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FOREWORD

Inthisthird volume of New Writingsin SF. we take amuch wider cross-section of contemporary
themes by present-day writers. All but one of the stories have never been published before—in fact most
were written specidly for this series. The sole exception, Frederik Pohl’s“The Fiend”, will not have been
read by many regular SF. readers, asit originally appeared in Playboy, an American magazine with the
broadest of broad policies devoted to masculine appedl.

Theinclusion of the Pohl story was ddliberate, in view of the many admirers of his own works (novels
and short stories) and hisbrilliant collaborationswith the late C. M. Kornbluth of satires exposing our
own life and times againgt future backgrounds—The Space Merchants, Gladiator s-at-Law, Wolfbane,
etc. Hereisanew type of Pohl story, written for aspecific market, with al the trappings of S.F. shifted
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dightly intoanew angle.

At the other end of the scale, Colin Kapp's“ The Subways Of Tazoo” isone of the finest
Science-fiction storiesfor along time, but here we have asciencewhichiis, a first, completely dien to
Man. Few themes stir the imagination more than that of archaeological research, whether it be of ancient
Egyptian or Roman remains or aKon-Tiki expedition to prove apossibility. In sciencefiction, the quest
isawaysfor traces of another intelligence or artifacts left behind by people long departed. The Kapp
story combines the best of these possibilities with the finding of an dien culture so different from our own
that it isamaost incomprehensible—but not quite; which makesthe story.

Stories evolved round the menta powers (psi) have been particularly popular since the advent of
gpace satllites, many authorsfeding that with Man practicaly on the threshold of spacetravel it wastime
to turn the spotlight of literary research inward upon the mind itself. There have been many fine stories
upon this subject and agreet dedl of rubbish. John Kingston’s*Manipulation” is obvioudy in the former
class as he unfolds the suspenseful story of aman “ gifted” with such a power heis not equipped to handle
successtully.

Thereisasharp change of pace and ideas in Keith Roberts s story “Boulter’ s Canaries’, the
background theme to which isa poltergeist (usually reserved for weird stories) but Mr. Robertsturnsa
scientific eye on this phenomena and finds a different answer to the one usualy given by psychic research

experts.

For those who like space stories, however, there are at least four different typesin this collection,
each with amord to proveif you look at them in retrogpect. Two vignettes—John Baxter’ s“ Testament”
and James Inglis s“Night Watch”"—are so dissmilar that they might well be the dphaand omega of the
collection, for in the former the main themeis one of a desperate search for food and water to prevent a
race dying, and in the latter we see the end of the galaxy. In between these two extremes both Dan
Morgan and James H. Schmitz present unusua themesin “Emreth” and * Spacemaster”.

Basicaly, then, thisisanew collection of stories designed primarily for enjoyment. That one or more
of them will evoke speculation in somereaders mindsisamost certain, for this has been the main feature
of SFF. for over fifty years. A sense of wonder and a sense of enjoyment go hand in hand. New Wkitings
in SF.—3 should provide you with both.

November 1964
John Carndll

THE SUBWAYSOF TAZOO

by Colin Kapp

While archaeol ogists continue to unravel the mysteries of former civilizations on Earth,
science-fiction writers have been speculating on the possibility that one day we may find similar
traces of alien intelligence on other worlds—Mars, for instance. Author Colin Kapp, however,
takes us further away, to an alien planet with a lost civilization and the incomprehensible artifacts
they left behind in their flight from ... what?

ONE



“Lieutenant Van Noon, report to Colond Betting' s office”

“Damn!” Fritz Van Noon glared at the loudspesaker. “ Sounds as though Belling' s back and on the
warpath again.”

“Can you wonder?” Jacko Hine helped him out from under the miscellanea of haf-assembled pieces.
“Let’sfaceit, Fritz, some of our recent projects have come unstuck in arather spectacular manner.”

“True,” said Fritz, “but never let it be said that the Unorthodox Engineers have produced adamp
squib. Always our results have exceeded our wildest expectations.”

“Or Bdling' swildest fears,” said Jacko morosely.

AsFritz entered the office Colond Bdling hdf raised himsdf from hischair in gregting. “Ah, Van
Noon! Just the fellow | wanted to see.”

“Sir?’ asked Fritz suspicioudy. Colond Belling was not aman given to cordidity towardshis
subordinates.

Bdlling smiled wolfishly. “I’ve just returned from the Generd Staff conference. Since you re-instated
the railways up on Cannis even the Old Man has been forced to admit that there may be occasions when
unorthodox engineering hasits virtues. For my part | felt impelled to point out that I'mtrying to run a
Specidigt engineering reserve, and that carrying the can for acomplete squad of engineering illegitimates
was not grictly within my terms of reference. As| explained, dways| get stuck with the one engineer ina
thousand who should never have left kindergarten, let alone graduated. The only repository | have for
these mechanicd midfitsisthe U.E. squad, where the damage they can do, if not exactly nullified, isat
least anticipated.”

“lan't that alittleunfair, Sr?1 mean...”

“I know just what you mean, Fritz, and | don’t accept it. Engineering isadiscipline, but the brand you
aoply isdrictly ddinquent. The outcome of the conference was that Colond Nash, whom I’ m beginning
to suspect has masochistic tendencies, has volunteered to take the U.E. squad on the Tazoon enterprise.”

Fritz consdered thisfor amoment. “Exactly what are they doing on Tazoo, Sir?’

“ Supporting an archaeologica team. Life on Tazoo is now extinct, but evidence tends to show that it
once held acivilization as highly developed or more so than our own. In terms of knowledge to be gained
it is probably the greatest find that space has ever givento us. It isdoubtful if the Tazoons were human or
even humanoid, and they became extinct at least two million years ago. Our problem isto pick up the
remains of acomplex mechanica culture asalien and as old as that and attempt to understand it for what
itwas”

“I shouldn’t have thought that wastoo difficult, Sr.”

