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Over the last thirty years | have witten about a hundred short stories, in
such varied locales as warti ne RAF canps, islands on the Geat Barrier Reef,
New York hotels, Mam apartments, London suburbs, transatlantic liners, and
C nnamon Gardens, Col onmbo. They have appeared in magazi nes rangi ng from
Astounding Stories to Vogue, from Gal axy to Pl ayboy, and since 1953 have been
published in the five collections: Expedition to Earth, Reach for Tonorrow,
Tales fromthe "White Hart," The Qther Side of the Sky, and Tal es of Ten
Wrlds. In addition, these stories have appeared in various conbinations with
six novels in the anthol ogi es Across the Sea of Stars, Fromthe Ocean, From
the Stars, and Prelude to Mars. This is all very satisfying, but for some tine
I have felt the need for a single volune containing the stories which I like
best .

Every aut hor nust have his favorite stories, though he would often be hard put
to give reasons for his preferences. Sonetines these may be conpletely
illogical —er at least un-literary. A story witten at a tinme and pl ace

associ ated with pleasant menories nmay be nore highly rated, in retrospect,
than a much better tale provoked by unhappi ness or penury —the two greatest
sponsors of art.

Wiet her this selection is free fromsuch bias, | have no idea; whatever the
reasons may be, these are ny favorites.
Arthur C. d arke

New Yor k August 1966

The Nine Billion Nanes of God

The Nine Billion Nanes of God

The title story was witten, for want of anything better to do, during a rainy
weekend at the Roosevelt Hotel. Its basic arithnmetic was | ater chall enged by
J. B. S. Haldane, but | managed to save the situation by al phanuneric evasi ons
whose preci se nature now escapes ne.

"J. B. S." also remarked of this story, and "The Star" (g.v.): "You are one of
the very few living persons who has witten anything original about God. You
have in fact witten several nutually inconpatible things. If you had stuck to

one theol ogi cal hypothesis you m ght have been a serious public danger." | am
glad of my self-contradiction, preferring to remain a prophet with a small p
Nevert hel ess, | appear to have created a durable nyth: not |ong ago, a radio

talk on the BBC referred to the opening situation of this story as actua
fact. And now that |BM conputers have entered the field of biblica
schol arship, perhaps this theme is coming a little closer to reality.

"This is a slightly unusual request," said Dr. Wagner, wi th what he hoped was
commendabl e restraint. "As far as | know, it's the first time anyone's been
asked to supply a Tibetan nonastery with an Automati c Sequence Conputer.

don't wish to be inquisitive, but | should hardly have thought that your
—ah—est abl i shnent had nmuch use for such a machine. Could you explain just what
you intend to do with it?"

"dadly," replied the lama, readjusting his silk robes and carefully
putting away the slide rule he had been using for

currency conversions. "Your Mark V Conmputer can carry out any routine
mat hemati cal operation involving up to ten digits. However, for our work we
are interested in letters, not nunbers. As we wi sh you to nodify the output
circuits, the machine will be printing words, not colums of figures."

"I don't quite understand. "

"This is a project on which we have been working for the last three
centuries—since the | amasery was founded, in fact. It is somewhat alien to
your way of thought, so I hope you will listen with an open nind while
explainit."

"Natural ly."



"It is really quite sinple. W have been conpiling a Iist which shal
contain all the possible names of God."

"l beg your pardon?"

"W have reason to believe," continued the |ama inmperturbably, "that al
such names can be witten with not nore than nine letters in an al phabet we
have devi sed."

"And you have been doing this for three centuries?"

"Yes: we expected it woul d take us about fifteen thousand years to
conplete the task."

"Ch," Dr. Wagner looked a little dazed. "Now | see why you wanted to hire
one of our machines. But exactly what is the purpose of this project?"

The lama hesitated for a fraction of a second, and Wagner wondered if he
had offended him If so, there was no trace of annoyance in the reply.

"Call it ritual, if you like, but it's a fundanmental part of our belief.
Al'l the many nanmes of the Suprenme Bei ng—&od, Jehovah, Allah, and so on-they
are only man-made | abels. There is a phil osophical problemof some difficulty
here, which | do not propose to discuss, but somewhere anobng all the possible
conbi nati ons of letters that can occur are what one may call the real names of
God. By systematic permutation of letters, we have been trying to list them
all.”

"I see. You' ve been starting at AAAAAAA . . . and working up to Z72777777.

"Exact| y—+hough we use a special al phabet of our own.

Modyi fying the electromatic typewiters to deal with this is, of

course, trivial. A rather nore interesting problemis that of devising
suitable circuits to elimnate ridicul ous conbi nati ons. For exanple, no letter
nmust occur nore than three tines in succession.”

"Three? Surely you nean two."

"Three is correct: | amafraid it wuld take too long to explain why, even
i f you understood our |anguage."

"I"'msure it would," said Wagner hastily. "Go on."

"Luckily, it will be a sinple matter to adapt your Autonatic Sequence
Conputer for this work, since once it has been prograned properly it will
permute each letter in turn and print the result. \What woul d have taken us
fifteen thousand years it will be able to do in a hundred days."

Dr. WAgner was scarcely conscious of the faint sounds fromthe Manhattan
streets far below. He was in a different world, a world of natural, not
man- made, nountains. H gh up in their renpte aeries these nonks had been
patiently at work, generation after generation, conmpiling their lists of
nmeani ngl ess words. Was there any limt to the follies of mankind? Still, he
must give no hint of his inner thoughts. The custoner was always right. .

"There's no doubt," replied the doctor, "that we can nodify the Mark V to
print lists of this nature. I'm nuch nore worried about the probl em of
installation and mai ntenance. Getting out to Tibet, in these days, is not
going to be easy."

"W can arrange that. The conponents are snmall enough to travel by
air—that is one reason why we chose your machine. If you can get themto
India, we will provide transport fromthere."

"And you want to hire two of our engi neers?"

"Yes, for the three nonths that the project should occupy.”

"I'"ve no doubt that Personnel can nanage that." Dr. \WAgner scribbled a
note on his desk pad. "There are just two other points—

Bef ore he could finish the sentence the | ama had produced a small slip of
paper .

"This is nmy certified credit balance at the Asiatic Bank."

"Thank you. It appears to be—ah—adequate. The second matter is so trivia
that | hesitate to nention it—but it's surprising how often the obvious gets
over| ooked. What source of electrical energy have you?"

"A diesel generator providing fifty kilowatts at a hundred and ten volts.
It was installed about five years ago and is quite reliable. It's made life at



the [ amasery rmuch nore confortable, but of course it was really installed to
provi de power for the motors driving the prayer wheels."

"OfF course," echoed Dr. Wagner. "I should have thought of that."

The view fromthe parapet was vertiginous, but in tinme one gets used to
anything. After three nonths, George Hanl ey was not inpressed by the
t wo-t housand-foot swoop into the abyss or the renote checkerboard of fields in
the vall ey below. He was |eaning agai nst the w nd-snoot hed stones and staring
norosely at the distant nountai ns whose nanes he had never bothered to
di scover.

This, thought George, was the craziest thing that had ever happened to
him "Project Shangri-La," sone wit back at the | abs had christened it. For
weeks now the Mark V had been churning out acres of sheets covered with
gi bberish. Patiently, inexorably, the computer had been rearranging letters in
all their possible conbinations, exhausting each class before going on to the
next. As the sheets had enmerged fromthe electromatic typewiters, the nonks
had carefully cut themup and pasted theminto enornous books. |In another
week, heaven be praised, they would have finished. Just what obscure
cal cul ati ons had convi nced the nonks that they needn't bother to go on to
words of ten, twenty, or a hundred letters, George didn't know. One of his
recurring nightmares was that there would be some change of plan, and that the
high ama (whomthey'd naturally called Sam Jaffe, though he didn't

ook a bit Iike hinm); would suddenly announce that the project would be
extended to approximately A D. 2060. They were quite capable of it.

CGeorge heard the heavy wooden door slamin the wind as Chuck cane out onto
t he parapet beside him As usual, Chuck was snoking one of the cigars that
made himso popular with the nonks—who, it seened, were quite willing to
enbrace all the minor and nost of the major pleasures of life. That was one
thing in their favor: they m ght be crazy, but they weren't bluenoses. Those
frequent trips they took down to the village, for instance

"Listen, Ceorge," said Chuck urgently. "I've | earned sonething that neans
trouble."

"What's wrong? Isn't the machi ne behavi ng?" That was the worst contingency
Ceorge could imagine. It mght delay his return, and nothing could be nore
horrible. The way he felt now, even the sight of a TV conmercial would seem
i ke manna from heaven. At least it would be some Iink with hone.

"No—+t's nothing like that." Chuck settled hinself on the parapet, which
was unusual because normally he was scared of the drop. "I've just found what
all this is about."

"What d'ya nmean? | thought we knew "

"Sure—we know what the nonks are trying to do. But we didn't know why.
It's the craziest thing—

"Tell me something new," grow ed George

"—but old Sam's just cone clean with nme. You know the way he drops in
every afternoon to watch the sheets roll out. Well, this time he seened rather
excited, or at least as near as he'll ever get to it. Wien | told himthat we
were on the last cycle he asked ne, in that cute English accent of his, if I'd
ever wondered what they were trying to do. | said, 'Sure'—and he told ne."

"Go on: I'Il buy it."

"Well, they believe that when they have listed all H s names—and they
reckon that there are about nine billion of them-&od' s purpose will be
achi eved. The hunman race wil|

have finished what it was created to do, and there won't be any point in
carrying on. Indeed, the very idea is sonmething |ike blaspheny."

"Then what do they expect us to do? Commit suicide?"

"There's no need for that. Wen the list's conpleted, God steps in and
simply winds things up . . . bingo!"

"Ch, | get it. When we finish our job, it will be the end of the world."

Chuck gave a nervous little |augh.

"That's just what | said to Sam And do you know what happened? He | ooked
at me in a very queer way, like I'd been stupid in class, and said, 'It's



nothing as trivial as that."'"

George thought this over for a noment.

"That's what | call taking the Wde View," he said presently. "But what
d' you suppose we should do about it? | don't see that it makes the slightest
difference to us. After all, we already knew that they were crazy."

"Yes—but don't you see what may happen? When the list's conplete and the
Last Trunp doesn't bl ow-er whatever it is they expect—ae may get the bl ane.
It's our machine they' ve been using. | don't like the situation one little
bit."

"I see," said CGeorge slowy. "You ve got a point there. But this sort of
thi ng' s happened before, you know. When | was a kid down in Louisiana we had a
crackpot preacher who once said the world was going to end next Sunday.

Hundr eds of peopl e believed hi meven sold their homes. Yet when not hing
happened, they didn't turn nasty, as you'd expect. They just decided that he'd

made a mistake in his calculations and went right on believing. | guess sone
of themstill do."

"Well, this isn't Louisiana, in case you hadn't noticed. There are just
two of us and hundreds of these nonks. | like them and I'Il be sorry for old
Sam when his lifework backfires on him But all the same, | wish | was

sonewhere el se.”

"I"ve been wi shing that for weeks. But there's nothing we can do until the
contract's finished and the transport arrives to fly us out."

"OfF course," said Chuck thoughtfully, "we could always try a bit of

sabot age. "
"Li ke hell we could! That would make things worse."
"Not the way | neant. Look at it like this. The machine will finish its

run four days fromnow, on the present twenty-hours-a-day basis. The transport
calls in a week. OK—then all we need to do is to find something that needs
repl aci ng during one of the overhaul periods—sonething that will hold up the
works for a couple of days. We'll fix it, of course, but not too quickly. If
we tine matters properly, we can be down at the airfield when the |ast nane
pops out of the register. They won't be able to catch us then."

"I don't like it," said George. "It will be the first time | ever wal ked
out on a job. Besides, it would make them suspicious. No, I'll sit tight and
t ake what cones."

"I still don't like it," he said, seven days later, as the tough little
mount ai n ponies carried them down the wi nding road. "And don't you think |'m
runni ng away because |I'mafraid. 1'mjust sorry for those poor old guys up
there, and | don't want to be around when they find what suckers they've been
Wonder how Samwi || take it?"

"I't's funny," replied Chuck, "but when | said good-by |I got the idea he
knew we were wal ki ng out on himand that he didn't care because he knew t he
machi ne was running snoothly and that the job would soon be finished. After
that —aell, of course, for himthere just isn't any After That.

Ceorge turned in his saddl e and stared back up the nmountain road. This was
the I ast place fromwhich one could get a clear view of the | amasery. The
squat, angul ar buildings were sil houetted against the aftergl ow of the sunset:
here and there, lights gleamed |like portholes in the side of an ocean |iner
El ectric lights, of course, sharing the sane circuit as the Mark V. How much
| onger woul d they share it? wondered George. Wuld the nonks smash up the
conputer in their rage

and di sappointment? Or would they just sit down quietly and begin their
cal cul ations all over again?

He knew exactly what was happening up on the nountain at this very nonent.
The high lama and his assistants would be sitting in their silk robes,

i nspecting the sheets as the junior nonks carried them away fromthe
typewiters and pasted theminto the great volunmes. No one woul d be saying
anyt hi ng. The only sound woul d be the incessant patter, the never-ending
rai nstorm of the keys hitting the paper, for the Mark Vitself was utterly
silent as it flashed through its thousands of cal cul ati ons a second. Three



mont hs of this, thought George, was enough to start anyone clinbing up the
wal | .

"There she is!" called Chuck, pointing down into the valley. "Ain't she
beautiful I'"

She certainly was, thought George. The battered old DC3 |ay at the end of
the runway like a tiny silver cross. In tw hours she would be bearing them
away to freedom and sanity. It was a thought worth savoring like a fine
liqueur. George let it roll round his mnd as the pony trudged patiently down
t he sl ope.

The swi ft night of the high H mal ayas was now al nost upon t hem
Fortunately, the road was very good, as roads went in that region, and they
were both carrying torches. There was not the slightest danger, only a certain
di sconfort fromthe bitter cold. The sky overhead was perfectly clear, and
ablaze with the fanmliar, friendly stars. At least there would be no ri sk,

t hought Ceorge, of the pilot being unable to take of f because of weat her
conditions. That had been his only remaining worry.

He began to sing, but gave it up after a while. This vast arena of
nmount ai ns, gleamng like whitely hooded ghosts on every side, did not
encour age such ebullience. Presently George glanced at his watch

"Shoul d be there in an hour," he called back over his shoulder to Chuck
Then he added, in an afterthought: "Whnder if the conputer's finished its run
It was due about now. "

Chuck didn't reply, so George swung round in his saddle.

He coul d just see Chuck's face, a white oval turned toward the sky.

"Look, " whispered Chuck, and George lifted his eyes to heaven. (There is
al ways a last time for everything.)

Overhead, without any fuss, the stars were going out.

New Yor k May 1953
| Remenber Babyl on

The npst sensible advice ever given to witers by the very sensible nman Samnuel
ol dwyn, was: "If you've gotta nessage, use Western Union." | must confess,
however, that this story does have a nessage; it was witten, in the
pre-Tel star days, with the deliberate intent of making the U S. public think
seriously about communications satellites.

Needl ess to say, the U S. has since done so. Only a few years after

Pl ayboy published this cautionary tale, | was watching the | aunch of Early
Bird by closed-circuit TV at Comsat Headquarters. And viewers bored with
Madi son Avenue fare may still live in hopes; for Consat's first chairman has

assured me that this story is required reading for his staff.

My nane is Arthur C. Carke, and I wish I had no connection with this
whol e sordi d business. But as the noral +epeat, noral —+ntegrity of the United
States is involved, |I rmust first establish ny credentials. Only thus will you
understand how, with the aid of the late Dr. Alfred Kinsey, | have unwittingly
triggered an aval anche that may sweep away nuch of Western civilization

Back in 1945, while a radar officer in the Royal Air Force, | had the only
original idea of ny life. Twelve years before the first Sputnik started
beeping, it occurred to ne that an artificial satellite would be a wonderful
pl ace for a television transmtter, since a station several thousand mles
hi gh coul d broadcast to half the globe. | wote up the idea the week after
H roshi ma, proposing a network of relay satellites twenty-two

t housand nmil es above the Equator; at this height, they' d take exactly one day
to conplete a revolution, and so would remain fixed over the sane spot on the
Eart h.

The piece appeared in the October 1945 issue of Wreless Wrld; not
expecting that celestial nechanics would be commercialized in ny lifetine, |
made no attenpt to patent the idea, and doubt if | could have done so anyway.



(I'f I"'mwong, |'d prefer not to know.) But | kept plugging it in ny books,
and today the idea of comunications satellites is so commonpl ace that no one
knows its origin.

| did make a plaintive attenpt to put the record strai ght when approached
by the House of Representatives Committee on Astronautics and Space
Exploration; you'll find my evidence on page thirty-two of its report, The
Next Ten Years in Space. And as you'll see in a moment, mny concl udi ng words
had an irony | never appreciated at the tine: "Living as | do in the Far East,
| am constantly rem nded of the struggle between the Western Wrld and the
USSR for the uncommitted millions of Asia. . . . Wen line-of-sight TV
transm ssi ons beconme possible fromsatellites directly overhead, the
propaganda effect may be deci sive. .

| still stand by those words, but there were angles | hadn't thought
of —-and whi ch, unfortunately, other people have.

It all began during one of those official receptions which are such a
feature of social life in Eastern capitals. They're even nore comon in the
West, of course, but in Colonbo there's little conpeting entertai nnent. At
| east once a week, if you are anybody, you get an invitation to cocktails at
an enbassy or legation, the British Council, the U S. Operations M ssion
L' Al liance Franchi se, or one of the countless al phabetical agencies the United
Nati ons has begotten

At first, being nore at home beneath the Indian Ccean than in diplomatic
circles, ny partner and | were nobodies and were |left alone. But after M ke
conpéred Dave Brubeck's tour of Ceylon, people started to take notice of
us—still more so when he married one of the island s best-known beauties. So
now our consunption of cocktails and canapes is limted

chiefly by reluctance to abandon our confortable sarongs for such Wstern
absurdities as trousers, dinner jackets, and ties.

It was the first tine we'd been to the Soviet Enbassy, which was throw ng
a party for a group of Russian oceanographers who'd just come into port.
Beneath the inevitable paintings of Lenin and Marx, a couple of hundred guests
of all colors, religions, and | anguages were nilling around, chatting with
friends, or single-mndedly denolishing the vodka and caviar. |'d been
separated from M ke and Elizabeth, but could see themat the other side of the
room M ke was doing his "There was | at fifty fathoms" act to a fascinated
audi ence, while Elizabeth watched hi mquizzicall y—and rather nore people
wat ched El i zabet h.

Ever since | lost an eardrum while pearl-diving on the Geat Barrier Reef,
|'ve been at a considerabl e di sadvantage at functions of this kind; the
surface noise is about twelve decibels too much for ne to cope with. And this
is no small handi cap when being introduced to people with nanmes I|ike
Dhar masi ri war dene, Ti ssaveerasi nghe, CGoonetilleke, and Jaya-w ckrema. Wen |'m

not raiding the buffet, therefore, | usually look for a pool of relative quiet
where there's a chance of following nore than fifty per cent of any
conversation in which | may get involved. | was standing in the acoustic

shadow of a large ornanental pillar, surveying the scene in ny detached or
Soner set Maugham manner, when | noticed that soneone was |ooking at me with
that "Haven't we net before?" expression

"Il describe himwith sone care, because there rmust be many peopl e who
can identify him He was in the md-thirties, and | guessed he was American
he had that well-scrubbed, crew cut, nan-about-Rockefeller-Center |ook that
used to be a hallmark until the younger Russian diplomats and technica
advisers started imtating it so successfully. He was about six feet in
hei ght, with shrewd brown eyes and bl ack hair, prematurely gray at the sides.
Though | was fairly certain we'd never nmet before, his face rem nded nme of
someone. It took ne a couple of days to work it out: renem

ber the late John Garfield? That's who it was, as near as nakes no

di fference.

VWen a stranger catches ny eye at a party, ny standard operating procedure
goes into action automatically. If he seems a pl easant-enough person but |



don't feel like introductions at the nonent, | give himthe Neutral Scan
letting ny eyes sweep past himwi thout a flicker of recognition, yet without
positive unfriendliness. If he looks |like a creep, he receives the Coup

d oeil, which consists of a long, disbelieving stare foll owed by an unhurried
vi ew of the back of my neck. In extreme cases, an expression of revul sion may
be switched on for a few mlliseconds. The nessage usually gets across.

But this character seemed interesting, and | was getting bored, so | gave
himthe Affable Nod. A few minutes later he drifted through the crowd, and
ai med ny good ear toward him

"Hello," he said (yes, he was Anerican), "ny nane's CGene Hartford. |'m
sure we've net somewhere.”

"Quite likely," I answered, "l've spent a good deal of time in the States.
I'"mArthur Carke."
Usual |y that produces a blank stare, but sonetimes it doesn't. | could

al nrost see the IBMcards flickering behind those hard brown eyes, and was
flattered by the brevity of his access tine.
"The science witer?"

"Correct."
"Well, this is fantastic." He seemed genui nely astoni shed. 'Now | know
where |'ve seen you. | was in the studio once when you were on the Dave

Garroway show. "
(This lead may be worth foll owi ng up, though I doubt it; and I'm sure that
"CGene Hartford" was phony—+t was too smoothly synthetic.)
"So you're in TV?" | said. "What are you doing here—oll ecting materi al
or just on vacation?"
He gave ne the frank, friendly snile of a man who has plenty to hide.
"Ch, |I'mkeeping ny eyes open. But this really is amazing;
| read your Exploration of Space when it cane out back in, ah—=

"N neteen-fifty-two; the Book-of-the-Mnth O ub's never been quite the
sane since."

Al this tine | had been sizing himup, and though there was sonethi ng
about himl didn't like, | was unable to pin it down. In any case, | was
prepared to make substantial allowances for someone who had read nmy books and
was also in TV; Mke and | are always on the | ookout for markets for our
underwat er nmovies. But that, to put it mldly, was not Hartford' s line of
busi ness.

"Look," he said eagerly, "I've a big network deal cooking that will
i nterest you—+n fact, you helped to give ne the idea."

Thi s sounded prom sing, and ny coefficient of cupidity junped severa
poi nt s.

"I'mglad to hear it. Wiat's the general thenme?"

"I can't talk about it here, but could we neet at ny hotel, around three
t onmor r ow?"

"Let me check ny diary; yes, that's OK. "

There are only two hotels in Col onbo patronized by Anericans, and
guessed right the first tinme. He was at the Munt Lavinia, and though you may
not know it, you've seen the place where we had our private chat. Around the
m ddl e of Bridge over the River Kwai, there's a brief scene at a mlitary
hospital, where Jack Hawki ns neets a nurse and asks her where he can find Bil
Hol den. W& have a soft spot for this episode, because M ke was one of the
conval escent naval officers in the background. If you look smartly you'll see
himon the extrenme right, beard in full profile, signing Sam Spiegel's nanme to
his sixth round of bar chits. As the picture turned out, Samcould afford it.

It was here, on this dimnutive plateau high above the mles of
pal mfringed beach, that Gene Hartford started to unl oad —and ny sinple hopes
of financial advantage started to evaporate. Wat his exact notives were, if
i ndeed he knew them hinmself, I"'mstill uncertain. Surprise at meeting nme, and

a twisted feeling of gratitude (which | would gladly have done without)
undoubtedly played a part, and for all his air of confidence he nust have been



a bitter, lonely man who desperately needed approval and friendship.

He got neither fromme. | have always had a sneaki ng synpathy for Benedi ct
Arnol d, as nust anyone who knows the full facts of the case. But Arnold nerely
betrayed his country; no one before Hartford ever tried to seduce it.

VWhat dissolved ny dream of dollars was the news that Hartford' s connection
with American TV had been severed, somewhat violently, in the early fifties.

It was clear that he'd been bounced out of Madison Avenue for Party-Iining,
and it was equally clear that his was one case where no grave injustice had
been done. Though he talked with a certain controlled fury of his fight

agai nst asi nine censorship, and wept for a brilliant—but unnaned—eul tura
series he'd started before being kicked off the air, by this tine | was
beginning to smell so many rats that ny replies were distinctly guarded. Yet
as nmy pecuniary interest in M. Hartford dimnished, so my personal curiosity
i ncreased. Who was behind hin? Surely not the BBC

He got round to it at |last, when he'd worked the self-pity out of his
system

"I"ve some news that will nake you sit up," he said snugly. "The Anerican
networ ks are soon going to have sone real conpetition. And it will be done
just the way you predicted; the people who sent a TV transnmitter to the Mon
can put a nmuch bigger one in orbit round the Earth."

"Good for them" | said cautiously. "I"mall in favor of healthy
conpetition. Wen's the | aunching date?"

"Any monent now. The first transmtter will be parked due south of New
Ol eans—en the equator, of course. That puts it way out in the open Pacific;
it won't be over anyone's territory, so there'll be no political conplications
on that score. Yet it will be sitting up there in the sky in full view of

everybody from Seattle to Key West. Think of it—the only TV station the whole
United States can tune in to! Yes, even

Hawaii! There won't be any way of jammng it; for the first time, there' |l be
a clear channel into every Anerican home. And J. Edgar's Boy Scouts can't do a
thing to block it."

So that's your little racket, | thought; at |east you're being frank. Long
ago | learned not to argue with Marxists and Flat-Earthers, but if Hartford
was telling the truth, I wanted to punp himfor all he was worth.

"Before you get too enthusiastic,”" | said, "there are a few points you may
have overl ooked. "

"Such as?"

"This will work both ways. Everyone knows that the Air Force, NASA, Bel
Labs, I. T. & T., Hughes, and a few dozen other agencies are working on the
same project. Whatever Russia does to the States in the propaganda line,
she' Il get back with conpound interest.”

Hartford grinned mrthlessly.

"Really, darke!" he said. (I was glad he hadn't first-named ne.) "lI'ma

little disappointed. Surely you know that the United States is years behind in
pay-| oad capacity! And do you imagine that the old T.3 is Russia's last word?"

It was at this nonent that | began to take himvery seriously. He was
perfectly right. The T.3 could inject at least five times the pay |oad of any
American mssile into that critical twenty-two-thousand-mle orbit—the only
one that would allow a satellite to remain fixed above the Earth. And by the
time the U.S. could match that performance, heaven knows where the Russi ans
woul d be. Yes, heaven certainly would know . . .

"Al'l right," | conceded. "But why should fifty mllion Arerican hones
start sw tching channels just as soon as they can tune in to Moscow? | admire
the Russians, but their entertainnent is worse than their politics. After the
Bol shoi, what have you? And for ne, a little ballet goes a |ong, |ong way."

Once again | was treated to that peculiarly hunorless smle. Hartford had
been saving up his Sunday punch, and now he let ne have it.

"You were the one who brought in the Russians," he said.

"They're invol ved, sure—but only as contractors. The independent agency |'m
working for is hiring their services."



"That," | remarked dryly, "must be sone agency."

"It is; just about the biggest. Even though the United States tries to
pretend it doesn't exist."

"Ch," | said, rather stupidly. "So that's your sponsor." |'d heard those
runors that the USSR was going to |aunch satellites for the Chinese; now it
began to look as if the runors fell far short of the truth. But how far short,
I'd still no conception

"You are so right," continued Hartford, obviously enjoying hinself, "about
Russi an entertainment. After the initial novelty, the Nielson rating would
drop to zero. But not with the programI|'mplanning. My job is to find
material that will put everyone el se out of business when it goes on the air.
You think it can't be done? Finish that drink and conme up to ny room |'ve a
hi ghbr ow novi e about ecclesiastical art that I'd |like to show you."

Well, he wasn't crazy, though for a few mnutes | wondered. | could think
of fewtitles nore carefully calculated to nmake the viewer reach for the
channel switch than the one that flashed on the screen: ASPECTS CF
THI RTEENTH CENTURY TANTRI C SCULPTURE

"Don't be alarmed," Hartford chuckl ed, above the whirr of the projector
"That title saves nme having trouble with inquisitive Custons inspectors. It's
perfectly accurate, but we'll change it to sonething with a bigger box-office
appeal when the tinme cones.”

A couple of hundred feet later, after some innocuous architectural |ong
shots, | saw what he neant.

You may know that there are certain tenples in India covered with superbly
executed carvings of a kind that we in the West scarcely associate with
religion. To say that they are frank is a | aughabl e understatenment; they |eave
nothing to the imagi nati on—any inagination. Yet at the same tinme they are
genui ne works of art. And so was Hartford' s novie.

It had been shot, in case you're interested, at the Tenple of

the Sun, Konarak. 1've since |looked it up; it's on the Orissa coast, about
twenty-five niles northeast of Puri. The reference books are pretty

nmeal ynout hed; sone apol ogi ze for the "obvious” inpossibility of providing
illustrations, but Percy Brown's Indian Architecture mnces no words. The
carvings, it says prinmy, are of "a shanelessly erotic character that have no
parall el in any known building." A sweeping claim but | can believe it after
seei ng that novie.

Canera work and editing were brilliant, the ancient stones coning to life
beneath the roving | ens. There were breathtaking tine-Iapse shots as the
ri sing sun chased the shadows from bodies intertwi ned in ecstasy; sudden
startling cl ose-ups of scenes which at first the mnd refused to recogni ze;
soft-focus studies of stone shaped by a master's hand in all the fantasies and
aberrations of |ove; restless zooms and pans whose mneani ng el uded the eye
until they froze into patterns of tinmeless desire, eternal fulfillnent. The
musi c—ostly percussion, with a thin, high thread of sound from sone stringed
instrument that | could not identify—perfectly fitted the tenpo of the
cutting. At one nmonent it would be |anguorously slow, |ike the opening bars of
Debussy's "L' Apres-nidi"; then the druns would swiftly work thenselves up to a
frenzied, al nbost unendurable climx. The art of the ancient scul ptors and the
skill of the nodern caneranman had combi ned across the centuries to create a
poem of rapture, an orgasmon celluloid which | would defy any man to watch
unnoved.

There was a long silence when the screen flooded with light and the
| asci vi ous nusi c ebbed into exhaustion

"My God!" | said, when | had recovered some of ny conposure. "Are you
going to tel ecast that?"

Hartford | aughed.

"Believe me," he answered, "that's nothing; it just happens to be the only
reel | can carry around safely. We're prepared to defend it any day on grounds
of genuine art, historic interest, religious tolerance—eh, we've thought of
all the angles. But it doesn't really matter; no one can stop us. For the



first time in history, any formof censorship's becone utterly im
possible. There's sinply no way of enforcing it; the customer can get what
he wants, right in his own hone. Lock the door, switch on the TV set—friends

and famly will never know "
"Very clever," | said, "but don't you think such a diet will soon pall?"
"Of course; variety is the spice of life. W'Il have plenty of

conventional entertainment; let me worry about that. And every so often we'll
have information programs— hate that word 'propaganda’' —to tell the cloistered
American public what's really happening in the world. Qur special features
will just be the bait."

"Mnd if | have sone fresh air?" | said. "It's getting stuffy in here."

Hartford drew the curtains and |l et daylight back into the room Bel ow us
lay that |long curve of beach, with the outrigger fishing boats drawn up
beneath the palns, and the little waves falling in foamat the end of their
weary march from Africa. One of the loveliest sights in the world, but I
couldn't focus on it now | was still seeing those withing stone |inbs, those
faces frozen with passions which the centuries could not sl ake.

That |ickerish voice continued behind nmy back

"You' d be astonished if you knew just how nuch material there is.

Remenmber, we've absolutely no taboos. If you can filmit, we can telecast it."

He wal ked over to his bureau and picked up a heavy, dogeared vol une.

"This has been ny Bible," he said, "or ny Sears, Roebuck, if you prefer
Wthout it, I'd never have sold the series to ny sponsors. They're great
believers in science, and they swall owed the whole thing, down to the |ast
deci mal point. Recognize it?"

| nodded; whenever | enter a room | always nmonitor nmy host's literary
t ast es.

"Dr. Kinsey, | presune."

"I guess I'mthe only man who's read it fromcover to cover, and not just
| ooked up his own vital statistics. You see, it's

the only piece of market research in its field. Until something better cones
along, we're making the nost of it. It tells us what the customer wants, and
we're going to supply it."

"Al of it?"
"I'f the audience is big enough, yes. W won't bother about feeble-nm nded
farm boys who get too attached to the stock. But the four mamin sexes will get

the full treatnent. That's the beauty of the novie you just saw—+t appeals to
themall."

"You can say that again," | muttered

"We've had a ot of fun planning the feature |'ve christened ' Queer
Corner.' Don't |augh—-Ao go-ahead agency can afford to ignore that audience. At
least ten mllion, if you count the |adies—bless their clogs and tweeds. If
you think I'm exaggerating, |ook at all the male art mags on the newsstands.
It was no trick, blackmailing sone of the daintier nusclenmen to performfor
us."

He saw that | was beginning to get bored; there are sone kinds of
si ngl e-m ndedness that | find depressing. But | had done Hartford an
i njustice, as he hastened to prove.

"Please don't think," he said anxiously, "that sex is our only weapon.
Sensation is al nbst as good. Ever see the job Ed Murrow did on the late
sainted Joe McCarthy? That was mil|lk and water conpared with the profiles we're
pl anning i n ' Washi ngt on Confi dential .’

"And there's our 'Can You Take It?' series, designed to separate the nen

fromthe nmlksops. W'll issue so many advance warni ngs that every red-bl ooded
American will feel he has to watch the show It will start innocently enough
on ground nicely prepared by Hem ngway. You'll see sone bullfighting sequences
that will really lift you out of your seat—or send you running to the

bat hr oombecause they show all the little details you never get in those
cl eaned-up Hol | ywood novi es.
"We'|| followthat with sone really unique material that cost us exactly



not hi ng. Do you renenber the photographic evidence the Nurenmburg war trials
turned up? You' ve never seen it, because it wasn't publishable. There were
quite a few

amat eur phot ographers in the concentration canps, who nmade the nost of
opportunities they'd never get again. Some of them were hanged on the
testinmony of their own caneras, but their work wasn't wasted. It will |ead
nicely into our series 'Torture Through the Ages'—very scholarly and thorough
yet with a remarkably w de appeal . .

"And there are dozens of other angles, but by now you'll have the genera
pi cture. The Avenue thinks it knows all about H dden Persuasi on—believe ne, it
doesn't. The world's best practical psychologists are in the East these days.
Remenber Korea, and brai nwashi ng? W've |learned a | ot since then. There's no
need for violence any nore; people enjoy being brai nmashed, if you set about
it the right way."

"And you," | said, "are going to brainwash the United States. Quite an
order."

"Exactly—and the country will love it, despite all the screans from
Congress and the churches. Not to nention the networks, of course. They'l
make t he biggest fuss of all, when they find they can't conpete with us."

Hartford gl anced at his watch, and gave a whistle of alarm

"Time to start packing," he said. "lI've got to be at that unpronounceabl e
airport of yours by six. There's no chance, | suppose, that you can fly over
to Macao and see us sonetinme?"

"Not a hope; but |I've got a pretty good idea of the picture now. And

incidentally, aren't you afraid that I'lIl spill the beans?"
"Why should |I be? The nore publicity you can give us, the better. Al though
our advertising canpai gn doesn't go into top gear for a few nonths yet, | fee

you' ve earned this advance notice. As | said, your books helped to give nme the
i dea."

His gratitude was quite genuine, by CGod; it left me conpletely speechl ess.

"Not hi ng can stop us," he declared—and for the first tine the fanaticism
that |urked behind that snooth, cynical facade was not altogether under
control. "History is on our side. W'll be using Anerica's own decadence as a
weapon

against her, and it's a weapon for which there's no defense. The Air Force

won't attenpt space piracy by shooting down a satellite nowhere near Anerican
territory. The FCC can't even protest to a country that doesn't exist in the
eyes of the State Departnment. |f you' ve any other suggestions, |'d be nost
interested to hear them™

I had none then, and | have none now. Perhaps these words may give sone
brief warning before the first teasing adverti senents appear in the trade
papers, and may start stirrings of elephantine alarmanmong the networks. But

will it nmake any difference? Hartford did not think so, and he may be right.
"History is on our side." | cannot get those words out of ny head. Land of
Li ncoln and Franklin and Melville, I love you and | wi sh you well. But into ny

heart blows a cold wind fromthe past; for | remenber Babyl on

Col onbo Cct ober
1959
Trouble with Tinme

This is nmy only detective story: | was all the nore gratified, therefore, when
"Ellery Queen" used it in one of his collections.

The problemit deals with is not, perhaps, the npst serious obstacle to
the col onization of Mars. But it exists—and there's not a thing anyone can do
about it.

Except to avoid buying real estate at "Meridian Gity."



"We don't have nuch crine on Mars," said Detective |Inspector Rawlings, a
little sadly. "In fact, that's the chief reason |I'm going back to the Yard. If
| stayed here nuch longer, I'd get conpletely out of practice.”

W& were sitting in the main observation | ounge of the Phobos Spaceport,
| ooki ng out across the jagged, sun-drenched crags of the tiny moon. The ferry
rocket that had brought us up from Mars had left ten m nutes ago, and was now
beginning the long fall back to the ocher-tinted gl obe hangi ng there agai nst
the stars. In half an hour we would be boarding the liner for Earth—a world
upon whi ch nmost of the passengers had never set foot, but which they stil
call ed "hone."

"At the sane tine," continued the Inspector, "now and then there's a case
that makes life interesting. You' re an art dealer, M. Miccar; |'msure you
heard about that spot of bother at Meridian City a couple of nonths ago."

"I don't think so," replied the plunp, olive-skinned little man |I'd taken
for just another returning tourist. Presunmably the Inspector had al ready
checked t hrough t he passenger

list; I wondered how nuch he knew about ne, and tried to reassure nyself that
my consci ence was—wel | —reasonably clear. After all, everybody took sonething
out through Martian Custons—

"It's been rather well hushed up," said the Inspector, "but you can't keep
these things quiet for long. Anyway, a jewel thief fromEarth tried to stea
Meridi an Museum s greatest treasure—the Siren Goddess."

"But that's absurd!" | objected. "It's priceless, of course — but it's
only a lunp of sandstone. You couldn't sell it to anyone—you night just as
wel | steal the Mna Lisa."”

The I nspector grinned, rather mrthlessly. "That's happened once," he
said. "Maybe the notive was the same. There are collectors who would give a
fortune for such an object, even if they could only ook at it thenselves.
Don't you agree, M. Maccar?"

"That's perfectly true. In my business, you nmeet all sorts of crazy
peopl e. "

"Well, this chappi e—nane's Danny Waver-had been well paid by one of them
And if it hadn't been for a piece of fantastically bad luck, he m ght have
brought it off."

The Spaceport P. A system apol ogized for a further slight delay owing to
final fuel checks, and asked a nunber of passengers to report to Information
VWhile we were waiting for the announcenent to finish, | recalled what little
knew about the Siren Goddess. Though I'd never seen the original, |ike nost
other departing tourists | had a replica in ny baggage. It bore the
certificate of the Mars Bureau of Antiquities, guaranteeing that "this
full-scale reproduction is an exact copy of the so-called Siren CGoddess,

di scovered in the Mare Sireniumby the Third Expedition, A D. 2012 (A M 23)."

It's quite a tiny thing to have caused so nmuch controversy. Only eight or
ni ne i nches hi gh—you wouldn't look at it twice if you sawit in a nuseum on
Earth. The head of a young woman, with slightly oriental features, el ongated
earl obes, hair curled in tight ringlets close to the scalp, lips half parted
in an expression of pleasure or surprise—that's all. But it's an

enigma so baffling that it's inspired a hundred religious sects, and driven
quite a few archaeol ogi sts round the bend. For a perfectly human head has no
ri ght whatsoever to be found on Mars, whose only intelligent inhabitants were
crustaceans—educated | obsters," as the newspapers are fond of calling them
The aboriginal Martians never came near to achi eving space flight, and in any
event their civilization died before nmen existed on Earth. No wonder the
Goddess is the solar systenm s nunmber-one nystery; | don't suppose we'll find
the answer in ny lifetinme—f we ever do.

"Danny's plan was beautifully sinmple," continued the Inspector. "You know
how absolutely dead a Martian city gets on Sunday, when everything cl oses down
and the colonists stay hone to watch the TV from Earth. Danny was counting on
this, when he checked into the hotel in Meridian West, late Friday afternoon
He' d have Saturday for reconnoitering the Miseum an undi sturbed Sunday for



the job itself, and on Monday norning he'd be just another tourist |eaving
t own. .

"Early Saturday he strolled through the little park and crossed over into
Meri di an East, where the Museum stands. In case you don't know, the city gets
its name because it's exactly on |ongitude one hundred and ei ghty degrees;
there's a big stone slab in the park with the prine neridian engraved on it,
so that visitors can get thensel ves phot ographed standing in two hem spheres
at once. Amazi ng what sinple things anuse some people.

"Danny spent the day going over the Miseum exactly |like any other tourist
determned to get his noney's worth. But at closing time he didn't |eave; he'd
holed up in one of the galleries not open to the public, where the Museum had
been arranging a Late Canal Period reconstruction but had run out of noney
before the job could be finished. He stayed there until about m dnight, just

in case there were any enthusiastic researchers still in the building. Then he
energed and got to work."
"Just a minute," | interrupted. "What about the night watchman?"

The I nspector | aughed.

"My dear chap! They don't have such luxuries on Mars. There weren't even
any alarms, for who would bother to steal [unps of stone? True, the Goddess
was sealed up neatly in a strong gl ass-and-netal cabinet, just in case sone
souvenir hunter took a fancy to her. But even if she were stolen, there was
nowhere the thief could hide, and of course all outgoing traffic would be
searched as soon as the statue was m ssed.”

That was true enough. I'd been thinking in terms of Earth, forgetting that
every city on Mars is a closed little world of its own beneath the force-field
that protects it fromthe freezi ng near-vacuum Beyond those el ectronic
shields is the utterly hostile enptiness of the Martian Qutback, where a man
will die in seconds w thout protection. That makes | aw enforcenent very easy;
no wonder there's so little crime on Mars.

"Danny had a beautiful set of tools, as specialized as a watchmaker's. The
main itemwas a nicrosaw no bigger than a soldering iron; it had a wafer-thin
bl ade, driven at a mllion cycles a second by an ultrasonic power pack. It
woul d go through glass or nmetal |ike butter—and left a cut only about as thick
as a hair. Wiich was very inportant for Danny, since he had to | eave no traces
of hi s handi wor k.

"l suppose you' ve guessed how he intended to operate. He was going to cut
t hrough the base of the cabinet, and substitute one of those souvenir replicas
for the real Goddess. It might be a couple of years before some inquisitive
expert di scovered the awful truth; |ong before then the original would have
travel ed back to Earth, perfectly disguised as a copy of itself, with a
genuine certificate of authenticity. Pretty neat, eh?

"I't nust have been a weird business, working in that darkened gallery with
all those nmillion-year-old carvings and un-explainable artifacts around him A
museum on Earth is bad enough at night, but at least it's—well—-human. And
Gl lery

Three, which houses the CGoddess, is particularly unsettling. It's full of
bas-reliefs showing quite incredible animals fighting each other; they | ook
rather |ike giant beetles, and nost pal eontologists flatly deny that they
could ever have existed. But imaginary or not, they belonged to this world,
and they didn't disturb Danny as much as the Goddess, staring at him across
the ages and defying himto explain her presence here. She gave himthe
creeps. How do | know? He told ne.

"Danny set to work on that cabinet as carefully as any dianond cutter
preparing to cleave a gem It took nost of the night to slice out the trap
door, and it was nearly dawn when he rel axed and put down the saw. There was
still a lot of work to do, but the hardest part was over. Putting the replica
into the case, checking its appearance agai nst the photos he'd thoughtfully
brought with him and covering up his traces m ght take nobst of Sunday, but
that didn't worry himin the |least. He had another twenty-four hours, and
woul d positively wel cone Monday's first visitors so that he could nmingle with



t hem and nake his inconspicuous exit.

"It was a perfectly horrible shock to his nervous system therefore, when
the main doors were noisily unbarred at eight-thirty and the nuseum st af f —al
six of themstarted to open up for the day. Danny bolted for the energency
exit, leaving everything behind—tools, Goddesses, the lot. He had another big
surprise when he found hinself in the street; it should have been conpletely
deserted at this tinme of day, with everyone at home readi ng the Sunday papers.
But here were the citizens of Meridian East, as large as life, heading for
pl ant or office on what was obviously a normal working day.

"By the tinme poor Danny got back to his hotel, we were waiting for him W
couldn't claimnuch credit for deducing that only a visitor fromEarth—-and a
very recent one at that —eould have overl ooked Meridian GCty's chief claimto
fame. And | presune you know what that is.”

"Frankly, | don't," | answered. "You can't see nuch of Mars in six weeks,
and | never went east of the Syrtis Mjor."

"Well, it's absurdly sinple, but we shouldn't be too hard on Danny; even
the locals occasionally fall into the sanme trap. It's something that doesn't

bot her us on Earth, where we've been able to dunp the problemin the Pacific
Ccean. But Mars, of course, is all dry land; and that nmeans that somebody has
tolive with the International Date Line.

"Danny, you see, had worked from Meridian West. It was Sunday over there

all right—and it was still Sunday when we picked himup back at the hotel. But
over in Meridian East, half a mle away, it was only Saturday. That little
trip across the park had nade all the difference; | told you it was rotten
luck."

There was a | ong nonment of silent synpathy; then |I asked, "Wat did he
get ?"

"Three years," said |Inspector Rawl i ngs.

"That doesn't seemvery nuch.”

"Mars years; that nmakes it al nbst six of ours. And a whacking fine which,
by an odd coi nci dence, cane to just the refund value of his return ticket to

Earth. He isn't in jail, of course; Mars can't afford that kind of
nonproductive luxury. Danny has to work for a living, under discreet
surveillance. | told you that the Meridian Miseum coul dn't afford a ni ght
wat chman. Well, it has one now. Guess who."

"Al'l passengers prepare to board in ten mnutes! Please collect your hand
baggage! " ordered the | oud-speakers.

As we started to nmove toward the air lock, |I couldn't hel p asking one nore
guesti on.

"\What about the people who put Danny up to it? There nust have been a | ot
of nmoney behind him Did you get then"

"Not yet; they'd covered their tracks pretty thoroughly, and | believe
Danny was telling the truth when he said he couldn't give us any leads. Still
it's not ny case; as | told you, I'mgoing back to ny old job at the Yard. But
a policeman al ways keeps his eyes open—ike an art dealer, eh, M. Maccar?
Why, you |l ook a bit green about the gills. Have one of ny space-sickness
tablets."

"No, thank you," answered M. Maccar, "I'mquite all right."
Hs tone was distinctly unfriendly; the social temperature seened to have
dropped below zero in the last few mnutes. | |ooked at M. Mccar, and

| ooked at the Inspector. And suddenly | realized that we were going to have a
very interesting trip.

New Yor k February
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VWho was to bl ane? For three days Alveron's thoughts had come back to that
guestion, and still he had found no answer. A creature of a less civilized or
a less sensitive race woul d never have let it torture his mnd, and woul d have
satisfied hinself with the assurance that no one could be responsible for the
wor ki ng of fate. But Alveron and his kind had been | ords of the Universe since
t he dawn of history, since that far distant age when the Tine Barrier had been
fol ded round the cosnbs by the unknown powers that |ay beyond the Begi nning.
To them had been given all know edge—and with infinite know edge went infinite
responsibility. If there were m stakes and errors in the adninistration of the
Gal axy, the fault lay on the heads of Al veron and his people. And this was no
mere mstake: it was one of the greatest tragedies in history.

The crew still knew nothing. Even Rugon, his closest friend and the ship's
deputy captain, had been told only part of the truth. But now the dooned
worlds lay less than a billion mles ahead. In a few hours, they would be

[ anding on the third pl anet.

Once again Alveron read the nessage fromBase; then, with a flick of a
tentacl e that no human eye could have foll owed, he pressed the "CGenera
Attention" button. Through-

out the mle-long cylinder that was the Gal actic Survey Ship S9000,
creatures of many races laid down their work to listen to the words of their
capt ai n.

"I know you have all been wondering," began Al veron, "why we were ordered
to abandon our survey and to proceed at such an acceleration to this region of
space. Sone of you may realize what this acceleration means. Qur ship is on
its last voyage: the generators have al ready been running for sixty hours at
Utimate Overload. W will be very lucky if we return to Base under our own
power .

"W are approaching a sun which is about to become a nova. Detonation will
occur in seven hours, with an uncertainty of one hour, |eaving us a maxi mum of
only four hours for exploration. There are ten planets in the system about to
be destroyed—and there is a civilization on the third. That fact was
di scovered only a few days ago. It is our tragic mssion to contact that
dooned race and if possible to save sonme of its menbers. | know that there is
little we can do in so short a time with this single ship. No other machine
can possibly reach the system before detonation occurs."

There was a | ong pause during which there could have been no sound or
nmoverrent in the whole of the mghty ship as it sped silently toward the worl ds
ahead. Alveron knew what his conpani ons were thinking and he tried to answer
t hei r unspoken question

"You wi |l wonder how such a disaster, the greatest of which we have any
record, has been allowed to occur. On one point | can reassure you. The fault
does not lie with the Survey.

"As you know, with our present fleet of under twelve thousand ships, it is
possi ble to re-exam ne each of the eight thousand million solar systens in the
Gal axy at intervals of about a mllion years. Mst worlds change very little
in so short a tinme as that.

"Less than four hundred thousand years ago, the survey ship S5060 exani ned
the planets of the systemwe are approaching. It found intelligence on none of
them though the third planet was teeming with animal life and two ot her

wor | ds had once been inhabited. The usual report was submitted and the system
is due for its next exam nation in six hundred thousand years.

"I't now appears that in the incredibly short period since the |last survey,
intelligent life has appeared in the system The first intimtion of this
occurred when unknown radi o signals were detected on the planet Kulath in the
system X29. 35, Y34.76, Z27.93. Bearings were taken on them they were com ng



fromthe system ahead.

"Kulath is two hundred |ight-years fromhere, so those radio waves had
been on their way for two centuries. Thus for at |least that period of tine a
civilization has existed on one of these worlds—a civilization that can
generate el ectromagnetic waves and all that that inplies.

"An i mredi ate tel escopic exam nation of the systemwas nmade and it was
then found that the sun was in the unstable pre-nova stage. Detonation m ght
occur at any monent, and i ndeed m ght have done so while the |ight waves were
on their way to Kul ath.

"There was a slight delay while the super-velocity scanners on Kulath |
were focused onto the system They showed that the expl osion had not yet
occurred but was only a few hours away. |If Kulath had been a fraction of a
light-year further fromthis sun, we should never have known of its
civilization until it had ceased to exist.

"The Adm nistrator of Kulath contacted Sector Base inmediately, and | was
ordered to proceed to the systemat once. Qur object is to save what nenbers
we can of the doomed race, if indeed there are any left. But we have assuned
that a civilization possessing radio could have protected itself against any
rise of tenperature that may have al ready occurred

"This ship and the two tenders will each explore a section of the planet.
Conmander Torkal ee will take Nunber One, Commander Orostron Number Two. They
wi || have just under four hours in which to explore this world. At the end of
that time, they nmust be back in the ship. It will be |eaving

then, with or without them | will give the two comranders detail ed
instructions in the control roomimediately. "That is all. W enter

at nosphere in two hours."

On the world once known as Earth the fires were dying out: there was
nothing left to burn. The great forests that had swept across the planet |ike
a tidal wave with the passing of the cities were now no nore than gl ow ng
charcoal and the snoke of their funeral pyres still stained the sky. But the
| ast hours were still to cone, for the surface rocks had not yet begun to
flow The continents were dinmy visible through the haze, but their outlines
meant nothing to the watchers in the approaching ship. The charts they
possessed were out of date by a dozen Ice Ages and nore del uges than one.

The S9000 had driven past Jupiter and seen at once that no life could
exi st in those hal f-gaseous oceans of conpressed hydrocarbons, now erupting
furiously under the sun's abnormal heat. Mars and the outer planets they had
m ssed, and Al veron realized that the worlds nearer the sun than Earth would
be already nelting. It was nore than |ikely, he thought sadly, that the
tragedy of this unknown race was already finished. Deep in his heart, he
t hought it mght be better so. The ship could only have carried a few hundred
survivors, and the problem of selection had been haunting his m nd

Rugon, Chief of Communi cations and Deputy Captain, canme into the control
room For the last hour he had been striving to detect radiation from Earth,
but in vain.

"W're too late," he announced gloonmily. "I've nonitored the whole
spectrum and the ether's dead except for our own stations and sone
t wo- hundr ed-year-old prograns fromKulath. Nothing in this systemis radiating
any nore."

He moved toward the giant vision screen with a graceful flow ng notion
that no mere biped could ever hope to inmtate. Alveron said nothing; he had
been expecting this news.

One entire wall of the control roomwas taken up by the screen, a great
bl ack rectangl e that gave an inpression of

almost infinite depth. Three of Rugon's slender control tentacles, useless
for heavy work but incredibly swift at all manipulation, flickered over the
selector dials and the screen |it up with a thousand points of light. The star
field flowed swiftly past as Rugon adjusted the controls, bringing the
projector to bear upon the sun itself.

No man of Earth woul d have recogni zed the nonstrous shape that filled the



screen. The sun's light was white no | onger: great violet-blue clouds covered
half its surface and fromthemlong streamers of flame were erupting into
space. At one point an enornous prom nence had reared itself out of the

phot osphere, far out even into the flickering veils of the corona. It was as
though a tree of fire had taken root in the surface of the sun—a tree that
stood half a million mles high and whose branches were rivers of flane
sweepi ng through space at hundreds of miles a second.

"I suppose,"” said Rugon presently, "that you are quite satisfied about the
astrononers' cal cul ations. After all-—-"

"Ch, we're perfectly safe," said Alveron confidently. "I've spoken to
Kul ath Cbservatory and they have been nmaki ng sonme additional checks through
our own instruments. That uncertainty of an hour includes a private safety
margi n which they won't tell ne in case | feel tenpted to stay any | onger."

He gl anced at the instrunent board.

"The pilot should have brought us to the atnosphere now. Switch the screen
back to the planet, please. Ah, there they go!"

There was a sudden trenor underfoot and a raucous clanging of al arns,
instantly stilled. Across the vision screen two slimprojectiles dived toward
the [ oom ng mass of Earth. For a few miles they travel ed together, then they
separ ated, one vani shing abruptly as it entered the shadow of the planet.

Slowy the huge nmother ship, with its thousand times greater nass,
descended after theminto the raging stornms that already were tearing down the
deserted cities of Mn.

It was night in the henispnere over which Orostron drove his tiny comrand.

Li ke Torkal ee, his m ssion was to photograph and record, and to report
progress to the nother ship. The little scout had no room for specinens or
passengers. |f contact was made with the inhabitants of this world, the S9000
woul d cone at once. There would be no tine for parleying. If there was any
trouble the rescue would be by force and the explanations could come |ater

The ruined | and beneath was bathed with an eerie, flickering light, for a
great auroral display was raging over half the world. But the inmage on the
vi sion screen was independent of external light, and it showed clearly a waste
of barren rock that seened never to have known any formof life. Presumably
this desert land nust come to an end sonmewhere. Orostron increased his speed
to the highest value he dared risk in so dense an atnosphere.

