid steps, hetried to give that hole its proper vaue. He could not understand it, but he
did not need the whining of the dog to tell him what to do. That hole must be closed as soon as possible.

Like aflash, the method of doing so cameto him. On the floor above he had cement. There were
hundreds of grain sacks. Water was plentiful in the millrace. All that day he worked, carefully closing the
hole with agreat stopper of bags and wire. Then he placed timbers above and finally covered it al with
cement, rich cement. Night came and he gill worked. Morning came and till he staggered down the
steps, each time with abag of crushed stone or cement on his shoulder, or with two buckets of water in
his hands. At noon the next day the floor was no longer concave but convex. On top of the hole was four
feet of timbers, bags and concrete. Then and, only then, did he go and make some coffee. He drank it,
cup after cup, and dept.

The dog stayed on the bed at hisfeet.

When the man woke, the sun was streaming in through the windows. It was anew day. Though the
fire had long since died out, the room was warm. Such daysin Vermont were called weather breeders.
Staples listened. There was no sound except theticking of his clock. Not redlizing what he was doing, he
kndlt by the bed, thanked God for His mercies, jumped into bed again and dept for another twenty-four
hours. Thistime he awoke and listened. There was no noise. He was sure that by thistime the cement
had hardened. This morning he stayed awake and shared a Gargantuan meal with the dog. Then it
seemed the proper thing to go to the basement. There was no doubt that the machinery was awreck, but
the hole was dosed. Satisfied that the trouble was over, hetook his gun and dog and went hunting.

When he returned, he did not have to enter the mill to know that the grinding had begun .again. Even
before he started down the steps, he recognized too well the vibration and the sound. Thistimeitwasa



melody of notes, aharmony of discords, and he redlized that the thing, which before had cut through solid
rock, was now wearing itsway through a cement in which were bags, timbers and pieces of iron. Each of
these gave adifferent tone. Together they al wailed over their dissolution.

Staples saw, even with first glance, that it would not be long before his cement "cork” would be
destroyed. What was there to do next? All that day when hunting, his mind had been dimly working on
that problem. Now he had the answer. He could not cork the hole, so hewould fill it with water. The
walls of the mill were solid, but he could blast a hole through them and turn the millrace into the cdllar.
Therace, fed by theriver, took only apart of what it could take, if itslevel wererapidly lowered.
Whatever it was that was breaking down the floor of the mill could be drowned. If it was dive, it could
bekilled. If it wasfire, it could be quenched. There was no useto wait until the hole was again opened.
The best plan was to have everything ready. He went back to his kitchen and cooked ameal of ham and
eggs. He ate dl he could. He boiled a pot of coffee. Then he started to work. The wall reached three feet
down below the surface. A charge of powder, heavy enough to break through, would wreck the whole
building, so he began to peck at thewall, like abird pecking at anut. First aperiod of drilling and then a
little powder and amuffled explosion. A few buckets of loosened rock. Then some more drilling and
another explosion. At last he knew that only afew inches of rock lay between the water and the cellar.

All thistime there had been a symphony of noises, adisharmony of sounds. The constant grinding
came from the floor, interrupted with the sound of dedge or crowbar, dull explosion of powder, and
crashing of rock fragments on the floor. Staples worked without stop save to drink coffee. The dog
stood on the upper steps.

Then, without warning, the whole floor caved in. Staples jumped to the steps. These held. On thefirst
day there had been ahole afew feet wide. Now the opening occupied nearly the entire area of the floor.
Staples, nauseated, |ooked down to the bottom. There, about twenty feet below him, a mass of rocks
and timbers churned in a peculiar way, but al gradually disappeared in asecond hole, fifteen feet wide.
Even as helooked they dl disappeared in this median hole.

The opening he had been breaking in the wall was directly across from the steps. There was acharge
of powder but no way of going acrossto light the fuse. Still there was no time to lose and he had to think
fast. Running to the floor above he picked up hisrifle and went to the bottom of the steps. He was able
to throw the beam from his searchlight directly into the hole in the wall. Then he shot—once—twice, and
the third time the explosion told him he had succeeded.

The water started to run into the cellar. Not fast at first but more rapidly asthe mud and weeds were
cleared out. Findly an eight-inch stream flowed steadily into the bottomless hole. Staples sat on the
bottom steps. Soon he had the satisfaction of seeing the water fill the larger hole and then cover thefloor,
what there was |€eft of it. In another hour he had to leave the lower steps. He went out to the millrace and
saw that there was still enough water to fill ahundred such holes. A deep sense of satisfaction filled his
weary mind.

And again, after eating, he sought deep.

When he awoke, he heard the rain angrily tapping & the windows with multi-fingers. The dog was on
the woven rug by the side of the bed. He was till restless and seemed pleased to have his master awake.
Staples dressed more warmly than usual and spent an extrahaf hour making pancakesto eat with honey.
Sausages and coffee helped assuage his hunger. Then with rubber boots and a heavy raincoat, he went
out into the valey. Thevery firg thing that he noticed was the millrace. It was practicaly empty. Thelittle
stream of water at the bottom was pouring into the hole he had blasted into the stonewall hours before.
The race had contained eight feet of water. Now barely six inches remained, and the dread came to the
man that the hole in the cellar was not only emptying the race but was also draining the little river that for
thousands of years had flowed through the valley. It had never gone dry. He hastened over to the dam
and hisworst fearswere redlized. Instead of ariver, therewas smply astreak of mud with cakes of dirty
ice, al being washed by the torrent of rain. With relief he thought of thisrain. Millions of tons of snow
would mdt and fill theriver. Ultimately the hole would fill and the water would rise againin the millrace.
Still hewas uneasy. What if the hole had no bottom?

When he looked into the basement he was little reassured. The water was ill going down, though



dowly. It wasrigng in the basement and this meant that it was now running in faster than it was running
down.

Leaving his coat and boots on thefirst floor, he ran up the stone steps to the second floor, built afire
inthe living room and started to smoke—and think. The machinery of the mill wasin ruins; of courseit
could be fixed, but as there was no more need of it, the best thing wasto leave it done. He had gold
saved by his ancestors. He did not know how much, but he could live on it. Restlesdy he reviewed the
past week, and, unable to rest, hunted for occupation. The idea of the gold stayed in hismind and the
fina result wasthat he again put on his boots and coat and carried the entire treasure to alittle dry cavein
the woods about a hdf mile from the mill. Then he came back and started to cook hisdinner. He went
past the cellar door three times without looking down.

Just as he and the dog had finished eating, he heard anoise. It was adifferent one thistime, morelike
asaw going through wood, but the rhythm was the same: Hrrrrr—Hirrrrr.

He started to go to the cdllar but thistime he took hisrifle, and though the dog followed, he howled
dismaly with histail between hislegs, shivering.

As soon as Staples reached the firgt floor, he felt the vibration. Not only could he fed the vibration,
he could seeit. It seemed that the center of the floor was being pushed up. Flashlight in hand, he opened
the cellar door. There was no water there now—in fact there was no cellar I€eft! In front of himwasa
black wall on which thelight played in undulating waves. It was awall and it was moving. He touched it
with the end of hisrifle. It was hard and yet therewas agive to it. Feeling the rock, he could fed it move.
Wasit dive? Could there be aliving rock? He could not see around it but he felt that the bulk of the thing
filled the entire cdllar and was pressing againgt the celling. That wasit! The thing was boring through the
first floor. It had destroyed and filled the cellar! It had swallowed the river! Now it wasworking at the
firgt floor. If this continued, the mill was doomed. Staples knew that it was athing dive and he had to
sop it!

Hewasthankful thet dl of the stepsin the mill were of sone, fastened and built into thewall. Even
though thefloor did fal in, he could still go to the upper rooms. He redlized that from now on the fight
had to be waged from the top floors. Going up the steps, he saw that a small hole had been cut through
the oak flooring. Even as he watched, thisgrew larger. Trying to remain cam, realizing that only by doing
S0 could heretain his sanity, he sat down in achair and timed the rate of enlargement. But there was no
need of using awatch: the hole grew larger—and larger and larger—and now he began to seethe dark
hole that had sucked the river dry. Now it was three feet in diameter—now four fest—now six. It was
working smoothly now—it was not only grinding—but it was eating.

Staples began to laugh. He wanted to see what it would do when the big stone grinders dipped
dlently down into that maw. That would be arare sght. All well enough to swalow afew pavement
stones, but when it came to atwenty-ton grinder, that would be adifferent kind of apill. "I hope you
choke!" Thewalls hurled back the echo of his shouts and frightened him into silence. Then the floor
began to tilt and the chairsto dide toward the opening. Staples sprang toward the steps.

"Not yet!" he shrieked. "Not today, Elenoral Some other day, but not today!" And then from the
safety of the steps, he withessed the find destruction of the floor and al init. The stones dipped down,
the partitions, the beams, and then, as though satisfied with the work and the food, the Thing dropped
down, down, down and left Staples dizzy on the steps|ooking into ahole, dark, deep, coldly bottomless
surrounded by the walls of the mill, and below them acircular hole cut out of the solid rock. On oneside
alittle stream of water came through the blasted wall and fell, atiny waterfdl, below. Staples could not
hear it splash at the bottom.

Nauseated and vomiting, he crept up the steps to the second floor, where the howling dog was
waiting for him. On thefloor helay, swegting and shivering in dumb misery. It took hoursfor himto
change from afrightened animal to a cerebrating god, but ultimately he accomplished even this, cooked
some more food, warmed himself and dept.

And while he dreamed, the dog kept deepless watch at hisfeet. He awoke the next morning. It was
ill raining, and Staples knew that the snow was melting on the hills and soon would changethelittle
valley river into atorrent. He wondered whether it was al adream, but onelook at the dog showed him



theredlity of the last week. He went to the second floor again and cooked breskfast. After he had eaten,

he dowly went down the steps. That is, he started to go, but halted at the sight of the hole. The steps had

held and ended on awide stone platform. From there another flight of steps went down to what had once
been the cdlar. Those two flights of steps clinging to the walls had the solid stone mill on one side, but on

the indde they faced a chasm, circular in outline and seemingly bottomless; but the man knew therewasa
bottom and from that pit the Thing had come—and would come again.

That wasthe horror of it. He was so certain that it would come again. Unless he was ableto stopit.
How could he? Could he destroy a Thing that was able to bore a thirty-foot hole through solid rock,
swalow ariver and digest grinding stoneslike so many pills? One thing he was sure of—he could
accomplish nothing without knowing more about it. To know more, he had to watch. He determined to
cut a hole through the floor. Then he could see the Thing when it came up. He cursed himsdlf for his
confidence, but he was sureit would come.

It did. He was on the floor ooking into the hole he had sawed through the plank, and he saw it come:
but first he heard it. It was a sound full of dithering didings, wrathful rasping of rock against rock—bui,
no! That could not be, for this Thing was dive. Could this be rock and move and grind and eat and
drink? Then he saw it comeinto the cellar and finaly to thelevel of thefirst floor, and then he saw its
head and face.

Thefacelooked at the man and Staples was glad that the hole in the floor was as smdl asit was.
Therewas a centrd mouth filling haf the space; fully fifteen feet in diameter was that mouth, and the Sides
were ashen gray and quivering. There were no teeth.

That increased the horror: amouth without teeth, without any visible means of mastication, and yet
Staples shivered as he thought of what had gone into that mouth, down into that mouth, deep into the
recesses of that mouth and disappeared. The circular lip seemed made of scales of stedl, and they were
washed clean with the water from the race.

On ether sde of the gigantic mouth was an eye, lidless, browless, pitiless. They were dightly
withdrawn into the head so the Thing could bore into rock without injuring them. Staplestried to estimate
their sze: al he could do wasto avoid their baleful gaze. Then even as he watched, the mouth closed and
the head began a semicircular movement, so many degreesto the right, so many degreesto the left and
up—and up—and findly the top touched the bottom of the plank Staples was on and then
Hrrrer—Hrrrrrr and the man knew that it was starting upon the destruction of the second floor. He could
not see now as he had been able to see before, but he had an ideathat after grinding awhile the Thing
opened its mouth and swallowed the debris. He looked around the room. Here was where he did his
cooking and washing and here was hiswinter supply of stovewood. A thought cameto him.

Working frantically, he pushed the center burner to the middle of the room right over the hole he had
cut inthefloor. Then hebuilt afireinit, sarting it with aliberd supply of cod oil. He soon had the stove
red hot. Opening the door he again filled the stove with oak and then ran for the steps. Hewasjust in
time. Thefloor, cut through, disappeared into the Thing's maw and with it the red-hot stove. Staples
ydledinhisglee, "A hot pill for you thistime, ahot pill!"

If the pill did anything, it Ssmply increased the desire of the Thing to destroy, for it kept ontill it had
bored aholein thisfloor equa in size to the holesin the floors below it. Staples saw hisfood, his
furniture, the ancestrd relics disappear into the same opening that had consumed the machinery and mill
supplies.

On the upper floor the dog howled.

The man dowly went up to the top floor and joined the dog, who had ceased to howl and had begun
alow whine. There was astove on thisfloor, but there was no food. That did not make any differenceto
Staples: for some reason he was not hungry anymore: it did not seem to make any difference—nothing
seemed to matter or make any difference anymore. Still he had his gun and over fifty cartridges, and he
knew that nothing could withstand that.

Helit the lamp and paced the floor in a cold, careless mood. One thing he had determined. He said it
over and over to himself.

"Thisismy home. It has been the home of my family for two hundred years. No devil or beast or



worm can meke meleaveit."

Hesad it again and again. Hefdt that if he said it often enough, he would believeit, and if he could
only believe it, he might make the Worm believe it. He knew now that it wasaWorm, just like the night
crawlers he had used so often for bait, only much larger. Yes, that wasit. A Worm like anight crawler,
only much larger, in fact, very much larger. That made him laugh—to think how much larger thisWorm
was than the ones he had used for fishing. All through the night he walked the floor and burned the lamp
and said, "Thisismy home. No Worm can make me leaveit!" Severa times he went down the steps, just
afew of them, and shouted the message into the pit as though he wanted the Worm to hear and
understand, "Thisismy home! No Worm can make me leaveit!"

Morning came. He mounted the ladder that led to the trap door in the roof and opened it. Therain
best in. Still that might be aplace of refuge. Crying, hetook his Burton and his Rabelais and wrapped
them in hisraincoat and put them out on the roof, under abox. He took the small pictures of hisfather
and mother and put them with the books. Then in loving kindness he carried the dog up and wrapped him
in awoolen blanket. He sat down and waited, and as he did so he recited poetry—anything that came to
him, al mixed up, "Come into the garden where there was a man who was so wondrous wise, he jumped
into abramble bush and you're a better man than | am and no one will work for money and the King of
Love my Shepherd is,"—and on—and then...

He heard the diding and the dithering rasping and he knew that the Worm had come again. He
waited till the Hrrrr—Hirrrr told that the wooden floor he was on was being attacked and then he went up
theladder. It was hisideato wait till the Thing had made alarge opening, large enough so the eyes could
be seen, and then use the fifty bullets—where they would do the most good. So, on the roof, besde the
dog, he waited.

Hedid not have to wait long. First gppeared alittle hole and then it grew wider and wider till finaly
the entire floor and the furniture had dropped into the mouth, and the whole opening, thirty feet wide and
more than that, wasfilled with the head, the closed mouth of which came within afew feet of the roof. By
the aid of thelight from the trap door, Staples could see the eye on the left Sde. It made abeautiful bull's
eye, amagnificent target for hisrifle, and hewas only afew feet awvay. He could not miss. Determined to
make the most of hislast chance to drive his enemy away, he decided to drop down on the creature,
wak over to the eye and put the end of therifle against the eye before hefired. If the first shot worked
well, he could retire to the roof and use the other cartridges. He knew that there was some danger—but
it was hislast hope. After dl he knew that when it came to brains he was aman and this Thing was only a
Worm. He walked over the head. Surely no sensation could go through such massive scales. He even
jumped up and down. Meantime the eye kept looking up at the roof. If it saw the man, it made no Signs,
gave no evidence. Staples pretended to pull the trigger and then made a running jump for the trap door. It
was easy. Hedid it again, and again. Then he sat on the edge of the door and thought.

He suddenly saw what it al meant. Two hundred years before, his ancestors had started grinding at
the mill. For over ahundred and fifty yearsthe mill had been run continuoudy, often day and night. The
vibrations had been transmitted downward through the solid rock. Hundreds of feet below, the Worm
had heard them and felt them and thought it was another Worm. It had started to bore in the direction of
the noise. It had taken two hundred yearsto do it, but it had finished the task, it had found the place
where its mate should be. For two hundred yearsit had dowly worked its way through the primitive
rock. Why should it worry over amill and the things within it? Staples saw then that the mill had been but
adightincident initslife. It was probable that it had not even known it was there—the water, the gristmill
stones, the red-hot stove, had meant nothing—they had been taken as a part of aday'swork. There was
only one thing that the Worm wasredly interested in, but one ideathat had reached its consciousness
and remained there through two centuries, and that was to find its mate. The eye looked upward.

Staples, a the end, lost courage and decided to fire from a gitting position in the trap door. Taking
careful am, he pulled the trigger. Then helooked carefully to see what damage had resulted. Therewas
none. Either the bullet had gone into the eye and the opening had closed or dseit had glanced off. He
fired again and again.

Then the mouth opened—wide—wider—until there was nothing under Staples save ayawning void



of darkness. The Worm belched acloud of black, nauseating vapor.
The man, enveloped in the cloud, lost consciousness and fell. The Mouth closed on him.
On the roof the dog howled.

MIMIC
Dondd A. Wollheim

Every day we pass people in the streets without looking at them or noticing themin any real
way; they are just "people we don't know." But what if they're more than that? What if some of
them are actually creatures we don't know?

Donald A. Wollheimis best known as an editor of science fiction, but he has written a number
of remarkable storiesin the field, and "Mimic" is one of hisfinest.

Itislessthan five hundred years since an entire haf of the world was discovered. It islessthan two
hundred years since the discovery of the last continent. The sciences of chemistry and physics go back
scarcely one century. The science of aviation goes back forty years. The science of atomicsisbeing
born.

And yet we think we know alot.

We know little or nothing. Some of the most sartling things are unknown to us. When they are
discovered, they may shock usto the bone.

We search for secretsin the far idands of the Pacific and among the ice fields of the frozen North,
while under our very noses, rubbing shoulders with us every day, there may walk the undiscovered. Itisa
curiousfact of nature that that which isin plain view is oft best hidden.

| have aways known of the man in the black cloak. Since | was a child he has ways lived on my
street, and his eccentricities are so familiar that they go unmentioned except among the casud visitor.
Here, in the heart of the largest city in the world, in swvarming New Y ork, the eccentric and the odd may
flourish unhindered.

As children we had hilarious fun jeering at the man in black when he displayed hisfear of women.
Wewatched, in our evil, childish way, for those moments, we tried to get him to show anger. But he
ignored us completely and soon we paid him no further heed, even as our parentsdid.

We saw him only twice aday. Oncein the early morning, when we would see his six-foot figure
come out of the grimy dark hallway of the tenement at the end of the street and stride down toward the
elevated to work—again when he came back at night. He was always dressed in along, black cloak that
cameto his ankles, and he wore awide-brimmed black hat down far over hisface. Hewasasght from
some weird story out of the old lands. But he harmed nobody, and paid attention to nobody.

Nobody—except perhaps women.

When awoman crossed his path, he would stop in his stride and come to adead halt. We could see
that he closed his eyes until she had passed. Then he would snap those wide, watery blue eyes open and
march on asif nothing had happened.

He was never known to speak to awoman. He would buy some groceries, maybe once aweek, at
Antonio's—but only when there were no other patrons there. Antonio said once that he never talked, he
just pointed at things he wanted and paid for them in bills that he pulled out of a pocket somewhere under
his cloak. Antonio did not like him, but he never had any trouble from him either.

Now that | think of it, nobody ever did have any trouble with him.

We got used to him. We grew up on the street; we saw him occasionally when he came home and
went back into the dark hallway of the house helivedin.

He never had visitors, he never spoke to anyone. And he had once built something in his room out of
metdl.

He had once, years ago, hauled up some long flat metal sheets, sheets of tin or iron, and they had
heard alot of hammering and banging in hisroom for severa days. But that had stopped and that was dll
there wasto that story.



Where he worked | don't know and never found out. He had money, for he was reputed to pay his
rent regularly when the janitor asked for it.

Well, peoplelike that inhabit big cities and nobody knows the story of their livesuntil they'reall over.
Or until something strange happens.

| grew up, | went to college, | studied.

Finaly | got ajob asssting amuseum curator. | spent my days mounting beetles and classifying
exhibits of stuffed animasand preserved plants, and hundreds and hundreds of insectsfrom dl over.

Natureisagtrangething, | learned. Y ou learn that very clearly when you work inamuseum. You
realize how nature usesthe art of camouflage. There are twig insectsthat look exactly like alesaf or a
branch of atree. Exactly.

Natureis strange and perfect that way. Thereisamoth in Centra Americathat looks like awasp. It
even has afake stinger made of hair, which it twists and curlsjust like awasp's Singer. It hasthe same
colorings and, even though its body is soft and not armored like awasp's, it is colored to appear shiny
and armored. It even fliesin the daytime when wasps do, and not at night like al other moths. It moves
like awasp. It knows somehow that it ishelpless and that it can survive only by pretending to be as
deadly to other insects as wasps are.

| learned about army ants, and their strange imitators. Army antstravel in huge columns of thousands
and hundreds of thousands. They move dong in aflowing stream severd yards across and they eat
everything in their path. Everything in thejungleis afraid of them. Wasps, bees, snakes, other ants, birds,
lizards, beetles—even men run away, or get egten.

But in the midst of the army ants there a so travel many other creatures—crestures that aren't ants at
al, and that the army antswould kill if they knew of them. But they don't know of them because these
other creatures are disguised. Some of them are beetles that 1ook like ants. They have fase markingslike
ant thoraxes and they run adong inimitation of ant speed. Thereiseven onethat issolong it ismarked
likethreeantsin singlefile! It moves so fast that the redl ants never giveit asecond glance.

There are wesk caterpillarsthat look like big armored beetles. There are dl sorts of things that |ook
like dangerous animas. Animalsthat are the killers and superior fighters of their groups have no enemies.
The army ants and the wasps, the sharks, the hawk, and the felines. So there are ahost of weak things
that try to hide among them—to mimic them.

And man isthe greatest killer, the grestest hunter of them dl. Thewhole world of nature knows man
for theirresstible master. Theroar of hisgun, the cunning of histrap, the strength and agility of hisarm
place dl ese beneath him.

Should man then be treated by nature differently from the other dominants, the army ants and the
wasps?

It was, as often happens to be the case, sheer luck that | happened to be on the street at the dawning
hour when the janitor came running out of the tenement on my street shouting for help. | had been
working dl night mounting new exhibits.

The policeman on the beat and | were the only people besides the janitor to see the thing that we
found in the two dingy rooms occupied by the stranger of the black cloak.

Thejanitor explained—as the officer and | dashed up the narrow, rickety stairs—that he had been
awakened by the sound of heavy thuds and shrill screamsin the stranger's rooms. He had gone out in the
hdlway to ligen.

When we got there, the place was silent. A faint light shone from under the doorway. The policeman
knocked, there was no answer. He put his ear to the door and so did |. We heard afaint rustling—a
continuous dow rustling as of abreeze blowing paper.

The cop knocked again, but there was still no response.

Then, together, we threw our weight at the door. Two hard blows and the rotten old lock gave way.
Weburstin.

The room wasfilthy, the floor covered with scraps of torn paper, bits of detritus and garbage. The
room was unfurnished, which | thought was odd.

In the corner there stood ametal box, about four feet square. A tight-box, held together with screws



and ropes. It had alid, opening at the top, which was down and fastened with a sort of wax sedl.

The stranger of the black cloak lay in the middle of the floor—dead.

Hewas Hill wearing the cloak. The big douch hat waslying on the floor some distance away. From
theingde of the box the faint rustling was coming.

Weturned over the stranger, took the cloak off. For several instants we saw nothing amiss and then
gradualy—horribly—we became aware of some thingsthat were wrong.

His hair was short and curly brown. It stood straight up initsinch-long length. His eyes were open
and taring. | noticed first that he had no eyebrows, only acurious dark linein the flesh over each eye.

It wasthen | redlized he had no nose. But no one had ever noticed that before. His skin was oddly
mottled. Where the nose should have been there were dark shadowings that made the gppearance of a
nose, if you only just glanced a him. Like thework of askillful artist in apainting.

His mouth was asit should be and dightly open—but he had no teeth. His head perched upon athin
neck.

The suit was—not asuit. It was part of him. It was his body.

What we thought was a coat was a huge black wing sheath, like a beetle has. He had athorax like an
insect, only the wing sheath covered it and you couldn't notice it when he wore the cloak. The body
bulged out below, tapering off into the two long, thin hind legs. His arms came out from under the top of
the"coat." He had atiny secondary pair of arms folded tightly across his chest. There was a sharp, round
hole newly pierced in his chest just above thearms, still oozing awatery liquid.

Thejanitor fled gibbering. The officer was pae but standing by hisduty. | heard him muttering under
his breath an endless stream of Hail Marys over and over again.

The lower thorax—the "abdomen"—was very long and insectlike. It was crumpled up now likethe
wreckage of an airplane fusdage.

| recalled the appearance of afemale wasp that had just laid eggs—her thorax had had that empty
appearance.

The sght was a shock such asleaves onein full control. Themind rgectsit, anditisonly in
afterthought that one can fed the dim shudder of horror.

The rustling was gill coming from the box. | motioned to the white-faced cop and we went over and
stood before it. He took the nightstick and knocked away the waxen sedl.

Then we heaved and pulled the lid open.

A wave of noxious vapor assailed us. We staggered back as suddenly a stream of flying things shot
out of the huge iron container. The window was open, and straight out into thefirst glow of dawn they
flew.

There must have been dozens of them. They were about two or three incheslong and they flew on
wide gauzy beetle wings. They looked like little men, strangdly terrifying asthey flew—clad in their black
auits, with their expressionless faces and their dots of watery blue eyes. And they flew out on transparent
wingsthat came from under their black beetle coats.

| ran to the window, fascinated, aimost hypnotized. The horror of it had not reached my mind at
once. Afterward | have had spasms of numbing terror as my mind triesto put the things together. The
whole business was 0 utterly unexpected.

Weknew of army ants and their imitators, yet it never occurred to usthat we too were army ants of
asort. We knew of stick insects and it never occurred to usthat there might be othersthat disguise
themsdvesto fool, not other anima's, but the supreme animal himsalf—man.

We found some bonesin the bottom of that iron case afterwards. But we couldn't identify them.
Perhaps we did not try very hard. They might have been human. . . .

| suppose the stranger of the black cloak did not fear women so much asit distrusted them. WWomen
notice men, perhaps, more closdy than other men do. Women might become suspicious sooner of the
inhumanity, the deception. And then there might perhaps have been some touch of ingtinctive feminine
jedlousy. The stranger was disguised as aman, but its sex was surely femae. The thingsin the box were
itsyoung.

But it isthe other thing | saw when | ran to the window that has shaken me the most. The policeman



did not seeit. Nobody else saw it but me, and | only for an ingtant.

Nature practices deceptionsin every angle. Evolution will create abeing for any nichethat can be
found, no matter how unlikely.

When | went to the window, | saw the smdl cloud of flying thingsrisng up into the sky and sailing
away into the purple distance. The dawn was bresking and the first rays of the sun were just striking over
the housetops.

Shaken, | looked away from that fourth-floor tenement room over the roofs of lower buildings.
Chimneys and walls and empty clothedines made the scenery over which the tiny mass of horror passed.

And then | saw achimney, not thirty feet away on the next roof. It was squat and of red brick and
had two black pipe endsflush with itstop. | saw it suddenly vibrate, oddly. And | saw itsred brick
surface seem to ped away, and the black pipe openings turn suddenly white.

| saw two big eyes saring into the sky.

A gredt, flat-winged thing detached itself slently from the surface of the red chimney and darted after
the cloud of flying things.

| watched until al had lost themselvesin the sky.

IT
Theodore Sturgeon

All lifeis a process of change, and the wonder s of creation continue to proliferate as new
forms of life come into being. Usually these new life-forms are minor mutations from the norm,
genetic accidents—but might there not also be other ways in which a new creature could come to
life? Something immensely powerful, and curious about what's inside other living creatures. . . .

Theodore Sturgeon is one of the finest writers of science fiction and fantasy; he is the author
of the classic novel More Than Human and many, many more.

It walked in the woods.

It was never born. It existed. Under the pine needles the fires burn, deep and smokelessin the mold.
In heat and in darkness and decay thereis growth. Thereislife and thereisgrowth. It grew, but it was
not dive. It walked unbreathing through the woods, and thought and saw and was hideous and strong,
and it was not born and it did not live. It grew and moved about without living.

It crawled out of the darkness and hot, damp mold into the cool of amorning. It was huge. It was
lumped and crusted with its own hateful substances, and pieces of it dropped off asit went itsway,
dropped off and lay writhing, and stilled, and sank putrescent into the forest [oam.

It had no mercy, no laughter, no beauty. It had strength and great intelligence. And—perhapsit could
not be destroyed. It crawled out of its mound in the wood and lay pulsing in the sunlight for along
moment. Patches of it shone wetly in the golden glow, parts of it were nubbled and flaked. And whose
dead bones had given it theform of aman?

It scrabbled painfully with its half-formed hands, besting the ground and the bole of atree. It rolled
and lifted itself up onits crumbling elbows, and it tore up agreat handful of herbs and shredded them
agang itschest, and it paused and gazed at the gray-green juiceswith intelligent calm. It wavered to its
feet, and seized a young sapling and destroyed it, folding the dender trunk back on itself again and again,
watching attentively the useless, fibered splinters. And it snatched up afear-frozen field creature, crushing
it dowly, letting blood and pul py flesh and fur ooze from between itsfingers, run down and rot on the
forearms.

It began searching.

Kimbo drifted through the tall grasseslike a puff of dust, hisbushy tail curled tightly over hisback
and hislong jaws agape. He ran with an easy lope, loving hisfreedom and the power of hisflanks and
furry shoulders. Histonguelolled listlessy over hislips. Hislipswere black and serrated, and each tiny
pointed liplet siwayed with his doggy gallop. Kimbo wasdl dog, al hedthy animdl.



He leaped high over aboulder and landed with a startled yelp as along-eared coney shot from its
hiding place under the rock. Kimbo hurtled after it, grunting with each great thrust of hislegs. Therabbit
bounced just ahead of him, keeping its distance, its ears flattened on its curving back and itslittle legs
nibbling away at distance hungrily. It stopped, and Kimbo pounced, and the rabbit shot away at atangent
and popped into ahollow log. Kimbo yelped again and rushed snuffling at thelog, and knowing his
failure, curved but once around the stump and ran on into the forest. The thing that watched from the
wood raised its crusted arms and waited for Kimbo.