“No, Fritz, | never supposed you would. That's partly the reason you' re going. Y our
inverted-sideways approach isthe nearest thing to an aien technology that we' ve got. That makesyou a
pecidig.”

“Thank you, Sr,” said Fritz warily. “ And the other part of the reason we' re going?’

“The climatic conditions on Tazoo are such hell that the average rugged ground-cat has a useful
working life of about two weeks. That means the archaeologists can’'t explore far enough from baseto
get a theredly big findsthey are certain exist. Fritz, | want you to provide them with transport to where
they’ Il be most use—and if you don’t, you'’ d better find another engineering reserve to come back to,
because if you come back here...”



“I know,” said Fritz unhappily, “you'll make mewish I’ d opted to transfer my retirement pay to
Tazoo.”

“Y ou know, Fritz,” said Colond Belling, “for amoment we reached a point of real understanding
there. | think I’'m going to rather enjoy the thoughts of you and the U.E. squad swesting it outina
hell-spot like Tazoo.”

Touchdown on Tazoo. Thetransfer ferry had no viewports and afforded no opportunity for its
passengersto recelve apreview of their destination. Even the ground-cat which rendezvoused at the
landing Site close-coupled its hatches with the ferry’ sair lock before the transfer of passengers and goods
began. In the cabin of the ground-cat, shutters likewise obscured the view and cheated Fritz of his
moment of revelation.

“Allow meto introduce mysdlf,” said the cabin’ s occupant. “ The nameis Philip Nevill, Archaeologist
in Charge”

“Van Noon,” said Fritz. “Engineer extraordinary—and thisis Jacko Hine, one of my staff.”

Nevill grinned affably. “'Y our reputation preceded you, my boy. Frankly, when | heard of you |
persuaded Colondl Nash to get you here at any cost. There arethingson Tazoo it'll take avery libera
mind indeed to understand.”

The ground-cat struggled away from the ferry, its engine coughing in asthmatic complaint.

“SoI'veheard,” said Fritz. “Look, do you mind if | open the shutter for asecond? I’ d like to know
theworst right from the start.”

“Help yoursdlf,” said Nevill, “but | promiseyou it'sapassion you'll soon lose”

Fritz fought the shutter from the window and peered out for hisfirst glimpse of Tazoo. Heavy
cloudbanksfiltered the furious sunlight to a brilliant monochromatic red which hurt his eyes and rendered
al colours as shades of red or the darkest, sooty black. Theterrain itself was nothing but alumpy,
featurdless waste as far as the eye could see.

“ Satisfied?’ asked Nevill.
Fritz dropped the shutter back with aclang and closed his eyes.

“Painful, isn't it?" asked Nevill. “Norma enduranceis about forty minutes before red-blindness sets
in. Very bad for the eyes, to say nothing of the psychologica effects. Incidentally, the ultraviolet radiation
for two hours after dawn and two hours before sunset is strong enough to take the skin off you in about
three minutesflat.”

“Charming!” said Fritz. “And what’sit like & midday?’
Nevill raised hiseyesto the calling. “Ruddy awful!” hesad.

At the blare of the ground-cat’ s horn Nevill opened the shutter again. “ There' s the base—way over
yonder.”

Fritz scowled at the blood-red panorama. Perhaps half a kilometre awvay wasthe base, like a cluster
of cherries half-submerged in awaste of pink icing.

“Underground, en? A very sensible precaution.”
“Itisn’t underground,” said Nevill in adightly aggrieved tone. “It' sasurface ingalation.”



“But | don't see anything but some dmighty balls of mud.”

“They’ re standard Knudsen huts with a protective skin on. There' sasandstorm that whips up every
night which would sandblast an unprotected Knudsen to a skeleton before dawn. We spray each hut
weekly with ahighly plasticized poly-polymer which is reasonably dorasive resstant. The plastic traps
some of the sand and this materialy increasesits resstance, but builds up and completely ruinsthe

shape.”

Abruptly the engine of the ground-cat coughed and died. Nevill held arapid exchange over the
intercom with the driver.

“Engin€ sgone,” he said findly. “Either the carburettor’ s etched away or the damn sand has got into
the cylinders—or both. Anyway, the cat isawrite-off for al practica purposes, so there’ snothing for it
but to walk—and it’ stoo near evening for that to be funny.”

They descended from the cabin, Fritz and Jacko choking quietly in the acrid air which caught at their
noses and made their lungsfed raw. Nevill, acclimatized, was surveying the sky anxioudy. Above them
the swirling cloud-banks, blood-red trailing into purple and black, plunged across the darkening sky so
low that Fritz had an almost compulsive desire to put up his handsto seeif he could touch them. There
must have been a high wind above, for the cloudrace was certainly moving at better than ahundred
kilometres an hour, yet on the ground the warm humidity was deathly ill, asthough asheet of glass
insulated them from the driving turbulence.

Nevill wasworried. “Lookslikeastorm,” he said.
“Isthat bad?’ asked Fritz.

“Only if you're unlucky enough to beout init. Let’shopeit'sawet storm. They' re decidedly
uncomfortable, but not usudly fatd if you can get to shelter quickly enough.”

“Why, what happens?’

“Nothing spectacular if you can find shelter from ahundred kilometre per hour damp sandstorm and if
you happen to have sufficient dkali availableto neutrdize the rain on your skin.”

“Neutrdizetherain?’ sad Fritz, hisvoicerisng. “What the blazesisin it?’