The machine fled on through the storm and presently the desert of rock
began to clinmb toward the sky. A great mountain range |ay ahead, its peaks
lost in the snoke-laden clouds. Orostron directed the scanners toward the
hori zon, and on the vision screen the |line of mountains seenmed suddenly very
cl ose and nenacing. He started to clinb rapidly. It was difficult to inmagine a
nmore unprom sing land in which to find civilization and he wondered if it
woul d be wi se to change course. He decided against it. Five mnutes later, he
had his reward.

Ml es below lay a decapitated mountain, the whole of its sunmit sheared
away by sone tremendous feat of engineering. Rising out of the rock and
straddling the artificial plateau was an intricate structure of metal girders,
supporting masses of machinery. Orostron brought his ship to a halt and
spiral ed down toward the nountain.

The slight Doppl er blur had now vani shed, and the picture on the screen
was clear-cut. The latticework was supporting sone scores of great netal
mrrors, pointing skyward at an angle of forty-five degrees to the horizontal
They were slightly concave, and each had some conplicated nmechani sm

at its focus. There seenmed sonething inpressive and purposeful about the
great array; every mirror was aimed at precisely the sane spot in the sky—er
beyond.

Orostron turned to his coll eagues.

"It looks Iike some kind of observatory to nme," he said. "Have you ever
seen anything like it before?"

Klarten, a nmultitentacled, tripedal creature froma globular cluster at
the edge of the MIky Way, had a different theory.



"That's conmuni cation equi pment. Those reflectors are for focusing
el ectromagnetic beans. |'ve seen the sane kind of installation on a hundred
worl ds before. It may even be the station that Kul ath picked up—though that's
rather unlikely, for the beams would be very narrow frommrrors that size."

"That woul d expl ai n why Rugon coul d detect no radi ati on before we | anded,"
added Hansur 11, one of the twin beings fromthe planet Thargon

Orostron did not agree at all.

"If that is a radio station, it must be built for interplanetary
conmuni cation. Look at the way the mirrors are pointed. | don't believe that a
race which has only had radio for two centuries can have crossed space. It
took ny people six thousand years to do it."

"W nmanaged it in three," said Hansur Il mldly, speaking a few seconds
ahead of his twin. Before the inevitable argunment coul d devel op, Klarten began
to wave his tentacles with excitenent. Wile the others had been tal king, he
had started the automatic nonitor.

"Here it is! Listen!"

He threw a switch, and the little roomwas filled with a raucous whini ng
sound, continually changing in pitch but neverthel ess retaining certain
characteristics that were difficult to define.

The four explorers listened intently for a mnute; then Oostron said,
"Surely that can't be any form of speech! No creature could produce sounds as
quickly as that!"

Hansur | had cone to the same conclusion. "That's a tel evision program
Don't you think so, Kl arten?"

The ot her agreed.

"Yes, and each of those mirrors seens to be radiating a different program
| wonder where they're going? If |I'mcorrect, one of the other planets in the
systemmust |lie along those beans. W can soon check that."

Orostron called the S9000 and reported the di scovery. Both Rugon and
Alveron were greatly excited, and made a quick check of the astronom ca
records.

The result was surprising—and di sappoi nting. None of the other nine
pl anets | ay anywhere near the line of transmi ssion. The great mrrors appeared
to be pointing blindly into space.

There seened only one conclusion to be drawn, and Klarten was the first to
voice it.

"They had interplanetary comunication,” he said. "But the station must be
deserted now, and the transmitters no |longer controlled. They haven't been
switched off, and are just pointing where they were left."

"Well, we'll soon find out," said Orostron. "lI'mgoing to land."
He brought the machine slowy down to the |evel of the great netal
mrrors, and past themuntil it cane to rest on the nmountain rock. A hundred

yards away, a white stone building crouched beneath the maze of steel girders.
It was wi ndow ess, but there were several doors in the wall facing them

Orostron watched his conpanions clinb into their protective suits and
wi shed he could follow But soneone had to stay in the machine to keep in
touch with the mother ship. Those were Alveron's instructions, and they were
very wi se. One never knew what woul d happen on a world that was being expl ored
for the first time, especially under conditions such as these.

Very cautiously, the three explorers stepped out of the air |ock and
adjusted the antigravity field of their suits. Then, each with the node of
| oconmotion peculiar to his race, the little party went toward the buil di ng,
the Hansur twins |eading and Klarten follow ng close behind. Hi s gravity
control was apparently giving trouble, for he suddenly fell to the ground,

rather to the anusenment of his coll eagues. Orostron saw t hem pause for a

nmonent at the nearest door—then it opened slowy and they di sappeared from
si ght.

So Orostron waited, with what patience he could, while the stormrose
around himand the light of the aurora grew even brighter in the sky. At the
agreed tines he called the nother ship and received brief acknow edgnents from



Rugon. He wondered how Tor kal ee was faring, halfway round the planet, but he
could not contact himthrough the crash and thunder of solar interference.

It did not take Klarten and the Hansurs long to discover that their
theories were largely correct. The building was a radio station, and it was
utterly deserted. It consisted of one tremendous roomwith a few snall offices
leading fromit. In the main chanber, row after row of electrical equipnment
stretched into the distance; lights flickered and wi nked on hundreds of
control panels, and a dull glow cane fromthe elenents in a great avenue of
vacuum t ubes.

But Klarten was not inpressed. The first radio sets his race had built
were now fossilized in strata a thousand nillion years old. Man, who had
possessed el ectrical nmachines for only a few centuries, could not conpete with
t hose who had known themfor half the lifetine of the Earth.

Nevert hel ess, the party kept their recorders running as they explored the
buil ding. There was still one problemto be solved. The deserted station was
br oadcasti ng programnms, but where were they com ng fron? The centra
swi t chboard had been quickly located. It was designed to handl e scores of
programs simultaneously, but the source of those programs was | ost in a naze
of cabl es that vani shed underground. Back in the S9000, Rugon was trying to
anal yze the broadcasts and perhaps his researches would reveal their origin.

It was inpossible to trace cables that might |ead across continents.

The party wasted little time at the deserted station. There was not hing
they could learn fromit, and they were seeking life rather than scientific
information. A few nminutes |later the

little ship rose swiftly fromthe plateau and headed toward the plains that
must |ie beyond the nmountains. Less than three hours were still left to them

As the array of enigmatic mirrors dropped out of sight, Orostron was
struck by a sudden thought. Was it inmagination, or had they all noved through
a small angle while he had been waiting, as if they were still conpensating
for the rotation of the Earth? He could not be sure, and he dismissed the
matter as uninportant. It would only nean that the directing nechani smwas
still working, after a fashion

They di scovered the city fifteen mnutes later. It was a great, sprawing
metropolis, built around a river that had di sappeared | eaving an ugly scar
winding its way anmong the great buil dings and beneath bridges that |ooked very
i ncongr uous nNoOw.

Even fromthe air, the city | ooked deserted. But only two and a hal f hours
were |l eft—there was no tinme for further exploration. Orostron nade his
deci sion, and | anded near the |argest structure he could see. It seened
reasonabl e to suppose that sone creatures woul d have sought shelter in the
strongest buil di ngs, where they would be safe until the very end.

The deepest caves—the heart of the planet itself—aould give no protection
when the final cataclysmcane. Even if this race had reached the outer
pl anets, its doomwuld only be del ayed by the few hours it would take for the
raveni ng wave fronts to cross the Sol ar System

Orostron could not know that the city had been deserted not for a few days
or weeks, but for over a century. For the culture of cities, which had
outl asted so many civilizations, had been dooned at |ast when the helicopter
brought universal transportation. Wthin a few generations the great nmasses of
manki nd, knowi ng that they could reach any part of the globe in a matter of
hours, had gone back to the fields and forests for which they had al ways
| onged. The new civilization had machi nes and resources of which earlier ages
had never

dreaned, but it was essentially rural and no | onger bound to the steel and
concrete warrens that had dominated the centuries before. Such cities as stil
remai ned were specialized centers of research, admnistration, or
entertainment; the others had been allowed to decay, where it was too mnuch
trouble to destroy them The dozen or so greatest of all cities, and the

anci ent university towns, had scarcely changed and woul d have | asted for many
generations to come. But the cities that had been founded on steam and iron



and surface transportation had passed with the industries that had nourished
t hem

And so while Orostron waited in the tender, his coll eagues raced through
endl ess enpty corridors and deserted halls, taking innunerabl e photographs but
| earning nothing of the creatures who had used these buil dings. There were
libraries, meeting places, council rooms, thousands of offices—all were enpty
and deep with dust. If they had not seen the radio station on its nountain
eyrie, the explorers could well have believed that this world had known no
life for centuries.

Through the long mnutes of waiting, Orostron tried to i magi ne where this
race coul d have vani shed. Perhaps they had killed thensel ves know ng that
escape was inpossible; perhaps they had built great shelters in the bowels of
the planet, and even now were cowering in their mllions beneath his feet,
waiting for the end. He began to fear that he would never know.

It was alnost a relief when at |last he had to give the order for the
return. Soon he would know if Torkal ee's party had been nore fortunate. And he
was anxious to get back to the nother ship, for as the minutes passed the
suspense had becone nore and nore acute. There had al ways been the thought in
his mnd: Wiat if the astrononers of Kulath have made a mi stake? He would
begin to feel happy when the walls of the S9000 were around him He woul d be
happi er still when they were out in space and this om nous sun was shrinking
far astern.

As soon as his colleagues had entered the air |ock, Oostron

hurled his tiny machine into the sky and set the controls to honme on the
S9000. Then he turned to his friends.

"Wl l, what have you found?" he asked.

Klarten produced a large roll of canvas and spread it out on the floor
"This is what they were like," he said quietly. "Bipeds, with only two
arms. They seemto have managed well, in spite of that handicap. Only two eyes
as well, unless there are others in the back. W were lucky to find this; it's

about the only thing they left behind."

The ancient oil painting stared stonily back at the four creatures
regarding it so intently. By the irony of fate, its conplete worthl essness had
saved it from oblivion. Wen the city had been evacuated, no one had bot hered
to nove Al derman John Ri chards, 1909-1974. For a century and a half he had
been gathering dust while far away fromthe old cities the new civilization
had been rising to heights no earlier culture had ever known.

"That was alnost all we found," said Klarten. "The city must have been
deserted for years. I'mafraid our expedition has been a failure. If there are
any living beings on this world, they've hidden thenselves too well for us to
find them™

H s commander was forced to agree.

"I't was an al nost inpossible task," he said. "If we'd had weeks instead of
hours we m ght have succeeded. For all we know, they nay even have built
shelters under the sea. No one seens to have thought of that."

He gl anced quickly at the indicators and corrected the course.

"We' || be there in five mnutes. Alveron seens to be noving rather
qui ckly. I wonder if Torkal ee has found anything."

The S9000 was hanging a few niles above the seaboard of a bl azing
continent when Orostron honed upon it. The danger line was thirty ninutes away
and there was no tinme to lose. Skillfully, he maneuvered the little ship into
its launching tube and the party stepped out of the air |ock

There was a small crowd waiting for them That was to be

expected, but Orostron could see at once that sonmething nore than curiosity
had brought his friends here. Even before a word was spoken, he knew that
somet hi ng was w ong.

"Torkal ee hasn't returned. He's lost his party and we're going to the
rescue. Cone along to the control room at once."

From t he begi nni ng, Torkal ee had been luckier than Orostron. He had
followed the zone of twilight, keeping away fromthe intolerable glare of the



sun, until he came to the shores of an inland sea. It was a very recent sea
one of the latest of Man's works, for the land it covered had been desert Iess
than a century before. In a few hours it would be desert again, for the water
was boiling and cl ouds of steamwere rising to the skies. But they could not
veil the loveliness of the great white city that overl ooked the tidel ess sea.

Flyi ng machi nes were still parked neatly round the square in which
Tor kal ee | anded. They were disappointingly primtive, though beautifully
fini shed, and depended on rotating airfoils for support. Nowhere was there any
sign of life, but the place gave the inpression that its inhabitants were not
very far away. Lights were still shining fromsone of the w ndows.

Torkal ee's three conpanions lost no tine in |eaving the machi ne. Leader of
the party, by seniority of rank and race was T sinadree, who |ike Al veron
hi nsel f had been born on one of the ancient planets of the Central Suns. Next
cane Al arkane, froma race which was one of the youngest in the Universe and
took a perverse pride in the fact. Last came one of the strange beings from
the system of Palador. It was naneless, like all its kind, for it possessed no
identity of its own, being nerely a nobile but still dependent cell in the
consci ousness of its race. Though it and its fellows had | ong been scattered
over the Galaxy in the exploration of countless worlds, sone unknown I|ink
still bound them together as inexorably as the living cells in a human body.

VWen a creature of Pal ador spoke, the pronoun it used was

al ways "We." There was not, nor could there ever be, any first person
singular in the | anguage of Pal ador.

The great doors of the splendid building baffled the explorers, though any
human child woul d have known their secret. T sinadree wasted no tine on them
but called Torkal ee on his personal transmitter. Then the three hurried aside
whil e their comrander maneuvered his machine into the best position. There was
a brief burst of intolerable flane; the nassive steelwirk flickered once at
t he edge of the visible spectrumand was gone. The stones were still gl ow ng
when the eager party hurried into the building, the beans of their |ight
projectors fanning before them

The torches were not needed. Before themlay a great hall, glowing with
light fromlines of tubes along the ceiling. On either side, the hall opened
out into long corridors, while straight ahead a massive stairway swept
maj estically toward the upper floors.

For a monent T' sinadree hesitated. Then, since one way was as good as
anot her, he led his conpanions down the first corridor

The feeling that |ife was near had now become very strong. At any nonent,
it seemed, they night be confronted by the creatures of this world. If they
showed hostility—and they could scarcely be blanmed if they di d—+he paral yzers
woul d be used at once.

The tension was very great as the party entered the first room and only
rel axed when they saw that it held nothing but machi nes—+ow after row of them
now stilled and silent. Lining the enornmous room were thousands of netal
filing cabinets, fornm ng a continuous wall as far as the eye could reach. And
that was all; there was no furniture, nothing but the cabinets and the
nmyst eri ous nachi nes.

Al ar kane, always the quickest of the three, was al ready exam ning the
cabi nets. Each held nany thousand sheets of tough, thin material, perforated
wi t h i nnumerabl e hol es and sl ots. The Pal adori an appropriated one of the cards
and

Al ar kane recorded the scene together with some cl ose-ups of the nmachines.
Then they left. The great room which had been one of the marvels of the
worl d, meant nothing to them No living eye would ever again see that
wonder ful battery of al nost human Hollerith analyzers and the five thousand
mllion punched cards holding all that could be recorded of each man, wonan,
and child on the planet.

It was clear that this building had been used very recently. Wth grow ng
excitement, the explorers hurried on to the next room This they found to be
an enornous library, for mllions of books lay all around themon mles and



m | es of shelving. Here, though the explorers could not knowit, were the
records of all the laws that Man had ever passed, and all the speeches that
had ever been made in his council chanbers.

T' si nadree was deci ding his plan of action when Al arkane drew his
attention to one of the racks a hundred yards away. It was half enpty, unlike
all the others. Around it books lay in a tunbled heap on the floor, as if
knocked down by soneone in frantic haste. The signs were unni stakabl e. Not
| ong ago, other creatures had been this way. Faint wheel marks were clearly
visible on the floor to the acute sense of Al arkane, though the others could
see nothing. Al arkane could even detect footprints, but know ng nothing of the
creatures that had formed them he could not say which way they |ed.

The sense of nearness was stronger than ever now, but it was nearness in
time, not in space. Al arkane voiced the thoughts of the party.

"Those books nust have been val uabl e, and soneone has cone to rescue
t hem—+at her as an afterthought, | should say. That neans there must be a place
of refuge, possibly not very far away. Perhaps we nay be able to find sone
other clues that will lead us to it."

T' si nadree agreed; the Pal adorian wasn't enthusiastic.

"That may be so," it said, "but the refuge may be anywhere on the pl anet,
and we have just two hours left. Let us waste no nore time if we hope to
rescue these people.”

The party hurried forward once nore, pausing only to collect a few books
that m ght be useful to the scientists at Base —though it was doubtful if they
could ever be translated. They soon found that the great building was conposed
|argely of small rooms, all show ng signs of recent occupation. Mst of them
were in a neat and tidy condition, but one or two were very much the reverse.
The explorers were particularly puzzled by one room—<learly an office of sone
ki nd—t hat appeared to have been completely wecked. The floor was littered
wi th papers, the furniture had been smashed, and snoke was pouring through the
broken wi ndows fromthe fires outside.

T sinadree was rather al arned.

"Surely no dangerous ani mal could have got into a place like this!" he
excl aimed, fingering his paralyzer nervously.

Al arkane did not answer. He began to make that annoyi ng sound which his
race called "laughter." It was several mnutes before he would expl ai n what
had anused him

"I don't think any animal has done it," he said. "In fact, the expl anation
is very sinple. Suppose you had been working all your life in this room
dealing with endl ess papers, year after year. And suddenly, you are told that
you will never see it again, that your work is finished, and that you can
|l eave it forever. Mre than that—o one will come after you. Everything is
finished. How would you rmake your exit, T sinadree?"

The ot her thought for a nmonent.

"Well, | suppose I'd just tidy things up and | eave. That's what seens to
have happened in all the other roons."

Al ar kane | aughed agai n.

"I"'maquite sure you woul d. But sone individuals have a different
psychol ogy. | think | should have liked the creature that used this room™

He did not explain hinself further, and his two col | eagues puzzl ed over
his words for quite a while before they gave it up

It came as sonething of a shock when Torkal ee gave the order to return
They had gathered a great deal of information, but had found no clue that
m ght |ead themto the mssing inhabitants of this world. That problemwas as
baffling as ever, and nowit seened that it would never be solved. There were
only forty mnutes |left before the S9000 woul d be departi ng.

They were hal fway back to the tender when they saw the sem circul ar
passage | eading down into the depths of the building. Its architectural style
was quite different fromthat used el sewhere, and the gently sloping floor was
an irresistible attraction to creatures whose many | egs had grown weary of the
mar bl e staircases which only bipeds could have built in such profusion



T' si nadree had been the worst sufferer, for he normally enpl oyed twelve |egs
and coul d use twenty when he was in a hurry, though no one had ever seen him
performthis feat.

The party stopped dead and | ooked down t he passageway with a single
t hought. A tunnel, |eading down into the depths of Earth! At its end, they
m ght yet find the people of this world and rescue sone of themfromtheir
fate. For there was still tinme to call the nmother ship if the need arose.

T sinadree signaled to his commander and Torkal ee brought the little
machi ne i medi ately overhead. There m ght not be tinme for the party to retrace
its footsteps through the naze of passages, so neticulously recorded in the
Pal adorian mind that there was no possibility of going astray. If speed was
necessary, Torkal ee could blast his way through the dozen fl oors above their
heads. In any case, it should not take long to find what lay at the end of the
passage.

It took only thirty seconds. The tunnel ended quite abruptly in a very
curious cylindrical roomw th magnificently padded seats along the walls.
There was no way out save that by which they had come, and it was severa
seconds before the purpose of the chanber dawned on Alarkane's nmind. It was a
pity, he thought, that they would never have tine to use this. The thought was
suddenly interrupted by a

cry fromT sinadree. Al arkane wheel ed around, and saw that the entrance had
cl osed silently behind them

Even in that first nmonent of panic, Al arkane found hinself thinking with
some admiration: \Woever they were, they knew how to build autonmatic
machi nery!

The Pal adorian was the first to speak. It waved one of its tentacles
toward the seats.

"We think it would be best to be seated,” it said. The nultiplex mnd of
Pal ador had al ready anal yzed the situation and knew what was comni ng

They did not have long to wait before a | ow pitched humcame froma gril
overhead, and for the very last tine in history a human, even if lifeless,
voi ce was heard on Earth. The words were neani ngl ess, though the trapped
expl orers could guess their nessage clearly enough

"Choose your stations, please, and be seated.”

Si mul t aneously, a wall panel at one end of the conpartment glowed with
light. On it was a sinple map, consisting of a series of a dozen circles
connected by a line. Each of the circles had witing alongside it, and beside
the witing were two buttons of different col ors.

Al arkane | ooked questioningly at his |eader

"Don't touch them" said T sinadree. "If we |eave the controls alone, the
doors may open again."

He was wong. The engi neers who had designed the automatic subway had
assuned that anyone who entered it would naturally wish to go somewhere. |If
they selected no internediate station, their destination could only be the end
of the line.

There was anot her pause while the relays and thyratrons waited for their
orders. In those thirty seconds, if they had known what to do, the party could
have opened the doors and |eft the subway. But they did not know, and the
machi nes geared to a human psychol ogy acted for them

The surge of accel eration was not very great; the | avish upholstery was a
[ uxury, not a necessity. Only an al nost inperceptible vibration told of the
speed at which they were

traveling through the bowels of the earth, on a journey the duration of which
they could not even guess. And in thirty mnutes, the S9000 woul d be | eavi ng
t he Sol ar System

There was a long silence in the speeding nachine. T sinadree and Al ar kane
were thinking rapidly. So was the Pal adorian, though in a different fashion
The conception of personal death was neaningless to it, for the destruction of
a single unit meant no nore to the group mnd than the | oss of a nail-paring
to a man. But it could, though with great difficulty, appreciate the plight of



i ndi vidual intelligences such as Al arkane and T sinadree, and it was anxi ous
to help themif it could.

Al ar kane had managed to contact Torkalee with his personal transmitter
t hough the signal was very weak and seened to be fading quickly. Rapidly he
expl ai ned the situation, and al nbst at once the signals becane clearer
Torkal ee was follow ng the path of the machine, flying above the ground under
whi ch they were speeding to their unknown destination. That was the first
i ndi cation they had of the fact that they were traveling at nearly a thousand
mles an hour, and very soon after that Torkal ee was able to give the stil
nore di sturbing news that they were rapidly approaching the sea. Wile they
were beneath the | and, there was a hope, though a slender one, that they m ght
stop the nmachi ne and escape. But under the ocean—not all the brains and the
machi nery in the great nother ship could save them No one coul d have devi sed
a nore perfect trap.

T' si nadree had been exam ning the wall map with great attention. Its
nmeani ng was obvi ous, and along the Iine connecting the circles a tiny spot of
light was crawling. It was already halfway to the first of the stations
mar ked.

"I"'mgoing to press one of those buttons," said T sinadree at last. "It
won't do any harm and we rmay | earn sonething.”

"I agree. VWich will you try first?"

"There are only two kinds, and it won't matter if we try the wong one
first. | suppose one is to start the machine and the other is to stop it."

Al ar kane was not very hopef ul

"It started without any button pressing,” he said. "I think it's

conpletely automatic and we can't control it fromhere at all."

T' sinadree could not' agree.

"These buttons are clearly associated with the stations, and there's no
point in having them unless you can use themto stop yourself. The only
gquestion is, which is the right one?"

Hi s anal ysis was perfectly correct. The nmachi ne coul d be stopped at any
i nternediate station. They had only been on their way ten mnutes, and if they
could |l eave now, no harm woul d have been done. It was just bad |uck that
T sinadree's first choice was the wong button

The little light on the map crawled slowy through the illumnated circle
wi t hout checking its speed. And at the sanme tine Torkalee called fromthe ship
over head.

"You have just passed underneath a city and are heading out to sea. There
cannot be another stop for nearly a thousand niles."

Al veron had given up all hope of finding Iife on this world. The S9000 had
roamed over half the planet, never staying long in one place, descending ever
and again in an effort to attract attention. There had been no response; Earth
seened utterly dead. If any of its inhabitants were still alive, thought
Al veron, they nust have hi dden thenselves in its depths where no help could
reach them though their doom woul d be nonet hel ess certain.

Rugon brought news of the disaster. The great ship ceased its fruitless
searching and fl ed back through the stormto the ocean above which Torkal ee's
little tender was still followi ng the track of the buried machine.

The scene was truly terrifying. Not since the days when Earth was born had
there been such seas as this. Muntains of water were racing before the storm
whi ch had now reached velocities of many hundred miles an hour. Even at this
di stance fromthe mainland the air was full of flying debris—

trees, fragnents of houses, sheets of netal, anything that had not been
anchored to the ground. No air-borne machi ne could have lived for a nonment in
such a gale. And ever and again even the roar of the wind was drowned as the
vast water-nountains nmet head-on with a crash that seened to shake the sky.

Fortunately, there had been no serious earthquakes yet. Far beneath the
bed of the ocean, the wonderful piece of engineering which had been the Wrld
President's private vacuum subway was still working perfectly, unaffected by
the tunmult and destruction above. It would continue to work until the |ast



m nute of the Earth's existence, which, if the astrononers were right, was not
much nore than fifteen m nutes away—though precisely how much nore Al veron
woul d have given a great deal to know. It would be nearly an hour before the
trapped party could reach | and and even the slightest hope of rescue.

Alveron's instructions had been precise, though even without them he would
never have dreaned of taking any risks with the great machine that had been
entrusted to his care. Had he been human, the decision to abandon the trapped
menbers of his crew woul d have been desperately hard to nmake. But he cane of a
race far nore sensitive than Man, a race that so | oved the things of the
spirit that long ago, and with infinite reluctance, it had taken over contro
of the Universe since only thus could it be sure that justice was being done.
Al veron woul d need all his superhuman gifts to carry himthrough the next few
hour s.

Meanwhil e, a nmile below the bed of the ocean Al arkane and T' si nadree were
very busy indeed with their private conmunicators. Fifteen mnutes is not a
long tinme in which to wind up the affairs of a lifetine. It is, indeed,
scarcely long enough to dictate nore than a few of those farewell nessages
whi ch at such nonents are so nuch nore inportant than all other matters.

Al the while the Pal adorian had renai ned silent and notionl ess, saying
not a word. The other two, resigned to their

fate and engrossed in in their personal affairs, had given it no thought.
They were startled when suddenly it began to address themin its peculiarly
passi onl ess voi ce.

"W perceive that you are nmaking certain arrangenents concerning your
anticipated destruction. That will probably be unnecessary. Captain Al veron
hopes to rescue us if we can stop this machi ne when we reach | and again."

Both T sinadree and Al arkane were too surprised to say anything for a
nmonent. Then the latter gasped, "How do you know?"

It was a foolish question, for he remenbered at once that there were
several Pal adori ans—f one could use the phrase—in the S9000, and
consequently their comnpani on knew everything that was happening in the nother
ship. So he did not wait for an answer but continued, "Alveron can't do that!
He daren't take such a risk!"

"There will be no risk," said the Pal adorian. "W have told himwhat to
do. It is really very sinple.”

Al arkane and T' sinadree | ooked at their companion with sonething
approachi ng awe, realizing now what nust have happened. In nonments of crisis,
the single units conprising the Paladorian mnd could link together in an
organi zation no |l ess close than that of any physical brain. At such nonents
they formed an intellect nore powerful than any other in the Universe. Al
ordi nary problens could be solved by a few hundred or thousand units. Very
rarely, millions would be needed, and on two historic occasions the billions
of cells of the entire Pal adorian consci ousness had been wel ded together to
deal with emergencies that threatened the race. The m nd of Pal ador was one of
the greatest nmental resources of the Universe; its full force was sel dom
requi red, but the knowl edge that it was avail able was suprenely conforting to
ot her races. Al arkane wondered how many cells had co-ordinated to deal with
this particular energency. He al so wondered how so trivial an incident had
ever cone to its attention

To that question he was never to know the answer, though he m ght have
guessed it had he known that the chillingly

renot e Pal adonan mi nd possessed an al nbost human streak of vanity. Long ago,
Al arkane had witten a book trying to prove that eventually all intelligent
races woul d sacrifice individual consciousness and that one day only
group-mnds would remain in the Universe. Palador, he had said, was the first
of those ultimate intellects, and the vast, dispersed mnd had not been
di spl eased

They had no tine to ask any further questions before Al veron hinself began
to speak through their conmmunicators.

"Alveron calling! W're staying on this planet until the detonation waves



reach it, so we may be able to rescue you. You're heading toward a city on the

coast which you'll reach in forty minutes at your present speed. |f you cannot
stop yourselves then, we're going to blast the tunnel behind and ahead of you
to cut off your power. Then we'll sink a shaft to get you out—the chief

engi neer says he can do it in five mnutes with the main projectors. So you
shoul d be safe within an hour, unless the sun blows up before."

"And if that happens, you'll be destroyed as well! You nustn't take such a
risk!”

"Don't let that worry you; we're perfectly safe. When the sun detonates,
t he expl osion wave will take several minutes to rise to its maxi num But apart

fromthat, we're on the night side of the planet, behind an

ei ght -t housand-nmil e screen of rock. When the first warning of the explosion
cones, we will accelerate out of the Solar System keeping in the shadow of
the planet. Under our maxi mumdrive, we will reach the velocity of |ight
before | eaving the cone of shadow, and the sun cannot harmus then."

T sinadree was still afraid to hope. Another objection cane at once into
his mnd

"Yes, but how will you get any warning, here on the night side of the
pl anet ?"

"Very easily," replied Alveron. "This world has a nobon which is now
visible fromthis hem sphere. W have tel escopes trained on it. If it shows
any sudden increase in brilliance, our main drive goes on automatically and
we'll be thrown out of the system™

The logic was flawl ess. Alveron, cautious as ever, was taking no chances.
It woul d be many m nutes before the eight-thousand-mle shield of rock and
metal could be destroyed by the fires of the exploding sun. In that time, the
S9000 coul d have reached the safety of the velocity of light.

Al ar kane pressed the second button when they were still several miles from
the coast. He did not expect anything to happen then, assuming that the
machi ne coul d not stop between stations. It seened too good to be true when, a
few mnutes later, the machine's slight vibration died anay and they cane to a
hal t.

The doors slid silently apart. Even before they were fully open, the three
had |l eft the conpartment. They were taking no nore chances. Before thema | ong
tunnel stretched into the distance, rising slowy out of sight. They were
starting along it when suddenly Alveron's voice called fromthe comuni cators.

"Stay where you are! W're going to blast!"

The ground shuddered once, and far ahead there cane the rumble of falling
rock. Again the earth shook—and a hundred yards ahead the passageway vani shed
abruptly. A trenendous vertical shaft had been cut clean through it.

The party hurried forward again until they canme to the end of the corridor
and stood waiting on its lip. The shaft in which it ended was a full thousand
feet across and descended into the earth as far as the torches could throw
their beans. Overhead, the stormclouds fled beneath a noon that no nan woul d

have recogni zed, so luridly brilliant was its disk. And, nost glorious of al
sights, the S9000 fl oated hi gh above, the great projectors that had drilled
this enornous pit still glow ng cherry red.

A dark shape detached itself fromthe nother ship and dropped swiftly
toward the ground. Torkal ee was returning to collect his friends. Alittle
|ater, Alveron greeted themin the control room He waved to the great vision
screen and said quietly, "See, we were barely in tinme."

The continent below themwas slowy settling beneath the m | e-high waves
that were attacking its coasts. The |ast that

anyone was ever to see of Earth was a great plain, bathed with the silver
light of the abnormally brilliant noon. Across its face the waters were
pouring in a glittering flood toward a distant range of nountains. The sea had
won its final victory, but its triunph would be short-lived, for soon sea and
| and woul d be no nore. Even as the silent party in the control room watched
the destruction below, the infinitely greater catastrophe to which this was
only the prelude came swiftly upon them



It was as though dawn had broken suddenly over this moonlit |andscape. But
it was not dawn: it was only the nmoon, shining with the brilliance of a second
sun. For perhaps thirty seconds that awesonme, unnatural |ight burned fiercely
on the dooned | and beneath. Then there came a sudden flashing of indicator
lights across the control board. The nmain drive was on. For a second Al veron
gl anced at the indicators and checked their information. Wien he | ooked again
at the screen, Earth was gone.

The magni ficent, desperately overstrained generators quietly died when the
S9000 was passing the orbit of Persephone. It did not matter, the sun could
never harmthem now, and although the ship was speeding hel plessly out into
the Ionely night of interstellar space, it would only be a matter of days
before rescue cane.

There was irony in that. A day ago, they had been the rescuers, going to
the aid of a race that now no | onger existed. Not for the first time Al veron
wonder ed about the world that had just perished. He tried, in vain, to picture
it as it had been in its glory, the streets of its cities thronged with life.
Primtive though its people had been, they night have offered nuch to the
Universe. If only they could have made contact! Regret was usel ess; |ong
before their com ng, the people of this world nmust have buried thenselves in
its iron heart. And now they and their civilization would remain a nystery for
the rest of tine.

Al veron was gl ad when his thoughts were interrupted by Rugon's entrance.
The Chief of Conmunications had been

very busy ever since the take-off, trying to analyze the programs radi ated by
the transnmitter Orostron had di scovered. The problemwas not a difficult one,
but it demanded the construction of special equipment, and that had taken
tine.

"Well, what have you found?" asked Al veron

"Quite alot," replied his friend. "There's sonething nysterious here, and
| don't understand it.

"It didn't take long to find how the vision transm ssions were built up
and we' ve been able to convert themto suit our own equiprment. It seens that
there were caneras all over the planet, surveying points of interest. Some of
them were apparently in cities, on the tops of very high buildings. The
caneras were rotating continuously to give panoramc views. In the programs
we' ve recorded there are about twenty different scenes.

"In addition, there are a nunber of transmissions of a different Kind,
neither sound nor vision. They seemto be purely scientific—possibly
i nstrument readi ngs or sonething of that sort. Al these programs were going
out simultaneously on different frequency bands.

"Now there nust be a reason for all this. Oostron still thinks that the
station sinmply wasn't switched off when it was deserted. But these aren't the
sort of prograns such a station would nornmally radiate at all. It was

certainly used for interplanetary relaying—XKl arten was quite right there. So
t hese peopl e nmust have crossed space, since none of the other planets had any
life at the time of the |ast survey. Don't you agree?"

Alveron was following intently.

"Yes, that seens reasonabl e enough. But it's also certain that the beam
was pointing to none of the other planets. |I checked that mysel f."

"I know," said Rugon. "Wat | want to discover is why a giant
interplanetary relay station is busily transmitting pictures of a world about
to be destroyed—pictures that would be of imense interest to scientists and
astrononers. Sone one had gone to a lot of trouble to arrange all those
panor am ¢

caneras. | am convinced that those beans were goi ng somewhere. "

Al veron started up.

"Do you i magine that there mght be an outer planet that hasn't been
reported?" he asked. "If so, your theory's certainly wong. The beam wasn't
even pointing in the plane of the Solar System And even if it were—ust | ook
at this."



He switched on the vision screen and adjusted the controls. Against the
vel vet curtain of space was hanging a blue-white sphere, apparently conposed
of many concentric shells of incandescent gas. Even though its imense
di stance made all novenent invisible, it was clearly expanding at an enornous
rate. At its center was a blinding point of |light—+the white dwarf star that
the sun had now becone.

"You probably don't realize just how big that sphere is,"'
"Look at this."

He increased the magnification until only the center portion of the nova
was visible. Cdose to its heart were two minute condensations, one on either
si de of the nucl eus.

said Al veron.

"Those are the two giant planets of the system They have still managed to
retain their existence—after a fashion. And they were several hundred mllion
mles fromthe sun. The nova is still expanding—but it's already tw ce the

size of the Solar System"

Rugon was silent for a nmonent.

"Perhaps you're right," he said, rather grudgingly. "You' ve disposed of ny
first theory. But you still haven't satisfied ne."

He made several swift circuits of the room before speaki ng again. Al veron
waited patiently. He knew the alnost intuitive powers of his friend, who could
often solve a problemwhen mere | ogic seemed insufficient.

Then, rather slowy, Rugon began to speak agai n.

"What do you think of this?" he said. "Suppose we've conpletely
underestimated this people? Orostron did it once—he thought they could never
have crossed space, since they'd only known radio for two centuries. Hansur |
told nme that.

Vll, Orostron was quite wong. Perhaps we're all wong. |'ve had a | ook at
the material that Kl arten brought back fromthe transmitter. He wasn't

i npressed by what he found, but it's a marvel ous achi evenent for so short a
time. There were devices in that station that belonged to civilizations

t housands of years older. Alveron, can we follow that beamto see where it

| eads?"

Al veron said nothing for a full mnute. He had been nore than hal f
expecting the question, but it was not an easy one to answer. The nmain
generators had gone conpletely. There was no point in trying to repair them

But there was still power available, and while there was power, anything could
be done in tine. It would nean a |l ot of inprovisation, and sone difficult
maneuvers, for the ship still had its enornous initial velocity. Yes, it could

be done, and the activity would keep the crew from becom ng further depressed,
now that the reaction caused by the mssion's failure had started to set in.
The news that the nearest heavy repair ship could not reach themfor three
weeks had al so caused a slunp in norale.

The engi neers, as usual, nade a trenmendous fuss. Again as usual, they did
the job in half the tine they had di sm ssed as being absol utely inpossible.
Very slowy, over many hours, the great ship began to discard the speed its
main drive had given it in as many nmnutes. In a trenmendous curve, nillions of
mles in radius, the S9000 changed its course and the star fields shifted
round it.

The maneuver took three days, but at the end of that tinme the ship was
linping along a course parallel to the beamthat had once come from Earth.
They were heading out into enptiness, the blazing sphere that had been the sun
dwi ndling slowy behind them By the standards of interstellar flight, they
were al nost stationary.

For hours Rugon strained over his instrunents, driving his detector beans
far ahead into space. There were certainly no planets within many |ight-years;
there was no doubt of that. Fromtine to tine Al veron cane to see himand
al ways he

had to give the sane reply: "Nothing to report." About a fifth of the tine
Rugon's intuition let himdown badly; he began to wonder if this was such an
occasi on.



Not until a week later did the needles of the mass-detectors quiver feebly
at the ends of their scales. But Rugon said nothing, not even to his captain.
He waited until he was sure, and he went on waiting until even the short-range
scanners began to react, and to build up the first faint pictures on the
vision screen. Still he waited patiently until he could interpret the inmages.
Then, when he knew that his wildest fancy was even less than the truth, he
called his colleagues into the control room

The picture on the vision screen was the famliar one of endl ess star
fields, sun beyond sun to the very limts of the Universe. Near the center of
the screen a distant nebul a nade a patch of haze that was difficult for the
eye to grasp.

Rugon increased the magnification. The stars flowed out of the field; the
little nebul a expanded until it filled the screen and then—t was a nebula no
| onger. A simultaneous gasp of amazenent cane fromall the conpany at the
sight that |lay before them

Lyi ng across | eague after |eague of space, ranged in a vast
t hree-di mensi onal array of rows and colums with the precision of a marching
arnmy, were thousands of tiny pencils of light. They were noving swiftly; the
whol e i mense lattice holding its shape as a single unit. Even as Al veron and
hi s conrades watched, the formation began to drift off the screen and Rugon
had to recenter the controls.

After a |long pause, Rugon started to speak

"This is the race," he said softly, "that has known radio for only two
centuries—the race that we believed had crept to die in the heart of its
pl anet. | have exam ned t hose i mages under the hi ghest possible nagnification

"That is the greatest fleet of which there has ever been a record. Each of
those points of light represents a ship larger than our own. O course, they
are very primtive—what you see on the screen are the jets of their rockets.
Yes, they dared to use rockets to bridge interstellar space! You realize what

that neans. It would take themcenturies to reach the nearest star. The whol e
race nust have enbarked on this journey in the hope that its descendants woul d
conplete it, generations |ater

"To neasure the extent of their acconplishnent, think of the ages it took
us to conquer space, and the |onger ages still before we attenpted to reach
the stars. Even if we were threatened with annihilation, could we have done so
much in so short a tine? Remenber, this is the youngest civilization in the
Uni verse. Four hundred thousand years ago it did not even exist. What will it
be a mllion years from now?"

An hour later, Orostron left the crippled nother ship to make contact with
the great fleet ahead. As the little torpedo di sappeared anmong the stars,
Alveron turned to his friend and made a remark that Rugon was often to
renmenber in the years ahead.

"I wonder what they'll be Iike?" he nused. "WII| they be nothing but
wonder ful engineers, with no art or phil osophy? They're going to have such a
surprise when Orostron reaches them+ expect it will be rather a blowto their
pride. It's funny how all isolated races think they're the only people in the
Uni verse. But they should be grateful to us; we're going to save them a good
many hundred years of travel."

Al veron glanced at the MIky Way, lying like a veil of silver m st across
the vision screen. He waved toward it with a sweep of a tentacle that enbraced
the whole circle of the Galaxy, fromthe Central Planets to the lonely suns of
the Rim

"You know, " he said to Rugon, "I feel rather afraid of these people.
Suppose they don't like our little Federation?" He waved once nore toward the
star-clouds that |ay nmassed across the screen, glowing with the light of their
count | ess suns.

"Something tells me they' Il be very determ ned people," he added. "W had
better be polite to them After all, we only outnunber them about a thousand
mllion to one.”

Rugon | aughed at his captain's little joke.



Twenty years afterward, the remark didn't seem funny.

Stratford-on-Avon March 1945
The Curse

For three hundred years, while its fame spread across the world, the little
town had stood here at the river's bend. Time and change had touched it
lightly; it had heard fromafar both the coming of the Armada and the fall of
the Third Reich, and all Man's wars had passed it by.

Now it was gone, as though it had never been. In a nonent of tinme the toi
and treasure of centuries had been swept away. The vani shed streets could
still be traced as faint marks in the vitrified ground, but of the houses,
not hi ng renmai ned. Steel and concrete, plaster and ancient oak—t had nmattered
little at the end. In the noment of death they had stood together, transfixed
by the glare of the detonating bonb. Then, even before they could flash into
fire, the blast waves had reached them and they had ceased to be. Ml e upon
mle the raveni ng hem sphere of flame had expanded over the |level farm ands,
and fromits heart had risen the twisting totempole that had haunted the
m nds of men for so long, and to such little purpose.

The rocket had been a stray, one of the last ever to be fired. It was hard
to say for what target it had been intended. Certainly not London, for London
was no longer a mlitary objective. London, indeed, was no | onger anything at
all. Long ago the nmen whose duty it was had cal cul ated that three of the

hydr ogen bonmbs woul d be sufficient for that rather small target. |In sending
twenty, they had been perhaps a little over-zeal ous.

This was not one of the twenty that had done their work so well. Both its
destination and its origin were unknown: whether it had cone across the |onely
Arctic wastes or far above the waters of the Atlantic, no one could tell and
there were few now who cared. Once there had been nmen who had known such
t hi ngs, who had watched fromafar the flight of the great projectiles and had
sent their own mssiles to meet them Oten that appointnment had been kept,
hi gh above the Earth where the sky was black and sun and stars shared the
heavens together. Then there had bl ooned for a nmoment that indescribable
flame, sending out into space a message that in centuries to conme other eyes
than Man's woul d see and under st and.

But that had been days ago, at the begi nning of the War. The defenders had
| ong since been brushed aside, as they had known they must be. They had held
on to life long enough to discharge their duty; too late, the eneny had
| earned his mstake. He would | aunch no further rockets; those still falling
he had di spatched hours ago on secret trajectories that had taken themfar out
into space. They were returni ng now ungui ded and inert, waiting in vain for
the signals that should lead themto their destinies. One by one they were
falling at random upon a world which they could harmno nore.

The river had already overflowed its banks; sonewhere down its course the
| and had twi sted beneath that col ossal hamer-bl ow and the way to the sea was
no | onger open. Dust was still falling in a fine rain, as it would do for days
as Man's cities and treasures returned to the world that had given thembirth.
But the sky was no | onger wholly darkened, and in the west the sun was
settling through banks of angry cloud.

A church had stood here by the river's edge, and though no trace of the
bui | di ng remai ned, the gravestones that the years had gathered round it stil
marked its place. Now the stone slabs lay in parallel rows, snapped off at
their bases and

pointing nmutely along the line of the blast. Sonme were half flattened into



t he ground, others had been cracked and blistered by terrific heat, but many

still bore the messages they had carried down the centuries in vain.
The light died in the west and the unnatural crinmson faded fromthe sky.
Yet still the graven words could be clearly read, lit by a steady, unwavering

radi ance, too faint to be seen by day but strong enough to bani sh night. The

| and was burning: for mles the glow of its radioactivity was reflected from
the clouds. Through the glimering | andscape wound the dark ribbon of the
steadily wi dening river, and as the waters subnerged the |and that deadly gl ow
continued unchanging in the depths. In a generation, perhaps, it would have
faded fromsight, but a hundred years m ght pass before life could safely cone
this way again.

Timdly the waters touched the worn gravestone that for nore than three
hundred years had | ain before the vani shed altar. The church that had
sheltered it so long had given it sone protection at the last, and only a
slight discoloration of the rock told of the fires that had passed this way.
In the corpse-light of the dying | and, the archaic words could still be traced
as the water rose around them breaking at last in tiny ripples across the
stone. Line by line the epitaph upon which so many mllions had gazed sli pped
beneat h the conquering waters. For a little while the letters could still be
faintly seen; then they were gone forever

Good frend for |esvs sake forbeare,
To digg the dvst encl oased heare

Bl est be ye man yt spares thes stones,
And cvrst be he yt noves ny bones.

Undi sturbed through all eternity the poet could sleep in safety now in
the silence and darkness above his head, the Avon was seeking its new outl et
to the sea

Stratford-on-Avon May 1946
Summertine on | carus

In 1968, lcarus will pass so close to the Earth that some hopeful scientists
have predicted a collision. Should that happen, | shall delete this story from
t he second printing.

Unl ess, of course, the second printing has itself been del eted—along with
everyt hi ng el se.

When Colin Sherrard opened his eyes after the crash, he could not imagine
where he was. He seened to be lying, trapped in sone kind of vehicle, on the
summt of a rounded hill, which sloped steeply away in all directions. Its
surface was seared and bl ackened, as if a great fire had swept over it. Above
himwas a jet-black sky, crowded with stars; one of themhung like a tiny,
brilliant sun | ow down on the horizon

Could it be the sun? Was he so far from Earth? No—that was inpossible.
Sone naggi ng menory told himthat the sun was very cl ose—hi deously cl ose—ot
so distant that it had shrunk to a star. And with that thought, ful
consci ousness returned. Sherrard knew exactly where he was, and the know edge
was so terrible that he al nost fainted again.

He was nearer to the sun than any man had ever been. H s danaged space-pod
was lying on no hill, but on the steeply curving surface of a world only two
mles in diameter. That brilliant star sinking swiftly in the west was the
[ight of Prometheus, the ship that had brought him here across so many
mllions of miles of space. She was hanging up there among the stars,
wonderi ng why his pod had not returned |like a hom ng pigeon to its roost. In a
few m nutes she woul d have passed from sight, dropping bel ow the horizon in
her perpetual gane of hide-and-seek with the sun



That was a ganme that he had lost. He was still on the night side of the
asteroid, in the cool safety of its shadow, but the short night woul d be
endi ng soon. The four-hour day of Icarus was spinning swiftly toward that
dreadful dawn, when a sun thirty times |arger than ever shone upon Earth woul d
bl ast these rocks with fire. Sherrard knew all too well why everything around
hi m was burned and bl ackened. |carus was still a week from perihelion but the
tenmperature at noon had al ready reached a thousand degrees Fahrenheit.

Though this was no time for hunor, he suddenly renenbered Captain
McCl el l an's description of Icarus: "The hottest piece of real estate in the
solar system" The truth of that jest had been proved, only a few days before,
by one of those sinple and unscientific experinments that are so nuch nore
i mpressi ve than any nunber of graphs and instrument readings.

Just before daybreak, sonmeone had propped a piece of wood on the summit of
one of the tiny hills. Sherrard had been watching, fromthe safety of the
ni ght side, when the first rays of the rising sun had touched the hilltop
When his eyes had adjusted to the sudden detonation of |ight, he saw that the
wood was al ready begi nning to bl acken and char. Had there been an atnobsphere
here, the stick would have burst into flames; such was dawn, upon | carus.

Yet it had not been inpossibly hot at the tine of their first |anding,
when they were passing the orbit of Venus five weeks ago. Pronetheus had
overtaken the asteroid as it was beginning its plunge toward the sun, had
mat ched speed with the little world and had touched down upon its surface as
lightly as a snowfl ake. (A snowflake on |Icarus—that was quite a thought.

.) Then the scientists had fanned out across the fifteen square mles of
jagged nickel -iron that covered npst of the asteroid' s surface, setting up
their instrunments and checkpoints, collecting sanples and maki ng endl ess
observati ons.

Everyt hi ng had been carefully planned, years in advance,

as part of the International Astrophysical Decade. Here was a unique
opportunity for a research ship to get within a mere seventeen mllion mles
of the sun, protected fromits fury by a two-nile-thick shield of rock and
iron. In the shadow of Icarus, the ship could ride safely round the centra
fire which warned all the planets, and upon which the existence of all life
depended. As the Pronetheus of |egend had brought the gift of fire to mankind,
so the ship that bore his nane would return to Earth with other uni magi ned
secrets fromthe heavens.

There had been plenty of time to set up the instrunments and nake the
surveys before Promet heus had to take off and seek the permanent shade of
night. Even then, it was still possible for men in the tiny self-propelled
space- pods—i ni at ure spaceships, only ten feet ong—+to work on the night side
for an hour or so, as long as they were not overtaken by the advancing |line of
sunrise. That had seenmed a sinpl e-enough condition to nmeet, on a world where
dawn marched forward at only a mle an hour; but Sherrard had failed to neet
it, and the penalty was death.

He was still not quite sure what had happened. He had been replacing a
sei snograph transnmitter at Station 145, unofficially known as Munt Everest
because it was a full ninety feet above the surrounding territory. The job had
been a perfectly straightforward one, even though he had to do it by renote
control through the nechanical arms of his pod. Sherrard was an expert at
mani pul ating these; he could tie knots with his netal fingers al nost as
quickly as with his flesh-and-bone ones. The task had taken little nore than
twenty mnutes, and then the radi osei snograph was on the air again, nonitoring
the tiny quakes and shudders that racked Icarus in ever-increasing nunbers as
the asteroid approached the sun. It was small satisfaction to know that he had
now made a king-sized addition to the record.

After he had checked the signals, he had carefully replaced the sun
screens around the instrunent. It was hard to believe that two flinmsy sheets
of polished netal foil, no thicker than

paper, could turn aside a flood of radiation that would nelt lead or tin



within seconds. But the first screen reflected nore than ninety per cent of
the sunlight falling upon its mrror surface and the second turned back nost
of the rest, so that only a harm ess fraction of the heat passed through

He had reported conpletion of the job, received an acknow edgnment fromthe
ship, and prepared to head for hone. The brilliant floodlights hanging from
Pr onet heus—ai t hout which the night side of the asteroid would have been in
utter darkness—had been an unm stakable target in the sky. The ship was only
two mles up, and in this feeble gravity he cbuld have junped that distance
had he been wearing a planetary-type space suit with flexible legs. As it was,
t he | ow powered mcrorockets of his pod would get himthere in a leisurely
five mnutes.

He had ainmed the pod with its gyros, set the rear jets at Strength Two,
and pressed the firing button. There had been a viol ent expl osion sonewhere in
the vicinity of his feet and he had soared away from | carus—but not toward the
shi p. Somet hing was horribly wong; he was tossed to one side of the vehicle,
unable to reach the controls. Only one of the jets was firing, and he was
pi nwheel i ng across the sky, spinning faster and faster under the off-bal anced
drive. He tried to find the cutoff, but the spin had conpletely disorientated
aim Wen he was able to locate the controls, his first reaction nade matters
wor se—he pushed the throttle over to full, like a nervous driver stepping on
the accelerator instead of the brake. It took only a second to correct the
m stake and kill the jet, but by then he was spinning so rapidly that the
stars were wheeling round in circles.

Everyt hi ng had happened so quickly that there was no tinme for fear, no
time even to call the ship and report what was happeni ng. He took his hands
away fromthe controls; to touch them now would only make matters worse. It
woul d take two or three m nutes of cautious jockeying to unravel his spin, and
fromthe flickering glinpses of the approaching rocks it was obvious that he
did not have as many seconds. Sherrard

renenbered a pi ece of advice at the front of the Spaceman's Manual : "Wen you
don't know what to do, do nothing." He was still doing it when Icarus fel
upon him and the stars went out.

It had been a niracle that the pod was unbroken, and that he was not
breat hi ng space. (Thirty minutes fromnow he m ght be glad to do so, when the
capsul e's heat insulation began to fail. . . .) There had been sone danmage, of
course. The rear-view mrrors, just outside the done of transparent plastic
t hat encl osed his head, were both snapped off, so that he could no | onger see
what | ay behind himw thout twi sting his neck. This was a trivial mishap; far
nore serious was the fact that his radi o antennas had been torn away by the
i mpact. He could not call the ship, and the ship could not call him Al that
cane over the radio was a faint crackling, probably produced inside the set
itself. He was absolutely alone, cut off fromthe rest of the human race.

It was a desperate situation, but there was one faint ray of hope. He was

not, after all, conpletely helpless. Even if he could not use the pod's
rocket s—he guessed that the starboard motor had bl own back and ruptured a fue
line; sonething the designers said was inpossible—he was still able to nove.

He had his arns.

But whi ch way should he crawl ? He had | ost all sense of location, for
t hough he had taken off from Mount Everest, he m ght now be thousands of feet
away fromit. There were no recognizable landmarks in his tiny world; the
rapi dly sinking star of Prometheus was his best guide, and if he could keep
the ship in view he would be safe. It would only be a matter of mnutes before
hi s absence was noted, if indeed it had not been discovered al ready. Yet
wi thout radio, it mght take his colleagues a long time to find him snall
t hough lcarus was, its fifteen square mles of fantastically rugged no man's
I and coul d provide an effective hiding place for a ten-foot cylinder. It m ght
take an hour to | ocate hi mwhich neant that he woul d have to keep ahead of the
mur der ous sunri se.

He slipped his fingers into the controls that worked his me-
chanical linbs. Qutside the pod, in the hostile vacuum that surrounded him



his substitute arns canme to life. They reached down, thrust against the iron
surface of the asteroid, and |l evered the pod fromthe ground. Sherrard fl exed
them and the capsule jerked forward, |ike some weird, two-|egged insect
first the right arm then the left, then the right.

It was less difficult than he had feared, and for the first time he felt
his confidence return. Though his nechanical arms had been designed for |ight
precision work, it needed very little pull to set the capsule nmoving in this
wei ghtl ess environment. The gravity of lcarus was ten thousand tinmes weaker
than Earth's: Sherrard and his space-pod wei ghed | ess than an ounce here, and
once he had set hinself in notion he floated forward with an effortless,
dreanl i ke ease.

Yet that very effortlessness had its dangers. He had travel ed severa
hundred yards, and was rapidly overhauling the sinking star of the Pronetheus,
when overconfidence betrayed him (Strange how quickly the m nd could swtch
fromone extrene to the other; a few mnutes ago he had been steeling hinself
to face deat h—now he was wondering if he would be late for dinner.) Perhaps
the novelty of the novenment, so unlike anything he had ever attenpted before,
was responsible for the catastrophe; or perhaps he was still suffering from
the aftereffects of the crash.

Li ke all astronauts, Sherrard had learned to orientate hinmself in space,
and had grown accustonmed to |living and worki ng when the Earthly conceptions of
up and down were neaningless. On a world such as lcarus, it was necessary to
pretend that there was a real, honest-to-goodness planet "beneath" your feet,
and that when you noved you were traveling over a horizontal plain. If this
i nnocent self-deception failed, you were headi ng for space vertigo.

The attack canme without warning, as it usually did. Quite suddenly, Icarus
no | onger seened to be beneath him the stars no | onger above. The Universe

tilted through a right angle; he was noving straight up a vertical cliff, |ike
a nount ai neer scaling a rock face, and though Sherrard's reason told

himthat this was pure illusion, all his senses screaned that it was true. In
a nonent gravity nmust drag himoff this sheer wall, and he would drop down
mle upon endless mle until he smashed into oblivion.