Kimbo sensed it there, standing deed till by the path. To him it was abulk that smelled of carrion not
fittoroll in, and he snuffled distastefully and ran to passit.

Thething let him come abreast and dropped a heavy twisted fist on him. Kimbo saw it coming and
curled up tight as he ran, and the hand clipped stunningly on hisrump, sending him rolling and yipping
down the dope. Kimbo straddled to hisfeet, shook his head, shook his body with adeep growl, came
back to the sllent thing with green murder in hiseyes. He walked stiffly, straight-legged, histall aslow as
his lowered head and aruff of fury around his neck. Thething raised itsarms again, waited.

Kimbo dowed, then flipped himsdf through the air a the mongter'sthroat. Hisjaws closed oniit; his
teeth clicked together through ameass of filth, and hefell choking and snarling at itsfeet. The thing leaned
down and struck twice, and after the dog's back was broken, it sat beside him and began to tear him
apart.

"Be back in an hour or so," said Alton Drew, picking up hisrifle from the corner behind the
woodbox. His brother laughed.

"Old Kimbo 'bout runsyour life, Alton," he said.

"Ah, I know the dl' devil," said Alton. "When | whistle for him for half an hour and he don't show up,
he'sin ajam or he'streed something wuth shootin' a. The ol' son of agun calls me by not answerin'.”

Cory Drew shoved afull glass of milk over to his nine-year-old daughter and smiled. "Y ou think as
much o' that houn' dog o' yoursas| do of Babe here."

Babe did off her chair and ran to her uncle. "Gonna catch me the bad fella, Uncle Alton?' she
dhrilled. The"bad fdla’

was Cory's invention—the one who lurked in corners ready to pounce on little girls who chased the
chickens and played around mowing machines and hurled green apples with a powerful young arm &t the
sdes of the hogs, to hear the synchronized thud and grunt; little girlswho swore with an Austrian accent
like an ex-hired man they had had; who dug caves in haystackstill they tipped over, and kept pet
crawfish in tomorrow's milk cans, and rode work horsesto alather in the night pasture.

"Get back here and keep away from Uncle Alton'sgun!™ said Cory. "If you see the bad fella, Alton,
chase him back here, He has a date with Babe here for that stunt of herslast night." The preceding
evening, Babe had kind-heartedly poured pepper on the cows salt block.

"Dont worry, kiddo," grinned her uncle, "I'll bring you the bad fllas hideif he don't get mefirg.”

Alton Drew walked up the path toward the wood, thinking about Babe. She was a phenomenon—a
pampered farm child. Ah, well—she had to be. They'd both loved Clissa Drew, and shed married Cory,
and they had to love Clissas child. Funny thing, love. Alton was aman's man, and thought things out that
way; and his reaction to |love was astrong and frightened one. He knew what love was because he felt it
gl for hisbrother'swife and would fed it aslong as he lived for Babe. It led him through hislife, and yet
he embarrassed himsdlf by thinking of it. Loving adog was an easy thing, because you and the old devil
could love one another completely without talking about it. The smdll of gun smoke and wet fur intherain
were perfume enough for Alton Drew, agrunt of satisfaction and the scream of something hunted and hit
were poetry enough. They weren't like love for a human that choked histhroat so he could not say words
he could not have thought of anyway. So Alton loved his dog Kimbo and his Winchester for all to see,
and let hislove for his brother'swomen, Clissaand Babe, eat a him quietly and unmentioned.

His quick eyes saw the fresh indentationsin the soft earth behind the boulder, which showed where
Kimbo had turned and leaped with asingle surge, chasing the rabhbit. Ignoring the tracks, he looked for
the nearest place where arabbit might hide, and strolled over to the sscump. Kimbo had been there, he
saw, and had been theretoo late. "Y ou're an ol fool," muttered Alton, "y'can't catch aconey by chasin'



it. Y ou want to cross him up someway.” He gave apeculiar trilling whistle, sure that Kimbo was digging
franticaly under some nearby stump for arabbit that was three counties away by now. No answer. A
little puzzled, Alton went back to the path. "He never done thisbefore,”" he said softly.

He cocked his .32-40 and cradled it. At the county fair someone had once said of Alton Drew that
he could shoot at a handful of corn and peasthrown in the air and hit only the corn. Once he split abullet
on the blade of aknife and put two candles out. He had no need to fear anything that could be shot at.
That'swhat he believed.

Thething in the woods looked curioudy down at what it had done to Kimbo, and tried to moan the
way Kimbo had before he died. It sood aminute storing away factsin itsfoul, unemotiona mind. Blood
waswarm. The sunlight was warm. Things that moved and bore fur had amuscle to force the thick liquid
through tiny tubesin their bodies. Theliquid coagulated after atime. The liquid on rooted green things
wasthinner and theloss of alimb did not mean loss of life. It was very interesting, but the thing, the mold
with amind, was not pleased. Neither wasit displeased. Its accidental urge was athirst for knowledge,
and it was only—interested.

It was growing late, and the sun reddened and rested awhile on the hilly horizon, teaching the clouds
to beinverted flames. The thing threw up its head suddenly, noticing the dusk. Night was ever astrange
thing, even for those of uswho have known itin life. It would have been frightening for the monster had it
been capable of fright, but it could only be curious; it could only reason from what it had observed.

What was happening? It was getting harder to see. Why? It threw its shapeless head from sde to
sde. It was true—things were dim, and growing dimmer. Things were changing shape, taking on anew
and darker color. What did the creaturesit had crushed and torn apart see? How did they see? The
larger one, the one that had attacked, had used two organsin its head. That must have been it, because
after the thing had torn off two of the dog'slegsit had struck at the hairy muzzle; and the dog, seeing the
blow coming, had dropped folds of skin over the organs—closed its eyes. Ergo, the dog saw with its
eyes. But then after the dog was dead, and its body still, repeated blows had had no effect on the eyes.
They remained open and staring. The logica conclusion was, then, that abeing that had ceased to live
and breathe and move about lost the use of its eyes. It must be that to lose sight was, conversdly, to die.
Dead things did not walk about. They lay down and did not move. Therefore the thing in the wood
concluded that it must be dead, and so it lay down by the path, not far away from Kimbo's scattered
body, lay down and believed itsalf dead.

Alton Drew came up through the dusk to the wood. He was frankly worried. He whistled again, and
then called, and there was still no response, and he said again, "The ol' flea-bus never done this before,”
and shook his heavy head. 1t was past milking time, and Cory would need him. "Kimbo!" heroared. The
cry echoed through the shadows, and Alton flipped on the safety catch of hisrifle and put the butt on the
ground beside the path. Leaning on it, he took off his cap and scratched the back of his head, wondering.
Therifle butt sank into what he thought was soft earth; he staggered and stepped into the chest of the
thing that lay beside the path. Hisfoot went up to the ankle in its yielding rottenness, and he swore and
jumped back.

'Whew! Somp'n sure dead as hell there! Ugh!" He swabbed at his boot with ahandful of leaveswhile
the mongter lay in the growing blackness with the edges of the deep footprint in its chest diding into i,
filling it up. It lay there regarding him dimly out of its muddy eyes, thinking it was dead because of the
darkness, watching the articulation of Alton Drew'sjoints, wondering at this new uncautious cregture.

Alton cleaned the butt of his gun with more leaves and went on up the path, whistling anxioudy for
Kimbo.

ClissaDrew stood in the door of the milkshed, very lovely in red-checked gingham and a blue gpron.
Her hair was clean ydllow, parted in the middle and stretched tautly back to a heavy braided knot.
"Cory! Alton!" she called alittle sharply.

'WeI?' Cory responded gruffly from the barn, where he was stripping off the Ayrshire. The dwindling
streams of milk plopped pleasantly into the froth of afull pail.

"I've called and called,” said Clissa. " Supper's cold, and Babe won't eat until you come.
Why—where's Alton?



Cory grunted, heaved the stool out of the way, threw over the stanchion lock and dapped the
Ayrshire on the rump. The cow backed and filled like atowboat, clattered down the line and out into the
barnyard. "Ain't back yet."

"Not back?" Clissacamein and stood beside him as he sat by the next cow, put hisforehead against
thewarm flank. "But, Cory, he said héd—"

"Yeh, yeh, | know. He said held be back fer the milkin'. | heard him. Wdll, heaint.”

"And you have to—oh, Cory, I'll help you finish up. Alton would be back if he could. Maybe he's—"

"Maybe he'streed abluejay," snapped her husband. "Him an' that damn dog." He gestured hugely
with one hand while the other went on milking. "I got twenty-six head o' cowsto milk. | got pigsto feed
an' chickensto put to bed. | got to toss hay for the mare and turn the team out. | got harness to mend
and awire down in the night pasture. | got wood to split an’ carry.” He milked for amoment in silence,
chewing on hislip. Clissastood twisting her hands together, trying to think of something to sem thetide.
It wasn't the first time Alton's hunting had interfered with the chores. "So | got to go ahead withiit. | can't
interfere with Alton's spoorin'. Every damn time that hound o hissmellsout asquirrel | go without my
supper. I'm gettin’ sick and—"

"Oh, I'll hep you!" said Clissa. She was thinking of the spring, when Kimbo had held four hundred
pounds of raging black bear at bay until Alton could put abullet inits brain, the time Babe had found a
bearcub and started to carry it home, and had falen into afreshet, cutting her head. Y ou can't hate adog
that has saved your child for you, she thought.

"You'll do nothin' of the kind!" Cory growled. "Get back to the house. Y ou'll find work enough there.
I'll be dlong when | can. Dammit, Clissa, don't cry! | didn't mean to— Oh, shucks!" He got up and put
hisarms around her. "I'm wrought up,” he said. "Go on now. I'd no call to speak that way to you. I'm
sorry. Go back to Babe. I'll put a stop to thisfor good tonight. 1've had enough. Thereswork here for
four farmers, an' dl welvegot ismean' that . . . that huntsman.

"Go on now, Clisa"

"All right," she said into his shoulder. "But, Cory, hear him out first when he comes back. He might be
unable to come back. He might be unable to come back thistime. Maybehe. . . he—"

"Ain't nothin' kin hurt my brother that abullet will hit. He can take care of himsalf. HE's got no excuse
good enough thistime. Go on, now. Makethekid eat." Clissawent back to the house, her young face
furrowed. If Cory quarrdled with Alton now and drove him away, what with the drought and the
creamery about to close and dll, they just couldn't manage. Hiring aman was out of the question. Cory'd
have to work himself to death, and he just wouldn't be able to make it. No one man could. She sighed
and went into the house. It was seven o'clock, and the milking not done yet. Oh, why did Alton have
to—

Babewasin bed at nine when Clissaheard Cory in the shed, dinging the wire cuttersinto acorner.
"Alton back yet?' they both said at once as Cory stepped into the kitchen; and as she shook her head he
clumped over to the stove, and lifting alid, spat into the cods. "Cometo bed,” he said.

Shelaid down her stitching and looked at his broad back. He was twenty-eight, and he walked and
acted like aman ten years older, and looked like aman five yearsyounger. "I'll beupinawhile" Clissa
sad.

Cory glanced a the corner behind the woodbox where Alton'srifle usualy stood, then made an
unspellable, disgusted sound and sat down to take off his heavy muddy shoes.

"It'safter ning," Clissavolunteered timidly. Cory said nothing, reaching for hishouse dippers.

"Cory, you're not going to—"

"Not going to what?"

"Oh, nothing. | just thought that maybe Alton—"

"Alton," Cory flared. "The dog goes hunting field mice. Alton goes hunting the dog. Now you want
meto go hunting Alton. That'swhat you want?'

"l just— Hewas never thislate before.”

"I won't do it! Go out lookin' for him at nine o'clock in the night? I'll be damned! He hasno cdll to
useus s, Clissa”



Clissasaid nothing. She went to the stove, peered into the wash boiler, set aside at the back of the
range. When she turned around, Cory had his shoes and coat on again.

"l knew you'd go," she said. Her voice smiled though she did not.

"I'll be back durned soon,” said Cory. "I don't reckon he's strayed far. It islate. | ain't feared for him,
but—" He broke his 12-gauge shotgun, looked through the barrels, dipped two shellsin the breech and a
box of them into his pocket. "Don't wait up,” he said over his shoulder as he went out.

"I won't," Clissareplied to the closed door, and went back to her titching by the lamp.

The path up the dope to the wood was very dark when Cory went up it, peering and cdlling. Theair
was chill and quiet, and afetid odor of mold hung init. Cory blew the taste of it out through impatient
nogtrils, drew it in again with the next breeth, and swore. "Nonsense," he muttered. "Houn' dawg. Huntin',
at teninth' night, too. Alton!" he bellowed. "Alton Drew!" Echoes answered him, and he entered the
wood. The huddled thing he passed in the dark heard him and felt the vibrations of hisfootsteps and did
not move becauseit thought it was dead.

Cory strode on, looking around and ahead and not down since his feet knew the path.

"Alton!"

"That you, Cory?'

Cory Drew froze. That corner of the wood wasthickly set and asdark asaburia vault. Thevoice he
heard was choked, quiet, penetrating.

"Alton?'

"| found Kimbo, Cory."

"Where the hell have you been?' shouted Cory furioudy. He didiked this pitch-darkness, hewas
afraid at the tense hopel essness of Alton'svoice, and he mistrusted his ability to stay angry at his brother.

"I cdled him, Cory. | whigtled a him, an’ the ol' devil didn't answer."

"| can say the samefor you, you . . . you louse. Why weren't you to milkin'? Where are you? Y ou
caught in atrgp?"

"The houn' never missed answerin' me before, you know," said the tight, monotonous voice from the
darkness.

"Alton! What the devil's the matter with you? What do | careif your mutt didn't answer? Where—"

"I guess because he ain't never died before," said Alton, refusing to be interrupted.

"Youwhat!" Cory clicked hislipstogether twice and then said, "Alton, you turned crazy? What's that
you say?"

"Kimbo's dead.”

"Kim— Oh! Oh!" Cory was seeing that picture again in his mind—Babe sorawled unconsciousin the
freshet, and Kimbo raging and snapping against amonster bear, holding her back until Alton could get
there. "What happened, Alton?" he asked more quietly.

"l a@m to find out. Someone tore him up.”

"Torehimup?'

"Therean't abit of him |eft tacked together, Cory. Every damn joint in his body tore apart. Guts out
of him."

"Good God! Besr, you reckon?’

"No bear, nor nothin' on four legs. HeEs al here. None of him's been et. Whoever doneit just killed
him an'—tore him up.

"Good God!" Cory said again. "Who couldve—" Therewas along silence, then. "Come 'long
home," he said dmaost gently. "Theresno cal for you to set up by him dl night.”

"I'll s&t. | amto be here a sunup, an' I'm going to start trackin', an' I'm goin' to keep trackin' till | find
the one done thisjob on Kimbo."

"You'redrunk or crazy, Alton."

"l @n't drunk. Y ou can think what you like about the rest of it. I'm stickin' here."

"We got afarm back yonder. Remember? | ain't going to milk twenty-six head o' cows againin the
mornin' like| did jest now, Alton."

"Somebody's got to. | can't bethere. | guessyoull just haveto, Cory."



"Y ou dirty scum!™ Cory screamed. ™Y ou'll come back with me now or I'll know why!"

Alton'svoice was il tight, half deepy. "Don't you come no nearer, bud.”

Cory kept moving toward Alton'svoice,

"| sald"—the voice was very quiet now—"stop where you are." Cory kept coming. A sharp dick told
of the release of the .32-40's safety. Cory stopped.

"Y ou got your gun on me, Alton?' Cory whispered.

"Thassright, bud. You ain't atrompin’ up these tracks for me. | need 'em at sunup.”

A full minute passed, and the only sound in the blackness was that of Cory's pained bregthing.
FHndly:

"I got my gun, too, Alton. Come home."

"Y ou can't seeto shoot me."

'We're even on that.”

"Weain't. | know just where you stand, Cory. | been here four hours.”

"My gun scaiters”

"My gunkills"

Without another word, Cory Drew turned on his hedl and stamped back to the farm.

Black and liquidescent it lay in the blackness, not dive, not understanding degth, believing itself dead.
Thingsthat were dive saw and moved about. Thingsthat were not aive could do neither. It rested its
muddy gaze on theline of trees at the crest of therise, and degp within it thoughtstrickled wetly. It lay
huddled, dividing its new-found facts, dissecting them asit had dissected live things when there waslight,
comparing, concluding, pigeonholing.

Thetrees at the top of the dope could just be seen, astheir trunks were a fraction of a shade lighter
than the dark sky behind them. At length they, too, disappeared, and for amoment sky and treeswere a
monotone. Thething knew it was dead now, and like many abeing beforeiit, it wondered how long it
must stay likethis. And then the Sky beyond the trees grew alittle lighter. That was a manifestly
impossible occurrence, thought the thing, but it could seeit and it must be so. Did dead things live again?
That was curious. What about dismembered dead things? It would wait and see.

The sun came hand over hand up abeam of light. A bird somewhere made a high yawning peep, and
as an owl killed a shrew, a skunk pounced on another, so that the night-shift deaths and those of the day
could go on without cessation. Two flowers nodded archly to each other, comparing their pretty clothes.
A dragonfly nymph decided it wastired of looking serious and cracked its back open, to crawl out and
dry gauzily. Thefirst golden ray sheared down between the trees, "through the grasses, passed over the
massin the shadowed bushes. "'l am dive again,” thought the thing that could not possibly live. "1 am
dive, for | seeclearly.” It good up onitsthick legs, up into the golden glow. In alittle while the wet
flakes that had grown during the night dried in the sun, and when it took itsfirst steps, they cracked of f
and asmall shower of them fell away. It walked up the dopeto find Kimbo, to seeif he, too, was dive
agan.

Babe let the sun come into her room by opening her eyes. Uncle Alton was gone—that was the first
thing that ran through her head. Dad had come home last night and had shouted at mother for an hour.
Alton was plumb crazy. Held turned a gun on hisown brother. If Alton ever came ten feet into Cory's
land, Cory would fill him so full of holes, held look like atumbleweed. Alton waslazy, shiftless, sefish,
and one or two other things of questionable taste but undoubted vividness. Babe knew her father. Uncle
Alton would never be safein this county.

She bounced out of bed in the enviable way of the very young, and ran to the window. Cory was
trudging down to the night pasture with two bridles over hisarm, to get the team. There were kitchen
noises from downgairs.

Babe ducked her head in the washbowl! and shook off the water like aterrier before she toweled.
Trailing dean shirt and dungarees, she went to the head of the stairs, did into the shirt, and began her
morning ritual with the trousers. One step down was a step through the right leg. One more, and she was
into the left. Then, bouncing step by step on both feet, buttoning one button per step, she reached the
bottom fully dressed and ran into the kitchen.



"Didn't Uncle Alton come back a-tal, Mum?'

"Morning, Babe. No, dear." Clissawastoo quiet, smiling too much, Babe thought shrewdly. Wasn't
happy. "Whered he go, Mum?'

"We don't know, Babe. Sit down and eat your breakfast."

"What's amisbegotten, Mum?' the Babe asked suddenly. Her mother nearly dropped the dish she
was drying. "Babel Y ou must never say that again!™

"Oh. Wdll, why isUncle Alton, then?"

"Why ishewhat?'

Babe's mouth muscled around an outs ze spoonful of oatmed. "A misbe--"

"Baba"

"All right, Mum," said Babe with her mouth full. ‘Well, why?'

"| told Cory not to shout last night,” Clissasaid hdf to hersdlf.

'Wdll, whatever it means, heisn't,” said Babewith findity. "Did he go hunting again?"

"Hewent to look for Kimbo, darling.”

“Kimbo? Oh Mummy, is Kimbo gone, too? Didn't he come back either?”

"No, dear. Oh, please, Babe, stop asking questions!”

"All right. Where do you think they went?'

"Into the north woods. Be quiet.”

Babe gulped away &t her breskfast. Anideastruck her; and as she thought of it she ate dower and
dower and cast more and more glances at her mother from under the lashes of her tilted eyes. It would
be awful if Daddy did anything to Uncle Alton. Someone ought to warn him.

Babe was halfway to the wood when Alton's .32-40 sent echoes giggling up and down the valley.

Cory wasin the south thirty, riding acultivator and cussing at the team of grayswhen he heard the
gun. "Hoa," he called to the horses, and sat a moment to listen to the sound. "One-two-three. Four,” he
counted. "Saw someone, blasted away at him. Had a chance to take aim and give him another, careful.
My God!" He threw up the cultivator points and steered the team into the shade of three oaks. He
hobbled the gelding with swift tosses of aspare strap and headed for the woods. "Alton akiller,” he
murmured, and doubled back to the house for his gun. Clissawas standing just outside the door.

"Get shelld" he sngpped and flung into the house. Clissafollowed him. He was strapping his hunting
knife on before she could get abox off the shelf. "Cory—"

"Hear that gun, did you? Alton's off hisnut. He don't waste lead. He shot at someonejust then, and
he wasn't fixin' to shoot patridgeswhen | saw him last. He was out to get aman. Gimme my gun.”

"Cory, Babe—"

"Y ou keep her here. Oh, God, thisisahelluvamess. | can't ssand much more." Cory ran out the
door.

Clissacaught hisarm: "Cory, I'mtrying to tell you. Babe isn't here. I've cdlled, and sheisn't here.”

Cory's heavy, young-old face tautened. "Babe— Where did you last see her?'

"Breskfast." Clissawas crying now.

"She say where shewas going?'

"No. She asked alot of questions about Alton and where held gone.”

"Did you say?"

Clissa's eyes widened, and she nodded, biting the back of her hand.

"Y ou shouldn't ha donethat, Clissa," he gritted, and ran toward the woods, Clissalooking after him,
and in that moment she could have killed hersdlf.

Cory ran with hishead up, straining with hislegs and lungs and eyes at the long path. He puffed up
the dope to the wood, agonized for bregth after the forty-five minutes heavy going. He couldn't even
notice the damp smdl of moldintheair.

He caught amovement in athicket to hisright, and dropped. Struggling to keep hisbresth, he crept
forward until he could see clearly. There was something in there, dl right. Something black, keeping till.
Cory relaxed hislegs and torso completely to make it eesier for his heart to pump some strength back
into them, and dowly raised the 12-gauge until it bore on the thing hidden in the thicket.



"Come out!" Cory said when he could spesk.

Nothing happened.

"Come out or by God I'll shoot!" rasped Cory.

There was along moment of sllence, and hisfinger tightened on the trigger.

"You asked for it," he said, and as he fired, the thing legped sideways into the open, screaming.

It was athin little man dressed in sepulchral black and bearing the rosiest baby face Cory had ever
seen. The face was twisted with fright and pain. The man scrambled to his feet and hopped up and down
saying over and over, "Oh, my hand. Don't shoot again! Oh, my hand. Don't shoot again!" He stopped
after abit, when Cory had climbed to hisfeet, and he regarded the farmer out of sad china-blue eyes.
"You shot me," he said reproachfully, holding up alittle bloody hand. " Oh, my goodness.™

Cory sad, "Now, who the hell areyou?’

The man immediately became hysterica, mouthing such aflood of broken sentencesthat Cory
stepped back a pace and haf raised hisgun in self-defense. It seemed to consst mostly of "I lost my
papers” and "l didnt doit,” and "It was horrible, horrible, horrible," and "The dead man,” and "Oh, don't
shoot again.”

Cory tried twice to ask him a question, and then he stepped over and knocked the man down. He
lay on the ground writhing and moaning and blubbering and putting his bloody hand to his mouth where
Cory had hit him.

"Now what's going on around here?’

The manrolled over and sat up. "1 didn't doit!" he sobbed. "1 didn't. | waswalking dong and | heard
the gun and | heard some swearing and an awful scream and | went over there and peeped and | saw the
dead man and | ran away and you came and | hid and you shot me and—"

"Shut up!" The man did, asif aswitch had been thrown. "Now," said Cory, pointing aong the path,
"you say there's adead man up there?'

The man nodded and began crying in earnest. Cory helped him up. "Follow this path back to my
farmhouse" he sad. "Tdl my wifeto fix up your hand. Don't tel her anything ese. And wait there until |
come. Hear?"'

"Y es. Thank you. Oh, thank you. Snff."

"Go on now." Cory gave him agentle shove in the right direction and went done, in cold fear, up the
path to the spot where he had found Alton the night before.

Hefound him here now, too, and Kimbo. Kimbo and Alton had spent severd yearstogether in the
deepest friendship; they had hunted and fought and dept together, and the lives they owed each other
were finished now. They were dead together.

It was terrible that they died the same way. Cory Drew was a strong man, but he gasped and fainted
dead away when he saw what the thing of the mold had done to his brother and his brother's dog.

Thelittle man in black hurried down the path, whimpering and holding hisinjured hand asif he rather
wished he could limp with it. After awhile the whimper faded away, and the hurried stride changed to a
walk asthe gibbering terror of the last hour receded. He drew two deep bregths, said: "My goodness!”
and felt dmogt normd. He bound alinen handkerchief around hiswrigt, but the hand kept bleeding. He
tried the ebow, and that made it hurt. So he stuffed the handkerchief back in his pocket and smply
waved the hand stupidly in the air until the blood clotted. He did not see the great moist horror that
dumped dong behind him, dthough his nogtrils crinkled with itsfoulness.

The mongter had three holes dose together on its chest, and one hole in the middle of itsdimy
forehead. It had three close-set pitsin its back and one on the back of its head. These marks were where
Alton Drew's bullets had struck and passed through. Half of the monster's face was doughed away, and
there was a deep indentation on its shoulder. Thiswaswhat Alton Drew's gun butt had done after he
clubbed it and struck at the thing that would not lie down after he put hisfour bullets through it. When
these things happened the monster was not hurt or angry. It only wondered why Alton Drew acted that
way. Now it followed the little man without hurrying at al, matching his stride step by step and dropping
little particles of muck behind it.

The little man went on out of the wood and stood with his back against abig tree at the forest's edge,



and he thought. Enough had happened to him here. What good would it do to stay and face ahorrible
murder inquest, just to continue this silly, vague search? There was supposed to be the ruin of an old, old
hunting lodge deep in thiswood somewhere, and perhaps it would hold the evidence he wanted. Buit it
was a vague report—vague enough to be forgotten without regret. It would be the height of foolishness
to stay for dl the hick-town red tape that would follow that ghastly affair back in the woods. Ergo, it
would be ridiculousto follow that farmer's advice, to go to his house and wait for him. He would go back
to town.

The monster was leaning againgt the other Side of the big tree.

The little man snuffled disgustedly at a sudden overpowering odor of rot. He reached for his
handkerchief, fumbled and dropped it. As he bent to pick it up, the mongter's arm whufftd heavily in the
air where his head had been—a blow that would certainly have removed that baby-face protuberance.
The man stood up and would have put the handkerchief to his nose had it not been so bloody. The
creature behind the tree lifted its arm again just asthe little man tossed the handkerchief awvay and
stepped out into the field, heading across country to the distant highway that would take him back to
town. The monster pounced on the handkerchief, picked it up, Sudied it, tore it across severd timesand
ingpected the tattered edges. Then it gazed vacantly at the disappearing figure of the little man, and finding
him no longer interesting, turned back into the woods.

Babe brokeinto atrot at the sound of the shots. It was important to warn Uncle Alton about what
her father had said, but it was more interesting to find out what he had bagged. Oh, held bagged it, all
right. Uncle Alton never fired without killing. Thiswas about the first time she had ever heard him blast
away likethat. Must be a bear, she thought excitedly, tripping over aroot, sprawling, rolling to her feet
again, without noticing the tumble. Shed love to have another bearskin in her room. Where would she
put it? Maybe they could line it and she could have it for ablanket. Uncle Alton could sit on it and read
to her in the evening—Oh, no. No. Not with this trouble between him and dad. Oh, if she could only do
something! Shetried to run faster, worried and anticipating, but she was out of breath and went more
dowly ingtead.

At thetop of the rise by the edge of the woods she stopped and looked back. Far down in the valley
lay the south thirty. She scanned it carefully, looking for her father. The new furrows and the old were
sharply defined, and her keen eyes saw immediately that Cory had left the line with the cultivator and had
angled the team over to the shade treeswithout finishing hisrow. That wasn't like him. She could seethe
team now, and Cory's pae-blue denim was nowhere in sight. She giggled lightly to hersdlf as she thought
of the way shewould fool her father. And the little sound of laughter drowned out, for her, the sound of
Alton's hoarse dying scream.

She reached and crossed the path and did through the brush beside it. The shots came from up
around here somewhere. She stopped and listened severd times, and then suddenly heard something
coming toward her, fast. She ducked under cover, terrified, and alittle baby-faced man in black, hisblue
eyeswide with horror, crashed blindly past her, the leather case he carried catching on the branches. It
spun amoment and then fell right in front of her. The man never missad it.

Babe lay there for along moment and then picked up the case and faded into the woods. Things
were happening too fast for her. She wanted Uncle Alton, but she dared not call. She stopped again and
strained her ears. Back toward the edge of the woods she heard her father's voice, and another's
—probably the man who had dropped the briefcase. She dared not go over there. Filled with enjoyable
terror, she thought hard, then snapped her fingersin triumph. She and Alton had played Injun many times
up here; they had awhole repertoire of secret sgnals. She had practiced birdcalls until she knew them
better than the birds themselves. What would it be? Ah—Dblugay. She threw back her head and by some
youthful achemy produced a nerve-shattering screech that would have done justice to any jay that ever
flew. She repeated it, and then twice more.

The response was immediate—the call of ablugay, four times, spaced two and two. Babe nodded
to hersdf happily. That wasthe sgnd that they were to meet immediately a The Place. The Placewasa
hideout that he had discovered and shared with her, and not another soul knew of it; an angle of rock
beside a stream not far away. It wasn't exactly acave, but dmost. Enough so to be entrancing. Babe



trotted happily away toward the brook. She had just known that Uncle Alton would remember the call of
the blugiay, and what it meant.

In the tree that arched over Alton's scattered body perched alarge jaybird, preening itself and shining
in the sun. Quite unconscious of the presence of deeth, hardly noticing the Babesredidtic cry, it
screamed again four times, two and two.

It took Cory more than amoment to recover himsalf from what he had seen. He turned away fromiit
and leaned weakly againgt a pine, panting. Alton. That was Alton lying there, in —parts.

"God! God, God, God—"

Gradudly his strength returned, and he forced himsdlf to turn again. Stepping carefully, he bent and
picked up the .32-40. Its barrel was bright and clean, but the butt and stock were smeared with some
kind of gtinking rottenness. Where had he seen the stuff before? Somewhere—no maiter. He cleaned it
off absently, throwing the befouled bandannaaway afterward. Through hismind ran Alton'swords—was
that only lagt night>—"I'm goin' to Sart trackin’, an' I'm goin'’ to keep trackin' till | find the one donethis
job on Kimbo."

Cory searched shrinkingly until hefound Alton's box of shells. The box waswet and sticky. That
made it—better, somehow. A bullet wet with Alton's blood was the right thing to use. He went away a
short distance, circled around till he found heavy footprints, then came back.