“Oh, about five per cent sulphuric acid plusatrace of hydrogen chloride with alittle freeionized
chlorine. Stingslike hell, but it’ s better than adry storm.”

“I'll buy it,” Fritz said helplesdy. “If awet sandstorm is equd to an accelerated metd descaling
process, what'sadry storm equal to?’

By now Nevill was deeply concerned, scanning the furious cloudrace with worried and experienced
eyes. They were il three hundred metres from the nearest part of the base, with Jacko and the driver
close behind.

“I think you' re going to have a practica demongtration of adry sorm, Fritz. If the smell of ozone
becomesintolerable or if you hear anything like abee buzzing don’t hesitate—just drop to the ground as
fast asyou are able. If you can find ahollow then roll into it, otherwise don't bother—but whatever you
do, be quick.”

“A beebuzzing?’

“Air ionization path, the prelude to alightning bolt. There' safew mega-megavolt not many metres up
inthe cloudrace, and it packs a current that can not only char aman but also fuse him very neetly into the



sand. The carbon from the body reduces a great many metal oxidesin the ground so that the resultant
dag forms aremarkable range of glasses.”

“Forget the chemidry,” said Fritz hadtily. “I never could see myself making avery convincing
paperweight.”

“Then drop!” said Nevill, suiting action to the words.

They al dropped to the ground. Fritz' s nose didn’'t have time to detect the ozone, virtualy paraysed
asit was by the existing acridity, but his ears did register the sudden buzz which Nevill had anticipated by
ahaf second. Then thelightning bolt, ablaze of vivid energy amere thirty metres distant, spat like a
column of angry fire rising to the heavens. The noise and the shock-wave of its passing stunned them
momentarily. By the time they had collected their wits only agenerous patch of fused sand and achoking
concentration of ozone marked the spot where the bolt had struck.

“Bad!” said Nevill. “Worgt I ve seen. It' s striking low ground, which means we have no possible
cover out here. Best throw away any metal you may have on you and try to crawl back nearer to the
cat—but for Pete' s sake keep your heads low.”

Another bolt of lightning, bigger and nearer than the first, stabbed into the sand behind them like the
burgting of ashell, followed by three dmost smultaneoudy in the near vicinity.

Desperately dowly the party crawled back towards the cat, which stood as the pitifully-low high-spot
of thisparticular area of terrain. On al sides of them now the jagged lightning cut into the ground with
burning shafts of vicious energy, like the arrows of retribution fired by some crazed dectric god. Thena
shaft burned down on the cat itself. The fantastic current fused the metal into awhite-hot bauble which
was ripped open by the expanding air within. Before their horrified eyesthe cat sank like alead toy
thrown on to glowing embers, and became a dirty, dag-shot puddle of mixed metal and slicatesdloying
with the red sand of Tazoo.

Then mercifully it began to rain. Nevill turned hisface to the stinging, acrid precipitation and let out a
howl! of purerdief. A few secondslater they were running like haf-blinded madmen through the
corrosve watersin the direction of the base camp, heedless now of the cracking lightning which had
withdrawn to the edge of therain belt. They were fortunately within afew steps of the base when the wall
of sharp, abrasive sand, whipped to fury by afantastic driving wind, bore down upon them out of the
deep purples of the gpproaching night.

TWO
“Welcometo Tazoo, Lieutenant!” Colond Nash beckoned him into the office.

Fritz explored the till-smarting skin on his face and hands, and was ill painfully aware of the
puffiness around his eyes. “ Thank you, Colonel. That was quite an initiation ceremony out there!”

Colond Nash amiled flegtingly. “ Unpremeditated, | assure you, but the weather is part of the reason
you're here. A ground-cat is the toughest machine available, but asyou saw for yoursdf it istotaly
incgpable of standing up to the environment. The low pH of the celestia waters conspires with the sand
to etch and tear the guts out of any transportation contrivance we' ve yet imported to Tazoo. When you
consider atmaospheric chlorine, hydrogen chloride, free sulphuric acid and ozone, plus high humidity and
extreme ultraviolet radiation together with an additiond nightly sandblast, you can guessthat corrosion
prevention is not the least of our troubles.”

Fritz shuddered involuntarily.



“I must admit,” said Nash, “that | haven't dways seen eye to eye with you before on the subject of
unorthodox engineering, but if you can solve our transport problem | shal at least be open to persuasion.
Certainly no orthodox engineers can give ustransport on Tazoo at a cost less than the total budget for the
entire enterprise.”

“What facilitieshavewe?’ asked Fritz.

“On Tazoo—anything you can find. If you need anything shipped out from Terrayou'll need adamn
good caseto get it because of shipping costs. Certainly we can't afford to bring any more vehicles out
here. Now it’ s up to you to delve into your unorthodoxy and come up with something practical.”

“How isthe Tazoon enterprise going?’ asked Fritz.

“Sowly,” said Nash, “largely because of the aforementioned transport limitations. Nevill’ steam have
imcovered alot of architectura mongtrosities, but the red prize will comeif they can find some of the
Tazoon mechanica artifacts. If they do, and if they are one haf asweird asthe rest of the finds so far, it
will requiredl of your peculiar geniusto identify and interpret them. We re expecting to find some very
unorthodox engineering from a culture which died before the end of the Pliocene period on Terra”

“What sgnsarethereto indicate that they had a highly scientific culture?’ asked Fritz. “ Surely the
finds so far don't indicate very much.”

“The preiminary survey party found sgnsthat the Tazoons had reached both of the Tazoon satdllites,
and we' re reasonably certain that they aso reached the next planet sunward in this system and actudly
established a base there”

“All thissounds highly promising,” said Fritz. “But two million yearsisalong time. Would there be
anything left of machines and mechanisms after such aperiod?’