Wrse was to come; the false vertical was still swinging |ike a conpass

needl e that had | ost the pole. Now he was on the underside of an i mense rocky
roof, like a fly clinging to a ceiling; in another nonent it would have becone

a wall again —but this tine he would be noving straight down it, instead of
up. . . .
He had lost all control over the pod, and the clamy sweat that had begun
to dew his brow warned himthat he would soon | ose control over his body.
There was only one thing to do; he clenched his eyes tightly shut, squeezed as
far back as possible into the tiny closed world of the capsule, and pretended
with all his mght that the Universe outside did not exist. He did not even
all ow the slow, gentle crunch of his second crash to interfere with his

sel f - hypnosi s.

VWen he again dared to | ook outside, he found that the pod had cone to
rest against a large boulder. Its nechanical arms had broken the force of the
i npact, but at a cost that was nore than he could afford to pay. Though the
capsul e was virtually weightless here, it still possessed its normal five
hundred pounds of inertia, and it had been noving at perhaps four miles an
hour. The nonentum had been too nuch for the netal arns to absorb; one had
snapped, and the ot her was hopel essly bent.

VWhen he saw what had happened, Sherrard's first reaction was not despair,
but anger. He had been so certain of success when the pod had started its
glide across the barren face of lcarus. And now this, all through a nonment of
physi cal weakness ! But space made no all owance for human frailties or
enotions, and a man who did not accept that fact had no right to be here.

At | east he had gained precious time in his pursuit of the ship; he had
put an extra ten minutes, if not nore, between hinself and dawn. Wether that
ten mnutes would nerely

prol ong the agony or whether it would give his shipmates the extra tine they



needed to find him he would soon know.

VWere were they? Surely they had started the search by now He strained
his eyes toward the brilliant star of the ship, hoping to pick out the fainter
lights of space-pods noving toward hi mbut nothing el se was vi si bl e agai nst
the slowy turning vault of heaven.

He had better 1 ook to his own resources, slender though they were. Only a
few m nutes were left before the Pronmetheus and her trailing lights would sink
bel ow t he edge of the asteroid and | eave himin darkness. It was true that the
dar kness would be all too brief, but before it fell upon himhe night find
some shelter against the coming day. This rock into which he had crashed, for
exampl e ,

Yes, it would give some shade, until the sun was hal fway up the sky.
Not hi ng could protect himif it passed right overhead, but it was just
possi bl e that he might be in a latitude where the sun never rose far above the
hori zon at this season of Icarus' four-hundred-and-ni ne-day year. Then he
m ght survive the brief period of daylight; that was his only hope, if the
rescuers did not find him before dawn.

There went Pronetheus and her |ights, below the edge of the world. Wth
her goi ng, the now unchall enged stars blazed forth with redoubled brilliance.
More glorious than any of them-so lovely that even to | ook upon it al nost
brought tears to his eyes—as the bl azing beacon of Earth, with its conpani on
noon beside it. He had been born on one, and had wal ked on the other; would he
see either again?

Strange that until now he had given no thought to his wife and children
and to all that he loved in the life that now seemed so far away. He felt a
spasm of guilt, but it passed swiftly. The ties of affection were not
weakened, even across the hundred mllion miles of space that now sundered him
fromhis famly. At this nonent, they were sinply irrelevant. He was now a
primtive, self-centered animal fighting for his life, and his only weapon was
his brain. In this conflict, there

was no place for the heart; it would nmerely be a hindrance, spoiling his
j udgrment and weakening his resolution

And then he saw sonet hing that banished all thoughts of his distant hone.
Reachi ng up above the horizon behind him spreading across the stars like a
mlky mst, was a faint and ghostly cone of phosphorescence. It was the herald
of the sun —the beautiful, pearly phantom of the corona, visible on Earth only
during the rare monents of a total eclipse. When the corona was rising, the
sun woul d not be far behind, to smte this little land with fury.

Sherrard made good use of the warning. Now he could judge, with sone
accuracy, the exact point where the sun would rise. Crawling slowy and
clumsily on the broken stunps of his metal arms, he dragged the capsul e round
to the side of the boul der that should give the greatest shade. He had barely
reached it when the sun was upon himlike a beast of prey, and his tiny world
expl oded into light.

He raised the dark filters inside his helnet, one thickness after another
until he could endure the glare. Except where the broad shadow of the boul der
| ay across the asteroid, it was Iike |ooking into a furnace. Every detail of
t he desol ate | and around hi mwas reveal ed by that nerciless light; there were
no grays, only blinding whites and inpenetrable blacks. Al the shadowed
cracks and holl ows were pools of ink, while the higher ground al ready seened
to be on fire, as it caught the sun. Yet it was only a nminute after dawn.

Now Sherrard coul d understand how the scorching heat of a billion sumers
had turned lcarus into a cosmc cinder, baking the rocks until the last traces
of gas had bubbl ed out of them Wy should nmen travel, he asked hinself
bitterly, across the gulf of stars at such expense and risk—nerely to | and on
a spinning slag heap? For the same reason, he knew, that they had once
struggled to reach Everest and the Poles and the far places of the Earth—for
the excitement of the body that was adventure, and the nore enduring
excitement of the mind that was discovery. It was an answer that gave him

l[ittle consol ation, now that he was about to be grilled Iike a joint on the



turning spit of Icarus.

Al ready he could feel the first breath of heat upon his face. The boul der
agai nst which he was |lying gave himprotection fromdirect sunlight, but the
glare reflected back at himfromthose bl azing rocks only a few yards away was
striking through the transparent plastic of the donme. It would grow swiftly
nore intense as the sun rose higher; he had even less tine than he had
t hought, and with the knowl edge came a kind of nunb resignation that was
beyond fear. He would wait—f he could—until the sunrise engul fed him and the
capsul e's cooling unit gave up the unequal struggle; then he would crack the
pod and let the air gush out into the vacuum of space.

Nothing to do but to sit and think in the mnutes that were left to him
before his pool of shadow contracted. He did not try to direct his thoughts,
but let them wander where they willed. How strange that he should be dying
now, because back in the nineteen-forti es—years before he was born—a nan at
Pal omar had spotted a streak of |light on a photographic plate, and had naned
it so appropriately after the boy who flew too near the sun

One day, he supposed, they would build a monunent here for himon this
blistered plain. Wiat would they inscribe upon it? "Here died Colin Sherrard,
astroni cs engineer, in the cause of Science." That would be funny, for he had
never understood half the things that the scientists were trying to do.

Yet sone of the excitenent of their discoveries had comunicated itself to
him He renenbered how t he geol ogi sts had scraped away the charred skin of the
asteroid, and had polished the netallic surface that |ay beneath. It had been
covered with a curious pattern of lines and scratches, |ike one of the
abstract paintings of the Post-Picasso Decadents. But these lines had sone
nmeani ng; they wote the history of Icarus, though only a geol ogi st could read
it. They reveal ed, so Sherrard had been told, that this lunp of iron and rock
had not always floated alone in space. At sonme renote tine in

the past, it had been under enornous pressure—and that could mean only one
thing. Billions of years ago it had been part of a much |arger body, perhaps a
pl anet |ike Earth. For sonme reason that planet had bl own up, and |carus and
all the thousands of other asteroids were the fragnents of that cosmc
expl osi on.

Even at this noment, as the incandescent |ine of sunlight cane closer,
this was a thought that stirred his nmnd. Wiat Sherrard was |ying upon was the
core of a worl d—perhaps a world that had once known life. In a strange,
irrational way it conforted himto know that his mght not be the only ghost
to haunt Icarus until the end of tine.

The hel met was misting up; that could only mean that the cooling unit was
about to fail. It had done its work well; even now, though the rocks only a
few yards away must be glowing a sullen red, the heat inside the capsul e was
not unendurable. Wen failure cane, it would be sudden and catastrophic.

He reached for the red lever that would rob the sun of its prey—but before
he pulled it, he would | ook for the last tinme upon Earth. Cautiously, he
lowered the dark filters, adjusting themso that they still cut out the glare
fromthe rocks, but no | onger blocked his view of space.

The stars were faint now, dinmed by the advanci ng gl ow of the corona. And
just visible over the boul der whose shield would soon fail himwas a stub of
crimson flame, a crooked finger of fire jutting fromthe edge of the sun
itself. He had only seconds left.

There was the Earth, there was the noon. Good-by to them both, and to his
friends and | oved ones on each of them While he was | ooking at the sky, the
sunl i ght had begun to lick the base of the capsule, and he felt the first
touch of fire. In areflex as automatic as it was usel ess, he drew up his
l egs, trying to escape the advanci ng wave of heat.

VWhat was that? A brilliant flash of light, infinitely brighter than any of
the stars, had suddenly expl oded overhead. Ml es above him a huge mrror was
sailing across the sky, reflecting the sunlight as it slowy turned through
space. Such a thing

was utterly inpossible; he was beginning to suffer from hallucinations, and



it was time he took his | eave. Already the sweat was pouring fromhis body,
and in a few seconds the capsul e woul d be a furnace.

He waited no | onger, but pulled on the Energency Release with all his
wani ng strength, bracing hinself at the sane nmonment to face the end.

Not hi ng happened; the | ever would not nove. He tugged it again and again
before he realized that it was hopel essly jamed. There was no easy way out
for him no nmerciful death as the air gushed fromhis lungs. It was then, as
the true terror of his situation struck home to him that his nerve finally
br oke and he began to screamlike a trapped aninmal.

VWen he heard Captain McOellan's voice speaking to him thin but clear
he knew that it nust be another hallucination. Yet sone |ast remmant of
di scipline and sel f-control checked his scream ng; he clenched his teeth and
listened to that fanmiliar, commandi hg voi ce.

"Sherrard! Hold on, man! W've got a fix on you—but keep shouting!"

"Here | am" he cried, "but hurry, for God's sake! |'m burning!"

Deep down in what was left of his rational mnd he realized what had
happened. Sone feebl e ghost of a signal was |eaking through the broken stubs
of his antennas, and the searchers had heard his screanms—as he was hearing
their voices. That neant they nust be very close indeed, and the know edge
gave hi m sudden strength.

He stared through the steam ng plastic of the done, |ooking once nore for
that inpossible mirror in the sky. There it was agai n—and now he realized that
the baffling perspectives of space had tricked his senses. The mirror was not
mles away, nor was it huge. It was alnost on top of him and it was noving
fast.

He was still shouting when it slid across the face of the rising sun, and
its blessed shadow fell upon himlike a cool wind that had bl own out of the
heart of winter, over |eagues of snow

and ice. Nowthat it was so close, he recognized it at once; it was nerely a
large metal -foil radiation screen, no doubt hastily snatched from one of the
instrument sites. In the safety of its shadow, his friends had been searching
for him

A heavy-duty, two-man capsul e was hovering overhead, holding the
glittering shield in one set of arns and reaching for himw th the other. Even

t hrough the nisty done and the haze of heat that still sapped his senses, he
recogni zed Captain Mcdellan's anxi ous face, |ooking down at him fromthe
ot her pod.

So this was what birth was like, for truly he had been reborn. He was too
exhausted for gratitude—that woul d come | ater—but as he rose fromthe burning
rocks his eyes sought and found the bright star of Earth. "Here | am" he said
silently. "lI'm com ng back."

Back to enjoy and cherish all the beauties of the world he had thought was
| ost forever. No—not all of them

He woul d never enjoy summer again.

Col onbo
April 1960
Dog Star

When | heard Laika's frantic barking, ny first reaction was one of annoyance.
| turned over in my bunk and murnured sleepily, "Shut up, you silly bitch."
That dreany interlude lasted only a fraction of a second; then consciousness
returned—and, with it, fear. Fear of loneliness, and fear of nadness.

For a monent | dared not open my eyes; | was afraid of what | might see
Reason told me that no dog had ever set foot upon this world, that Laika was
separated fromme by a quarter of a nmillion niles of space—and, far nore



irrevocably, five years of tine.

"You' ve been dreaming," | told nyself angrily. "Stop being a fool —epen
your eyes! You won't see anything except the glow of the wall paint."

That was right, of course. The tiny cabin was enpty, the door tightly

closed. | was alone with nmy nenories, overwhel med by the transcendental
sadness that often conmes when sonme bright dreamfades into drab reality. The
sense of loss was so desolating that | longed to return to sleep. It was well

that | failed to do so, for at that nonent sleep would have been death. But |
did not know this for another five seconds, and during that eternity | was
back on Earth, seeking what confort | could fromthe past.

No one ever discovered Laika's origin, though the Cbservatory staff nade a
few enquiries and | inserted several advertisenents in the Pasadena
newspapers. | found her a lost and lonely ball of fluff, huddl ed by the
roadsi de one sunmmer evening when | was driving up to Pal omar. Though | have
never |iked dogs, or indeed any animals, it was inmpossible to | eave this
hel pless little creature to the nercy of the passing cars. Wth sone qual ns,
wi shing that | had a pair of gloves, | picked her up and dunped her in the
baggage conpartnent. | was not going to hazard the uphol stery of ny new '92
Vik, and felt that she could do little danage there. In this, | was not
al t oget her correct.

VWen | had parked the car at the Mnastery—the astrononers' residential
quarters, where I'd be living for the next week —+ inspected ny find w thout
much ent husiasm At that stage, | had intended to hand the puppy over to the
janitor; but then it whinpered and opened its eyes. There was such an
expression of helpless trust in themthat—aell, | changed ny nind.

Sonetimes | regretted that decision, though never for long. |I had no idea
how much trouble a growi ng dog could cause, deliberately and ot herwi se. M
cleaning and repair bills soared; | could never be sure of finding an
unravaged pair of socks or an unchewed copy of the Astrophysical Journal. But
eventual |y Lai ka was both house-trai ned and Cbservatory-trai ned: she nust have
been the only dog ever to be allowed inside the two-hundred-inch done. She
would Iie there quietly in the shadows for hours, while | was up in the cage
maki ng adj ustnents, quite content if she could hear nmy voice fromtinme to
time. The other astrononers becane equally fond of her (it was old Dr.

Ander son who suggested her nanme), but fromthe begi nning she was ny dog, and
woul d obey no one el se. Not that she would al ways obey ne.

She was a beautiful aninmal, about ninety-five per cent Alsatian. It was

that mssing five per cent, | imagine, that led to her being abandoned. (I
still feel a surge of anger when | think of it, but since | shall never know
the facts, | may be

junping to false conclusions.) Apart fromtwo dark patches over the eyes,
nost of her body was a snoky gray, and her coat was soft as silk. \Wen her
ears were pricked up, she looked incredibly intelligent and alert; sonetimes |
woul d be di scussing spectral types or stellar evolution with nmy coll eagues,
and it would be hard to believe that she was not follow ng the conversation

Even now, | cannot understand why she becanme so attached to me, for | have
made very few friends anong human beings. Yet when | returned to the
nservatory after an absence, she would go alnpst frantic with delight,
bounci ng around on her hind legs and putting her paws on ny shoul ders —which
she could reach quite easily—all the while uttering small squeaks of joy which
seened highly inappropriate fromso large a dog. | hated to | eave her for nore
than a few days at a tinme, and though |I could not take her with me on overseas
trips, she acconpani ed me on nost of ny shorter journeys. She was with nme when
| drove north to attend that ill-fated sem nar at Berkel ey.

W& were staying with university acquai ntances; they had been polite about
it, but obviously did not |ook forward to having a nonster in the house.

However, | assured themthat Lai ka never gave the slightest trouble, and
rather reluctantly they let her sleep in the living room "You needn't worry
about burglars tonight," | said. "W don't have any in Berkeley," they

answered, rather coldly.



In the mddle of the night, it seemed that they were wong. | was awakened
by a hysterical, high-pitched barking from Lai ka which | had heard only once
bef ore—when she had first seen a cow, and did not know what on earth to nake
of it. Cursing, | threw off the sheets and stunbled out into the darkness of
the unfamliar house. My main thought was to silence Laika before she roused
nmy hosts—assuming that this was not already far too late. If there had been an
i ntruder, he would certainly have taken flight by now I|ndeed, | rather hoped
that he had.

For a monent | stood beside the switch at the top of the

stairs, wondering whether to throwit. Then |I grow ed, "Shut up, Laika!" and
fl ooded the place with |ight.

She was scratching frantically at the door, pausing fromtime to time to
give that hysterical yelp. "If you want out,"” | said angrily, "there's no need
for all that fuss." | went down, shot the bolt, and she took off into the
night Iike a rocket.

It was very calmand still, with a waning Mon struggling to pierce the
San Francisco fog. | stood in the | um nous haze, |ooking out across the water
to the lights of the city, waiting for Laika to come back so that | could
chastise her suitably. |I was still waiting when, for the second tine in the
twentieth century, the San Andreas Fault woke fromits sleep

Qddly enough, | was not frightened—at first. | can renenber that two
t hought s passed through my mind, in the noment before |I realized the danger
Surely, | told nyself, the geophysicists could have given us sone warni ng. And
then | found nyself thinking, with great surprise, "I'd no idea that
eart hquakes make so much noise!"

It was about then that | knew that this was no ordi nary quake; what

happened afterward, | would prefer to forget. The Red Cross did not take ne
away until quite late the next norning, because | refused to | eave Laika. As |
| ooked at the shattered house containing the bodies of nmy friends, | knew that
| owed nmy life to her; but the helicopter pilots could not be expected to
understand that, and | cannot blame themfor thinking that | was crazy, |ike
so many of the others they had found wandering anmong the fires and the debris.
After that, | do not suppose we were ever apart for nmore than a few hours.

| have been told—and |I can well believe it —that | becane | ess and | ess

i nterested in human conpany, w thout being actively unsocial or m santhropic.
Between them the stars and Laika filled all nmy needs. We used to go for long
wal ks together over the nountains; it was the happiest tine | have ever known.
There was only one flaw, | knew, though Laika could not, how soon it rnust end.

We had been pl anning the nove for nore than a decade. As far back as the

ni neteen-sixties it was realized that Earth

was no place |lor an astronom cal observatory. Even the small pil ot
instruments on the Moon had far outperformed all the tel escopes peering

t hrough the murk and haze of the terrestrial atnmosphere. The story of Munt

W son, Palomar, G eenw ch, and the other great names was conming to an end
they would still be used for training purposes, but the research frontier mnust
nove out into space.

| had to nmove with it; indeed, | had al ready been offered the post of
Deputy Director, Farside Observatory. In a few nonths, | could hope to solve
problems | had been working on for years. Beyond the atnosphere, | would be
like a blind nman who had suddenly been given sight.

It was utterly inpossible, of course, to take Laika with ne. The only
animal s on the Moon were those needed for experinmental purposes; it m ght be
anot her generation before pets were allowed, and even then it would cost a
fortune to carry themthere—and to keep themalive. Providing Laika with her
usual two pounds of neat a day would, | calcul ated, take several tines ny
quite confortable salary.

The choice was sinple and straightforward. | could stay on Earth and
abandon my career. O | could go to the Moon—and abandon Lai ka.

After all, she was only a dog. In a dozen years, she would be dead, while
| should be reaching the peak of ny profession. No sane man woul d have



hesitated over the matter; yet | did hesitate, and if by now you do not
under stand why, no further words of mne can help.

In the end, | let matters go by default. Up to the very week | was due to
| eave, | had still made no plans for Laika. Wien Dr. Anderson volunteered to
| ook after her, | accepted nunbly, with scarcely a word of thanks. The old

physicist and his wife had al ways been fond of her, and | amafraid that they
considered nme indifferent and heartl ess—when the truth was just the opposite.
W went for one nore wal k together over the hills; then | delivered her
silently to the Andersons, and did not see her again.
Take-of f was del ayed al nost twenty-four hours, until a

maj or flare stormhad cleared the Earth's orbit; even so, the Van Allen belts
were still so active that we had to make our exit through the North Pol ar Gap
It was a miserable flight; apart fromthe usual trouble with weightl essness,
we were all groggy with antiradiation drugs. The ship was al ready over Farside
before I took much interest in the proceedings, so | mssed the sight of Earth

droppi ng bel ow the horizon. Nor was | really sorry; | wanted no reninders, and
intended to think only of the future. Yet | could not shake off that feeling
of guilt; | had deserted someone who | oved and trusted ne, and was no better

than those who had abandoned Lai ka when she was a puppy, beside the dusty road
to Pal onar.

The news that she was dead reached ne a nonth later. There was no reason
t hat anyone knew, the Andersons had done their best, and were very upset. She
had just lost interest inliving, it seenmed. For a while, |I think I did the
same; but work is a wonderful anodyne, and nmy programwas just getting under
way. Though | never forgot Laika, in a little while the menory ceased to hurt.

Then why had it come back to haunt nme, five years later, on the far side
of the Moon? | was searching ny mind for the reason when the netal building
around ne quivered as if under the inpact of a heavy blow. | reacted w thout
t hi nki ng, and was al ready cl osing the hel net of nmy energency suit when the
foundati ons slipped and the wall tore open with a short-lived scream of
escaping air. Because | had automatically pressed the General A arm button, we
lost only two nmen, despite the fact that the trenor—+the worst ever recorded on
Farsi de—eracked all three of the Observatory's pressure domes.

It is hardly necessary for ne to say that | do not believe in the
supernatural ; everything that happened has a perfectly rational explanation
obvious to any man with the slightest know edge of psychol ogy. In the second
San Franci sco earthquake, Laika was not the only dog to sense approaching
di saster; many such cases were reported. And on Farside, nmy own menories must
have given ne that height-

ened awar eness, when mny never-sl eepi ng subconsci ous detected the first faint
vibrations fromw thin the Mon.

The human m nd has strange and | abyrinthi ne ways of going about its
busi ness; it knew the signal that would nost swiftly rouse ne to the know edge
of danger. There is nothing nore to it than that; though in a sense one could
say that Lai ka woke nme on both occasions, there is no nystery about it, no
m racul ous warni ng across the gulf that neither nman nor dog can ever bridge.

O that | amsure, if | amsure of anything. Yet sometines | wake now, in
the silence of the Myon, and wi sh that the dream coul d have | asted a few
seconds | onger—so that | could have | ooked just once nore into those |un nous
brown eyes, brimring with an unselfish, undemanding | ove | have found nowhere
el se on this or on any other world.

Col onbo Apr i

1961
H de and Seek

W were wal ki ng back through the woods when Ki ngman saw the gray squirrel. Qur



bag was a small but varied one—three grouse, four rabbits (one, | amsorry to
say, an infant in arns) and a couple of pigeons. And contrary to certain dark
forecasts, both the dogs were still alive.

The squirrel saw us at the same nonment. It knew that it was narked for
i medi ate execution as a result of the danmage it had done to the trees on the
estate, and perhaps it had |lost close relatives to Kingman's gun. In three
| eaps it had reached the base of the nearest tree, and vani shed behind it in a
flicker of gray. W saw its face once nore, appearing for a noment round the
edge of its shield a dozen feet fromthe ground; but though we waited, with
guns | evel ed hopefully at various branches, we never saw it again.

Ki ngman was very thoughtful as we wal ked back across the lawn to the
magni fi cent old house. He said nothing as we handed our victins to the
cook—who received them w t hout nuch ent husi asnand only enmerged from his
reverie when we were sitting in the snoking roomand he remenbered his duties
as a host.

"That tree-rat," he said suddenly (he always called them"tree-rats," on
t he grounds that people were too sentinental to shoot the dear little
squirrels), "it rem nded ne of a very

pecul i ar experience that happened shortly before | retired. Very shortly
i ndeed, in fact."

"I thought it would," said Carson dryly. | gave hima glare: he'd been in
the Navy and had heard Kingman's stories before, but they were still newto
ne.

"OfF course," Kingman renmarked, slightly nettled, "if you'd rather | didn't

"Do go on," | said hastily. "You' ve made nme curious. \Wat connection there
can possibly be between a gray squirrel and the Second Jovian War | can't
i magi ne."

Ki ngman seened nol i fied.

"I think I'd better change some nanes," he said thoughtfully, "but | won't
alter the places. The story begins about a million kiloneters sunward of Mars.

K. 15 was a nmilitary intelligence operative. It gave himconsiderable pain
when uni nagi nati ve people called hima spy, but at the nmonent he had ruch nore
substantial grounds for complaint. For sone days now a fast eneny cruiser had
been comi ng up astern, and though it was flattering to have the undivi ded
attention of such a fine ship and so many highly trained nen, it was an honor
that K. 15 would willingly have forgone.

VWhat made the situation doubly annoying was the fact that his friends
woul d be meeting himoff Mars in about twelve hours, aboard a ship quite
capabl e of dealing with a nere cruiser—fromwhich you will gather that K 15
was a person of some inportance. Unfortunately, the nmost optimistic
cal cul ati on showed that the pursuers would be within accurate gun range in siXx
hours. In some six hours five mnutes, therefore, K 15 was likely to occupy an
extensive and still expanding vol une of space.

There m ght just be tine for himto land on Mars, but that woul d be one of
the worst things he could do. It would certainly annoy the aggressively
neutral Martians, and the political conplications would be frightful
Moreover, if his friends had to come down to the planet to rescue him it
woul d

cost themnore than ten kiloneters a second in fuel —anst of their operationa
reserve.

He had only one advantage, and that a very dubi ous one. The conmander of
the crui ser might guess that he was heading for a rendezvous, but he would not
know how close it was or how | arge was the ship that was comng to neet him
If he could keep alive for only twelve hours, he would be safe. The "if" was a
sonmewhat consi derabl e one.

K. 15 | ooked noodily at his charts, wondering if it was worthwhile to burn
the rest of his fuel in a final dash. But a dash to where? He woul d be
conpl etely hel pl ess then, and the pursuing ship mght still have enough in her



tanks to catch himas he flashed outward into the enpty darkness, beyond al
hope of rescue—passing his friends as they cane sunward at a rel ative speed so
great that they could do nothing to save him

Wth some people, the shorter the expectation of life, the nore sluggish
are the mental processes. They seem hypnotized by the approach of death, so
resigned to their fate that they do nothing to avoid it. K 15, on the other
hand, found that his nmind worked better in such a desperate energency. It
began to work now as it had sel dom done before.

Conmander Smith—the nane will do as well as any other —ef the cruiser
Dor adus was not unduly surprised when K 15 began to decel erate. He had half
expected the spy to land on Mars, on the principle that internment was better
than anni hil ation, but when the plotting roombrought the news that the little
scout ship was headi ng for Phobos, he felt conpletely baffled. The inner noon
was not hing but a junmble of rock sone twenty kil oneters across, and not even
t he economi cal Martians had ever found any use for it. K 15 nust be pretty
desperate if he thought it was going to be of any greater value to him

The tiny scout had al nost cone to rest when the radar operator lost it
agai nst the nmass of Phobos. During the braki ng maneuver, K. 15 had squandered
nost of his lead and the Doradus was now only mi nutes away—though she was now

begi nning to decelerate | est she overrun him The cruiser was scarcely three
t housand kil oreters from Phobos when she cane to a conplete halt: of K 15's
ship, there was still no sign. It should be easily visible in the tel escopes,
but it was probably on the far side of the little nmoon.

It reappeared only a few mnutes later, traveling under full thrust on a
course directly away fromthe sun. It was accelerating at al nost five
gravities—and it had broken its radio silence. An automatic recorder was
broadcasting over and over again this interesting nessage:

"I have | anded on Phobos and am being attacked by a Z-class cruiser. Think
I can hold out until you cone, but hurry."

The nessage wasn't even in code, and it left Conmander Smith a sorely
puzzl ed man. The assunption that K. 15 was still aboard the ship and that the
whol e thing was a ruse was just a little too naive. But it mght be a
doubl e-bl uff: the message had obviously been left in plain |anguage so that he
woul d receive it and be duly confused. He could afford neither the time nor
the fuel to chase the scout if K 15 really had | anded. It was clear that
rei nforcements were on the way, and the sooner he left the vicinity the
better. The phrase "Think I can hold out until you cone" m ght be a piece of
sheer inmpertinence, or it mght mean that hel p was very near i ndeed.

Then K. 15's ship stopped blasting. It had obviously exhausted its fuel
and was doing a little better than six kilonmeters a second away fromthe sun.
K. 15 nust have landed, for his ship was now speedi ng hel pl essly out of the
Sol ar System Commander Smith didn't |ike the message it was broadcasting, and
guessed that it was running into the track of an approachi ng warship at sone
i ndefinite distance, but there was nothing to be done about that. The Doradus
began to nove toward Phobos, anxious to waste no tine.

On the face of it, Commander Smith seened the master of the situation. Hi s
ship was armed with a dozen heavy guided missiles and two turrets of
el ectromagneti c guns.

Agai nst himwas one man in a space suit, trapped on a noon only twenty

kil ometers across. It was not until Commander Smith had his first good | ook at
Phobos, from a distance of |ess than a hundred kil oneters, that he began to
realize that, after all, K 15 m ght have a few cards up his sleeve

To say that Phobos has a dianeter of twenty kilometers, as the astronony
books invariably do, is highly msleading. The word "dianeter” inplies a
degree of symmetry whi ch Phobos nmpbst certainly | acks. Like those other |unps
of cosmic slag, the asteroids, it is a shapeless mass of rock floating in
space with, of course, no hint of an atnosphere and not much nore gravity. It
turns on its axis once every seven hours thirty-nine mnutes, thus keeping the
same face always to Mars—which is so close that appreciably | ess than half
the planet is visible, the poles being below the curve of the horizon. Beyond



this, there is very little nore to be said about Phobos.

K. 15 had no time to enjoy the beauty of the crescent world filling the sky
above him He had thrown all the equiprment he could carry out of the air |ock
set the controls, and junped. As the little ship went flam ng out toward the
stars he watched it go with feelings he did not care to anal yze. He had burned
his boats with a vengeance, and he could only hope that the onconing
battl eship would intercept the radi o nessage as the enpty vessel went racing
by into nothingness. There was also a faint possibility that the eneny cruiser
m ght go in pursuit, but that was rather too much to hope for

He turned to exanine his new home. The only light was the ocher radiance
of Mars, since the sun was bel ow the horizon, but that was quite sufficient
for his purpose and he could see very well. He stood in the center of an
i rregul ar plain about two kil ometers across, surrounded by low hills over
which he could leap rather easily if he wi shed. There was a story he
renmenbered readi ng | ong ago about a man who had accidentally junped off
Phobos: that wasn't quite possibl e—though it was on Dei nos—because the escape
velocity was still about ten nmeters a second. But unless he was careful, he
m ght

easily find hinmself at such a height that it would take hours to fall back to
the surface—and that would be fatal. For K15 s plan was a sinple one: he nust
remain as close to the surface of Phobos as possi bl e—and dianetrically
opposite the cruiser. The Doradus could then fire all her armanment agai nst the
twenty kiloneters of rock, and he wouldn't even feel the concussion. There
were only two serious dangers, and one of these did not worry himgreatly.

To the I ayman, know ng nothing of the finer details of astronautics, the
pl an woul d have seenmed quite suicidal. The Doradus was armed with the | atest
inultrascientific weapons: noreover, the twenty kil oneters whi ch separated
her from her prey represented | ess than a second's flight at naxi mum speed.
But Conmander Smith knew better, and was already feeling rather unhappy. He
realized, only too well, that of all the machines of transport man has ever
i nvented, a cruiser of space is far and away the | east maneuverable. It was a
sinmple fact that K 15 could nake half a dozen circuits of his little world
whi | e her commander was persuadi ng the Doradus to make even one.

There is no need to go into technical details, but those who are stil
unconvi nced mght |like to consider these elenmentary facts. A rocket-driven
spaceshi p can, obviously, only accelerate along its major axis—that is,
"forward." Any deviation froma strai ght course denmands a physical turning of
the ship, so that the notors can blast in another direction. Everyone knows
that this is done by internal gyros or tangential steering jets, but very few
peopl e know just how long this sinple maneuver takes. The average cruiser,
fully fueled, has a mass of two or three thousand tons, which does not nake
for rapid footwork. But things are even worse than this, for it isn't the
mass, but the nonent of inertia that matters here—and since a cruiser is a
long, thin object, its moment of inertia is slightly colossal. The sad fact
remai ns (though it is seldomnentioned by astronautical engineers) that it
takes a good ten minutes to rotate a spaceship through one hundred and ei ghty
degrees, with gyros of any reasonable size. Control jets aren't nuch

qui cker, and in any case their use is restricted because the rotation they
produce is permanent and they are liable to | eave the ship spinning like a

sl ow notion pi nwheel, to the annoyance of all inside.
In the ordinary way, these di sadvantages are not very grave. One has
mllions of kiloneters and hundreds of hours in which to deal with such m nor

matters as a change in the ship's orientation. It is definitely against the
rules to move in ten-kiloneter-radius circles, and the comuander of the
Doradus felt distinctly aggrieved. K 15 wasn't playing fair.

At the same nmonent that resourceful individual was taking stock of the
situation, which mght very well have been worse. He had reached the hills in
three junps and felt |ess naked than he had out in the open plain. The food
and equi pnent he had taken fromthe ship he had hi dden where he hoped he coul d
find it again, but since his suit could keep himalive for over a day that was



the I east of his worries. The small packet that was the cause of all the
trouble was still with him in one of those nunerous hiding places a
wel | - desi gned space suit affords

There was an exhilarating | oneliness about his nountain eyrie, even though
he was not quite as lonely as he woul d have wi shed. Forever fixed in his sky,
Mars was wani ng al nost visibly as Phobos swept above the night side of the
pl anet. He could just make out the lights of some of the Martian cities,
gl eami ng pin points marking the junctions of the invisible canals. Al else
was stars and silence and a |line of jagged peaks so close it seened he could
al nost touch them O the Doradus there was still no sign. She was presumably
carrying out a careful telescopic exanm nation of the sunlighted side of
Phobos.

Mars was a very useful clock: when it was half full the sun would rise
and, very probably, so would the Doradus. But she m ght approach from sone
qui te unexpected quarter: she mght even—and this was the one real danger—she
m ght even have | anded a search party.

This was the first possibility that had occurred to Com

mander Snith when he saw just what he was up against. Then he realized that
the surface area of Phobos was over a thousand square kil onmeters and that he
could not spare nore than ten men fromhis crewto make a search of that
junbl ed wil derness. Al so, K 15 would certainly be arned.

Consi deri ng the weapons which the Doradus carried, this |ast objection
m ght seem singularly pointless. It was very far frombeing so. In the
ordi nary course of business, side arns and other portabl e weapons are as much
use to a space-cruiser as are cutlasses and crossbows. The Doradus happened,
quite by chance—and agai nst regulations at that—to carry one automatic pistol
and a hundred rounds of amunition. Any search party woul d therefore consist
of a group of unarnmed men | ooking for a well-conceal ed and very desperate
i ndi vi dual who could pick themoff at his leisure. K 15 was breaking the rul es
agai n.

The term nator of Mars was now a perfectly straight line, and at al nost
t he sane nonent the sun came up, not so rmuch like thunder as |ike a salvo of
atom c bonbs. K. 15 adjusted the filters of his visor and decided to nove. It
was safer to stay out of the sunlight, not only because here he was | ess
likely to be detected in the shadow but al so because his eyes would be much
nore sensitive there. He had only a pair of binoculars to help him whereas
the Doradus would carry an electronic tel escope of twenty-centineter aperture
at | east.

It woul d be best, K 15 decided, to locate the cruiser if he could. It
m ght be a rash thing to do, but he would feel much happier when he knew
exactly where she was and coul d watch her novenents. He could then keep just
bel ow the horizon, and the glare of the rockets would give himanple warning
of any inmpendi ng nove. Cautiously | aunching hinself along an al nost horizontal
trajectory, he began the circumavigation of his world.

The narrowi ng crescent of Mars sank bel ow the horizon until only one vast
horn reared itself enigmatically against the stars. K 15 began to fee
worried: there was still no sign of the Doradus. But this was hardly
surprising, for she was

pai nted bl ack as night and m ght be a good hundred kil ometers away in space.
He stopped, wondering if he had done the right thing after all. Then he
noticed that sonething quite |arge was eclipsing the stars alnost vertically
over head, and was noving swiftly even as he watched. Hi s heart stopped for a
nmonent: then he was hinself again, analyzing the situation and trying to
di scover how he had nade so disastrous a m stake.

It was some tine before he realized that the black shadow sli ppi ng across
the sky was not the cruiser at all, but something al nbst equally deadly. It
was far smaller, and far nearer, than he had at first thought. The Doradus had
sent her television-hom ng guided mssiles to look for him

This was the second danger he had feared, and there was nothing he could
do about it except to remmin as inconspicuous as possible. The Doradus now had



many eyes searching for him but these auxiliaries had very severe
l[imtations. They had been built to look for sunlit spaceships against a
background of stars, not to search for a man hiding in a dark jungle of rock
The definition of their television systems was | ow, and they could only see in
the forward direction.

There were rather nore nmen on the chessboard now, and the gane was a
little deadlier, but his was still the advantage.

The torpedo vani shed into the night sky. As it was traveling on a nearly
straight course in this lowgravitational field, it would soon be | eaving
Phobos behind, and K 15 waited for what he knew nmust happen. A few m nutes
|ater, he saw a brief stabbing of rocket exhausts and guessed that the
projectile was swinging slowmy back on its course. At al nbst the sane nonent
he saw another flare far away in the opposite quarter of the sky, and wondered
just how many of these infernal machines were in action. Fromwhat he knew of
Z-cl ass crui sers—which was a good deal nore than he shoul d+here were four
m ssil e-control channels, and they were probably all in use.

He was suddenly struck by an idea so brilliant that he was quite sure it
couldn't possibly work. The radio on his suit was

a tunabl e one, covering an unusually w de band, and somewhere not far away
t he Doradus was punpi ng out power on everything from a thousand negacycl es
upward. He switched on the receiver and began to explore.

It came in quickly—the raucous whine of a pulse transmitter not far away.
He was probably only picking up a sub-harnonic, but that was quite good
enough. It D/F ed sharply, and for the first tine K 15 allowed hinmsel f to nake
| ong-range pl ans about the future. The Doradus had betrayed herself: as long
as she operated her missiles, he would know exactly where she was.

He nmoved cautiously forward toward the transmitter. To his surprise the
signal faded, then increased sharply again. This puzzled himuntil he realized
that he rmust be noving through a diffraction zone. Its width mght have told
hi m somet hi ng useful if he had been a good-enough physicist, but he couldn't
i magi ne what .

The Dor adus was hangi ng about five kilonmeters above the surface, in ful
sunlight. Her "nonreflecting" paint was overdue for renewal, and K 15 could
see her clearly. Since he was still in darkness, and the shadow |ine was
nmovi ng away from him he decided that he was as safe here as anywhere. He
settled down confortably so that he could just see the cruiser and waited,
feeling fairly certain that none of the guided projectiles would conme so near
the ship. By now, he cal cul ated, the conmmrander of the Doradus must be getting
pretty mad. He was perfectly correct.

After an hour, the cruiser began to heave herself round with all the grace
of a bogged hi ppopot anus. K. 15 guessed what was happeni ng. Conmander Snith was
going to have a | ook at the antipodes, and was preparing for the peril ous
fifty-kilometer journey. He watched very carefully to see the orientation the
ship was adopting, and when she came to rest again was relieved to see that
she was al nost broadside to him Then, with a series of jerks that could not
have been very enjoyabl e aboard, the cruiser began to nmove down to the
hori zon. K. 15 followed her at a confortabl e wal ki ng pace—

if one could use the phrase—+eflecting that this was a feat very few people

had ever perforned. He was particularly careful not to overtake her on one of
his kilonmeter-1ong glides, and kept a close watch for any missiles that m ght
be com ng up astern

It took the Doradus nearly an hour to cover the fifty kilometers. This, as
K. 15 anmused hinsel f by cal cul ati ng, represented considerably less than a
t housandt h of her normal speed. Once she found herself going off into space at
a tangent, and rather than waste tinme turning end over end again fired off a
salvo of shells to reduce speed. But she nade it at last, and K 15 settled
down for another vigil, wedged between two rocks where he could just see the
cruiser and he was quite sure she couldn't see him It occurred to himthat by
this time Comrander Smith might have grave doubts as to whether he really was
on Phobos at all, and he felt like firing off a signal flare to reassure him



However, he resisted the tenptation

There would be little point in describing the events of the next ten
hours, since they differed in no inportant detail fromthose that had gone
before. The Doradus nade three other noves, and K. 15 stal ked her with the care
of a big-ganme hunter follow ng the spoor of sonme el ephantine beast. Once, when
she woul d have led himout into full sunlight, he let her fall below the
hori zon until he could only just pick up her signals. But nost of the tine he
kept her just visible, usually | ow down behind some convenient hill

Once a torpedo expl oded sone kil onmeters away, and K 15 guessed that sone
exasperated operator had seen a shadow he didn't like—er else that a
technici an had forgotten to switch off a proximty fuse. O herw se nothing
happened to enliven the proceedings: in fact, the whole affair was becom ng
rat her boring. He al nost wel comed the sight of an occasional guided missile
drifting inquisitively overhead, for he did not believe that they could see
himif he remai ned notionless and in reasonable cover. |If he could have stayed
on the part of Phobos exactly opposite the cruiser he woul d have been safe
even fromthese, he realized, since the ship would

have no control there in the noon's radi o-shadow. But he could think of no
reliable way in which he could be sure of staying in the safety zone if the
crui ser noved agai n.

The end came very abruptly. There was a sudden bl ast of steering jets, and
the cruiser's main drive burst forth in all its power and splendor. In seconds
t he Doradus was shrinking sunward, free at last, thankful to | eave, even in
defeat, this mserable |ump of rock that had so annoyingly bal ked her of her
legitimate prey. K. 15 knew what had happened, and a great sense of peace and
rel axati on swept over him In the radar room of the cruiser, someone had seen
an echo of disconcerting anplitude approaching with altogether excessive
speed. K. 15 now had only to switch on his suit beacon and to wait. He could
even afford the luxury of a cigarette.

"Quite an interesting story," | said, "and | see now how it ties up with
that squirrel. But it does raise one or two queries in ny nmind."

"I ndeed?" said Rupert Kingman politely.

| always like to get to the bottomof things, and | knew that ny host had
pl ayed a part in the Jovian War about which he very sel dom spoke. | decided to
risk a long shot in the dark.

"May | ask how you happen to know so nmuch about this unorthodox mlitary
engagenment? It isn't possible, is it, that you were K 157"

There was an odd sort of strangling noise from Carson. Then Ki ngman sai d,
quite calmy: "No, | wasn't."

He got to his feet and went off toward the gun room

"I'f you'll excuse ne a noment, |'mgoing to have anot her shot at that
tree-rat. Maybe I'Il get himthis tine." Then he was gone.

Carson | ooked at me as if to say: "This is another house you'll never be
invited to again." Wen our host was out of earshot he remarked in a coldly
cyni cal voice

"You' ve done it. What did you have to say that for?"

"Well, it seemed a safe guess. How el se could he have known all that?"

"As a matter of fact, | believe he met K 15 after the War: they nust have
had an interesting conversation together. But | thought you knew that Rupert
was retired fromthe service with only the rank of |ieutenant commander. The
Court of Inquiry could never see his point of view After all, it just wasn't
reasonabl e that the commander of the fastest ship in the Fleet couldn't catch
a man in a space suit."

London August
1948
Qut of the Sun



If you have only lived on Earth, you have never seen the sun. O course, we
could not look at it directly, but only through dense filters that cut its
rays down to endurable brilliance. It hung there forever above the | ow jagged
hills to the west of the Cbservatory, neither rising nor setting, yet noving
around a small circle in the sky during the eighty-eight-day year of our
little world. For it is not quite true to say that Mercury keeps the sane face
al ways turned toward the sun; it wobbles slightly on its axis, and there is a
narrow tw light belt which knows such terrestrial comonpl aces as dawn and
sunset .

W were on the edge of the twilight zone, so that we coul d take advant age
of the cool shadows yet could keep the sun under continuous surveillance as it
hovered there above the hills. It was a full-time job for fifty astrononers
and ot her assorted scientists; when we've kept it up for a hundred years or
so, we may know somet hi ng about the small star that brought life to Earth.

There wasn't a single band of solar radiation that someone at the
hservatory had not nade a life's study and was watching |like a hawk. Fromthe
far X rays to the |Iongest of radio waves, we had set our traps and snares; as
soon as the

sun t hought of sonething new, we were ready for it. So we inmagi ned. .

The sun's flaming heart beats in a slow, eleven-year rhythm and we were
near the peak of the cycle. Two of the greatest spots ever recorded—each of
them | arge enough to swallow a hundred Earths—had drifted across the disk |ike
great black funnels piercing deeply into the turbulent outer |ayers of the
sun. They were bl ack, of course, only by contrast with the brilliance al
around them even their dark, cool cores were hotter and brighter than an
electric arc. W had just watched the second of them di sappear around the edge
of the disk, wondering if it would survive to reappear two weeks |ater, when
somet hi ng bl ew up on the equator

It was not too spectacular at first, partly because it was al nost exactly
beneat h us—at the precise center of the sun's di sk—and so was nmerged into al
the activity around it. If it had been near the edge of the sun, and thus
proj ected agai nst the background of space, it would have been truly
awe-i nspiring.

| magi ne the sinultaneous explosion of a mllion H bonbs. You can't? Nor
can anyone el se—but that was the sort of thing we were watching clinmb up
toward us at hundreds of nmiles a second, straight out of the sun's spinning
equator. At first it formed a narrow jet, but it was quickly frayed around the
edges by the magnetic and gravitational forces that were fighting against it.
The central core kept right on, and it was soon obvious that it had escaped
fromthe sun conpletely and was headed out into space—with us as its first
target.

Though this had happened hal f a dozen tinmes before, it was al ways
exciting. It meant that we could capture sonme of the very substance of the sun
as it went hurtling past in a great cloud of electrified gas. There was no
danger; by the tine it reached us it would be far too tenuous to do any
damage, and, indeed, it would take sensitive instruments to detect it at all

One of those instruments was the Cbservatory's radar

whi ch was in continual use to map the invisible ionized |ayers that surround
the sun for mllions of mles. This was ny departnent; as soon as there was
any hope of picking up the oncom ng cl oud agai nst the sol ar background,

aimed ny giant radio mirror toward it

It came in sharp and clear on the |ong-range screen—a vast, |um nous
island still noving outward fromthe sun at hundreds of niles a second. At
this distance it was inpossible to see its finer details, for ny radar waves
were taking mnutes to make the round trip and to bring ne back the
i nformati on they were presenting on the screen. Even at its speed of not far
short of a mllion mles an hour, it would be al nost two days before the
escapi ng prom nence reached the orbit of Mercury and swept past us toward the
outer planets. But neither Venus nor Earth would record its passing, for they



were nowhere near its line of flight.

The hours drifted by; the sun had settled down after the inmense
convul sion that had shot so nmany millions of tons of its substance into space,
never to return. The aftermath of that eruption was now a slowy tw sting and
turning cloud a hundred times the size of Earth, and soon it would be close
enough for the short-range radar to reveal its finer structure.

Despite all the years | have been in the business, it still gives ne a
thrill to watch that line of light paint its picture on the screen as it spins
in synchronismw th the narrow beam of radi o waves fromthe transmtter. |
sometines think of nyself as a blind man exploring the space around himwith a
stick that may be a hundred million nmles in length. For Man is truly blind to
the things | study; these great clouds of ionized gas nmoving far out fromthe
sun are conpletely invisible to the eye and even to the nost sensitive of
phot ographi c pl ates. They are ghosts that briefly haunt the Solar System
during the few hours of their existence; if they did not reflect our radar
waves or disturb our magnetoneters, we should never know that they were there.

The picture on the screen | ooked not unlike a photograph of a spira
nebul a, for as the cloud slowy rotated it trailed

ragged arns of gas for ten thousand mles around it. O it might have been a
terrestrial hurricane that | was watching fromabove as it spun through the
at nosphere of Earth. The internal structure was extrenely conplicated, and was
changing minute by mnute beneath the action of forces which we have never
fully understood. Rivers of fire were flowing in curious paths under what
could only be the influence of electric fields; but why were they appearing
from nowhere and di sappearing again as if matter was being created and
destroyed? And what were those gl eanm ng nodul es, |arger than the Mon, that
were being swept along |ike boul ders before a flood?

Now it was less than a million mles away; it would be upon us in little
nore than an hour. The automatic cameras were recordi ng every conpl ete sweep
of the radar scan, storing up evidence which was to keep us arguing for years.
The magnetic di sturbance riding ahead of the cloud had already reached us;

i ndeed, there was hardly an instrunent in the Observatory that was not
reacting in some way to the onrushing apparition

| switched to the short-range scanner, and the imge of the cloud expanded
so enormously that only its central portion was on the screen. At the sane
time | began to change frequency, tuning across the spectrumto differentiate
anong the various levels. The shorter the wave | ength, the farther you can
penetrate into a |layer of ionized gas; by this technique | hoped to get a kind
of X-ray picture of the cloud' s interior

It seened to change before ny eyes as | sliced down through the tenuous
outer envelope with its trailing arns, and approached the denser core.
"Denser," of course, was a purely relative word; by terrestrial standards even
its nmost closely packed regions were still a fairly good vacuum | had al nost
reached the limt of ny frequency band, and could shorten the wave | ength no
farther, when I noticed the curious, tight little echo not far fromthe center
of the screen

It was oval, and much nore sharp-edged than the knots of gas we had
wat ched adrift in the cloud's fiery streans. Even

inthat first glinpse, | knew that here was sonething very strange and
outside all previous records of solar phenonena. | watched it for a dozen
scans of the radar beam then called nmy assistant away fromthe

radi o- spectrograph, with which he was analyzing the velocities of the swirling
gas as it spun toward us.

"Look, Don," | asked him "have you ever seen anything |ike that?"

"No," he answered after a careful exam nation. "Wat holds it together? It
hasn't changed its shape for the last two minutes."

"That's what puzzles ne. Whatever it is it should have started to break up
by now, with all that disturbance going on around it. But it seens as stable
as ever."

"How big would you say it is?"



I switched on the calibration grid and took a quick readi ng.

"I't's about five hundred miles long, and half that in width."

"I's this the largest picture you can get?"

"I"'mafraid so. W'll have to wait until it's closer before we can see
what nakes it tick."

Don gave a nervous little |augh

"This is crazy," he said, "but do you know sonething? | feel as if |I'm
| ooki ng at an anoeba under a m croscope.”

| did not answer; for, with what | can only describe as a sensation of
intellectual vertigo, exactly the same thought had entered ny nind.

We forgot about the rest of the cloud, but luckily the automatic caneras
kept up their work and no inportant observations were |ost. From now on we had
eyes only for that sharp-edged | ens of gas that was growing m nute by mnute
as it raced toward us. Wen it was no farther away than is the Mon from
Earth, it began to show the first signs of its internal structure, revealing a
curious nmottl ed appearance that was never quite the same on two successive
sweeps of the scanner.

By now, half the observatory staff had joined us in the radar room yet
there was conplete silence as the onconi ng

enigma grew swiftly across the screen. It was com ng straight toward us; in a
few mnutes it would hit Mercury sonewhere in the center of the daylight side,
and that would be the end of it-whatever it was. Fromthe nonment we obtained
our first really detailed view until the screen becane bl ank again could not
have been nore than five minutes; for every one of us, that five mnutes wll
haunt us all our lives.

We were | ooking at what seened to be a translucent oval, its interior
laced with a network of alnost invisible lines. Wiere the lines crossed there
appeared to be tiny, pulsing nodes of light; we could never be quite sure of
their existence because the radar took alnopst a minute to paint the conplete
picture on the screen—and between each sweep the object noved several thousand
mles. There was no doubt, however, that the network itself existed; the
caneras settled any argunents about that.

So strong was the inpression that we were |ooking at a solid object that I
took a few nonments off fromthe radar screen and hastily focused one of the
optical telescopes on the sky. O course, there was nothing to be seen—o sign
of anything sil houetted agai nst the sun's pock-nmarked di sk. This was a case
where vision failed conpletely and only the electrical senses of the radar
were of any use. The thing that was coming toward us out of the sun was as
transparent as air—and far nore tenuous.

As those | ast nonents ebbed away, | amquite sure that every one of us had
reached t he same concl usi on—and was waiting for sonmeone to say it first. Wat
we were seeing was inmpossible, yet the evidence was there before our eyes. W
were |looking at life, where no life could exist. .

The eruption had hurled the thing out of its normal environment, deep down
in the flam ng atnosphere of the sun. It was a mracle that it had survived
its journey through space; already it mnmust be dying, as the forces that
controlled its huge, invisible body lost their hold over the electrified gas
whi ch was the only substance it possessed.

Today, now that | have run through those filns a hundred

times, the idea no |onger seens so strange to ne. For what is life but
organi zed energy? Does it matter what formthat energy takes—whether it is
chemical, as we know it on Earth, or purely electrical, as it seened to be
here? Only the pattern is inportant; the substance itself is of no
significance. But at the tinme |I did not think of this; | was conscious only of
a vast and overwhel mi ng wonder as | watched this creature of the sun live out
the final noments of its existence

Was it intelligent? Could it understand the strange doomthat had befallen
it? There are a thousand such questions that nay never be answered. It is hard
to see how a creature born in the fires of the sun itself could know anyt hi ng
of the external Universe, or could even sense the existence of something as



unutterably cold as rigid nongaseous matter. The living island that was
falling upon us from space could never have conceived, however intelligent it
m ght be, of the world it was so swiftly approaching.

Now it filled our sky—and perhaps, in those |last few seconds, it knew that
somet hi ng strange was ahead of it. It may have sensed the far-flung magnetic
field of Mercury, or felt the tug of our little world's gravitational pull
For it had begun to change; the lum nous |ines that must have been what passed
for its nervous systemwere clunping together in new patterns, and | would
have given much to know their meaning. It may be that | was |ooking into the
brain of a mndless beast in its |last convul sion of fear—er of a godlike being
maki ng its peace with the Universe.

Then the radar screen was enpty, w ped clean during a single scan of the
beam The creature had fallen bel ow our horizon, and was hidden from us now by
the curve of the planet. Far out in the burning dayside of Mercury, in the
i nferno where only a dozen nmen have ever ventured and fewer still come back
alive, it smashed silently and invisibly against the seas of nmolten netal, the
hills of slowy noving |ava. The nere inpact could have neant nothing to such
an entity; what it could not endure was its first contact with the
i nconcei vabl e cold of solid matter

Yes, cold. It had descended upon the hottest spot in the Solar System where
the tenperature never falls bel ow seven hundred degrees Fahrenheit and
somet i nes approaches a thousand. And that was far, far colder to it than the
antarctic winter would be to a naked nan.

We did not see it die, out there in the freezing fire; it was beyond the
reach of our instruments now, and none of themrecorded its end. Yet every one
of us knew when that nmonent came, and that is why we are not interested when
t hose who have seen only the filnms and tapes tell us that we were watching
some purely natural phenonmenon

How can one explain what we felt, in that |ast noment when half our little
worl d was enmeshed in the dissolving tendrils of that huge but immteri al
brain? | can only say that it was a soundl ess cry of anguish, a death pang
that seeped into our minds w thout passing through the gateways of the senses.
Not one of us doubted then, or has ever doubted since, that he had wi tnessed
t he passing of a giant.

We may have been both the first and the last of all nmen to see so mighty a
fall. \Watever they may be, in their uninmagi nable world within the sun, our
paths and theirs may never cross again. It is hard to see how we can ever make
contact with them even if their intelligence matches ours.