"I'm artrackin' for you, bud," he whispered thickly, and began. Through the brush he followed its
wavering spoor, amazed a the amount of filthy mold about, gradualy associating it with the thing that had
killed his brother. There was nothing in the world for him anymore but hate and doggedness. Cursing
himsdlf for not getting Alton home last night, he followed the tracks to the edge of thewoods. They led
him to a big tree there, and there he saw something el se—the footprints of the little city man. Nearby lay
some tattered scraps of linen, and—what was that?

Another set of prints—small ones. Small, stub-toed ones. "Babe!”

No answer. The wind sighed. Somewhere ablugjay caled. Babe stopped and turned when she
heard her father's voice, faint with distance, piercing.

"Listen a him holler,” she crooned ddlightedly. "Gee, he sounds mad.” She sent ajaybird's cal
disrespectfully back to him and hurried to The Place.

It conssted of amammoth boulder beside the brook. Some upheava in the glacial age had cleft it,
cutting out a huge V-shaped chunk. The widest part of the cleft was at the water's edge, and the
narrowest was hidden by bushes. It made alittle ceilingless room, rough and uneven and full of potholes
and caveletsingde, and yet with quite alevel floor. The open end was at the water's edge.

Babe parted the bushes and peered down the cleft.

"Uncle Alton!" she called softly. There was no answer. Oh, well, held be dong. She scrambled in and
did down to thefloor.

Shelovedit here. It was shaded and cool, and the chattering stream filled it with shifting golden lights
and laughing gurgles. She called again, on principle, and then perched on an outcropping to wait. It was
only then sheredized that she dtill carried thelittle man's briefcase.

Sheturned it over acouple of times and then openedit. It was divided in the middle by aleather wall.
On one side were afew papersin alarge yellow envelope, and on the other some sandwiches, a candy
bar, and an apple. With ayoungster's complacent acceptance of mannafrom heaven, Babefell to. She
saved one sandwich for Alton, mainly because she didn't likeits highly spiced bologna. The rest made
quite afeadt:

She was alittle worried when Alton hadn't arrived, even after she had consumed the apple core. She
got up and tried to skim some flat pebbles across the rolling brook, and she stood on her hands, and she
tried to think of agtory to tell hersdlf, and shetried just waiting. Findly, in desperation, sheturned again
to the briefcase, took out the papers, curled up by the rocky wall and began to read them. It was
something to do, anyway.

There was an old newspaper clipping that told about strange willsthat people had left. An old lady
had once |eft alot of money to whoever would make the trip from the Earth to the Moon and back.
Another had financed ahome for cats whose masters and mistresses had died. A man |eft thousands of



dollarsto thefirst person who could solve a certain mathematical problem and prove his solution. But
oneitem was blue-penciled. It was.

One of the strangest of wills till in forceisthat of Thaddeus M. Kirk, who died in 1926. It appears
that he built an e aborate mausoleum with burid vaultsfor al the remains of hisfamily. He collected and
removed caskets from al over the country to fill the designated niches. Kirk wasthelast of hisline; there
were no relaives when he died. Hiswill stated that the mausoleum was to be kept in repair permanently,
and that a certain sum was to be set asde as areward for whoever could produce the body of his
grandfather, Roger Kirk, whose nicheis still empty. Anyonefinding thisbody isdigibleto receivea
substantid fortune.

Babe yawned vaguely over this, but kept on reading because there was nothing else to do. Next was
athick sheet of business correspondence, bearing the letterhead of afirm of lawyers. The body of it ran:

In regard to your query regarding the will of Thaddeus Kirk, we are authorized to state that his
grandfather was a man about five feet, five inches, whose left arm had been broken and who had a
triangular Slver plate set into his skull. Thereisno information as to the wheregbouts of his death. He
disappeared and was declared legally dead after the lapse of fourteen years.

The amount of the reward as stated in the will, plus accrued interest, now amountsto afraction over
$62,000. Thiswill be paid to anyone who produces the remains, providing that said remains answer
descriptions kept in our privatefiles.

There was more, but Babe was bored. She went on to the little black notebook. There was nothing
init but penciled and highly abbreviated records of visitsto libraries; quotations from bookswith titles
like"Higtory of Angdinaand Tyler Counties' and "Kirk Family History." Babe threw that aside, too.
Where could Uncle Alton be?

She began to sing tunedesdy, "Tumaumalum turn, tatata," pretending to dance aminuet with
flowering skirtslike agirl she had seeninthe movies. A rustle of the bushes at the entrance to The Place
stopped her. She peeped upward, saw them being thrust aside. Quickly sheranto atiny cul-de-sacin
therock wall, just big enough for her to hidein. She giggled at the thought of how surprised Uncle Alton
would be when she jumped out at him.

She heard the newcomer, shuffling down the steep dope of the crevice and land heavily on thefloor.
There was something about the sound—What wasiit? It occurred to her that though it was ahard job for
abig man like Uncle Alton to get through the little opening in the bushes, she could hear no heavy
breathing. She heard no breething at al!

Babe peeped out into the main cave and squedled in utmost horror. Standing there was, not Uncle
Alton, but amassve caricature of aman: ahugething like an irregular mud doll, clumsly made. It
quivered and parts of it glistened and parts of it were dried and crumbly. Half of the lower left part of its
face was gone, giving it alopsided look. It had no perceptible mouth or nose, and its eyes were crooked,
one higher than the other, both adingy brown with no whites at dl. It sood quite till looking at her, its
only movement asteedy undive quivering.

It wondered about the queer little noise Babe had made.

Babe crept far back againgt alittle pocket of stone, her brain running around and around in tiny
circles of agony. She opened her mouth to cry out, and could not. Her eyes bulged and her face flamed
with the strangling effort, and the two golden ropes of her braided hair twitched and twitched as she
hunted hopelessly for away out. If only she were out in the open—or in the wedge-shaped haf-cave
where the thing was—or home in bed!

The thing clumped toward her, expressionless, moving with adow inevitability that was the sheer
crux of horror. Babe lay wide-eyed and frozen, mounting pressure of terror stilling her lungs, making her
heart shake the whole world. The monster came to the mouth of the little pocket, tried to walk to her and
was stopped by the sides. It was such anarrow little fissure, and it was al Babe could do to get in. The
thing from the woods stood straining against the rock at its shoulders, pressing harder and harder to get
to Babe. She sat up dowly, so near to the thing that its odor was amost thick enough to see, and awild
hope burst through her voicelessfear. It couldn't get in! It couldn't get in because it wastoo big!

The substance of itsfeet spread dowly under the tremendous strain and at its shoulder appeared a



dight crack. It widened asthe mongter unfedlingly crushed itsalf againgt the rock, and suddenly alarge
piece of the shoulder came away and the being twisted dushily three feet farther in. It lay quietly with its
muddy eyesfixed on her, and then brought one thick arm up over its head and reached.

Babe scrambled in the inch farther she had believed impossible, and thefilthy clubbed hand stroked
down her back, leaving atrail of muck on the blue denim of the shirt she wore. The monster surged
suddenly and, lying full length now, gained that last preciousinch. A black hand seized one of her braids,
and for Babe the lights went ouit.

When she came to, she was dangling by her hair from that same crusted paw. Thething held her high,
so that her face and its featurel ess head were not more than afoot apart. It gazed a her with amild
curiogty initseyes, and it swung her dowly back and forth. The agony of her pulled hair did what fear
could not do—gave her avoice. She screamed. She opened her mouth and puffed up her powerful
young lungs, and she sounded off. She held her throat in the position of thefirst scream, and her chest
labored and pumped more air through the frozen throat. Shrill and monotonous and infinitely piercing, her
screams.

Thething did not mind. It held her as she was, and watched. When it had learned dl it could from this
phenomenon, it dropped her jarringly, and looked around the half-cave, ignoring the stunned and huddled
Babe. It reached over and picked up the leather briefcase and tore it twice across asif it weretissue. It
saw the sandwich Babe had |eft, picked it up, crushed it, dropped it.

Babe opened her eyes, saw that she was free, and just as the thing turned back to her she dived
between itslegs and out in the shallow pooal in front of the rock, paddied across and hit the other bank
screaming. A viciouslittlelight of fury burned in her; she picked up agrapefruit-sized stone and hurled it
with al her frenzied might. It flew low and fast, and struck squashily on the mongter'sankle. Thething
was just taking a step toward the water; the stone caught it off balance, and its unpracticed equilibrium
could not saveit. It tottered for along, silent moment at the edge and then splashed into the stream.
Without a second |ook Babe ran shrieking away.

Cory Drew was following the little gobs of mold that somehow indicated the path of the murderer,
and he was nearby when he first heard her scream. He broke into arun, dropping his shotgun and
holding the .32-40 ready to fire. He ran with such deadly panic in his heart that he ran right past the huge
cleft rock and was a hundred yards past it before she burst out through the pool and ran up the bank. He
had to run hard and fast to catch her, because anything behind her was that faceless horror in the cave,
and shewasliving for the oneideaof getting away from there. He caught her in hisarms and siwung her
to him, and she screamed on and on and on.

Babe didn't see Cory at dl, even when he held her and quieted her.

The mongter lay in the water. It neither liked nor didiked this new element. It rested on the bottom,
its massive head afoot benesth the surface, and it curioudy considered the factsthat it had garnered.
There wasthe little humming noise of Babe's voice that sent the monster questing into the cave. There
was the black materia of the briefcase that resisted so much more than green thingswhen hetoreit.
There wasthelittle two-legged one who sang and brought him near, and who screamed when he came.
Therewasthis new cold moving thing that he had fdlen into. It was washing his body away. That had
never happened before. That wasinteresting. The monster decided to stay and observe the new thing. It
fet no urgeto saveitsdf; it could only be curious.

The brook came laughing down out of its spring, ran down from its source beckoning to the
sunbeams and embracing freshets and hel pful brooklets. It shouted and played with steaming little roots
and nudged the minnows and pollywogs about in itstiny backwaters. It was ahappy brook. When it
came to the pool by the cloven rock it found the monster there, and plucked at it. It soaked the foul
substances and smoothed and melted the molds, and the waters below the thing eddied darkly with its
diluted matter. It was athorough brook. It washed dl it touched, persstently. Whereit found filth, it
removed filth; and if there were layer on layer of foulness, then layer by foul layer it was removed. It was
agood brook. It did not mind the poison of the monster, but took it up and thinned it and spread it in
little rings and around rocks downstream, and let it drift to the rootlets of water plants, that they might
grow greener and lovelier. And the monster melted.



"l am smdler," thething thought. "That isinteresting. | could not move now. And now this part of me
which thinksisgoing, too. It will sop injust amoment, and drift away with the rest of the body. It will
stop thinking and | will stop being, and thét, too, isavery interesting thing.”

'So the monster melted and dirtied the water, and the water was clean again, washing and washing
the skeleton that the monster had |eft. 1t was not very big, and there was a badly hedled knot on the | eft
arm. The sunlight flickered on the triangular silver plate set into the pale skull, and the skeleton was very
clean now. The brook laughed about it for an age.

They found the skeleton, Six grim-lipped men who cameto find akiller. No one had believed Babe,
when shetold her story days later. It had to be days later because Babe had screamed for seven hours
without stopping, and had lain like adead child for aday. No one believed her at dl, because her story
was dl about the bad fella, and they knew that the bad fellawas smply athing that her father had made
up to frighten her with. But it was through her that the skeleton was found, and so the men at the bank
sent a check to the Drews for more money than they had ever dreamed about. It was old Roger Kirk,
sure enough, that skeleton, though it was found five miles from where he had died and sank into the forest
floor where the hot molds built around his skeleton and emerged—a mongter.

So the Drews had anew barn and fine new livestock and they hired four men. But they didn't have
Alton. And they didn't have Kimbo. And Babe screams at night and has grown very thin.

BEAUTY AND THE BEAST
Henry Kuttner

When we explore the other planetsin our solar system, we may bring back seemingly
innocuous things like the "jewel" from Venus in this story—really not a jewel at all, but an egg
from which hatched a monstrous beast. And as the beast grew to adulthood, it had still more
surprises for the people of Earth.

Henry Kuttner was one of the most popular writers of science fiction in the 1940'sand 1950's,
and is still so well remembered that an omnibus of his best stories was recently published. Beauty
and the Beast is one of his early tales, never before reprinted.

Jared Kirth saw the meteor as he lay under the pines, staring up at the stars. He was on the verge of
dumber, and the deeping bag that wrapped hislean body was warm and comfortable.

Kirth wasfeding well satisfied with himself, his somach bulged with crisp, freshly caught trout, and
therewas till aweek |eft of the fortnight's vacation he had alowed himsdlf. So helay quietly, watching
the night sky, and the meteor shrieked its death agony in that last incandescent plunge through the
atmosphere.

But before it went out of sight, the luminous body seemed to turn and arc in midair. That was queer
enough. And even stranger was the shape of the thing, an elongated ovoid. Vaguely recaling that meteors
sometimes contained precious ores, Kirth marked the spot where the flaming thunderbolt fell beyond a
high ridge. And the next morning he shouldered hisfishing tackle and hiked in that direction.

So hefound the wrecked spaceship. It lay among the pines, abroken giant, its hull fused in many
places by the hesat of friction.

Kirth's pinched, rather mean mouth tightened as he looked down at the vessdl. He was remembering
that two months before aman named Jay Arden had |ft the Earth on the firgt interplanetary voyage.

Arden had been lost in space—s0 the papers had said. But now, apparently, his ship had returned,
and Kirth's gaunt, gray-stubbled face was eager as he hastened down the dope.

Hewalked around the ship, dipping on sharp rocks and cursing once or twice before he found the
port. But the metal surrounding it had fused and melted, so that entry was impossible at this point. The
gray, pitted, rough metal of the craft defied the tentative ax-blows Kirth gaveit. Curiosity mounted within
him.

He examined the ship more closaly. The sun, rising above the eastern ridge, showed afactor he had



previoudy overlooked. There were windows, circular deadlights, so fused and burned that they were as
opague asthe metdlic hull. Y et they were unmistakably of glass or some smilar substance.

It was not ordinary glass. It did not shatter under the ax. But asmall chip flew, and Kirth battered
away diligently until he had made asmall hole. Vapor gushed out of this, foul, stale, and mephitic, and
Kirth fell back and waited. Then he returned to hislabors. The glass was easer to shatter now, for some
reason, and it was not long before Kirth had chopped away a hole large enough to permit the entry of his
lean body. Firgt, however, hetook asmdl flashlight from hisbet and held it at arm's length within the
ship.

There was but one room, and this was a shambles. It was a mass of wreckage. Y et the air had
cleared, and there seemed to be no danger. Cautioudy Kirth squirmed through the deadlight.

So thiswas a gpaceship! Kirth recognized the chamber from newspaper pictures he had seen months
before.

In 1942 the ship had been new, shining, and perfect. Now, only afew monthslater, it wasaruin. The
controls were hopelesdy wrecked. Metal kits and canisters were scattered about the floor, broken straps
on the walls showing whence they had fdlen. And on the floor, too, lay the body of Jay Arden.

Kirth made a useless examination. The man was dead. His skin was blue and cyanosed, and his neck
was obvioudy broken. Scattered about his corpse were afew cellulose-wrapped parcels that had spilled
from abroken canister nearby. Through the transparent envelopes Kirth detected small black objects,
smdler than peas, that resembled seeds.

Protruding from one of Arden's pockets was a notebook. As Kirth drew it forth, awrapped parcel
fell to thefloor. Kirth hesitated, put the notebook aside, and opened the package.

Something fdl from it into his palm. The man gasped in sheer wonder.

It wasajewe. Ovd, large as an egg, the gem flamed glorioudy in the light of the dectric torch. It had
no color, and yet seemed to partake of al the hues of the spectrum.

It seemed to draw into itself athousand myriad hues—men would have died for such ajewd. Lovely
it was, beyond imagination, and it was—unearthly.

Finally Kirth tore his gaze from the thing and opened the notebook. The light wastoo dim, so he
carried it to the broken deadlight. Arden, seemingly, had not kept adiary, and his notes were broken and
disconnected. But from the book, severa photographs fluttered, and Kirth caught them asthey fell.

The snapshots were blurred and discolored, but certain details showed with fair clarity. One showed
athick bar with rounded ends, white against blackness. Thiswas a picture of the planet Venus, taken
from outer space, though Kirth did not realize it. He examined the others.

Ruins. Cyclopean, strange, and dien in contour, half-destroyed shapes of stone were blurred againgt
adim background. One thing, however, was clear. The spaceship was visble in the picture—and Kirth
gasped.

For the great ship was dwarfed by the gigantic ruins. Tdler than the vast Temple of Karnak,
monstroudly large were the stones that had once been cities and buildings. Vague and murky asthe
pictureswere, Kirth managed to form some conception of the gargantuan size of the structures shown in
them. Too, he noticed that the geometry seemed oddly wrong. There were no stairsvisble, only inclined
planes. And acertain primeval crudeness, alack of the delicacy noticeable even in the earlier Egyptian
artifacts, was sgnificant.

Most of the other photographs showed smilar scenes. One, however, was different. It depicted a
field of flowers, such flowers as Kirth had never before seen. Despite the lack of color, it was evident
that the blossoms were lovely with abizarre, unearthly beauty. Kirth turned to the notebook.

Helearned something from it, though not much. He read: "V enus seemsto be adead planet. The
atmosphereis bresthable, but only plant life exists. The flowers, somewhat resembling orchids, are
everywhere. The ground beneath them is covered with their seeds. | have collected a great many of
these. . ..

"Sincel found the jewd in one of the ruined structures, | have made another discovery. An intelligent
race once lived on Venus—the ruins themsalves denote that fact. But any inscriptions they might have left
have been long since eroded by the foggy, wet atmosphere and the eternd rains. So | thought, till this



morning, when in a subterranean chamber | discovered abas-relief amost buried in mud.

"It took me hoursto clear away the muck, and even then there was not much to see. But the pictures
are more sgnificant than any inscription in the ancient Venusian language could have been. | recognized,
quite clearly, the jewd | previoudy discovered. From what | have been able to make out, there were
many of these, artificidly created. And they were something more than mere gems.

"Unbelievable asit seems, they are—to use afamiliar pardled—eggs. Thereislifein them. Under the
proper conditions of heat and sunlight—so | interpret the bas-reliefs—they will hatch. . . ."

Therewere afew other notesin the book, but these were technical in nature and of no interest to
Kirth, save for one which mentioned the existence of adiary Arden had kept. He again searched the
ship, and thistime found the diary. But it was haf incinerated by its proximity to the fused port, and
utterly illegible.

Pondering, Kirth examined the various containers. Some were empty; others had dusty cindersin
them and emitted a burned, unpleasant odor when opened. The spoils of Arden's voyage were,
apparently, only the seeds and the jewe.

Now Jared Kirth, though shrewd, was not intelligent in the true sense of the word. Born on aNew
England farm, he had fought hisway up by dint of hard, bitter persistence and a continua insistence upon
hisown rights. Asaresult, he owned afew farmsand asmal village store, and permitted himsdlf one
brief vacation ayear. On thisfurlough neither hiswife nor his daughter accompanied him. He wasfifty, a
tall, spare, gray man, with cold eyes and atight mouth that was generally compressed asthough in denidl.

It is scarcely wonderful, therefore, that Kirth began to wonder how he might turn this discovery to
serve hisown ends. He knew that no reward had been offered for the finding of the spaceship,
supposedly logt inthe airless void. If there had been treasure of any sort in the vessel, hewould have
appropriated it, on the principle of "finder's keepers.” There was nothing, save for the seeds and the gem,
and Kirth had these in his pockets as he left the vessdl.

The ship would not be found for some time, since thiswas wilderness country. Meanwhile, Kirth
took with him Arden's notebook, to be destroyed at a more opportune moment. Though skeptical, he
thought more than once of Arden's comparison of the jewel with an egg, and, for aman who owned
severd farms, the concluson wasinevitable. If this"egg" could be hatched, despite the unlikeliness of the
idea, the result might be interesting. Even more—it might be profitable.

Kirth decided to cut short his vacation, and two days later he arrived a hishome. He did not stay
there, however, but went to one of hisfarms, taking with him hiswife and daughter.

Heat and sunlight. A topless, dectricaly warmed incubator wasthe logical answer. At night, Kirth
used asunlamp on the jewd . Meanwhile, he waited.

Intringcdly the gem might have vdue. Kirth could, perhaps, have sold it for alarge sum to some
jeweer. But he thought better of this, and planted some of the Venusian seedsinstead.

And, inthe strange jewd, dien life stirred. Heat warmed it —hest that did not now exist on gloomy,
ranswept Venus. From the sun poured energy, cosmic rays and other rays that for eons had been barred
from the stone by the thick cloud barrier that shrouded Venus. Into the heart of the gem stole energy that
et certain forcesin motion. Life came, and dim redlization.

There, on the straw of afilthy incubator, lay the vistant from another world. Unknown ages ago, it
had been created, for a definite purpose. And now—life returned.

Kirth saw the hatching. At midday he stood beside the incubator, gnawing on a battered pipe,
scratching the gray stubble on hisjaw. His daughter was beside him, alean, underfed girl of thirteen with
sdlow skinand hair.

"Itantanegg, Pa" shesaidinahigh, nasd voice. "Y ou don't redly expect that thing to hatch, do
you?'
"Hush," Kirth grunted. "Don't keep pestering me. I—hey! Look at that thing! Something's—"

Something was indeed happening. On the straw the jewd lay, flaming bright. It seemed to suck
sunlight into itself thirdtily. The dim radiance that had cometo surround it of late pulsed and
waned—ypulsed once more. The glow waxed-Waxed brighter! An opaque cloud formed suddenly, hiding
the gem. There came ahigh-pitched tinkling sound, amost above the threshold of hearing. It faded and



was gone.

The gray mist fled. Where the jewel had been was nothing. Nothing, that is, save for around, grayish
ball that squirmed and shuddered weskly. . . .

"That ain't achick,” thegirl said, her jaw hanging. "Pa—" There wasfright in her eyes.

"Hush!" Kirth said again. He bent down and gingerly prodded the thing. It seemed to writhe open,
with an odd motion of uncoiling, and atiny cresture like alizard lay there, its smal mouth open asit
suckedinair.

"I'll be damned,” Kirth said dowly. "A dirty littlelizard!" Hefelt vaguely sck. Thejewe he might have
sold at agood price, but this creature—what could be done with it? Who could want it?

Y et it was strange enough. It was shaped like aminiature kangaroo, dmogt, and like no lizard Kirth
had ever seen before. Perhaps he might sall it after all.

"Go git abox," he said to his daughter, and, when she had obeyed, he picked up the reptile gingerly
and deposited it in the impromptu prison.

Ashe carried it into the house, he glanced at the plot of ground where he had planted some of the
seeds. A few ydlowish, small spears were sprouting up. Kirth nodded approvingly and scratched his
jaw.
Mrs. Kirth, aplump, datternly woman, approached. Her face was prematurdly old, sagging in fat
wrinkles. Her brown eyes had a defeated |ook, though there was still something of beauty in them.

"What you got there, Jay?' she asked.

"Tdl you later," he said. "Git me some milk, Nora. And an eyedropper or something.”

Thiswas done. Kirth fed the reptile, which seemed to like the milk and sucked it down greedily. Its
amdl, glittering eyes stared up unwinkingly.

"Pa," thegirl said. "It'sbigger. Lotsbigger.”

"Couldn't be," Kirth said. "Things don't grow that fast. Git out, now, and leave me be."

And inits prison thetiny cresture that was to become the Beast drank thirtily of the milk, whilein the
dim, dien brain, clouded by the mists of centuries, thoughts began to tir. Thefirst faint chords of memory
vibrated . . . memory of apreviouslife, haf forgotten. . ..

Kirth's daughter had been right. The reptile grew, abnormaly and aarmingly. At the end of the
second day, it was Six incheslong from blunt muzzle to tapering tail. When the week was over, it was
more than twice aslarge. Kirth built apen for it and was secretly eated.

"I cansdl it, dl right," he exulted. " Some circusd pay me plenty. But it might git even bigger. I'll wait
abit."

Meanwhile he tended his Venusian plants. They were sprouting most satisfactorily now, and the
beginnings of buds were evident. They were astal as hollyhocks, but leafless. Thethick, rigid stem, pde
yelow in hue, was studded with swellings that presently burst into bloom.

At the end of the second week Kirth's garden was ariot of color, and he paid a photographer to
take sngpshotsin color. These he sent to severd horticulturd gardens, which wereimmediately
interested. A reporter got on thetrail and interviewed Kirth.

Kirth was wary and spoke of plant grafting and experiments he had made. A new species of flower it
was, and he had grown them. Y es, he had some seeds, and would sdll them. . . .

The wrecked spaceship had not yet been discovered. And in its sty the Beast ate enormoudy of
vegetables, and of swill which Kirth refused the reluctant hogs, and drank anything it could get. A
scientist would have known, by the shape of the Beast'steeth, that it was carnivorous or at least
omnivorous, but Kirth did not know, and the reptile did not appear to object to its menu. It grew,
remarkably, and its basal metabolism was so high that its scaly body emitted perceptable hest.

It was as large now asastdlion. But it seemed so gentle that Kirth took no warning, though he kept
arevolver in his pocket whenever he approached his bizarre charge.

The dim memorieswithin the Beast's brain stirred into life from time to time. But one factor
predominated, drowning them and lulling them to dumber. The Beast knew, somehow, thet it was
necessary for him to grow. Before anything ese, he mugt attain hisfull growth and maturity. After that—

The Beast wasintelligent, not with the gptitude of achild, but with the mind of ahalf-drugged adult.



And hewas not born of Earth. The dien chemistry of hisbody sent unknown secretions coursing through
hisveins, and, as he ate and grew, that strange mind worked. . . .

The Beast learned, though as yet he could not take advantage of his knowledge. The Kirths
conversation was clearly audible to him through the open windows of the farmhouse, and their televisor
was very often turned on. From observing the humans, he grew to recognize their moods, and in turn
came to associ ate certain word-sounds with those moods.

He learned that certain grimaces accompanied aspecia set of emotions. He grew to understand
laughter and tears.

Onething he did not understand—a ook that cameinto the eyes of Mrs. Kirth and her daughter, and
sometimesinto Kirth's eyes, asthey watched him. It was repugnance and horror, but the Beast did not
know that.

Two months passed dowly. Kirdi received many checksin hismail. The new flowers had proved
tremendoudy popular, and florists demanded them avidly. Loveier than orchids they were, and they did
not fade for along time after being cut.

Kirth was not shrewd enough to keep control of the plantsin his own hands, and the distribution of
them got beyond him. Since the flowerswould flourish in any climate, they were grown from Cdiforniato
New Y ork. Fields of them formed a carpet of beauty over America. The fad spread over theworld, and
in Buenos Aires, London, and Berlin no socidite attended a dansant without a corsage of the Rainbows,
asthe blooms cameto be called.

Kirth might have been satisfied with his growing bank account, but he had aready got in touch with
the owners of several circuses and told them he had afreak to sdll. Kirth was becoming apprehensive.
The Beast was uncomfortably huge, and people were noticing that scaled, swaying back asit moved
about. Kirth, with some trepidation, led the monster into the barn, though it followed willingly enough. But
the quarters were cramped. One blow from die mighty tail would have wrecked the structure, and that
was scarcely a pleasant thought.

Kirth would have been even more disturbed had he redlized what was going on in the monster's
brain. The fogs were disspating as the Beast approached swift maturity. Intelligence and memory were
returning. And aready die cresture could understand many English words.

That was natural enough. A child does die same, over aperiod of years, by aprocess of association,
experiment, and mental retention of word-sounds. The Beast was not achild. He was ahighly intelligent
being, and for months he had been in close contact with human beings. At times, he found it hard to
concentrate, and would devote himself to feeding and deeping, in adull, pleasantly languorous stupor.
Then the driving, inexorable force within him would avaken him to life once more.

It was hard to remember. The metamorphosis he had undergone had dtered the psychic patterns of
his mind to some degree. But one day he saw, through a crack in the barn, the Venusian flowers, and by
anatura process of association thought of long-forgotten things. Then adull, gray, rainy day occurred. . .

Rain. Chill, bleak water that splashed on his scaled hide. Thick fogs, through which structures reared.
And among those stone buildings moved beings like himsdlf. The Beast remembered. . . .

The hideous, armored head swayed in the dimness of the barn. The saucer eyes stared into vacancy.
Tremendous and frightful, the Beast crouched, while its thoughts went far and far into the dusty ages of
the past.

Others. There had been otherslikeitsdlf, the ruling race of die second planet. Something had
happened. Death . . . doom. Many had died. All over the rain-swegpt, twilit world the mighty reptiles had
perished. Nothing could save them from the plague that had come from outer space. The vast hulk
shuddered unessily in the gloom.

No escape. Y es, there had been one. Despite the beast form of the creatures, they had been
intelligent. And they had possessed science of akind. It was not Earthly science—Dbuit it had found an
escape.

Not in their own form. Nothing could protect the huge reptilian bodies from the plague. But in
another form ... aform in which the basic energy patterns of their bodies would remain unatered, though



compressed by the creation of atomic stasis. . .

Matter isnot solid. Bodies are formed of incredibly tiny solar systems, dectronsthat swing in wide
orbits about their protons. Under the influence of cold this submicroscopic motion is dowed down, and
at the point of absolute zero it ceases. But absolute zero means the cessation of al energy, andis
imposshble.

Impossible? Not on Venus, ages ago. As an experiment the life energy had been drained from one of
thereptiles. Asthe electrons drew in toward their protons, there had been ashrinkage . . . and achange.
A jewd of frozen life, an entity held in absolute stasis, lay before the Venusian scientists, waiting for the
heat and solar rays that would waken it to life once more.

Spacetrave, to those bulky and gigantic forms, wasimpossible. But if, in different guise, they could
fleeto another, safer world. . ..

That had been the plan. All the energies of the Venusian survivors were turned toward congtructing a
gpaceship. In thisvessdl the life-gems were to be stored and, as soon as possible, automatic robot
controls would guide the craft across space, to Earth. Once a safe landing had been effected, other robot
apparatus would expose the jewel sto sunlight and heat, and the Venusanswould live again after their
catal eptic voyage across the void. But the plan had not been completed. The plague wastoo deadly. The
paceship's unfinished ruins till lay hidden deep in aVenusian swamp, and it had been an Earth-man,
after al, who had brought one of the strange jewelsto his own world.

All over Venus the gems were hidden. The Beast had seen the night sky and learned that he was on
the third planet. That meant he had been brought here from his own world, and revivified by the
energizing rays. He felt gratitude to the Earthmen who had rescued him from the eternd life-in-degth.

Perhaps he was not the only one. Perhaps others of hisrace existed here, on Earth. Well, hewould
communicate with these humans, now that the fogs were clearing from his brain. Strange creatures they
were, bipeds, and hideous to the Beast's dien eyes. But he was grateful to them, nevertheless.