“Nevill theorizesthat to develop ahigh-leve functiond civilization the Tazoons must have had some
pretty good engineers who would have been making due alowance for the make-up of the Tazoon
amosphere. Furthermore, the moist conditions don't penetrate very far down into the sand, so that the
deeper an artifact is buried the greater areits chances of dmost infinite survival. Deep exploration at a
redlly promising site should give usadice of Tazoon civilization in avery reasonable state of preservation.
We need only one good site to justify the whole Tazoon enterprise.”

The next day Fritz found Philip Nevill in the Archaeologica H.Q., apparently none theworsefor his
previous day’ s exposure.

“Hullo, Fritz, my boy! What can we do for you?’

“I hope you can answer aquestion. Do you know what happened to the Tazoons themselves—I
mean, why did they become extinct so swiftly when they had achieved such an apparently high
technological levd?”

Nevill scowled. *Y ou' re equating technology with the ability to manipulate environment and thus
ensure ahigher surviva potentid. Wedl, I’'m afraid | can't answer that. Indications are that they
abandoned the populated areas en-masse and migrated towards the equatoria regions. From distribution
figuresit looks as though the entire population set out for the tropics and were decimated on the way.
This suggests they were fleeing from something biologicaly intolerable which claimed agreat number in

flight.”
“Dradtic climatic change?” asked Fritz.



“Climatic, no—environmentd, possibly. We looked for evidence of mgor climatic changes, but
there' s nothing significant that we can trace. The only thing thet is recent, geologicaly spesking, isthe

“Thesand?’

“Mm! Probably the result of some ecologica imbaance. The mgor plains appear to have once
included prolific forests such as are il to be found in places around the temperate belts. For some
reason, drought or fire or blight perhaps, these forests died. Theresultswere typicaly Terran in their

pattern.”
“Soil eroson?’

“Y es, and on a catastrophic scale. Once the sand got to work on the unprotected soil nothing
thereafter got the chance to germinate. We' re il picking up viable seeds from the deep diggings, but all
the shallow seeds are either dead or had started growth and been uprooted.”

“When did this happen—the eroson?’

“We can't tell with certainty, but it gppearsto dightly pre-date the extinction of the Tazoons
themselves. Whether these two factors are related is something only further research can prove. Does
that answer your question?”’

“Y es, but only to pose another,” said Fritz. “I don’t understand how any culture technicdly ableto
explore the neighbouring satdllites could have been wiped out by anything as foreseeable and reversible
as soil eroson. And why migrate to the tropics when the soil fertility remained in the temperate belts?”

“I don't know,” said Nevill. “It’sadifficult problem. The Tazoons were not even humanoid, and the
probability isthat neither their physiology nor their logic had anything in common with our own. It could
be mideading if we attempted to interpret their actions by smple extrapolation of what we might have
donein Smilar circumstances”

“A good point,” said Fritz. “I don’t necessarily agreewith it, but I'll bear it in mind. Thanks, Philip,
you' ve given me something to think about.”

Having established that the U.E. squad was reasonably well quartered, Fritz turned his attention to the
transport problem. This brought him back to Jacko who had compiled atransport survey which he
presented with as much enthusiasm asif it had been his own death warrant.

“We reintrouble, Fritz. Of the hundred ground-cats originally provided for the enterprise only twenty
are dill functioning. Two hundred hours operating life on Tazoo reduces a cat to a condition where you
couldn’'t sdll it for scrap value. By sorting bits and pieces we could probably reconstruct another five
cats, but we can only reckon on amaximum of six thousand operating-cat-hours before we start
waking.”

Fritz stared disconsolately at avirgin notebook. “What about tractors and heavy equipment?’

“They’ re not too bad—but only by virtue of the fact that most of them are still in sealed crates. Once
they’ re broken-out there’ s no reason to suppose they’ll last any longer than the cats do. This combination
of corroson and abrasion is something to which I’ d not cheerfully expose a clockwork mouse.”

“| take your point,” said Fritz. “ As| seethe present requirementsit doesn’t give us much over a
sixty-day trangport potentia. What protection can we give to the cats to extend their working life?’

“A lot of avehiclewe can plagtic coat, asthey do with the Knudsens. The engines are amore difficult



problem. Some genius thought of providing them with standard duminium-aloy turbine housings, and
what the Tazoon atmosphere doesto the dloy makes my flesh creep. Even the vitreous liners devitrify
and release particles of slicainto the bearings.”

“Don’t bother to describe,” said Fritz, “what sllicadoesto the bearings. | think we have to face the
fact that while we might save most of the cats themsalves we aren’t going to be able to save many of the
engines. We could devise asystem of enclosing the enginesin an inert aamosphere—but | doubt if we
have the facilities here to do a permanent job. We then a so need asupply of controlled pH,
moisture-free oxygen for the air intake. | think we could produce that by eectrolysis, but | doubt if we
can handleit in sufficient quantitiesto be of much vaue.”

“And s0 on ad-infinitum,” said Jacko ruefully.

Fritz nodded. “Let’ stry it anyway. | want two cats modified. Plastic spray them everywhere possible,
and sed the engine compartment and fill it with anitrogen and hydrogen mixture of non-ignitable
composition. Get our micro-Linde column working for the nitrogen and make an eectrolysis plant for the
hydrogen. Y ou’ Il need both the Linde and the electralytic plant to get enough oxygen for the air-supply
for the engine intakes, and you’ d better dilute the oxygen with any nitrogen you can spare, then adjust the
turbinesto run on that.”

“And what do | keep the oxygen in?’” asked Jacko.