And does it? It may be well for us if we never know the answer. Perhaps
t hey have been living there inside the sun since the Universe was born, and
have clinbed to peaks of wi sdomthat we shall never scale. The future may be
theirs, not ours; already they may be tal king across the light-years to their
cousins in other stars.

One day they may discover us, by whatever strange senses they possess, as
we circle around their mghty, ancient honme, proud of our know edge and
t hi nki ng oursel ves |lords of creation. They may not |ike what they find, for to
them we should be no nore than maggots, craw ing upon the skins of worlds too
cold to cleanse thensel ves fromthe corruption of organic life.

And then, if they have the power, they will do what they

consi der necessary. The sun will put forth its strength and lick the faces of
its children; and thereafter the planets will go their way once nore as they
were in the begi nning—l ean and bright . . . and sterile.
Col onmbo
April 1957

The Wall of Darkness



Many and strange are the universes that drift |ike bubbles in the foam
upon the River of Time. Sone—a very few-npve against or athwart its current;
and fewer still are those that lie forever beyond its reach, know ng not hi ng
of the future or the past. Shervane's tiny cosnos was not one of these: its
strangeness was of a different order. It held one world onl y—the planet of
Shervane's race—and a single star, the great sun Trilome that brought it life
and |ight.

Shervane knew not hing of night, for Trilorne was al ways hi gh above the
hori zon, dipping near it only in the long nonths of winter. Beyond the borders
of the Shadow Land, it was true, there came a season when Tril orne di sappeared
bel ow t he edge of the world, and a darkness fell in which nothing could I|ive.
But even then the darkness was not absolute, though there were no stars to
relieve it.

Alone inits little cosnpbs, turning the sanme face always toward its
solitary sun, Shervane's world was the | ast and the strangest jest of the
Maker of the Stars.

Yet as he | ooked across his father's lands, the thoughts that filled
Shervane's mind were those that any human child m ght have known. He felt awe,
and curiosity, and a little fear, and above all a longing to go out into the
great world before him These things he was still too young to do, but the
anci ent

house was on the highest ground for many nmiles and he could | ook far out over
the Iand that would one day be his. Wen he turned to the north, with Trilorne
shining full upon his face, he could see nany nmiles away the long |Iine of
nmount ai ns that curved around to the right, rising higher and hi gher, unti
t hey di sappeared behind himin the direction of the Shadow Land. One day, when
he was ol der, he would go through those nountains along the pass that led to
the great |ands of the east.

On his left was the ocean, only a few nmiles away, and sonetinmes Shervane
could hear the thunder of the waves as they fought and tunbled on the gently
sl opi ng sands. No one knew how far the ocean reached. Ships had set out across
it, sailing northward while Trilorne rose higher and higher in the sky and the
heat of its rays grew ever nore intense. Long before the great sun had reached
the zenith, they had been forced to return. If the nythical Fire Lands did
i ndeed exist, no man coul d ever hope to reach their burning shores—unl ess the
| egends were really true. Once, it was said, there had been swift metal ships
that could cross the ocean despite the heat of Trilorne, and so cone to the
| ands on the other side of the world. Now these countries could be reached
only by a tedious journey over |and and sea, which could be shortened no nore
than a little by traveling as far north as one dared.

Al'l the inhabited countries of Shervane's world lay in the narrow belt
bet ween burni ng heat and insufferable cold. In every land, the far north was
an unapproachabl e region snitten by the fury of Trilorne. And to the south of
all countries lay the vast and gl oony Shadow Land, where Tril orne was never
nore than a pale disk on the horizon, and often was not visible at all.

These things Shervane | earned in the years of his chil dhood, and in those
years he had no wish to | eave the wide | ands between the nmountains and the
sea. Since the dawn of time his ancestors and the races before themhad toiled
to make these lands the fairest in the world; if they had failed, it was by a
narrow margi n. There were gardens bright with

strange flowers, there were streans that trickled gently between noss-grown
rocks to be lost in the pure waters of the tideless sea. There were fields of
grain that rustled continually in the wind, as if the generations of seeds yet
unborn were talking one to the other. In the wi de meadows and beneath the
trees the friendly cattle wandered aimessly with foolish cries. And there was
the great house, with its enornous roons and its endl ess corridors, vast
enough in reality but huger still to the mind of a child. This was the world
i n which Shervane had passed his years, the world he knew and | oved. As yet,
what | ay beyond its borders had not concerned his mind

But Shervane's universe was not one of those free fromthe domination of



time. The harvest ripened and was gathered into the granaries; Trilorne rocked
slowy through its little arc of sky, and with the passing seasons Shervane's
m nd and body grew. His |and seened snaller now the nountains were nearer and
the sea was only a brief walk fromthe great house. He began to learn of the
world in which he lived, and to be nade ready for the part he nust play inits
shapi ng.

Sone of these things he | earned fromhis father, Sherval, but nost he was
taught by Grayle, who had cone across the mountains in the days of his
father's father, and had now been tutor to three generations of Shervane's
famly. He was fond of Gayle, though the old man taught hi m many things he
had no wish to learn, and the years of his boyhood passed pl easantly enough
until the time canme for himto go through the mountains into the | ands beyond.
Ages ago his famly had come fromthe great countries of the east, and in
every generation since, the el dest son had nade that pilgrimge again to spend
a year of his youth anpbng his cousins. It was a wise custom for beyond the
nmount ai ns nuch of the know edge of the past still lingered, and there one
could nmeet nmen from other |ands and study their ways.

In the last spring before his son's departure, Sherval collected three of
his servants and certain animals it is convenient to call horses, and took
Shervane to see those parts of

the and he had never visited before. They rode west to the sea, and foll owed
it for many days, until Trilorne was noticeably nearer the horizon. Still they
went south, their shadows | engthening before them turning again to the east
only when the rays of the sun seened to have lost all their power. They were
now well within the limts of the Shadow Land, and it would not be wise to go
farther south until the summer was at its height.

Shervane was riding beside his father, watching the changi ng | andscape
with all the eager curiosity of a boy seeing a new country for the first tine.
H s father was tal king about the soil, describing the crops that could be
grown here and those that would fail if the attenpt were made. But Shervane's
attention was el sewhere: he was staring out across the desol ate Shadow Land,
wondering how far it stretched and what nysteries it held.

"Father," he said presently, "if you went south in a straight line, right
across the Shadow Land, woul d you reach the other side of the world?"

H s father sml ed.

"Men have asked that question for centuries,’
reasons why they will never know the answer."

"What are they?"

"The first, of course, is the darkness and the cold. Even here, nothing
can live during the winter nonths. But there is a better reason, though | see
that Grayl e has not spoken of it."

"l don't think he has: at least, | do not renenber."”

For a monent Sherval did not reply. He stood up in his stirrups and
surveyed the land to the south.

"Once | knew this place well,"'
somet hing to show you. "

They turned away fromthe path they had been follow ng, and for severa
hours rode once nore with their backs to the sun. The I and was rising slowy
now, and Shervane saw that they were clinbing a great ridge of rock that
pointed |ike a dagger into the heart of the Shadow Land. They cane pres-

ently to a hill too steep for the horses to ascend, and here they di snmounted
and left the animals in the servants' charge.

"There is a way around," said Sherval, "but it is quicker for us to clinb
than to take the horses to the other side.”

The hill, though steep, was only a small one, and they reached its summt
ina fewmnutes. At first Shervane could see nothing he had not net before;
there was only the sanme undul ati ng wi |l derness, which seened to becone darker
and nore forbidding with every yard that its distance from Trilorne increased.

He turned to his father with some bew | derment, but Sherval pointed to the
far south and drew a careful line along the horizon.

he said, "but there are two

he said to Shervane. "Cone —+ have



"It is not easy to see," he said quietly. "My father showed it to ne from
this same spot, many years before you were born."

Shervane stared into the dusk. The southern sky was so dark as to be
al nrost bl ack, and it cane down to neet the edge of the world. But not quite,
for along the horizon, in a great curve dividing |and fromsky yet seeming to
bel ong to neither, was a band of deeper darkness, black as the night which
Shervane had never known.

He | ooked at it steadfastly for a long time, and perhaps sone hint of the
future may have crept into his soul, for the darkling | and seenmed suddenly
alive and waiting. Wien at last he tore his eyes away, he knew that not hing
woul d ever be the same again, though he was still too young to recognize the
chal l enge for what it was.

And so, for the first time in his life, Shervane saw the Wall.

In the early spring he said farewell to his people, and went with one
servant over the nountains into the great |ands of the eastern world. Here he
met the nmen who shared his ancestry, and here he studied the history of his
race, the arts that had grown fromancient tines, and the sciences that rul ed
the lives of men. In the places of |learning he nade friends wi th boys who had
come fromlands even farther to

the east: few of these was he likely to see again, but one was to play a
greater part in his life than either could have imagi ned. Brayl don's father
was a fanous architect, but his son intended to eclipse him He was traveling
fromland to | and, always |earning, watching, asking questions. Though he was
only a few years ol der than Shervane, his know edge of the world was
infinitely greater—er so it seemed to the younger boy.

Bet ween them they took the world to pieces and rebuilt it according to
their desires. Brayldon dreaned of cities whose great avenues and stately
towers woul d shame even the wonders of the past, but Shervane's interests |ay
nmore with the people who would dwell in those cities, and the way they ordered
their lives.

They often spoke of the Wall, which Brayldon knew fromthe stories of his
own peopl e, though he hinself had never seen it. Far to the south of every
country, as Shervane had learned, it lay like a great barrier athwart the
Shadow Land. In high sunmer it could be reached, though only with difficulty,
but nowhere was there any way of passing it, and none knew what |ay beyond. An
entire world, never pausing even when it reached a hundred times the hei ght of
a man, it encircled the wintry sea that washed the shores of the Shadow Land.
Travel ers had stood upon those | onely beaches, scarcely warmed by the |ast
thin rays of Trilorne, and had seen how the dark shadow of the Wall narched
out to sea contenptuous of the waves beneath its feet. And on the far shores,
other travelers had watched it come striding in across the ocean, to sweep
past themon its journey round the world.

"One of my uncles," said Brayldon, "once reached the Wall when he was a
young man. He did it for a wager, and he rode for ten days before he cane

beneath it. | think it frightened hi m+t was so huge and cold. He coul d not
tell whether it was made of metal or of stone, and when he shouted, there was
no echo at all, but his voice died away quickly as if the Wall were swall ow ng
the sound. My people believe it is the end of the world, and there is nothing
beyond. "

"I'f that were true," Shervane replied, with irrefutable logic, "the ocean
woul d have poured over the edge before the Wall was built."

"Not if Kyrone built it when He nade the world."

Shervane did not agree.

"My people believe it is the work of man—perhaps the engi neers of the
First Dynasty, who nade so nany wonderful things. If they really had ships
that could reach the Fire Lands—and even ships that could fly—they m ght have
possessed enough wi sdomto build the Wall."

Brayl don shrugged.

"They must have had a very good reason," he said. "W can never know the
answer, so why worry about it?"



This em nently practical advice, as Shervane had di scovered, was all that
the ordinary man ever gave him Only phil osophers were interested in
unanswer abl e questions: to npbst people, the enigna of the Wall, like the
probl em of existence itself, was sonmething that scarcely concerned their
m nds. And all the phil osophers he had net had given himdifferent answers.

First there had been G ayle, whom he had questioned on his return fromthe
Shadow Land. The old man had | ooked at himquietly and said:

"There is only one thing behind the Wall, so | have heard. And that is
madness. "

Then there had been Artex, who was so old that he could scarcely hear
Shervane's nervous questioning. He gazed at the boy through eyelids that
seened too tired to open fully, and had replied after a long tine:

"Kyrone built the Wall in the third day of the making of the world. What
i s beyond, we shall discover when we die—for there go the souls of all the
dead. "

Yet Irgan, who lived in the sane city, had flatly contradicted this.

"Only menmory can answer your question, ny son. For behind the Wall is the
land in which we lived before our births."

Whom coul d he believe? The truth was that no one knew

if the know edge had ever been possessed, it had been | ost ages since.

Though this quest was unsuccessful, Shervane had | earned nany things in
his year of study. Wth the returning spring he said farewel| to Brayl don and
the other friends he had known for such a little while, and set out al ong the
ancient road that led himback to his own country. Once again he nmade the
perilous journey through the great pass between the nountains, where walls of
i ce hung threatening against the sky. He cane to the place where the road
curved down once nore toward the world of nmen, where there was warnth and
runni ng water and the breath no | onger labored in the freezing air. Here, on
the last rise of the road before it descended into the valley, one could see
far out across the land to the distant gl eam of the ocean. And there, al nost
lost in the mists at the edge of the world, Shervane could see the Iine of
shadow t hat was his own country.

He went on down the great ribbon of stone until he cane to the bridge that
men had built across the cataract in the ancient days when the only other way
had been destroyed by earthquake. But the bridge was gone: the storns and
aval anches of early spring had swept away one of the nmighty piers, and the
beautiful netal rainbow lay a twisted ruin in the spray and foam a thousand
feet bel ow The sumer woul d have cone and gone before the road could be
opened once nore: as Shervane sadly returned he knew t hat anot her year nust
pass ere he would see his home again.

He paused for many minutes on the |ast curve of the road, |ooking back
toward the unattainable land that held all the things he |oved. But the msts
had cl osed over it, and he saw it no nore. Resolutely he turned back al ong the
road until the open | ands had vani shed and t he mount ai ns enfol ded hi m agai n.

Brayl don was still in the city when Shervane returned. He was surprised
and pl eased to see his friend, and together they discussed what should be done
in the year ahead. Shervane's cousins, who had grown fond of their guest, were
not sorry to

see himagain, but their kindly suggestion that he shoul d devote another year
to study was not well received.

Shervane's plan matured slowy, in the face of considerable opposition
Even Brayl don was not enthusiastic at first, and much argunment was needed
bef ore he woul d co-operate. Thereafter, the agreement of everyone el se who
mattered was only a question of tine.

Sunmer was approachi ng when the two boys set out toward Brayl don's
country. They rode swiftly, for the journey was a | ong one and nust be
conpl eted before Trilorne began its winter fall. When they reached the | ands
that Brayl don knew, they nade certain inquiries which caused much shaki ng of
heads. But the answers they obtained were accurate, and soon the Shadow Land
was all around them and presently for the second time in his |ife Shervane



saw the Vall.

It seened not far away when they first cane upon it, rising froma bl eak
and lonely plain. Yet they rode endl essly across that plain before the \Wal
grew any nearer—and then they had al nost reached its base before they realized
how cl ose they were, for there was no way of judging its distance until one
coul d reach out and touch it.

VWen Shervane gazed up at the nonstrous ebony sheet that had so troubled
his mind, it seenmed to be overhangi ng and about to crush himbeneath its
falling weight. Wth difficulty, he tore his eyes away fromthe hypnotic
sight, and went nearer to examine the material of which the Wall was built.

It was true, as Brayldon had told him that it felt cold to the
touch—ol der than it had any right to be even in this sun-starved land. It
felt neither hard nor soft, for its texture eluded the hand in a way that was
difficult to analyze. Shervane had the inpression that something was
preventing himfromactual contact with the surface, yet he could see no space
between the Wall and his fingers when he forced them against it. Strangest of
all was the uncanny silence of which Brayldon's uncle had spoken: every word
was deadened and all sounds died away with unnatural swi ftness.

Brayl don had unl oaded sone tools and instrunents from

t he pack horses, and had begun to examine the Wall's surface. He found very
quickly that no drills or cutters would mark it in any way, and presently he
cane to the conclusion Shervane had al ready reached. The Wall was not nerely
adamant: it was unapproachabl e.

At last, in disgust, he took a perfectly straight metal rule and pressed
its edge against the wall. Wile Shervane held a mirror to reflect the feeble
light of Trilorne along the line of contact, Brayldon peered at the rule from
the other side. It was as he had thought: an infinitely narrow streak of |ight
showed unbroken between the two surfaces.

Brayl don | ooked thoughtfully at his friend.

"Shervane," he said, "I don't believe the Vll is nmade of matter, as we
know it."

"Then perhaps the | egends were right that said it was never built at all
but created as we see it now "

"I think so too," said Brayldon. "The engineers of the First Dynasty had
such powers. There are sone very ancient buildings in ny |land that seemto
have been nade in a single operation froma substance that shows absolutely no
sign of weathering. If it were black instead of colored, it would be very much
like the material of the wall."

He put away his useless tools and began to set up a sinple portable
t heodol i te.

“I'f I can do nothing else,
exactly how high it is!"

VWen they | ooked back for their |last view of the Wall, Shervane wondered
if he would ever see it again. There was nothing nore he could learn: for the
future, he nmust forget this foolish dreamthat he m ght one day master its
secret. Perhaps there was no secret at all—perhaps beyond the Wall the Shadow
Land stretched round the curve of the world until it nmet that sane barrier
again. That, surely, seenmed the likeliest thing. But if it were so, then why
had the Wall been built, and by what race?

Wth an al nost angry effort of will, he put these thoughts aside and rode
forward into the light of Trilorne, thinking of a

future in which the Wall would play no nore part than it did in the lives of
ot her nmen.

So two years had passed before Shervane could return to his honme. In two
years, especially when one is young, nmuch can be forgotten and even the things
nearest to the heart lose their distinctness, so that they can no | onger be
clearly recall ed. When Shervane cane through the last foothills of the
nmount ai ns and was again in the country of his childhood, the joy of his
hone-com ng was nmingled with a strange sadness. So many things were forgotten
that he had once thought his mnd woul d hold forever

he said with a wy snmile, "at least | can find



The news of his return had gone before him and soon he saw far ahead a
line of horses galloping along the road. He pressed forward eagerly, wondering
if Sherval would be there to greet him and was a little di sappoi nted when he
saw that Grayle was | eadi ng the procession

Shervane halted as the old man rode up to his horse. Then Gayle put his
hand upon his shoul der, but for a while he turned away his head and coul d not
speak.

And presently Shervane | earned that the stornms of the year before had
destroyed nore than the ancient bridge, for the lightning had brought his own
hone in ruins to the ground. Years before the appointed tinme, all the I ands
t hat Sherval had owned had passed into the possession of his son. Far nore,

i ndeed, than these, for the whole famly had been assenbl ed, according to its
yearly custom in the great house when the fire had cone down upon it. In a
singl e monent of tine, everything between the nountains and the sea had passed
into his keeping. He was the richest nman his | and had known for generations;
and all these things he would have given to | ook again into the cal mgray eyes
of the father he would see no nore.

Trilorne had risen and fallen in the sky many times since Shervane took
| eave of his childhood on the road before the nountains. The |and had
flourished in the passing years, and

t he possessions that had so suddenly becone his had steadily increased their
val ue. He had husbanded themwel |, and now he had time once nmore in which to
dream Mre than that—he had the wealth to nmake his dreans cone true.

O'ten stories had cone across the nountains of the work Brayl don was doi ng
in the east, and although the two friends had never nmet since their youth they
had exchanged messages regul arly. Brayl don had achi eved his anbitions: not
only had he designed the two | argest buil dings erected since the ancient days,
but a whole new city had been planned by him though it would not be conpl eted
in his lifetine. Hearing of these things, Shervane renenbered the aspirations
of his own youth, and his nmind went back across the years to the day when they
had stood together beneath the majesty of the Wall. For a long time he
westled with his thoughts, fearing to revive old |longings that m ght not be
assuaged. But at |ast he made his decision and wote to Brayl don—for what was
the use of wealth and power unless they could be used to shape one's dreans?

Then Shervane waited, wondering if Brayl don had forgotten the past in the
years that had brought himfame. He had not long to wait: Brayl don coul d not
cone at once, for he had great works to carry to their conpletion, but when
they were finished he would join his old friend. Shervane had thrown hima
chal | enge that was worthy of his skill—ene which if he could nmeet would bring
hi m nore satisfaction than anything he had yet done.

Early the next summer he cane, and Shervane nmet himon the road bel ow t he
bri dge. They had been boys when they |ast parted, and now they were nearing
m ddl e age, yet as they greeted one another the years seemed to fall away and
each was secretly glad to see how lightly Tine had touched the friend he
remenber ed.

They spent many days in conference together, considering the plans that
Brayl don had drawn up. The work was an i mrense one, and woul d take nany years
to conplete, but it

was possible to a man of Shervane's wealth. Before he gave his final assent,
he took his friend to see Gayle.

The old man had been living for some years in the little house that
Shervane had built him For a long tinme he had played no active part in the
life of the great estates, but his advice was al ways ready when it was needed,
and it was invariably w se.

Grayl e knew why Brayl don had cone to this |and, and he expressed no
surprise when the architect unrolled his sketches. The | argest draw ng showed
the elevation of the Wall, with a great stairway rising along its side from
the plain beneath. At six equally spaced intervals the slowy ascending ranp
| evel ed out into wide platforns, the |ast of which was only a short distance
bel ow the sumit of the Wall. Springing fromthe stairway at a score of places



along its length were flying buttresses which to Grayle's eye seened very
frail and slender for the work they had to do. Then he realized that the great
ranp would be largely self-supporting, and on one side all the lateral thrust
woul d be taken by the Wall itself.

He | ooked at the drawing in silence for a while, and then remarked
quietly:

"You al ways managed to have your way, Shervane. | m ght have guessed that
this would happen in the end."

"Then you think it a good idea?" Shervane asked. He had never gone agai nst
the old man's advice, and was anxious to have it now. As usual G ayle cane
straight to the point.

"How much will it cost?" he said.

Brayl don told him and for a nonment there was a shocked sil ence.

"That includes," the architect said hastily, "the building of a good road
across the Shadow Land, and the construction of a small town for the worknen.
The stairway itself is made fromabout a nmillion identical blocks which can be
dovetailed together to forma rigid structure. W shall nake these, | hope,
fromthe minerals we find in the Shadow Land."

He sighed a little.

"I should have liked to have built it fromnetal rods, jointed together
but that would have cost even nore, for all the material would have to be
br ought over the mountains.”

Grayl e exam ned the drawi ng nore closely.

"Why have you stopped short of the top?" he asked.

Brayl don | ooked at Shervane, who answered the question with a trace of
enbar rassnent .

"I want to be the only one to make the final ascent,’

he replied. "The

| ast stage will be by a lifting machine on the highest platform There may be
danger: that is why | am going alone.”
That was not the only reason, but it was a good one. Behind the Wall, so

Grayl e had once said, lay nadness. If that were true, no one el se need face
it.

Grayl e was speaking once nmore in his quiet, dreamy voice

"I'n that case," he said, "what you do is neither good nor bad, for it
concerns you alone. If the Wall was built to keep sonething fromour world, it
will still be inmpassable fromthe other side."

Brayl don nodded.

"We had thought of that,"” he said with a touch of pride. "If the need
shoul d cone, the ranp can be destroyed in a nonent by expl osives at sel ected
spots. "

"That is good," the old man replied. "Though | do not believe those
stories, it is well to be prepared. Wen the work is finished, | hope |I shal
still be here. And now | shall try to remenber what | heard of the Wall when |
was as young as you were, Shervane, when you first questioned ne about it."

Before the winter cane, the road to the Wall had been marked out and the
foundati ons of the tenporary town had been laid. Mst of the materials
Brayl don needed were not hard to find, for the Shadow Land was rich in
m nerals. He had al so surveyed the Wall itself and chosen the spot for the
stairway. Wen Tril orne began to dip below the horizon, Brayl don was well
content with the work that had been done.

By the next summer the first of the nyriad concrete bl ocks

had been nmade and tested to Brayldon's satisfaction, and before w nter cane
agai n some thousands had been produced and part of the foundations |aid.
Leaving a trusted assistant in charge of the production, Brayldon could now
return to his interrupted work. Wen enough of the bl ocks had been nmade, he
woul d be back to supervise the building, but until then his guidance woul d not
be needed.

Two or three times in the course of every year, Shervane rode out to the
Wall to watch the stockpiles growing into great pyram ds, and four years |ater
Brayl don returned with him Layer by layer the lines of stone started to creep



up the flanks of the Wall, and the slimbuttresses began to arch out into
space. At first the stairway rose slowy, but as its sumrmit narrowed the

i ncrease becane nore and nore rapid. For a third of every year the work had to
be abandoned, and there were anxious nonths in the | ong wi nter when Shervane
stood on the borders of the Shadow Land, |istening to the storns that

t hundered past himinto the reverberating darkness. But Brayl don had built
wel |, and every spring the work was standi ng unharmed as though it would
outlive the Wall itself.

The [ ast stones were |laid seven years after the begi nning of the work.
Standing a nmile away, so that he could see the structure inits entirety,
Shervane renmenbered wi th wonder how all this had sprung fromthe few sketches
Brayl don had shown hi myears ago, and he knew sonething of the enotion the
artist nust feel when his dreanms become reality. And he renenbered, too, the
day when, as a boy by his father's side, he had first seen the Wall far off
agai nst the dusky sky of the Shadow Land.

There were guardrails around the upper platform but Shervane did not care
to go near its edge. The ground was at a dizzying distance, and he tried to
forget his height by hel ping Brayl don and the worknmen erect the sinple hoist
that would lift himthe remaining twenty feet. Wen it was ready he stepped
into the machine and turned to his friend with all the assurance he could
nust er.

"I shall be gone only a few mnutes,"” he said with el abo-

rate casual ness. VWhatever | find, I'll return imediately.” He could
hardl y have guessed how small a choice was his.

Grayl e was now al nost blind and woul d not know anot her spring. But he
recogni zed the approachi ng footsteps and greeted Brayl don by nanme before his
visitor had tine to speak.

"I amglad you canme,"” he said. "l've been thinking of everything you told
me, and | believe | know the truth at l|ast. Perhaps you have guessed it
al ready. "

"No," said Brayldon. "I have been afraid to think of it."

The old man smiled a little.

"Why shoul d one be afraid of sonething nerely because it is strange? The
Wall is wonderful, yes—but there's nothing terrible about it, to those who
will face its secret without flinching.

"When | was a boy, Brayldon, ny old master once said that time could never
destroy the truth—t could only hide it anong | egends. He was right. From al
the fabl es that have gathered around the Wall, | can now sel ect the ones that
are part of history.

"Long ago, Brayldon, when the First Dynasty was at its height, Trilorne
was hotter than it is now and the Shadow Land was fertile and inhabited-as
per haps one day the Fire Lands may be when Trilorne is old and feeble. Men
could go southward as they pleased, for there was no Wall to bar the way. Many
nmust have done so, | ooking for new lands in which to settle. Wat happened to
Shervane happened to them al so, and it nust have wecked many mi nds—so many
that the scientists of the First Dynasty built the Wall to prevent madness
from spreadi ng through the land. |I cannot believe that this is true, but the
| egend says that it was nmade in a single day, with no | abor, out of a cloud
that encircled the world."

He fell into a reverie, and for a nonment Brayldon did not disturb him His
mnd was far in the past, picturing his world as a perfect globe floating in
space while the Ancient Ones threw that band of darkness around the equator
Fal se

t hough that picture was in its nost inportant detail, he could never wholly
erase it fromhis mnd.

As the last few feet of the Wall noved slowy past his eyes, Shervane
needed all his courage lest he cry out to be | owered again. He renmenbered
certain terrible stories he had once dismssed with |aughter, for he cane of a
race that was singularly free fromsuperstition. But what if, after all, those
stories had been true, and the Wall had been built to keep some horror from



the worl d?

He tried to forget these thoughts, and found it not hard to do so once he
had passed the topnost |level of the Wall. At first he could not interpret the
picture his eyes brought him then he saw that he was | ooki ng across an
unbr oken bl ack sheet whose wi dth he could not judge.

The little platformcane to a stop, and he noted wi th hal f-consci ous
adm ration how accurate Brayl don's cal cul ati ons had been. Then, with a | ast
word of assurance to the group bel ow, he stepped onto the Wall and began to
wal k steadily forward.

At first it seened as if the plain before himwas infinite, for he could
not even tell where it met the sky. But he wal ked on unfaltering, keeping his
back to Trilorne. He wi shed he could have used his own shadow as a gui de, but
it was lost in the deeper darkness beneath his feet.

There was sonething wong: it was grow ng darker with every footstep he
took. Startled, he turned around and saw that the disk of Trilorne had now
become pal e and dusky, as if seen through a darkened glass. Wth nmounting
fear, he realized that this was by no neans all that had happened—Tril orne
was snaller than the sun he had known all his life.

He shook his head in an angry gesture of defiance. These things were
fancies; he was inmagining them |ndeed, they were so contrary to al
experi ence that sonehow he no longer felt frightened but strode resolutely
forward with only a glance at the sun behind.

VWhen Trilorne had dwindled to a point, and the darkness

was all around him it was tinme to abandon pretense. A wi ser man woul d have
turned back there and then, and Shervane had a sudden ni ghtmare vision of
hinself lost in this eternal twlight between earth and sky, unable to retrace
the path that led to safety. Then he renmenbered that as |ong as he could see
Trilorne at all he could be in no real danger

Alittle uncertainly now, he continued his way with many backward gl ances
at the faint guiding light behind him Trilorne itself had vani shed, but there
was still a dimglowin the sky to mark its place. And presently he needed its
aid no longer, for far ahead a second |ight was appearing in the heavens.

At first it seenmed only the faintest of glinmers, and when he was sure of
its existence he noticed that Trilorne had already di sappeared. But he felt
nore confidence now, and as he nmoved onward, the returning light did somnething
to subdue his fears.

VWen he saw that he was indeed approachi ng anot her sun, when he could tel
beyond any doubt that it was expanding as a nmonment ago he had seen Tril orne
contract, he forced all amazement down into the depths of his mind. He would
only observe and record: later there would be time to understand these things.
That his world m ght possess two suns, one shining upon it fromeither side,
was not, after all, beyond inagination

Now at |ast he could see, faintly through the darkness, the ebon |line that
marked the Wall's other rim Soon he would be the first man in thousands of
years, perhaps in eternity, to | ook upon the lands that it had sundered from
his world. Wuld they be as fair as his own, and would there be people there
whom he woul d be glad to greet?

But that they would be waiting, and in such a way, was nore than he had
dr eaned.

Grayle stretched his hand out toward the cabi net beside himand funbl ed
for a large sheet of paper that was |ying

upon it. Brayldon watched himin silence, and the old man conti nued.

"How often we have all heard arguments about the size of the Universe, and
whet her it has any boundaries! W can inmagi ne no ending to space, yet our
m nds rebel at the idea of infinity. Some phil osophers have inagined that
space is limted by curvature in a higher di nensi on—+ suppose you know t he
theory. It may be true of other universes, if they exist, but for ours the
answer is nore subtle.

"Along the line of the Wall, Brayldon, our Universe comes to an end—and
yet does not. There was no boundary, nothing to stop one going onward before



the Vll was built. The Wall itself is nerely a man-nade barrier, sharing the
properties of the space in which it lies. Those properties were always there,
and the Wall added nothing to them"

He hel d the sheet of paper toward Brayldon and slowy rotated it,

"Here," he said, "is a plain sheet. It has, of course, two sides. Can you
i magi ne one that has not?"
Brayl don stared at himin amazenent. "That's inpossi bl e—+idicul ous!"

"But is it?" said Gayle softly. He reached toward the cabi net again and
his fingers groped in its recesses. Then he drew out a long, flexible strip of
paper and turned vacant eyes to the silently waiting Brayl don

"We cannot match the intellects of the First Dynasty, but what their mnnds
could grasp directly we can approach by anal ogy. This sinple trick, which
seens so trivial, may help you to glinpse the truth.”

He ran his fingers along the paper strip, then joined the two ends
together to nake a circular |oop

"Here | have a shape which is perfectly faniliar to you—the section of a
cylinder. | run nmy finger around the inside, so —and now al ong t he outsi de.
The two surfaces are quite distinct: you can go fromone to the other only by
nmovi ng through the thickness of the strip. Do you agree?"

"OfF course," said Brayldon, still puzzled. "But what does it prove?"

"Not hi ng," said Gayle. "But now watch—

Thi s sun, Shervane thought, was Trilorne's identical tw n. The darkness
had now lifted conpletely, and there was no | onger the sensation, which he
woul d not try to understand, of wal king across an infinite plain.

He was moving slowy now, for he had no desire to come too suddenly upon
that vertiginous precipice. Inalittle while he could see a distant horizon
of low hills, as bare and lifeless as those he had left behind him This did
not di sappoint himunduly, for the first glinpse of his own |and would be no
nore attractive than this.

So he wal ked on: and when presently an icy hand fastened itself upon his
heart, he did not pause as a nman of |esser courage woul d have done. Wt hout
flinching, he watched that shockingly famliar |andscape rise around him
until he could see the plain fromwhich his journey had started, and the great
stairway itself, and at |ast Brayldon's anxious, waiting face.

Again Gayle brought the two ends of the strip together, but now he had
given it a half-twist so that the band was kinked. He held it out to Brayl don

"Run your finger around it now," he said quietly.

Brayl don did not do so: he could see the old man's neani ng.

"I understand," he said. "You no | onger have two separate surfaces. It now
fornms a single continuous sheet—a one-sided surface—sonething that at first
sight seens utterly inpossible.”

"Yes," replied Gayle very softly. "I thought you would understand. A
one-si ded surface. Perhaps you realize now why this synmbol of the tw sted | oop
is so common in the ancient religions, though its neani ng has been conpletely
lost. O course, it is no nore than a crude and sinpl e anal ogy—an

exanple in two di nensions of what nust really occur in three. But it is as
near as our minds can ever get to the truth."

There was a long, brooding silence. Then G ayle sighed deeply and turned
to Brayldon as if he could still see his face.

"Why did you cone back before Shervane?" he asked, though he knew the
answer well enough.

"W had to do it," said Brayldon sadly, "but | did not wish to see my work
destroyed. "

G ayl e nodded i n synpat hy.

"I understand," he said.

Shervane ran his eye up the long flight of steps on which no feet would
ever tread again. He felt fewregrets: he had striven, and no one could have



done nmore. Such victory as was possible had been his.

Slow y he raised his hand and gave the signal. The Wall swall owed the
expl osion as it had absorbed all other sounds, but the unhurried grace with
which the long tiers of masonry curtsied and fell was something he woul d
renenber all his life. For a noment he had a sudden, inexpressibly poignant
vi sion of another stairway, watched by another Shervane, falling in identica
ruins on the far side of the Wall

But that, he realized, was a foolish thought: for none knew better than he
that the Wall possessed no other side.

Bi shop' s Lydeard, Sonerset August 1946
No Morning After

Tal es of cosnmic doom have | ong been a science-fiction staple, and are now a
glut on the market. But here is one with a difference; offhand, | can't
renmenber anot her hunorous story about the End of the World.

"But this is terrible!" said the Suprene Scientist. "Surely there is
somet hi ng we can do!"

"Yes, Your Cognizance, but it will be extremely difficult. The planet is
nmore than five hundred |ight-years away, and it is very hard to naintain
contact. However, we believe we can establish a bridgehead. Unfortunately,
that is not the only problem So far, we have been quite unable to comunicate
with these beings. Their telepathic powers are exceedi ngly rudi mentary—perhaps
even nonexistent. And if we cannot talk to them there is no way in which we
can hel p."

There was a long nental silence while the Suprenme Scientist analyzed the
situation and arrived, as he always did, at the correct answer.

"Any intelligent race nmust have sone tel epathic individuals," he nused.
"We nmust send out hundreds of observers, tuned to catch the first hint of
stray thought. Wen you find a single responsive mnd, concentrate all your
efforts upon it. W nust get our message through."

"Very good, Your Cognizance. It shall be done."

Across the abyss, across the gulf which light itself took half a thousand
years to span, the questing intellects of the planet Thaar sent out their
tendrils of thought, searching desper-

ately for a single human bei ng whose m nd coul d perceive their presence. And
as luck would have it, they encountered WIIiam Cross.

At |east, they thought it was luck at the time, though |ater they were not
so sure. In any case, they had little choice. The conbi nati on of circunstances
that opened Bill's mind to themlasted only for seconds, and was not likely to
occur again this side of eternity.

There were three ingredients in the miracle: it is hard to say if one was
nore inmportant than another. The first was the accident of position. A flask
of water, when sunlight falls upon it, can act as a crude | ens, concentrating
the light into a small area. On an inmeasurably |larger scale, the dense core
of the Earth was convergi ng the waves that cane from Thaar. In the ordinary
way, the radiations of thought are unaffected by matter—they pass through it
as effortlessly as light through glass. But there is rather a lot of matter in
a planet, and the whole Earth was acting as a gigantic lens. As it turned, it

was carrying Bill through its focus, where the feeble thought inpulses from
Thaar were concentrated a hundredfol d.

Yet millions of other nen were equally well placed: they received no
nmessage. But they were not rocket engineers: they had not spent years thinking
and dream ng of space until it had becone part of their very being.

And they were not, as Bill was, blind drunk, teetering on the | ast

kni f e-edge of consciousness, trying to escape fromreality into the world of



dreans, where there were no disappoi ntnments and set backs.

O course, he could see the Arny's point of view "You are paid, Dr.
Cross," Ceneral Potter had pointed out with unnecessary enphasis, "to design
m ssil es, not—ah—spaceshi ps. Wat you do in your spare time is your own
concern, but | nust ask you not to use the facilities of the establishment for
your hobby. From now on, all projects for the conputing section will have to
be cleared by ne. That is all."

They couldn't sack him of course: he was too inportant.

But he was not sure that he wanted to stay, he was not really sure of
anyt hi ng except that the job had backfired on him and that Brenda had finally
gone of f with Johnny Gardner—putting events in their order of inportance.

Wavering slightly, Bill cupped his chin in his hands and stared at the
whi t ewashed brick wall on the other side of the table. The only attenpt at
ornanent ati on was a cal endar from Lockheed and a gl ossy six-by-eight from
Aerojet showing L'il Abner Mark | making a boosted take-off. Bill gazed
norosely at a spot m dway between the two pictures, and enptied his mind of
t hought. The barriers went down.

At that noment, the massed intellects of Thaar gave a soundl ess cry of
triunph, and the wall in front of Bill slowmy dissolved into a swirling mst.
He appeared to be | ooking down a tunnel that stretched to infinity. As a
matter of fact, he was.

Bill studied the phenomenon with mld interest. It had a certain novelty,
but was not up to the standard of previous hallucinations. And when the voice
started to speak in his mind, he let it ranble on for some time before he did
anyt hi ng about it. Even when drunk, he had an ol d-fashi oned prejudi ce agai nst
starting conversations with hinself.

"Bill," the voice began, "listen carefully. W have had great difficulty
in contacting you, and this is extrenmely inportant."”
Bill doubted this on general principles. Nothing was inportant any nore.

"We are speaking to you froma very distant planet,"” continued the voice
in a tone of urgent friendliness. "You are the only human bei ng we have been
able to contact, so you must understand what we are saying."

Bill felt mldly worried, though in an inpersonal sort of way, since it
was now rather hard to focus on his own problens. How serious was it, he
wonder ed, when you started to hear voices? Wll, it was best not to get
excited. You can take it or leave it, Dr. Cross, he told hinself. Let's take
it until it gets to be a nuisance.

"OK," he answered wth bored indifference. "Go right

ahead and talk to ne. 1 won't mnd as long as it's interesting.”

There was a pause. Then the voice continued, in a slightly worried
f ashi on.

"We don't quite understand. Qur message isn't nmerely interesting. It's
vital to your entire race, and you nust notify your government inmediately."

"I"'mwaiting," said Bill. "It helps to pass the tine."

Five hundred |ight-years away, the Thaarns conferred hastily anong
t hensel ves. Sonet hi ng seened to be wong, but they could not decide precisely
what. There was no doubt that they had established contact, yet this was not
the sort of reaction they had expected. Well, they could only proceed and hope
for the best.

"Listen, Bill," they continued. "CQur scientists have just discovered that
your sun is about to explode. It will happen three days from nowseventy-four
hours, to be exact. Nothing can stop it. But there's no need to be alarnmed. W
can save you, if you'll do what we say."

"Go on," said Bill. This hallucination was ingenious.

"W can create what we call a bridge—t's a kind of tunnel through space,
like the one you're looking into now. The theory is far too conplicated to
expl ain, even to one of your nathenaticians."

"Hold on a minute!" protested Bill. "I ama mathematician, and a darn good
one, even when |'msober. And |'ve read all about this kind of thing in the
sci ence-fiction magazines. | presume you're tal king about sone kind of short



cut through a higher dinension of space. That's old stuff—pre-Einstein."

A sensation of distinct surprise seeped into Bill's nind.

"W had no idea you were so advanced scientifically," said the Thaarns.
"But we haven't tinme to talk about the theory. Al that matters is this—f you
were to step into that opening in front of you, you'd find yourself instantly
on another planet. It's a short cut, as you said—n this case through the
thirty-seventh di mension."

"And it leads to your world?"

"Ch no—you couldn't live here. But there are plenty of

planets like Earth in the universe, and we've |lound one that will suit you.
W' || establish bridgeheads Iike this all over Earth, so your people will only
have to wal k through themto be saved. O course, they'll have to start

buil ding up civilization ag when they reach their new hones, but it's their
only hope, You have to pass on this nessage, and tell themwhat to do."

"I can just see themlistening to ne," said Bill. "Wy don't you go and
talk to the President?"

"Because yours was the only mnd we were able to contact. Qhers seened
closed to us: we don't understand why."

"I could tell you," said Bill, looking at the nearly enpty bottle in front
of him He was certainly getting his noney's worth. What a renmarkabl e thing
the human m nd was! OF course, there was nothing at all original in this
di al ogue: it was easy to see where the ideas cane from Only | ast week he'd
been reading a story about the end of the world, and all this w shful thinking
about bridges and tunnel s through space was pretty obvi ous conpensation for
anyone who'd spent five years westling with recalcitrant rockets.

"I'f the sun does blow up,"” Bill asked abruptly—trying to catch his
hal | uci nati on unawar es—what woul d happen?"

"Wy, your planet would be nelted instantly. Al the planets, in fact,
right out to Jupiter.”

Bill had to admit that this was quite a grandi ose conception. He let his
mnd play with the thought, and the nore he considered it, the nore he |liked
it.

"My dear hallucination," he remarked pityingly, "if | believed you, d'you
know what |'d say?"

"But you nmust believe us!" cane the despairing cry across the light-years.

Bill ignored it. He was warming to his thene.

"I"d tell you this. It would be the best thing that could possibly happen
Yes, it would save a whole lot of nmisery. No one would have to worry about the
Russi ans and the atom bonb and the high cost of living. Ch, it would be
wonderful! It's just what everybody really wants. N ce of you to cone

along and tell us, but just you go back hone and pull your old bridge after
you. "

There was consternation on Thaar. The Supreme Scientist's brain, floating
like a great mass of coral in its tank of nutrient solution, turned slightly
yel | ow about the edges—sonething it had not done since the Xantil invasion
five thousand years ago. At least fifteen psychol ogi sts had nervous breakdowns
and were never the sanme again. The main conputer in the Coll ege of
Cosnophysi cs started dividing every nunber in its nenory circuits by zero, and
promptly blew all its fuses

And on Earth, Bill Cross was really hitting his stride.

"Look at nme," he said, pointing a wavering finger at his chest. "I've
spent years trying to nmake rockets do sonething useful, and they tell me I'm
only allowed to build guided mssiles, so that we can all bl ow each other up
The sun will rmake a neater job of it, and if you did give us another planet
we'd only start the whole damm thing all over again."

He paused sadly, marshaling his norbid thoughts.

"And now Brenda heads out of town without even | eaving a note. So you'l
pardon ny | ack of enthusiasmfor your Boy Scout act."

He couldn't have said "enthusiasm aloud, Bill realized. But he could
still think it, which was an interesting scientific discovery. As he got



drunker and drunker, would his cogitation—ahoops, that nearly threw
him —finally drop dowmn to words of one syllable?

In a final despairing exertion, the Thaarns sent their thoughts al ong the
tunnel between the stars.

"You can't really nean it, Bill! Are all human beings |ike you?"

Now t hat was an interesting phil osophical question! Bill considered it
careful ly—er as carefully as he could in view of the warm rosy glow that was
now begi nning to envelop him After all, things nmight be worse. He could get
another job, if only for the pleasure of telling General Potter what he could
do with his three stars. And as for Brenda—well, wormen were |ike streetcars:
there'd al ways be another along in a mnute.

Best of all, there was a second bottle of whisky in the Top Secret file.
Oh, frabjous day! He rose unsteadily to his feet and wavered across the room

For the last time, Thaar spoke to Earth.

"Bill!" it repeated desperately. "Surely all human beings can't be like
you!"

Bill turned and | ooked into the swirling tunnel. Strange—it seened to be
lighted with flecks of starlight, and was really rather pretty. He felt proud
of himsel f: not many people could i magi ne that.

"Li ke me?" he said. "No, they're not." He smiled snugly across the
light-years, as the rising tide of euphoria lifted himout of his despondency.
"Come to think of it," he added, "there are a | ot of people much worse off
than me. Yes, | guess |I must be one of the |lucky ones, after all."

He blinked in mld surprise, for the tunnel had suddenly collapsed upon
itself and the whitewashed wall was there again, exactly as it had al ways
been. Thaar knew when it was beaten

"So much for that hallucination,” thought Bill. "I was getting tired of
it, anyway. Let's see what the next one's like."

As it happened, there wasn't a next one, for five seconds |ater he passed
out cold, just as he was setting the conbination of the file cabinet.

The next two days were rather vague and bl oodshot, and he forgot all about
the interview

On the third day sonething was naggi ng at the back of his m nd: he m ght
have renenbered if Brenda hadn't turned up again and kept hi m busy being
f or gi vi ng.

And there wasn't a fourth day, of course.

London August
1953
The Possessed

And now the sun ahead was so close that the hurricane of radiation was forcing
the Swarm back into the dark night of space. Soon it would be able to conme no
closer; the gales of light on which it rode fromstar to star could not be
faced so near their source. Unless it encountered a planet very soon, and
could fall down into the peace and safety of its shadow, this sun nust be
abandoned as had so many before.

Six cold outer worlds had al ready been searched and di scarded. Either they
were frozen beyond all hope of organic life, or else they harbored entities of
types that were useless to the Swarm If it was to survive, it nust find hosts
not too unlike those it had left on its dooned and di stant hone. MIIlions of
years ago the Swarm had begun its journey, swept starward by the fires of its
own expl odi ng sun. Yet even now the nenory of its lost birthplace was stil
sharp and cl ear, an ache that woul d never die.

There was a pl anet ahead, swinging its cone of shadow through the
fl ame-swept night. The senses that the Swarm had devel oped upon its |ong
journey reached out toward the approaching world, reached out and found it



good.
The nercil ess buffeting of radiation ceased as the bl ack disc of the
pl anet eclipsed the sun. Falling freely under gravity, the Swarm dropped

swiftly until it hit the outer fringe of the

at nosphere. The first time it had nade planetfall it had al most nmet its doom
but now it contracted its tenuous substance with the unthinking skill of |ong
practice, until it formed a tiny, close-knit sphere. Slowy its velocity

sl ackened, until at last it was floating notionless between earth and sky.

For many years it rode the winds of the stratosphere fromPole to Pole, or
| et the soundl ess fusillades of dawn blast it westward fromthe rising sun
Everywhere it found life, but nowhere intelligence. There were things that
craw ed and flew and | eaped, but there were no things that tal ked or built.
Ten mllion years hence there m ght be creatures here with minds that the
Swar m coul d possess and guide for its own purposes; there was no sign of them
now. It could not guess which of the countless life-forms on this planet would
be the heir to the future, and without such a host it was hel pl ess—a nere
pattern of electric charges, a matrix of order and sel f-awareness in a
uni verse of chaos. By its own resources the Swarm had no control over matter
yet once it had lodged in the mind of a sentient race there was nothing that
| ay beyond its powers.

It was not the first time, and it would not be the last, that the planet
had been surveyed by a visitant from space—though never by one in such
pecul i ar and urgent need. The Swarmwas faced with a tornenting dilema. It
could begin its weary travels once nore, hoping that ultimately it mght find
the conditions it sought, or it could wait here on this world, biding its tine
until a race had arisen which would fit its purpose.

It noved |ike nmist through the shadows, letting the vagrant wi nds take it
where they willed. The clumsy, ill-fornmed reptiles of this young world never
saw its passing, but it observed them recording, analyzing, trying to
extrapolate into the future. There was so little to choose between all these
creatures; not one showed even the first faint glinmerings of conscious mnd
Yet if it left this world in search of another, it might roamthe Universe in
vain until the end of tine.

At last it nade its decision. By its very nature, it could choose both
alternatives. The greater part of the Swarm

woul d continue its travels anmong the stars, but a portion of it would remain
on this world, like a seed planted in the hope of future harvest.

It began to spin upon its axis, its tenuous body flattening into a disc.
Now it was wavering at the frontiers of visibility—it was a pal e ghost, a

faint will-o' -the-wisp that suddenly fissured into two unequal fragments. The
spinning slowy died away: the Swarm had become two, each an entity with al
the nmenories of the original, and all its desires and needs.

There was a | ast exchange of thoughts between parent and child who were
also identical twins. If all went well with them both, they would neet again
inthe far future here at this valley in the nountains. The one who was
staying would return to this point at regular intervals down the ages; the one
who continued the search woul d send back an em ssary if ever a better world
was found. And then they woul d be united again, no | onger honel ess exiles
vai nly wandering anong the indifferent stars.

The Iight of dawn was spilling over the raw, new nountains when the parent
swarmrose up to neet the sun. At the edge of the atnosphere the gal es of
radi ati on caught it and swept it unresisting out beyond the planets, to start
agai n upon the endl ess search.

The one that was |left began its al most equal ly hopel ess task. It needed an
ani mal that was not so rare that disease or accident could nmake it extinct,
nor so tiny that it could never acquire any power over the physical world. And
it must breed rapidly, so that its evolution could be directed and controlled
as swiftly as possible.

The search was | ong and the choice difficult, but at |ast the Swarm
selected its host. Like rain sinking into thirsty soil, it entered the bodies



of certain small lizards and began to direct their destiny.

It was an inmense task, even for a being which could never know deat h.
Ceneration after generation of the lizards was swept into the past before
there came the slightest inproverment in the race. And al ways, at the appointed
tine, the

Swarmreturned to its rendezvous anong the nmountains. Always it returned in
vain: there was no nessenger fromthe stars, bringing news of better fortune
el sewhere

The centuries lengthened into mllennia, the millennia into eons. By the
standards of geological time, the |lizards were now changing rapidly. Presently
they were lizards no nore, but warm bl ooded, fur-covered creatures that
brought forth their young alive. They were still small and feeble, and their
m nds were rudi mentary, but they contained the seeds of future greatness.

Yet not only the living creatures were altering as the ages slowy passed.
Continents were being rent asunder, nountains being worn down by the weight of
t he unwearying rain. Through all these changes, the Swarm kept to its purpose;
and al ways, at the appointed tines, it went to the neeting place that had been
chosen so long ago, waited patiently for a while, and came away. Perhaps the
parent swarmwas still searching or perhaps—+t was a hard and terrible thought
to grasp—sone unknown fate had overtaken it and it had gone the way of the
race it had once ruled. There was nothing to do but to wait and see if the
stubborn life-stuff of this planet could be forced along the path to
intelligence.

And so the eons passed. . . .

Sonmewhere in the labyrinth of evolution the Swarmnade its fatal m stake
and took the wong turning. A hundred million years had gone since it cane to
Earth, and it was very weary. It could not die, but it could degenerate. The
menories of its ancient hone and of its destiny were fading: its intelligence
was wani ng even while its hosts clinbed the |ong slope that would lead to
sel f - awar eness.

By a cosnic irony, in giving the inpetus which would one day bring
intelligence to this world, the Swarm had exhausted itself. It had reached the
| ast stage of parasitism no longer could it exist apart fromits hosts. Never
again could it ride free above the world, driven by wind and sun. To make the
pilgrimge to the ancient rendezvous, it must travel slowy

and painfully in a thousand little bodies. Yet it continued the i menori al
custom driven on by the desire for reunion which burned all the nore fiercely
now that it knew the bitterness of failure. Only if the parent swarmreturned
and reabsorbed it could it ever know new |life and vigor

The glaciers came and went; by a mracle the little beasts that now housed
the waning alien intelligence escaped the clutching fingers of the ice. The
oceans overwhel ned the land, and still the race survived. It even nultiplied,
but it could do no nore. This world would never be its heritage, for far away
in the heart of another continent a certain nonkey had come down fromthe
trees and was | ooking at the stars with the first glimrerings of curiosity.

The mind of the Swarm was di spersing, scattering anobng a mllion tiny
bodi es, no longer able to unite and assert its will. It had lost all cohesion
its menories were fading. In a mllion years, at nost, they would all be gone.
Only one thing remai ned—the blind urge which still, at intervals which by

some strange aberration were becom ng ever shorter, drove it to seek its
consummation in a valley that | ong ago had ceased to exist.

Quietly riding the lane of noonlight, the pleasure steaner passed the
island with its w nking beacon and entered the fjord. It was a cal mand |ovely
night, with Venus sinking in the west out beyond the Faroes, and the |ights of

the harbor reflected with scarcely a trenor in the still waters far ahead.
Nils and Christina were utterly content. Standing side by side against the
boat rail, their fingers |ocked together, they watched the wooded sl opes drift

silently by. The tall trees were notionless in the noonlight, their |eaves
unruffled by even the nmerest breath of wind, their slender trunks rising



whitely from pools of shadow. The whole world was asl eep; only the noving ship
dared to break the spell that had bew tched the night.

Then suddenly, Christina gave a little gasp and Nils felt her fingers
tighten convul sively on his. He foll owed her gaze:

she was staring out across the water, |ooking toward the silent sentinels of
the forest.

"What is it, darling?" he asked anxi ously.

"Look!" she replied, in a whisper Nils could scarcely hear. "There—under
t he pines!"

Nils stared, and as he did so the beauty of the night ebbed slowy away
and ancestral terrors came craw ing back fromexile. For beneath the trees the
l and was alive: a dappled brown tide was noving down the slopes of the hil
and nerging into the dark waters. Here was an open patch on which the
nmoonl i ght fell unbroken by shadow. 1t was changing even as he watched: the
surface of the I and seenmed to be rippling downward |ike a slow waterfal
seeki ng union with the sea.

And then Nils [ aughed and the world was sane once nore. Christina | ooked
at him puzzled but reassured.

"Don't you remenber?" he chuckled. "W read all about it in the paper this
nmorni ng. They do this every few years, and always at night. It's been going on
for days."

He was teasing her, sweeping away the tension of the |ast few m nutes.
Christina | ooked back at him and a slow snile lit up her face.

"OfF course!" she said. "How stupid of nme!" Then she turned once nore
toward the | and and her expression became sad, for she was very tenderhearted.

"Poor little things!" she sighed. "I wonder why they do it?"

Ni | s shrugged his shoulders indifferently.

"No one knows," he answered. "It's just one of those nysteries.
shouldn't think about it if it worries you. Look—ae'll soon be in harbor!"

They turned toward the beckoning lights where their future lay, and
Christina glanced back only once toward the tragic, mndless tide that was
still flow ng beneath the noon.

Ooheyi ng an urge whose neani ng they had never known, the doomed | egi ons of
the I enm ngs were finding oblivion beneath the waves.

London
June 1951
Death and the Senat or

Washi ngt on had never | ooked lovelier in the spring; and this was the | ast
spring, thought Senator Steel man bl eakly, that he woul d ever see. Even now,
despite all that Dr. Jordan had told him he could not fully accept the truth.
In the past there had al ways been a way of escape; no defeat had been final
When nmen had betrayed him he had di scarded t hem—even ruined them as a
warning to others. But now the betrayal was within hinmself; already, it
seened, he could feel the | abored beating of the heart that would soon be
stilled. No point in planning now for the Presidential election of 1976; he

m ght not even live to see the nom nations. .