How could he communicate? The Earthmen were intelligent, that was evident enough. Hisown
language would be incomprehens ble to them, and though he could understand English after afashion, his
throat and tongue could not form recognizable words. Well, mathematics was a universal language, and
that could be the beginning. There was something he must tell Earthmen—something vitaly important. But
they were the ruling race on this planet, and it would not be too difficult to establish communication with
them.

The Beast moved clumsily. Hisbody lurched againgt the wall of the barn and, with a crackling crash,
timbers gave way. The big structures sagged down, and as the Beast drew back in dismay, he completed
the job of ruin. He stood amid the wreck of something that no longer resembled abarn. Impatiently, he
shook it off. Things on thisworld were delicate indeed. The heavy stone structures of Venuswere built to
withstand normal shocks.

The noise had been heard. Kirth came running out of the farmhouse, carrying a shotgun and holding
an dectric torch. Hiswife was beside him. They started toward the barn, and then paused, apprehensive.

"lt—it toreit down,” Mrs. Kirth said stupidly. "Do you think itll--Jay! Wait!"

But Kirth went forward, holding the gun ready. In the moonlight the gross bulk of the monster
loomed hideoudy above him.

And the Beast thought: It istime. Time to establish communication. . .

A hugefordeg lifted and began to trace adesign in the dirt of the farmyard. A circle formed, and
another. In time, amap of the solar system was clear.

"L ook at theway it's pawing," Mrs. Kirth said. "Like abull getting ready to charge. Jay—watch out!"

"I'mwatching," Kirth said grimly. And helifted the gun.

The Beast drew back, without fear, but waiting for the man to seethe design. Y et Kirth's eyes saw
only ameaningless maze of concentric circles. He waked dowly forward, his boots obliterating the
desgn.

"Hedid not noticeit,” the Beast thought. "I must try again. Surely it will be easy to make him
undergtand. In such ahighly organized civilization, only ascientist would have been entrusted with my
cae”



Remembering the gesture of greeting among Earthmen, the Beast lifted aforeleg and dowly extended
it. Shaking hands was fantasticaly impossible, but Kirth would recognize the significance of the maotion.

Insteed, Kirth fired. The bullet ripped dong the Beast's skull, apainful though not dangerous wound.
The Beast ingantly withdrew its paw.

The man did not understand. Perhapsit thought harm had been offered, had read menace in the
friendly gesture. The Beast lowered its head in amotion of submission.

At sight of that frightful mask swooping down, Mrs. Kirth broke through her paralysis of terror. She
shrieked in an agony of fear and turned to flee. Kirth, yelling hysterical oaths, pumped bullet after bullet at
thereptile.

The Beast turned clumdlly. It was not hurt, but there was danger here. Attempting to escape without
damaging thefrail sructuresal around, it managed to step on apigsty, ruinasilo, and crush in onewall
of thefarmhouse.

But this could not be helped. The Beast retreated and was lost in the night.

Theinhuman brain was puzzled. What had gone wrong now? Earthmen were intelligent, yet they had
not understood. Perhapsthe fault lay with itsalf. Full maturity had not been reached; the thought-patterns
were gtill not set in their former matrices. The fogs that shrouded the reptileés mind were not yet
completely dissipated. . . .

Growth! Maturity! That was necessary. Once maturity had been achieved, the Beast could meet
Earthmen on equa terms and make them understand. But food was necessary. . . .

The Beast lumbered on through the moonlit gloom. It went like a behemoth through fences and
plowed fields, leaving aswathe of destruction initswake. At first it tried to keep to roads, but the
concrete and asphalt were shattered benegath the vast weight. So it gave up that plan, and headed for the
digtant mountains.

A shouting grew behind it. Red light flared. Searchlights began to sweep the sky. But thistumult died
asthe Beast drove farther and farther into the mountains. For atime, it must avoid men. It must
concentrate on—food!

The Beadt liked the taste of flesh, but it aso understood the rights of property. Animaswere owned
by men. Therefore they must not be molested. But plants—cellulose—amost anything was fud for
growth. Even thelimbs of treeswere digetible.

So the colossus roamed the wilderness. Deer and cougars it caught and ate, but mostly vegetation.
Once, it saw an airplane droning overhead, and after that more planes came, dropping bombs. But after
sundown, the Beast managed to escape.

It grew unimaginably. Some effect of the sun'sactinic rays, not filtered as on cloud-velled Venus,
made the Beast grow far beyond the size it had been on Venus eons ago. It grew larger than the vastest
dinosaur that ever staked through the swamps of Earth's dawn, atitanic, nightmare juggernaut out of the
Apocaypse. It looked like awaking mountain. And, inevitably, it became clumser.

The pull of gravity was a serious handicap. Walking was painful work. Climbing dopes, dragging its
huge body, was agony. No more could the Beast catch deer. They fleetly evaded the ponderous
movements.

Inevitably, such acreature could not escape detection. More planes came, with bombs. The Beast
was wounded again, and redlized the necessity of communi cating with Earthmen without delay. Maturity
had been reached. . . .

There was something of vital importance that Earthmen must know. Life had been given to the Beast
by Earthmen, and that was a debt to be repaid.

The Beast came out of the mountains. It came by night, and traveled swiftly, searching for acity.
There, it knew, was the best chance of finding understanding. The giant's stride shook the earth asiit
thundered through the dark.

Onand on it went. So swift wasits progress that the bombers did not find it till dawn. Then the
bombsfdl, and more than one found its mark.

But the wounds were superficid. The Beast was amighty, armored Juggernaut, and such athing may
not be easily dain. It felt apain, however, and moved faster. The menin the sky, riding their air-chariots,



did not understand—but somewhere would be men of science. Somewhere. . . .

And so the Beast came to Washington.

Strangely, it recognized the Capitol. Y et it was, perhaps, natural, for the Beast had learned English,
and had listened to Kirdi's televisor for months. Descriptions of Washington had been broadcast, and the
Beast knew that this was the center of government in America. Here, if anywhere on Earth, there would
be men who understood. Here were the rulers, the wise men. And despite its wounds, the Beast felt a
thrill of exultation asit sped on.

The planes dived thunderoudy. The agrid torpedoes screamed down. Crashing they came, ripping
flesh from thet titanic armored body.

"It's stopped!" said a pilot, athousand feet above the Beast. "I think wevekilled it! Thank God it
didn't get into the city—"

The Beast ftirred into dow movement. Thefires of pain bathed it. The reptilian nerves sent their
unmistakable messages to the brain, and the Beast knew it had been wounded unto degth. Strangely it
felt no hate for the men who had dainit.

No—they could not be blamed. They had not known. And, after al, humans had taken the Beast
from Venus, restored it to life, tended and fed it for months. . . .

And there was till adebt. There was amessage that Earthmen must know. Before the Beast died, it
must convey that message, somehow.

The saucer eyes saw the white dome of the Capital in the distance. There could be found science,
and understanding. But it was so far away!

The Beast rose. It charged forward. There was no time to consider the fragility of the man-made
structures al around. The message was more important.

The bellow of thunder marked the Beast's progress. Clouds of ruin rose up from toppling buildings.
Marble and granite were not the iron-hard stone of Venus, and atrail of destruction led toward the
Capitol. The planesfollowed in uncertainty. They dared not loose bombs above Washington.

Near the Capitol was atall derricklike tower. It had been built for the accommodation of
newscasters and photographers, but now it served a different purpose. A machine had been set up there
hastily, and men frantically worked connecting power cables. A lens-shaped projector, gleaming in the
sunlight, was swinging dowly to focus on the oncoming mongter. It resembled agreet eye, high above
Washington.

It was a heet ray.

It was one of thefirst in existence, and if it could not stop the reptile, nothing could.

Still the Beast came on. Itsvitality was going fast, but there would still betime. Timeto convey its
message to the men in the Capital, the men who would understand.

From doomed Washington arose a cry, from ten thousand panic-strained throats. In the streets men
and women fought and struggled and fled from the oncoming mongter that towered against the sky,
colossal and horrible,

On the tower soldiersworked at the projector, connecting, tightening, barking sharp orders.

The Beast hdted. It paused before the Capitol. From the structure, men were fleeing. . . .

Thefogs were cregping up to shroud the reptile brain. The Beast fought againgt increasing lassitude.
The message-the message!

A mighty forepaw reached out. The Beast had forgotten Earth's gravity, and the clumsiness of itsown
gross bulk.

The massive paw crashed through the Capitol's dome!

Simultaneoudy the heset ray flashed out blindly. It swept up and bathed the Beast in flaming brilliance.

For aheartbeat the tableau held, the col ossus towering above the nation's Capitol. Then the Beast
fdl. ...

In degth, it wasterrible beyond imagination. The hest ray crumpled it amid twisted iron girders. The
Capitol itsaf was shattered into utter ruin. For blocks buildings collapsed, and clouds of dust billowed up
inathick, shrouding vell.

The clouds were blinding, like the mists that darkened the sight and the mind of the Beast. For the



reptile was not yet dead. Unable to move, the life ebbing swiftly from it, the Beast yet strove to Stretch
out one Monstrous paw. . . .

Darkly it thought: | must give them the message. | must tell them of the plague that destroyed dll life
on Venus. | must tell them of the virus, borne on the winds, againgt which thereis no protection. Out of
space, it cameto Venus, sporesthat grew to flowers. And now, the flowers grow on Earth. In amonth,
the petaswill fal, and from the blossomsthe viruswill develop. And then, dl life on Earth will be
destroyed, asit was on Venus, and nothing will exist on dl the planet but bright flowers and the ruins of
cities. | must warn them to destroy the blossoms now, before they pollinate. . . .

The mistswere very thick now. The Beast shuddered convulsively, and lay till. 1t was dead.

On arooftop, aman and awoman watched from the distance. The man said: "God, what ahorrible
thing! Look at it lying there, like the devil himsdlf." He shuddered and glanced away.

The white-faced woman nodded. "It's hard to believe the world can hold so much horror, and yet
can give us anything as beautiful asthis. . . ." Her dim fingers stroked the velvety petals of the blossom
that was pinned to her dress. Radiant, lovely, the flower from Venus glowed in the sunlight.

Already, pollen was forming within its cup.

SOME ARE BORN CATS

Terry and Carol Carr

If creatures from another star wanted to visit Earth in secret, perhaps they could do it by
changing their shapes so that they'd look like the everyday life-forms we're used to seeing . . . such
as cats. But even if the aliens could make themselves |ook like cats, how would they know how to
act? And a cat that doesn't act like a cat is very conspicuous. . . .

Carol and | have been married for a long time, and we've each written science fiction stories,
but Some Are Born Cats was the first one we wrote together. Perhaps that's the reason this story
isone of our favorites.

“Maybe he's an dien shape-changing spy from Arcturus,” Freddie said.

“What doesthat mean?' asked the girl.

Freddie shrugged. "Maybe he'snot acat a al. He could be some kind of aien creature that cameto
Earth to spy on us. He could be hiding in the shape of acat while he studies us and sends back reportsto
Arcturus or someplace.”

She looked at the cat, whose black body lay draped acrossthe top of the television set, white muzzle
on white paws, wide green eyes open and staring at them. The boy and the girl lay on her bed,
surrounded by school books.

"You're probably right,” she said. "He gives me the cregps.”

The girl's name was Alyson, and it was her room. She and Freddie spent alot of their time together,
though it wasn't aredl Thing between them. Nothing officid, nor even unofficid. They'd started the
evening doing homework together, but now they were watching " Creature Features,” with the sound
turned down.

"He dways doesthat,” Alyson said. "He gets up on the televison set whenever theré's a scary movie
on, and he drapes histail down the sdelikethat and just tares a me. I'm watching avampire movie,
and | happen to glance up and there heis, looking at me. He never blinks, even. It redlly fresks me out
ometimes™

The cat sat up suddenly, blinking. It yawned and began an elaborate washing of itsface. White paws,
white chest, white face, and the rest of him was raven black. With only the televison screenilluminating
the room, he seemed to float in the darkness. On the screen now was acommercia for campers;, aman
who looked Orienta wastelling them that campers were the best way to see America

“What kind of anameis Gilgamesh?' Freddie asked. "That's hisname, isnt it?'

"It'sancient Babylonian or something likethat,” Alyson told him. "Hewaskind of agod; therésa



wholelong story about him. | just liked the name, and he looked so scraggly and helplesswhen he
adopted us, | thought maybe he could use afancy name. But mogt of thetimel just call him Gil anyway."

"Is George short for anything?' the boy asked. George was her other cat, aplacid Siamese. George
was in some other part of the house.

"No, he'sjust George. Helooks so elegant, | didn't think he needed avery specid name.”

"Gilgamesh, you ought to pay more attention to George," the boy said. "He'sared cat; heactslikea
cat would redly act. Y ou don't see him sitting on top of horror shows and acting weird.”

"George gets up on the television set too, but he just goesto deep,” Alyson said.

The cat, Gilgamesh, blinked at them and dowly lay down again, spreading himself carefully acrossthe
top of the TV set. Hedidn't look at them.

"Do you mean Gil could bejust hypnotizing usto think hesacat?' Alyson asked. "Or do you
suppose hetook over the body of area cat when he arrived here on Earth?”

"Either way," Freddie said. "It's how he acts that's the tip-off. He doesn't act like acat would. Hey,
Gil, you redly ought to sudy George—he knowswhat it'sal about."

Gilgamesh lay dill, eyes closed. They watched the movie, and after it, the late news. An announcer
jokingly reported that strange lights had been seen in the skies over Watsonville, and he asked the TV
wegtherman if he could explain them. The weatherman said, “We may have anew wave of flying saucers
moving in from the Pacific." Everybody in the sudio laughed.

Gilgamesh jumped off the television set and left the room.

Freddie's Saturday morning began at eight o'clock with the “World News Roundup of the Week."
He opened one eye cautioudy and saw an on-the-pot reporter interviewing the families of three sky
divers whose parachutes had failed to open.

Freddie was about to go downgtairs for breakfast when the one woman reporter in the group
smilingly announced that Friday night, at 11:45 P.M., forty-two people had called the studio to report a
flying-saucer sighting. One man, the owner of afish Sore, referred to "a school of saucers.” The news
team laughed, but Freddi€e's heartbeat quickened.

It took him twenty minutesto get through to Alyson, and when she picked up the phone, he was
caught unprepared, with amouthful of English muffin.”

"Hdlo?Hdlo?

"Mmgfghm."

"Hdlo?Who isthis?'

"Chrglfmhph.”

"Oh, my goodnesst Mom! | think it's one of those obscene calldl" She sounded ddlirioudy happy.
But she hung up. Freddie swalowed and dided again.

"Boy, am| gladit'syou,” Alyson said. "Listen, you've got to come right over—it's been one
incredible thing after another ever since you left last night. First, the saucers—did you hear about
them?—and then Gil freaking out, then aredl creepy obscene telephone call.”

"Holdit, hold it," Freddie said. "I'll meet you back of the housein five minutes.”

When he got there, Alyson was lying ssomach down on the lawn, chewing ablade of grass. She
looked only dightly more calm than she sounded.

"Freddie," she said dmogt tragicdly. "How much do you know?!

"About as much asthe next guy.”

"No, serioudy—I mean about the saucerslast night. Did you see them?”

"l was adeep. Did you?'

"Seethem! | practicaly touched them." Shelooked deep into hiseyes. "But Freddie, that's not the
important part.”

“What is? What?'

"Gilgamesh. | serioudly believe he's having anervous breakdown. | hate to think of what elseit could
be." She got up. 'Wait right here. | want you to seethis.”

Freddie waited, a collage of living-color images dancing in his head: enemy sky divers, amassacred
schoal of flying saucers, shape-changing spiesfrom Arcturus. . . .



Alyson came back holding alimp Gilgamesh over her arm.

"Hewasinthelitter pan," she said sgnificantly. "He was covering it up.”

"Covering what up?"

"Hisdoo-doo, slly."

Freddie winced. There were moments when he wished Alyson were abit more liberated.

Gilgamesh settled down on Alyson'slap and purred franticaly.

"He has never, not once before, covered it up,” sheinssted. "He aways gets out of the box when
he'sfinished and scratches on the floor near it. George comes along eventudly and doesit for him."

Gilgamesh licked one paw and applied it to hisright ear. It was a highly adorable action, one that
never failed to please. He did it twice more—lick, tilt head, rub; lick, tilt head, rub —then stopped and
looked at Freddie out of the corner of hiseye.

"You seewhat | mean?' Alyson said. "Do you know what that look means?’

"He'sasking for gpprova,” said Freddie. "No doubt about it. He wantsto know if hedid it right."

"Exadtiy!"

Gilgamesh tucked his head between hiswhite paws and closed his eyes.

"Hefedsthat hesafalure" Alyson interpreted.

"Right."

Gilgamesh turned over on his back, let hislegsflop, and began to purr. Hisbody trembled likealawn
mower standing still.

Freddie nodded. "Overdone. Everything he doesis sdlf-conscious.”

"And you know when he's not salf-conscious? When he's staring. But he doesn't look like a cat then,
ether.” "What did he do last night, when the saucers were here?!

Alyson sat up straight; Gilgamesh looked a her suspicioudy.

"He positively freaked," she said. "He took onelook and histail bushed out and he arched his back. .

"That's not so freaky. Any kind of cat would do that."

"l know . . . it'swhat comes next." She paused dramatically. "In the middle of this bushy-tailed fit, he
stopped dead in histracks, shook his head, and trotted into the house to find George. Gil woke him up
and chased him onto the porch. Then you know what he did? He put a paw on George's shoulder, like
they were old buddies. And you know how George is—he just went long with it; hell groove on
anything. But it was so weird. George wanted to leave, but Gil kept him there by washing him. George
can't resst awash+—he'stoo busy grooving to do it himsalf—so he stayed till the saucerstook off."

Freddie picked up Alyson's half-chewed blade of grassand put it in hismouth. ™Y ou think that Gil,
for reasons of his own, manipulated George into watching saucers with him?”

Gilgamesh stopped being alawn mower long enough to bat listlessy at abumblebee. Then he looked
a Alyson dyly and resumed his purring.

"That's exactly what | think. What do you think?"' Freddie thought about it for awhile, gazingidly at
Gilgamesh. The cat avoided hiseyes.

"Why would he want George to watch flying saucerswith him?" Freddie asked.

Alyson shrugged elaborately, tossing her hair and looking at the clear blue of the Sky. "'l don't know.
Flying saucers are spaceships, aren't they? Maybe Gilgamesh came herein one of them.”

"But why would he want Georgeto look a one?

"I'll tell youwhat," said Alyson. "Why don't you ask Gilgamesh about that?*

Freddie glanced again a the cat; Gilgamesh waslying preternaturally ill, asthough adeep, yet too
rigid to betruly adeep. Playing 'possum, Freddie thought. Listening.

"Hey, Gil," he said softly. "Why did you want George to see the flying saucers?’

Gilgamesh made no acknowledgment that he had heard. But Freddie noticed that histail twitched.

"Comeon, Gil, you can tell me," he coaxed. "I'm from Procyon, mysdlf.”

Gilgamesh sat bolt upright, eyes wide and shocked. Then he seemed to recollect himsdlf, and he
swatted at a nonexistent bee, chased histail inacircle, and ran off around the corner of the house.

"You nearly got him that time," Alyson said. "That line about being from Procyon blew hismind.”



"Next timewetie him to achair and hang anaked light bulb over hishead," Freddie said.

After school Monday, Freddie stopped off at the public library and did alittle research. They kept
files of the daily newspapersthere, and Freddie spent severa hours checking through the papers for the
lagt severad monthsfor mentions of flying saucers or anything €lse unusud.

That evening, in Alyson'sroom, Freddie said, "L et's skip the French vocabulary for awhile. When
did you get Gilgamesh?'

Alyson had George on her lap; the placid Siamese lay like a dead weight except for hislow-grade
purr. Alyson said, "Three weeks ago. Gil just wandered into the kitchen, and we thought he was a
stray—I mean, he couldn't have belonged to anybody, because he was so dirty and thin, and anyway, he
didn't haveacollar."

"Threeweeks ago," Freddie said. "What day, exactly?' She frowned, thinking back. "Mmm . . . it
was a Tuesday. Three weeks ago tomorrow, then.”

"That figures," Freddie said. "Alyson, do you know what happened the day before Gilgamesh just
waked into your life?"

She gtared wonderingly a him for amoment, then something lit in her eyes. "That was the night the
sky was so loud!”

"Yes'" sad Freddie.

Alyson sat up on the bed, shedding both George and the books from her Iap in her excitement. "And
then that Tuesday we asked Mr. Newcomb in science class what had caused it, and he just said alot of
weird stuff that didn't mean anything, remember? Like heredly didn't know, but he was ateacher, and he
thought he had to be able to explain everything."

"Right," said Freddie. "An unexplainable scientific phenomenon in the skies, and the next day
Gilgamesh just happened to show up on your doorstep. I'll bet there were flying saucers that night, too,
only nobody saw them.”

George deepily climbed back onto the bed and settled down in Alyson'slgp again. Sheidly
scratched hisear, and he licked her hand, then closed his eyes and went to deep again.

"You think it wasflying saucersthat made al those weird noisesin the sky?" Alyson asked.

"Sure," he said. "Probably. Especidly if that was the night before Gilgamesh got here. | wonder what
hismissonis?'

“What?' said Alyson.

"I wonder why he's here, on Earth. Do you think they're redlly planning to invade us?"

“Who?" she asked. "Y ou mean people from flying saucers? Oh, Freddie, cool it. | mean ajoke'sa
joke, and Gilgamesh is pretty creepy, but he's only alittle black-and-white cat. HE's not some invader
fromMarg"

"Arcturus,” Freddie said. "Or maybe it'sredlly Procyon; maybe that's why he was so startled when |
sad that yesterday.”

"Freddie! HEsacat!" "Y ou think s0?' Freddie asked. "L et me show you something about your
innocent little Stray cat.”

He got off the bed and silently went to the door of the bedroom. Grasping the knob gently, he
suddenly threw the door open wide.

Standing right outside the door was Gilgamesh. The black-and-white cat |egped backward, then
quickly recovered himself and waked camly into the room, as though he had just been on hisway in
when the door opened. But Freddie saw that histall was fully bushed out.

"You gtill think he'sacat?' Freddie asked.

"Freddie, he'sjust alittleweird, that's all—"

"Weird? This cat's so weird he's probably got seven hearts and an extrabrain in his back! Alyson,
thisisno ordinary cat!"

Gilgamesh jumped up on the bed, studied how George was lying, and arranged himsdlf ina
comparable position next to Alyson. She petted him for amoment, and he began to purr his odd
high-pitched purr.

"Youthink he'sjust acat?' Freddie asked. "He sounds like a cricket.”



"Freddie, are you serious?' Alyson said. Freddie nodded. HE done his research at thelibrary, and
he was sure something strange was going on.

"Well, then," said Alyson. "I know what we can do. Well take him to my brother and seeiif he's
redly acat or not."

"Y our brother? But he's a chiropractor.”

Alyson smiled. "But he has an X-ray machine. Well seeif Gilgamesh redlly has those extra hearts and
al”

On her lap, George continued to purr. Next to her, Gilgamesh seemed to have developed atic inthe
gdeof hisface, but he continued to lie ill.

Alyson's brother, the chiropractor, had his office in the Watsonville Shopping Center, next door to
the Watsonville Bowling Alley. His receptionist told them to wait in the anteroom, the doctor would be
with them in amoment.

Alyson and Freddie sat down on ablack sofa, with the carrying case between them. From indgdethe
case came pitiful mews and occasiond thrashings about. From ingde the office came sounds of pitiful
cries and the high notes of Beethoven's Fifth. Somebody made a strike next door; the carrying case flew
afoot into the air. Freddie transferred it to hislap and held it steady.

A young man with longish brown hair and awhite jacket opened the door.

"Hey sgter, hi Freddie. What's happening?’

Alyson pointed to the carrying case. "Thisisthe patient | told you about, Bob.”

"Okay. Let'sgoinand takealook.”

He opened the case. Gilgamesh had curled himsdf into atight ball of fur, hisface pressed againgt the
corner. When the doctor lifted him out, Freddie saw that the cat's eyes were clenched shuit.

"I've never seen him so terrified,” Alyson said. "Waeird, fresky, yes, but never this scared.”

"| ill don't understand why you didn't take him to avet if you think he'ssick," her brother said.

Alyson grinned ingratiatingly. "Y ou're chegper.”

"Hmpf."

All thistime the doctor had been holding therigid Gilgamesh in the air. As soon as he put him down
on the examining table, the cat opened his eyesto twice their norma size, shot abushy tail sraight up,
and dashed under the table. He cowered there, face between paws. Alyson's brother crawled under the
table, but the cat scrambled to the opposite side of the room and hid behind a rubber plant. Two green
eyes peeked through the leaves.

"| think stronger measures are indicated,” the doctor said. He opened a drawer and removed a
hypodermic needle and asmall glass bottle.

Freddie and Alyson approached the rubber plant from each end, then grabbed.

Freddie lifted the cat onto the examining table. Gilgamesh froze, every muscle rigid—but hiseyes
darted dramatically around the room, looking for escape.

The doctor gave him the shot, and within seconds he was a boneless pussycat who submitted
docildy to theindignities of being X-rayed in eight different positions.

Ten minutes later Alyson's brother announced the results—no abnormalities, Gilgamesh wasa
perfectly hedthy cat.

"Does he have any extrahearts?' Alyson said. "Anything funny about his back?"

"He's completely normal,” said her brother. "Doesn't even have any extratoes." He saw theworried
expression on her face. "Wasn't that what you wanted to find out?’

"Sure" said Alyson. "Thanksalot. I'm redly relieved.”

"Me, too," said Freddie. "Very."

Neither of them looked it.

"Lousy job," said Gilgamesh.

They turned to look at him, mouths open. The cat's mouth was closed. He was vibrating like alawn
mower again, purring softly.

Freddie looked at the doctor. "Did someone just say something?”

"Somebody just said, 'Lousy job," said the doctor. "I thought it was your cat. | must be losing my



mind. Alyson?' Shelooked to bein shock. "Did you hear anything?'

"No. | didn't hear him say 'Lousy job' or anything likethat." Still in adaze, she went over to the cat
and stroked him on the head. Then she bent down and whispered something in his ear.

"Just haven't got the knack,” said Gilgamesh. "Crash course.” He amiled, closed hiseyes, and fdll
adeep. But there was no doubt that it was he who had spoken.

Freddie, who had just got over the first wave of disbdief, said, "What wasin that injection, anyway?"

"Sodium pentothal. Very smal dose. | think I'd better sit down.” The doctor staggered to the nearest
chair, dmogs missng it.

"Hey, Alyson?"' the doctor said.

"Huh?'

"Maybe you'd better tell me why you redly brought your cat in here.”

"Well," said Alyson.

"Comeon, littlesger, give" hesad.

Alyson looked at the floor and mumbled, " Freddie thinks he's a spy from outer space.”

"From Arcturus,” said Freddie.

"Procyon," said Gilgamesh. He yawned and rolled onto hisside.

"Wait aminute," said the doctor. "Wait aminute, | want to get something straight.” But he just stared
a thecat, at Freddie, at Alyson.

Freddie took advantage of the silence. " Gilgamesh, you were just talking, weren't you?"

"Lemmedeep,” Gilgamesh mumbled.

"What's your game, Gil?' Freddie asked him. "Are you spying on us? Y ou're really some shapeless
amoeba-like being that can rearrange its protoplasm at will, aren't you? Are your people planning to
invade Earth? When will thefirst trike hit? Come on, talk!”

"Lemmedeep,” Gilgamesh sad.

Freddie picked up the cat and held him directly under the fluorescent light of the examining table.
Gilgamesh winced and squirmed, feebly.

"Tak!" Freddie commanded. "Tdl ustheinvasion plans”

"Noinvason," Gilgamesh whined. "Lemme down. No fair drugging me."

"Areyou from Procyon?' Freddie asked him.

"Areyou from Killarney?" the cat sang, rather drunkenly. " Studied old radio broadcasts, sorry. Sure,
from Procyon. Tried to act like acat but couldn't get the hang of it. Never can remember what to do with
my tal."

"What are you doing on Earth?' Freddie demanded.

"Chasing arunaway," the cat mumbled. "Antisocid renegade, classified for work camps. Jumped bail
and ran. Tracked him to Earth, but he's been passing asanative.”

"Asahuman being?' Alyson cried.

"Asacat. It's George. Cuteli'l George, soft and lazy, liesin the sun dl day. Irresponsible behavior.
Antisocia. Never gets anything done. Got to bring him back, put him in awork camp.”

"Wait aminute," Freddie broke in. ™Y ou mean you came to Earth to find an escaped prisoner? And
Georgeisit? Y ou mean youre acop?'

"Peace officer,” Gilgamesh protested, trying to it up straight. "Law and order. Loyalty to the egg and
arisan pie. Only George did escape, 0 | had to track him down. | dways get my amoeba.”

Alyson's brother dazedly punched hisintercom button. "Miss Blanchard, you'd better cancel therest
of my gppointments,” hesaid dully.

"But you can't take George away from me!" Alyson cried. "Hes my cat!"

"Just athird-classamoeba,”" Gilgamesh sniffed. "Hard to control, though. More trouble than he's
worth."

"Then leave him herd" Alyson said. "If hesafugitive, he's ssfewith mel I'll give him sanctuary. I'll
sgn parole papersfor him. I'll be responsible—"

Gilgamesh eyed her blearily. "Do you know what you're saying, lady?"

"Of course | know what I'm saying! Georgeismy cat, and | love him—I guess you wouldn't know



what that means. George stays with me, no matter what. Y ou go away. Go back to your star.”

"Listen, Alyson, maybe you should think about this. . ." Freddie began.

"Shaddup, kid," said Gilgamesh. "I'll tell you, George was never anything to us but a headache. Won't
work, just wantsto lie around looking decorative. If you want him, lady, you got him."

Therewas aslence. Freddie noticed that Alyson's brother seemed to be giggling softly to himself.

After long moments, Alyson asked, "Don' | haveto sign something?'

"Nah, lady," said Gilgamesh. "We're not barbarians. I've got your voice recorded in my head.
Georgeisall yours, and good riddance. He was a blot on the proud record of the Procyon
Co-Prosperity Sphere." Gilgamesh got to his feet and marched rigidly to the window of the office. He
turned and eyed them greenly.

"Ligten, you tell George onething for me. Tell him he's dumb lucky he happened to hide out asacat.
He can be lazy and decorative here, but | just want you to know one thing: there's no such thing asa
decorative amoeba. An amoeba works, or out he goes!”

Gilgamesh disgppeared out the window.

Ontheway back to Alyson's house, Freddie did his best to contain himsdlf, but as they approached
her door, he broke their silence. "1 told you so, Alyson."

"Told mewhat?" Alyson opened the door and led him up the Sairsto her room.

"That the cat was an dien. A shape-changer, a oy hiding out here on Earth.”