“They’'veafair supply of the plastic poly-polymer they use for spraying the huts. It shouldn't be
beyond our capacity to blow a gasbag from that.”

“It al soundsfeasible,” said Jacko, “but | doubt the capacity of the micro-Lindeto giveusdl the
nitrogen we need.”

“Sodol,” said Fritz, “that’ swhy | said to modify two cats only. There' s plenty of other thingsto try,
but thisisthe most obvious, and we ve neither time nor the resourcesto start nitrogen fixation in abig
way.” He went to the window, opened the shutter and stared moodily out at the red and featureless
wasteland.

“Sand,” he said. “Nothing but sand, fine-grained, abrasive and all-pervading. What we need, Jacko,
is something completely new in theway of transport on Tazoo. | wonder what the Tazoons themsalves
employed.”

Three dayslater and the modification of the cats wasin full swing when the telephone rang.
“Van Noon speaking.”

“Fritz, Nevill here. I’ ve got some work for you.”

“Bring it over,” said Fritz. “ A little more won't make much difference.”

“Right. Bewith you in about ten minutes. It' s one of these Tazoon mechanisms we' ve been looking

for.
“Now you have meinterested,” said Fritz. “Exactly what isit?’
“That’ swhat | want you to tdl me.”

Ten minutes later Nevill arrived and ceremonially knocked out his pipe on the threshold in deference
to alarge no-smoking notice over the jury-rigged dectrolysis plant. Then he signdled to his assstants
who dragged alarge object into the hut and dropped it on the floor. Fritz looked at it dubioudly.



“I think you' ve come to the wrong department. It looks like the grest grandaddy of an dien chicken
wishbone once bel onging to some grandaddy dien chicken. Why not present it to the biology boys?’

“I did,” said Nevill, “but they sent it right back with the message that you were responsible for
investigating mechinery.”

“Machinery?’ Fritz surveyed the acquisition moodily. “Have you tried it on the catering department?
Perhapsthey could turn it into some sort of broth.”

“Machinery,” said Nevill firmly. “And I'll tell youwhy. Itisv't animd, it's vegetable—Tazoon
ironwood to be precise. Also, it didn’'t grow that way. It was manufactured, or at least trimmed to shape,
as witness the tooling marks. Furthermore, the Tazoons were plenty fond of them because the Southern
plain out yonder hasthem at an estimated dengty of nearly haf amillion to the square kilometre.”

Fritz choked for afull haf minute. “Haf amillion?’

Nevill nodded. “And that plainis pretty big. If the sampling we have doneis representative of the
whole areathere could be something like five thousand million of those on that one plain one. | know
the Tazoons were dien beyond our conception of theword, but | just can’t see them producing that
many just for the hell of it. That would be an exercise akin to paving the Sahara desert with pencil
sharpeners. It smy belief that the wishbones are something functiond. | want you to tell me what they
were and what their function was.”

Fritz nodded. “I’ll let you have apreliminary report in aday or so, but if that’samachine | should
hate to see their idea of agreat big alien chicken wishbone.”

After Neville had | eft, Fritz spent aquiet hour examining the wishbone from dl anglesand going dl
over the surface of it with amagnifying glasslooking for clues asto its function. Then Jacko had the
wishbone hauled to the workshop for amore thorough examination. He reported back when the work
was completed.

“I think we have something here, Fritz. Y ou know those nodules on the inner surfaces, well, the
fluoroscope shows adark mass of some foreign material in each. If you' re agreeable we' re proposing to
cut one out and seewhat it is”

“Start cutting,” Fritz said, “ becauseif thisisasample of Tazoon engineering then the sooner we start
to cometo gripswith it the better.”

Reluctantly the bandsaw cut into the ancient ironwopd. Hafway through, the blade screeched
complainingly on some hard inclusion. Then the nodule became detached, and from insde it Jacko shook
alarge, bright crystal onto thetable.

“| thought as much,” said Fritz. “There are meta fibresin the structure of the wishbone and metallized
facets on the crystal. On thisevidence I’ d say thiswas some form of piezo-electric device. And see how
the crystal is drilled—do you suppose there could have been strings across the wishbone?’

Jacko counted the nodules equa on both sides. “Lord, aharp!” he said in avoice heavy with
incredulity.

“Or asound-transducer,” said Fritz. “ There are common electrica paths through the ironwood, and
connectionsto the crystas. If you applied an dternating current to those contacts, the crystals would
excite the strings in sympathy according to the resonant frequency of the particular system. | wonder
what on earth it would sound like? Jacko, start re-stringing what' s left of thisthing while | sort out a
power amplifier and afew bits and pieces. Together we can make some be-eautiful music.”



“Right,” said Jacko, “but if your conception of music isanything like your engineering I’'m going to
take time out to make some earplugs too.”

THREE

It took three hours to complete the assembly. Fritz disappeared to the communications hut and
returned with an assortment of equipment which he appeared to assemble more by inspiration than by
design. When everything was ready he switched on. The first results were shattering, and the electronics
needed drastic revision before areasonably tolerable result was obtained.

After somefind adjustments Fritz pronounced himsdlf satisfied with the results and dropped into a
chair to listen attentively, his gaze wandering to the open shutter and the blood-red sunset trailing nakedly

beyond.
“Ligentoit, Jacko!” said Fritz happily. “Alien and beautiful beyond recall.”

“I might just point out,” said Jacko, “that if somebody attempted to re-string atwo-million years old
grand piano with stranded cable and without any idea of the scale and pitch involved, the resultswould
sound equally dien.”