It was an end of dreans and anbition, and he coul d not consol e hinself
with the know edge that for all nen these nust end someday. For himit was too
soon; he thought of Cecil Rhodes, who had al ways been one of his heroes,
crying "So much to do—so little tine to do it in!'" as he died before his
fiftieth birthday. He was al ready ol der than Rhodes, and had done far |ess.

The car was taking himaway fromthe Capitol; there was synmbolismin that,
and he tried not to dwell upon it. Now he was abreast of the New
Sm t hsoni an—that vast conpl ex of museuns he had never had tinme to visit,

t hough he had watched it spread along the Mall throughout the years he



had been in Washi ngton. How rmuch he had nissed, he told hinself bitterly, in
his relentless pursuit of power. The whol e universe of art and culture had
remai ned al most closed to him and that was only part of the price that he had
pai d. He had becone a stranger to his fanmily and to those who were once his
friends. Love had been sacrificed on the altar of anbition, and the sacrifice
had been in vain. Was there anyone in all the world who would weep at his
departure?

Yes, there was. The feeling of utter desolation relaxed its grip upon his
soul . As he reached for the phone, he felt ashaned that he had to call the
office to get this nunber, when his mnd was cluttered with nenories of so
many | ess inportant things.

(There was the White House, al mbst dazzling in the spring sunshine. For
the first time in his life he did not give it a second glance. Already it
bel onged to anot her world—a world that woul d never concern himagain.)

The car circuit had no vision, but he did not need it to sense Irene's
mld surprise—and her still mlder pleasure.

"Hel | o, Renee—how are you all?"

"Fine, Dad. When are we going to see you?"

It was the polite formula his daughter always used on the rare occasions
when he called. And invariably, except at Christmas or birthdays, his answer
was a vague promi se to drop around at sone indefinite future date.

"I was wondering," he said slowy, alnpost apologetically, "if | could
borrow the children for an afternoon. It's a long time since |I've taken them
out, and | felt like getting away fromthe office."

"But of course," Irene answered, her voice warmng with pleasure. "They'l
love it. Wien would you |ike thenP"
"Tormorrow woul d be fine. | could call around twelve, and take themto the

Zoo or the Smithsonian, or anywhere else they felt like visiting."

Now she was really startled, for she knew well enough that he was one of
t he busiest nen in Washington, with a schedul e pl anned weeks in advance. She
woul d be wonderi ng what had

happened; he hoped she would not guess the truth. No reason why she shoul d,
for not even his secretary knew of the stabbing pains that had driven himto
seek this | ong-overdue nedical checkup

"That woul d be wonderful. They were tal ki ng about you only yesterday,
aski ng when they'd see you again."

Hi s eyes misted, and he was gl ad that Renee could not see him

"I"l1l be there at noon," he said hastily, trying to keep the enotion out
of his voice. "My love to you all." He switched off before she could answer,
and rel axed agai nst the uphol stery with a sigh of relief. Al nost upon inpul se,
wi t hout conscious planning, he had taken the first step in the reshaping of
his life. Though his own children were lost to him a bridge across the
generations remained intact. If he did nothing el se, he must guard and
strengthen it in the nmonths that were left.

Taking two lively and inquisitive children through the natural-history
bui | di ng was not what the doctor woul d have ordered, but it was what he wanted
to do. Joey and Susan had grown so much since their last neeting, and it
requi red both physical and nmental alertness to keep up with them No sooner
had they entered the rotunda than they broke away from him and scanpered
toward the enornous el ephant doninating the marble hall.

"VWhat's that?" cried Joey.

"It's an el ephant, stupid," answered Susan with all the crushing
superiority of her seven years.

"I knowit's an effelant,” retorted Joey. "But what's its nane?"

Senator Steel man scanned the | abel, but found no assistance there. This
was one occasi on when the risky adage "Sonetimes w ong, never uncertain" was a
saf e guide to conduct.

"He was cal |l ed—er—3Junbo,"” he said hastily. "Just |ook at those tusks!"

"Did he ever get toothache?"

"Ch no."



"Then how did he clean his teeth? Ma says that if | don't clean nine

St eel man saw where the logic of this was |eading, and thought it best to
change the subject.

"There's a lot nore to see inside. Wiere do you want to start-—hirds,
snakes, fish, manmal s?"

"Snakes!" clanmored Susan. "l wanted to keep one in a box, but Daddy said
no. Do you think he'd change his mind if you asked hinP"

"What's a manmmal ?" asked Joey, before Steel man could work out an answer to
t hat .

"Come along," he said firmy. "I"Il show you."

As they noved through the halls and galleries, the children darting from
one exhibit to another, he felt at peace with the world. There was not hi ng
like a museumfor calnmng the mind, for putting the problens of everyday life
in their true perspective. Here, surrounded by the infinite variety and wonder
of Nature, he was rem nded of truths he had forgotten. He was only one of a
mllion mllion creatures that shared this planet Earth. The entire hunman
race, with its hopes and fears, its triunphs and its follies, mght be no nore
than an incident in the history of the world. As he stood before the nonstrous
bones of Dipl odocus (the children for once awed and silent), he felt the w nds
of Eternity blowi ng through his soul. He could no | onger take so seriously the
gnawi ng of anbition, the belief that he was the man the nati on needed. \Wat
nation, if it came to that? A mere two centuries ago this sumer, the
Decl arati on of | ndependence had been signed; but this old Anerican had lain in

the Utah rocks for a hundred mllion years. .
He was tired when they reached the Hall of COceanic Life, with its dramatic
rem nder that Earth still possessed animals greater than any that the past

could show. The ni nety-foot blue whale plunging into the ocean, and all the
other swift hunters of the sea, brought back nenories of hours he had once
spent on a tiny, glistening deck with a white sail billow ng above him That
was anot her tine when he had known

contentnent, listening to the swish of water past the prow, and the sighing
of the wind through the rigging. He had not sailed for thirty years; this was
anot her of the world' s pl easures he had put aside.

"I don't like fish," conplained Susan. "Wen do we get to the snakes?"

"Presently,"” he said. "But what's the hurry? There's plenty of tinme."

The words slipped out before he realized it. He checked his step, while
the children ran on ahead. Then he smled, without bitterness. For in a sense,
it was true enough. There was plenty of tinme. Each day, each hour could be a
uni verse of experience, if one used it properly. In the | ast weeks of his
life, he would begin to live.

As yet, no one at the office suspected anything. Even his outing with the
children had not caused much surprise; he had done such things before,
suddenly canceling his appointnents and | eaving his staff to pick up the
pi eces. The pattern of his behavior had not yet changed, but in a few days it
woul d be obvious to all his associates that sonethi ng had happened. He owed it
to themand to the Party—to break the news as soon as possible; there were,
however, many personal decisions he had to nmake first, which he wi shed to
settle in his own mnd before he began the vast unw nding of his affairs.

There was anot her reason for his hesitancy. During his career, he had
seldomlost a fight, and in the cut and thrust of political life he had given
quarter to none. Now, facing his ultimte defeat, he dreaded the synpathy and
t he condol ences that his nmany enem es would hasten to shower upon him The
attitude, he knew, was a foolish one—a remant of his stubborn pride which was
too much a part of his personality to vani sh even under the shadow of death.

He carried his secret fromconmttee roomto Wiite House to Capitol, and
through all the labyrinths of Washington society, for nore than two weeks. It
was the finest performance of his career, but there was no one to appreciate
it. At the end

of that time he had conpleted his plan of action; it remained only to



di spatch a few letters he had witten in his own hand, and to call his wife.
The office located her, not without difficulty, in Rome. She was stil

beautiful, he thought, as her features swamon to the screen; she would have

made a fine First Lady, and that woul d have been sone conpensation for the

| ost years. As far as he knew, she had | ooked forward to the prospect; but had

he ever really understood what she wanted?

"Hello, Martin," she said, "I was expecting to hear fromyou. | suppose
you want ne to cone back."

"Are you willing to?" he asked quietly. The gentleness of his voice
obvi ously surprised her

"I"d be a fool to say no, wouldn't 1? But if they don't elect you, | want

to go ny own way again. You nust agree to that."

"They won't elect ne. They won't even nonminate ne. You're the first to
know this, Diana. In six nonths, | shall be dead."

The directness was brutal, but it had a purpose. That fraction-of-a-second
delay while the radio waves flashed up to the conmmunications satellites and
back again to Earth had never seenmed so |ong. For once, he had broken through
t he beautiful nmask. Her eyes w dened with disbelief, her hand flew to her
lips.

"You're joking!"

"About this? It's true enough. My heart's worn out. Dr. Jordan told ne, a
coupl e of weeks ago. It's ny own fault, of course, but let's not go into
that."

"So that's why you've been taking out the children: | wondered what had
happened. "

He m ght have guessed that Irene would have talked with her nother. It was
a sad reflection on Martin Steelman, if so conmonpl ace a fact as show ng an
interest in his own grandchildren could cause curiosity.

"Yes," he admitted frankly. "lI"'mafraid | left it alittle late. NowI'm
trying to make up for lost time. Nothing el se seens very inportant."”

In silence, they | ooked into each other's eyes across the curve of the
Earth, and across the enpty desert of the dividing years. Then D ana answered,
alittle unsteadily, "I'lIl start packing right away."

Now t hat the news was out, he felt a great sense of relief. Even the
synmpat hy of his enem es was not as hard to accept as he had feared. For
overni ght, indeed, he had no enem es. Men who had not spoken to himin years,
except with invective, sent nessages whose sincerity could not be doubted.
Anci ent quarrels evaporated, or turned out to be founded on m sunderstandi ngs.
It was a pity that one had to die to learn these things. . . .

He al so learned that, for a man of affairs, dying was a full-time job.
There were successors to appoint, |legal and financial mazes to untangle,
conmittee and state business to wind up. The work of an energetic lifetine
could not be term nated suddenly, as one switches off an electric light. It
was ast oni shi ng how many responsibilities he had acquired, and how difficult
it was to divest hinmself of them He had never found it easy to del egate power
(a fatal flaw, many critics had said, in a man who hoped to be Chief
Executive), but now he nust do so, before it slipped forever from his hands.

It was as if a great clock was running down, and there was no one to
rewind it. As he gave away his books, read and destroyed old letters, closed
usel ess accounts and files, dictated final instructions, and wote farewell
notes, he sonmetines felt a sense of conplete unreality. There was no pain; he
coul d never have guessed that he did not have years of active life ahead of
him Only a fewlines on a cardiogramlay |ike a roadbl ock across his
future—er like a curse, witten in sonme strange |anguage the doctors al one
coul d read.

Al nost every day now Di ana, lrene, or her husband brought the children to

see him In the past he had never felt at ease with Bill, but that, he knew,
had been his own fault. You could not expect a son-in-law to replace a son
and it was unfair to blame Bill because he had not been cast in the imge of

Martin Steelman, Jr. Bill was a person in his own right; he



had | ooked after Irene, nade her happy, and fathered her children. That he
| acked anbition was a flaw—+f flaw indeed it was—that the Senator could at
| ast forgive

He coul d even think, wi thout pain or bitterness, of his own son, who had
travel ed this road before himand now | ay, one cross anong many, in the United
Nations cenmetery at Capetown. He had never visited Martin's grave; in the days
when he had the time, white men were not popular in what was |left of South
Africa. Now he could go if he wi shed, but he was uncertain if it would be fair
to harrow Diana with such a mission. H's own nmenories would not trouble him
much | onger, but she would be left with hers.

Yet he would like to go, and felt it was his duty. Mreover, it would be a
last treat for the children. To themit would be only a holiday in a strange
l and, wi thout any tinge of sorrow for an uncle they had never known. He had
started to make the arrangenments when, for the second tinme within a nonth, his
whol e worl d was turned upsi de down.

Even now, a dozen or nore visitors would be waiting for himeach norning
when he arrived at his office. Not as many as in the old days, but still a
sizable crowd. He had never inmagi ned, however, that Dr. Harkness woul d be
anong t hem

The sight of that thin, gangling figure made hi mnonmentarily break his
stride. He felt his cheeks flush, his pul se quicken at the nmenory of ancient
battl es across comm ttee-roomtables, of angry exchanges that had reverberated
al ong the nyriad channels of the ether. Then he rel axed; as far as he was
concerned, all that was over

Harkness rose to his feet, a little awkwardly, as he approached. Senator
Steel man knew that initial enbarrassnent —he had seen it so often in the [ast
few weeks. Everyone he now met was automatically at a di sadvantage, always on
the alert to avoid the one subject that was taboo.

"Well, Doctor," he said. "This is a surprise—+ never expected to see you
here.”

He could not resist that little jab, and derived sone satis-
faction at watching it go hone. But it was free frombitterness, as the
other's smle acknow edged.

"Senator," replied Harkness, in a voice that was pitched so | ow that he
had to lean forward to hear it, "I've sone extrenely inportant information for
you. Can we speak alone for a few mnutes? It won't take long."

St eel man nodded; he had his own ideas of what was inportant now, and felt
only a mld curiosity as to why the scientist had come to see him The man
seened to have changed a good deal since their last encounter, seven years
ago. He was nuch nore assured and sel f-confident, and had | ost the nervous
manneri sns that had hel ped to make hi m such an unconvi nci ng w t ness.

"Senator," he began, when they were alone in the private office, "l've
some news that may be quite a shock to you. | believe that you can be cured.”

St eel man sl unped heavily in his chair. This was the one thing he had never
expected; fromthe first, he had not encunbered hinself with the burden of
vai n hopes. Only a fool fought against the inevitable, and he had accepted his
fate.

For a monent he coul d not speak; then he | ooked up at his old adversary
and gasped: "Wo told you that? Al ny doctors—

"Never mind them it's not their fault they're ten years behind the tinmes.
Look at this."

"What does it nean? | can't read Russian.”

"It's the latest issue of the USSR Journal of Space Medicine. It arrived a
few days ago, and we did the usual routine translation. This note here—the one
|'ve marked—+efers to sone recent work at the Mechni kov Station.”

"What ' s that?"

"You don't know? Wy, that's their Satellite Hospital, the one they've
built just below the G eat Radiation Belt."

"Go on," said Steelman, in a voice that was suddenly dry and constri cted.
"I"d forgotten they'd called it that." He had hoped to end his life in peace,



but now t he past had conme back to haunt him

"Well, the note itself doesn't say much, but you can read a | ot between
the lines. It's one of those advance hints that scientists put out before they
have tinme to wite a full-fledged paper, so they can claimpriority later. The
title is: 'Therapeutic Effects of Zero Gravity on Circul atory Di seases.' What
they've done is to induce heart disease artificially in rabbits and hansters,
and then take themup to the space station. In orbit, of course, nothing has
any wei ght; the heart and nuscles have practically no work to do. And the
result is exactly what | tried to tell you, years ago. Even extreme cases can
be arrested, and many can be cured.”

The tiny, paneled office that had been the center of his world, the scene
of so many conferences, the birthplace of so many plans, becane suddenly
unreal. Menory was much nore vivid: he was back again at those hearings, in
the fall of 1969, when the National Aeronautics and Space Adm nistration's
first decade of activity had been under review-and, frequently, under fire.

He had never been chairman of the Senate Conmittee on Astronautics, but he
had been its nost vocal and effective menber. It was here that he had nade his
reputation as a guardian of the public purse, as a hardheaded man who coul d
not be banboozl ed by Utopian scientific dreanmers. He had done a good job; from
that noment, he had never been far fromthe headlines. It was not that he had
any particular feeling for space and science, but he knew a |live issue when he
saw one. Like a tape-recorder unrolling in his nmind, it all came back

"Dr. Harkness, you are Technical Director of the National Aeronautics and
Space Adni ni stration?"

"That is correct.”

"I have here the figures for NASA s expenditure over the period 1959-69;
they are quite inpressive. At the noment the total is $82, 547, 450, 000, and the
estimate for fiscal '69-70 is well over ten billions. Perhaps you could give
us sone indication of the return we can expect fromall this."

“I"1l be glad to do so, Senator."

That was how it had started, on a firmbut not unfriendly note. The
hostility had crept in later. That it was unjustified, he had known at the
time; any big organi zati on had weaknesses and failures, and one which
literally aimed at the stars could never hope for nore than partial success.
From the beginning, it had been realized that the conquest of space would be
at least as costly in lives and treasure as the conquest of the air. In ten
years, almpst a hundred nen had di ed—en Earth, in space, and upon the barren
surface of the Moon. Now that the urgency of the early sixties was over, the
public was asking "Wy?" Steel man was shrewd enough to see hinself as
nmout hpi ece for those questioning voices. H's perfornmance had been cold and
calculated; it was convenient to have a scapegoat, and Dr. Harkness was
unl ucky enough to be cast for the role.

"Yes, Doctor, | understand all the benefits we' ve received from space
research in the way of inproved comruni cati ons and weat her forecasting, and
' msure everyone appreciates them But alnost all this work has been done
wi th automatic, unmanned vehicles. Wat |'mworried about—what many people are
worried about—s the mounting expense of the Man-in-Space program and its
very marginal utility. Since the original Dyna-Soar and Apoll o projects,
al nrost a decade ago, we've shot billions of dollars into space. And with what
result? So that a nere handful of nen can spend a few unconfortable hours
out si de the atnosphere, achieving nothing that television caneras and
aut omati ¢ equi pnent coul dn't do—nuch better and cheaper. And the lives that
have been | ost! None of us will forget those screans we heard coning over the
radi o when the X-21 burned up on re-entry. Wat right have we to send nmen to
such deat hs?"

He could still remenber the hushed silence in the comittee chanber when
he had finished. H s questions were very reasonabl e ones, and deserved to be
answered. What was unfair was the rhetorical manner in which he had franed
t hem and, above all, the fact that they were ained at a man who

could not answer themeffectively. Steel man would not have tried such tactics



on a von Braun or a Rickover; they would have given himat |east as good as
they received. But Harkness was no orator; if he had deep personal feelings,
he kept themto hinself. He was a good scientist, an able administrator—and a
poor witness. It had been |like shooting fish in a barrel. The reporters had
| oved it; he never knew which of them coined the nickname "Hapl ess Harkness."

"Now this plan of yours, Doctor, for a fifty-man space | aborat ory—how nmuch
did you say it would cost?"

"I"ve already told you—ust under one and a half billions."

"And the annual naintenance?"

"Not nore than $250, 000, 000. "

"When we consider what's happened to previous estinmates, you will forgive
us if we ook upon these figures with sone skepticism But even assumni ng that
they are right, what will we get for the noney?"

"W will be able to establish our first |arge-scale research station in

space. So far, we have had to do our experinmenting in cranped quarters aboard
unsui t abl e vehi cl es, usually when they were engaged on some other mssion. A
per manent, manned satellite |laboratory is essential. Wthout it, further
progress is out of the question. Astrobiology can hardly get started—

"Astro what ?"

"Astrobi ol ogy—the study of living organisms in space. The Russians really
started it when they sent up the dog Laika in Sputnik Il and they're stil
ahead of us in this field. But no one's done any serious work on insects or
i nvertebrates—+n fact, on any animals except dogs, nice, and nonkeys."

"I see. Wuld | be correct in saying that you would |ike funds for
buil ding a zoo in space?"

The laughter in the commttee roomhad helped to kill the project. And it
had hel ped, Senator Steel man now realized, to kill him

He had only himself to blame, for Dr. Harkness had tried, in his
i neffectual way, to outline the benefits that a space

| aboratory might bring. He had particularly stressed the medi cal aspects,
prom si ng not hing, but pointing out the possibilities. Surgeons, he had
suggested, would be able to devel op new techni ques in an environment where the
organs had no weight; men nmight |live |longer, freed fromthe wear and tear of
gravity, for the strain on heart and muscles woul d be enornously reduced. Yes,
he had nmentioned the heart; but that had been of no interest to Senator
St eel man—heal t hy, and anbitious, and anxi ous to make good copy. . . .

"Why have you come to tell me this?" he said dully. "Couldn't you let ne
die in peace?"

"That's the point,"'
hope. "

"Because the Russians have cured sone hansters and rabbits?"

"They' ve done nmuch nore than that. The paper | showed you only quoted the
prelimnary results; it's already a year out of date. They don't want to raise
fal se hopes, so they are keeping as quiet as possible."

"How do you know t hi s?"

Har kness | ooked surprised.

"Why, | called Professor Stanyukovitch, mnmy opposite number. It turned out
that he was up on the Mechni kov Station, which proves how i nportant they
consider this work. He's an old friend of nmine, and | took the liberty of
nmentioni ng your case."

The dawn of hope, after its |ong absence, can be as painful as its
departure. Steelman found it hard to breathe and for a dreadful nonent he
wondered if the final attack had cone. But it was only excitenent; the
constriction in his chest relaxed, the ringing in his ears faded away, and he
heard Dr. Harkness' voice saying: "He wanted to know if you could conme to
Astrograd right away, so | said I'd ask you. If you can make it, there's a
flight from New York at ten-thirty tonorrow norning."

Tomorrow he had promi sed to take the children to the Zoo;

it would be the first tinme he had | et them down. The thought gave him a sharp
stab of guilt, and it required alnpst an effort of will to answer: "I can make

sai d Harkness inpatiently. "There's no need to give up



it."

He saw not hing of Mbscow during the few m nutes that the big
intercontinental ranjet fell down fromthe stratosphere. The view screens were
swi tched off during the descent, for the sight of the ground com ng straight
up as a ship fell vertically on its sustaining jets was highly disconcerting
t o passengers.

At Moscow he changed to a confortabl e but ol d-fashi oned turboprop, and as
he flew eastward into the night he had his first real opportunity for
reflection. It was a very strange question to ask hinsel f, but was he
altogether glad that the future was no | onger wholly certain? His life, which
a few hours ago had seened so sinple, had suddenly becone conplex again, as it
opened out once nore into possibilities he had | earned to put aside. Dr.
Johnson had been right when he said that nothing settles a man's m nd nore

wonderfully than the know edge that he will be hanged in the norning. For the
converse was certainly true—nothing unsettled it so nuch as the thought of a
reprieve.

He was asl eep when they touched down at Astrograd, the space capital of
the USSR Wen the gentle inpact of the |anding shook himawake, for a nonent
he coul d not imagi ne where he was. Had he dreamed that he was flying hal fway
around the world in search of life? No; it was not a dream but it mght well
be a wi | d-goose chase.

Twel ve hours later, he was still waiting for the answer. The | ast
i nstrument readi ng had been taken; the spots of |ight on the cardi ograph
di splay had ceased their fateful dance. The familiar routine of the nedica
exam nation and the gentle, conpetent voices of the doctors and nurses had
done much to relax his mind. And it was very restful in the softly lit
recepti on room where the specialists had asked himto wait while they
conferred together. Only the Russian magazines, and a few portraits of
somewhat hirsute pioneers of Soviet

nmedi ci ne, rem nded himthat he was no longer in his own country.

He was not the only patient. About a dozen nen and wonen, of all ages,
were sitting around the wall, reading nagazines and trying to appear at ease.
There was no conversation, no attenpt to catch anyone's eye. Every soul in
this roomwas in his private |linbo, suspended between |life and death. Though
they were |linked together by a conmon misfortune, the link did not extend to
communi cation. Each seened as cut off fromthe rest of the human race as if he
was al ready speeding through the cosmc gulfs where lay his only hope.

But in the far corner of the room there was an exception. A young
coupl e—nei ther could have been nore than twenty-five—were huddling together in
such desperate msery that at first Steelnman found the spectacl e annoyi ng. No
matter how bad their own problenms, he told hinself severely, people should be
nore consi derate. They should hide their enotions —especially in a place like
this, where they m ght upset others.

Hi s annoyance quickly turned to pity, for no heart can remain untouched
for long at the sight of sinple, unselfish love in deep distress. As the
m nutes dripped away in a silence broken only by the rustling of papers and
the scraping of chairs, his pity grew al nost to an obsessi on

VWhat was their story, he wondered. The boy had sensitive, intelligent
features; he might have been an artist, a scientist, a nusician—there was no
way of telling. The girl was pregnant; she had one of those honely peasant
faces so comon anbng Russi an wormen. She was far from beautiful, but sorrow
and | ove had given her features a | um nous sweetness. Steelman found it hard
to take his eyes from her: —for sonehow, though there was not the slightest
physi cal resenbl ance, she rem nded himof Diana. Thirty years ago, as they had
wal ked fromthe church together, he had seen that same glow in the eyes of his
wi fe. He had alnost forgotten it; was the fault his, or hers, that it had
faded so soon?

Wt hout any warning, his chair vibrated beneath him A swift, sudden
trenmor had swept through the building, as if a giant hamrer had snashed
agai nst the ground, nmany mles away. An earthquake? Steel man wondered; then he



renenbered where he was, and started counting seconds.

He gave up when he reached sixty; presumably the soundproofing was so good
that the slower, air-borne noise had not reached him and only the shock wave
t hrough the ground recorded the fact that a thousand tons had just leapt into
t he sky. Another minute passed before he heard, distant but clear, a sound as
of a thunderstormragi ng bel ow the edge of the world. It was even nore nmiles
away than he had dreaned; what the noise nust be like at the launching site
was beyond i magi nati on.

Yet that thunder would not trouble him he knew, when he also rose into
t he sky; the speeding rocket would |l eave it far behind. Nor would the thrust
of acceleration be able to touch his body, as it rested in its bath of warm
wat er —Aore confortabl e even than this deeply padded chair.

That distant runmble was still rolling back fromthe edge of space when the
door of the waiting room opened and the nurse beckoned to him Though he felt
many eyes following him he did not | ook back as he wal ked out to receive his
sent ence.

The news services tried to get in contact with himall the way back from
Moscow, but he refused to accept the calls. "Say |I'msleeping and nustn't be
di sturbed," he told the stewardess. He wondered who had tipped them off, and
felt annoyed at this invasion of his privacy. Yet privacy was somnet hing he had
avoi ded for years, and had learned to appreciate only in the | ast few weeks.
He could not blane the reporters and commentators if they assuned that he had
reverted to type.

They were waiting for himwhen the ranjet touched down at Washi ngton. He
knew nost of them by nane, and sone

were old friends, genuinely glad to hear the news that had raced ahead of
hi m

"What does it feel like, Senator," said Macaul ey, of the Tinmes, "to know
you're back in harness? | take it that it's true—+he Russians can cure you?"
"They think they can," he answered cautiously. "This is a new field of
ci ne, and no one can proni se anything."

"When do you | eave for space?"

"Wthin the week, as soon as |'ve settled sone affairs here."

"And when will you be back—f it works?"

"That's hard to say. Even if everything goes smoothly, I'll be up there at
| east six nonths."

Involuntarily, he glanced at the sky. At dawn or sunset—even during the
daytime, if one knew where to | ook—the Mechni kov Station was a spectacul ar
sight, nmore brilliant than any of the stars. But there were now so many
satellites of which this was true that only an expert could tell one from
anot her.

"Six months," said a newsman thoughtfully. "That means you'll be out of
the picture for 76."

"But nicely init for 1980," said another

"And 1984," added a third. There was a general |augh; people were already
maki ng j okes about 1984, which had once seened so far in the future, but would
soon be a date no different fromany other ... it was hoped.

The ears and the nicrophones were waiting for his reply. As he stood at
the foot of the ranp, once nore the focus of attention and curiosity, he felt
the old excitenent stirring in his veins. What a conmeback it would be, to
return fromspace a new man! It would give hima glanmour that no ot her
candi date coul d match; there was sonething O ynpian, al nost godlike, about the
prospect. Already he found hinself trying to work it into his election
sl ogans.

med

"Gve nme time to make ny plans,” he said. "lIt's going to take ne a while
to get used to this. But | prom se you a statenent before | |eave Earth."
Before | |leave Earth. Now, there was a fine, dramatic phrase. He was stil

savoring its rhythmw th his mnd when he saw Di ana com ng toward himfromthe
ai rport buil dings.
Al ready she had changed, as he hinself was changing; in her eyes was a



wari ness and reserve that had not been there two days ago. It said, as
clearly as any words: "Is it going to | happen all over again?" Though the day
was warm he felt suddenly cold, as if he had caught a chill on those far

Si beri an pl ains.

But Joey and Susan were unchanged, as they ran to greet him He caught
themup in his arns, and buried his face in their hair, so that the caneras
woul d not see the tears that had started fromhis eyes. As they clung to him
in the innocent, unself-conscious |ove of childhood, he knew what his choice
woul d have to be.

They al one had known hi m when he was free fromthe itch for power; that
was the way they must renenmber him if they renenbered himat all.

"Your conference call, M. Steelman," said his secretary. "lI'mrouting it
on to your private screen."
He swiveled round in his chair and faced the gray panel on the wall. As he

did so, it split into tw vertical sections. On the right half was a view of
an office much like his own, and only a few nmles away. But on the left—

Prof essor Stanyukovitch, lightly dressed in shorts and singlet, was
floating in nmd-air a good foot above his seat. He grabbed it when he saw that
he had conpany, pulled hinmself down, and fastened a webbed belt around his
wai st. Behind hi mwere ranged banks of conmuni cati ons equi pnent; and behi nd
t hose, Steel man knew, was space.

Dr. Harkness spoke first, fromthe right-hand screen

"W were expecting to hear fromyou, Senator. Professor Stanyukovitch
tells nme that everything is ready."

"The next supply ship," said the Russian, "cones up in two days. It wll
be taking ne back to Earth, but | hope to see you before | |eave the station.”

Hi s voice was curiously high-pitched, owing to the thin oxyhelium
at nosphere he was breathing. Apart fromthat, there was no sense of distance,
no background of interference. Though Stanyukovitch was thousands of mles
away, and racing through space at four niles a second, he night have been in
the sane office. Steelnman could even hear the faint whirring of electric
motors fromthe equi pnent racks behind him

"Professor,"” answered Steelman, "there are a fewthings 1'd like to ask
before I go."

"Certainly."

Now he could tell that Stanyukovitch was a |Iong way off. There was an
appreciable time lag before his reply arrived: the station nust be above the
far side of the Earth.

"When | was at Astrograd, | noticed many other patients at the clinic. |
was wonderi ng—en what basis do you sel ect those for treatnent?"

This time the pause was much greater than the delay due to the sluggish
speed of radi o waves. Then Stanyukovitch answered: "Wy, those with the best
chance of responding."

"But your accommopdation must be very linmted. You nust have nmany ot her
candi dat es besi des nysel f."

"I don't quite see the point— interrupted Dr. Harkness, a little too
anxi ously.

St eel man swung his eyes to the right-hand screen. It was quite difficult
to recognize, in the man staring back at him the w tness who had squirned
beneath his needling only a few years ago. That experience had tenpered
Har kness, had given himhis baptismin the art of politics. Steelnan had
taught hi m nuch, and he had applied his hard-won know edge.

H s notives had been obvious fromthe first. Harkness woul d have been | ess
than human if he did not relish this sweetest of revenges, this triunphant
vindi cation of his faith. And as Space Adnministration Director, he was well
aware that half his budget battles would be over when all the world knew t hat
a potential President of the United States was in a Rus-

sian space hospital . . . because his own country did not possess one.



"Dr. Harkness," said Steelnman gently, "this is ny affair. I'mstill
wai ting for your answer, Professor."”

Despite the issues involved, he was quite enjoying this. The two
scientists, of course, were playing for identical stakes. Stanyukovitch had
his problens too; Steel man coul d guess the discussions that had taken place at
Astrograd and Moscow, and the eagerness with which the Soviet astronauts had
grasped this opportunity—which, it nust be admtted, they had richly earned.

It was an ironic situation, unimaginable only a dozen years before. Here
were NASA and the USSR Commi ssion of Astronautics working hand in hand, using
himas a pawn for their nutual advantage. He did not resent this, for in their
pl ace he woul d have done the same. But he had no wish to be a pawn; he was an
i ndi vidual who still had sone control of his own destiny.

"It's quite true," said Stanyukovitch, very reluctantly, "that we can only
take a limted nunber of patients here in Mechnikov. In any case, the
station's a research | aboratory, not a hospital."

"How many?" asked Steel man rel entl essly.

"Wl | fewer than ten," admitted Stanyukovitch, still nmore unwillingly.

It was an old problem of course, though he had never imagined that it
woul d apply to him Fromthe depths of menory there flashed a newspaper item
he had come across | ong ago. Wen penicillin had been first discovered, it was
so rare that if both Churchill and Roosevelt had been dying for lack of it,
only one coul d have been treated. .

Fewer than ten. He had seen a dozen waiting at Astrograd, and how many
were there in the whole world? Once again, as it had done so often in the |ast
few days, the nenory of those desolate lovers in the reception room canme back
to haunt him Perhaps they were beyond his aid; he would never know.

But one thing he did know. He bore a responsibility that he could not
escape. It was true that no nman could foresee the future, and the endl ess
consequences of his actions. Yet if it had not been for him by this tine his
own country m ght have had a space hospital circling beyond the atnosphere.
How many American |lives were upon his conscience? Could he accept the help he
had denied to others? Once he mi ght have done so—but not now.

"CGentlenen," he said," "I can speak frankly with you both, for | know your
interests are identical." (Hs mld irony, he saw, did not escape them) "I
appreci ate your help and the trouble you have taken; | amsorry it has been

wast ed. No—don't protest; this isn't a sudden, quixotic decision on ny part.
If I was ten years younger, it might be different. Now |l feel that this
opportunity should be given to soneone el se—especially in view of ny record."
He gl anced at Dr. Harkness, who gave an enbarrassed smile. "l also have ot her
personal reasons, and there's no chance that I will change ny nind. Please
don't think ne rude or ungrateful, but | don't wish to discuss the matter any
further. Thank you agai n, and good-by."

He broke the circuit; and as the inmage of the two astoni shed scientists
faded, peace cane fl ooding back into his soul

| mperceptibly, spring nerged into summer. The eagerly awaited Bicentenary
celebrations cane and went; for the first tine in years, he was able to enjoy
| ndependence Day as a private citizen. Now he could sit back and watch the
others perform-er he could ignore themif he w shed.

Because the ties of a lifetime were too strong to break, and it would be
his |l ast opportunity to see many old friends, he spent hours |ooking in on
both conventions and listening to the commentators. Now that he saw the whol e
worl d beneath the light of Eternity, his enotions were no |onger involved; he
under st ood the issues, and appreci ated the argunments, but already he was as
det ached as an observer from anot her

pl anet. The tiny, shouting figures on the screen were anusing marionettes,
acting out roles in a play that was entertaining, but no |onger inportant—at
| east, to him

But it was inportant to his grandchildren, who woul d one day nove out onto
this same stage. He had not forgotten that; they were his share of the future,
what ever strange formit mght take. And to understand the future, it was



necessary to know the past.

He was taking theminto that past, as the car swept along Menorial Drive.
Di ana was at the wheel, with Irene beside her, while he sat with the children
pointing out the famliar sights along the highway. Famliar to him but not
to them even if they were not old enough to understand all that they were
seei ng, he hoped they woul d renmenber.

Past the marble stillness of Arlington (he thought again of Martin,
sl eeping on the other side of the world) and up into the hills the car wound
its effortless way. Behind them like a city seen through a mirage, Wshington
danced and trenbled in the sumrer haze, until the curve of the road hid it
fromview.

It was quiet at Munt Vernon; there were few visitors so early in the
week. As they left the car and wal ked toward the house, Steel man wondered what
the first President of the United States woul d have t hought coul d he have seen
his home as it was today. He could never have dreamed that it would enter its
second century still perfectly preserved, a changeless island in the hurrying
river of tine.

They wal ked slowy through the beautifully proportioned rooms, doing their
best to answer the children's endl ess questions, trying to assinmlate the
flavor of an infinitely sinpler, infinitely nore | eisurely node of life. (But
had it seened sinple or leisurely to those who lived it?) It was so hard to
i magine a world without electricity, w thout radio, wthout any power save
that of muscle, wind, and water. A world where nothing noved faster than a
runni ng horse, and nost nen died within a few niles of the place where they
wer e born.

The heat, the wal king, and the incessant questions proved

nore tiring than Steel man had expected. \Wen they had reached the Misic
Room he decided to rest. There were sonme attractive benches out on the porch
where he could sit in the fresh air and feast his eyes upon the green grass of
the | awn.

"Meet me outside," he explained to Diana, "when you've done the kitchen
and the stables. 1'd like to sit down for a while."

"You're sure you're quite all right?" she said anxiously.

"I never felt better, but | don't want to overdo it. Besides, the kids
have drained ne dry—+ can't think of any nore answers. You'll have to invent
some; the kitchen's your departnent, anyway."

Di ana smi | ed.

"I was never much good init, was 1? But I'll do nmy best—+ don't suppose
we'll be nore than thirty mnutes.”

VWen they had left him he wal ked slowy out onto the |lawm. Here
Washi ngt on nust have stood, two centuries ago, watching the Potomac wind its
way to the sea, thinking of past wars and future problens. And here Martin
Steel man, thirty-eighth President of the United States, might have stood a few
nont hs hence, had the fates rul ed ot herw se.

He could not pretend that he had no regrets, but they were very few Sone
men coul d achi eve both power and happi ness, but that gift was not for him
Sooner or later, his anbition would have consunmed him In the |ast few weeks
he had known contentrment, and for that no price was too great.

He was still nmarveling at the narrowness of his escape when his time ran
out and Death fell softly fromthe sunmrer sky.

Col onbo
July 1960
|
Who' s There?

VWhen Satellite Control called ne, | was witing up the day's progress



report in the Qbservation Bubbl e-t+he gl ass-doned office that juts out fromthe
axi s of the space station |ike the hubcap of a wheel. It was not really a good
pl ace to work, for the view was too overwhelnmng. Only a few yards away |
could see the construction teanms performng their slownotion ballet as they
put the station together like a giant jigsaw puzzle. And beyond them twenty

t housand nil es bel ow, was the blue-green glory of the full Earth, floating
agai nst the ravel ed star clouds of the MIKky \ay.

"Station Supervisor here," | answered. "Wat's the trouble?"

"Qur radar's showing a small echo two miles away, alnost stationary, about
five degrees west of Sirius. Can you give us a visual report on it?"

Anyt hi ng mat ching our orbit so precisely could hardly be a neteor; it
woul d have to be sonething we'd dropped—perhaps an i nadequately secured piece
of equi pment that had drifted away fromthe station. So | assumed; but when |
pul | ed out my binocul ars and searched the sky around Orion, | soon found ny
nm st ake. Though this space traveler was man-made, it had nothing to do with
us.

“I've found it," | told Control. "It's sonmeone's test satellite

—eone- shaped, four antennas, and what |ooks like a lens systemin its base.
Probably U S. Air Force, early nineteen-sixties, judging by the design. | know
they lost track of several when their transmitters failed. There were quite a
few attenpts to hit this orbit before they finally nmade it."

After a brief search through the files, Control was able to confirm ny
guess. It took a little longer to find out that Washington wasn't in the |east
bit interested in our discovery of a twenty-year-old stray satellite, and
woul d be just as happy if we lost it again.

"Well, we can't do that," said Control. "Even if nobody wants it, the
thing's a menace to navigation. Someone had better go out and haul it aboard."
That someone, | realized, would have to be ne. | dared not detach a man

fromthe closely knit construction teans, for we were al ready behind

schedul e—and a single day's delay on this job cost a mllion dollars. Al the
radio and TV networks on Earth were waiting inpatiently for the nonent when
they could route their programs through us, and thus provide the first truly
gl obal service, spanning the world from Pole to Pole.

"I"ll go out and get it," | answered, snapping an elastic band over ny
papers so that the air currents fromthe ventilators wouldn't set them
wandering around the room Though | tried to sound as if | was doing everyone
a great favor, | was secretly not at all displeased. It had been at |east two
weeks since |'d been outside; | was getting a little tired of stores
schedul es, mai ntenance reports, and all the glanorous ingredients of a Space
Station Supervisor's life.

The only nenber of the staff | passed on ny way to the air |ock was Tomy,
our recently acquired cat. Pets mean a great deal to nen thousands of miles
fromEarth, but there are not many animals that can adapt thenselves to a
wei ghtl ess environment. Tommy newed plaintively at ne as | clanbered into ny
space suit, but I was in too much of a hurry to play with him

At this point, perhaps | should remnd you that the suits we

I

use on the station are conpletely different fromthe flexible] affairs nmen
wear when they want to wal k around on the Moon. Qurs are really baby
spaceshi ps, just big enough to hold one man. They are stubby cylinders, about
seven feet long, fitted with | ow powered propul sion jets, and have a pair of
accordion-like sleeves at the upper end for the operator's arns. Normally,
however, you keep your hands drawn inside the suit, working the manua
controls in front of your chest.

As soon as |'d settled down inside ny very exclusive spacecraft,
swi tched on power and checked the gauges on the tiny instrument panel. There's

a magic word, "FORB," that you'll often hear spacenen nmutter as they clinb
into their suits; it remnds themto test fuel, oxygen, radio, batteries. Al
nmy needl es were well in the safety zone, so | |owered the transparent

hem sphere over ny head and seal ed nyself in. For a short trip like this,



did not bother to check the suit's internal |ockers, which were used to carry
food and special equiprment for extended m ssions.

As the conveyor belt decanted ne into the air lock, | felt like an Indian
papoose being carried along on its mother's back. Then the punps brought the
pressure down to zero, the outer door opened, and the last traces of air swept
me out into the stars, turning very slowy head over heels.

The station was only a dozen feet away, yet | was now an i ndependent
planet—a little world of my own. | was sealed up in a tiny, nobile cylinder
with a superb view of the entire Universe, but | had practically no freedom of
nmoverent inside the suit. The padded seat and safety belts prevented ne from
turning around, though | could reach all the controls and | ockers with ny
hands or feet.

In space, the great eneny is the sun, which can blast you to blindness in
seconds. Very cautiously, | opened up the dark filters on the "night" side of
my suit, and turned ny head to |l ook out at the stars. At the sane tinme |
switched the helmet's external sunshade to automatic, so that whichever way
the suit gyrated ny eyes would be shielded fromthat intolerable glare.

Presently, | found nmy target—a bright fleck of silver whose netallic glint
di stinguished it clearly fromthe surrounding stars. | stanped on the
jet-control pedal, and felt the mld surge of acceleration as the | ow powered
rockets set me noving away fromthe station. After ten seconds of steady
thrust, | estimated that ny speed was great enough, and cut off the drive. It
woul d take ne five mnutes to coast the rest of the way, and not nuch | onger
to return with ny sal vage

And it was at that nonment, as | |aunched nyself out into the abyss, that |
knew t hat sonet hing was horribly wong.

It is never conpletely silent inside a space suit; you can always hear the
gentl e hiss of oxygen, the faint whirr of fans and notors, the susurration of
your own breathi ng—even, if you listen carefully enough, the rhythm c thunp
that is the pounding of your heart. These sounds reverberate through the suit,
unable to escape into the surrounding void; they are the unnoticed background
of life in space, for you are aware of them only when they change.

They had changed now, to them had been added a sound which | could not
identify. It was an intermittent, nuffled thudding, sometines acconpanied by a
scrapi ng noi se, as of metal upon netal

| froze instantly, holding ny breath and trying to | ocate the alien sound
with ny ears. The meters on the control board gave no clues; all the needles
were rock-steady on their scales, and there were none of the flickering red
lights that would warn of inpending disaster. That was some confort, but not
much. | had long ago learned to trust my instincts in such matters; their
al arm signals were flashing now, telling me to return to the station before it
was too |ate.

Even now, | do not like to recall those next few mnutes, as panic slowy
flooded into ny mind like a rising tide, overwhelm ng the dans of reason and
| ogi ¢ which every man nmust erect against the nystery of the Universe. | knew

then what it was like to face insanity; no other explanation fitted the facts.
For it was no | onger possible to pretend that the noise dis-

turbing me was that of sone faulty mechanism Though | was in utter

i solation, far fromany other human being or indeed any material object, | was

not al one. The soundl ess void was bringing to nmy ears the faint but

unm st akable stirrings of life.

In that first, heart-freezing noment it seened that sonething was trying
to get into ny suit-sonething invisible, seeking shelter fromthe cruel and
pitiless vacuum of space. | whirled madly in ny harness, scanning the entire
sphere of vision around nme except for the blazing, forbidden cone toward the
sun. There was nothing there, of course. There could not be—yet that
pur poseful scrabbling was clearer than ever

Despite the nonsense that has been witten about us, it is not true that
spacenmen are superstitious. But can you blame nme if, as | cane to the end of
| ogic's resources, | suddenly renenbered how Bernie Sumrers had di ed, no



farther fromthe station than | was at this very nonent?

It was one of those "inpossible" accidents; it always is. Three things had
gone wong at once. Bernie's oxygen regulator had run wild and sent the
pressure soaring, the safety valve had failed to blow-and a faulty joint had
given way instead. In a fraction of a second, his suit was open to space.

| had never known Bernie, but suddenly his fate becanme of overwhel m ng
i mportance to me—for a horrible idea had conme into ny mnd. One does not talk
about these things, but a damaged space suit is too valuable to be thrown
away, even if it has killed its wearer. It is repaired, renunbered—and issued
to soneone el se.

VWhat happens to the soul of a nman who di es between the stars, far fromhis
native world? Are you still here, Bernie, clinging to the | ast object that
i nked you to your |ost and di stant hone?

As | fought the nightmares that were swirling around me—for now it seened
that the scratchings and soft runblings were coning fromall directions—there
was one | ast hope to which I clung. For the sake of my sanity, | had to prove
t hat

this wasn't Bernie's suit—that the metal walls so closely wapped around
nme had never been another nman's coffin.

It took ne several tries before I could press the right button and swtch
my transmitter to the emergency wave length. "Station!" | gasped. "I'min
trouble! Get records to check ny suit history and—=

I never finished; they say ny yell wecked the m crophone. But what nan
alone in the absolute isolation of a space suit would not have yell ed when
somet hing patted himsoftly on the back of the neck?

I must have lunged forward, despite the safety harness, and smashed
agai nst the upper edge of the control panel. Wen the rescue squad reached ne
a fewmnutes later, | was still unconscious, with an angry bruise across ny
f or ehead.

And so | was the last person in the whole satellite relay systemto know
what had happened. When | came to ny senses an hour later, all our nedica
staff was gathered around my bed, but it was quite a while before the doctors
bothered to | ook at me. They were nuch too busy playing with the three cute
little kittens our badly m snamed Tormy had been rearing in the seclusion of
nmy space suit's Nunber Five Storage Locker

Dal | as February
1958
Bef or e Eden

Li ke "I Remember Babylon," this was intended as a cautionary tale, though, as
usual, Wells was the first to warn of planetary contam nation in The War of
the Worl ds.

Today, there is an international comittee (CETEX) studying the subject,
NASA has a "Planetary Quarantine" officer on its headquarters staff, and Sir
Bernard Lovell castigates the Russians for dropping unsterilized probes on
Venus.

The USSR has since clainmed that its first Venus |ander was properly
sterilized. If it is wong, the events in this story may al ready have
happened.

"I guess," said Jerry Garfield, cutting the engines, "that this is the end
of the line." Wth a gentle sigh, the underjets faded out; deprived of its air
cushion, the scout car Ranbling Weck settled down upon the tw sted rocks of
t he Hesperian Pl at eau.

There was no way forward; on neither its jets nor its tractors could
S.5—+to0 give the Weck its official name—scal e the escarpment that |ay ahead.



The South Pole of Venus was only thirty mles away, but it m ght have been on
anot her planet. They woul d have to turn back, and retrace their
four-hundred-nmile journey through this nightnmare | andscape.

The weat her was fantastically clear, with visibility of alnmost a thousand
yards. There was no need of radar to show the cliffs ahead; for once, the
naked eye was good enough. The green auroral light, filtering down through
clouds that had rolled unbroken for a mllion years, gave the scene an
underwat er appearance, and the way in which all distant ob-

jects blurred into the haze added to the inpression. Sometines it was easy to
beli eve that they were driving across a shallow sea bed, and nore than once
Jerry had i magi ned that he had seen fish floating overhead.

"Shall | call the ship, and say we're turning back?" he asked.

"Not yet," said Dr. Hutchins. "I want to think."

Jerry shot an appealing glance at the third nenber of the crew, but found
no nmoral support there. Col eman was just as bad; although the two nen argued
furiously half the tinme, they were both scientists and therefore, in the
opi ni on of a hardheaded engi neer-navi gator, not wholly responsible citizens.
If Cole and Hutch had bright ideas about going forward, there was nothing he
could do except register a protest.

Hut chi ns was paci ng back and forth in the tiny cabin, studying charts and
instruments. Presently he swng the car's searchlight toward the cliffs, and
began to examine themcarefully w th binoculars. Surely, thought Jerry, he
doesn't expect ne to drive up there! S.5 was a hover-track, not a nountain
goat . .
Abruptly, Hutchins found sonething. He released his breath in a sudden
expl osi ve gasp, then turned to Col eman.

"Look!" he said, his voice full of excitement. "Just to the left of that
bl ack mark! Tell me what you see.”

He handed over the glasses, and it was Coleman's turn to stare.

"Well |I'mdamed," he said at length. "You were right. There are rivers on
Venus. That's a dried-up waterfall."

"So you owe ne one dinner at the Bel Gourmet when we get back to
Canbri dge. Wth chanpagne."

"No need to remind nme. Anyway, it's cheap at the price. But this stil
| eaves your other theories strictly on the crackpot |evel."

"Just a minute," interjected Jerry. "Wiat's all this about rivers and
wat erfall s? Everyone knows they can't exist on Venus. It never gets cold
enough on this steam bath of a planet for the clouds to condense."

"Have you | ooked at the thernonmeter |ately?" asked Hutchins with deceptive
m | dness.

"I've been slightly too busy driving."

"Then |'ve news for you. It's down to two hundred and thirty, and stil
falling. Don't forget—we're alnost at the Pole, it's wintertime, and we're
sixty thousand feet above the |low ands. Al this adds up to a distinct nipin
the air. If the tenperature drops a few nore degrees, we'll have rain. The
water will be boiling, of course—but it will be water. And though George won't
admt it yet, this puts Venus in a conpletely different light."

"Why?" asked Jerry, though he had al ready guessed.

"Where there's water, there may be life. W' ve been in too much of a hurry
to assume that Venus is sterile, nerely because the average tenperature's over
five hundred degrees. It's a lot colder here, and that's why |'ve been so
anxious to get to the Pole. There are | akes up here in the highlands, and
want to | ook at them™

"But boiling water!" protested Col eman. "Nothing could live in that!"

"There are algae that manage it on earth. And if we've | earned one thing
since we started exploring the planets, it's this: wherever life has the
slightest chance of surviving, you'll find it. This is the only chance it's
ever had on Venus."

"I wish we could test your theory. But you can see for yourself—-we can't
go up that cliff."



"Perhaps not in the car. But it won't be too difficult to clinb those
rocks, even wearing thernosuits. All we need do is walk a fewmles toward the
Pol e; according to the radar maps, it's fairly |level once you' re over the rim
W coul d nanage i n—eh, twelve hours at the nost. Each of us has been out for
| onger than that, in nuch worse conditions."

That was perfectly true. Protective clothing that had been designed to
keep nen alive in the Venusian | ow ands woul d have an easy job here, where it
was only a hundred degrees hotter than Death Valley in nidsunmer.

"Well," said Col eman, "you know the regul ations. You can't

go by yoursel f, and sonmeone has to stay here to keep contact with the ship.
How do we settle it this tinme—hess or cards?"

"Chess takes too long," said Hutchins, "especially when you two play it."
He reached into the chart table and produced a well-worn pack. "Cut them
Jerry."

"Ten of spades. Hope you can beat it, George."

"So do |I. Damm—enly five of clubs. Wll, give ny regards to the
Venusi ans. "

Despite Hutchins' assurance, it was hard work clinbing the escarpnent. The
sl ope was not too steep, but the weight of oxygen gear, refrigerated
thernosuit, and scientific equipment canme to nore than a hundred pounds per
man. The | ower gravity—thirteen per cent weaker than Earth's—gave a little
hel p, but not much, as they toiled up screes, rested on | edges to regain
breath, and then cl anbered on again through the submarine twilight. The
eneral d gl ow that washed around them was brighter than that of the full Moon
on Earth. A noon woul d have been wasted on Venus, Jerry told hinself; it could
never have been seen fromthe surface, there were no oceans for it to rul e—and
the incessant aurora was a far nore constant source of |ight.

They had clinbed nore than two thousand feet before the ground | evel ed out
into a gentle slope, scarred here and there by channels that had clearly been
cut by running water. After a little searching, they cane across a gulley w de
and deep enough to nerit the nane of river bed, and started to walk along it.

"I"ve just thought of something,"” said Jerry after they had traveled a few

hundred yards. "Suppose there's a stormup ahead of us? | don't feel like
facing a tidal wave of boiling water."
"If there's a storm"” replied Hutchins a little inpatiently, "we'll hear

it. There'll be plenty of time to reach high ground.™

He was undoubtedly right, but Jerry felt no happier as they continued to
climb the gently shel ving watercourse. H s uneasi ness had been grow ng ever
since they had passed over
the brow of the cliff and had |ost radio contact with the scout car. In this
day and age, to be out of touch with one's fellow nen was a uni que and
unsettling experience. It had never happened to Jerry before in all his life;
even aboard the Morning Star, when they were a hundred mllion mles from
Earth, he could always send a nessage to his famly and get a reply back
within mnutes. But now, a few yards of rock had cut himoff fromthe rest of
manki nd; if anything happened to them here, no one woul d ever know, unless
some | ater expedition found their bodies. George would wait for the agreed
nunber of hours; then he would head back to the ship—al one. | guess |'m not
really the pioneering type, Jerry told hinmself. | like running conplicated
machi nes, and that's how | got involved in space flight. But | never stopped
to think where it would lead, and nowit's too late to change ny m nd.

They had travel ed perhaps three nmles toward the Pole, follow ng the
nmeanders of the river bed, when Hutchins stopped to make observati ons and

coll ect specimens. "Still getting colder!” he said. "The tenperature's down to
one hundred and ninety-nine. That's far and away the | owest ever recorded on
Venus. | wish we could call George and | et him know "

Jerry tried all the wave bands; he even attenpted to raise the ship—the
unpr edi ct abl e ups and downs of the planet's ionosphere sometinmes made such
| ong-di stance reception possi bl e—but there was not a whisper of a carrier wave
above the roar and crackle of the Venusian thunderstorns.



"This is even better," said Hutchins, and now there was real excitenment in
his voi ce. "The oxygen concentration's way up—fifteen parts in a mllion. It
was only five back at the car, and down in the | owl ands you can scarcely
detect it."

"But fifteen in a mllion!" protested Jerry. "Nothing could breathe that!"

"You' ve got hold of the wong end of the stick," Hutchins expl ai ned.
"Not hi ng does breathe it. Sonmething makes it. Wiere do you think Earth's
oxygen cones fron? It's all pro-

duced by life—-by growing plants. Before there were plants on Earth, our
at nosphere was just like this one—a ness of carbon di oxi de and anmoni a and
nmet hane. Then vegetation evol ved, and slowy converted the atnosphere into
somet hing that animals could breathe.™

"I see," said Jerry, "and you think that the sane process has just started
her e?"

"It looks like it. Something not far fromhere is produci ng oxygen—and
plant life is the sinplest explanation."

"And where there are plants,” nused Jerry, "l suppose you'll have ani nal s,
sooner or |ater."

"Yes," said Hutchins, packing his gear and starting up the gulley, "though
it takes a few hundred mllion years. W may be too soon—but | hope not."