"Pooh," she said. "'Y ou thought he was from Arcturus. Do you know how far Arcturusisfrom
Procyon?'

They went into her room. "Very far?' Freddie asked.

"Oh, boy!" Alyson said. "Very far!" She shook her head disgustedly.

George was lying in the middle of the bed, surrounded by schoolbooks. He opened one eye asthe
two of them tramped into the room, then closed it again and contented himsalf with asoft purr.

Alyson sat on the side of the bed and rubbed George's belly. " Sweet George," she said. "Beautiful
little pussycat.”

"Listen, Alyson,” said Freddie, "maybe you ought to think about George alittle bit. | mean, you're
responsible for him now—

"Hesmy ca," Alysonsad firmly.

"Yeah, well, sort of," Freddie said. "Not redlly, of course, because redly he's an dien shape-changing
amoeba from Procyon. And worse than that, remember what Gilgamesh said, he'sarunaway. HEsa
dropout from interstellar society. WWho knows, maybe he even uses drugs!”

Alyson rested alevel gaze on Freddie, apatient, forgiving look. "Freddie,” she said softly, "some of
us are born cats, and some of us achieve catness."

"What?"

"Wl look, if you were an amoeba from Procyon and you went sent off to the work camps,
wouldn't you rather come to Earth and be acat and lie around al day sunning yourself and getting
scratched behind the ears? | mean, it just makes sense. It proves George is sanel”

"It proveshe'slazy," Freddie muttered.

George opened hiseyesjust adit and looked at Freddie—alook of contented wonder. Then he
closed his eyes again and began to purr.

FULL SUN
Brian W. Aldiss

One of the creatures that has long lurked in the shadows beyond our scientific knowledge is
the werewolf, that supernaturally powerful blend of human and animal. Of course, we know
werewolves are only a superstition, they're nothing to worry about . . . but maybe that's what they
want us to think, so that, unmolested, they may grow in numbers till sometime in the future they
canrise again. Hereis a story about such a future.
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The shadows of the endless trees lengthened toward evening and then disappeared, asthe sun was
consumed by agresat pile of cloud on the horizon. Baank wasill at ease, taking hislaser rifle from the
trundler and tucking it under hisarm, athough it meant more weight to carry uphill and he wastiring.

Thetrundler never tired. They had been climbing these hills most of the day, as Baank'sthigh
musclesinformed him, and he had been bent almost double under the oak trees, with the machine aways
matching his pace beside him, keeping up the hunt.

During much of the wearying day, their instruments told them that the werewolf wasfairly close.
Baank remained dert, suspicious of every tree. Inthelast haf hour, though, the scent had faded. When
they reached the top of this hill, they would rest—or the man would. The clearing at the top was near
now. Under Balank's boots, the layer of dead leaves was thinning.

He had spent too long with his head bent toward the brown-gold carpet; even hisretinas weretired.
Now he stopped, breathing the sharp air deeply, and stared about. The view behind them, across
tumbled and amost uninhabited country, was magnificent, but Balank gave it scarcely aglance. The
infrared warning on the trundler sounded, and the machine pointed adender rod at aman-sized hesat
source ahead of them. Balank saw the man almost at the same moment as the machine.

The stranger was standing half concedled behind the trunk of atree, gazing uncertainly at the trundler
and Baank. When Baank raised ahand in tentative greeting, the stranger responded hesitantly. When
Bdank called out hisidentification number, the man came cautioudy into the open, replying with hisown
number. The trundler searched initsfiles, issued an okay, and they moved forward.

Asthey got level with the man, they saw he had a small mobile hut pitched behind him. He shook
handswith Balank, exchanging persond signals, and gave hisname as Cyfal.

Bdank wasatall, dender man, amost hairless, with the closed expression on hisface that might be
regarded as characteristic of his epoch. Cyfal, on the other hand, was as dender but much shorter, so
that he appeared stockier; histhatch of hair covered dl his skull and obtruded dightly onto hisface.
Something in his manner, or perhaps the expression around his eyes, spoke of the rare type of man
whose existence was chiefly spent outsde the city.

"l am the timber officer for thisregion,” he said, and indicated hiswristcaster as he added, "'l was
notified you might bein thisarea, Baank."

"Then youll know I'm &fter the werewolf."

"Thewerewolf? There are plenty of them moving through thisregion, now that the human population
is concentrated dmogt entirely inthe cities.”

Something in the tone of the remark sounded like socid criticism to Balank; he glanced at the trundler
without replying.

"Anyhow, you've got agood night to go hunting him," Cyfd said.

"How do you mean?"

"Full moon.”

Bdank gave no answer. He knew better than Cyfal, he thought, that when the moon was &t full, the
werewolves reached their time of greatest power.

The trundler was ranging about nearby, an antennadowly spinning. It made Baank uneasy. He
followed it. Man and machine stood together on the edge of alittle cliff behind the mohbile hut. The cliff
was like the curl of foam on the peak of agiant Pacific comber, for here the great wave of earth that was
thishill reached its highest point. Beyond, in broken magnificence, it fell down into fresh valleys. Theway
down was clothed in beeches, just asthe way up had been in oaks.

"That's the valley of the Pracha. Y ou can't seetheriver from here." Cyfa had come up behind them.

"Have you seen anyone who might have been the werewolf? His redl nameis Gondaug, identity
number Y B592 stroke ASZ5061, City Zagrad.”

Cyfd sad, "l saw someone thisway this morning. There was more than one of them, | believe.”
Something in his manner made Balank look at him closdy. "1 didn't speak to any of them, nor them to



me

"Y ou know them?'

"I've spoken to many men out herein the silent forests, and found out | ater they were werewolves.
They never harmed me."

Bdank sad, "But you're afraid of them?"

The half-question broke down Cyfa'sreserve. "Of course I'm afraid of them. They're not
human—not real men. They're enemies of men. They are, aren't they? They have powers greater than
ours.

"They can bekilled. They haven't machines, aswe have. They're not a serious menace.”

"Youtdk likeacity man! How long have you been hunting after thisone?’

"Eight days. | had ashot at him once with the laser, but he was gone. He'sagray man, very hairy,
sharp features.

"Youll stay and have supper with me? Please. | need someoneto talk to."

For supper, Cyfd ate part of adead wild animal he had cooked. Privately revolted, Baank ate his
own rations out of the trundler. In thisand other ways, Cyfd was an anachronism. Hardly any timber was
needed nowadays in the cities, or had been for millions of years. There remained some margina usesfor
wood, necessitating a handful of timber officers, whose main job wasto fix signals on old trees that had
falen dangeroudy, so that machines could fly over later and extract them like rotten teeth from the jaws
of theforest. The post of timber officer was being filled more and more by machines, asfewer men were
to be found each generation who would take on such a dangerous and lonely job far from the cities.

Over the eons of recorded history, mankind had raised machines that made his cities places of
delight. Machines had replaced man's early inefficient machines, machines had replanned forms of
transport; machines had cometo replan man'slifefor him. The old stone jungles of man's brief
adolescence were buried as deep in memory as the coa jungles of the Carboniferous.

Far away in the pile of discarded yesterdays, man and machines had found how to create life. New
foods were produced, neither meat nor vegetable, and the ancient whed of the past was broken forever,
for now the link between man and the land was severed: agriculture, the task of Adam, was as dead as
seamships.

Mentd attitudes were molded by physica change. Asthe cities became sdlf-supporting, so mankind
needed only cities and the resources of cities. Communications between city and city became so good
that physical travel was no longer necessary; city was separated from city by unchecked vegetation as
surely as planet is cut off from planet. Few of the hairless denizens of the cities ever thought of outside;
those who went physicaly outsde invariably had some eement of the abnorma in them.

"The werewolves grow up in citiesaswe do," Baank said. "It's only in adolescence they bregk awvay
and seek thewilds. Y ou knew that, | suppose?’

Cyfd'soverhead light was ungteady, flickering in aniirritating way. "L et's not talk of werewolves after
unset," hesaid.

"Themachineswill hunt them dl downintime.”

"Don't be so sure of that. They're worse at detecting awerewolf than amanis.”

"l suppose you redizethat's socid criticism, Cyfd?'

Cyfd pulled along sour face and discourteoudy switched on hiswristphone. After amoment, Balank
did the same. The operator came up at once, and he asked to be switched to the news satdllite.

He wanted to see something fresh on the current time exploration project, but there was nothing new
onthefiles. Hewas advised to dia back in an hour. Looking over at Cyfa, he saw the timber officer had
turned to a dance show of some sort; the cavorting figuresin the little projection were badly distorted
from this angle. He rose and went to the door of the hut.

Thetrundler good outside, ever dert, ignoring him. An untrustworthy light lay over the clearing. Deep
twilight reigned, shot through by the rays of the newly risen moon; he was surprised how fast the day had
drained away.

Suddenly, he was conscious of himsdlf asan entity, living, with alimited spoan of life, much of which
had aready drained away unregarded. The moment of introspection was so uncharacteristic of him that



he was frightened. He told himself it was high time he traced down the werewolf and got back to the city:
too much solitude was making him morbid.

As he stood there, he heard Cyfal come up behind. Theman said, "I'm sorry if | was surly when |
was so genuindy glad to seeyou. It'sjust that I'm not used to the way city peoplethink. Y ou mustn't take
offense—I'm afraid you might even think I'm awerewolf mysalf."

"That's foolish! Wetook ablood spec on you as soon as you were within sghting distance.” For all
that, he redlized that Cyfd made him uneasy. Going to where the trundler guarded the door, he took up
hislaser gun and dipped it under hisarm. "Just in case" he said.

"Of course. Y ou think he's around—Gondal ug, the werewolf? Maybe following you instead of you
following him?"

"Asyou sad, it'sfull moon. Besides, he hasn't eaten in days. They won't touch synthfoods once the
lycanthropic gene assertsitsdf, you know."

"That'swhy they eat humans occasiondly?' Cyfa stood slent for amoment, then added, "But they
are apart of the human race—that is, if you regard them as men who change into wolves rather than
wolves who changeinto men. | mean, they're nearer relationsto us than animals or machines are.”

"Not than machined" Balank said in a shocked voice. "How could we survive without the machines?’

Ignoring that, Cyfa said, "To my mind, humans are turning into machines. Mysdlf, I'd rather turninto
awerewolf."

Somewhere in the trees, acry of pain sounded and was repeated.

"Night owl," Cyfa said. The sound brought him back to the present, and he begged Balank to come
in and shut the door. He brought out some wine, which they warmed, salted, and drank together.

"Thesun'smy clock," he said, when they had been chatting for awhile. "I shal turnin soon. Y oull
deep too?'

"| don't degp—I've afresher.”

"I never had the operation. Are you moving on? Look, are you planning to leave me here al done,
the night of the full moon?' He grabbed Baank's deeve and then withdrew his hand.

"If Gondalug's about, | want to kill him tonight. | must get back to the city.” But he saw that Cyfa
was frightened and took pity on thelittle man. "But in fact | could manage an hour's freshing—I've had
nonefor three days."

"Youll takeit here?'

"Sure, get your head down—nbut you're armed, aren't you?"

"It doesn't dways do you any good."

Whilethe little man prepared his bunk, Balank switched on his phone again. The news feature was
ready and came up dmost a once. Again Baank was plunged into aremote and terrible future.

The machines had managed to push their time exploration some eight million million years ahead, and
there adeviation in the quanta of the €l ectromagnetic spectrum had halted their advance. The reason for
thiswas so far obscure and lay in the changing nature of the sun, which strongly influenced thetime
dructure of its own minute corner of the galaxy.

Baank was curiousto find if the machines had resolved the problem. It appeared that they had not,
for the main news of the day wasthat Platform One had decided that operations should now be confined
to the span of time dready opened up. Platform One was the name of the machine civilization, many
hundreds of centuries ahead in time, which had first pushed through the time barrier and contacted al
meachine-ruled civilizations before its own epoch.

What a disgppointment that only the € ectronic senses of machines could shuttleintime! Balank
would grestly have liked to visit one of the grest cities of the remote future.

The compensation was that the explorers sent back video pictures of that world to their own day.
These dien landscapes produced in Balank atremendous hunger for more; he looked in whenever he
could. Even onthetrail of the werewolf, which absorbed dmost dl hisfaculties, he had dided for every
possible picture of that inaccessible and terrific redity that lay distantly on the sametime stratum which
contained his own world.

Asthefirst transmissions took on cubic content, Balank heard a noise outside the hut, and was



instantly on hisfeet. Grabbing the gun, he opened the door and peered out, hisleft hand on the
doorjamb, hiswristset still working.

Thetrundler sat outsde, its senses ever functioning, fixing him with an indicator asif in unfriendly
greeting. A leaf or two drifted down from the trees; it was never absolutely silent here, asit could bein
the cities at night; there was always something living or dying in the unmapped woods. Asheturned his
gaze through the darkness—but of course the trundler—and the werewolf, it was said—saw much more
clearly in this stuation than he did—his vision was obscured by the representation of the future palely
gleaming at his cuff. Two phases of the same world were in juxtaposition, one standing on itsside,
promising an environment where different senses would be needed to survive.

Satisfied, dthough ill wary, Baank shut the door and went to St down and study the transmission.
When it was over, he didled arepest. Catching his absorption, Cyfa from hisbunk dided the same
program.

Abovetheicy deserts of Earth ablue sun shone, too smdl to show adisk, and from this chip of light
camedl terredtria change. Itslight was bright asfull moon'slight, and scarcely warmer. Only afew
strange and stunted types of vegetation stretched up from the mountainstoward it. All the old primitive
kinds of florahad vanished long ago. Trees, for so many epochs one of the sovereign forms of Earth, had
gone. Animals had gone. Birds had vanished from the skies. In the mountainous sess, very few life-forms
protracted their existence.

New forces had inherited thislater Earth. Thiswasthe time of the mgjestic auroras, of the near
absolute-zero nights, of the years-long blizzards.

But there were cities till, their lights burning brighter than the chilly sun; and there were the machines.

The machines of this distant age were monstrous and complex things, dow and armored, resembling
most the dinosaurs that had filled one hour of the Earth's dawn. They foraged over the bleak landscape
on their own inductable errands. They climbed into space, building their monstrous webbed arms that
sretched far from Earth's orbit, to scoop in energy and confront the poor fish sun with avast trawler net
of magnetic force.

In the natura course of its evolution, the sun had developed into itswhite dwarf stage. Itsphaseasa
yellow gtar, when it supported vertebrate life, was a brief one, now passed through. Now it moved
toward its prime season, still far ahead, when it would enter the main period of itslife and become ared
dwarf star. Then it would be mature, then it would itsalf be invested with an awareness countlesstimes
greater than any minor consciousnessit nourished now. Asthe machines clad in their horned
exoskeletons climbed near it, the sun had entered a period of quiescence to be measured in billions of
years, and cast over itsthird planet the light of a perpetud full moon.

The documentary presenting thisimage of postiquity carried acommentary that conssted mainly of a
rundown of the technical difficulties confronting Platform One and the other machine civilizations at that
time. It wastoo complex for Balank to understand. He looked up from his phone at last, and saw that
Cyfd had dropped adeep in hisbunk. By hiswrigt, against histouded head, a shrunken sun sill burned.

For some moments, Balank stood looking speculatively at the timber officer. The man's criticism of
the machines disturbed him. Naturally, people were ways criticizing the machines, but, after dl, mankind
depended on them more and more, and most of the criticism was superficial. Cyfa seemed to doubt the
wholerole of machines

It was extremely difficult to decide just how much truth lay in anything. The werewolves, for example.
They were and dways had been man's enemy, and that was presumably why the machines hunted them
with such ruthlessness—for man's sake. But from what he had learned at the patrol school, the creatures
were on the increase. And had they really got magic powers? Powers, that was to say, that were beyond
man's, that enabled them to survive and flourish as man could not, even supported by dl theforces of the
cities? The Dark Brother: that was what they called the werewolf, because he was like the night side of
man. But he was not man—and how exactly he differed, nobody could tell, except that he could survive
when man had not.

Stll frowning, Balank moved across to the door and looked out. The moon was climbing, casting a
pallid and dappled light among the trees of the clearing, and acrossthe trundler. Balank was reminded of



that distant day when the sun would shine no morewarmly.

The trundler was switched to transmission, and Baank wondered with whom it was in touch. With
Headquarters, possibly, asking for fresh orders, sending in their report.

"I'm taking an hour with my fresher,”" he said. "Okay by you?"

"Go ahead. | shall stand guard,” the trundler's speech circuit said.

Baank went back inside, sat down at the table and clipped the fresher across hisforehead. Hefdll
ingtantly into unconsciousness, an unconsciousness that force-fed him enough deep and dream to refresh
him for the next seventy-two hours. At the end of the timed hour he avoke, annoyingly aware that there
hed been confusion in hisskull.

Before he had lifted his head from the table, the thought came: we never saw any human beingsin
that chilly future.

He sat up Straight. Of coursg, it had just been an accidental omission from abrief program. Humans
were not so important as the machines, and that would apply even more in the distant time. But none of
the news flashes had shown humans, not even in theimmense cities. That was absurd; there would belots
of human beings. The machines had committed, a the time of the historic Emancipation, that they would
always protect the human race.

Well, Baank told himsdlf, he was talking nonsense. The subversive comments Cyfa had uttered had
put aload of mischief into hishead. Ingtinctively, he glanced over at the timber officer.

Cyfd was dead in hisbunk. Helay contorted with his head lolling over the Sde of the mattress, his
throat torn out. Blood till welled up from the wound, dripping very dowly from one shoulder onto the
floor.

Forcing himsdlf to do it, Balank went over to him. In one of Cyfd's hands, a piece of gray fur was
gripped.

Thewerewolf had called! Balank gripped histhroat in terror. He had evidently roused in timeto save
hisown life, and the creature had fled.

He stood for along time staring down in pity and horror at the dead man, before prizing the piece of
fur from hisgrasp.

He examined it with distaste. It was softer than he had imagined wolf fur to be. He turned the hairs
over inhispadm. A piece of skin had torn away with the hair. He looked &t it more closdly.

A letter was printed on the skin.

It wasfaint, but he definitely picked out an"S' to one edge of the skin. No, it must be abruise, a
gtain, anything but a printed letter. That would mean that thiswas synthetic, and had been left asa
fragment of evidenceto midead Baank. . .

Heran over to the door, grabbed up the laser gun as he went, and dashed outside. The moon was
high now. He saw the trundler moving across the clearing toward him.

'Where have you been?' he caled.

"Patrolling. | heard something among the trees and got aglimpse of alarge gray wolf, but was not
ableto dedtroy it. Why are you frightened? | am registering surplus adrendinein your veins.”

"Comein and look. Something killed the timber man.”

He stood aside as the machine entered the hut and extended a couple of rods above the body .on the
bunk. As he watched, Baank pushed the piece of fur down into his pocket.

"Cyfd isdead. Histhroat has been ripped out. It isthe work of alarge anima. Baank, if you are
rested, we must now pursue the werewolf Gondalug, identity number Y B5921 stroke AS25061. He
committed thiscrime.”

They went outside. Balank found himsdlf trembling. He said, " Shouldn't we bury the poor fellow?"

"If necessary, we can return by daylight.”

Argument was impossible with trundlers. This one was dready off, and Balank was forced to follow.

They moved downhill toward the River Pracha The difficulty of the descent soon drove everything
elsefrom Baank's mind. They had followed Gondaug thisfar, and it seemed unlikely he would go much
farther. Beyond herelay gaunt, bleak uplands, lacking cover. In this broken, tumbling valey, Gondaug
would go to earth, hoping to hide from them. But their instruments would track him down, and then he



could be destroyed. With good luck, he would lead them to caves where they would find and
exterminate other men and women and maybe children who bore the deadly lycanthropic gene and
refusadtolivein cities.

It took them two hoursto get down to the lower part of the valley. Great dabs of the hill had falen
away and now stood gpart from ther parent body, forming cubic hillsin their own right, with great sandy
cliffstowering up verticaly, crowned with unruly foliage. The Prachaitsef frequently disappeared down
narrow crevices, and the whole area was broken with caves and fissuresin the rock. It wasidea country
inwhichto hide.

"I must rest for amoment,” Balank gasped. Thetrundler cameimmediately to ahdt. It moved over
any terrain, putting out short legsto help itsaf when tracks and whedlsfailed.

They stood together, ill-assorted in the pale night, surrounded by the noise of thelittleriver asit
battled over itsrocky bed.

"Y ou're sending again, aren't you? Whom to?"'

The machine asked, "Why did you concedl the piece of wolf fur you found in the timber officer's
hend?'

Baank was running at once, diving for cover behind the nearest dab of rock. Sprawling in the dirt, he
saw abeam of heat szzle above him and dewed himsdlf around the corner. The Pracharan aong herein
asteep-sided crevasse. With fear lending him strength Balank took arun and cleared the crevassein a
mighty jump and fell among the shadows on the far sde of the gulf. He crawled behind agrest chunk of
rock, the flat top of which was severd feet above his head, crowned with a sagging pine tree.

Thetrundler called to him from the other Sde of theriver. "Baank, Baank, you have gonewrong in
your head!" Staying firmly behind the rock, he shouted back, "Go home, trundler! Y ou'll never find me
herel"

“Why did you concedl the piece of wolf fur from the timber officer's hand?'

"How did you know about the fur unless you puit it there? Y ou killed Cyfd because he knew things
about machines| did not, didn't you?'Y ou wanted me to believe the werewolf did it, didn't you? The
machines are gradualy killing off the humans, aren't they? There are no such things aswerewolves, are
there?"

"Y ou are mistaken, Baank. There are werewolves, dl right. Because man would never redly believe
they existed, they have survived. But we believe they exist, and to usthey are a grester menace than
mankind can be now. So surrender and come back to me. We will continue looking for Gondalug.”

Hedid not answer. He crouched and listened to the machine prowling on the other side of theriver.

Crouching on top of the rock above Balank's head was a sinewy man with aflat skull. He took more
than human advantage of every shade of cover as he drank in the scene below, his brain running through
the possihilities of the Situation as efficiently as hislegs could take him through wild grass. He waited
without stirring, and hisface was gray and grave and dert.

The machine came to adecision. Getting no reply from the man, it came gingerly around the rock and
approached the edge of the crevasse through which the river ran. Experimentaly, it sent ablast of heat
across to the opposite cliff, followed by abrief hail of armored pellets.

"Baank?' it cdled.

Baank did not reply, but the trundler was convinced it had not killed the man. 1t had somehow to get
across the brink

Baank had jumped. It considered radioing for aid, but the nearet city, Zagrad, was a great distance
away.

It stretched out itslegs, extending them asfar as possible. Its clawed feet could just reach the other
sde, but there the edge crumbled dightly and would not support its full weight. 1t shuffled dowly adong
the crevasse, seeking out theideal place.

From shdlter, Balank watched it glinting with amurderous dullnessin the moonlight. He clutched a
great shard of rock, knowing what he had to do. He had presented to him here the best—probably the
only—chance he would get to destroy the machine. When it was hanging across the ravine, he would
rush forward. The trundler would be momentarily too preoccupied to burn him down. He would hurl the



boulder at it, knock the vile thing down into theriver.

The machine was quick and clever. He would have only asplit second in which to act. Already his
muscles bulged over therock, aready he gritted histeeth in effort, already hiseyes glared ahead at the
hated enemy. Histime would come at any second now. Itwashimor it. . . .

Gondaug dertly stared down at the scene, involved with it and yet detached. He saw what wasin
the man's mind, knew that he looked a scant second ahead to the encounter.

His own kind, man's Dark Brother, worked differently. They looked farther ahead, just asthey had
aways done, in afashion unimaginable to Homo sapiens. To Gondal ug, the outcome of this particular
little struggle was immaterid. He knew that his kind had dready won their battle against mankind. He
knew that they till had to enter into their red battle against the machines.

But that time would come. And then they would defest the machines. In thelong days when the sun
shone aways over the blessed Earth like afull moon—in those days, hiskind would finish their age of
waliting and enter into their own savage kingdom.

THE SILENT COLONY
Robert Slverberg

If explorers from a distant planet wereto visit Earth, our world would seem terribly strange to
them, full of strange colors and smells and feelings. And even if they found something familiar,
that too could pose a sudden deadly danger.

Robert Slverberg is one of the premier writers of modern science fiction. His most recent
novel is The Sochastic Man.

Skid, Emerak, and Ullowa drifted through the dark night of space, searching the worlds that passed
bel ow them for some sign of their own kind. The urge to wander had come over them, asit does
inevitably to dl inhabitants of the Ninth World. They had been drifting through space for eons;, but timeis
no barrier to immortals, and they were patient searchers.

"I think | fed something,” said Emerak; "the Third World isgiving off signsof life."

They had visited the thriving cities of the Eighth World, and the struggling colonies of the Seventh,
and the experienced Skid had led them to the little-known settlements on the moons of the giant Fifth
World. But now they were far from home.

"Y ou're mistaken, youngster," said Skrid. "There can't be any life on aplanet so closeto the sun as
the Third World—think of how warmitid"

Emerak turned bright white with rage. "Can't you fed the life down there? It's not much, bat it'sthere.
Maybe you'retoo old, Skrid."

Skrid ignored theinsult. "'l think we should turn back; we're putting ourselvesin danger by going so
dose to the sun. We've seen enough.”

"No, Skrid, | detect life below.” Emerak blazed angrily. "And just because you're leeder of thistriad
doesn't mean that you know everything. It'sjust that your form is more complex than ours, and it'll only
be amatter of time until—"

"Quiet, Emerak." It wasthe cam voice of Ullowa. "Skrid, | think the hothead's right. I'm picking up
weak impressions from the Third World mysdlf; there may be some primitive life-forms evolving there.
WEIl never forgive ourselvesif we turn back now."

"But the sun, Ullowa, the sun! If we go too close—" Skrid was slent, and the three drifted on
through thevoid. After awhile hesad, "All right, let'sinvestigate.”

Thethree accordingly changed their direction and began to head for the Third World. They spiraled
dowly down through space until the planet hung before them, amottled bowl spinning endlesdly.

Invisbly they dipped down and into its atmosphere, gently drifting toward the planet below. They
strained to pick up signs of life, and as they approached the life-impulses grew stronger. Emerak cried
out vindictively that Skrid should listen to him more often. They knew now, without doubt, that their kind
of lifeinhabited the planet.



"Hear that, Skrid? Ligento it, old one."

"All right, Emerak," the elder being said, "you've proved your point. | never clamed to beinfdlible.”

"These are pretty strange thought-impressions coming up, Skrid. Listen to them, they have no minds
down there," said Ullowa. "They don't think."

"Fine," exulted Skrid. "We can teach them the ways of civilization and raisethem to our levd. It
shouldn't be hard, when timeisours.”

"Yes," Ullowaagreed, "they're so mindlessthat they'll be putty in our hands. Skrid's Colony, well call
the planet. | can just see the way the Council will go for this. A new colony, discovered by the noted
adventurer Skrid and two fearless companions—"

"Skrid's Colony, | like the sound of that," said Skrid. "L ook, theres adrifting colony of them now,
faling to earth. Let'sjoin them and make contact; here's our chance to begin.”

They entered the colony and drifted dowly to the ground among them. Skrid selected aplace where
aheap of them lay massed together, and made a skilled landing, touching all Sx of hisddicately
congtructed limbs to the ground and sinking dmost thankfully into aposition of repose. Ullowaand
Emerak followed and landed nearby.

"| can't detect any mindsamong them," complained Emerak, frantically searching through the beings
near him. "They look just like us—that is, as close aresemblance asis possible for one of usto haveto
another. But they don't think."

Skrid sent aprying beam of thought into the hegp on which hewaslying. He entered first one, then
another, of theinhabitants.

"Very strange," hereported. "1 think they've just been born; many of them have vague memories of
theliquid state, and some can recall asfar back asthe vapor state. | think we've ssumbled over
something important, thanksto Emerak.”

"Thisiswonderful!" Ullowasaid. "Here's our opportunity to study newborn entities firsthand.”

"It'sardief to find some people younger than yourself,” Emerak said sardonicaly. "I'm so used to
being the baby of the group that it feds peculiar to have dl these infants around.”

"It'squite glorious,” Ullowasaid, as he propelled himself over the ground to where Skrid was
examining one of the beings. "It hasn't been for amillion ten-years that a newborn has gppeared on our
world, and here we are with billions of them al around.”

"Two million ten-years, Ullowa," Skrid corrected. "Emerak hereisof thelast generation. And no
need for any more, ether, not while the mature entities live forever, barring accidents. But thisisabig
chance for us—we can make a careful study of these newborn ones, and perhaps set up arudimentary
culture here, and report to the Council once these babies have learned to govern themselves. We can
gart completely from scratch on the Third Planet. This discovery will rank with Kodranik's vapor
theory!"

"I'm glad you dlowed meto come," said Emerak. "It isn't often that ayoungster like me getsachance
to—" Emerak'svoicetailed off inacry of anazement and pain.

"Emerak?' questioned Skrid. Therewas no reply.

"Where did the youngster go? What happened?’ Ullowa said.

"Somefool stunt, | suppose. That little speech of hiswastoo good to be true, Ullowa."

"No, | can't seem to locate him anywhere. Can you? Uh, Skrid! Help me! I'm—I'm—Skrid, it's
killingmel™

The sense of pain that burst from Ullowawas very red, and it left Skrid trembling. "Ullowal Ullowal"

Skrid felt fear for the first timein more eons than he could remember, and the unfamiliar
fright-sensation disturbed his sengtively baanced mind. "Emerald Ullowal Why don't you answer?'

Isthisthe end, Skrid thought, the end of everything? Are we going to perish here after so many years
of life? To die done and unattended, on adisma planet billions of milesfrom home? Death wasa
concept too aien for him to accept.

Hecdled again, hisimpulses stronger thistime. "Emerak! Ullowal Where are you?"

In panic, he shot beams of thought al around, but the only radiations he picked up were the mindless
ones of the newly born.



"Ullowd"

There was no answer, and Skrid began to fed hisfragile body disintegrating. The limbs he had been
s0 proud of—so complex and finely traced—began to blur and twist. He sent out one more frantic cry,
feding the weight of his greet age, and sensing the dying thoughts of the newly born around him. Then he
melted and trickled away over the heap, while the newborn snowflakes of the Third World watched
uncomprehending, even astheir own doom was upon them. The sun was beginning to climb over the
horizon, and its deadly warmth beat down.

THE STREET THAT WASN'T THERE
Clifford D. Simak and Carl Jacobi

Many science fiction writers have theorized that there might be other "dimensions' or other
"planes’ of reality, inhabited by beings totally unknown to us. But what if such eerie creatures
began to make their way into our world? What effect would they have on us? This deceptively
quiet story suggests an unexpected kind of invasion from beyond.

Both Clifford Smak and Carl Jacobi are long-time authors of sciencefiction, their earliest
stories dating back into the 1930's. The Street That Wasn't There, written when they were both
member s of the Minneapolis Fantasy Society, istheir only collaboration.