“I’min no mood to quibble with one who possesses such atiny soul,” said Fritz. “To methisismusic
such asthe ancient Tazoons knew it asthey walked hand in hand in the eyeless evenings of old Tazoo.
Can't youimagineit, Jacko, thisincredible music voiced by amillion harpsin the blood-red twilight of
thisdien land?’

“It makes my head ache,” said Jacko. “What are you feeding into the blasted thing, anyway?’

Fritz coughed. “ Actudly it' sthe telemetry sgnasfrom the satdllite monitoring the Tazoon ionosphere,
but the harp contributes about five-hundred per cent distortion, so you never know it from music.”

“I can't help feding digtinctly unessy,” said Jacko, “ about the notion of anybody wanting half amillion
crazy sdlf-playing harpsto the square kilometre. No culture could be that fond of music and yet survive.”

“They didn’t survive. And we can't yet hope to understand so dien aculture. If you want aparalld,
think of al the millions of persona transistor radios taken to the beaches on Terraon apublic holiday.
Think how much smpler lifewould beif they erected loudspeskers at four-foot intervals on al beaches
and made full-time listening compulsory instead of merely unavoidable.”

Despite the warmth Jacko shuddered visibly and closed his eyes, while the complex tones of the harp
sang strangely with unfathomable harmonies which did curiousthingsto his somach. “1’m beginning to
get theidea,” he sad, “ exactly why the Tazoons decided to migrate. Listening to this, | get precisdly the
sameurge mysdf.”

At that moment the door was flung open and Nevill, eyes aglow with jubilation, burst into the hut.

“Fritz, we' vedoneit! A red find at last. To judge from the extent of our soundings we seem to have
hit upon the location of awhole damn Tazoon city under the sand.”

Fritz bounded up with enthusiasm. “ Congratul ations, Philip! This sounds like the breakthrough we ve
been waiting for. Exactly whereisthisste?’

“Under our very noses—about twenty kilometres east of here. | tdll you, Fritz, my boy, thereé sared
metropolis down there.”

He stopped, avarefor thefirst time of the singing harp.



“What in the name of Thunder isthat?’
“A genuine Tazoon harpin action,” said Fritz modestly. “Don’t you like it?’

“No,” said Nevill, “becauseit isn't right. Nobody, however dien, would want more than one of
anything that sounds like that. Besides’—he mopped the moisture which had risen on his brow—"the
Tazoons had very smal ear cavities. Their audible range was undoubtedly in the medium ultrasonic.
Frankly they could never have heard anything pitched aslow asthat. Sorry! Try and makeit do
something dselikelighting fires or something.”

And s0 saying, he was gone, leaving Fritz looking miserably at his equipment and trying to avoid
Jacko’'s eyes.

“All right,” said Fritz, “so even | can’t dwaysberight first time.” He turned off the amplifier
disconsolately. “1 ill think it wasagood idea.”

“That’ sthe second of your good ideas that has run off therailstoday,” said Jacko, fingering hisears.
“Second?’ Fritz looked mildly surprised.

“Yes, | forgot to tell you. Y our ideafor obtaining pure nitrogen for the cats by fractiond didtillationin
the micro-Linde didn’t solve the problem, it merely transferred it. The blasted Tazoon atmosphere’'s
eaten the guts out of the Linde compressor.”

“That was al | needed to make my day!” said Fritz. “ Y ou d better get the boys together, Jacko. |
want every repairable ground-cat and tractor prepared for operation, and as much heavy lifting and
moving tackle aswe can acquire.”

“What are you planning, Fritz?’

“Let’sfaceit, Jacko, we can't keep enough transport in service to do the daily forty-kilometre
round-trips to the new site for very long. If that’samgor Site they’ ve found there won't be much point in
having abase camp thisfar distant. Thelogica thing to do isexpend al our resources, moving thewhole
base to the new site”

“Areyou crazy?’ asked Jacko. “It' d take months to dismantle thislot and transport it that far.”

“| said nothing about dismantling. A Knudsen hut isaunit structure. It is capable of being moved asa
whole. Can you think of any reason why we shouldn’t just attach a cat or tractor to each hut and haul it
bodily over the sand to the new site?”’

“Y es, Colonel Nash and the base psychiatrist, to name only two. A Knudsen could never stand a
belting like that and finish in one piece.”

“Ordinarily, no, but these have been covered with dternate layers of resin and sand to athickness
which has become ridiculous. Dammit, Jacko, you' ve got ametal and sand-filled resin laminate there
which must have dl of ahundred and fifty timesthe strength of the origina hut;”

“You'redead right, of course,” said Jacko. “But I’'m going to love thinking of you trying to explain it
to Colonel Nash.”

“All right,” said Nash at last. “Y ou can start moving the base just as soon as the necessary cables and
services have been laid, | don't need to remind you that everything has to be fully secured by sundown.
And | warn you that if anything goeswrong...”



He leaned back speculatively for amoment.

“Y ou know, Fritz, | must confess|’m disappointed. I’ d expected greeat things from unorthodoxy, but
when it comesto the point you can’t even promise to keep a decent trangport system in operation.”

“A snowflake,” Fritz protested, “wouldn’'t stand much chancein Hell unlessyou had aton of
refrigeration equipment alongside. The fault isnot being in Hell, but in being asnowflake. You' vegot a
roughly smilar position with your cats on Tazoo. A suitable cat could easily be designed for these
conditions, but it would need Terran resourcesto build it and along haul to bring it out here. The cost
would be astronomicd. The limitation isin associating trangport with the idea of aground-cat.”

“I'm perfectly aware of that,” said Nash. “Infact it' sthe reason | sent for you. Y ou havethe
reputation for producing the impossible at very short notice. All right—I chalenge you to produce.”