"That's all very well," Jerry answered. "But suppose we meet sonething
that doesn't |ike us? W' ve no weapons."

Hut chi ns gave a snort of disgust.

"And we don't need them Have you stopped to think what we | ook Iike? Any
animal would run a mle at the sight of us."

There was sone truth in that. The reflecting nmetal foil of their
thernmosuits covered them fromhead to foot like flexible, glittering arnor. No
i nsects had nore el aborate antennas than those nmounted on their helnmets and
back packs, and the w de | enses through which they stared out at the world
| ooked i ke blank yet nmonstrous eyes. Yes, there were few animals on Earth
that would stop to argue with such apparitions; but any Venusi ans ni ght have
different ideas.

Jerry was still mulling this over when they cane upon the | ake. Even at
that first glinpse, it made himthink not of the life they were seeking, but
of death. Like a black mirror, it lay anid a fold of the hills; its far edge
was hidden in the eternal mst, and ghostly colums of vapor swirled and
danced upon its surface. Al it needed, Jerry told hinmself, was Charon's ferry
waiting to take themto the other side—er the Swan of Tuonel a sw nmi ng
maj estically back and forth as it guarded the entrance to the Underworl d.

Yet for all this, it was a mracle—the first free water that men had ever
found on Venus. Hutchins was already on his knees, alnmpst in an attitude of
prayer. But he was only collecting drops of the precious liquid to exani ne
t hrough hi s pocket m croscope.

"Anyt hi ng there?" asked Jerry anxiously.

Hut chi ns shook his head.

"If thereis, it's too small to see with this instrument. I'Il tell you
nore when we're back at the ship." He sealed a test tube and placed it in his
collecting bag, as tenderly as any prospector who had just found a nugget
laced with gold. It mght be—+t probably was—nothing nore than plain water.
But it might also be a universe of unknown, living creatures on the first
stage of their billion-year journey to intelligence.

Hut chi ns had wal ked no nmore than a dozen yards al ong the edge of the | ake
when he stopped again, so suddenly that Garfield nearly collided with him

"What's the matter?" Jerry asked. "Seen sonet hi ng?"

"That dark patch of rock over there. | noticed it before we stopped at the
| ake. "

"What about it? It |ooks ordinary enough to ne."

"/ think it's grown bigger."

Al hislife, Jerry was to renenber this nmonent. Sonehow he never doubted



Hut chins' statenent; by this time he could believe anything, even that rocks
could grow. The sense of isolation and nystery, the presence of that dark and
broodi ng | ake, the never-ceasing runble of distant stornms and the green
flickering of the aurora—all these had done something to his mnd, had
prepared it to face the incredible. Yet he felt no fear; that would cone

| ater.

He | ooked at the rock. It was about five hundred feet away, as far as he
could estimate. In this dim enerald light it was hard to judge di stances or
di nensi ons. The rock—er whatever it was—seened to be a horizontal slab of
al nost black material, lying near the crest of a lowridge. There was a
second, much snmaller, patch of simlar material near it; Jerry tried

to neasure and nmenorize the gap between them so that he would have sone
yardstick to detect any change.

Even when he saw that the gap was slowy shrinking, he still felt no
alarmenly a puzzled excitenment. Not until it had vani shed conpletely, and he
realized how his eyes had tricked him did that awful feeling of helpless
terror strike into his heart.

Here were no growi ng or noving rocks. Wat they were watching was a dark
tide, a crawing carpet, sweeping slowy but inexorably toward them over the
top of the ridge.

The nonent of sheer, unreasoning panic lasted, nercifully, no nore than a
few seconds. Garfield s first terror began to fade as soon as he recognized
its cause. For that advancing tide had remnded him all too vividly, of a
story he had read many years ago about the armnmy ants of the Amazon, and the
way in which they destroyed everything in their path.

But whatever this tide mght be, it was noving too slowy to be a rea
danger, unless it cut off their line of retreat. Hutchins was staring at it
intently through their only pair of binoculars; he was the biologist, and he
was hol ding his ground. No point in making a fool of nyself, thought Jerry, by
running like a scalded cat, if it isn't necessary.

"For heaven's sake," he said at |ast, when the noving carpet was only a
hundred yards away and Hutchins had not uttered a word or stirred a nuscle.
"What is it?"

Hut chins slowWy unfroze, like a statue coming to life.
"Sorry," he said. "lI'd forgotten all about you. It's a plant, of course.
At |east, | suppose we'd better call it that."

"But it's noving!"

"Why should that surprise you? So do terrestrial plants. Ever seen
speeded-up nmovies of ivy in action?"

"That still stays in one place—+t doesn't crawl all over the | andscape.”

"Then what about the plankton plants of the sea? They can swi m when t hey
have to."

Jerry gave up; in any case, the approachi ng wonder had robbed hi m of
wor ds.

He still thought of the thing as a carpet—a deep-pile one, raveled into
tassels at the edges. It varied in thickness as it noved; in sone parts it was
a nere film in others, it heaped up to a depth of a foot or nore. As it cane
cl oser and he could see its texture, Jerry was rem nded of black velvet. He
wondered what it felt Iike to the touch, then remenbered that it would burn
his fingers even if it did nothing else to them He found hinmself thinking, in
the Iight headed nervous reaction that often follows a sudden shock: "If there
are any Venu-sians, we'll never be able to shake hands with them They'd burn
us, and we'd give themfrostbhite."

So far, the thing had shown no signs that it was aware of their presence.
It had nmerely flowed forward like the nindless tide that it alnbst certainly
was. Apart fromthe fact that it clinbed over small obstacles, it might have
been an advancing fl ood of water.

And then, when it was only ten feet away, the velvet tide checked itself.
On the right and the left, it still flowed forward; but dead ahead it sl owed
to a halt.



"We're being encircled,"” said Jerry anxiously. "Better fall back, unti
we're sure it's harnless.”

To his relief, Hutchins stepped back at once. After a brief hesitation
the creature resunmed its slow advance and the dent in its front line
st rai ght ened out .

Then Hut chi ns stepped forward agai n—and the thing slowy withdrew. Half a
dozen times the biologist advanced, only to retreat again, and each time the
living tide ebbed and flowed in synchronismw th his novements. | never
i magi ned, Jerry told hinself, that 1'd live to see a nan waltzing with a
pl ant . .
"Ther mophobi a," said Hutchins. "Purely automatic reaction. It doesn't |ike
our heat."

"Qur heat!" protested Jerry. "Wiy, we're living icicles by conparison.”

"Of course—but our suits aren't, and that's all it knows about."

Stupid of ne, thought Jerry. \When you were snug and coo

i nside your thernmosuit, it was easy to forget that the refrigeration unit on
your back was punping a blast of heat out into the surrounding air. No wonder
t he Venusi an pl ant had shied away. .

"Let's see howit reacts to light," said Hutchins. He switched on his
chest lanmp, and the green auroral glow was instantly bani shed by the flood of
pure white radiance. Until man had cone to this planet, no white Iight had
ever shone upon the surface of Venus, even by day. As in the seas of Earth,
there was only a green twlight, deepening slowy to utter darkness.

The transformati on was so stunning that neither man could check a cry of
astoni shment. CGone in a flash was the deep, sonber black of the thick-piled
vel vet carpet at their feet. Instead, as far as their lights carried, lay a
bl azi ng pattern of glorious, vivid reds, laced with streaks of gold. No
Persian prince could ever have comranded so opul ent a tapestry fromhis
weavers, yet this was the accidental product of biological forces. Indeed,
until they had switched on their floods, these superb colors had not even
exi sted, and they woul d vani sh once nore when the alien Ilight of Earth ceased
to conjure theminto being.

"Ti kov was right," murrmured Hutchins. "I w sh he could have known."

"Ri ght about what ?" asked Jerry, though it seenmed al nost a sacrilege to
speak in the presence of such |oveliness.

"Back in Russia, fifty years ago, he found that plants living in very cold
climates tended to be blue and violet, while those fromhot ones were red or
orange. He predicted that the Martian vegetation would be violet, and said
that if there were plants on Venus they'd be red. Well, he was right on both
counts. But we can't stand here all day-we've work to do."

"You're sure it's quite safe?" asked Jerry, some of his caution
reasserting itself.

"Absol utel y—t can't touch our suits even if it wants to. Anyway, it's
nmovi ng past us."

That was true. They could see now that the entire creature —f it was a
single plant, and not a col ony—overed a roughly

circul ar area about a hundred yards across. It was sweepi ng over the ground,
as the shadow of a cloud noves before the wi nd—and where it had rested, the
rocks were pitted with i nnunmerable tiny holes that m ght have been etched by
aci d.

"Yes," said Hutchins, when Jerry remarked about this. "That's how sone
lichens feed; they secrete acids that dissolve rock. But no questions,
pl ease—ot till we get back to the ship. |I've several lifetimes' work here,
and a couple of hours to do it in."

This was botany on the run. . . . The sensitive edge of the huge
pl ant-thing could nove with surprising speed when it tried to evade them It
was as if they were dealing with an animated fl apjack, an acre in extent.
There was no reacti on—apart fromthe automati c avoi dance of their exhaust
heat —when Hut chi ns sni pped sanmpl es or took probes. The creature fl owed
steadily onward over hills and valleys, guided by sone strange vegetabl e



instinct. Perhaps it was follow ng sone vein of nmineral; the geologists could
deci de that, when they analyzed the rock sanples that Hutchins had collected
both before and after the passage of the living tapestry.

There was scarcely time to think or even to frane the countl ess questions
that their discovery had rai sed. Presumably these creatures nust be fairly
common, for themto have found one so quickly. How did they reproduce? By
shoots, spores, fission, or sone other neans? \Where did they get their energy?
What relatives, rivals, or parasites did they have? This could not be the only
formof life on Venus—+the very idea was absurd, for if you had one species,
you must have thousands.

Sheer hunger and fatigue forced themto a halt at last. The creature they
were studying could eat its way around Venus —though Hutchins believed that it
never went very far fromthe | ake, because fromtine to tinme it approached the
water and inserted a long, tubelike tendril into it—but the animals from Earth
had to rest.

It was a great relief to inflate the pressurized tent, clinmb in through
the air lock, and strip off their thernosuits. For

the first time, as they relaxed inside their tiny plastic henisphere, the
true wonder and inportance of the discovery forced itself upon their mnds.
This world around them was no | onger the sane; Venus was no | onger dead—t had
joined Earth and Mars.

For life called to life, across the gulfs of space. Everything that grew
or noved upon the face of any planet was a portent, a prom se that Man was not
alone in this Universe of blazing suns and swirling nebulae. If as yet he had
found no conpani ons with whom he coul d speak, that was only to be expected,
for the light-years and the ages still stretched before him waiting to be
expl ored. Meanwhile, he nmust guard and cherish the |life he found, whether it
be upon Earth or Mars or Venus.

So Graham Hut chins, the happiest biologist in the Solar System told
hi nsel f as he helped Garfield collect their refuse and seal it into a plastic
di sposal bag. When they deflated the tent and started on the honeward journey,
there was no sign of the creature they had been exam ning. That was just as
wel | ; they mi ght have been tenpted to linger for nore experinments, and al ready
it was getting unconfortably close to their deadline.

No matter; in a few nonths they would be back with a team of assistants,
far nore adequately equi pped and with the eyes of the world upon them
Evol ution had | abored for a billion years to make this meeting possible; it
could wait a little |onger

For a while nothing noved in the greenly glimering, jog-bound |andscape;
it was deserted by man and crimnmson carpet alike. Then, flow ng over the
wi nd-carved hills, the creature reappeared. O perhaps it was another of the
same strange species; no one would ever know.

It flowed past the little cairn of stones where Hutchins and Garfield had
buried their wastes. And then it stopped.

It was not puzzled, for it had no mind. But the chem cal urges that drove
it relentlessly over the polar plateau were
crying: Here, here! Somewhere close at hand was the nost precious of all the
foods it needed—phosphorous, the el enment without which the spark of life could
never ignite. It began to nuzzle the rocks, to ooze into the cracks and
crannies, to scratch and scrabble with probing tendrils. Nothing that it did
was beyond the capacity of any plant or tree on Earth—but it noved a thousand
times nore quickly, requiring only mnutes to reach its goal and pierce
t hrough the plastic film

And then it feasted, on food nore concentrated than any it had ever known.
It absorbed the carbohydrates and the proteins and the phosphates, the
nicotine fromthe cigarette ends, the cellulose fromthe paper cups and
spoons. All these it broke down and assimlated into its strange body, w thout
difficulty and without harm

Li kewi se it absorbed a whol e m crocosnos of living creatures—the bacteria



and viruses which, upon an ol der planet, had evolved into a thousand deadly
strains. Though only a very few could survive in this heat and this
at nosphere, they were sufficient. As the carpet craw ed back to the |ake, it
carried contagion to all its world.
Even as the Mdrning Star set course for her distant home, Venus was dyi ng.
The films and phot ographs and speci mens that Hutchins was carrying in triunph
were nore precious even than he knew. They were the only record that would
ever exist of life's third attenpt to gain a foothold in the Sol ar System
Beneat h the clouds of Venus, the story of Creation was ended.

Col onbo May
1960
Superiority
Students of World War Il will recognize the inspiration of this story. | hope
that no one will be put off by the fact that it has been required reading for

an M1.T. engineering course.

In making this statement—which | do of my own free will—I wish first to nake
it perfectly clear that | amnot in any way trying to gain synpathy, nor do
expect any mitigation of whatever sentence the Court may pronounce. | am

witing this in an attenpt to refute some of the Iying reports broad-cast over
the prison radio and published in the papers | have been allowed to see. These
have given an entirely false picture of the true cause of our defeat, and as
the | eader of ny race's arnmed forces at the cessation of hostilities | feel it
my duty to protest against such |libels upon those who served under ne.

| also hope that this statenent may explain the reasons for the
application | have twice made to the Court, and will nowind\ice it to grant a
favor for which | can see no possible grounds of refusal

The ultimate cause of our failure was a sinple one: despite all statenments
to the contrary, it was not due to |lack of bravery on the part of our men, or
to any fault of the Fleet's. W were defeated by one thing only-by the
i nferior science of our enemes. | repeat—by the inferior science of our
eneni es.

VWen the war opened we had no doubt of our ultimate victory. The conbi ned
fleets of our allies greatly exceeded in nunmber and armanment those which the
eneny coul d rnuster

against us, and in alnpost all branches of nilitary science we were their
superiors. W were sure that we could maintain this superiority. Qur belief
proved, alas, to be only too well founded.

At the opening of the war our nmain weapons were the | ong-range honing
torpedo, dirigible ball-lightning and the various nodifications of the Klydon
beam Every unit of the Fleet was equipped with these, and though the eneny
possessed simlar weapons their installations were generally of |esser power.
Mor eover, we had behind us a far greater nmilitary Research Organization, and
with this initial advantage we could not possibly | ose.

The canpai gn proceeded according to plan until the Battle of the Five
Suns. W won this, of course, but the opposition proved stronger than we had
expected. It was realized that victory mght be nmore difficult, and nore
del ayed, than had first been imagi ned. A conference of supreme comuanders was
therefore called to discuss our future strategy.

Present for the first time at one of our war conferences was
Pr of essor- General Norden, the new Chief of the Research Staff, who had just
been appointed to fill the gap left by the death of Malvar, our greatest
scientist. Mlvar's | eadership had been responsible, nore than any ot her
single factor, for the efficiency and power of our weapons. His |loss was a



very serious blow, but no one doubted the brilliance of his successor—though
many of us disputed the wi sdom of appointing a theoretical scientist to fill a
post of such vital inportance. But we had been overrul ed.

| can well renmenber the inpression Norden nmade at that conference. The
mlitary advisers were worried, and as usual turned to the scientists for
hel p. Wuld it be possible to inmprove our existing weapons, they asked, so
t hat our present advantage could be increased still further?

Norden's reply was quite unexpected. Ml var had often been asked such a
guesti on—and he had al ways done what we request ed.

"Frankly, gentlemen," said Norden, "I doubt it. Qur exist-

i ng weapons have practically reached finality. I don't wish to criticize ny
predecessor, or the excellent work done by the Research Staff in the last few
generations, but do you realize that there has been no basic change in
armanents for over a century? It is, | amafraid, the result of a tradition
t hat has become conservative. For too |long, the Research Staff has devoted
itself to perfecting old weapons instead of devel oping new ones. It is
fortunate for us that our opponents have been no wi ser: we cannot assune that
this will always be so."

Norden's words | eft an unconfortable inpression, as he had no doubt
i ntended. He quickly pressed honme the attack

"What we want are new weapons—weapons totally different fromany that have
been enpl oyed before. Such weapons can be made: it will take time, of course,
but since assumi ng charge | have replaced sone of the older scientists by
young nen and have directed research into several unexplored fields which show
great promise. | believe, in fact, that a revolution in warfare may soon be
upon us."

We were skeptical. There was a bonmbastic tone in Norden's voice that made
us suspicious of his clainms. W did not know, then, that he never prom sed
anyt hi ng that he had not already al nost perfected in the |aboratory. In the
| abor at ory—that was the operative phrase.

Norden proved his case less than a nonth |ater, when he denonstrated the
Sphere of Anni hilation, which produced conplete disintegration of matter over
a radius of several hundred neters. W were intoxicated by the power of the
new weapon, and were quite prepared to overl ook one fundamental defect—the
fact that it was a sphere and hence destroyed its rather conplicated
generating equi pment at the instant of formation. This neant, of course, that
it could not be used on warships but only on guided mssiles, and a great
program was started to convert all hom ng torpedoes to carry the new weapon.
For the time being all further offensives were suspended.

W realize nowthat this was our first mistake. | still think that it was
a natural one, for it seemed to us then that all our

exi sting weapons had becone obsol ete overnight, and we al ready regarded them
as alnmost primtive survivals. What we did not appreciate was the nagnitude of
the task we were attenpting, and the length of tine it would take to get the
revol uti onary super-weapon into battle. Nothing |ike this had happened for a
hundred years and we had no previ ous experience to guide us.

The conversion problem proved far nmore difficult than anticipated. A new
class of torpedo had to be designed, because the standard nodel was too small.
This meant in turn that only the | arger ships could | aunch the weapon, but we
were prepared to accept this penalty. After six nonths, the heavy units of the
Fl eet were being equi pped with the Sphere. Traini ng maneuvers and tests had
shown that it was operating satisfactorily and we were ready to take it into
action. Norden was al ready being hailed as the architect of victory, and had
hal f proni sed even nore spectacul ar weapons.

Then two things happened. One of our battl eshi ps di sappeared conpletely on
atraining flight, and an investigation showed that under certain conditions
the ship's long-range radar could trigger the Sphere imediately it had been
| aunched. The nodification needed to overcone this defect was trivial, but it
caused a delay of another nonth and was the source of rmuch bad feeling between
the naval staff and the scientists. W were ready for action agai n—when Norden



announced that the radius of effectiveness of the Sphere had now been
i ncreased by ten, thus multiplying by a thousand the chances of destroying an
eneny ship.

So the nodifications started all over again, but everyone agreed that the
delay would be worth it. Meanwhile, however, the eneny had been enbol dened by
t he absence of further attacks and had nmade an unexpected onsl aught. Qur ships
were short of torpedoes, since none had been coming fromthe factories, and
were forced to retire. So we |lost the systens of Kyrane and Fl oranus, and the
pl anetary fortress of Rhansandron

It was an annoyi ng but not a serious blow, for the recap-

tured systens had been unfriendly, and difficult to adm nister. W had no
doubt that we could restore the position in the near future, as soon as the
new weapon becane operati onal

These hopes were only partially fulfilled. When we renewed our offensive,
we had to do so with fewer of the Spheres of Annihilation than had been
pl anned, and this was one reason for our limted success. The other reason was
nore serious.

VWil e we had been equi pping as many of our ships as we could with the
irresistible weapon, the eneny had been building feverishly. H's ships were of
the old pattern with the ol d weapons—but they now out nunbered ours. \Wen we
went into action, we found that the nunbers ranged against us were often one
hundred per cent greater than expected, causing target confusion anong the
aut omati ¢ weapons and resulting in higher |osses than anticipated. The eneny

| osses were higher still, for once a Sphere had reached its objective,
destruction was certain, but the balance had not swng as far in our favor as
we had hoped.

Moreover, while the main fleets had been engaged, the enenmy had | aunched a
daring attack on the lightly held systens of Eriston, Duranus, Carnanidora and
Phar ani don—recapturing themall. W were thus faced with a threat only fifty
light-years fromour hone pl anets.

There was much recrimnation at the next neeting of the suprene
conmanders. Mst of the conplaints were addressed to Norden—& and Admira
Taxaris in particular maintaining that thanks to our adnmittedly irresistible
weapon we were now considerably worse off than before. W shoul d, he clai ned,
have continued to build conventional ships, thus preventing the | oss of our
nunerical superiority.

Norden was equal ly angry and call ed the naval staff ungrateful bunglers.
But | could tell that he was worried—as indeed we all were—by the unexpected
turn of events. He hinted that there m ght be a speedy way of renedying the
si tuation.

We now know t hat Research had been working on the

Battl e Anal yzer for many years, but, at the time, it came as a revelation to
us and perhaps we were too easily swept off our feet. Norden's argunent, also,
was seductively convincing. What did it matter, he said, if the eneny had
twi ce as many ships as we—f the efficiency of ours could be doubled or even
trebl ed? For decades the Iimting factor in warfare had been not nechani ca
but bi ol ogi cal +t had becone nore and nore difficult for any single mnd, or
group of minds, to cope with the rapidly changing conplexities of battle in
t hr ee- di mensi onal space. Norden's mat hemati ci ans had anal yzed sone of the
cl assi ¢ engagenents of the past, and had shown that even when we had been
victorious we had often operated our units at nmuch less than half of their
t heoretical efficiency.

The Battle Anal yzer woul d change all this by replacing the operations
staff with electronic calculators. The idea was not new, in theory, but unti
now it had been no nore than a Utopian dream Many of us found it difficult to
believe that it was still anything but a dream after we had run through
several very conplex dunmmy battles, however, we were convinced

It was decided to install the Analyzer in four of our heaviest ships, so
that each of the main fleets could be equipped with one. At this stage, the
troubl e began—+though we did not know it until |ater



The Anal yzer contained just short of a nmillion vacuum tubes and needed a
team of five hundred technicians to maintain and operate it. It was quite
i mpossi ble to acconmmodate the extra staff aboard a battleship, so each of the
four units had to be acconpanied by a converted liner to carry the technicians
not on duty. Installation was al so a very slow and tedi ous business, but by
gigantic efforts it was conpleted in six nonths.

Then, to our dismay, we were confronted by another crisis. Nearly five
t housand hi ghly skilled men had been selected to serve the Analyzers and had
been given an intensive course at the Technical Training Schools. At the end
of seven

nmont hs, ten per cent of them had had nervous breakdowns and only forty per
cent had qualified.

Once again, everyone started to bl anme everyone el se. Norden, of course
said that the Research Staff could not be held responsible, and so incurred
the enmty of the Personnel and Training Commands. It was finally decided that
the only thing to do was to use two instead of four Analyzers and to bring the
others into action as soon as nmen could be trained. There was little time to
| ose, for the eneny was still on the offensive and his norale was rising.

The first Analyzer fleet was ordered to recapture the systemof Eriston
On the way, by one of the hazards of war, the liner carrying the technicians
was struck by a roving mne. A warship would have survived, but the liner with
its irreplaceable cargo was totally destroyed. So the operation had to be
abandoned.

The ot her expedition was, at first, nore successful. There was no doubt at
all that the Analyzer fulfilled its designers' clainms, and the eneny was
heavily defeated in the first engagenents. He withdrew, |eaving us in
possessi on of Saphran, Leucon and Hexanerax. But his Intelligence Staff nust
have noted the change in our tactics and the inexplicable presence of a liner
in the heart of our battle Fleet. It nust have noted, also, that our first
Fl eet had been acconpanied by a simlar ship—and had wi thdrawn when it had
been destroyed.

In the next engagenent, the enemy used his superior nunbers to | aunch an
overwhel mi ng attack on the Analyzer ship and its unarmed consort. The attack
was made without regard to | osses—both ships were, of course, very heavily
protected—and it succeeded. The result was the virtual decapitation of the
Fl eet, since an effectual transfer to the old operational methods proved
i mpossi bl e. W di sengaged under heavy fire, and so lost all our gains and al so
the systens of Lornyia, |smarnus, Beronis, Al phanidon and Sideneus.

At this stage, Grand Admiral Taxaris expressed his disapproval of Norden
by conmitting suicide, and | assunmed suprenme comrand.

The situati on was now both serious and infuriating. Wth stubborn
conservati sm and conpl ete [ ack of imagination, the eneny continued to advance
with his ol d-fashioned and inefficient but now vastly nore nunerous ships. It
was galling to realize that if we had only continued building, wthout seeking
new weapons, we woul d have been in a far nore advantageous position. There
were many acri noni ous conferences at which Norden defended the scientists
whi |l e everyone el se blaned themfor all that had happened. The difficulty was
t hat Norden had proved every one of his clains: he had a perfect excuse for
all the disasters that had occurred. And we could not now turn back—the search
for an irresistible weapon must go on. At first it had been a | uxury that
woul d shorten the war. Now it was a necessity if we were to end it
vi ctoriously.

W were on the defensive, and so was Norden. He was nore than ever
determned to re-establish his prestige and that of the Research Staff. But we
had been twi ce disappointed, and woul d not nake the sanme m stake again. No
doubt Norden's twenty thousand scientists would produce many further weapons:
we woul d remai n uni npr essed.

W were wong. The final weapon was sonething so fantastic that even now
it seenms difficult to believe that it ever existed. Its innocent, nonconmitta
nane—fhe Exponential Field—gave no hint of its real potentialities. Some of



Nor den's mat hemati ci ans had di scovered it during a piece of entirely
theoretical research into the properties of space, and to everyone s great
surprise their results were found to be physically realizable.

It seens very difficult to explain the operation of the Field to the
| ayman. According to the technical description, it "produces an exponenti al
condition of space, so that a finite distance in normal, |inear space may
becorme infinite in pseudo-space." Norden gave an anal ogy which sonme of us
found useful. It was as if one took a flat disk of rubber—representing a
regi on of normal space—and then pulled its center out to infinity. The
circunference of the disk would be unaltered—but

its "dianeter"” would be infinite. That was the sort of thing the generator of
the Field did to the space around it.

As an exanpl e, suppose that a ship carrying the generator was surrounded
by a ring of hostile nmachines. If it switched on the Field, each of the eneny
ships would think that it—and the ships on the far side of the circl e-had
suddenly receded into nothi ngness. Yet the circunference of the circle would
be the sanme as before: only the journey to the center would be of infinite
duration, for as one proceeded, distances woul d appear to beconme greater and
greater as the "scal e" of space altered.

It was a nightmare condition, but a very useful one. Nothing could reach a
ship carrying the Field: it might be engl obed by an eneny fleet yet would be
as inaccessible as if it were at the other side of the Universe. Against this,
of course, it could not fight back w thout switching off the Field, but this
still left it at a very great advantage, not only in defense but in offense.
For a ship fitted with the Field could approach an eneny fleet undetected and
suddenly appear in its mdst.

This time there seemed to be no flaws in the new weapon. Needl ess to say,
we | ooked for all the possible objections before we conmtted oursel ves again.
Fortunately the equiprment was fairly sinple and did not require a |large
operating staff. After nuch debate, we decided to rush it into production, for
we realized that tine was running short and the war was goi hg agai nst us. W
had now | ost about the whole of our initial gains, and eneny forces had nade
several raids into our own Sol ar System

We nmanaged to hold off the eneny while the Fleet was re-equi pped and the
new battle techni qgues were worked out. To use the Field operationally it was
necessary to locate an eneny formation, set a course that would intercept it,
and then switch on the generator for the cal culated period of time. On
rel easing the Field agai n—+f the cal cul ati ons had been accurate—ene woul d be
in the eneny's mdst and could do great damage during the resulting confusion
retreating by the same route when necessary.

The first trial maneuvers proved satisfactory and the equi pnment seened
quite reliable. Nunerous nock attacks were made and the crews becane
accustoned to the new technique. | was on one of the test flights and can
vividly remenber mny inpressions as the Field was switched on. The ships around
us seemed to dwindle as if on the surface of an expandi ng bubble: in an
i nstant they had vani shed conpletely. So had the stars—but presently we could
see that the Galaxy was still visible as a faint band of |ight around the
ship. The virtual radius of our pseudo-space was not really infinite, but sone
hundred t housand |ight-years, and so the distance to the farthest stars of our
system had not been greatly increased—though the nearest had of course
total ly di sappear ed.

These traini ng maneuvers, however, had to be cancel ed before they were
conplete owing to a whole flock of minor technical troubles in various pieces
of equi pment, notably the communications circuits. These were annoyi ng, but
not inportant, though it was thought best to return to Base to clear themup

At that noment the eneny made what was obviously intended to be a decisive
attack against the fortress planet of Iton at the limts of our Solar System
The Fleet had to go into battle before repairs could be made.

The eneny must have believed that we had mastered the secret of
invisibility—as in a sense we had. Qur ships appeared suddenly out of nowhere



and inflicted trenendous damage—for a while. And then something quite
baf fling and i nexplicabl e happened.

I was in conmand of the flagship Hircania when the trouble started. W had
been operating as independent units, each agai nst assigned objectives. Qur
detectors observed an eneny formation at medi umrange and the navigating
of ficers nmeasured its distance with great accuracy. W set course and swi tched
on the generator.

The Exponential Field was rel eased at the nmonent when we shoul d have been
passi ng through the center of the eneny group. To our consternation, we
energed into normal space

at a distance of many hundred m | es—and when we found the eneny, he had
already found us. We retreated, and tried again. This time we were so far away
fromthe eneny that he located us first.

Qovi ously, something was seriously wong. W broke conmmuni cator sil ence
and tried to contact the other ships of the Fleet to see if they had
experienced the sanme trouble. Once again we failed—and this time the failure
was beyond all reason, for the communication equi pnment appeared to be working
perfectly. We could only assune, fantastic though it seened, that the rest of
the Fl eet had been destroyed.

| do not wish to describe the scenes when the scattered units of the Fleet
struggl ed back to Base. Qur casualties had actually been negligible, but the
ships were conpletely denoralized. Alnost all had | ost touch with one anot her
and had found that their rangi ng equi prment showed inexplicable errors. It was
obvi ous that the Exponential Field was the cause of the troubles, despite the
fact that they were only apparent when it was switched off.

The expl anation came too late to do us any good, and Norden's fina
di sconfiture was small consolation for the virtual |loss of the war. As | have
expl ai ned, the Field generators produced a radial distortion of space,

di stances appearing greater and greater as one approached the center of the
artificial pseudo-space. When the Field was switched off, conditions returned
to nornal

But not quite. It was never possible to restore the initial state exactly.
Switching the Field on and off was equivalent to an el ongati on and contraction
of the ship carrying the generator, but there was a hysteretic effect, as it
were, and the initial condition was never quite reproducible, owing to all the
t housands of el ectrical changes and novenents of nass aboard the ship while
the Field was on. These asymetries and distortions were cumul ative, and
t hough they sel dom anbunted to nore than a fraction of one per cent, that was
quite enough. It neant that the precision rangi ng equi pnent and the tuned
circuits in the conmunication apparatus were

thrown conpletely out of adjustnment. Any single ship could never detect the
change—enly when it conpared its equipnment with that of another vessel, or
tried to comunicate with it, could it tell what had happened.

It is inpossible to describe the resultant chaos. Not a single conponent
of one ship could be expected with certainty to work aboard another. The very
nuts and bolts were no | onger interchangeable, and the supply position becane
quite inpossible. Gven tine, we mght even have overcone these difficulties,
but the enemy ships were already attacking in thousands w th weapons whi ch now
seened centuries behind those that we had invented. Qur magnificent Fleet,

crippled by our own science, fought on as best it could until it was
overwhel med and forced to surrender. The ships fitted with the Field were
still invulnerable, but as fighting units they were al nost hel pl ess. Every

time they switched on their generators to escape from eneny attack, the
per manent distortion of their equi pnent increased. In a nonth, it was al
over.

This is the true story of our defeat, which | give without prejudice to ny
def ense before this Court. | make it, as | have said, to counteract the |libels
t hat have been circul ati ng agai nst the men who fought under ne, and to show
where the true blame for our msfortunes |ay.

Finally, mnmy request, which, as the Court will now realize, | nmake in no



frivol ous manner and which | hope will therefore be granted.

The Court will be aware that the conditions under which we are housed and
the constant surveillance to which we are subjected night and day are sonewhat
di stressing. Yet | amnot conplaining of this: nor do | conplain of the fact
that shortage of accommopdati on has made it necessary to house us in pairs.

But | cannot be held responsible for ny future actions if | am conpelled
any longer to share ny cell with Professor Norden, |late Chief of the Research
Staff of my armed forces.

London August
1948
A Valk in the Dark

Robert Armstrong had wal ked just over two miles, as far as he could judge,
when his torch failed. He stood still for a nonent, unable to believe that
such a msfortune could really have befallen him Then, half maddened with
rage, he hurled the useless instrunent away. It | anded somewhere in the

dar kness, disturbing the silence of this little world. A netallic echo cane
ringing back fromthe low hills: then all was quiet again.

This, thought Armstrong, was the ultinmate mi sfortune. Nothing nore could
happen to himnow. He was even able to laugh bitterly at his luck, and
resol ved never again to inmagine that the fickle goddess had ever favored him
Who woul d have believed that the only tractor at Canmp |V woul d have broken
down when he was just setting off for Port Sanderson? He recalled the frenzied
repair work, the relief when the second start had been made—and the fina
debacl e when the caterpillar track had jammed.

It was no use then regretting the | ateness of his departure: he could not
have foreseen these accidents, and it was still a good four hours before the
Canopus took off. He had to catch her, whatever happened; no other ship would
be touching at this world for another nonth.

Apart fromthe urgency of his business, four nore weeks on this
out - of -t he-way pl anet were unthi nkabl e.

There had been only one thing to do. It was lucky that Port Sanderson was
little nore than six niles fromthe canmp—not a great distance, even on foot.
He had had to | eave all his equi pment behind, but it could follow on the next
ship and he coul d manage without it. The road was poor, merely stanped out of
the rock by one of the Board's hundred-ton crushers, but there was no fear of
goi ng astray.

Even now, he was in no real danger, though he mght well be too late to
catch the ship. Progress would be slow, for he dare not risk | osing the road
in this region of canyons and enigmatic tunnels that had never been expl ored.
It was, of course, pitch-dark. Here at the edge of the Galaxy the stars were
so few and scattered that their |ight was negligible. The strange crinmson sun
of this lonely world would not rise for many hours, and although five of the
little noons were in the sky, they could barely be seen by the unai ded eye.
Not one of them could even cast a shadow

Armstrong was not the nman to bewail his luck for ong. He began to wal k
slowy along the road, feeling its texture with his feet. It was, he knew,
fairly strai ght except where it wound through Carver's Pass. He w shed he had
a stick or something to probe the way before him but he would have to rely
for guidance on the feel of the ground.

It was terribly slow at first, until he gai ned confidence. He had never
known how difficult it was to walk in a straight line. A though the feeble
stars gave himhis bearings, again and again he found hinmself stunbling anong
the virgin rocks at the edge of the crude roadway. He was traveling in | ong
zigzags that took himto alternate sides of the road. Then he would stub his
toes agai nst the bare rock and grope his way back onto the hard-packed surface



once agai n.

Presently it settled down to a routine. It was inpossible to estimate his
speed; he could only struggle al ong and hope for the best. There were four
mles to go—four niles and as

many hours. It should be easy enough, unless he lost his way. But he dared
not think of that.

Once he had nastered the technique he could afford the |uxury of thought.
He could not pretend that he was enjoying the experience, but he had been in
much worse positions before. As long as he renai ned on the road, he was
perfectly safe. He had been hoping that as his eyes becane adapted to the
starlight he would be able to see the way, but he now knew that the whol e
journey would be blind. The discovery gave hima vivid sense of his renoteness
fromthe heart of the Galaxy. On a night as clear as this, the skies of al nost
any other planet would have been blazing with stars. Here at this outpost of
t he Universe the sky held perhaps a hundred faintly gl eam ng points of |ight,
as useless as the five ridicul ous noons on which no one had ever bothered to
I and.

A slight change in the road interrupted his thoughts. Was there a curve
here, or had he veered off to the right again? He noved very slowy along the
invisible and ill-defined border. Yes, there was no mi stake: the road was
bending to the left. He tried to renmenber its appearance in the daytine, but
he had only seen it once before. Did this nean that he was nearing the Pass?
He hoped so, for the journey would then be half conpl eted.

He peered ahead into the bl ackness, but the ragged Iine of the horizon
told himnothing. Presently he found that the road had straightened itself
again and his spirits sank. The entrance to the Pass nust still be sone way
ahead: there were at least four mles to go.

Four m | es—how ridicul ous the di stance seenmed! How | ong would it take the
Canopus to travel four mles? He doubted if man coul d nmeasure so short an
interval of time. And how nmany trillions of miles had he, Robert Armnstrong,
traveled in his life? It nust have reached a staggering total by now, for in
the last twenty years he had scarcely stayed nore than a nonth at a time on
any single world. This very year, he had twi ce nade the crossing of the
Gal axy, and that was a notable journey even in these days of the phantom
drive.

He tripped over a | oose stone, and the jolt brought himback to reality.
It was no use, here, thinking of ships that could eat up the light-years. He
was facing Nature, with no weapons but his own strength and skill

It was strange that it took himso long to identify the real cause of his
uneasi ness. The last four weeks had been very full, and the rush of his
departure, coupled with the annoyance and anxi ety caused by the tractor's
br eakdowns, had driven everything else fromhis mnd. Mreover, he had al ways
prided hinself on his hardheadedness and | ack of inmagination. Until now, he
had forgotten all about that first evening at the Base, when the crews had
regaled himwith the usual tall yarns concocted for the benefit of newconers.

It was then that the old Base clerk had told the story of his wal k by
night from Port Sanderson to the canp, and of what had trailed himthrough
Carver's Pass, keeping always beyond the limt of his torchlight. Arnstrong,
who had heard such tales on a score of worlds, had paid it little attention at

the tine. This planet, after all, was known to be uninhabited. But |ogic could
not dispose of the matter as easily as that. Suppose, after all, there was
sone truth in the old man's fantastic tale . ?

It was not a pleasant thought, and Arnmstrong did not intend to brood upon
it. But he knewthat if he dismssed it out of hand it would continue to prey
on his mnd. The only way to conquer imaginary fears was to face them bol dly;
he woul d have to do that now

Hi s strongest argunent was the conplete barrenness of this world and its
utter desol ation, though against that one could set many counterargunments, as
i ndeed the old clerk had done. Man had only lived on this planet for twenty
years, and nuch of it was still unexplored. No one could deny that the tunnels



out in the wastel and were rather puzzling, but everyone believed themto be

vol cani ¢ vents. Though, of course, life often crept into such places. Wth a
shudder he renmenbered the giant polyps that had snared the first explorers of
Vargon I11.

It was all very inconclusive. Suppose, for the sake of argunent, one
granted the existence of life here. What of that?

The vast nmajority of life forms in the Universe were conpletely
indifferent to man. Some, of course, |ike the gas-beings of Al coran or the
roving wave-l attices of Shandal oon, could not even detect himbut passed
through or around himas if he did not exist. Gthers were merely inquisitive,
some enbarrassingly friendly. There were few i ndeed that would attack unl ess

pr ovoked.
Nevertheless, it was a grimpicture that the old stores clerk had painted.
Back in the warm well-lighted snoking room with the drinks going around, it

had been easy enough to laugh at it. But here in the darkness, mles from any
human settlenment, it was very different.

It was alnost a relief when he stunbled off the road again and had to
grope with his hands until he found it once nore. This seened a very rough
patch, and the road was scarcely distinguishable fromthe rocks around. In a
few m nutes, however, he was safely on his way again.

It was unpl easant to see how quickly his thoughts returned to the sane
di squi eting subject. Clearly it was worrying himnore than he cared to admt.

He drew consol ation fromone fact: it had been quite obvious that no one
at the Base had believed the old fellow s story. Their questions and banter
had proved that. At the tine, he had | aughed as loudly as any of them After
all, what was the evidence? A di mshape, just seen in the darkness, that m ght
wel I have been an oddly forned rock. And the curious clicking noise that had
so i npressed the ol d man—anyone coul d i magi ne such sounds at night if they
were sufficiently overwought. If it had been hostile, why hadn't the creature
cone any closer? "Because it was afraid of nmy light," the old chap had said.
Vel |, that was plausible enough: it would explain why nothing had ever been
seen in the daylight. Such a creature mght |ive underground, only energing at
ni ght —dam it, why was he taking the old idiot's ravings so

seriously! Arnmstrong got control of his thoughts again. If he went on this
way, he told hinself angrily, he would soon be seeing and hearing a whole
nmenageri e of nonsters.

There was, of course, one factor that disposed of the ridiculous story at
once. It was really very sinple; he felt sorry he hadn't thought of it before.
What woul d such a creature live on? There was not even a trace of vegetation
on the whole of the planet. He | aughed to think that the bogy could be
di sposed of so easily—and in the same instant felt annoyed with hinself for
not |aughing aloud. If he was so sure of his reasoning, why not whistle, or
sing, or do anything to keep up his spirits? He put the question fairly to
himsel f as a test of his nmanhood. Half-ashanmed, he had to admit that he was
still afraid-afraid because "there m ght be sonething in it, after all." But
at least his analysis had done hi msone good.

It woul d have been better if he had left it there, and remi ned
hal f -convinced by his argunent. But a part of his mnd was still busily trying
to break down his careful reasoning. It succeeded only too well, and when he
renenbered the plant-beings of Xantil Major the shock was so unpl easant that
he stopped dead in his tracks.

Now t he pl ant-beings of Xantil were not in any way horrible. They were in
fact extremely beautiful creatures. But what nmade them appear so distressing
now was the know edge that they could live for indefinite periods with no food
what soever. All the energy they needed for their strange lives they extracted
fromcosm c radi ati on—and that was al nost as i ntense here as anywhere else in
t he Uni verse.

He had scarcely thought of one exanple before others crowded into his nind
and he renenbered the life formon Trantor Beta, which was the only one known
capabl e of directly utilizing atom c energy. That too had lived on an utterly



barren world, very nuch like this.

Armstrong's mind was rapidly splitting into two distinct portions, each
trying to convince the other and neither wholly succeeding. He did not realize
how far his norale had gone until he found hinself holding his breath lest it
conceal any

sound fromthe darkness about him Angrily, he cleared his nmind of the
rubbi sh that had been gathering there and turned once nmore to the i medi ate
pr obl em

There was no doubt that the road was slowy rising, and the sil houette of
t he horizon seemed nuch higher in the sky. The road began to tw st, and
suddenly he was aware of great rocks on either side of him Soon only a narrow
ri bbon of sky was still visible, and the darkness became, if possible, even
nore intense.

Sonehow, he felt safer with the rock walls surrounding him it nmeant that
he was protected except in two directions. Also, the road had been | evel ed
nore carefully and it was easy to keep it. Best of all, he knew now that the
journey was nore than hal f conpl eted.

For a monent his spirits began to rise. Then, w th naddeni ng perversity,
his mnd went back into the old grooves again. He remenbered that it was on
the far side of Carver's Pass that the old clerk's adventure had taken
pl ace—+f it had ever happened at all

In half a mle, he would be out in the open again, out of the protection
of these sheltering rocks. The thought seened doubly horrible now and he
already felt a sense of nakedness. He could be attacked from any direction
and he would be utterly helpless. . . .

Until now, he had still retained sone self-control. Very resolutely he had
kept his mnd away fromthe one fact that gave some color to the old man's
tal e-the single piece of evidence that had stopped the banter in the crowded
room back at the canp and brought a sudden hush upon the conpany. Now, as
Armstrong's will weakened, he recalled again the words that had struck a
monentary chill even in the warmconfort of the Base buil di ng.

The little clerk had been very insistent on one point. He had never heard
any sound of pursuit fromthe di mshape sensed, rather than seen, at the limt
of his light. There was no scuffling of claws or hoofs on rock, nor even the
clatter of displaced stones. It was as if, so the old man had declared in

that sol etm manner of his, "as if the thing that was follow ng could see
perfectly in the darkness, and had many small |egs or pads so that it could
nmove swiftly and easily over the rocks —+ike a giant caterpillar or one of the
carpet-things of Kralkor I1."

Yet, although there had been no noise of pursuit, there had been one sound
that the old man had caught several tines. It was so unusual that its very
strangeness made it doubly ominous. It was a faint but horribly persistent
cl i cking.

The old fell ow had been able to describe it very vividl y—much too vividly
for Arnstrong's |iking now.

"Have you ever listened to a large insect crunching its prey?" he said.
"Well, it was just like that. | imagine that a crab makes exactly the sane
noise with its claws when it clashes themtogether. It was a—what's the
wor d?—a chi ti nous sound. "

At this point, Arnmstrong renenbered | aughing loudly. (Strange, how it was
all coming back to himnow. ) But no one el se had | aughed, though they had been
quick to do so earlier. Sensing the change of tone, he had sobered at once and
asked the old man to continue his story. How he wi shed now that he had stifled
his curiosity!

It had been quickly told. The next day, a party of skeptical technicians
had gone into the no nan's | and beyond Carver's Pass. They were not skeptica
enough to | eave their guns behind, but they had no cause to use them for they
found no trace of any living thing. There were the inevitable pits and
tunnels, glistening holes down which the |ight of the torches rebounded
endl essly until it was lost in the distance—but the planet was riddled with



t hem

Though the party found no sign of life, it discovered one thing it did not
like at all. Qut in the barren and unexplored | and beyond the Pass they had
conme upon an even larger tunnel than the rest. Near the nmouth of that tunne
was a massive rock, half enbedded in the ground. And the sides of that rock
had been worn away as if it had been used as an enormous whet st one.

No | ess than five of those present had seen this disturbing rock. None of
them could explain it satisfactorily as a natural formation, but they stil
refused to accept the old nman's story. Arnstrong had asked themif they had
ever put it to the test. There had been an unconfortable silence. Then big
Andr ew Har graves had said: "Hell, who' d walk out to the Pass at night just for
fun!" and had left it at that. Indeed, there was no other record of anyone
wal ki ng from Port Sanderson to the canp by night, or for that natter by day.
During the hours of light, no unprotected human being could live in the open
beneath the rays of the enormous, lurid sun that seermed to fill half the sky.
And no one would walk six mles, wearing radiation arnor, if the tractor was
avai | abl e.

Armstrong felt that he was | eaving the Pass. The rocks on either side were
falling away, and the road was no |l onger as firmand well packed as it had
been. He was coming out into the open plain once nore, and sonewhere not far
away in the darkness was that enigmatic pillar that m ght have been used for
shar peni ng nonstrous fangs or claws. It was not a reassuring thought, but he
could not get it out of his mind

Feeling distinctly worried now, Arnstrong nmade a great effort to pul
hi nsel f together. He would try to be rational again; he would think of
busi ness, the work he had done at the canp—anything but this infernal place.
For a while, he succeeded quite well. But presently, with a maddeni ng
persi stence, every train of thought came back to the same point. He could not
get out of his mnd the picture of that inexplicable rock and its appalling
possibilities. Over and over again he found hinmself wondering how far away it
was, whether he had already passed it, and whether it was on his right or his
left....

The ground was quite flat again, and the road drove on straight as an
arrow. There was one gl eam of consol ation: Port Sanderson could not be nmuch
nore than two miles away. Arnmstrong had no i dea how | ong he had been on the
road. Unfortunately his watch was not illum nated and he could only guess at
t he passage of tine. Wth any |uck, the Canopus

shoul d not take off for another two hours at |east. But he could not, be sure,
and now anot her fear began to enter his mnd—+the dread that he m ght see a
vast constellation of lights rising swiftly into the sky ahead, and know t hat
all this agony of m nd had been in vain.

He was not zigzagging so badly now, and seened to be able to anticipate
the edge of the road before stunmbling off it. It was probable, he cheered
hi nsel f by thinking, that he was traveling alnost as fast as if he had a
light. If all went well, he mght be nearing Port Sanderson in thirty
m nutes—a ridiculously small space of tine. How he would | augh at his fears
when he strolled into his already reserved stateroomin the Canopus, and felt
that peculiar quiver as the phantomdrive hurled the great ship far out of
this system back to the clustered star-clouds near the center of the
Gal axy—back toward Earth itself, which he had not seen for so many years. One
day, he told hinself, he really must visit Earth again. Al his |ife he had
been naki ng the prom se, but always there had been the same answer—tack of
time. Strange, wasn't it, that such a tiny planet should have played so
enornous a part in the devel opment of the Universe, should even have cone to
dom nate worlds far wiser and nore intelligent than itself!

Armstrong' s thoughts were harm ess again, and he felt calner. The
know edge that he was nearing Port Sanderson was i mensely reassuring, and he
deliberately kept his mind on famliar, uninmportant matters. Carver's Pass was
already far behind, and with it that thing he no | onger intended to recall
One day, if he ever returned to this world, he would visit the Pass in the



daytime and | augh at his fears. In twenty nminutes now, they would have joi ned
the ni ghtmares of his chil dhood.

It was al nost a shock, though one of the npbst pleasant he had ever known,
when he saw the lights of Port Sanderson cone up over the horizon. The
curvature of this little world was very deceptive: it did not seemright that
a planet with

a gravity alnost as great as Earth's should have a horizon so close at hand.
One day, someone woul d have to di scover what lay at this world's core to give
it so great a density. Perhaps the many tunnels woul d hel p—#t was an
unfortunate turn of thought, but the nearness of his goal had robbed it of
terror now Indeed, the thought that he might really be in danger seened to
give his adventure a certain piquancy and hei ghtened interest. Nothing could
happen to himnow, with ten mnutes to go and the lights of the Port already
in sight.

A few nminutes later, his feelings changed abruptly when he cane to the
sudden bend in the road. He had forgotten the chasmthat caused his detour
and added half a mle to the journey. Wll, what of it? he thought stubbornly.
An extra half-nmile woul d nake no difference now-another ten minutes, at the
nost .

It was very di sappointing when the lights of the city vani shed. Arnmstrong
had not renenmbered the hill which the road was skirting; perhaps it was only a
| ow ridge, scarcely noticeable in the daytinme. But by hiding the lights of the
Port it had taken away his chief talisman and | eft himagain at the nercy of
his fears.

Very unreasonably, his intelligence told him he began to think how
horrible it would be if anything happened now, so near the end of the journey.
He kept the worst of his fears at bay for a while, hoping desperately that the
lights of the city would soon reappear. But as the mi nutes dragged on, he
realized that the ridge nust be |onger than he inagined. He tried to cheer
hi nsel f by the thought that the city would be all the nearer when he saw it
agai n, but somehow | ogic seened to have failed himnow For presently he found
hi nsel f doi ng sonet hi ng he had not stooped to, even out in the waste by
Carver's Pass.

He stopped, turned slowy round, and with bated breath listened until his
| ungs were nearly bursting.

The sil ence was uncanny, considering how near he nust be to the Port.
There was certainly no sound from behind him

O course there wouldn't be, he told hinself angrily. But he was inmmensely
relieved. The thought of that faint and insistent clicking had been haunting
himfor the last hour.

So friendly and fanmiliar was the noise that did reach himat last that the
anticlinmx al nost made himlaugh aloud. Drifting through the still air froma
source clearly not nore than a nmle away came the sound of a |landing-field
tractor, perhaps one of the nmachines |oading the Canopus itself. In a matter
of seconds, thought Armstrong, he would be around this ridge with the Port
only a few hundred yards ahead. The journey was nearly ended. In a few
nmonents, this evil plain would be no nore than a fadi ng ni ghtmare.

It seened terribly unfair: so little time, such a snmall fraction of a
human |ife, was all he needed now But the gods have al ways been unfair to
man, and now they were enjoying their little jest. For there could be no
m staking the rattle of nonstrous claws in the darkness ahead of him

Stratford-on-Avon Apr i

1945
The Call of the Stars

Down there on Earth the twentieth century is dying. As | |ook across at the



shadowed gl obe bl ocking the stars, | can see the lights of a hundred sl eepl ess
cities, and there are noments when | wish that | could be anmong the crowds now
surging and singing in the streets of London, Capetown, Ronme, Paris, Berlin,
Madrid. . . . Yes, | can see themall at a single glance, burning |like
fireflies against the darkened planet. The line of mdnight is now bisecting
Europe: in the eastern Mediterranean a tiny, brilliant star is pulsing as sone
exuberant pleasure ship waves her searchlights to the sky. | think she is
deliberately aimng at us; for the past few mnutes the flashes have been
quite regular and startlingly bright. Presently I'Il call the commrunications
center and find out who she is, so that | can radi o back our own greetings.

Passing into history now, receding forever down the streamof tine, is the
nost incredible hundred years the world has ever seen. It opened with the
conquest of the air, saw at its md-point the unlocking of the atonmand now
ends with the bridging of space.

(For the past five mnutes |'ve been wondering what's happening to
Nai robi; now | realize that they are putting on a mamoth fireworks display.

Chemically fuel ed rockets nmay be obsol ete out here—but they're still using
| ots of them down on Earth tonight.)
The end of a century—and the end of a mllennium Wat will the hundred

years that begin with two and zero bring? The planets, of course; floating
there in space, only a mle away, are the ships of the first Martian

expedi tion. For two years | have watched them grow, assenbl ed piece by piece,
as the space station itself was built by the nmen | worked with a generation
ago.

Those ten ships are ready now, with all their crews aboard, waiting for
the final instrument check and the signal for departure. Before the first day
of the new century has passed its noon, they will be tearing free fromthe
reins of Earth, to head out toward the strange world that nay one day be man's
second hone.

As | look at the brave little fleet that is now preparing to chall enge
infinity, ny mnd goes back forty years, to the days when the first satellites
were | aunched and the Moon still seemed very far away. And | remenber—+ndeed

| have never forgotten—ny father's fight to keep nme down on Earth.

There were not many weapons he had failed to use. Ridicule had been the
first: "OF course they can do it," he had sneered, "but what's the point? Wo
wants to go out into space while there's so nmuch to be done here on Earth?
There's not a single planet in the Solar Systemwhere nen can live. The Mon's
a burnt-out slag heap, and everywhere else is even worse. This is where we
were neant to live."

Even then (I nust have been eighteen or so at the time) | could tangle him
up in points of logic. | can remenber answering, "How do you know where we
were neant to live, Dad? After all, we were in the sea for about a billion
years before we decided to tackle the and. Now we're nmaki ng the next big
junp: | don't know where it will |ead—nor did that first fish when it craw ed
up on the beach, and started to sniff the air."

So when he couldn't outargue ne, he had tried subtler pressures. He was
al ways tal ki ng about the dangers of space travel, and the short working life
of anyone foolish enough to get involved in rocketry. At that time, people
were still

scared of meteors and cosnmic rays; like the "Here Be Dragons" of the old map
makers, they were the mythical nonsters on the still-blank celestial charts.
But they didn't worry ne; if anything, they added the spice of danger to ny
dr eans.

VWiile | was going through coll ege, Father was conparatively quiet. M
trai ning woul d be val uabl e whatever profession | took up in later life, so he
coul d not conpl ai n—though he occasionally grunbl ed about the noney | wasted
buyi ng all the books and nmagazi nes on astronautics that | could find. My
col l ege record was good, which naturally pleased him perhaps he did not
realize that it would also help ne to get ny way.