Mr. Jonathan Chambers|eft his house on Maple Street a exactly seven o'clock in the evening and
set out on the daily walk he had taken, at the same time, come rain or snow, for twenty solid years.

Thewalk never varied. He paced two blocks down Maple Street, stopped at the Red Star
confectionery to buy a Rosa Trofero perfecto, then walked to the end of the fourth block on Maple.
There he turned right on Lexington, followed Lexington to Oak, down Oak and so by way of Lincoln
back to Maple again and to his home.

Hetook histime. He ways returned to hisfront door at exactly seven forty-five. No one ever
stopped to talk with him. Even the man at the Red Star confectionery, where he bought hiscigar,
remained silent while the purchase was being made. Mr. Chambers merely tapped on the glasstop of the
counter with a coin, the man reached in and brought forth the box, and Mr. Chamberstook hiscigar.
That wasdl.

For people long ago had gathered that Mr. Chambers desired to be | eft done. The newer generation
of townsfolk called it eccentricity. Certain uncouth persons had adifferent word for it. The oldsters
remembered that this queer-looking individud with hisblack silk muffler, rosewood cane, and bowler hat
once had been aprofessor a State University.

A professor of metaphysics, they seemed to recall, or some such outlandish subject. At any rate, a
furore of some sort was connected with his name—at the time an academic scandal. He had written a
book, and he had taught the subject matter of that volumeto his classes. What that subject matter was
had been long forgotten, but it had been considered sufficiently revolutionary to cost Mr. Chambershis
post at the Universty.

A slver moon shone over the chimneytops and a chill, impish October wind was rustling the dead
leaves when Mr. Chambers started out at seven o'clock. It was agood night, he told himsdlf, smelling the
clean, crigp air of autumn and the faint pungence of distant wood smoke.

Hewaked unhurriedly, swinging his cane abit less jauntily than twenty years ago. He tucked the
muffler more securely under the rusty old topcoat and pulled hisbowler hat more firmly on hishead. He
noticed that the streetlight at the corner of Maple and Jefferson was out, and he grumbled alittle to
himsalf when he was forced to step off the walk to encircle a boarded-off section of newly laid concrete
work before the driveway of 816.

It seemed that he reached the corner of Lexington and Maple just abit too quickly, but hetold
himself that this couldn't be. For he had never done that. For twenty years, snce the year following his
expulsion from the University, he had lived by the clock. The samething, at the sametime, day after day.



He had not ddliberately set upon such alife of routine. A bacheor, living one with sufficient money to
supply his humble needs, the timed existence had grown on him gradually.

So heturned on Lexington and back on Oak. The dog at the corner of Oak and Jefferson was
waiting for him once again and came out snarling and growling, snapping at hishedls. But Mr. Chambers
pretended not to notice and the beast gave up the chase.

A radio blared down the street and faint phrases floated to Mr. Chambers.

". .. dill taking place. . . Empire State building disappeared . . . thinair . . . famed scientist, Dr.
Edmund Harcourt . . ."

The wind whipped the muted words away and Mr. Chambers grumbled to himself. Another one of
those fantastic radio dramas, probably. He remembered one from many years before, something about
the Martians. And Harcourt! What did Harcourt have to do with it? He was one of the men who had
ridiculed the book Mr. Chambers had written.

But he pushed speculation away, sniffed the clean, crisp air again, looked at the familiar things that
materiaized out of the late-autumn darkness as he walked along. For there was nothing, absolutely
nothing in the world, that he would let upset him. That was atenet he had laid down twenty years ago.

There was a crowd of men talking excitedly in front of the drugstore at the corner of Oak and
Lincoln. Mr. Chambers caught sentences:. "It's happening everywhere. . . . What do you think it is?. . .
The scientistscan't explain ... ."

But as Mr. Chambers neared them they fell into what seemed an abashed silence and watched him
pass. He, on his part, gave them no sign of recognition. That was the way it had been for many years,
ever since the people had become convinced that he did not wish to talk. One of the men half started
forward asif to speak to him, but then stepped back and Mr. Chambers continued on hiswalk.

Back at his own front door he stopped and, as he had done a thousand times before, drew forth the
heavy gold watch from his pocket.

He started violently. It was only seven-thirty!

For long minutes he stood there staring at the watch in accusation. The timepiece had not stopped,
for it ill ticked audibly. But fifteen minutestoo soon! For twenty years, day in, day out, he had started
out at seven and returned at quarter to eight.

It was not until then that he realized something € se was wrong. He had no cigar. For thefirst time he
had neglected to purchase his evening smoke.

Shaken, muttering to himself, Mr. Chamberslet himself into his house and locked the door behind
him. He hung hishat and coat on the rack in the hall and walked into the living room. Dropping into his
favorite chair, he shook his head in bewilderment.

Silencefilled the room, asilence measured by the ticking of the old-fashioned pendulum dock on the
mantelpiece. But silence was no strange thing to Mr. Chambers. Once he had loved music, the kind of
music he could get by tuning in symphonic orchestras on the radio. But the radio stood silent in the
corner, the cord out of its socket. Mr. Chambers had pulled it out many years before, on the night when
the symphonic broadcast had been interrupted to give anews flash.

He had stopped reading newspapers and magazines, too, had exiled himself to afew city blocks.
And asthe yearsflowed by, that self-exile had become a prison, an intangible, impassable wall bounded
by four city blocks by three. Beyond them lay utter, unexplainable terror. Beyond them he never went.

But recluse though he was, he could not on occasion escape from hearing things the newsboy
shouted on the street, things the men talked about on the drugstore corner when they failed to see him
coming. And so he knew that thiswas the year 1960 and that the war in Europe and Asiahad flamed to
an end to be followed by aterrible plague, aplague that even now was sweeping through country after
country like awildfire, decimating populations, a plague undoubtedly induced by hunger and privation
and the miseries of war.

Those things he put away asitemsfar removed from his own small world. He disregarded them. He
pretended he had never heard of them. Others might discuss and worry over them if they wished. To him
they smply did not matter. But there were two things tonight that did matter. Two curious, incredible
events. He had arrived home fifteen minutes early. He had forgotten his cigar.



Huddled in the chair, he frowned dowly. It was disquieting to have something like that happen. There
must be something wrong. Had hislong exile finaly turned his mind—perhapsjust avery little—enough
to make him queer? Had helost his sense of proportion, of perspective?

No, he had not. Take thisroom, for example. After twenty yearsit had come to be as much a part of
him asthe clothes he wore. Every detail of the room was engraved in his mind with clarity: the old center
leg table with its green covering and stained-glass |lamp; the mantel piece with the dusty bric-a-brac; the
pendulum clock that told the time of day aswell asthe day of the week and month; the e ephant ash tray
on the tabaret and, most important of al, the marine print.

Mr. Chambers loved that picture. It had depth, he dways said. It showed an old sailing shipinthe
foreground on aplacid sea. Far in the distance, dmost on the horizon line, was the vague outline of a
larger vessel. There were other pictures, too. The forest scene above the fireplace, the old English prints
in the corner where he sat, the Currier and Ives above the radio. But the ship print wasdirectly in hisline
of vison. He could see it without turning hishead. He had put it there because he liked it best.

Further reverie became an effort as Mr. Chambers felt himsalf succumbing to weariness. He
undressed and went to bed. For an hour he lay awake, assailed by vague fears he could neither define
nor understand.

When findly he dozed off it wasto lose himsdf in aseries of horrific dreams. He dreamed first that he
was a castaway on atiny idet in mid-ocean, that the waters around the idand teemed with huge
poisonous sea snakes, hydrophinnag, and that steadily those serpents were devouring the idand.

In another dream he was pursued by a horror that he could neither see nor hear, but only could
imagine. And as he sought to flee he stayed in the one place. Hislegs worked franticdly, pumping like
pistons, but he could make no progress. It was asif he ran upon atreadway.

Then again the terror descended on him, a black, unimagined thing, and he tried to scream and could
not. He opened his mouth and strained hisvocal cords and filled his lungsto bursting with the urge to
ghriek, but not a sound came from hislips.

All next day he was uneasy and, as he left the house that evening at precisely seven o'clock, he kept
saying to himsdf: "1 must not forget tonight! | must remember to stop and get my cigar!”

The dtreetlight at the corner of Jefferson was il out and in front of 816 the cemented driveway was
gtill boarded off. Everything was the same as the night before. And now, hetold himself, the Red Star
confectionery isin the next block. I must not forget tonight. To forget twice in arow would be just too
much. He grasped that thought firmly in his mind, strode just abit more rapidly down the Street.

But at the corner he stopped in consternation, and stared down the next block. There was no neon
sgn, no splash of friendly light upon the sdewak to mark the little store tucked away in thisresdentia
Section.

He stared &t the street marker and read the word owly: GRANT. Heread it again, unbelieving, for
this should not be Grant Street, but Marshall. He had walked two blocks and the confectionery was
between Marshdl and Grant. He hadn't come to Marshall yet—and here was Grant.

Or had he, absentmindedly, come one block farther than he thought, passed the store as on the night
before?

For thefirst timein twenty years, Mr. Chambersretraced his steps. He walked back to Jefferson,
then turned around and went back to Grant again and on to Lexington. Then back to Grant again, where
he stood astounded while asingle, incredible fact grew dowly in hisbrain:

Therewas no confectionery! The block from Marshal to Grant had disappeared!

Now he understood why he had missed the store on the night before, why he had arrived home
fifteen minutes early.

On shaky legs he stumbled back to hishome. He dammed and locked the door behind him and
made hisway ungteadily to hischair in the corner.

What wasthis? What did it mean? By what inconcelvable necromancy could a paved street with
houses, trees, and buildings be spirited away and the space it had occupied be closed up? Was
something happening in the world which he, in his secluded life, knew nothing about?

Mr. Chambers shivered, reached to turn up the collar of his coat, then stopped as he realized the



room must bewarm. A fire blazed merrily in the grate. The cold he felt came from something, somewhere
else. The cold of fear and horror, the chill of a haf-whispered thought.

A deathly sllence had fdlen, asilence still measured by the pendulum clock, and yet onethat held a
different tenor from any he had ever sensed before. Not a homey, comfortable silence—but a silence that
hinted at emptiness and nothingness.

There was something back of this, Mr. Chamberstold himself. Something that reached far back into
one corner of his brain and demanded recognition. Something tied up with the fragments of talk he had
heard on the drugstore corner, bits of news broadcasts he had heard as he walked aong the Street, the
shrieking of the newshboy caling his papers. Something to do with the happeningsin the world from which
he had excluded himsdlf.

He brought them back to mind now and lingered over the one central theme of the talk he overheard:
the wars and plagues. Hints of a Europe and Asia swept amost clean of human life, of the plague
ravaging Africa, of its appearance in South America, of the frantic efforts of the United States to prevent
its soread into that nation's boundaries.

Millions of people were dead in Europe and Asia, Africaand South America. And somehow those
gruesome statistics seemed tied up with his own experience. Something, somewhere, some part of his
earlier life, seemed to hold an explanation.

The pendulum clock struck dowly, itsevery other chime as usud setting up a sympathetic vibration in
the pewter vase that stood upon the mantel.

Mr. Chambers got to hisfeet, strode to the door, opened it and looked out. Moonlight tessdllated the
dtreet in black and Slver, etching the chimneys and trees againgt asilvered sky. But the house directly
across the street was not the same. It was strangely lopsided, its dimensions out of proportion, likea
house that suddenly had gone mad.

He stared at it in amazement, trying to determine what was wrong with it. He recalled how it had
aways stood, foursguare, asolid piece of mid-Victorian architecture.

Then, before his eyes, the house righted itself again. Sowly it drew together, ironed out its queer
angles, readjusted its dimensions, became once again the stodgy house he knew it had to be.

With asigh of rdief, Mr. Chambers turned back into the hal. But before he closed the door, he
looked again. The house was |opsided—as bad as, perhaps worse than before!

Gulping in fright, Mr. Chambers dammed the door shut, locked it and double-bolted it. Then he went
to his bedroom and took deeping powders.

His dreamsthat night were the same as on the night before. Again there was the idet in mid-ocean.
Agan hewas aone upon it. Again the squirming hydrophinnae were egting hisfoothold piece by piece.

He awoke, body drenched with perspiration. Vague light of early dawn filtered through the window.
The clock on the bedside table showed seven-thirty. For along time he lay there motionless.

Again the fantastic happenings of the night before came back to haunt him and, as he lay there staring
at thewindows, he remembered them, one by one. But hismind, still fogged by deep and astonishment,
took the happeningsin its stride, mulled over them, lost the keen edge of fantastic terror that lurked
around them.

Thelight through the windows dowly grew brighter. Mr. Chambers did out of bed and crossed to
the window, the cold of the floor biting into his bare feet. He forced himself to look out.

There was nothing outside the window. No shadows. Asif there might be afog. But no fog, however
thick, could hide the apple tree that grew close against the house.

But the tree was there—shadowy, indistinct in the gray, with afew withered apples till clinging to its
boughs, afew shriveled leaves reluctant to leave the parent branch. The tree was there now. But it had
not been there when hefirst had looked. Mr. Chambers was sure of that.

And now he saw the faint outlines of his neighbor's house —but those outlineswere dl wrong. They
didn't jibe and fit together, they were out of plumb, asif some giant hand had grasped the house and
wrenched it out of true, like the house he had seen across the street the night before, the house that had
panfully righted itself when he thought of how it should look.

Perhapsif he thought of how his neighbor's house should look, it too might right itsalf. But Mr.



Chamberswas very weary. Too weary to think about the house. He turned from the window and
dressed dowly. In the living room he dumped into his chair, put hisfeet on the old cracked ottoman. For
along time he s, trying to think.

And then, abruptly, something like an eectric shock ran through him. Rigid, he sat there, limp ingde
at the thought. Minutes later he crossed the room to the old mahogany bookcase that stood against the
wall. There were many volumesin the case: hisbeloved classics on thefirgt shelf, his many scientific
works on the lower shelves. The second shelf contained but one book around which Mr. Chambers
entire life was centered.

Twenty years ago he had written it and foolishly attempted to teach its philosophy to a class of
undergraduates. The newspapers, he remembered, had made a great ded of it a the time. Tongues had
been sat to wagging. Narrow-minded townsfolk failing to understand either his philosophy or hisaim, but
seeing in him another exponent of some antirationa cult, had forced his expulsion from the schoal.

It was asimple book, redlly, dismissed by most authorities as merely the vagaries of an overzealous
mind. Mr. Chamberstook it down now, opened its cover and began thumbing through the pages. For a
moment the memory of happier days swept over him.

Then hiseyesfound the paragraph, a paragraph written so long ago that the very words seemed
srange and unred:

Man himsdlf, by the power of mass suggestion, holds the physica fate of this earth, yes, even of the
universe. Millions of minds seeing trees as trees, houses as houses, streets as streets, and not as
something else. Mindsthat see things as they are and have kept things as they were. . . Destroy those
minds and the entire foundation of matter, robbed of its regenerative power, will crumple and dip avay
like acolumn of sand.

His eyesfollowed down the page:

Y et thiswould have nothing to do with matter itself, but only with matter'sform. For whilethe mind
of man through long ages may have molded an imagery of that space in which helives, mind would have
little concelvable influence upon the existence of that matter. What existsin our known universe shal exist
always and can never be destroyed, only atered or transformed.

But in modern astrophysics and mathematics we gain an indght into the possibility and probability that
there are other dimensions, other brackets of time and space impinging on the one we occupy. If apinis
thrust into a shadow, would that shadow have any knowledge of the pin? It would not, for in this case the
shadow istwo-dimensional, the pin three-dimensiond. Y et both occupy the same space.

Granting then that the power of men's minds aone holdsthis universe, or & least thisworld inits
present form, may we not go farther and envision other minds on some other plane watching us, waiting,
waliting craftily for the time they can take over the domination of matter? Such a concept is not
impossible. Itisanatural conclusion if we accept the double hypothesis: that mind does control the
formation of al matter; and that other worlds lie in juxtaposition with ours.

Perhaps we shdl come upon aday, far distant, when our plane, our world will dissolve beneath our
feet and before our eyes as some stronger intelligence reaches out from the dimensiond shadows of the
very space we live in and wrests from us the matter which we know to be our own.

He stood astounded beside the bookcase, his eyes staring unseeing into the fire upon the hearth. He
had written that. And because of those words he had been caled a heretic, had been compelled to resign
his position at the Univeraty, had been forced into this hermit life.

A tumultuousidea hammered at him. Men had died by the millionsal over theworld. Where there
had been thousands of minds there now were one or two. A feebleforce to hold the form of matter
intact. The plague had swept Europe and Asaamost clean of life, had blighted Africa, had reached
South America—might even have come to the United States. He remembered the whispers he had
heard, the words of the men at the drugstore corner, the buildings disappearing. Something scientists
could not explain. But those were merely scraps of information. He did not know thewhole story ... he
could not know. He never listened to the radio, never read a newspaper.

But abruptly the whole thing fitted together in hisbrain like the missing piece of apuzzleinto itsdot.
Theggnificanceof it al gripped him with damning darity. There were not sufficient mindsin existenceto



retain the materid world in its mundane form. Some other power from another dimension wasfighting to
supersede man's control and take his universeinto its own plane!

Abruptly Mr. Chambers closed the book, shoved it back in the, case and picked up his hat and coat.
He had to know more. He had to find someone who could tell him. He moved through the hall to the
door, emerged into the street. On the walk he looked skyward, trying to make out the sun. But there was
no sun—only an al-pervading grayness that shrouded everything, not afog, but agray emptiness that
seemed devoid of life, of any movement.

Thewalk led to his gate and there it ended, but as he moved forward the sdewalk cameinto view
and the house ahead loomed out of the gray, but a house with differences.

He moved forward rapidly. Vishility extended only afew feet, and as he approached them the
houses materidized like two-dimensiond pictures without perspective, like twisted cardboard soldiers
lining up for review on a misty morning. Once he stopped and looked back and saw that the grayness
had closed in behind him. The houses were wiped out, the Ssdewak faded into nothing.

He shouted, hoping to attract attention. But his voice frightened him. It seemed to ricochet up and
into the higher levels of the ky, asif agiant door had been opened to amighty room high above him.

He went on until he cameto the corner of Lexington. There, on the curb, he stopped and stared. The
gray wall was thicker there but he did not redlize how closeit was until he glanced down at hisfeet and
saw there was nothing, nothing at al beyond the curbstone. No dull gleam of wet asphdt, no Sgn of a
dreet. It was asif dl eternity ended here at the corner of Maple and Lexington.

With awild cry, Mr. Chambers turned and ran. Back down the street he raced, coat streaming after
him in thewind, bowler hat bouncing on his head.

Panting, he reached the gate and stumbled up the walk, thankful that it still wasthere.

On the stoop he stood for a moment, breathing hard. He glanced back over his shoulder and a queer
fedling of inner numbness seemed to well over him. At that moment the gray nothingness appeared to
thin, the enveloping curtain fell away, and he saw ...

Vague and indistinct, yet cast in stereoscopic outline, agigantic city waslimned againgt the darkling
sky. It was acity fantastic with cubed domes, spires, and aerid bridges and flying buttresses. Tunnd-like
dreets, flanked on ether side by shining metalic ramps and runways, stretched endlesdy to the vanishing
point. Great shafts of multicolored light probed huge streamers and dlipses above the higher levels.

And beyond, like afina backdrop, rose atitanic wall. It was from the crenellated parapets and
battlements of that wall that Mr. Chambersfelt the eyes peering at him, thousands of eyes glaring down
with but asingle purpose. As he continued to look, something el se seemed to take form above that
wall—adesign thistime, that swirled and writhed in the ribbons of radiance and rapidly coaesced into
strange geometric features, without definite line or detail. A colossd face, aface of indescribable power
and evil it was, staring down with maevolent composure.

Then the city and the face did out of focus; the vision faded like a darkened magic lantern, and the
grayness moved in again.

Mr. Chambers pushed open the door of his house. But he did not lock it. There was no need of
locks—not any more.

A few coals of fire still smoldered in the grate and, going there, he stirred them up, raked away the
ash, piled on more wood. The flameslegped merrily, dancing in the chimney'sthroat. Without removing
his hat and coat, he sank exhausted in hisfavorite chair, closed his eyes, then opened them again.

He sghed with rdlief as he saw the room was unchanged. Everything wasin its accustomed place: the
clock, the lamp, the €l ephant ash tray, the marine print on the wall. Everything was asit should be. The
clock measured the sllence with itsticking; it chimed abruptly and the vase sent up its usua sympathetic
vibration.

Thiswas hisroom, he thought. Rooms acquire the persondity of the person who livesin them,
become a part of him. Thiswas hisworld, his own private world, and as such it would be thelast to go.

But how long could he maintain its existence?

Mr. Chambers stared at the marine print and for amoment alittle breath of reassurance returned to
him. They couldn't take thisaway. The rest of the world might dissolve because there was insufficient



power of thought to retain its outward form. But this room was his. He done had furnished it. He done,
since he had first planned the house's building, had lived here. Thisroom would stay. It must stay on, it
must. ...

He crossed the room to the bookcase and stood staring at the second shelf with its single volume.
His eyes shifted to the top shelf and swift terror gripped him.

For dl the books were not there. A lot of books were not there! Only the most beloved, the most
familiar ones. So the change aready had started here! The unfamiliar books were gone and that fitted into
the pattern—for it would be the least familiar things that would go first.

Whedling, he stared across the room. Wasit hisimagination, or did the lamp on the table blur and
begin to fade avay? But as he stared at it, it became clear again, asolid, substantia thing.

For amoment redl fear reached out and touched him with chilly fingers. He understood that thisroom
no longer was proof againgt the thing that had happened out there on the Street.

Or had it redly happened? Might not dl this exist within his own mind? Might not the Street be asiit
awayswas, with laughing children and barking dogs? Might not the Red Star confectionery il exis,
gplashing the street with the red of its neon Sign?

Could it be that he was going mad? He had heard whispers when he had passed, whispersthe
gossiping housewives had not intended him to hear. And he had heard the shouting of boyswhen he
walked by. They thought him mad. Could he be redly mad?

He was sure he was not mad. He knew that he perhaps was the sanest of al men who walked the
earth. For he, and he done, had foreseen this very thing. And the others had scoffed at him for it.

Somewhere € se the children might be playing on astreet. But it would be a different street. And the
children undoubtedly would be different, too. For the matter of which the street and everything upon it
had been formed would now be cast in adifferent mold, stolen by different mindsin adifferent
dimenson.

Perhaps we shdl come upon aday, far distant, when our plane, our world will dissolve beneath our
feet and before our eyes as some stronger intelligence reaches out from the dimensiona shadows of the
very space we live in and wrests from us the matter which we know to be our own.

But there had been no need to wait for that distant day. Scant years after he had written those
prophetic words the thing was happening. Man had played unwittingly into the hands of those other
mindsin the other dimension. Man had waged awar and war had bred a pestilence. And the whole vast
cycle of eventswas but adetail of acyclopean plan.

He could seeit dl now. By an insdious mass hypnos's, minions from that other dimension. . . or was
it one supremeintelligence. . . had deliberately sown the seeds of dissension. The reduction of the
world's menta power had been carefully planned with diabolic premeditation.

On impulse he suddenly turned, crossed the room and opened the connecting door to the bedroom.
He stopped on the threshold and a gasp forced itsway to hislips.

There was no bedroom. Where his stolid four-poster and dresser had been there was grayish
nothingness

Like an automaton he turned again and paced to the hal door. Here, too, he found what he had
expected. Therewas no hall, no familiar hat rack and umbrella stand.

Nothing ...

Wesakly, Mr. Chambers moved back to his chair in the corner.

"So herel am," he said, haf aoud.

So there hewas. Embattled in the last corner of the world that was | eft to him.

Perhaps there were other men like him, he thought. Men who stood at bay against the emptiness that
marked the trangition from one dimension to another. Men who had lived close to the things they loved,
who had endowed those things with such substantia form by power of mind aone that they now stood
out aone against the power of some greater mind.

The street was gone. The rest of his house was gone. Thisroom il retained itsform.

Thisroom, he knew, would stay the longest. And when the rest of the room was gone, this corner
with hisfavorite chair would remain. For thiswas the spot where he had lived for twenty years. The



bedroom was for deeping, the kitchen for eating. Thisroom wasfor living. Thiswas hislast stand. These
werethewalls and floors and prints and lamps that had soaked up hiswill to make them walls and prints
and lamps.

He looked out the window into ablank world. His neighbors houses aready were gone. They had
not lived with them as he had lived with thisroom. Their interests had been divided, thinly spread; thelr
thoughts had not been concentrated as his upon an areafour blocks by three, or aroom fourteen by
twelve.

Staring through the window, he saw it again. The same vision he had looked upon before and yet
different in an indescribable way. There wasthe city illumined in the sky. There were the éliptica towers
and turrets, the cube-shaped domes and battlements. He could see with stereoscopic clarity the aerial
bridges, the gleaming avenues sweeping on into infinitude. The vision was nearer thistime, but the depth
and proportion had changed, asif he were viewing it from two concentric angles at the sametime.

And the face, the face of magnitude, of power, of cosmic craft and evil...

Mr. Chambers turned his eyes back into the room. The clock wasticking dowly, steadily. The
grayness was stedling into the room. The table and radio were the first to go. They smply faded away
and with them went one corner of the room.

Now as he sat there it did not seem queer to be without the table or the radio. It was asif it were
something quite normal. Something one could expect to happen. Perhaps, if he thought hard enough, he
could bring them back. But, after al, what was the use? One man, alone, could not stand off the
irresgtible march of nothingness. One man, dl aone, smply could not.

He wondered what the elephant ash tray looked like in that other dimension. It certainly would not be
an eephant ash tray, nor would the radio be aradio, for perhaps they did not have ash trays or radios or
eephantsin theinvading dimension.

He wondered, as amatter of fact, what he himsalf would look likewhen hefinally dipped into the
unknown. For he was matter, too, just asthe ash tray and radio were matter. He wondered if he would
retain hisindividudity, if he sill would be a person. Or would he merely be athing?

Therewas one answer to dl of that. He smply didn't know.

Nothingness advanced upon him, ateitsway across the room, stalking him as he sat in the chair
underneath thelamp. Hewaited for it.

Theroom, or what was|le&ft of it, plunged into dreadful silence.

Mr. Chambers started. The clock had stopped. Funny ... thefirst timein twenty years.

Helegped from his chair and then sat down again. The clock hadn't stopped.

It wasn't there.

Therewas atingling sensation in hisfedt.

DEARDEVIL
Eric Frank Rusl|

Not all creatures from beyond are invaders, or monsters, or even dangerous. . . no matter
how they may look. Some, like the Martian explorer in the following story, might be poets whose
‘mission on Earth is one of love and under standing. But they may have trouble convincing us of
their good intentions, if they ook so frightening.

Eric Frank Russell has written many famous science-fiction novels, including Snister Barrier
and Dreadful Sanctuary, but his best-known story of all remains the following warm and moving
novelette.

Thefirst Martian vessal descended upon Earth with the dow, statdly fal of agrounded baloon. It did
resemble alarge balloon in that it was spherica and had a strange buoyance out of keeping with its
metdlic congtruction. Beyond this superficid appearance dl smilarity to anything Terrestria ceased.

There were no rockets, no crimson Venturis, no externa projections other than severa solaradiant



distorting grids which boosted the ship in any desired direction through the cosmic field. There were no
observation ports. All viewing was done through atrangparent band running right around the fat belly of
the sphere. The bluish, nightmarish crew was assembled behind that band, surveying the world with grest
multifaceted eyes.

They gazed through the band in utter Slence asthey examined thisworld which was Terra. Evenif
they had been capable of speech they would have said nothing. But none among them had atakative
faculty in any sonic sense. At this quiet moment none needed it.

The scene outside was one of untrammeled desol ation. Scraggy blue-green grass clung to tired
ground right away to the horizon scarred by ragged mountains. Disma bushes struggled for life here and
there, some with the pathetic air of striving to become trees as once their ancestors had been. To the
right, along, straight scar through the grass betrayed the sterile lumpiness of rocks at odd places. Too
rugged and too narrow ever to have been aroad, it suggested no more than the desiccating remnants of a
long-gonewadl. And over dl thisloomed aghastly sky.

Captain Skhivaeyed his crew, spoke to them with his sign-talking tentacle. The dternative was
contact-telepathy which required physicd touch.

"It isobviousthat we are out of luck. We could have done no worse had we landed on the empty
satdllite. However, it is safe to go out. Anyone who wishesto explore alittle while may do so."

One of them gesticulated back at him. "Captain, don't you wish to be the first to step upon this
world?’

"It isof no consequence. If anyone deemsit an honor, heiswelcometoit.” He pulled the lever
opening both air-lock doors. Thicker, heavier ah- crowded in and pressure went up alittle. "Beware of
overexertion,” he warned as they went out.

Poet Pander touched him, tentaclestip to tip as he sent his thoughts racing through their nerve ends.
"This confirmsall that we saw as we gpproached. A stricken planet far gonein its death throes. What do
you suppose caused it?!

"I have not the remotest idea. | would like to know. If it has been smitten by naturd forces, what
might they do to Mars?' Histroubled mind sent its throb of worry up Pander's contacting tentacle. "A
pity that this planet had not been farther out instead of closer in; we might then have observed the
preceding phenomena from the surface of Mars. It is so difficult properly to view this one against the
Jun

"That applies gill more to the next world, the misty one," observed Poet Pander.

"l know it. | am beginning to fear what we may find there. If it provesto be equally dead, then we are
gdled until we can make the big jump outward.”

"Whichwon't beinour lifetimes”

"| doubt it," agreed Captain Skhiva "We might move fast with the help of friends. We shall be
dow-adone." Heturned to watch his crew writhing in various directions across the grim landscape. " They
find it good to be on firm ground. But what isaworld without life and beauty? In ashort time they will
grow tired of it."

Pander said thoughtfully, "Nevertheess, | would like to see more of it. May | take out the lifeboat?"

"You are asonghird, not apilot," reproved Captain Skhiva ™Y our function isto maintain morale by
entertaining us, not to roam around in alifeboat.”

"But | know how to handleit. Every one of uswastrained to handleit. Let metakeit that | may see
more."

"Haven't we seen enough, even before we landed? What else is there to see? Cracked and distorted
roads about to dissolve into nothingness. Ages-old cities, torn and broken, crumbling into dust. Shattered
mountains and charred forests and craterslittle smaler than those upon the Moon. No sign of any
superior lifeform il surviving. Only the grass, the shrubs, and various animals, two- or four-legged, that
flee at our approach. Why do you wish to see more?”

"Thereis poetry evenin death,” said Fander.

"Even 50, it remainsrepulsive.” Skhivagavealittle shiver. "All right. Takethelifeboat. Who am | to
question the weird workings of the nontechnica mind?"



"Thank you, Captain.”

"It isnothing. Seethat you are back by dusk." Breaking contact, he went to the lock, curled snakishly
on itsouter rim and brooded, still without bothering to touch the new world. So much attempted, so
much done-for so poor reward.