“Miracleswe perform immediatdy,” said Fritz quietly. “Theimpossible takes alittle longer. After dl,
we' ve only been here aweek.”

Nash watched him narrowly for amoment. “Fritz, frankly | don’t believe anybody has the remotest
chance of doing what | ask, but I'm caling your bluff. If you have any sort of transport running on Tazoo
inthree months' timeI’ll be glad to take back all the harsh things |’ ve ever said about U.E. If you don't
I’1l have to send you back to Terra. The Tazoon enterprise wasn't designed to carry any deadweight.”

“It' sachdlenge!l’ll accept,” said Fritz, “but don’t expect to equate transportation with any vehicular
form you'’ re used to, because the chances are amillion to one againgt it looking like anything you' ve ever
Seen before.”

Jacko was waiting for him outside the office.
“Bad?’ he asked.

“Not good,” said Fritz. “We ve got three months to crack the transport problem or get kicked out as
abunch of no-good layabouts. The honour—even the continuance of U.E—isvery much at stake.
Somehow wWe ve got to contrive some sort of vehicle, and thisin the face of the fact that we have no
source of congtructional materid capable of withstanding the Tazoon environment.”

“So where do we go from here, Fritz?’

“Damned if | know. Y ou go and check the arrangements for the big move. I’ m going over to the Site
to see how friend Nevill isdoing. He may have dug up alittle inspiration out there—and Heaven knows |
could use alittle right now.”

Nevill saw the cat drawing across the rouge desert, and came to the edge of the workingsto await
Fritz sariva.

“How' rethings going, Philip?’

“Wonderful, my boy. We knew we had amgjor find, but this—thisis paradise! We re going straight
down onamagor city by the look of it, and the stuff on the lower levelswherethesand isdry isina
perfect state of preservation. Some of the three-storied buildings are so sound that we' |l be able to use
them for our own purposes. | tell you, Fritz, the Tazoon enterprise looks like paying off about two million
per cent interest. The complete analysis of the stuff found here will occupy generations.”

Fritz gazed down into the broad quarry which was the site of the workings. On every hand the
feverish activity of the archaeol ogical teams pointed a measure of the excitement and enthusiasm which
infected everyone concerned. The shifts had been voluntarily lengthened, but even so, the end of the shift



period had to be declared acompulsory cessation of work lest those on thetrail of such immeasurable
archaeologica delights should endanger their health by continuing until they dropped from exhaugtion.

Here and there dien towers were already exposed above the sand, unimaginable obelisks of
incomprehens ble architecture, curioudy distorted and decayed by time and the ravages of wind and
sand. Some, the sand shored back to greater depths, were firmer on the lower levels, and the
architecture was even more marvelloudy and more inconceivably wrought. Occasionaly, vertica pits
descended at points where logic had decreed there lay something moreintriguing or exciting or yielding
greater bounty for the effort it entailed.

Fritz was fascinated beyond measure. The clawing other-worldliness drew hisimagination on with an
inescapable lure. As an engineer he fought to tame the logic of the structures which were being uncovered
before him, but something in his soul, poesy perhaps, denied him an identification of parts and trapped
him in the wonder of the whole. He was the technol ogist who came for a dispassionate andysisand
stayed to worship.

With great resolve he wrenched his mind from its journeyings and looked at Nevill gppedingly. The
|atter patted him on the shoulder sympatheticaly. “I know, my boy,” hesad. “It takesusdl likethat. It's
both wonderful and sad to be uncovering the remains of so greet a culture: wonderful because the culture
was so great, and sad because we find their city empty, of the creatures who created it.”

“Why the hell did they haveto go?’ asked Fritz. “ After they’d got dl thisway? They had mastered
their environment to a degree comparable to oursalves, then in the space of afew short centuriesthey
faded and died away and the sand moved in and covered dl their marvels. But for what reason did they
go? It's something we must discover lest it aso comes upon us.”

FOUR

By sundown the last hut had been transferred to its new position near the workings. The day had
been one of great activity intermixed with frustration. As Fritz had foreseen the huts had proved
themsalves capable of being moved bodily across the sand, but the condition of the cats and tractors was
such that the path of the move was plainly marked with atrail of abandoned vehicles sporead broadly
across the sandy steppes. Indeed, by the end of the day only five cats remained in operation.

After organizing ateam to recover any repairable cats, Jacko went to look for Fritz and found himin
the workshop idly strumming the Tazoon harp with the air of aman evoking the musesasanadto
ingpiration.

“Y ou know, Jacko, | wish | could work out what happened to the Tazoons. | smply can't
understand why such a highly advanced and organized culture should suddenly fall to pieces. There sno
suggestion of amgor war, and there' s not sufficient radioactive materia on the planet to make anuclear
holocaust apossbility. It'sahighly disturbing thought that a catastrophe which could destroy arace with
that level of technology could leave so little trace. It’ s as though they suddenly closed up their citiesand
walked out to die on amass trek to the equator.”

“What about famine?’ asked Jacko.

“Possibly. That' svirtudly what Nevill suggested—uwidespread soil erosion. For some reason the
magor forestsin this zone died suddenly. That rather suggests a prolonged drought—but you' d think a
major technology fighting for surviva could cope with even that. The seaisan atrocious minera stew, but
I’'m willing to bet you could distil enough water to maintain apretty fair agricultura belt if the need arose.”

“But without nuclear energy where would you get that sort of power?” asked Jacko. “ Didtillation of



Sea-water on that scale would take agreet deal of energy.”