Al through my final year | had avoided tal king of ny plans. | had even



given the inpression (though I amsorry for that now) that | had abandoned ny
dream of going into space. Wthout saying anything to him | put in ny
application to Astrotech, and was accepted as soon as | had graduat ed.

The storm broke when that | ong blue envel ope with the enbossed headi ng
"Institute of Astronautical Technol ogy" dropped into the mail box. | was
accused of deceit and ingratitude, and | do not think |I ever forgave mny father
for destroying the pleasure | should have felt at being chosen for the npst
excl usi ve—and nost gl anor ous—apprenti ceship the world has ever known.

The vacations were an ordeal; had it not been for Mther's sake, | do not
think I woul d have gone home nore than once a year, and | always |eft again as
quickly as | could. I had hoped that Father would nellow as ny training

progressed and as he accepted the inevitable, but he never did.

Then had cone that stiff and awkward parting at the spaceport, with the
rain stream ng down from | eaden skies and beating against the smooth walls of
the ship that seened so eagerly waiting to clinmb into the eternal sunlight
beyond the reach of storms. | know now what it cost my father to watch the
machi ne he hated swallow up his only son: for | understand many things today
that were hidden fromne then

He knew, even as we parted at the ship, that he would never

see nme again. Yet his old, stubborn pride kept himfrom saying the only words

that m ght have held nme back. | knew that he was ill, but howill, he had told
no one. That was the only weapon he had not used against me, and | respect him
for it.

Wul d | have stayed had I known? It is even nore futile to specul ate about
t he unchangeabl e past than the unforeseeable future; all | can say now is that
I amglad | never had to make the choice. At the end he let me go; he gave up
his fight against ny anbition, and a little while later his fight with Death.

So | said good-by to Earth, and to the father who | oved ne but knew no way
to say it. He lies down there on the planet | can cover with nmy hand; how
strange it is to think that of the countless billion human bei ngs whose bl ood
runs in ny veins, | was the very first to |l eave his native world.

The new day is breaking over Asia; a hairline of fire is rimmng the
eastern edge of Earth. Soon it will growinto a burning crescent as the sun
cones up out of the Pacific—yet Europe is preparing for sleep, except for
those revelers who will stay up to greet the dawn.

And now, over there by the flagship, the ferry rocket is com ng back for
the last visitors fromthe station. Here cones the nessage | have been waiting
for: CAPTAI N STEVENS PRESENTS H S COWPLI MENTS TO THE STATI ON COMVANDER
BLAST- OFF WLL BE IN NI NETY M NUTES; HE WLL BE GLAD TO SEE YOU ABOARD NOW

Well, Father, now | know how you felt: tinme has gone full circle. Yet |
hope that | have learned fromthe m stakes we both made, |ong ago. | shal
renenmber you when | go over there to the flagship Starfire and say good-by to
t he grandson you never knew.

New Yor k January
1957
The Rel uctant Orchid

Science fiction, it has often been pointed out, is sadly lacking in hunor. But
something is worthwhile only if one can make fun of it, and this | set out to
do in Tales fromthe "White Hart." There is nothing fictitious about the White
Hart, or nost of its clientele.

Imtation is the sincerest formof flattery, and I would Iike to pay here
atribute to the nenory of Lord Dunsany, who was very kind to me in the early
ni neteen-fifties. There is undoubtedly a fanmly resenbl ance between Harry
Purvis and his M. Jorkens.



Though few people in the "Wiite Hart" will concede that any of Harry Purvis
stories are actually true, everyone agrees that some are nuch nore probable
than others. And on any scale of probability, the affair of the Reluctant
Orchid nust rate very | ow i ndeed

| don't renmenber what ingenious ganbit Harry used to launch this
narrative: maybe some orchid fancier brought his |latest nonstrosity into the
bar, and that set himoff. No matter. | do renenmber the story, and after al
that's what counts.

The adventure did not, this time, concern any of Harry's numerous
rel atives, and he avoi ded expl ai ning just how he managed to know so many of
the sordid details. The hero—+f you can call himthat—ef this hothouse epic
was an inoffensive little clerk named Hercul es Keating. And if you think that
is the nost unlikely part of the story, just stick round a while.

Hercules is not the sort of name you can carry off lightly at the best of
ti mes, and when you are four foot nine and look a if you'd have to take a
physi cal -cul ture course before you can even becone a ni nety-seven-pound
weakling, it is a positive enbarrassment. Perhaps it hel ped to explain why
Hercule had very little social life, and all his real friends grewin pots in
a hum d conservatory at the bottom of his garden. H s needs were sinple and he
spent very little noney on hinsel f; consequently his collection of orchids and
cacti was really rather remarkable. Indeed, he had a w de reputation anong the
fraternity of cactophiles, and often received fromrenote corners of the gl obe
parcels snelling of nmold and tropical jungles.

Hercul es had only one living relative, and it would have been hard to find
a greater contrast than Aunt Henrietta She was a massive six-footer, usually
wore a rather loud line in Harris tweeds, drove a Jaguar with reckless skill,
and chai n-snoked cigars. Her parents had set their hearts on a boy, and had
never been able to deci de whether or not their wi sh had been granted.
Henrietta earned a living, and quite a good one, breeding dogs of various
shapes and sizes. She was sel domwi thout a couple of her |atest nodels, and
they were not the type of portable canine which ladies like to carry in their
handbags. The Keating Kennel s specialized in G eat Danes, Alsatians, and Saint
Bernards. ,

Henrietta, rightly despising nen as the weaker sex, had never married.
However, for some reason she took an avuncul ar (yes, that is definitely the
right word) interest in Hercules, and called to see him al nost every weekend.
It was a curious kind of relationship: probably Henrietta found that Hercul es
bol stered up her feelings of superiority. If he was a good exanple of the male
sex, then they were certainly a pretty sorry lot. Yet, if this was Henrietta's
notivation, she was unconscious of it and seened genuinely fond of her nephew.
She was patronizi ng, but never unkind.

As m ght be expected, her attentions did not exactly help Hercul es' own
wel | - devel oped inferiority conplex. At first he

had tol erated his aunt; then he cane to dread her regular visits, her boom ng
voi ce, and her bone-crushi ng handshake; and at |ast he grew to hate her
Eventual |l y, indeed, his hate was the dominant enotion in his life, exceeding
even his love for his orchids. But he was careful not to showit, realizing
that if Aunt Henrietta discovered how he felt about her, she would probably
break himin two and throw the pieces to her wolf pack

There was no way, then, in which Hercules could express his pent-up
feelings. He had to be polite to Aunt Henrietta even when he felt |ike
nmurder. And he often did feel |ike murder, though he knew that there was
not hi ng he woul d ever do about it. Until one day .

According to the dealer, the orchid cane from "sonewhere in the Amazon
regi on"—a rather vague postal address. When Hercules first sawit, it was not
a very prepossessing sight, even to anyone who | oved orchids as nmuch as he
did. A shapel ess root, about the size of a man's fist—that was all. It was
redol ent of decay, and there was the faintest hint of a rank, carrion snell.
Hercul es was not even sure that it was viable, and told the deal er as nuch.

Per haps that enabled himto purchase it for a trifling sum and he carried it



horme wi t hout nuch ent husi asm

It showed no signs of life for the first nonth, but that did not worry
Hercul es. Then, one day, a tiny green shoot appeared and started to creep up
to the light. After that, progress was rapid. Soon there was a thick, fleshy
stemas big as a man's forearm and colored a positively virulent green. Near
the top of the stema series of curious bulges circled the plant: otherwi se it
was conpletely featureless. Hercules was now quite excited: he was sure that
some entirely new species had swuminto his ken

The rate of growth was now really fantastic: soon the plant was taller
than Hercul es, not that that was saying a great deal. Moreover, the bul ges
seened to be developing, and it |ooked as if at any nonment the orchid would
burst into bloom Hercules waited anxiously, knowi ng how short-1lived sone

flowers can be, and spent as much tine as he possibly could in the hothouse.
Despite all his watchful ness, the transformati on occurred one ni ght while he
was asl eep.

In the norning, the orchid was fringed by a series of eight dangling
tendrils, alnobst reaching to the ground. They nust have devel oped inside the
pl ant and emerged wi th—for the vegetabl e worl d—expl osi ve speed. Hercul es
stared at the phenonenon in amazenent, and went very thoughtfully to work.

That evening, as he watered the plant and checked its soil, he noticed a
still nore peculiar fact. The tendrils were thickening, and they were not
conpl etely notionless. They had a slight but unm stakabl e tendency to vibrate,
as if possessing a life of their own. Even Hercules, for all his interest and
ent husiasm found this nore than a little disturbing.

A few days | ater, there was no doubt about it at all. Wen he approached
the orchid, the tendrils swayed toward himin an unpl easantly suggestive
fashi on. The inpression of hunger was so strong that Hercul es began to fee
very unconfortabl e i ndeed, and sonething started to nag at the back of his
mnd. It was quite a while before he could recall what it was: then he said to
hi nsel f, "OF course! How stupid of nme!" and went along to the local library.
Here he spent a nost interesting half hour rereading a little piece by one H
G Wlls entitled, "The Flowering of the Strange Orchid."

"My goodness!" thought Hercul es, when he had finished the tale. As yet
t here had been no stupefying odor which m ght overpower the plant's intended
victim but otherw se the characteristics were all too similar. Hercules went
hone in a very unsettled npod indeed.

He opened the conservatory door and stood | ooking al ong the avenue of
greenery toward his prize specinen. He judged the length of the
tendril s—already he found hinself calling themtentacl es—with great care and
wal ked to within what appeared a safe distance. The plant certainly had an
i mpression of alertness and nenace far nore appropriate to the animal than the
veget abl e ki ngdom Hercul es renenbered the

unfortunate history of Doctor Frankenstein, and was not amnused.

But, really, this was ridiculous! Such things didn't happen in real life.
Wl |, there was one way to put matters to the test.

Hercul es went into the house and cane back a fem1n1nutes later with a
broomstick, to the end of which he had attached a piece of raw neat. Feeling a
consi derabl e fool, he advanced toward the orchid as a lion tanmer m ght
approach one of his charges at nealtine.

For a monent, nothing happened. Then two of the tendrils devel oped an
agitated twitch. They began to sway back and forth, as if the plant was making
up its mnd. Abruptly, they whipped out with such speed that they practically
vani shed fromview. They w apped thensel ves round the neat, and Hercules felt
a powerful tug at the end of his broonstick. Then the meat was gone: the
orchid was clutching it, if one may m x metaphors slightly, to its bosom

"Junpi ng Jehosophat!" yelled Hercules. It was very seldomindeed that he
used such strong | anguage.

The orchid showed no further signs of life for twenty-four hours. It was
waiting for the neat to become high, and it was al so developing its digestive
system By the next day, a network of what |ooked |ike short roots had covered



the still-visible chunk of meat. By nightfall, the meat was gone.
The plant had tasted bl ood.

Hercul es' enotions as he watched over his prize were curiously m xed.
There were tinmes when it al nost gave himni ght mares, and he foresaw a whol e
range of horrid possibilities. The orchid was now extrenely strong, and if he
got within its clutches he would be done for. But, of course, there was not
the slightest danger of that. He had arranged a system of pipes so that it
could be watered froma safe distance, and its | ess orthodox food he sinply
tossed within range of its tentacles. It was now eating a pound of raw neat a
day, and he

had an unconfortable feeling that it could cope with nuch | arger quantities
if given the opportunity.

Hercul es' natural qualms were, on the whole, outweighed by his feeling of
triunph that such a botanical marvel had fallen into his hands. Wenever he
chose, he coul d becone the nost fanmpbus orchid-grower in the world. It was
typi cal of his sonewhat restricted viewpoint that it never occurred to him
t hat ot her people besides orchid fanciers mght be interested in his pet.

The creature was now about six feet tall, and apparently stil
gr owi ng—though nuch nore slowy than it had been. Al the other plants had
been noved fromits end of the conservatory, not so rmuch because Hercul es
feared that it mght be cannibalistic as to enable himto tend them w t hout
danger. He had stretched a rope across the central aisle so that there was no
risk of his accidentally wal king within range of those eight dangling arns.

It was obvious that the orchid had a highly devel oped nervous system and
somet hing very nearly approaching intelligence. It knew when it was going to
be fed, and exhi bited unni stakabl e signs of pleasure. Mst fantastic of
al I +hough Hercul es was still not sure about this—+t seemed capabl e of
produci ng sounds. There were times, just before a meal, when he fancied he
could hear an incredibly high-pitched whistle, skirting the edge of
audibility. A newborn bat night have had such a voice: he wondered what
purpose it served. Did the orchid somehow lure its prey into its clutches by
sound? If so, he did not think the technique woul d work on him

VWi |l e Hercul es was naking these interesting discoveries, he continued to
be fussed over by Aunt Henrietta and assaulted by her hounds, which were never
as house-trained as she clained themto be. She would usually roar up the
street on a Sunday afternoon with one dog in the seat beside her and anot her
occupyi ng nost of the baggage compartnment. Then she woul d bound up the steps
two at a tinme, nearly deafen Hercules with her greeting, half paralyze him
wi th her handshake, and bl ow cigar snmoke in his face. There had been a

time when he was terrified that she would kiss him but he had | ong since
realized that such effem nate behavior was foreign to her nature.

Aunt Henrietta | ooked upon Hercul es' orchids with some scorn. Spendi ng
one's spare time in a hothouse was, she considered, a very effete recreation
When she wanted to let off steam she went big-gane hunting in Kenya. This did
nothing to endear her to Hercul es, who hated bl ood sports. But despite his
mounting dislike for his overpowering aunt, every Sunday afternoon he
dutifully prepared tea for her and they had a téte-a-téte together which, on
the surface at |east, seened perfectly friendly. Henrietta never guessed that
as he poured the tea Hercules often wi shed it was poi soned: she was, far down
beneat h her extensive fortifications, a fundanentally goodhearted person and
t he know edge woul d have upset her deeply.

Hercul es did not nmention his vegetable octopus to Aunt Henrietta. He had
occasional ly shown her his nost interesting specinmens, but this was somnething
he was keeping to hinmsel f. Perhaps, even before he had fully fornulated his
di abol i cal plan, his subconscious was al ready preparing the ground. .

It was | ate one Sunday evening, when the roar of the Jaguar had di ed away
into the night and Hercules was restoring his shattered nerves in the
conservatory, that the idea first cane fully fledged into his mnd. He was
staring at the orchid, noting how the tendrils were now as thick around as a



man's thunb, when a nost pl easing fantasy suddenly flashed before his eyes. He
pi ctured Aunt Henrietta struggling helplessly in the grip of the nonster
unable to escape fromits carnivorous clutches. Wy, it would be the perfect
crime. The distraught nephew would arrive on the scene too late to be of
assi stance, and when the police answered his frantic call they would see at a
gl ance that the whole affair was a depl orable accident. True, there would be
an inquest, but the coroner's censure would be toned down in view of Hercul es
obvi ous grief. .
The nore he thought of the idea, the nore he liked it. He

could see no flaws, as long as the orchid co-operated. That clearly, would be
the greatest problem He would have to plaa a course of training for the
creature. It already | ooked sui ciently diabolical; he nust give it a
di sposition to suit its a pearance.

Consi dering that he had no prior experience in such matters, and that
there were no authorities he could consult, Hercul es proceeded al ong very
sound and businesslike Iines. He would use a fishing rod to dangl e pieces of
meat just outside the orchid' s range, until the creature |lashed its tentacles
ina frenzy. At such tines its high-pitched squeak was clearly audible, and
Her cul es wondered how it managed to produce the sound. He al so wondered what
its organs of perception were, but this was yet another nystery that could not
be solve w thout close exam nation. Perhaps Aunt Henrietta, if all went well,
woul d have a brief opportunity of discovering these interesting facts—though
she woul d probably be too busy report themfor the benefit of posterity.

There was no doubt that the beast was quite powerful enough to deal wth
its intended victim It had once wenched a broonstick out of Hercules' grip,
and although that in itself proved very little, the sickening "crack"” of the
wood a noment |ater brought a smile of satisfaction to its trainer's thin
lips. He began to be nuch nore pleasant and attentive to his aunt. In every
respect, indeed, he was the nodel nephew. \When Hercul es considered that his
pi cador tactics had brought the orchid into the right frame of mind, he
wondered if he should test it with live bait. This was a problemthat worried
himfor sone weeks, during which tinme he would | ook specul atively at every dog
or cat he passed in the street, but he finally abandoned the idea, for a
rat her peculiar reason. He was sinply too kindhearted to put it into practice.
Aunt Henrietta would have to be the first victim

He starved the orchid for two weeks before he put his plan into action
This was as long as he dared risk—-he did not wish to weaken the beast-—snerely
to whet its appetite, that

t he outcone of the encounter m ght be nore certain. And so, when he had
carried the teacups back into the kitchen and was sitting upwi nd of Aunt
Henrietta's cigar, he said casually: "I've got sonmething I'd |like to show
you, Auntie. |'ve been keeping it as a surprise. It'll tickle you to death."

That, he thought, was not a conpletely accurate description, but it gave
t he general idea

Auntie took the cigar out of her nouth and | ooked at Hercules with frank

surprise

"Well!" she booned. "Wbhnders will never cease! \Wat have you been up to,
you rascal ?" She slapped himplayfully on the back and shot all the air out of
his | ungs.

"You'll never believe it," gritted Hercules, when he had recovered his
breath. "It's in the conservatory."

"Eh?" said Auntie, obviously puzzled.

"Yes—eone al ong and have a look. It's going to create a real sensation.”
Aunti e gave a snort that night have indicated disbelief, but followed
Hercul es without further question. The two Al satians now busily chewi ng up the
carpet | ooked at her anxiously and half rose to their feet, but she waved t hem

away.

"Al'l right, boys," she ordered gruffly. "I'Il be back in a mnute."
Her cul es t hought this unlikely.

It was a dark evening, and the lights in the conservatory were off. As



they entered, Auntie snorted, "Gad, Hercules—the place snells like a
sl aught erhouse. Haven't met such a stink since | shot that el ephant in
Bul awayo and we couldn't find it for a week."

"Sorry, Auntie," apol ogized Hercul es, propelling her forward through the
gloom "It's a new fertilizer I'musing. It produces the nost stunning
results. Go on—another couple of yards. | want this to be a real surprise.”

"I hope this isn't a joke," said Auntie suspiciously, as she stonped
f or war d.

"I can pronise you it's no joke," replied Hercules, standing with his hand
on the light switch. He could just see the | oom

ing bulk of the orchid: Auntie was now within ten feet of it. He waited
until she was well inside the danger zone, an threw the swtch

There was a frozen nmonment while the scene was transfixed with light. Then
Aunt Henrietta ground to a halt and stood, arns akinbo, in front of the giant
orchid. For a nmoment Hercules was afraid she would retreat before the plant
could go into action: then he saw that she was calnmy scrutinizing it, unable
to make up her mind what the devil it was.

It was a full five seconds before the orchid nmoved. The the dangling
tentacl es flashed into acti on—but not in the way that Hercul es had expect ed.
The plant clutched themtighty, protectively, around itself—and at the sane
time it gave high-pitched screamof pure terror. In a nonment of sickening
di sillusionnent, Hercules realized the awful truth.

His orchid was an utter coward. It nmight be able to cope with the wild
life of the Amazon jungle, but com ng suddenlly upon Aunt Henrietta had
conpl etely broken its nerve.

As for its proposed victim she stood watching the creature with an
ast oni shment which swiftly changed to another enotion. She spun around on her
heel s and pointed an accusing finger at her nephew

"Hercul es!" she roared. "The poor thing's scared to death! Have you been
bul lying it?"

Hercul es could only stand with his head hanging | ow in shame and
frustration.

"N-no, Auntie," he quavered. "I guess it's naturally nervous.
"Well, I"'mused to aninmals. You should have called nme before. You nust
treat themfirm y—but gently. Kindness al ways works, as long as you show t hem
you're the nmaster. There, there, did-duns—don't be frightened of Auntie—sh

won't hurt you . "

It was, thought Hercules in his blank despair, a revolting sight. Wth
surprising gentleness, Aunt Henrietta fussed over the beast, patting and
stroking it until the tentacles relax and the shrill, whistling screamdied
away. After a few mn-

utes of this pandering, it appeared to get over its fright. Hercules finally
fled with a nuffl ed sob when one of the tentacles crept forward and began to
stroke Henrietta's gnarled fingers. .

Fromthat day, he was a broken man. What was worse, he could never escape
fromthe consequences of his intended crine. Henrietta had acquired a new pet,
and was liable to call not only at weekends but two or three tines in between

as well. It was obvious that she did not trust Hercules to treat the orchid
properly, and still suspected himof bullying it. She would bring tasty
tidbits that even her dogs had rejected, but which the orchid accepted with
delight. The snmell, which had so far been confined to the conservatory, began

to creep into the house. . . .

And there, concluded Harry Purvis, as he brought this inprobable narrative
to a close, the matter rests—to the satisfaction of two, at any rate, of the
parties concerned. The orchid is happy, and Aunt Henrietta has sonethi ng
(query, soneone?) else to dominate. Fromtinme to tinme the creature has a
nervous breakdown when a nouse gets | oose in the conservatory, and she rushes
to console it

As for Hercules, there is no chance that he will ever give any nore
trouble to either of them He seens to have sunk into a kind of vegetable



sloth: indeed, said Harry thoughtfully, every day he becones nore and nore
i ke an orchid hinself.
The harm ess variety, of course.

M am
i April 1954
Encount er at Dawn

It was in the last days of the Enpire. The tiny ship was far from honme, and
al nrost a hundred light-years fromthe greal parent vessel searching through
the | oosely packed stars at the rimof the MIky Way. But even here it could
not escape fromthe shadow that lay across civilization: beneath that shadow,
pausi ng ever and again in their work to wonder how their distant honmes were
faring, the scientists of the Galactic Survey still |abored at their
never - endi ng t ask.

The ship held only three occupants, but anbng themthey carried know edge
of many sciences, and the experience of half a lifetine in space. After the
long interstellar night, the star ahead was warming their spirits as they
dropped down toward its fires. Alittle nmore golden, a trifle nore brilliant
than the sun that now seened a | egend of their chil dhood. They knew from past
experience that the chance of |ocating planets here was nore than ninety per
cent, and for the nonent they forgot all else in the excitenment of discovery.

They found the first planet within mnutes of coming to rest. It was a
giant, of a famliar type, too cold for protoplasmic |ife and probably
possessing no stable surface. So they turned their search sunward, and
presently were rewarded

It was a world that nmade their hearts ache for home, a world where
everything was hauntingly famliar, yet never

quite the sane. Two great |and nasses floated in blue-green seas, capped by
ice at both poles. There were sone desert regions, but the larger part of the
pl anet was obviously fertile. Even fromthis distance, the signs of vegetation
wer e unmi st akably clear.

They gazed hungrily at the expanding | andscape as they fell down into the
at nosphere, headi ng toward noon in the subtropics. The ship plunmreted through
cl oudl ess skies toward a great river, checked its fall with a surge of
soundl ess power, and came to rest anong the | ong grasses by the water's edge.

No one noved: there was nothing to be done until the automatic instrunents
had finished their work. Then a bell tinkled softly and the lights on the
control board flashed in a pattern of meaningful chaos. Captain Altman rose to
his feet with a sigh of relief.

"We're in luck," he said. "We can go outside w thout protection, if the
pat hogenic tests are satisfactory. Wat did you nake of the place as we cane
in, Bertrond?"

"Ceol ogically stable—no active vol canoes, at least. | didn't see any trace
of cities, but that proves nothing. If there's a civilization here, it may
have passed that stage."

"Or not reached it yet?"

Bertrond shrugged. "Either's just as likely. It nay take us sone tine to
find out on a planet this size."

"More time than we've got," said Cdindar, glancing at the comunications
panel that |inked themto the mother ship and thence to the Gl axy's
t hreatened heart. For a nmonment there was a gl ooy silence. Then dindar wal ked
to the control board and pressed a pattern of keys with automatic skill

Wth a slight jar, a section of the hull slid aside and the fourth nenber
of the crew stepped out onto the new planet, flexing netal |inbs and adjusting
servonotors to the unaccustoned gravity. Inside the ship, a television screen



glimered into life, revealing a |l ong vista of waving grasses, sone trees in,
the middl e distance, and a glinpse of the great river. din-

dar punched a button, and the picture flowed steadily across the screen as
the robot turned its head.

"Whi ch way shall we go?" dindar asked.

"Let's have a |l ook at those trees," Altaian replied. "I there's any ani nal
life we'll find it there."

"Look!" cried Bertrond. "A bird!"

Cindar's fingers flew over the keyboard: the picture centered on the tiny
speck that had suddenly appeared on the let of the screen, and expanded
rapidly as the robot's telephoto |lens cane into action

"You're right," he said. "Feathers—beak—well up the evo- l|utionary |adder
This place | ooks promsing. I'lIl start the canera.”

The swaying notion of the picture as the robot wal ked forward did not
di stract them they had grown accustoned to it |ong ago. But they had never
becorme reconciled to this exploration by proxy when all their inmpulses cried
out to themto | eave the ship, to run through the grass and to feel the w nd
bl owi ng against their faces. Yet it was too great a risk to take, even on a
worl d that seenmed as fair as this. There was always a skull hidden behind
Nature's most snmiling face. WIld beasts, poisonous reptiles, quagnires—death
could come to the unwary explorer in a thousand di sgui ses. And worst of al
were the invisible enenies, the bacteria and viruses agai nst which the only
defense might often be a thousand |ight-years away,

A robot could laugh at all these dangers and even if, as sonetines
happened, it encountered a beast powerful enough to destroy it—well, machines
coul d al ways be repl aced.

They met nothing on the wal k across the grasslands. If any snall aninals
were disturbed by the robot's passage, they kept outside its field of vision.
dindar slowed the machine as it approached the trees, and the watchers in the
spaceship flinched involuntarily at the branches that appeared to slash across
their eyes. The picture dimred for a nonment before the controls readjusted
thenmsel ves to the weaker illumination ; then it came back to nornal

The forest was full of life. It lurked in the undergrowth, clanbered anong
the branches, flew through the air. It fled chattering and gi bbering through
the trees as the robot advanced. And all the while the automatic caneras were
recording the pictures that formed on the screen, gathering material for the
bi ol ogi sts to anal yze when the ship returned to base.

Cdindar breathed a sigh of relief when the trees suddenly thinned. It was
exhausting work, keeping the robot from smashing into obstacles as it noved
t hrough the forest, but on open ground it could take care of itself. Then the
picture trenbled as if beneath a hamrer blow, there was a grinding netallic
t hud, and the whol e scene swept vertiginously upward as the robot toppled and
fell.

"What's that?" cried Altman. "Did you trip?"

"'"No," said dindar grimy, his ringers flying over the keyboard.

"Somet hing attacked fromthe rear. | hope ... ah . . . I've still got
control ."

He brought the robot to a sitting position and swiveled its head. It did
not take long to find the cause of the trouble. Standing a few feet away, and
lashing its tail angrily, was a large quadruped with a nost ferocious set of
teeth. At the noment it was, fairly obviously, trying to decide whether to
attack again.

Slowmy, the robot rose to its feet, and as it did so the great heast
crouched to spring. Asnile flitted across Cindar's face: he knew how to dea
with this situation. His thunb felt for the sel domused key | abeled "Siren."

The forest echoed with a hideous undul ating screamfromthe robot's
conceal ed speaker, and the machi ne advanced to neet its adversary, arns
flailing in front of it. The startled beast alnost fell over backward in its
effort to turn, and in seconds was gone from sight.

"Now | suppose we'll have to wait a couple of hours until everything cones



out of hiding again," said Bertrond ruefully.

"I don't know rmuch about ani mal psychol ogy," interjected
Altman, "but is it usual for themto attack sonething conpletely unfamliar?"
"Some will attack anything that moves, but that's unusual. Normally they

attack only for food, or if they've already been threatened. Wat are you
driving at? Do you suggest that there are other robots on this planet?"

"Certainly not. But our carnivorous friend may have m staken our machine
for a nore edible biped. Don't you think that this opening in the jungle is
rather unnatural? It could easily be a path."

"In that case," said Cindar promptly, "we'll followit and find out. |'m
tired of dodging trees, but | hope nothing junps on us again: it's bad for ny
nerves."

"You were right, Altman," said Bertrond a little later. "It's certainly a
path. But that doesn't mean intelligence. After all, aninals—=

He stopped in md-sentence, and at the same instant Cindar brought the
advancing robot to a halt. The path had suddenly opened out into a w de
cl earing, alnost conpletely occupied by a village of flinmsy huts. It was
ringed by a wooden pal i sade, obviously defense agai nst an eneny who at the
nmonent presented no threat. For the gates were wi de open, and beyond themthe
i nhabitants were goi ng peacefully about their ways.

For many minutes the three explorers stared in silence at the screen. Then
dindar shivered a little and remarked: "It's uncanny. It m ght be our own
pl anet, a hundred thousand years ago. | feel as if |1've gone back in tine."

"There's nothing weird about it," said the practical Altman. "After all
we' ve di scovered nearly a hundred planets with our type of life on them"

"Yes," retorted Cdindar. "A hundred in the whole Galaxy! | still think
it's strange it had to happen to us."

"Well, it had to happen to sonebody," said Bertrond phil osophically.
"Meanwhi | e, we nust work out our contact procedure. If we send the robot into
the village it will start a panic."

"That," sai d Al t man, "is a masterly under st at enent .

What we'll have to do is catch a native by hinself and prove that we're

friendly. Hi de the robot, Cindar. Somewhere in the woods where it can watch
the village w thout being spotted. W' ve a week's practical anthropol ogy ahead
of us!"

It was three days before the biological tests showed that it would be safe
to |l eave the ship. Even then Bertrond insisted on going al one—al one, that is,
if one ignored the substantial conmpany of the robot. Wth such an ally he was
not afraid of this planet's |arger beasts, and his body's natural defenses
could take care of the nicroorgani sns. So, at |east, the anal yzers had assured
him and considering the conplexity of the problem they made renmarkably few
m st akes.

He stayed outside for an hour, enjoying hinmself cautiously, while his
conpani ons watched with envy. It would be another three days before they could
be quite certain that it was safe to follow Bertrond' s exanple. Meanwhil e,

t hey kept busy enough watghing the village through the | enses of the robot,
and recording everything they could with the caneras. They had noved the
spaceship at night so that it was hidden in the depths of the forest, for they
did not wish to be discovered until they were ready.

And all the while the news from home grew worse. Though their renoteness
here at the edge of the Universe deadened its inpact, it lay heavily on their
m nds and someti mes overwhel med themw th a sense of futility. At any nonent,
they knew, the signal for recall mght cone as the Enpire sunmoned up its | ast
resources in its extremty. But until then they would continue their work as
t hough pure knowl edge were the only thing that nattered.

Seven days after |anding, they were ready to make the experinent. They
knew now what paths the villagers used when goi ng hunting, and Bertrond chose
one of the less frequented ways. Then he placed a chair firmy in the mddle
of the path and settled down to read a book

It was not, of course, quite as sinple as that: Bertrond had taken al



i magi nabl e precautions. Hidden in the undergrowth fifty yards away, the robot
was wat ching through its tel escopic

lenses, and inits hand it held a small but deadly weapon. Controlling it
fromthe spaceship, his fingers poised over the keyboard, Cindar waited to do
what m ght be necessary.

That was the negative side of the plan: the positive side was nore
obvious. Lying at Bertrond's feet was the carcass of a small, horned ani mal
whi ch he hoped woul d be an acceptable gift to any hunter passing this way

Two hours later the radio in his suit harness whispered a warning. Quite
cal My, though the bl ood was pounding in his veins, Bertrond | aid aside his
book and | ooked down the trail. The savage was wal king forward confidently
enough, swinging a spear in his right hand. He paused for a nmoment when he saw
Bertrond, then advanced nore cautiously. He could tell that there was nothing
to fear, for the stranger was slightly built and obvi ously unarned.

VWen only twenty feet separated them Bentrond gave a reassuring snmile and
rose slowmy to his feet. He bent down, picked up the carcass, and carried it
forward as an offering. The gesture woul d have been understood by any creature
on any world, and it was understood here. The savage reached forward, took the
animal, and threw it effortlessly over his shoulder. For an instant he stared
into Bertrond's eyes with a fathoml ess expression; then he turned and wal ked
back toward the village. Three times he glanced round to see if Bertrond was
foll owi ng, and each tine Bertrond smled and waved reassurance. The whol e
epi sode lasted little nore than a minute. As the first contact between two
races it was conpletely w thout drama, though not without dignity.

Bertrond did not nove until the other had vani shed from sight. Then he
rel axed and spoke into his suit m crophone.

"That was a pretty good beginning," he said jubilantly. "He wasn't in the
| east frightened, or even suspicious. | think he'll be back."

"It still seems too good to be true,"” said Altaian's voice in his ear. "I
shoul d have t hought he'd have been either scared

or hostile. Wuld you have accepted a lavish gift froma peculiar stranger
with such little fuss?"

Bertrond was slowly wal king back to the ship. The robot had now cone out
of cover and was keeping guard a few paces behind him

"I wouldn't,"” he replied, "but | belong to a civilized comunity. Conplete
savages may react to strangers in many different ways, according to their past
experi ence. Suppose this tribe has never had any enem es. That's quite
possi ble on a |large but sparsely popul ated planet. Then we nmay expect
curiosity, but no fear at all."

"I'f these people have no enemies,” put in Cindar, no longer fully
occupied in controlling the robot, "why have they got a stockade round the
vi | | age?"

"l nmeant no human enem es,’
simplifies our task inmensely."

"Do you think he'll come back?"

replied Bertrond. "If that's true, it

"OfF course. If he's as human as | think, curiosity and greed will nake him
return. In a couple of days we'll be bosomfriends."

Looked at dispassionately, it becane a fantastic routine. Every norning
t he robot would go hunting under Cindar's direction, until it was now the

deadliest killer in the jungle. Then Bertrond would wait until Yaan—which was
t he nearest they could get to his nane—ane striding confidently al ong the
path. He came at the same tinme every day, and he al ways canme al one. They
wonder ed about this: did he wish to keep his great discovery to hinself and
thus get all the credit for his hunting prowess? If so, it showed unexpected
foresi ght and cunni ng.

At first Yaan had departed at once with his prize, as if afraid that the
donor of such a generous gift mght change his m nd. Soon, however, as
Bertrond had hoped, he could be induced to stay for a while by sinple
conjuring tricks and a display of brightly colored fabrics and crystals, in
whi ch he took a childlike delight. At last Bertrond was able to engage



himin | engthy conversations, all of which were recorded ail well as being
filmed through the eyes of the hidden robot.

One day the philologists mght be able to analyze this material; the best
that Bertrond could do was to discover the nmeanings of a few sinple verbs and
nouns. This was nmade nore difficult by the fact that Yaan not only used
different words for the sane thing, but sonetinmes the same word for different
t hi ngs.

Bet ween these daily interviews, the ship traveled far, surveying the
pl anet fromthe air and sonetinmes |anding for nore detail ed examni nations.

Al t hough several other human settlenents were observed, Bertrond nade no
attenpt to ge in touch with them for it was easy to see that they were all at
much the same cultural |evel as Yaan's people.

It was, Bertrond often thought, a particularly bad joke on the part of
Fate that one of the Galaxy's very few truly human races shoul d have been
di scovered at this noment oi tine. Not |ong ago this woul d have been an event
of supreme inportance; now civilization was too hard-pressed to concern itself
wi th these savage cousins waiting at the dawn of history.

Not until Bertrond was sure he had becone part of Yaan's everyday life did
he introduce himto the robot. He was showi ng Yaan the patterns in a
kal ei doscope when dindar brought the machine striding through the grass with
its latest victimdangling across one nmetal arm For the first time Yaan
showed sonething akin to fear; but he relaxed at Bertrond' s soothi ng words,

t hough he continued to watch the advancing nonster. It halted sone distance
away, and Bertrond wal ked forward to nmeet it. As he did so, the robot raised
its arms and handed himthe dead beast. He took it solemly and carried it
back to Yaan, staggering a little under the unaccustoned | oad.

Bertrond woul d have given a great deal to know just what Yaan was thinking
as he accepted the gift. Was he trying to deci de whether the robot was naster
or slave? Perhaps such

conceptions as this were beyond his grasp: to himthe robot mght be nerely
anot her man, a hunter who was a friend of Bertrond.

Cindar's voice, slightly larger than life, came fromthe robot's speaker

"It's astonishing how cal My he accepts us. Win't anything scare hin®"

"You will keep judging himby your own standards,"” replied Bertrond.
"Remenber, his psychology is conpletely different, and nuch sinpler. Now that
he has confidence in ne, anything that | accept won't worry him"

"I wonder if that will be true of all his race?" queried Altman. "It's
hardly safe to judge by a single specinmen. | want to see what happens when we
send the robot into the village."

"Hell o!" excl ained Bertrond. "That surprised him He's
who could speak with two voi ces before.™

"Do you think he'll guess the truth when he nmeets us?" said dindar

"No. The robot will be pure magic to himbut it won't be any nore
wonderful than fire and lightning and all the other forces he nust already
take for granted."

"Well, what's the next nove?" asked Altman, a little inmpatiently. "Are you

never nmet a person

going to bring himto the ship, or will you go into the village first?"

Bertrond hesitated. "I'm anxious not to do too rmuch too quickly. You know
t he accidents that have happened with strange races when that's been tried.
"Il let himthink this over, and when we get back tomorrow I'll try to

persuade himto take the robot back to the village."

In the hidden ship, dindar reactivated the robot and started it noving
again. Like Altman, he was growing a little inpatient of this excessive
caution, but on all matters relating to alien life-fornms Bertrond was the
expert, and they had to obey his orders.

There were tinmes now when he al nost wi shed he were a robot hinself, devoid
of feelings or enptions, able to watch the

fall of a leaf or the death agonies of a world wi th equal detachnent. .

The sun was | ow when Yaan heard the great voice crying fromthe jungle. He

recogni zed it at once, despite its inhuman volunme: it was the voice of his



friend, and it was calling him

In the echoing silence, the life of the village came to a stop. Even the
children ceased their play: the only sound was the thin cry of a baby
frightened by the sudden sil ence.

Al eyes were upon Yaan as he wal ked swiftly to his hut and grasped the
spear that |ay beside the entrance. The stockade woul d soon be cl osed agai nst
the prow ers of the night, but he did not hesitate as he stepped out into the
| engt heni ng shadows. He was passing through the gates when once again that
m ghty voi ce summoned him and now it held a note of urgency that cane clearly
across all the barriers of |anguage and cul ture.

The shining giant who spoke with nmany voices nmet hima little way fromthe
vill age and beckoned himto follow. There was no sign of Bertrond. They wal ked
for alnpbst a nmile before they saw himin the distance, standing not far from
the river's edge and staring out across the dark, slowy noving waters.

He turned as Yaan approached, yet for a nonment seemed unaware of his
presence. Then he gave a gesture of dismissal to the shining one, who w thdrew
into the distance.

Yaan waited. He was patient and, though he could never have expressed it
in words, contented. When he was with Bertrond he felt the first intimations
of that selfless, utterly irrational devotion his race would not fully achieve
for many ages.

It was a strange tableau. Here at the river's brink two nen were standing.
One was dressed in a closely fitting uniformequipped with tiny, intricate
mechani sns. The other was wearing the skin of an aninmal and was carrying a
flint-tipped spear. Ten thousand generations |ay between them ten thousand
generations and an i measurable gulf of space. Yet

they were both human. As she nust do often in Eternity, Nature had repeated
one of her basic patterns.

Presently Bertrond began to speak, walking to and fro in short, quick
steps as he did, and in his voice there was a trace of nadness.

"It's all over, Yaan. |'d hoped that with our know edge we coul d have
brought you out of barbarismin a dozen generations, but now you will have to
fight your way up fromthe jungle alone, and it may take you a nmillion years
to do so. I'msorry—there's so much we could have done. Even now | wanted to
stay here, but Altman and dindar talk of duty, and | suppose that they are
right. There is little enough that we can do, but our world is calling and we
nmust not forsake it.

"I wish you could understand ne, Yaan. | w sh you knew what | was sayi ng.
I"mleaving you these tools: some of themyou will discover how to use, though
as likely as not in a generation they'll be lost or forgotten. See how this
bl ade cuts: it will be ages before your world can make its |like. And guard
this well: when you press the button—ook! If you use it sparingly, it wll
give you light for years, though sooner or later it will die. As for these
ot her things—ind what use for themyou can

"Here come the first stars, up there in the east. Do you ever |ook at the
stars, Yaan? | wonder how long it will be before you have di scovered what they
are, and | wonder what will have happened to us by then. Those stars are our
hones, Yaan, and we cannot save them Many have died already, in explosions so
vast that | can imagi ne themno nore than you. In a hundred thousand of your

years, the light of those funeral pyres will reach your world and set its
peopl es wondering. By then, perhaps, your race will be reaching for the stars.
I wish | could warn you agai nst the m stakes we nade, and which now wi Il cost

us all that we have won.
"It is well for your people, Yaan, that your world is here at the frontier
of the Universe. You may escape the doomthat waits for us. One day, perhaps,

your ships will go searching
anong the stars as we have done, and they may come upon the ruins of our
wor | ds and wonder who we were. But they will never know that we net here by

this river when your race was young.
"Here come ny friends; they would give ne no nore tinme. Good-by, Yaan—use



well the things |I have left you. They are your world' s greatest treasures."

Sonet hi ng huge, sonething that glittered in the starlight, was sliding
down fromthe sky. It did not reach the ground, but came to rest a little way
above the surface, and in utter silence a rectangle of |light opened in its
si de. The shining giant appeared out of the night and stepped through the
gol den door. Bertrond foll owed, pausing for a monment at the threshold to wave
back at Yaan. Then the darkness cl osed behind him

No more swiftly than snmoke drifts upward froma fire, the ship lifted
away. When it was so small that Yaan felt he could hold it in his hands, it
seened to blur into a long line of light slanting upward into the stars. From
the enpty sky a peal of thunder echoed over the sleeping | and; and Yaan knew
at last that the gods were gone and woul d never cone agai n.

For a long tine he stood by the gently noving waters, and into his soul
there came a sense of |oss he was never to forget and never to understand.
Then, carefully and reverently, he collected together the gifts that Bertrond
had left.

Under the stars, the lonely figure wal ked homeward across a namel ess | and.
Behind himthe river flowed softly to the sea, winding through the fertile
pl ai ns on which, nore than a thousand centuries ahead, Yaan's descendants
woul d build the great city they were to call Babyl on

London Novenber
1950
"I'f I Forget Thee, Ch Earth . . ."

When Marvin was ten years old, his father took himthrough the | ong, echoing
corridors that led up through Adm nistration and Power, until at |ast they
cane to the uppernost levels of all and were anong the swiftly grow ng
vegetation of the Farm ands. Marvin liked it here: it was fun watching the
great, slender plants creeping with al nost visible eagerness toward the
sunlight as it filtered down through the plastic domes to meet them The snell
of life was everywhere, awakening inexpressible longings in his heart: no

| onger was he breathing the dry, cool air of the residential |evels, purged of
all smells but the faint tang of ozone. He w shed he could stay here for a
little while, but Father would not let him They went onward until they had
reached the entrance to the Cbservatory, which he had never visited: but they
did not stop, and Marvin knew with a sense of rising excitement that there
could be only one goal left. For the first tinme in his life, he was going
Qut si de.

There were a dozen of the surface vehicles, with their w de balloon tires
and pressurized cabins, in the great servicing chanber. H's father nust have
been expected, for they were led at once to the little scout car waiting by
t he huge circul ar door of the air |ock. Tense with expectancy, Marvin settled
hi nsel f down in the cranped cabin while his father

started the nmotor and checked the controls. The inner door of the lock slid
open and then cl osed behind them he heard the roar of the great air punps
fade slowy away as the pressure dropped to zero. Then the "Vacuuni sign
flashed on, the outer door parted, and before Marvin lay the | and which he had
never yet entered.

He had seen it in photographs, of course: he had watched it inaged on
tel evision screens a hundred tinmes. But nowit was lying all around him
burni ng beneath the fierce sun that crawl ed so slowy across the jet-black
sky. He stared into the west, away fromthe blinding splendor of the sun—and
there were the stars, as he had been told but had never quite believed. He
gazed at themfor a long tinme, marveling that anything could be so bright and
yet so tiny. They were intense unscintillating points, and suddenly he
renenbered a rhynme he had once read in one of his father's books:



Twi nkle, twinkle, little star, How | wonder what you are.

Vel |, he knew what the stars were. \Woever asked that question nmust have
been very stupid. And what did they nmean by "tw nkle"? You could see at a
glance that all the stars shone with the same steady, unwavering light. He
abandoned the puzzle and turned his attention to the | andscape around him

They were racing across a level plain at alnost a hundred niles an hour
the great balloon tires sending up little spurts of dust behind them There
was no sign of the Colony: in the few nminutes while he had been gazing at the
stars, its dones and radio towers had fallen below the horizon. Yet there were
other indications of man's presence, for about a mile ahead Marvin could see
the curiously shaped structures clustering round the head of a nmine. Now and
then a puff of vapor would energe froma squat snokestack and would instantly

di sperse
They were past the mine in a nonent: Father was driving with a reckless
and exhilarating skill as if—+t was a strange

t hought to come into a child' s nmind-he were trying to escape from sonet hi ng.
In a few mi nutes they had reached the edge of the plateau on which the Col ony
had been built. The ground fell sharply away beneath themin a dizzying sl ope
whose | ower stretches were lost in shadow Ahead, as far as the eye could
reach, was a junbled wastel and of craters, mountain ranges, and ravines. The
crests of the mountains, catching the | ow sun, burned like islands of fire in
a sea of darkness: and above themthe stars still shone as steadfastly as
ever.

There could be no way forward—yet there was. Marvin clenched his fists as
the car edged over the slope and started the |ong descent. Then he saw t he
barely visible track | eading down the nmountainside, and relaxed a little.

O her men, it seemed, had gone this way before.

Ni ght fell with a shocking abruptness as they crossed the shadow I ine and
the sun dropped bel ow the crest of the plateau. The twi n searchlights sprang
into life, casting blue-white bands on the rocks ahead, so that there was
scarcely need to check their speed. For hours they drove through valleys and
past the foot of nountains whose peaks seened to conb the stars, and sonetines
they energed for a monment into the sunlight as they clinbed over higher
ground.

And now on the right was a winkled, dusty plain, and on the left, its
ranparts and terraces rising mle after nmile into the sky, was a wall of
mount ai ns that marched into the distance until its peaks sank from sight bel ow
the rimof the world. There was no sign that nmen had ever explored this |and,
but once they passed the skeleton of a crashed rocket, and beside it a stone
cairn surmounted by a metal cross.

It seemed to Marvin that the nountains stretched on forever: but at |ast,
many hours | ater, the range ended in a towering, precipitous headl and that
rose steeply froma cluster of little hills. They drove down into a shall ow
valley that curved in a great arc toward the far side of the nmountains: and as
they did so, Marvin slowy realized that something very strange was happeni ng
in the |and ahead.

The sun was now | ow behind the hills on the right: the valley before them
shoul d be in total darkness. Yet it was awash with a cold white radi ance that

cane spilling over the crags beneath which they were driving. Then, suddenly,
they were out in the open plain, and the source of the light |ay before them
inall its glory.

It was very quiet inthe little cabin now that the notors had stopped. The
only sound was the faint whisper of the oxygen feed and an occasional netallic
crepitation as the outer walls of the vehicle radiated away their heat. For no
warnth at all cane fromthe great silver crescent that floated | ow above the
far horizon and flooded all this land with pearly light. It was so brilliant
that m nutes passed before Marvin could accept its chall enge and | ook
steadfastly into its glare, but at last he could discern the outlines of
continents, the hazy border of the atnmosphere, and the white islands of cloud.
And even at this distance, he could see the glitter of sunlight on the polar



i ce.

It was beautiful, and it called to his heart across the abyss of space.
There in that shining crescent were all the wonders that he had never
known—the hues of sunset skies, the noaning of the sea on pebbl ed shores, the
patter of falling rain, the unhurried benison of snow These and a thousand
ot hers shoul d have been his rightful heritage, but he knew themonly fromthe
books and ancient records, and the thought filled himw th the angui sh of
exile.

Why could they not return? It seened so peaceful beneath those Iines of
mar chi ng cl oud. Then Marvin, his eyes no |longer blinded by the glare, saw that
the portion of the disk that shoul d have been in darkness was gleanming faintly
with an evil phosphorescence: and he remenbered. He was | ooki ng upon the
funeral pyre of a world—dpon the radioactive aftermath of Arnageddon. Across a
quarter of a mllion mles of space, the glow of dying atons was stil
visible, a perennial rem nder of the ruinous past. It would be centuries yet
before that deadly glow died fromthe rocks and life could return again to
fill that silent, enpty world.

And now Fat her began to speak, telling Marvin the story which until this
nmonent had meant no nore to himthan the fairy tales he had once been told.
There were many things he could not understand: it was inmpossible for himto
picture the glowing, nulticolored pattern of life on the planet he had never
seen. Nor could he conprehend the forces that had destroyed it in the end,
| eaving the Col ony, preserved by its isolation, as the sole survivor. Yet he
could share the agony of those final days, when the Colony had | earned at | ast
t hat never again would the supply ships conme flam ng down through the stars
with gifts fromhome. One by one the radio stations had ceased to call: on the
shadowed gl obe the lights of the cities had dimed and died, and they were
al one at last, as no nmen had ever been al one before, carrying in their hands
the future of the race

Then had foll owed the years of despair, and the |ong-drawn battle for
survival in this fierce and hostile world. That battle had been won, though
barely: this little oasis of life was safe against the worst that Nature could
do. But unless there was a goal, a future toward which it could work, the
Colony would lose the will to live, and neither machines nor skill nor science
could save it then

So, at last, Marvin understood the purpose of this pilgrimge. He would
never wal k beside the rivers of that |ost and | egendary world, or listen to
t he t hunder ragi ng above its softly rounded hills. Yet one day—how far
ahead?—his children's children would return to claimtheir heritage. The w nds
and the rains would scour the poisons fromthe burning | ands and carry themto
the sea, and in the depths of the sea they would waste their venomuntil they
could harmno living things. Then the great ships that were still waiting here
on the silent, dusty plains could Iift once nore into space, along the road
that led to hone.

That was the dream and one day, Marvin knew with a sudden fl ash of
i nsight, he would pass it on to his own. son, here at this sane spot with the
nmount ai ns behind himand the silver light fromthe sky streaming into his
face.

He did not | ook back as they began the homeward journey. He could not bear
to see the cold glory of the crescent Earth fade fromthe rocks around him as
he went to rejoin his people in their long exile.

London Decenber
1950
Pat ent Pendi ng



There are no subjects that have not been di scussed, at sone time or other, in
t he sal oon bar of the "Wite Hart"—and whether or not there are |adi es present
makes no di fference whatsoever. After all, they cane in at their own risk.
Three of them now | conme to think of it, have eventually gone out again with
husbands. So perhaps the risk isn't on their side at all

| mention this because | would not like you to think that all our
conversations are highly erudite and scientific, and our activities purely
cerebral. Though chess is ranpant, darts and shove-ha' penny also flourish. The
Times Literary Supplenment, the Saturday Review, the New Statesman, and the
Atlantic Monthly may be brought in by sone of the custonmers, but the sane
people are quite likely to leave with the |latest issue of Staggering Stories
of Pseudosci ence.

A great deal of business also goes on in the obscurer corners of the pub.
Copi es of antique books and nmagazi nes frequently change hands at astronom ca
prices, and on al nost any Wednesday at |east three well-known deal ers may be
seen snoking large cigars as they | ean over the bar, swapping stories with
Drew. Fromtinme to time a vast guffaw announces the denouenent of sone
anecdot e and provokes a flood of anxious inquiries frompatrons who are afraid
t hey may have

m ssed sonet hing. But, alas, delicacy forbids that | should repeat any of
these interesting tales here. Unlike nost things in this island, they are not
for export. .

Luckily, no such restrictions apply to the tales of M. Harry Purvis,
B.Sc. (at least), Ph.D. (probably), F.R S. (personally | don't think so,

t hough it has been runored). None of themwould bring a blush to the cheeks of
the nost delicately nurtured mai den aunts, should any still survive in these
days

I must apol ogize. This is too sweeping a statenent. There was one story
which might, in some circles, be regarded as a little daring. Yet | do not
hesitate to repeat it, for | know that you, dear reader, will be sufficiently
br oad- m nded to take no of fense.

It started in this fashion. A celebrated Fleet Street reviewer had been
pinned into a corner by a persuasive publisher, who was about to bring out a
book of which he had high hopes. It was one of the riper productions of the
deep and decadent Sout h—a prine exanple of the
"and-t hen-t he- house- gave- anot her-1 urch-as-the-termtes-fini shed-the-east-w ng"
school of fiction. Eire had already banned it, but that is an honor which few
books escape nowadays, and certainly could not be considered a distinction
However, if a leading British newspaper could be induced to make a stern cal
for its suppression, it would become a best seller overnight.

Such was the logic of its publisher, and he was using all his wiles to
i nduce co-operation. | heard himremark, apparently to allay any scruples his
reviewer friend nmight have, "OF course not! |If they can understand it, they
can't be corrupted any further!" And then Harry Purvis, who has an uncanny
knack of follow ng half a dozen conversations sinultaneously, so that he can
insert hinself in the right one at the right time, said in his peculiarly
penetrating and noni nterruptabl e voice: "Censorship does raise some very
difficult problenms doesn't it? |I've always argued that there's an inverse
correl ati on between a country's degree of civilization and the restraints it
puts on its press.”

A New Engl and voice fromthe back of the roomcut in: "On that argunent,
Paris is a nore civilized place than Boston."

"Precisely," answered Purvis. For once, he waited for a reply.

"OK," said the New England voice mldly. "I'"mnot arguing. | just wanted
to check."
"To continue," said Purvis, wasting no nore time in doing so, "I'm

rem nded of a matter which has not yet concerned the censor, but which will
certainly do so before long. It began in France, and so far has renai ned
there. Wen it does cone out into the open, it may have a greater inpact on



our civilization than the atom bonb.

"Li ke the atom bonb, it arose out of equally acadenic research. Never,
gent | eren, underestimate science. | doubt if there is a single field of study
so theoretical, so renote fromwhat is |aughingly called everyday life, that
it may not one day produce sonething that will shake the world.

"You will appreciate that the story | amtelling you is, for once in a
whi l e, secondhand. | got it froma colleague at the Sorbonne | ast year while
was over there at a scientific conference. So the names are all fictitious: |
was told themat the time, but | can't renmenber them now.

"Prof essor—ah—Jul i an was an experinental physiol ogi st at one of the
smal l er, but |ess inpecunious, French universities. Some of you may renmenber
that rather unlikely tale we heard here the other week fromthat fell ow
H nckel berg, about his coll eague who'd | earned how to control the behavi or of
ani mal s through feeding the correct currents into their nervous systenms. Wll,
if there was any truth in that story—and frankly | doubt it-—the whol e project
was probably inspired by Julian's papers in Conptes Rendus.

"Prof essor Julian, however, never published his nmpst remarkable results.
When you stunbl e on sonething which is really terrific, you don't rush into
print. You wait until you have overwhel m ng evi dence—dnl ess you' re afraid that
someone else is hot on the track. Then you may issue an anbi guous

report that will establish your priority at a later date, w thout giving too
much away at the noment—ike the famous cryptogramthat Huygens put out when
he detected the rings of Saturn.