Hewas dill pondering it when the lifeboat soared out of itslock. Expressionlesdy, his multifaceted
eyes watched the energized grids change angle as the boat swung into a curve and floated away likea
little bubble. Skhivawas sengtiveto futility.

The crew came back well before darkness. A few hours were enough. Just grass and shrubs and
child-trees straining to grow up. One had discovered a grasdess oblong that once might have been the
ste of adwelling. He brought back asmall piece of its foundation, alump of perished concrete which
Skhivaput by for later analysis.

Another had found asmall, brown, six-legged insect, but his nerve ends had heard it crying when he
picked it up, S0 hadtily he had put it down and let it go free. Smdll, clumsily moving animals had been
seen hopping in the distance, but al had dived down holesin the ground before any Martian could get
near. All the crew were agreed upon one thing: the silence and solemnity of a peopl€'s passing was
unendurable.

Pander best the sinking of the sun by half atime-unit. His bubble drifted under a great, black cloud,
sank to ship leved, camein. Therain started amoment later, roaring down in frenzied torrents while they
stood behind the transparent band and marveled at so much water.

After awhile, Captain Skhivatold them, "We must accept what we find. We have drawn a blank.
The cause of thisworld's condition isamystery to be solved by others with more time and better
equipment. It isfor usto abandon thisgraveyard and try the misty planet. We will take off early inthe
morming."

None commented, but Pander followed him to his room, made contact with atentacle-touch.

"One could live here, Captain.”

"I am not so sure of that." Skhiva coiled on his couch, suspending his tentacles on the various
limb-rests. The blue sheen of him wasreflected by the back wall. "'In some places are rocks emitting
aphasparks. They are dangerous.”

"Of course, Captain. But | can sense them and avoid them.”

"You?" Skhivastared up at him.

"Yes, Captain. | wish to beleft here.”

"What? In this place of gppalling repulsveness?’

"It hasan dl-pervading air of ugliness and despair,” admitted Poet Pander. "All destructionisugly.
But by accident | have found alittle beauty. It heartens me. | would like to seek its source.”

"To what beauty do you refer?' Skhiva demanded.

Pander tried to explain the dien in nondien terms.

"Draw it for me," ordered Skhiva

Pander drew it, gave him the picture, said, "Therel"

Gazing at it for along time, Skhiva handed it back, mused awhile, then spoke dong the other's
nerves. "Weareindividuaswith dl therightsof individuals. Asanindividud, | don't think thet picture
aufficiently beautiful to be worth thetail-tip of adomestic arlan. I will admit thet it isnot ugly, even that it
ispleasng.”

"But, Captain-"

"Asanindividud," Skhivawent on, "you have an equd right to your opinions, strange though they
may be. If you redly wish to stay | cannot refuse you. | am entitled only to think you alittle crazy." He
eyed Pander again. "When do you hope to be picked up?’

"Thisyear, next year, sometime, never."

"It may well be never," Skhivareminded him. "Are you prepared to face that prospect?”

"One must away's be prepared to face the consequences of his own actions,” Pander pointed out.

"True." Skhivawas reluctant to surrender. "But have you given the matter serious thought?*

"l am anontechnical component. | am not guided by thought.”



"Then by what?'

"By my dedres, emotions, indincts. By my inward fedings.”

Skhivasad fervently, "The twin moons preserve ug”

"Captain, sng me asong of home and play methetinkling harp.”

"Don't bedlly. I have not the gbility."

"Captain, if it required no more than careful thought you would be ableto do it?"

"Doubtlesdy," agreed Skhiva, seeing the trap but unableto avoid it.

"Thereyou arel" said Pander pointedly.

"l give up. | cannot argue with someone who casts aside the accepted rules of logic and invents his
own. You are governed by notionsthat defeat me."

"Itisnot amatter of logic or illogic,” Pander told him. "It ismerely amaiter of viewpoint. Y ou see
certain angles; | see others.™

"For example?'

"Y ou won't pin me down that way. | can find examples. For instance, do you remember the formula
for determining the phase of a seriestuned circuit?"

"Mogt certainly.”

"| felt sure you would. Y ou are atechnician. Y ou have registered it for al tune as amatter of
technical utility." He paused, staring a Skhiva. "I know that formula, too. It was mentioned to me,
casudly, many years ago. It isof no useto me-yet | have never forgotten it.”

"Why?"

"Because it holds the beauty of rhythm. It isapoem,” Pander explained.

Skhivasghed and said, "I don't get it."

"One upon R into omega L minus one upon omega C," recited Pander. "A perfect hexameter." He
showed his amusement as the other rocked back.

After awhile, Skhivaremarked, "It could be sung. One could danceto it.”

"Same with this" Pander exhibited hisrough sketch. "This holds beauty. Where there is beauty there
once was talent-may gtill be talent for al we know. Where talent abidesis aso greatness. In the realms of
greatness we may find powerful friends. We need such friends.”

"Youwin." Skhivamade agesture of defedt. "We leave you to your sdf-chosen fate in the morning.”

"Thank you, Captain.”

That same streak of stubbornness which made Skhivaaworthy commander induced him to take one
fina crack at Pander shortly before departure. Summoning him to hisroom, he eyed the poet
cdculaingly.

"You are dill of the same mind?'

"Yes, Captain.”

"Then doesit not occur to you as strange that | should be so content to abandon this planet if indeed
it does hold the remnants of greatness?’

"No."

"Why not?" Skhivadiffened dightly.

"Captain, | think you are alittle afraid because you suspect what | suspect-that there was no natura
disaster. They did it themsdlves, to themsdves.”

"We have no proof of it," said Skhivauneasly.

"No, Captain." Pander paused there without desire to add more.

"If thisistheir- own sad handiwork," Skhivacommented at length, "what are our chances of finding
friends among people so much to be feared?’

"Poor," admitted Pander. "But that-being the product of cold thought-meanslittleto me. | am
animated by warm hopes."

"There you go again, blatantly discarding reason in favor of an idle dream. Hoping, hoping, hoping-to
achievetheimpossble”

Pander said, "The difficult can be done a once; theimpossible takes alittle longer.”

"Y our thoughts make my orderly mind fedl lopsded. Every remark isaflat denia of something that



makes sense.” Skhivatranamitted the sensation of alugubrious chuckle. "Oh, well, we live and learn.” He
came forward, moving closer to the other. "All your supplies are assembled outside. Nothing remains but
to bid you goodbye.”

They embraced in the Martian manner. Leaving the lock, Poet Pander watched the big sphere
shudder and glide up. It soared without sound, shrinking steadily until it was amere dot entering a cloud.
A moment later it had gone.

He remained there, looking at the cloud, for along, long tune. Then he turned his attention to the
load-ded holding his supplies. Climbing onto itstiny, exposed front seet, he shifted the control which
energized the flotation-grids, let it rise afew feet. The higher therise the greater the expenditure of
power. He wished to conserve power; there was no knowing how long he might need it. So at low
dtitude and gentle pace he let the ded glide in the generd direction of the thing of beauty.

Later, hefound adry cavein the hill on which his objective stood. It took him two days of careful,
cautious raying to squareitswalls, calling and floor, plus haf aday with apowered fan driving out silicate
dust. After that, he stowed his supplies at the back, parked the ded near the front, set up a curtaining
force-screen across the entrance. The holein the hill was now home.

Sumber did not come easily that first night. He lay within the cave, aropy, knotted thing of glowing
blue with enormous, bedike eyes, and found himsdlf listening for harpsthat played sixty million miles
away. Histentacle-ends twitched in involuntary search of the tel epathic-contact songs that would go with
the harps, and twitched in vain. Darkness grew deep, and dl the world amonstrous stillness held. His
hearing organs craved for the eventide flip-flop of sand-frogs, but there were no frogs. He wanted the
homely drone of night beetles, but none droned. Except for once when something farawvay howled its
heart at the Moon, there was nothing, nothing.

In the morning he washed, ate, took out the ded and explored the site of asmall town. He found little
to satisfy his curiosity, no more than mounds of shapeless rubble on ragged, faintly oblong foundations. It
was agraveyard of long-dead domiciles, rotting, weedy, near to complete oblivion. A view from five
hundred feet up gave him only one piece of information: the orderliness of outlines showed that these
people had been tidy, methodical.

But tidinessis not beauty in itself. He came back to the top of his hill and sought solace with the thing
that was beauty.

His explorations continued, not systematically as Skhivawould have performed them, but in
accordance with hisown mercurid whims. At times he saw many animas, singly or in groups, none
resembling anything Martian. Some scattered at full gallop when his ded swooped over them. Some
dived into groundholes, showing a brief flash of white, absurd tails, Others, four-footed, long-faced,
sharp-toothed, hunted" in gangs and bayed a him in concert with harsh, defiant voices.

On the seventieth day, in a deep, shadowed glade to the north, he spotted a small group of new
shapes dinking dong* in singlefile. He recognized them at a glance, knew them so well that his searching
eyes sent an immediate thrill of triumph into hismind. They were ragged, dirty, and no more than half
grown, but the thing of beauty had told him what they were.

Hugging the ground low, he swept around in awide curve that brought him to the farther end of the
glade. His ded doped dightly into the drop asit entered the glade. He could see them better now, even
the soiled pinkishness of their thin legs. They were moving away from him, with fearful caution, but the
slence of his swoop gave them no warning.

The rearmost one of the stedlthy file fooled him at the last moment. He was hanging over the side of
the ded, tentacl es outstretched in readiness to snatch the end one with the wild mop of yellow hair when,
responding to some sixth sense, hisintended victim threw itsdlf flat. His grasp shot past acouple of feet
short, and he got aglimpse of frightened gray eyes two seconds before a dexterous side-tilt of the ded
enabled him to make good hisloss by grabbing the lesswary nextinline.

Thisonewas dark haired, abit bigger, and sturdier. It fought madly at his holding limbswhile he
gained dtitude. Then suddenly, redlizing the queer nature of its bonds, it writhed around and looked
graight a him. The result was unexpected; it closed its eyes and went completely limp.

It was till limp when he boreit into the cave, but its heart continued to beat and itslungsto draw.



Laying it carefully on the softness of his bed, he moved to the cave's entrance and waited for it to
recover. Eventudly it stirred, sat up, gazed confusedly at the facing wall. Its black eyes moved dowly
around, taking in the surroundings. Then they saw Pander. They widened tremendoudly, and their owner
began to make highpitched, unpleasant noises asit tried to back away through the solid wall. It screamed
so much, in onerising throb after another, that Pander dithered out of the cave, right out of sight, and sat
in the cold winds until the noises had died down.

A couple of hours later he made cautious reappearance to offer it food, but its reaction was so swift,
hysterica, and heartrending that he dropped hisload and hid himself as though the fear was hisown. The
food remained untouched for two full days. On thethird, alittle of it was eaten. Pander ventured within.

Although the Martian did not go near, the boy cowered away, murmuring, "Devil! Devil!" Hiseyes
were red, with dark discoloration benesth them.

"Devil!" thought Pander, totally unable to repeet the dlien word, but wondering what it meant. He
used hissgn-talking tentacle in vaiant effort to convey something reassuring. The attempt was wasted.
The other watched itswrithings haf in fear, half with distaste, and showed complete lack of
comprehension. Helet the tentacle gently dither forward across the floor, hoping to make
thought-contact. The other recoiled from it asfrom astriking snake.

"Patience," he reminded himsdf. "Theimpossble takes alittle longer.”

Periodicdly he showed himsdf with food and drink, and nighttimes he dept fitfully on the coarse,
damp grass benesth lowering skies-while the prisoner who was his guest enjoyed the softness of the bed,
the warmth of the cave, the security of the force-screen.

Time came when Pander betrayed an unpoetic shrewdness by using the other's belly to estimate the
ripeness of the moment. When, on the eighth day, he noted that his food-offerings were now being taken
regularly, hetook amed of hisown at the edge of the cave, within plain sight, and observed that the
other's appetite was not spoiled. That night he dept just within the cave, close to the force-screen, and as
far from the boy as possible. The boy stayed awake late, watching him, always watching him, but gave
way to dumber inthe smdl hours.

A fresh attempt at Sign-talking brought no better results than before, and the boy il refused to touch
his offered tentacle. All the same, he was gaining ground dowly. His overtures till were rejected, but
with lessrevulson. Gradudly, ever so gradudly, the Martian shagpe was becoming familiar, dmost
acceptable.

The sweet savor of success was Pander'sin the middle of the next day. The boy had displayed
severd spdlsof emotiona sickness during which helay on hisfront with shaking body and emitted low
noiseswhile his eyes watered profusdly. At such timesthe Martian felt strangely helpless and inadequate.
On this occasion, during another attack, he took advantage of the sufferer'slack of attention and did near
enough to snatch away the box by the bed.

From the box he drew histiny eectroharp, plugged its connectors, switched it on, touched its strings
with delicate affection. Sowly he began to play, snging an accompaniment deep insde himsalf. For he
had no voice with which to sing out loud, but the harp sang it for him. The boy ceased his quiverings, sat
up, al hisattention upon the dexterous play of the tentacles and the music they conjured forth. And when
hejudged that at last the listener's mind was captured, Fonder ceased with easy, quietening strokes,
gently offered him the harp. The boy registered interest and reluctance. Careful not to move nearer, not
aninch nearer, Pander offered it at full tentacle length. The boy had to take four stepsto get it. He took
them.

That wasthe sart. They played together, day after day and sometimes alittle into the night, while
amost imperceptibly the distance between them was reduced. Findly they sat together, sde by side, and
the boy had not yet learned to laugh but no longer did he show unease. He could now extract asmple
tune from the instrument and was pleased with his own gptitude in a solemn sort of way.

One evening as darkness grew, and the things that sometimes howled at the Moon were howling
again, Pander offered histentacle-tip for the hundredth time. Always the gesture had been unmistakable
even if itsmotive was not clear, yet dwaysit had been rebuffed. But now, now, five fingers curled around
itinshy desreto please.



With afervent prayer that human nerveswould function just like Martian ones, Pander poured his
thoughts through, swiftly, lest the warm grip be loosened too soon.

"Do not fear me. | cannot help my shape any more than you can help yours. | am your friend, your
father, your mother. | need you as much as you need me."

The boy let go of him, began quiet, haf-gtifled whimpering noises. Pander put atentacle on his
shoulder, made little patting motions that he imagined were wholly Martian. For someinexplicable
reason, this made matters worse. At hiswits end what to do for the best, what action to take that might
be understandable in Terrestrid terms, he gave the problem up, surrendered to hisinstinct, put along,
ropy limb around the boy and held him close until the noises ceased and dumber came. It wasthen he
redized the child he had taken was much younger than he had estimated. He nursed nun through the
night.
Much practice was necessary to make conversation. The boy had to learn to put mental drive behind
his thoughts, for it was beyond Pander's power to suck them out of him.

"What isyour name?

Pander got a picture of thinlegsrunning rapidly.

Hereturned it in question form. " Speedy?"

Andfirmative

"What name do you cdl me?'

An unflattering montage of mongters.

"Devil?"

The picture whirled around, became confused. There was atrace of embarrassment.

"Devil will do," assured Pander. He went on, "Where are your parents?”'

More confusion.

"Y ou must have had parents. Everyone has afather and mother, haven't they? Don't you remember
yours?'

Muddled ghost-pictures. Grown-ups leaving children. Grown-ups avoiding children, asif they feared
them.

"What isthefirg thing you remember?*

"Big man waking with me. Carried meabit. Waked again.”

"What happened to him?"

"Went away. Said he was sick. Might make me sick too."

"Long ago?'

Confusion.

Pander changed hisaim. "What of those other children-have they no parents either?”

"All got nobody."

"But you've got somebody now, haven't you, Speedy?"

Doubtfully. "Yes"

Pander pushed it farther. "Would you rather have me, or those other children?’ Helet it rest a
moment before he added, " Or both?"

"Both," said Speedy with no hesitation. Hisfingers toyed with the harp.

"Would you like to help me look for them tomorrow and bring them here? And if they are scared of
mewill you help them not to be afraid?’

"Surel" said Speedy, licking hislipsand sticking his chest out.

"Then," said Pander, "perhaps you would like to go for awalk today? Y ou've been too long in this
cave. Will you comefor awak with me?

"Y 'betchal”

Side by sde they went a short walk, onetrotting rapidly dong, the other dithering. The child's spirits
perked up with thistrip in the open; it was asif the sight of the sky and the fedl of the grass made him
redize a last that he was not exactly aprisoner. Hisformerly solemn features became animated, he made
exclamations that Pander could not understand, and once he laughed at nothing for the sheer joy of it. On
two occasions he grabbed a tentacle-tip in order to tell Pander something, performing the action asif it



werein every way as naturd as his own speech.

They got out the load-ded in the morning. Pander took the front seat and the controls, Speedy
squatted behind him with hands gripping his harness-belt. With ashalow soar, they headed for the glade.
Many smdl, white-tailed animals bolted down holes asthey passed over.

"Good for dinner," remarked Speedy, touching him and spesking through the touch.

Pander felt sickened. Meat-eaters! It was not until a queer feeling of shame and apology came back
a him that he knew the other had felt his revulson. He wished held been swift to blanket that reaction
before the boy could senseit, but he could not be blamed for the effect of so bald a statement taking him
so completely unaware. However, it had produced another step forward in their mutual
relationship-Speedy desired his good opinion.

Within fifteen minutes they struck it lucky. At apoint half amile south of the glade Speedy let out a
ghrill yell and pointed downward. A small, golden-haired figure was standing there on adight rise, staring
fascinatedly upward at the phenomenon in the sky. A second tiny shape, with red but equally long hair,
was at the bottom of the dope gazing in Smilar wonderment. Both cameto their sensesand turned to flee
asthe ded tilted toward them.

Ignoring the yelps of excitement close behind him and the pulls upon his belt, Pander sivooped, got
first one, then the other. Thisleft him with only onelimb to right the ded and gain height. If the victims had
fought he would have had hiswork cut out to makeit. They did not fight. They shrieked as he snatched
them and then relaxed with closed eyes.

The ded climbed, glided amile at five hundred feet. Pander's attention was divided between hislimp
prizes, the controls and the horizon when suddenly athunderous rattling sounded on the meta base on
the ded, the entire framework shuddered, a strip of metal flew from itsleading edge and things made
whining sounds toward the clouds.

"Old Graypate," bawled Speedy, jigging around but keeping away from the rim. "He's shooting at
=

The spoken words meant nothing to the Martian, and he could not spare alimb for the contact the
other had forgotten to make. Grimly righting the ded, he gaveit full power. Whatever damageit had
suffered had not affected its efficiency; it shot forward at a pace that set the red and golden hair of the
captives streaming in the wind. Perforce hislanding by the cave was clumsy. The ded bumped down and
lurched acrossforty yards of grass.

Firg thingsfirst. Taking the quiet pair into the cave, he made them comfortable on the bed, came out
and examined the ded. There were half adozen deep dentsinitsflat underside, two bright furrows
angling across one rim. He made contact with Speedy.

"What wereyou trying to tel me?'

"Old Graypate shot at us."

The mind-picture burst upon him vividly and with dectrifying effect: avison of atal, white-haired,
sern-faced old man with atubular weapon propped upon his shoulder while it spat fire upward. A
white-haired old man! An adullt!

His grip wastight on the other'sarm. "What is this oldster to you?"

"Nothing much. Helives near usin the shelters™

Picture of along, dusty concrete burrow, badly damaged, its ceiling marked with the scars of a
lighting system which had rotted away to nothing. The old man living hermitlike at one end; the children at
the other. The old man was sour, taciturn, kept the children at a distance, spoke to them seldom but was
quick to respond when they were menaced. He had guns. Once he had killed many wild dogs that had
egten two children.

"Peopleleft us near shelters because Old Graypate was there, and had guns,” informed Speedy.

"But why does he keep away from children? Doesn't he like children?

"Don't know." He mused amoment. "Oncetold usthat old people could get very sick and make
young ones sick-and then weld al die. Maybe he's afraid of making usdie.” Speedy wasn't very sure
about it.

So there was some much-feared disease around, something contagious, to which adults were



peculiarly susceptible. Without hesitation they abandoned their young at the first ondaught, hoping that at
least the children would live. Sacrifice after sacrifice that the remnants of the race might survive.
Heartbresk after heartbreak as elders chose desth alone rather than death together.

Y et Graypate himsdlf was depicted as very old. Wasthis an exaggeration of the child-mind?

"I must meet Graypate."

"He will shoot," declared Speedy positively. "He knows by now that you took me. He saw you take
the others. He will wait for you and shoot.”

"Wewill find someway to avoid that."

"How?"

"When these two have become my friends, just as you have become my friend, | will take dl three of
you back to the shelters. Y ou can find Graypate for me and tell him that | am not asugly as| look.”

"I don't think you're ugly," denied Speedy.

The picture Pander got aong with that gave him the weirdest sensation of pleasure. It was of avague,
shadowy but distorted body with aclear human face.

The new prisoners were female. Pander knew it without being told because they were daintier than
Speedy and had the warm, sweet smell of femaes. That meant complications. Maybe they were mere
children, and maybe they lived together in the shdlter, but he was permitting none of that while they were
in hischarge. Pander might be outlandish by other standards but he had a certain primness. Forthwith he
cut another and smaler cave for Speedy and himself.

Neither of the girls saw him for two days. Keeping well out of their sight, he let Speedy take them
food, talk to them, prepare them for the shape of the thing to come. On the third day he presented
himsdlf for ingpection at a distance. Despite forewarnings they went sheet-white, clung together, but
uttered no distressing sounds. He played his harp alittle while, withdrew, came back in the evening and
played for them again.

Encouraged by Speedy's constant and self-assured flow of propaganda, one of them grasped a
tentacle-tip next day. What came aong the nerves was not a picture so much asan ache, adesire, a
childish yearning. Pander backed out of the cave, found wood, spent the whole night using the deepy
Speedy asamodd, and fashioned the wood into atiny, jointed semblance of ahuman being. He was no
sculptor, but he possessed a natural delicacy of touch, and the poet in him ran through hislimbsand
expressed itsdf in the modd. Making athorough job of it, he clothed it in Terrestrid fashion, colored its
face, fixed upon itsfeatures the pleasure-grimace which humans cal asmile.

He gave her the dall the moment she awakened in the morning. Shetook it eagerly, hungrily, with
wide, glad eyes. Hugging it to her unformed bosom, she crooned over it-and he knew that the strange
emptinesswithin her was gone.

Though Speedy was openly contemptuous of this manifest waste of effort, Pander set to and made a
second mannikin. It did not take quite aslong. Practice on the first had made him swifter, more
dexterous. He was able to present it to the other child by midafternoon. Her acceptance was made with
shy grace, she held the doll close asif it meant more than the whole of her sorry world. In her thrilled
concentration upon the gift, she did not notice his nearness, his closeness, and when he offered atentacle,
shetook it.

Hesad, smply, "I loveyou.”

Her mind was too untrained to drive aresponse, but her great eyes warmed.

Pander sat on the grounded ded at apoint amile east of the glade and watched the three children
walk hand in hand toward the hidden shelters. Speedy was the obvious leader, hurrying them onward,
bossing them with the noisy assurance of one who has been around and considers himself sophisticated.
In spite of this, the girls paused at intervalsto turn and wave to the ropy, bee-eyed thing they'd left
behind. And Pander dutifully waved back, dways using his signd-tentacle because it had not occurred to
him that any tentacle would serve.

They sank from sight behind arise of ground. He remained on the ded, his multifaceted gaze going
over his surroundings or studying the angry sky now threatening rain. The ground was adull, dead
gray-green dl the way to the horizon. There was no relief from that drab color, not one shining patch of



white, gold, or crimson such as dotted the meadows of Mars. There was only the eterna gray-green and
hisown brilliant blueness.

Before long a sharp-faced, four-footed thing revealed itsdlf in the grass, raised its head and howled at
him. The sound was an eerily urgent wail that ran across the grasses and moaned into the distance. It
brought others of itskind, two, ten, twenty. Their defiance increased with then- numbers until therewasa
large band of them edging toward him with lips drawn back, teeth exposed. Then there came a sudden
and undetectabl e flock-command which caused them to cease their dinking and spring forward like one,
davering asthey came. They did it with the hungry, red-eyed frenzy of animals motivated by something
akin to madness.

Repulsive though it was, the Sight of creatures craving for meat-even strange blue meat-did not
bother Pander. He dipped a control anotch, the flotation grids radiated, the ded soared twenty feet. So
cam and easy an escape S0 casudly performed infuriated the wild dog pack beyond al measure.
Arriving beneath the ded, they made futile springs upward, fell back upon one another, bit and dashed
each other, leaped again and again. The pandemonium they set up was acompound of snarls, yelps,
barks, and growls, the ferocious expressions of extreme hate. They exuded a pungent odor of dry hair
and anima Swegt.

Reclining on the ded in amaddening pose of disdain, Fander et the insane ones rave below. They
raced around in tight circles shrieking insults at him and biting each other. Thiswent on for sometime and
ended with aspurt of ultra-rapid cracks from the direction of the glade. Eight dogsfell dead. Two
flopped and struggled to crawl away. Ten yeped in agony, made off on three legs. The unharmed ones
flashed away to some place where they could make amed of the escaping limpers. Pander lowered the
ded.

Speedy stood on the rise with Graypate. The latter restored his weapon to the crook of hisarm,
rubbed his chin thoughtfully, ambled forward.

Stopping five yards from the Martian, the old Earthman again massaged his chin whiskers, then said,
"It sureisthe darnedest thing, just the darnedest thing!™

"No usetaking at him," advised Speedy. "Y ou've got to touch him, like | told you."

"I know, | know." Graypate betrayed adight impatience. "All in good time. I'll touch him when I'm
ready." He stood there, gazing at Pander with eyes that were very pale and very sharp. "Oh, well, here
goes." He offered ahand.

Fander placed atentacle-end init.

"Jeepers, he'scold,” commented Graypate, closing hisgrip. "Colder than a snake.”

"Heisn't asnake," Speedy contradicted fiercely.

"Ease up, ease up-l didn't say heis." Graypate seemed fond of repetitive phrases.

"He doesn't fed like one, either,” persisted Speedy, who had never felt a snake and did not wish to.

Fander boosted athought through. "I come from the fourth planet. Do you know what that means?'

"l ain't ignorant,” snapped Graypate aoud.

"No need to reply vocally. | receive your thoughts exactly as you receive mine. Y our responses are
much stronger than the boy's, and | can understand you easily.”

"Humph!" said Graypate to the world &t large.

"I have been anxiousto find an adult because the children can tel melittle. | would like to ask
questions. Do you fed inclined to answer questions?'

"It depends,” answered Graypate, becoming leery.

"Never mind. Answer them if you wish. My only desireisto help you.”

"Why?' asked Graypate, searching around for a percentage.

"We need intelligent friends.”

"Why?'

"Our numbers are smdll, our resources poor. In visiting thisworld and the misty one we've come near
to thelimit of our ability. But with assistance we could go farther. | think that if we could help you atime
might come when you could help us™"

Graypate pondered it cautioudy, forgetting that the inward workings of his mind were wide open to



the other. Chronic suspicion was the keynote of his thoughts, suspicion based on life experiences and
recent hitory. But inward thoughts ran both ways, and his own mind detected the clear Sincerity in
Pander's.

So he said. "Fair enough. Say more.”

"What caused dl this?" inquired Pander, waving alimb at the world.

"War," said Graypate. "The last war well ever have. The entire place went nuts.”

"How did that come about?'

"You've got methere." Graypate gave the problem grave consideration. "1 reckon it wasn't just any
onething; it was amultitude of things sort of piling themsdvesup.”

"Differencesin people. Some were colored differently in their bodies, othersin their idess, and they
couldn't get dong. Some bred faster than others, wanted more room, more food. There wasn't any more
room or more food. The world wasfull, and nobody could shovein except by pushing another out. My
old man told me plenty before he died, and he dways maintained that if folk had had the boss-senseto
keep their numbers down, there might not-"

"Y our old man?" interjected Pander. "Y our father? Didn't al this occur in your own lifetime?”

"It did not. | saw none of it. | am the son of the son of asurvivor.”

"Let'sgo back to the cave," put in Speedy, bored with the slent contact-talk. "I want to show him
our harp.”

They took no notice, and Pander went on, "Do you think there might be alot of others ill living?”!

"Who knows?" Graypate was moody about it. "Thereisn't any way of telling how many are
wandering around the other sde of the globe, maybe till killing each other, or starving to death, or dying
of thesickness."

"What scknessisthis?'

"I couldn't tell what it iscalled.” Graypate scratched his head confusedly. "My old man told me afew
times, but I've long forgotten. Knowing the name wouldn't do me any good, see? He said hisfather told
him that it was part of the war, it got invented and was spread deliberately-and it's still with us.”

"What areits symptoms?"

"Y ou go hot and dizzy. Y ou get black swellingsin the armpits. In forty-eight hours you're dead. Old
ones get it first. The kidsthen catch it unless you make away from them mighty fast."

"It isnothing familiar to me," said Pander, unable to recognize cultured bubonic. "In any case, I'm not
amedical expert." He eyed Graypate. "But you seem to have avoided it."

"Sheer luck," opined Graypate. "Or maybe| can't get it. There was astory going around during the
war that some folk might develop immunity to it, durned if | know why. Could be that I'm immune, but |
don't count oniit."

"So you keep your distance from these children?’

"Sure." He glanced at Speedy. "1 shouldn't redlly have come along with thiskid. HEs got alousy
chance asit iswithout meincreasing the odds."

"That isthoughtful of you," Pander put over softly. "Especidly seeing that you must be londly.”

Graypate bristled and his thought-flow became aggressive. "l ain't grieving for company. | can look
after mysdlf, like I have done since my old man went away to curl up by himself. I'm on my own feet.
So'severy other guy.”

"l believethat," said Pander. "Y ou must pardon me-I'm astranger here myself. | judged you by my
own fedlings. Now and again | get pretty londy.”

"How come?' demanded Graypate, saring a him. "Y ou ain't telling me they dumped you and left
you, on your own?"

"They did."

"Man!" exclamed Graypate fervently.

Man! It was a picture resembling Speedy’ s conception, avison dusivein form but firm and human in
face. The oldster was reacting to what he considered a predicament rather than a choice, and the
reaction came on awave of sympathy.



Pander struck promptly and hard. "Y ou see how I'm fixed. The companionship of wild animasis
nothing to me. I need someone intelligent enough to like my music and forget my looks, someone
intelligent enough to-"

"l ain't so surewerethat smart,” Graypate chipped in. He let his gaze swing morbidly around the
landscape. "Not when | see this graveyard and think of how it looked in granpop's days.”

"Every flower blooms from the dust of ahundred dead ones," answered Pander.

"What are flowers?'

It shocked the Martian. He had projected a mind-picture of atrumpet lily, crimson and shining, and
Graypate's brain had juggled it around, uncertain whether iswerefish, flesh, or fowl.