"You may well wonder what Julian's discovery was, so | won't keep you in
suspense. It was sinply the natural extension of what man has been doing for
the I ast hundred years. First the canera gave us the power to capture scenes.
Then Edi son invented the phonograph, and sound was mastered. Today, in the
talking film we have a kind of mechanical nenory which woul d be inconceivabl e
to our forefathers. But surely the matter cannot rest there. Eventually
sci ence nmust be able to catch and store thoughts and sensations thensel ves,
and feed them back into the m nd so that, whenever it w shes, it can repeat
any experience in life, down to its mnutest detail."

"That's an old ideal" snorted soneone. "See the 'feelies' in Brave New
Vorld."

"Al'l good ideas have been thought of by sonebody before they are
realized," said Purvis severely. "The point is that what Huxley and others had
tal ked about, Julian actually did. My goodness, there's a pun there!

Al dous—Jul i an—eh, let it pass!

"I't was done electronically, of course. You all know how the
encephal ograph can record the mnute electrical inmpulses in the living
brai n—the so-called 'brain waves,' as the popular press calls them Julian's
device was a nuch subtler el aboration of this well-known instrument. And,
havi ng recorded cerebral inpulses, he could play them back again. It sounds
sinmple, doesn't it? So was the phonograph, but it took the genius of Edison to
think of it.

"And now, enter the villain. Well, perhaps that's too strong a word, for
Prof essor Julian's assistant CGeorges—&eorges Dupin—s really quite a
synmpat hetic character. It was just that, being a Frenchman of a nore practica
turn of mind than the Professor, he saw at once that there were sonme nilliards
of francs involved in this |aboratory toy.

"The first thing was to get it out of the |aboratory. The French have an
undoubted flair for el egant engineering, and after sone weeks of work—wth the
full co-operation of the Professor—ceorges had nmanaged to pack the "playback"”
side of the apparatus into a cabinet no larger than a television set, and
contai ning not very many nore parts.

"Then CGeorges was ready to make his first experiment. It would involve
consi der abl e expense, but, as someone so rightly remarked, you cannot make
onel ettes w thout breaking eggs. And the analogy is, if | nmay say so, an
exceedi ngly apt one.

"For Georges went to see the nost fanous gournet in France, and made an



i nteresting proposition. It was one that the great man coul d not refuse,
because it was so unique a tribute to his em nence. CGeorges expl ai ned
patiently that he had invented a device for registering (he said nothing about
storing) sensations. In the cause of science, and for the honor of the French
cui sine, could he be privileged to anal yze the enotions, the subtle nuances of
gustatory discrimnation, that took place in Mnsieur le Baron's mnd when he
enpl oyed hi s unsurpassed tal ents? Mnsieur could name the restaurant, the
chef, and the menu—everything woul d be arranged for his conveni ence. O
course, if he was too busy, no doubt that well-known epicure Le Conte de—

"The Baron, who was in sonme respects a surprisingly coarse man, uttered a
word not to be found in nost French dictionaries. 'That cretin!' he expl oded.
'He woul d be happy on English cooking! No, | shall do it." And forthwith he
sat down to conpose the nmenu, while Georges anxiously estimted the cost of
the items and wondered if his bank bal ance would stand the strain. .

"I't would be interesting to know what the chef and the waiters thought
about the whol e business. There was the Baron, seated at his favorite table
and doing full justice to his favorite dishes, not in the | east inconvenienced
by the tangle of wires that trailed fromhis head to that diabolical-Iooking
machine in the corner. The restaurant was enpty of all other occupants, for
the last thing Georges wanted was

premature publicity. This had added very considerably to the already
di stressing cost of the experiment. He could only hope that the results would
be worth it.

"They were. The only way of proving that, of course, would be to play back
Ceorges' 'recording.' W have to take his word for it, since the utter
i nadequacy of words in such matters is all too well known. The Baron was a
genui ne connoi sseur, not one of those who nerely pretend to powers of
di scrimnation they do not possess. You know Thurber's 'Only a naive donestic
Burgundy, but | think you'll admire its presunption.' The Baron woul d have
known at the first sniff whether it was donmestic or not—and if it had been
presunpt uous he'd have smacked it down.

"l gather that Georges had his noney's worth out of that recording, even
t hough he had not intended it nerely for personal use. It opened up new worl ds
to him and clarified the ideas that had been fornming in his ingenious brain.
There was no doubt about it: all the exquisite sensations that had passed
t hrough the Baron's nmind during the consunption of that Lucullan repast had
been captured, so that anyone el se, however untrai ned they m ght be in such
matters, could savor themto the full. For, you see, the recording dealt
purely with enptions: intelligence did not cone into the picture at all. The
Baron needed a lifetinme of know edge and training before he could experience
t hese sensations. But once they were down on tape, anyone, even if in rea
life he had no sense of taste at all, could take over fromthere.

"Think of the glow ng vistas that opened up before Georges's eyes! There
were ot her neals, other gourmets. There were the collected inpressions of al
t he vintages of Europe-what woul d connoi sseurs not pay for then? Wen the | ast
bottle of a rare wine had been broached, its incorporeal essence could be
preserved, as the voice of Melba can travel down the centuries. For, after
all, it was not the wine itself that mattered, but the sensations it evoked.

"So nused Georges. But this, he knew, was only a begi nning. The French
claimto logic | have often disputed, but in
Ceorges's case it cannot be denied. He thought the matter over for a few
days: then he went to see his petite dane.

" '"Yvonne, ma cheri,' he said, 'l have a somewhat unusual request to nake

of you. .
Harry Purvis knew when to break off in a story. He turned to the bar and
call ed, "Another Scotch, Drew." No one said a word while it was provided.

"To continue," said Purvis, at length, "the experinent, unusual though it
was, even in France, was successfully carried out. As both discretion and
custom demanded, all was arranged in the lonely hours of the night. You wll



have gathered al ready that Georges was a persuasive person, though | doubt if
Mam sel | e needed nuch persuadi ng.

"Stifling her curiosity with a sincere but hasty kiss, Georges saw Yvonne
out of the lab and rushed back to his apparatus. Breathlessly, he ran through
t he playback. It worked —not that he had ever had any real doubts. Mreover—do
pl ease remenber | have only ny informant's word for this—it was
i ndi stinguishable fromthe real thing. At that noment sonethi ng approaching
religi ous awe overcane CGeorges. This was, wi thout a doubt, the greatest
invention in history. He would be immortal as well as wealthy, for he had
achi eved sonet hing of which all men had dreaned, and had robbed ol d age of one
of its terrors.

"He also realized that he could now dispense with Yvonne, if he so w shed.
This raised inplications that would require further thought. Mich further

t hought .
"You will, of course, appreciate that | amgiving you a highly condensed
account of events. Wile all this was going on, Georges was still working as a

| oyal enpl oyee of the Professor, who suspected nothing. As yet, indeed,
Ceorges had done little nore than any research worker might have in simlar
circunmstances. Hi s performances had been somewhat beyond the call of duty, but
could all be explained away if need be.

"The next step would involve sone very delicate negotiations and the
expendi ture of further hard-won francs.

CGeorges now had all the material he needed to prove, beyond a shadow of
doubt, that he was handling a very val uable comercial property. There were
shrewd businessmen in Paris who would junp at the opportunity. Yet a certain
delicacy, for which we nust give himfull credit, restrained Georges from
using his second—er—+ecording as a sanple of the wares his nmachi ne could
purvey. There was no way of disguising the personalities involved, and Georges
was a nodest man. 'Besides,' he argued, again with great good sense, 'when the
gr anophone company w shes to make a disque, it does not enregister the
performance of some amateur mnusician. That is a matter for professionals. And
so, ma foi, is this’ ' \Wereupon, after a further call at his bank, he set
forth again for Paris.

"He did not go anywhere near the Place Pigalle, because that was full of
Ameri cans and prices were accordingly exorbitant. Instead, a few discreet
i nquiries and sonme understanding cab drivers took himto an al nost
oppressi vely respectabl e suburb, where he presently found hinmself in a
pl easant waiting room by no neans as exotic as m ght have been supposed.

"And there, sonmewhat enbarrassed, Georges explained his mssionto a
form dabl e | ady whose age one coul d have no nore guessed than her profession
Used t hough she was to unorthodox requests, this was sonething she had never
encountered in all her considerable experience. But the custonmer was al ways
right, as long as he had the cash, and so in due course everything was
arranged. One of the young |adies and her boy friend, an apache of sonewhat
overwhel mi ng masculinity, travel ed back with Georges to the provinces. At
first they were, naturally, sonewhat suspicious, but as Georges had al ready
found, no expert can ever resist flattery. Soon they were all on excellent
terms. Hercule and Susette prom sed Georges that they would give himevery
cause for satisfaction

"No doubt sone of you would be glad to have further details, but you can
scarcely expect me to supply them Al | can say is that Georges—er, rather
his instrument—was kept

very busy, and that by the norning little of the recording material was |eft
unused. For it seens that Hercul e was indeed appropriately naned. .

"When this piquant episode was finished, CGeorges had very little noney
left, but he did possess two recordings that were quite beyond price. Once
nore he set off to Paris, where, with practically no trouble, he came to terms
wi th some busi nessmen who were so astoni shed that they gave hima very
generous contract before coming to their senses. | ampleased to report this,
because so often the scientist energes second best in his dealings with the



worl d of finance. I'mequally pleased to record that Georges had nade
provision for Professor Julian in the contract. You may say cynically that it

was, after all, the Professor's invention, and that sooner or |ater Georges
woul d have had to square him But | like to think that there was nore to it
than that.

"The full details of the schenme for exploiting the device are, of course,
unknown to me. | gather that Georges had been expansively el oquent—not that

much el oquence was needed to convince anyone who had once experienced one or
both of his playbacks. The market woul d be enormous, unlimted. The export
trade al one could put France on her feet again and would wi pe out her dollar
deficit overni ght—ence certain snags had been overcone. Everything would have
to be nmanaged through sonmewhat clandestine channels, for think of the hubbub
fromthe hypocritical Anglo-Saxons when they di scovered just what was being
inmported into their countries. The Mothers' Union, the Daughters of the

Ameri can Revol ution, the Housew ves League, and all the religious

organi zations would rise as one. The | awers were looking into the matter very
carefully, and as far as could be seen the regulations that still excluded
Tropic of Capricorn fromthe mails of the English-speaking countries could not
be applied to this case—for the sinple reason that no one had thought of it.
But there would be such a shout for new | aws that Parlianment and Congress
woul d have to do sonething, so it was best to keep under cover as |long as
possi bl e.

"In fact, as one of the directors pointed out, if the recordings were
banned, so much the better. They could make rmuch nore noney on a small er
out put, because the price would pronptly soar and all the vigilance of the
custonms officials couldn't block every leak. It would be Prohibition all over
agai n.

"You will scarcely be surprised to hear that by this tine Georges had
somewhat | ost interest in the gastronom cal angle. It was an interesting but
definitely mnor possibility of the invention. Indeed, this had been tacitly
admtted by the directors as they drew up the articles of association, for
they had included the pleasures of the cuisine anong 'subsidiary rights.'

"Ceorges returned hone with his head in the clouds, and a substanti al
check in his pocket. A charming fancy had struck his imaginati on. He thought
of all the trouble to which the granophone conpani es had gone to so that the
wor |l d might have the conplete recordings of the forty-eight preludes and
fugues or the nine synphonies. Well, his new conpany woul d put out a conplete
and definite set of recordings, performed by experts versed in the npst
esoteric know edge of East and West. How many opus nunbers woul d be required?
That, of course, had been a subject of profound debate for some thousands of

years. The Hi ndu textbooks, CGeorges had heard, got well into three figures. It
woul d be a npst interesting research, conbining profit with pleasure in an
unexanpl ed manner. ... He had al ready begun some prelimnary studies, using

treati ses which even in Paris were none too easy to obtain.

"I'f you think that while all this was going on, Georges had neglected his
usual interests, you are all too right. He was working literally night and
day, for he had not yet revealed his plans to the Professor and al npst
everything had to be done when the |l ab was closed. And one of the interests he
had had to neglect was Yvonne.

"Her curiosity had already been aroused, as any girl's would have been
But now she was nore than intrigued—she

was di stracted. For Georges had become so renpote and cold. He was no | onger
in love with her.

"It was a result that m ght have been antici pated. Publicans have to guard
agai nst the danger of sanpling their own wares too often—+'m sure you don't,

Dr ew—and Georges had fallen into this seductive trap. He had been through that
recording too many tines, with somewhat debilitating results. Moreover, poor
Yvonne was not to be conpared with the experienced and tal ented Susette. It
was the old story of the professional versus the amateur

"Al'l that Yvonne knew was that Georges was in love with soneone el se. That



was true enough. She suspected that he had been unfaithful to her. And that
rai ses profound phil osophi cal questions we can hardly go into here.

"This being France, in case you had forgotten, the outcone was inevitable.
Poor Ceorges! He was working late one night at the |ab, as usual, when Yvonne
finished himoff with one of those ridicul ous ornanental pistols which are de
rigueur for such occasions. Let us drink to his nenory."

"That's the trouble with all your stories," said John Beynon. "You tell us
about wonderful inventions, and then at the end it turns out that the
di scoverer was killed, so no one can do anything about it. For | suppose, as
usual , the apparatus was destroyed?"

"But no," replied Purvis. "Apart from CGeorges, this is one of the stories
that has a happy ending. There was no trouble at all about Yvonne, of course.
Ceorges's grieving sponsors arrived on the scene with great speed and
prevented any adverse publicity. Being nmen of sentinent as well as nen of
busi ness, they realized that they would have to secure Yvonne's freedom They
promptly did this by playing the recording to le Mire and |l e Prefet, thus
convincing themthat the poor girl had experienced irresistible provocation. A
few shares in the new conmpany clinched the deal, with expressions of the
utnost cordiality on both sides. Yvonne even got her gun back."

"Then when— began soneone el se

"Ah, these things take time. There's the question of nmass production, you
know. It's quite possible that distribution has already commenced through
private—very private-channels. Some of those dubious little shops and notice
boards around Leicester Square may soon start giving hints.”

"Of course," said the New Engl and voi ce disrespectfully, "you wouldn't
know t he nane of the conpany."

You can't help admiring Purvis at tines like this. He scarcely hesitated.

"Le Societe Anonynme d' Aphrodite," he replied. "And |'ve just renenbered
somet hing that will cheer you up. They hope to get round your sticky mails
regul ati ons and establish thensel ves before the inevitabl e congressiona
inquiry starts. They're opening up a branch in Nevada: apparently you can
still get away with anything there." He raised his gl ass.

"To Georges Dupin," he said solemly. "Martyr to science. Renenber him
when the fireworks start. And one other thing—=

"Yes?" we all asked.

"Better start saving now. And sell your TV sets before the bottom drops
out of the market."

London
January 1953
The Sentine
"The Sentinel" is the foundation upon which Stanley Kubrick and | later
erected "2001: A Space Odyssey." In the years since this story was originally

publ i shed, a nunber of scientists—e.g., Carl Sagan-have started to take the
basi ¢ concept quite seriously.

Per haps the real science of exoarchaeology will be born when we reach the
Moon, or perhaps it is waiting for us on Mars, as suggested in "Trouble with
Time." The odds are all against it—but the possible prizes are so great that
there are few better reasons for exploring space.

If there is nothing |like the "Sentinel" anywhere in the Solar Systemthere
shoul d be.

The next tinme you see the full Mwon high in the south, | ook carefully at its
ri ght-hand edge and let your eye travel upward along the curve of the disk.
Round about two o' clock you will notice a small, dark oval: anyone with nornal
eyesight can find it quite easily. It is the great walled plain, one of the



finest on the Moon, known as the Mare Crisium—the Sea of Crises. Three
hundred niles in dianmeter, and al nost conpletely surrounded by a ring of
magni fi cent nmountains, it had never been explored until we entered it in the
| ate summer of 1996.

Qur expedition was a | arge one. W had two heavy freighters which had
flown our supplies and equi pnent fromthe main [unar base in the Mare
Serenitatis, five hundred niles away. There were also three small rockets
whi ch were

i ntended for short-range transport over regions which our i facq vehicles
couldn't cross. Luckily, nost of the Mare Crisiumis very flat. There are none
of the great crevasses so conmon and so dangerous el sewhere, and very few

craters or nountains of any size. As far as we could tell, our powerful
caterpillar tractors would have no difficulty in taking us wherever we w shed
to go.

| was geol ogi st—er selenologist, if you want to be pedantic —n charge of
the group exploring the southern region of the Mare. W had crossed a hundred
mles of it in a week, skirting the foothills of the nountains along the shore
of what was once the ancient sea, sone thousand mllion years before. Wen
life was beginning on Earth, it was already dying here. The waters were
retreati ng down the flanks of those stupendous cliffs, retreating into the
enpty heart of the Mon. Over the | and which we were crossing, the tidel ess
ocean had once been half a mile deep, and now the only trace of npisture was
the hoarfrost one could sonmetines find in caves which the searing sunlight
never penetr ated.

We had begun our journey early in the slow |unar dawn, and still had
al nrost a week of Earth time before nightfall. Half a dozen tines a day we
woul d | eave our vehicle and go outside in the space suits to hunt for
interesting mnerals, or to place markers for the guidance of future
travelers. It was an uneventful routine. There is nothing hazardous or even
particul arly exciting about |unar exploration. W could live confortably for a
month in our pressurized tractors, and if we ran into trouble we could al ways
radio for help and sit tight until one of the spaceships canme to our rescue.

| said just now that there was nothing exciting about |unar exploration
but of course that isn't true. One could never grow tired of those incredible
nmount ai ns, so rmuch nore rugged than the gentle hills of Earth. W never knew,
as we rounded the capes and pronontories of that vani shed sea, what new
spl endors woul d be reveal ed to us. The whol e southern curve of the Mare
Crisiumis a vast delta where a score of rivers once found their way into the
ocean, fed per-

haps by the torrential rains that nust have |ashed the nmount ai ns
in the brief volcanic age when the Moon was young. Each of these ancient
val l eys was an invitation, challenging us to clinmb into the unknown upl ands
beyond. But we had a hundred mles still to cover, and could only | ook
l ongingly at the heights which others nust scale.

We kept Earth tine aboard the tractor, and precisely at 2200 hours the
final radio nessage would be sent out to Base and we woul d cl ose down for the
day. Qutside, the rocks would still be burning beneath the al nost vertica
sun, but to us it was night until we awoke again eight hours | ater. Then one
of us woul d prepare breakfast, there would be a great buzzing of electric
razors, and someone would switch on the shortwave radio fromEarth. |ndeed
when the snell of frying sausages began to fill the cabin, it was sonetimes
hard to believe that we were not back on our own worl d—everything was so
normal and honely, apart fromthe feeling of decreased weight and the
unnatural slowness with which objects fell.

It was ny turn to prepare breakfast in the corner of the main cabin that
served as a galley. | can renenber that noment quite vividly after all these
years, for the radio had just played one of nmy favorite nelodies, the old
Wl sh air "David of the Wiite Rock." Qur driver was already outside in his
space suit, inspecting our caterpillar treads. My assistant, Louis Garnett,
was up forward in the control position, making sone bel ated entries in



yesterday's | og.

As | stood by the frying pan waiting, like any terrestrial housew fe, for
t he sausages to brown, | let nmy gaze wander idly over the mountain walls which
covered the whol e of the southern horizon, marching out of sight to east and
west bel ow the curve of the Moon. They seenmed only a mile or two fromthe
tractor, but | knew that the nearest was twenty miles away. On the Mon, of
course, there is no loss of detail with distance—none of that al nost
i mpercepti bl e hazi ness which softens and sonetimes transfigures all far-off
t hi ngs on Earth.

Those nountains were ten thousand feet high, and they clinbed steeply out
of the plain as if ages ago some subterranean erupti on had smashed them
skyward through the molten crust. The base of even the nearest was hidden from
sight by the steeply curving surface of the plain, for the Mon is a very
little world, and fromwhere | was standing the horizon was only two mles
away.

| lifted my eyes toward the peaks which no nman had ever clinbed, the peaks
whi ch, before the coming of terrestrial life, had watched the retreating
oceans sink sullenly into their graves, taking with themthe hope and the
nmorni ng prom se of a world. The sunlight was beating against those ranparts
with a glare that hurt the eyes, yet only alittle way above themthe stars
were shining steadily in a sky blacker than a wi nter mdnight on Earth.

| was turning away when ny eye caught a netallic glitter high on the ridge
of a great pronmontory thrusting out into the sea thirty mles to the west. It
was a di nensionless point of light, as if a star had been clawed fromthe sky
by one of those cruel peaks, and | imagined that sone snmooth rock surface was
catching the sunlight and heliographing it straight into nmy eyes. Such things
were not uncomon. \Wen the Moon is in her second quarter, observers on Earth
can someti nmes see the great ranges in the Cceanus Procellarumburning with a
bl ue-white iridescence as the sunlight flashes fromtheir slopes and | eaps
again fromworld to world. But | was curious to know what kind of rock could
be shining so brightly up there, and I clinbed into the observation turret and
swung our four-inch telescope round to the west.

| could see just enough to tantalize nme. Clear and sharp in the field of
vi sion, the mountain peaks seened only half a nile away, but whatever was

catching the sunlight was still too small to be resolved. Yet it seened to
have an el usive symetry, and the sumit upon which it rested was curiously
flat. | stared for a long tine at that glittering enigm, straining ny eyes

into space, until presently a snmell of burning fromthe
galley told ne that our breakfast sausages had nade their

quarter-mllion-mle journey in vain.

Al that nmorning we argued our way across the Mare Crisiumwhile the
west ern nountains reared higher in the sky. Even when we were out prospecting
in the space suits, the discussion would continue over the radio. It was
absol utely certain, ny conpanions argued, that there had never been any form
of intelligent Iife on the Mon. The only living things that had ever existed
there were a few prinitive plants and their slightly | ess degenerate

ancestors. | knew that as well as anyone, but there are tines when a scientist
must not be afraid to make a fool of hinself.
"Listen," | said at last, "I'mgoing up there, if only for my own peace of

m nd. That mountain's |less than twelve thousand feet high—that's only two
t housand under Earth gravity—and | can make the trip in twenty hours at the
outside. |I've always wanted to go up into those hills, anyway, and this gives
me an excel |l ent excuse."”

"I'f you don't break your neck," said Garnett, "you'll be the | aughi ngstock

of the expedition when we get back to Base. That mountain will probably be
called Wlson's Folly from now on."
"I won't break ny neck," | said firmy. "Who was the first man to clinb

Pico and Hel i con?"
"But weren't you rather younger in those days?" asked Louis gently.
"That," | said with great dignity, "is as good a reason as any for going."



W& went to bed early that night, after driving the tractor to within half
a mle of the pronontory. Garnett was coming with ne in the norning; he was a
good clinmber, and had often been with nme on such exploits before. Qur driver
was only too glad to be left in charge of the nachine.

At first sight, those cliffs seenmed conpletely unscal able, but to anyone
with a good head for heights, clinbing is easy on a world where all weights
are only a sixth of their normal val ue.

The real danger in lunar nountaineering lies in overconfidence; a
si x- hundred-foot drop on the Mwon can kill you just as thoroughly as a
hundred-foot fall on Earth.

We nmade our first halt on a wi de | edge about four thousand feet above the
plain. dinbing had not been very difficult, but nmy linbs were stiff with the
unaccustonmed effort, and | was glad of the rest. W could still see the
tractor as a tiny nmetal insect far down at the foot of the cliff, and we
reported our progress to the driver before starting on the next ascent.

Inside our suits it was confortably cool, for the refrigeration units were
fighting the fierce sun and carrying away the body heat of our exertions. W
sel dom spoke to each other, except to pass clinbing instructions and to
di scuss our best plan of ascent. | do not know what Garnett was t hinking,
probably that this was the crazi est goose chase he had ever enbarked upon.
nore than half agreed with him but the joy of clinbing, the know edge that no
man had ever gone this way before and the exhilaration of the steadily
wi deni ng | andscape gave nme all the reward | needed.

| don't think | was particularly excited when | saw in front of us the
wal | of rock I had first inspected through the telescope fromthirty mles
away. It would | evel off about fifty feet above our heads, and there on the
pl ateau woul d be the thing that had lured ne over these barren wastes. It was,
al nost certainly, nothing nore than a boul der splintered ages ago by a falling
nmeteor, and with its cl eavage planes still fresh and bright in this
i ncorruptibl e, unchanging sil ence.

There were no handholds on the rock face, and we had to use a grapnel. My
tired arms seened to gain new strength as | swung the three-pronged netal
anchor round my head and sent it sailing up toward the stars. The first tine
it broke |l oose and cane falling slowy back when we pulled the rope. On the
third attenpt, the prongs gripped firmy and our conbi ned wei ghts could not
shift it.

Garnett | ooked at ne anxiously. | could tell that he wanted to go first,
but I smiled back at himthrough the glass of ny

hel met and shook ny head. Slowly, taking ny time, | began the final ascent.

Even with ny space suit, | weighed only forty pounds here, so | pulled
nmysel f up hand over hand w thout bothering to use ny feet. At the rim]l paused
and waved to my conpanion; then | scranbled over the edge and stood upright,
staring ahead of ne.

You nust understand that until this very noment | had been al npst
conpl etely convinced that there could be nothing strange or unusual for ne to
find here. Alnost, but not quite; it was that haunting doubt that had driven
me forward. Wll, it was a doubt no longer, but the haunting had scarcely
begun. | was standing on a pl ateau perhaps a hundred feet across. It had once
been smoot h—+o0o0 snmooth to be natural —but falling nmeteors had pitted and scored
its surface through inmeasurable eons. It had been | eveled to support a
glittering, roughly pyram dal structure, twice as high as a man, that was set
inthe rock like a gigantic many-faceted jewel.

Probably no enotion at all filled my mind in those first few seconds. Then
| felt a great lifting of nmy heart, and a strange, inexpressible joy. For
| oved the Moon, and now | knew that the creeping noss of Aristarchus and
Er at ost henes was not the only Iife she had brought forth in her youth. The
ol d, discredited dreamof the first explorers was true. There had, after all
been a lunar civilization—and | was the first to find it. That | had cone
perhaps a hundred mllion years too late did not distress ne; it was enough to
have cone at all.



My mi nd was beginning to function normally, to analyze and to ask
guestions. Was this a building, a shrine—er sonething for which ny | anguage
had no nane? If a building, then why was it erected in. so uniquely
i naccessible a spot? | wondered if it might be a tenple, and |I could picture
the adepts of sonme strange priesthood calling on their gods to preserve them
as the life of the Mon ebbed with the dying oceans, and calling on their gods
in vain.

I took a dozen steps forward to exam ne the thing nore closely, ,but sone
sense of caution kept ne fromgoing too near. | knew a little of archaeol ogy,
and tried to guess the cultural level of the civilization that nust have
snoot hed this nountain and raised the glittering mrror surfaces that stil
dazzl ed ny eyes.

The Egyptians could have done it, | thought, if their workmen had
possessed whatever strange materials these far nore ancient architects had
used. Because of the thing's smallness, it did not occur to me that | mght be
| ooki ng at the handiwork of a race nore advanced than my own. The idea that
t he Moon had possessed intelligence at all was still alnpbst too tremendous to
grasp, and ny pride would not let ne take the final, humliating plunge.

And then | noticed sonething that set the scalp crawling at the back of ny
neck—sonething so trivial and so innocent that many woul d never have noticed
it at all. | have said that the plateau was scarred by neteors; it was al so
coated inches deep with the cosmc dust that is always filtering down upon the
surface of any world where there are no winds to disturb it. Yet the dust and
the neteor scratches ended quite abruptly in a wide circle enclosing the
little pyram d, as though an invisible wall was protecting it fromthe ravages
of time and the slow but ceasel ess bonbardnent from space.

There was soneone shouting in ny earphones, and | realized that Garnett

had been calling nme for sone time. | wal ked unsteadily to the edge of the
cliff and signaled himto join ne, not trusting myself to speak. Then | went
back toward that circle in the dust. | picked up a fragment of splintered rock

and tossed it gently toward the shining enigma. If the pebble had vani shed at
that invisible barrier I should not have been surprised, but it seemed to hit
a snoot h, hem spherical surface and slide gently to the ground.

| knew then that | was | ooking at nothing that could be matched in the
antiquity of my own race. This was not a building, but a machine, protecting
itself with forces that had chall enged Eternity. Those forces, whatever they

m ght be,

were still operating, and perhaps | had already conme too close. | thought of
all the radiations man had trapped and tanmed in the past century. For all |
knew, | might be as irrevocably doonmed as if | had stepped into the deadly,

silent aura of an unshielded atomc pile.

| remenber turning then toward Garnett, who had joined nme and was now
standi ng notionless at nmy side. He seened quite oblivious to nme, so | did not
di sturb himbut wal ked to the edge of the cliff in an effort to marshal ny
t houghts. There below ne lay the Mare CrisiumSea of Crises, indeed —strange
and weird to nmost nen, but reassuringly familiar to me. | lifted ny eyes
toward the crescent Earth, lying in her cradle of stars, and | wondered what
her cl ouds had covered when these unknown buil ders had finished their work.
Was it the steam ng jungle of the Carboniferous, the bleak shoreline over
whi ch the first anphibians nust crawl to conquer the land—er, earlier still,
the Iong | oneliness before the com ng of life?

Do not ask me why | did not guess the truth sooner—the truth that seenms so
obvious now. In the first excitement of my discovery, | had assumed wi thout
qguestion that this crystalline apparition had been built by some race
bel onging to the Mon's renote past, but suddenly, and with overwhel m ng
force, the belief cane to me that it was as alien to the Moon as | nyself.

In twenty years we had found no trace of life but a few degenerate pl ants.
No lunar civilization, whatever its doom could have left but a single token
of its existence.

| looked at the shining pyram d again, and the nore rennte it seenmed from



anything that had to do with the Mbon. And suddenly | felt myself shaking with
a foolish, hysterical laughter, brought on by excitenent and overexertion: for
| had imagined that the little pyram d was speaking to me and was sayi ng:
"Sorry, |I'ma stranger here myself."

It has taken us twenty years to crack that invisible shield and to reach
t he machi ne inside those crystal walls. What we could not understand, we broke
at last with the savage m ght

of atom c power and now | have seen the fragments of the lovely, glittering
thing I found up there on the nountain.

They are neani ngl ess. The mechani sms—f indeed they are mechani sms—ef the
pyram d belong to a technology that lies far beyond our horizon, perhaps to
t he technol ogy of paraphysical forces.

The nystery haunts us all the nore now that the other planets have been
reached and we know that only Earth has ever been the hone of intelligent life
in our Universe. Nor could any lost civilization of our own world have built
that machine, for the thickness of the neteoric dust on the plateau has
enabled us to nmeasure its age. It was set there upon its nmountain before life
had energed fromthe seas of Earth.

VWhen our world was half its present age, sonething fromthe stars swept
t hrough the Sol ar System left this token of its passage, and went agai n upon

its way. Until we destroyed it, that nachine was still fulfilling the purpose
of its builders; and as to that purpose, here is ny guess.
Nearly a hundred thousand mllion stars are turning in the circle of the

M1l ky Way, and |long ago other races on the worlds of other suns nust have
scal ed and passed the heights that we have reached. Think of such
civilizations, far back in tinme against the fading aftergl ow of Creation,
masters of a Universe so young that life as yet had come only to a handful of
worl ds. Theirs woul d have been a | oneliness we cannot inmagi ne, the |oneliness
of gods | ooking out across infinity and finding none to share their thoughts.

They nmust have searched the star clusters as we have searched the planets.
Everywhere there woul d be worlds, but they would be enpty or peopled with
craw i ng, mindless things. Such was our own Earth, the snoke of the great
vol canoes still staining the skies, when that first ship of the peoples of the
dawn cane sliding in fromthe abyss beyond Pluto. It passed the frozen outer
worl ds, knowing that life could play no part in their destinies. It cane to
rest among the inner planets, warmng thensel ves around the fire of the Sun
and waiting for their stories to begin.

Those wanderers nust have | ooked on Earth, circling safely in the narrow
zone between fire and ice, and nust have guessed that it was the favorite of
the Sun's children. Here, in the distant future, would be intelligence; but

there were countless stars before themstill, and they m ght never cone this
way agai n.
So they left a sentinel, one of mllions they have scattered throughout

t he Universe, watching over all worlds with the promse of life. It was a
beacon that down the ages has been patiently signaling the fact that no one
had di scovered it.

Per haps you understand now why that crystal pyram d was set upon the Mon
instead of on the Earth. Its builders were not concerned with races stil
struggling up fromsavagery. They would be interested in our civilization only
if we proved our fitness to survive—by crossing space and so escaping fromthe
Earth, our cradle. That is the challenge that all intelligent races nust neet,
sooner or later. It is a double challenge, for it depends in turn upon the
conquest of atomic energy and the last choice between |life and death.

Once we had passed that crisis, it was only a matter of tine before we
found the pyramd and forced it open. Now its signals have ceased, and those
whose duty it is will be turning their minds upon Earth. Perhaps they wi sh to
hel p our infant civilization. But they nmust be very, very old, and the old are
often insanely jeal ous of the young.

| can never | ook now at the MIky Way wi t hout wondering from which of
t hose banked cl ouds of stars the em ssaries are comng. If you will pardon so



commonpl ace a simle, we have set off the fire alarmand have nothing to do
but to wait.
| do not think we will have to wait for |ong.

London Decenber
1948
Tr ansi ence

The forest, which cane alnbost to the edge of the beach, clinbed away into the
di stance up the flanks of the low, misty hills. Underfoot, the sand was coarse
and m xed with nyriads of broken shells. Here and there the retreating tide
had left |long streaners of weed trailed across the beach. The rain, which

sel dom ceased, had for the nmoment passed inland, but ever and again | arge,
angry drops would beat tiny craters in the sand.

It was hot and sultry, for the war between sun and rain was never-endi ng.
Sonetinmes the mists would lift for a while and the hills would stand out
clearly above the Iand they guarded. These hills arced in a semicircle al ong
the bay, following the Iine of the beach, and beyond them coul d soneti mes be
seen, at an i mense distance, a wall of nountains |ying beneath perpetua
clouds. The trees grew everywhere, softening the contours of the land so that
the hills blended snoothly into each other. Only in one place could the bare,
uncovered rock be seen, where |ong ago sone fault had weakened the foundations
of the hills, so that for a mle or nore the sky line fell sharply away,
droopi ng down to the sea like a broken wing.

Moving with the cautious alertness of a wild aninmal, the child cane
through the stunted trees at the forest's edge. For

a nonent he hesitated; then, since there seened to be no danger, wal ked
slowy out onto the beach

He was naked, heavily built, and had coarse black hair tangled over his
shoul ders. Hi s face, brutish though it was, m ght al nbst have passed in human
soci ety, but the eyes would have betrayed him They were not the eyes of an
animal, for there was sonmething in their depths that no ani mal had ever known.
But it was no nore than a promise. For this child, as for all his race, the
light of reason had yet to dawn. Only a hairsbreadth still separated himfrom
t he beasts anbng whom he dwelt.

The tribe had not |Iong since cone into this land, and he was the first
ever to set foot upon that |onely beach. What had |ured himfromthe known
dangers of the forest into the unknown and therefore nore terribl e dangers of
this new el enent, he could not have told even had he possessed t he power of
speech. Slowy he wal ked out to the water's edge, always wi th backward gl ances
at the forest behind hiny and as he did so, for the first tine in all history,
the I evel sand bore upon its face the footprints it would one day know so
wel I .

He had nmet water before, but it had al ways been bounded and confined by
land. Now it stretched endl essly before him and the sound of its |aboring
beat ceasel essly upon his ears.

Wth the tineless patience of the savage, he stood on the noist sand that
the water had just relinquished, and as the tide |ine noved out he followed it
slowy, pace by pace. Wen the waves reached toward his feet with a sudden
access of energy, he would retreat a little way toward the | and. But sonething
held himhere at the water's edge, while his shadow | engt hened al ong t he sands
and the cold evening wind began to rise around him

Perhaps into his mnd had come sonething of the wonder of the sea, and a
hint of all that it would one day nean to man. Though the first gods of his
people still lay far in the future, he felt a dimsense of worship stir within
him He knew that he was now in the presence of sonething greater than all the
powers and forces he had ever net.



The tide was turning. Far away in the forest, a wolf howl ed once and was
suddenly silent. The noises of the night were rising around him and it was
time to go.

Under the | ow nmoon, the two lines of footprints interlaced across the
sand. Swiftly the oncom ng tide was snoot hing them away. But they would return
in their thousands and mllions, in the centuries yet to be.

The child playi ng anmong the rock pools knew nothing of the forest that had
once ruled all the land around him It had left no trace of its existence. As
epheneral as the mists that had so often rolled down fromthe hills, it, too,
had veiled themfor a little while and now was gone. In its place had cone a
checkerboard of fields, the | egacy of a thousand years of patient toil. And so
the illusion of permanence remai ned, though everything had altered except the
l[ine of the hills against the sky. On the beach, the sand was finer now, and
the land had lifted so that the old tide line was far beyond the reach of the
guesti ng waves.

Beyond the sea wall and the pronenade, the little town was sl eeping
t hrough the gol den sumtmer day. Here and there al ong the beach, people |ay at
rest, drowsy with heat and lulled by the murmur of the waves.

Qut across the bay, white and gold against the water, a great ship was
moving slowy to sea. The boy could hear, faint and far away, the beat of its
screws and could still see the tiny figures noving upon its decks and
superstructure. To the child—-and not to him al one—+t was a thing of wonder and
beauty. He knew its name and the land to which it was steam ng; but he did not
know that the splendid ship was both the |l ast and greatest of its kind. He
scarcely noticed, alnpbst |ost against the glare of the sun, the thin white
vapor trails that spelled the doomof the proud and | ovely giant.

Soon the great liner was no nore than a dark srmudge on the horizon, and
the boy turned again to his interrupted play. to the tireless building of his
battl ements of sand. In the west

the sun was beginning its |ong decline, but the evening was still far away.

Yet it cane at |ast, when the tide was returning to the land. At his
nmot her's words, the child gathered up his playthings and, wearily contented,
began to follow his parents back to the shore. He glanced once only at the
sand castles he had built with such | abor and woul d not see again. Wthout
regret he left themto the advanci ng waves, for tonorrow he would return and
the future stretched endl essly before him

That tomorrow woul d not al ways cone, either for himself or for the world,
he was still too young to know.

And now even the hills had changed, worn away by the wei ght of years. Not
all the change was the work of Nature, for one night in the long-forgotten
past sonething had cone sliding down fromthe stars, and the little town had
vani shed in a spinning tower of flane. But that was so | ong ago that it was
beyond sorrow or regret. Like the fall of fabled Troy or the overwhel m ng of
Pormpei i, it was part of the irrenedi abl e past and could rouse no pity now.

On the broken sky Iine lay a | ong netal building supporting a nmaze of
mrrors that turned and glittered in the sun. No one froman earlier age could
have guessed its purpose. It was as meani ngl ess as an observatory or a radio
station woul d have been to ancient man. But it was neither of these things.

Si nce noon, Bran had been playing anong the shall ow pools left by the
retreating tide. He was quite al one, though the nachi ne that guarded hi m was
wat chi ng unobtrusively fromthe shore. Only a few days ago, there had been
ot her children playing beside the blue waters of this lovely bay. Bran
somet i nes wondered where they had vani shed, but he was a solitary child and
did not greatly care. Lost in his own dreans, he was content to be left alone.

In the last few hours he had linked the tiny pools with an intricate
networ k of waterways. H s thoughts were very far fromEarth, both in space and
time. Around hi mnow were

the dull, red sands of another world. He was Cardenis, prince of engineers,



fighting to save his people fromthe encroachi ng deserts. For Bran had | ooked
upon the ravaged face of Mars; he knew the story of its long tragedy and the
help fromEarth that had cone too |late.

Qut to the horizon the sea was enpty, untroubled by ships, as it had been
for ages. For a little while, near the beginning of tine, man had fought his
brief war against the oceans of the world. Now it seened that only a nonent
| ay between the comi ng of the first canoes and the passing of the |ast great
Megat heria of the seas.

Bran did not even glance at the sky when the nonstrous shadow swept al ong
t he beach. For days past, those silver giants had been rising over the hills
in an unending stream and now he gave themlittle thought. Al his life he
had wat ched the great ships clinbing through the skies of Earth on their way
to distant worlds. Often he had seen themreturn fromthose | ong journeys,
droppi ng down through the clouds with cargoes beyond i nmagi nation

He wondered sonetines why they came no nore, those returning voyagers. Al
t he ships he saw now were outward bound; never one drove down fromthe skies
to berth at the great port beyond the hills. Wiy this should be, no one would
tell him He had | earned not to speak of it now, having seen the sadness that
hi s questi ons brought.

Across the sands the robot was calling to himsoftly. "Bran," came the
wor ds, echoing the tones of his nother's voice, "Bran—+t's tinme to go."

The child | ooked up, his face full of indignant denial. He could not
believe it. The sun was still high and the tide was far away. Yet al ong the
shore his nmother and father were already comng toward him

They wal ked swi ftly, as though the tinme were short. Now and again his
father would gl ance for an instant at the sky, then turn his head quickly away
as if he knew well that there was nothing he could hope to see. But a noment
| ater he woul d | ook agai n.

St ubborn and angry, Bran stood at bay anobng his canals and | akes. H s
not her was strangely silent, but presently his father took himby the hand and
said quietly, "You must come with us, Bran. It's tinme we went."

The child pointed sullenly at the beach. "But it's too early. | haven't
finished."

His father's reply held no trace of anger, only a great sadness. "There
are many things, Bran, that will not be finished now "

Still unconprehendi ng, the boy turned to his nother

"Then can | come agai n tonorrow?"

Wth a sense of desol ati ng wonder, Bran saw his nmother's eyes fill with

sudden tears. And he knew at |ast that never again would he |ay upon the sands
by the azure waters; never again would he feel the tug of the tiny waves about
his feet. He had found the sea too |late, and now nust |eave it forever. Qut of
the future, chilling his soul, cane the first faint intimation of the |ong
ages of exile that |ay ahead.

He never | ooked back as they wal ked silently together across the clinging
sand. This monment would be with himall his life, but he was still too stunned
to do nore than walk blindly into a future he could not understand.

The three figures dwindled into the distance and were gone. A long while
later, a silver cloud seened to Iift above the hills and nove slowy out to
sea. In a shallow arc, as though reluctant to |l eave its world, the last of the
great ships clinbed toward the horizon and shrank to nothi ngness over the edge
of the Earth.

The tide was returning with the dying day. As though its makers stil
wal ked within its walls, the low nmetal building upon the hills had begun to
blaze with light. Near the zenith, one star had not waited for the sun to set,
but already burned with a fierce white glare against the darkling sky. Soon
its companions, no longer in the scant thousands that man had once known,
began to fill the heavens. The Earth was now near the center of the Universe,
and whol e areas of the sky were an unbroken bl aze of |ight.

But rising beyond the sea in two |l ong curving arns, sonething black and
nmonstrous eclipsed the stars and seemed to cast its shadow over all the world.



The tentacl es of the Dark Nebul a were al ready brushing against the frontiers
of the Sol ar System

In the east, a great yellow nmoon was clinmbing through the waves. Though
man had torn down its mountains and brought it air and water, its face was the
one that had | ooked upon Earth since history began, and it was still the ruler
of the tides. Across the sand the Iine of foam noved steadily onward,
overwhelming the little canals and pl aning down the tangled footprints.

On the sky line, the lights in the strange nmetal building suddenly died,
and the spinning mirrors ceased their noonlight glittering. Fromfar inland
cane the blinding flash of a great explosion, then another, and another
fai nter yet.

Presently the ground trenbled a little, but no sound disturbed the
solitude of the deserted shore.

Under the level light of the saggi ng noon, beneath the nyriad stars, the
beach lay waiting for the end. It was alone now, as it had been at the
begi nning. Only the waves woul d nove, and but for a little while, upon its
gol den sands.

For man had cone and gone.

London Mar ch
1947
The Star
It is three thousand |light-years to the Vatican. Once, | believed that space

could have no power over faith, just as | believed that the heavens decl ared
the glory of God's handiwork. Now | have seen that handiwork, and my faith is
sorely troubled. | stare at the crucifix that hangs on the cabin wall above
the Mark VI Conputer, and for the first time innmy life |l wonder if it is no
nore than an enpty synbol

| have told no one yet, but the truth cannot be conceal ed. The facts are
there for all to read, recorded on the countless mles of magnetic tape and
t he t housands of photographs we are carrying back to Earth. Qther scientists
can interpret themas easily as | can, and | amnot one who woul d condone t hat
tanmpering with the truth which often gave nmy order a bad name in the ol den
days.

The crew were already sufficiently depressed: | wonder how they will take
this ultimate irony. Few of them have any religious faith, yet they will not
relish using this final weapon in their canpai gn agai nst me—that private,
good- natured, but fundanentally serious war which |asted all the way from
Earth. It anused themto have a Jesuit as chief astrophysicist: Dr. Chandler
for instance, could never get over it. (Wiy are nmedical men such notorious
at hei sts?) Sometinmes he would nmeet me on the observation deck, where the
lights

are always low so that the stars shine with undim nished glory. He would cone
up to me in the gloomand stand staring out of the great oval port, while the
heavens crawl ed slowy around us as the ship turned end over end with the

resi dual spin we had never bothered to correct.

"Well, Father," he would say at last, "it goes on forever and forever, and

per haps Sonet hing nade it. But how you can believe that Sonething has a
special interest in us and our mserable little world—that just beats ne."
Then the argunment would start, while the stars and nebul ae woul d swi ng around
us in silent, endless arcs beyond the flaw essly clear plastic of the



observation port.

It was, | think, the apparent incongruity of my position that caused nost
anmusenment to the crew. In vain | would point to my three papers in the
Astrophysi cal Journal, nmy five in the Monthly Notices of the Royal
Astronom cal Society. | would rem nd themthat ny order has | ong been fanobus
for its scientific works. W may be few now, but ever since the eighteenth
century we have made contributions to astronony and geophysics out of al
proportion to our numbers. WII ny report on the Phoeni x Nebul a end our
t housand years of history? It will end, | fear, much nmore than that.

| do not know who gave the nebula its name, which seens to nme a very bad
one. If it contains a prophecy, it is one that cannot be verified for severa
billion years. Even the word "nebula" is misleading: this is a far smaller
obj ect than those stupendous clouds of m st—the stuff of unborn stars—that are
scattered throughout the Iength of the MIky Way. On the cosnic scal e, indeed,
t he Phoenix Nebula is a tiny thing—a tenuous shell of gas surrounding a single
star.

O what is left of a star

The Rubens engraving of Loyola seenms to nock nme as it hangs there above
t he spectrophotoneter traci ngs. Wiat would you, Father, have made of this
know edge that has cone into ny keeping, so far fromthe little world that was
all the Universe you knew? Whuld your faith have risen to the challenge, as
mne has failed to do?

You gaze into the distance, Father, but | have traveled a di stance beyond
any that you could have imgi ned when you founded our order a thousand years
ago. No ot her survey ship has been so far fromEarth: we are at the very
frontiers of the explored Universe. W set out to reach the Phoenix Nebula, we
succeeded, and we are homeward bound with our burden of know edge. | wi sh |
could lift that burden fromny shoulders, but | call to you in vain across the
centuries and the light-years that |ie between us.

On the book you are holding the words are plain to read. AD MAI OREM DEI
GLORIAM, the message runs, but it is a message | can no |onger believe. Wuld
you still believe it, if you could see what we have found?

We knew, of course, what the Phoeni x Nebula was. Every year, in our Gal axy
al one, nore than a hundred stars expl ode, blazing for a few hours or days with

t housands of times their normal brilliance before they sink back into death
and obscurity. Such are the ordinary novae—the comonpl ace di sasters of the
Uni verse. | have recorded the spectrograns and |ight curves of dozens since

started working at the Lunar Observatory.

But three or four times in every thousand years occurs somet hi ng besi de
whi ch even a nova pales into total insignificance.

VWen a star becones a supernova, it may for a little while outshine al
the massed suns of the Gal axy. The Chi nese astrononers watched this happen in
A.D. 1054, not knowi ng what it was they saw. Five centuries later, in 1572, a
supernova bl azed in Cassiopeia so brilliantly that it was visible in the
dayl i ght sky. There have been three nore in the thousand years that have
passed since then

Qur mssion was to visit the remmants of such a catastrophe, to
reconstruct the events that led up toit, and, if possible, to learn its
cause. W cane slowy in through the concentric shells of gas that had been
bl asted out six thousand years before, yet were expanding still. They were
i mensely hot, radiating even nowwith a fierce violet light, but were far too
tenuous to do us any damage. Wen the star had ex-

pl oded, its outer |ayers had been driven upward with such speed that they had

escaped conpletely fromits gravitational field. Now they fornmed a hol |l ow

shel |l | arge enough to engulf a thousand sol ar systems, and at its center
burned the tiny, fantastic object which the star had now becone—a White Dwarf,
smal l er than the Earth, yet weighing a nillion tinmes as mnuch.

The gl owi ng gas shells were all around us, banishing the normal night of
interstellar space. W were flying into the center of the cosm c bonb that had
detonated nill ennia ago and whose i ncandescent fragnments were still hurtling



apart. The imrense scale of the explosion, and the fact that the debris

al ready covered a volunme of space nmany billions of mles across, robbed the
scene of any visible novenent. It would take decades before the unai ded eye
could detect any notion in these tortured wi sps and eddi es of gas, yet the
sense of turbul ent expansi on was overwhel m ng.

We had checked our prinmary drive hours before, and were drifting slowy
toward the fierce little star ahead. Once it had been a sun |ike our own, but
it had squandered in a few hours the energy that should have kept it shining
for amllion years. Now it was a shrunken mser, hoarding its resources as if
trying to make amends for its prodigal youth.

No one seriously expected to find planets. If there had been any before
t he expl osi on, they woul d have been boiled into puffs of vapor, and their
substance lost in the greater weckage of the star itself. But we made the
aut omati c search, as we al ways do when approachi ng an unknown sun, and
presently we found a single snmall world circling the star at an i mense
di stance. It must have been the Pluto of this vanished Sol ar System orbiting
on the frontiers of the night. Too far fromthe central sun ever to have known
life, its renoteness have saved it fromthe fate of all its |ost conpanions.

The passing fires had seared its rocks and burned away the mantl e of
frozen gas that must have covered it in the days before the disaster. W
| anded, and we found the Vault.

Its builders had nade sure that we should. The nonolithic

mar ker that stood above the entrance was now a fused stunp, but even the
first |ong-range photographs told us that here was the work of intelligence. A
little later we detected the continent-wi de pattern of radioactivity that had
been buried in the rock. Even if the pylon above the Vault had been destroyed,
this woul d have remmi ned, an i mmovable and all but eternal beacon calling to
the stars. Qur ship fell toward this gigantic bull's-eye like an arrow into
its target.

The pylon must have been a mile high when it was built, but now it |ooked
like a candle that had nelted down into a puddle of wax. It took us a week to
drill through the fused rock, since we did not have the proper tools for a
task like this. W were astrononers, not archaeol ogists, but we could
i mprovi se. Qur original purpose was forgotten: this |lonely nmonunment, reared
with such | abor at the greatest possible distance fromthe dooned sun, could
have only one meaning. A civilization that knew it was about to die had nade
its last bid for imortality.

It will take us generations to examine all the treasures that were placed
in the Vault. They had plenty of tinme to prepare, for their sun nust have
given its first warnings many years before the final detonation. Everything
that they wished to preserve, all the fruit of their genius, they brought here
to this distant world in the days before the end, hoping that some other race
would find it and that they would not be utterly forgotten. Wuld we have done
as well, or would we have been too lost in our own msery to give thought to a
future we coul d never see or share?

If only they had had a little nore tinme! They could travel freely enough
bet ween the planets of their own sun, but they had not yet |earned to cross
the interstellar gulfs, and the nearest Solar Systemwas a hundred light-years
away. Yet even had they possessed the secret of the Transfinite Drive, no nore
than a few mllions could have been saved. Perhaps it was better thus.

Even if they had not been so disturbingly human as their scul pture shows,
we coul d not have hel ped admiring them and

grieving for their fate. They left thousands of visual records and the

machi nes for projecting them together with el aborate pictorial instructions
fromwhich it will not be difficult to learn their witten | anguage. W have
exam ned many of these records, and brought to life for the first tine in six
t housand years the warnth and beauty of a civilization that in many ways nust
have been superior to our own. Perhaps they only showed us the best, and one
can hardly blame them But their worlds were very lovely, and their cities
were built with a grace that matches anything of man's. W have wat ched t hem



at work and play, and listened to their musical speech sounding across the
centuries. One scene is still before nmy eyes—a group of children on a beach of
strange blue sand, playing in the waves as children play on Earth. Curious

whi plike trees line the shore, and sone very large animal is wading in the
shal l ows yet attracting no attention at all

And sinking into the sea, still warmand friendly and life-giving, is the
sun that will soon turn traitor and obliterate all this innocent happiness.

Perhaps if we had not been so far from home and so vul nerable to
| onel i ness, we shoul d not have been so deeply noved. Many of us had seen the
ruins of ancient civilizations on other worlds, but they had never affected us
so profoundly. This tragedy was unique. It is one thing for a race to fail and
die, as nations and cultures have done on Earth. But to be destroyed so
conpletely in the full flower of its achievenent, |eaving no survivors—how
could that be reconciled with the nercy of God?

My col | eagues have asked me that, and | have given what answers | can
Per haps you coul d have done better, Father Loyola, but | have found nothing in
the Exercitia Spiritualia that hel ps me here. They were not an evil people: |
do not know what gods they worshiped, if indeed they worshiped any. But | have
| ooked back at them across the centuries, and have watched while the
| ovel iness they used their last strength to preserve was brought forth again
into the light of their

shrunken sun. They coul d have taught us rmuch: why were they destroyed?

I know the answers that ny colleagues will give when they get back to
Earth. They will say that the Universe has no purpose and no plan, that since
a hundred suns expl ode every year in our Galaxy, at this very noment sone race
is dying in the depths of space. Wether that race has done good or evil
during its lifetime will make no difference in the end: there is no divine
justice, for there is no God.

Yet, of course, what we have seen proves nothing of the sort. Anyone who
argues thus is being swayed by emption, not |logic. God has no need to justify
H's actions to man. He who built the Universe can destroy it when He chooses.
It is arrogance—t is perilously near blaspheny—for us to say what He nay or
may not do.

This | could have accepted, hard though it is to | ook upon whol e worl ds
and peoples throwm into the furnace. But there comes a point when even the
deepest faith nmust falter, and now, as | look at the calculations lying before
me, | know | have reached that point at |ast.

We could not tell, before we reached the nebula, how | ong ago the
expl osi on took place. Now, fromthe astronomni cal evidence and the record in
the rocks of that one surviving planet, | have been able to date it very
exactly. | know in what year the light of this colossal conflagration reached
our Earth. | know how brilliantly the supernova whose corpse now dw ndl es
behi nd our speeding ship once shone in terrestrial skies. | know how it nust
have bl azed low in the east before sunrise, |like a beacon in that oriental
dawn.

There can be no reasonabl e doubt: the ancient nystery is solved at |ast.
Yet, oh God, there were so many stars you coul d have used. What was the need
to give these people to the fire, that the synbol of their passing m ght shine
above Bet hl ehen?

London Cct ober
1954
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