"Vegetable growths, like these." Pander plucked half a dozen blades of blue-green grass. "But more
colorful, and sweet-scented." He transmitted the brilliant vison of amile-square field of trumpet lilies, red
and glowing.

"Glory bel" sad Graypate. "Weve nothing like those."

"Not here," agreed Pander. "Not here." He gestured toward the horizon. " Elsawhere may be plenty.
If we got together we could be Company for each other, we could learn things from each other. We
could pool our ideas, our efforts, and search for flowersfar away-also for more people.”

"Folk just won't get together in large bunches. They gtick to each other in family groups until the
plague breaks them up. Then they abandon the kids. The bigger the crowd, the bigger the risk of
someone contaminating thelot.” He leaned on his gun, staring at the other, his thought-forms shaping
themsdavesin dull solemnity. "When aguy gets hit, he goes away and takesit on hisown. Theendisa
persona contract between him and his God, with no witnesses. Desth's a pretty private affair these
days.”

"What, after dl these years? Don't you think that by thistime the disease may have run its course and
exhaugted itsdlf?'

"Nobody knows-and nobody's gambling oniit.”

" would gamble," said Pander.

"You an'tlikeus. You mightn't be ableto catchit.”

"Or | might get it worse, and die more painfully.”

"Mebbe," admitted Graypate, doubtfully. "Anyway, you'relooking at it from adifferent angle. You've
been dumped on your ownsome. What've you got to lose?"

"My life," said Pander.

Graypate rocked back on his hedls, then said, "Y es, gr, that isagamble. A guy can't bet any heavier
man that." He rubbed his chin whiskers asbefore. "All right, dl right, I'll take you up on that. Y ou come
right hereand live with us™ Hisgrip tightened on his gun, hisknuckles showing white. "On this
understanding: The moment you fed sick you get out fast, and for keeps. If you dont, I'll bump you and
drag you away mysdlf, evenif that makes me get it too. The kids comefirg, see?!

The shdterswere far roomier than the cave. There were eighteen children living in them, al skinny
with their prolonged diet of roots, edible herbs, and an occasiona rabbit. The youngest and most
sengitive of them ceased to be terrified of Pander after ten days. Within four months his dithering shape of
blue ropiness had become anorma adjunct to their small, limited world.

Six of the youngsters were males older than Speedy, one of them much older but not yet adult. He
beguiled them with his harp, teaching them to play, and now and again giving them ten-minute rides on the
load-ded as aspecid treat. He made dollsfor the girls and queer, cone-shaped little houses for the dalls,
and fan-backed chairs of woven grassfor the houses. None of these toys were truly Martian in design,
and nonewere Terrestrid. They represented a pathetic compromise within hisimagination; the Martian
notion of what Terrestrial models might have looked like had there been any in existence.

But surreptitioudy, without seeming to give any less attention to the younger ones, he directed his
main efforts upon the six older boys and Speedy. To his mind, these were the hope of the world-and of
Mars. At no time did he bother to ponder that the nontechnica brain is not without its virtues, or that
there are times and circumstances when it isworth dropping the short view of what is practicable for the
sake of the long view of what is remotely possible. So as best he could he concentrated upon the elder



seven, educating them through the dragging months, stimulating their minds, encouraging their curiosity,
and continually impressing upon them the idea that fear of disease can become afolk-separating dogma
unlessthey conquered it within their souls.

He taught them that degth is death, anatural process to be accepted philosophically and met with
dignity-and there were times when he suspected that he was teaching them nothing, he was merely
reminding them, for deep within their growing minds was the ancestrd strain of Terrestrialism which had
mulled itsway to the same conclusions ten or twenty thousands of years before. Still, he was helping to
remove this disease-block from the path of the stream, and was driving child-logic more rapidly toward
adult outlook. In that respect he was satisfied. He could do little more.

Intime, they organized group concerts, humming or making Singing noises to the accompaniment of
the harp, now and again improvising linesto suit Pander's tunes, arguing out the respective merits of
chosen words until by process of eimination they had a complete song. As songs grew to arepertoire
and singing grew more adept, more polished, Old Graypate displayed interest, came to one performance,
then another, until by custom he had established his own place as a one-man audience.

One day the eldest boy, who was named Redhead, came to Pander and grasped a tentacle-tip.
"Devil, may | operate your food-machine?’

"Y ou mean you would like me to show you how to work it?"

"No, Devil, I know how to work it." The boy gazed sdll-assuredly into the other's great bee-eyes.

"Then how isit operated?’

"Youfill its container with the tenderest blades of grass, being careful not to includeroots. You are
equally careful not to turn a switch before the container isfull and its door completely closed. Y ou then
turn the red switch for a count of two hundred eighty, reverse the container, turn the green switch for a
count of forty-seven. Y ou then close both switches, empty the container's warm pulp into the end molds
and apply the press until the biscuitsarefirm and dry."

"How have you discovered dl this?!

"I have watched you make biscuits for us many times. This morning, while you were busy, | tried it
myself." He extended ahand. It held abiscuit. Taking it from him, Pander examined it. Firm, crisp,
well-shaped. He tasted it. Perfect.

Redhead became the first mechanic to operate and service aMartian lifeboat's emergency
premasticator. Seven yearslater, long after the machine had ceased to function, he managed to repower
it, weakly but effectively, with dust that gave forth apha sparks. In another five years he had improved i,
gpeeded it up. In twenty years he had duplicated it and had all the know-how needed to turn out
premasticators on alarge scae. Fander could not have equaled this performance for, as anontechnician,
held no better notion than the average Terrestrid of the principles upon which the machine worked,
neither did he know what was meant by radiant digestion or protein enrichment. He could do little more
than urge Redhead aong and leave the rest to whatever inherent genius the boy possessed-which was
plenty.

In smilar manner, Speedy and two youths named Blacky and Bigearstook the load-ded out of his
charge. On rare occasions, asagreat privilege, Pander had permitted them to take up the ded for
one-hour trips, done. Thistime they were gone from dawn to dusk. Graypate mooched around, gun
under arm, another smaller one stuck in his belt, going frequently to the top of arise and scanning the
skiesindl directions.

The delinquents swooped in at sunset, bringing with them a strange boy.

Pander summoned them to him. They held hands so that his touch would give him smultaneous
contact with al three.

"l am alittleworried. The ded has only so much power. Whenit isal gonethere will be no more."

They eyed each other aghast.

"Unfortunately, | have neither the knowledge nor the ability to energize the ded once its power is
exhaugted. | lack the wisdom of the friends who left me h* e-and that ismy shame." He paused, watching
them dolefully, then went on, "All | do know isthat its power does not lesk away. If not used much, the
reserveswill remain for many years." Another pause before he added, "And in afew yearsyou will be



men.

Blacky said, "But, Devil, when we are men well be much heavier, and the ded will use so much more
power."

"How do you know that?" Pander put it sharply.

"More weight, more power to sustainit,” opined Blacky with the air of onewhoselogicis
incontrovertible. "1t doesn't need thinking out. 1t's obvious.”

Very dowly and softly, Pander told him, "Y ou'll do. May the twin moons shine upon you someday,
for | know you'll do."

"Dowhét, Devil 7'

"Build athousand dedslike this one, or better-and explore the whole world."

From that time onward they confined their trips strictly to one hour, making them less frequently than
of yore, spending more time poking and prying around the ded'sinnards.

Graypate changed character with the dow reluctance of the aged. Leastways, astwo yearsthen
threerolled past, he came gradualy out of his shell, was|ess taciturn, more willing to mix with those
swiftly growing up to hisown height. Without fully reglizing what he was doing he joined forces with
Pander, gave the children the remnants of Earthly wisdom passed down from hisfather'sfather. He
taught the boys how to use the guns of which he had as many as deven, some maintained mostly asa
source of sparesfor others. He took them shell-hunting; digging deep benesath rotting foundationsinto
dde, hdf-filled cdlarsin search of ammunition not too far corroded for use.

"Gunsant no usewithout shells, and shdlsdon't last forever.”

Neither do buried shells. They found not one.

Of his own wisdom Graypate stubbornly withheld but asingle item until the day when Speedy and
Redhead and Blacky chivvied it out of him. Then, like afather facing the hangman, he gave them thetruth
about babies. He made no comparative mention of bees because there were no bees, nor of flowers
because there were no flowers. One cannot anal ogize the nonexistent. Nevertheless he managed to
explain the matter more or lessto their satisfaction, after which he mopped his forehead and went to
Pander.

"These youngsters are getting too nosy for my comfort. They've been asking me how kids come
dong.”
"Didyoutdl them?'

"l suredid." He sat down, staring at the Martian, his pale gray eyes bothered. "1 don't mind giving in
to the boyswhen | can't beat ‘em off any longer, but I'm durned if I'm going to tell the girls.”

Pander said, "I have been asked about this many atime before. | could not tell much because | was
by no means certain whether you breed precisely aswe breed. But | told them how we breed.”

"Thegirlstoo?'

"Of course.”

"Jeeperd" Graypate mopped hisforehead again. "How did they take it?"

"Just asif I'd told them why the sky is blue or why water iswet."

"Mugt've been something in the way you put it to them," opined Graypate.

"| told them it was poetry between persons.”

Throughout the course of history, Martian, Venusian, or Terrestriad, some years are more noteworthy
than others. The twdfth one after Pander's marooning was outstanding for its series of events each of
which was pitifully inggnificant by cosmic stlandards but loomed enormoudy in thissmal community life.

To start with, on the basis of Redhead's improvements to the premasticator, the older seven-now
bearded men-contrived to repower the exhausted ded and again took to the air for thefirst timein forty
months. Experiments showed that the Martian |oad-carrier was now dower, could bear lessweight, but
had far longer range. They used it to visit the ruins of distant citiesin search of metalic junk suitable for
the building of more deds, and by early summer they had constructed another, larger than the origind,
clumsy to the verge of dangerousness, but till aded.

On saverd occasonsthey failed to find metal but did find people, odd families survivingin
under-surface shelters, clinging grimly to life and passed-down scraps of knowledge. Since dl these new



contacts were srictly human to human, with no weirdly tentacled shape to scare off the parties of the
second part, and since many were finding fear of plague more to be endured than their terrible londiness,
many families returned with the explorers, settled in the shelters, accepted Pander, added their surviving
skillsto the community'sriches.

Thusloca population grew to seventy adults and four hundred children. They compounded with their
plague-fear by spreading through the shelters, digging through half-wrecked and formerly unused
expanses, and moving apart to form twenty or thirty lesser communities each one of which could be
isolated should degath resppesar.

Growing morae born of added strength and confidence in numbers soon resulted in four more deds,
gtill clumsy but dightly less dangerous to manage. There dso gppeared thefirst rock house above ground,
standing four-square and solidly under the gray skies, a defiant witness that mankind still considered itsalf
acut above therats and rabbits. The community presented the house to Blacky and Sweetvoice, who
had announced their desire to associate. An adult who claimed to know the conventiond routine spoke
solemn words over the happy couple before many witnesses, while Pander attended the groom as best
Martian.

Toward summer's end Speedy returned from a solo ded-trip of many days, brought with him one old
man, one boy and four girls, al of strange, outlandish countenance. They were yelow in complexion, had
black hair, black, almond-shaped eyes, and spoke alanguage that none could understand. Until these
newcomers had picked up the local speech, Pander had to act asinterpreter, for his mind-pictures and
theirs were independent of vocal sounds. The four girls were quiet, modest, and very beautiful. Withina
month Speedy had married one of them whose name was a gentle clucking sound which meant Precious
Jawd Ling.

After thiswedding, Pander sought Graypate, placed atentacle-tip in hisright hand. "There were
differences between the man and the girl, distinctive features wider gpart than any we know upon Mars.
Arethese some of the differences which caused your war?"

"I dunno. I've never seen one of these yellow folk before. They must live mighty far off." He rubbed
his chin to help histhoughtsaong. "I only know what my old man told me and his old man told him.
There weretoo many folk of too many different sorts.”

"They can't bed| that different if they canfal inlove."

"Mebbe not," agreed Graypate.

"Supposing most of the people till in thisworld could assemble here, breed together, and have less
different children; the children bred others till less different. Wouldn't they eventudly become al much
the same-just Earth-people?!

"Mebbe s0."

"All spesking the same language, sharing the same culture? If they spread out dowly from acentral
source, dwaysin contact by ded, continually sharing the same knowledge, same progress, would there
be any room for new differencesto arise?'

"l dunno,” said Graypate evasively. "I'm not so young as | used to be, and | can't dream asfar ahead
as| usedtodo.”

"It doesn't matter so long as the young ones can dream it." Pander mused amoment. "If you're
beginning to think yoursalf aback number, you're in good company. Things are getting somewhat out of
hand asfar as|I'm concerned. The onlooker seesthe most of the game, and perhaps that's why 1'm more
sengtive than you to acertain peculiar feding.”

"Towhat feding?' inquired Graypate, eyeing him.

"That Terrais on the move once more. There are now many people where there were few. A house
isup and more areto follow. They talk of sx more. After the six they will talk of sixty, then six hundred,
then six thousand. Some are planning to haul up sunken conduits and use them to pipe water from the
northward lake. Seds are being built. Premasticators will soon be built, and force-screens likewise.
Children are being taught. Less and lessisbeing heard of your plague, and so far no more have died of it.
| fed adynamic surge of energy and ambition and genius which may grow with appaling rapidity until it
becomes amighty flood. | fed that I, too, am aback number.”



"Bunk!" said Graypate. He spat on the ground. "If you dream often enough, you're bound to have a
bad one once in a while"

"Perhapsit is because so many of my tasks have been taken over and done better than | was doing
them. | havefailed to seek new tasks. Were | atechnician I'd have discovered adozen by now. Reckon
thisisas good atime as any to turn to ajob with which you can hep me."

"Whét isthat?"

"A long, long time ago | made a poem. It wasfor the beautiful thing that first impelled meto say
here. | do. not know exactly what its maker had in mind, nor whether my eyes seeit ashewished it to be
seen, but | have made a poem to expresswhat | fee when | look upon hiswork."

"Humph!" said Graypate, not very interested.

"Thereisan outcrop of solid rock benegth its base which | can shave smooth and use asaplinth on
which to inscribe my words. | would like to put them down twice-in the script of Mars and the script of
Earth." Pander hesitated amoment, then went on. "Perhgpsthisis presumptuous of me, but it is many
yearssince | wrotefor all to read-and my chance may never come again.”

Graypate said, "I get theidea. Y ou want me to put down your notionsin our writing So you can copy
it

"Yes"

"Give meyour stylusand pad.” Taking them, Graypate squatted on arock, lowering himsdf iffly,
for hewasfeding the weight of hisyears. Resting the pad on hisknees, he held the writing instrument in
his right hand while hisleft continued to grasp atentacle-tip. "Go ahead.”

He started drawing thick, laborious marks as Pander's mind-pictures came through, enlarging the
letters and keeping them well separated. When he had finished he handed the pad over.

"Asymmetrical," decided Pander, staring at the queer letters and wishing for the first time that he had
taken up the study of Earth-writing. "Cannot you make this part balance with that, and thiswith this?"

"It'swhat you said.”

"It isyour own trandation of what | said. | would like it better balanced. Do you mind if wetry
agan?'

They tried again. They made fourteen attempts before Pander was satisfied with the perfunctory
appearance of |etters and words he could not understand.

Taking the paper, hefound his ray-gun, went to the base-rock of the beautiful thing and sheared the
wholefront to aflat, even surface. Adjusting his beam to cut aV-shaped channd oneinch deep, he
inscribed his poem on the rock in long, unpunctuated lines of neat Martian curlicues. With less confidence
and much greater care, he repeated the verse in Earth's awkward, angular hieroglyphics. The task took
him quite atime, and there werefifty people watching him when hefinished. They said nothing. In utter
slencethey looked at the poem and &t the beautiful thing, and were still standing there brooding solemnly
when he went away.

One by onetherest of the community visited the Site next day, going and coming with the .air of
pilgrims attending an ancient shrine. All stood there along time, returned without comment. Nobody
praised Fander's work, nobody damned it, nobody reproached him for aienizing something wholly
Earth's. The only effect-too subtle to be noteworthy-was a greater and till growing grimness and
determination that boosted the aready swelling Earth-dynamic.

In that respect, Pander wrought better than he knew.

A plague-scare came in the fourteenth year. Two deds had brought back familiesfrom afar, and
within aweek of their arrival the children sickened, became spotted.

Meta gongs sounded the darm, al work ceased, the affected section was cut off and guarded, the
majority prepared to flee. It was athrestening reversal of al the things for which many had toiled so long;
adegtructive scattering of the tender roots of new civilization.

Pander found Graypate, Speedy, and Blacky, armed to the teeth, facing adrawn-faced and restless
crowd.

"Therésmost of ahundred folk in that isolated part,” Graypate wastelling them. "They ain't dl got it.
Maybe they won't get it. If they don't it ain't so likely you'll go down either. We ought to wait and see.



Stick around a bit."

"Ligenwho'staking," invited avoicein the crowd. "If you weren't immune you'd have been planted
thirty-forty yearsago."

"Same goesfor near everybody," snapped Graypate. He glared around, his gun under onearm, his
paleblue eyesbelicose. "I an't much use a gpeechifying, so I'm just saying flatly that nobody goes
before we know whether thisredly isthe plague.” He hefted his wegpon in one hand, held it forward.
"Anyonefancy himsdf at beeting abullet?!

The heckler in the audience muscled hisway to the front. He was a swarthy man of muscular build,
and hisdark eyeslooked belligerently into Graypate's. "While there'slife there's hope. If we bedt it, we
liveto come back, when it's safe to come back, if ever-and you know it. So I'm calling your bluff, see?!
Squaring his shoulders, he began to walk off.

Graypate's gun dready was hafway up when he felt the touch of Pander'stentacle on hisarm. He
lowered the weapon, called after the escapee.

"I'm going into that cut-off section and the Devil isgoing with me. Were running into things, not away
from them. | never did like running away." Severa of the audience fidgeted, murmuring gpprovd. He
went on, "Well seefor oursavesjust what'swrong. We mightn't be ableto put it right, but well find out
what's the matter."

Thewalker paused, turned, eyed him, eyed Fander, and said, "Y ou can't do that."

"Why not?'

"Youll get it yoursdf-and aheck of alot of useyoull be dead and stinking."

"What, and meimmune?" cracked Graypate grinning.

"The Devil will getit," hedged the other.

Graypate was about to retort, "What do you care?' but dtered it dightly in response to Pander's
contacting thoughts. He said, more softly, "Do you care?'

It caught the other off-balance. He fumbled embarrassedly within his own mind, avoided looking at
the Martian, said lamely, "I don't see reason for any guy to takerisks."

"He'staking them, because he cares,” Graypate gave back. "And I'm taking them because I'm too
old and usdlessto giveadarn.”

With that, he stepped down, marched stubbornly toward the isolated section, Fander dithering by his
Sde, tentacle in hand. The one who wished to flee stayed put, staring after them. The crowd shuffled
uneadily, seemed in two minds whether to accept the situation and stick around, or whether to rush
Graypate and Fander and drag them away. Speedy and Blacky made to follow the pair but were
ordered off.

No adult sickened; nobody died. Children in the affected sector went one after another through the
same routine of feverishness, high temperature, and spots, until the epidemic of meadeshad died out;
Not until amonth after the last case had been cured by something within its own congtitution did
Graypate and Fander emerge.

The innocuous course and eventua disappearance of this suspected plague gave the pendulum of
confidence apush, swinging it farther. Morale boosted itself amost to the verge of arrogance. More deds
appeared, more mechanics serviced them, more pilots rode them. More people flowed in; more
oddments of past knowledge came with them.

Humanity was off to aflying start with the salvaged seeds of past wisdom and the urgeto do. The
tormented ones of Earth were not primitive savages, but surviving organisms of a grestness nine-tenths
destroyed but <till remembered, each contributing his mite of know-how to restore at least some of those
things which had been boiled away in atomic fires.

When, in the twentieth year, Redhead duplicated the premasticator, there were eight thousand stone
houses stand-big around the hill. A community hal seventy timesthe size of ahouse, with agreet green
dome of copper, reared itsalf upon the eastward fringe. A dam held the lake to the north. A hospital was
going up in the west. The nuances and energies and talents of fifty races had built thistown and were il
building it. Among them were ten Polynesians and four |celanders and one lean, dusky child who wasthe
last of the Seminoles.



Farms spread wide. One thousand heads of Indian corn rescued from a sheltered valey in the Andes
had grown to ten thousand acres. Water buffa oes and goats had been brought from afar to servein lieu
of the horses and sheep that would never be seen again-and no man knew why one species survived
while another did not. The horses had died; the water buffalos lived. The canines hunted in ferocious
packs, the felines had departed from existence. The smal herbs, some tubers, and afew seedy things
could be rescued and cultivated for hungry bellies; but there were no flowersfor the hungry mind.
Humanity carried on, making do with what was available. No more than that could be done.

Pander was a back-number. He had nothing left for which to live but his songs and the affection of
the others. In everything but his harp and his songs the Terrans were way ahead of him. He could do no
more than give of hisown affection in return for theirs and wait with the patience of one whosework is
done. .

At the end of that year they buried Graypate. He died in his deep, passing with the undramatic
casuaness of onewho ain't much use a speechifying. They put him to rest on aknoll behind the
community hal, and Pander played his mourning song, and Precious Jewel, who was Speedy's wife,
planted the grave with sweet herbs.

In the spring of the following year Pander summoned Speedy and Blacky and Redhead. He was
coiled on a couch, blue and shivering. They held hands so that his touch would speak to them
amultaneoudy.

"| am about to undergo my amafa.”

He had great difficulty in putting it over in understandable thought-forms, for thiswas something
beyond their Earthly experience.

"It isan unavoidable change of age during which my kind must deep undisturbed.” They reacted asif
the casud reference to hiskind was a strange and startling revelation, anew aspect previoudy
unthought-of. He continued, "1 must be left lone until this hibernation hasrun its natural course.”

"For how long, Devil ?* asked Speedy, with anxiety.

"It may dretch from four of your monthsto afull year, or-"

"Or what?' Speedy did not wait for areassuring reply. His agile mind was swift to sense the spice of
danger lying far back in the Martian'sthoughts. "Or it may never end?"

"It may never," admitted Pander, reluctantly. He shivered again, drew his tentacles around himself.
The brilliance of hisbluenesswasfading visibly. "The posshbility issmal, but it isthere.”

Speedy's eyes widened and his breath was taken in a short gasp. His mind was striving to readjust
itself and accept the gppalling ideathat Pander might not be afixture, permanent, established for dl time.
Blacky and Redhead were equally aghast.

"We Martians do not last forever," Pander pointed out, gently. "All are mortd, here and there. He
who survives his amafa has many happy yearsto follow, but some do not survive. Itisatrid that must
be faced as everything from beginning to end must be faced.”

"BUL"

"Our numbers are not large,” Pander went on. "We breed dowly and some of us die halfway through
the normal span. By cosmic standards we are aweak and foolish people much in need of the support of
the clever and the strong. Y ou are clever and strong. Whenever my people visit you again, or any other
gtill stranger people come, dways remember that you are clever and strong.”

"We are strong," echoed Speedy, dreamily. His gaze swung around to take in the thousands of roofs,
the copper dome, the thing of beauty on the hill. "We are strong.”

A prolonged shudder went through the ropy, bee-eyed creature on the couch.

"I do not wish to be l€eft here, an idle deeper inthe midst of life, posing like abad exampleto the
young. | would rather rest within the little cave where first we made friends and grew to know and
understand each other. Wall it up and fix adoor for me. Forbid anyone to touch me or let the light of day
fall upon meuntil such time as| emerge of my own accord.” Pander stirred duggishly, hislimbsuncoiling
with noticeable lack of snuousness. "I regret | must ask you to carry me there. Please forgive me; | have
leftit alittlelate and cannot. .. cannot... makeit by mysdf."

Their faces were pictures of darm, their minds bells of sorrow. Running for poles, they madea



stretcher, edged him onto it, bore him to the cave. A long procession was following by the time they
reached it. Asthey settled him comfortably and began to wall up the entrance, the crowd watched in the
same solemn silence with which they had looked upon hisverse.

Hewasdready atightly rolled ball of dull blueness, with filmed eyes, when they fitted the door and
closad it, leaving him to darkness and dumber. Next day atiny, brown-skinned man with eight children,
al hugging dolls, cameto the door. While the youngsters stared huge-eyed at the door, he fixed uponit a
two-word name in metd |etters, taking great pains over his saf-imposed task and making anest job of it.

TheMartian vessd came from the stratosphere with the dow, stately fal of agrounding balloon.
Behind the transparent band its bluish, nightmarish crew were assembled and |ooking with grest,
multifaceted eyes at the upper surface of the clouds. The scene resembled a pink-tinged snowfield
benegth which the planet till remained concedled.

Captain Rdina could fed this asatense, exciting moment even though hisvessa had not the honor to
be the first with such an approach. One Captain Skhiva, now long retired, had done it many years
before. Nevertheless, this second venture retained its own exploratory thrill.

Someone gtationed athird of the way around the vessal's belly came writhing at top pace toward him
asther drop brought them near to the pinkish clouds. The oncomer's signaling tentaclewasjiggling a a
seldom-used rate,

"Captain, we have just seen an object swoop across the horizon."

"What sort of an object?’

"It looked like agigantic load-ded.”

"It couldn't have been.”

"No, Captain, of course not-but that is exactly what it appeared to be.”

"Whereisit now?' demanded Rdina, gazing toward the side from which the other had come.

"It dived into the mists below."

"Y ou must have been mistaken. Long-standing anticipation can encourage the strangest delusions.”
He stopped amoment as the observation band became shrouded in the vapor of acloud. Musingly, he
watched the gray wall of fog dide upward as hisvessa continued its descent. "That old report says
definitely that thereis nothing but desolation and wild animas. Thereis no intelligent life except somefool
of aminor poet whom Skhivaleft behind, and twelve to one hel's dead by now. The animals may have
egtenhim.”

"Eaten him? Eaten meat?' exclaimed the other, thoroughly revolted.

"Anything ispossible," assured Rdina, pleased with the extreme to which hisimagination could be
sretched. "Except aload-ded. That wasplain silly.”

At which point he had no choice but to let the subject drop for the smple and compelling reason that
the ship came out of the base of the cloud, and the ded in question wasfloating dongside. It could be
seen in complete detail, and even their own instruments were responding to the powerful output of its
numerous flotation-grids.

The twenty Martians aboard the sphere sat staring bee-eyed at this enormous thing which was half
the size of their own vessdl, and the forty humans on the ded stared back with equa intentness. Ship and
ded continued to descend side by side, while both crews studied each other with dumb fascination which
perssted until smultaneoudy they touched ground.

It was not until hefdt the dight jolt of landing that Captain Rdinarecovered sufficiently to look
elsawhere. He saw the houses, the green-domed building, the thing of beauty poised uponits hill, the
many hundreds of Earth-people streaming out of their town and toward hisvessd.

None of these queer, two-legged life forms, he noted, betrayed dightest Sgn of revulsion or fear.
They galoped to the tryst with a bumptious self-confidence which would still be evident any placetitle
other side of the cosmos.

It shook him alittle, and he kept saying to himself, again and again, "They're not scared-why should
you be? They're not scared-why should you be?!

He went out persondly to meet thefirst of them, suppressing his own gpprehensions and ignoring the
fact that many of them bore weapons. The leading Earthmen, a big-built, spade-bearded two-legger,



grasped histentacle as to the manner born.

There came apicture of swiftly moving limbs. "My nameis Speedy.”

The ship emptied itsaf within ten minutes. No Martian would stay insgde who wasfreeto smdl new
ar. Thar firg vigt, in adithering bunch, wasto the thing of beauty. Rdinastood quietly looking at it, his
crew clustered in ahalf-circle around him, the Earth-folk a silent audience behind.

It was agreat rock statue of afemale of Earth. She was broad-shouldered, full-bosomed,
wide-hipped, and wore voluminous skirts that came right down to her heavy-soled shoes. Her back was
alittle bent, her head alittle bowed, and her face was hidden in her hands, deep in her toilworn hands.
Rdinatried in vain to gain some glimpse of thetired features behind those hiding hands. He looked at her
along while before his eyeslowered to read the script beneath, ignoring the Earth-lettering, running easily
over theflowing Martian curlicues:

Weep, my country, for your sons asleep,

The ashes of your homes, your tottering towers.

Weep, my country, O, my country, weep!

For birdsthat cannot sing, for vanished flowers,

The end of everything,

The silenced hours.

Weep! my country.

Therewas no sgnature. Rdinamulled it through many minutes while the others remained passve.
Then heturned to Speedy, pointed to the Martian script.

"Who wrote this?"

"One of your people. Heisdead."

"Ah!" said Rdina. "That songbird of Skhivas. | have forgotten his name. | doubt whether many
remember it. He was only avery small poet. How did he die?’

"He ordered usto enclose him for somelong and urgent deep he must have, and-"

"Theamafa," put in Rdina, comprehendingly. "And then?'

"We did as he asked. He warned usthat he might never come out.” Speedy gazed at the sky,
unconscious that Rdinawas picking up his sorrowful thoughts. ""He has been there nearly two years and
has not emerged.” The eyes came down to Rdina. "'l don't know whether you can understand me, but he
wasoneof us."

"| think I understand.” Rdinawas thoughtful. He asked, "How long isthis period you cal nearly two
years?'

They managed to work it out between them, trandating it from Terran to Martian time-terms.

"Itislong," pronounced Rdina. "Much longer than the usud amafa, but not unique. Occasiondly, for
no known reason, someone takes even longer. Besides, Earth is Earth and Marsis Mars." He became
swift, energetic as he called to one of his crew. "Physician Traith, we have a prolonged-amafa case. Get
your oils and essences and come with me." When the other had returned, he said to Speedy, "Take usto
where he degps.”

Reaching the door to the walled-up cave, Rdina paused to look at the names fixed upon it in neat but
incomprehensible letters. They read: DEAR DEVIL.

"What do those mean?" asked Physician Traith, pointing.

"Do not disturb,” guessed Rdina carelessy. Pushing open the door, he let the other enter firg, closed
it behind him to keep dl others outside.

They regppeared an hour later. The total population of the city had congregated outside the cave to
see the Martians. Rdinawondered why they had not permitted his crew to satisfy their naturd curiosty,
gnceit was unlikely that they would be more interested in other things-such asthe fate of one small poet.
Ten thousand eyes were upon them as they came into the sunlight and fastened the cave's door. Rdina
made contact with Speedy, gave him the news.

Stretching himsdlf in thelight asif reaching toward the sun, Speedy shouted in avoice of tremendous
gladnesswhich dl could hear.

"Hewill be out again within twenty days.”



At that, amild form of madness seemed to overcome the two-leggers. They made
pleasure-grimaces, piercing mouth-noises, and some went so far asto beat each other.

Twenty Martiansfdt like joining Fander that same night. The Martian congtitution is peculiarly
susceptible to emotion.