“Power!” Fritz sat up. “Now there’'sanideal Cometo think of it, where did they get their power
from anyway? Let’s put afew factstogether. We know that at a certain stage in the history of Tazoo
something happened—something which in the span of a couple of centuries destroyed the civilized
inhabitants of the planet. Curioudy, the wildlife forms survived for aconsderable time afterwards, and
some are dtill to be found in the forest belts. Now the basic difference between civilized and wild-life
formsisthat the former are power dependent animals while the latter are not. Jacko, my dear fellow, you
may have hit upon something there.”

“It'sjust agift,” said Jacko modestly.

“Then seeing it didn’t cost you anything, seeif you can stretch it alittle further. Let’ splay for a
moment with the assumption that the Tazoons had become power-dependent animals—as we have
ourselves. What would their basic source of energy have been if it could have failed suddenly and
disssroudy?

“Qil or natura gas, perhaps,” said Jacko.

“Not very convincing. By dl appearancesthe Tazoons were great power users. From what Nevill’s
uncovered recently I’ d say the power consumption in this areaaone must have been quite fantastic even
by Terran standards. Now, you don’t develop aheavy power-consuming technology unlessyou'vea
good ideathat you have the resources to maintain it. To do otherwise would be technological suicide.”

“That’ s assuming they thought about the problem in the same way that ahuman being would.”

“I wouldn’t know about human beings,” said Fritz drily, “but engineers| do know about, and their
thought processes must be essentialy smilar whether they have one head or six. Therearean infinite
number of ways of solving any engineering problem, but the smpler answerswill dwayslook familiar. It's
just the nature of the beast. Give aten-armed Dingbat a head of steam and tell him to convert it into
electrical energy. | don't care what the influence of hisracid characteridtics, training or persona
geometry, somewhere, at some point, he' sgoing to fal into achain of logic familiar to engineers of smilar
cdibre anywhere. Ergo, | don’t think we can go far wrong if we tackle this problem from our own
standpoint, and currently we are assuming they had a power supply which gppeared infdlible yet failed.
Now we need to know what was the source of that energy. If we knew that maybe we could work out

why it stopped.”
The telephone rang and Fritz answered it. Nevill had been searching for him.
“Fritz, I'd liketo see you firgt thing in the morning. There' s something | want you to take alook at.”
“Right! Something promising?’

“I imagine s0. The team has just uncovered something which looks like the entrance to a mine of
some sort. Perhapsyou'd liketo look it over.”

“Well betherefirg thing,” said Fritz.

“What'sup?’ asked Jacko.

“Nevill’ steam have discovered what he thinks may be the entranceto amine.”
“Inthe centre of acity?’

“The same question occurred to me,” said Fritz. “1 don’t think that amineis particularly probable,
though it might just be connected with our lost energy source—or he may have ssumbled on something



I’ ve been looking for mysdlf.”
“What' sthat?

“Jacko, inacity aslarge and as complex as this one appears to be, where sthe logica place to put
the bulk passenger transport system?’

“Underground,” said Jacko, “same asdways.”
“Precisdly, and that’ swhat I'm hoping Nevill’ s hit upon.”
“God!” said Jacko. “An aien subway scarcely bears thinking about.”

Further in from the door they had to use flashlights. Here the sand had not penetrated so deeply, and
by the time they had reached the head of the shaft only a brief dusting covered the floor.

The shaft was equipped with the normal Tazoon-type stairway—a central pole with round horizontal
bars set in ahelix, but on abroader pattern than they had encountered hitherto and with a deeper pitch.
Such astairway was not adapted to human physiology, but it was traverseable—just—by those with
climbing experience or suicidal tendencies. Jacko had neither.

“Down?’ he enquired, hisflashlight failing to probe the darkness of the dien depths.
“Down,” said Fritz. “Where syour sense of adventure?’

“It remained firmly embedded in my childhood,” said Jacko, “aong with the sense necessary not to
get into Stuationslikethis.”

“Down!” said Fritz firmly, and suited actionsto hiswords.

Together they climbed down perhaps one hundred metres. Since it was impossible both to climb and
hold aflashlight, thiswas accomplished in total darkness, and the steady rhythm of the climb from bar to
bar exercised its own amost hypnotic fascination. Both had to stand for many seconds at the bottom to
re-orientate their senses.

The preservation of the passageways at that level was remarkable and probably complete, and the air
was cooler and less aggressive than above. Remarkable aso was the dryness of the connecting tunndls
which had lain for so long at such adepth, indicating the complete lack of awater table above the level of
the deep-welled seas of Tazoo. The wals here were of meta, curioudy wrought in amanner which might
have been functiond or might have been symbolic; and the dien strangeness of acompletely artificid
Tazoon environment gripped at their heartswith ahaf fear which had nothing to do with
sdf-preservation. For thefirg timethey felt the full impact of standing in the presence of thelogica but
unimaginable achievements of a culture which had no common roots with their own. They could vagudy
comprehend but never predict the unfolding of the unearthly technology which surrounded them.

Machine or effigies, they had no means of knowing which, siood like dark, mute sentriesin the
uncertain, shifting shadows of the flashlamp’ s beam: the tortuous walls and fluted ceilings were channelled
and moulded with athousand metal mouths connected to unguessable throats for unfathomable
reasons—only the floor approximated its Terran counterpart, having a common engineering function of

providing an unimpeded pedestrian passageway.

They turned another corner and stopped abruptly when the flashlamps' beams soared into empty
darkness and encountered nothing. Their consternation was relieved by the redlization that they were now
looking aong the length of avastly greater tunnd than any they had so far traversed. Vaguely they could
trace the complex vaulted roof rising to its apex in aseries of pands shaped to someintriguing agebraic



equation. At their feet the floor continued unchanged asfar as the flash-beams could reved, whileto their
right the level dropped abruptly perhaps two metresto form achannel of about seven metres width.
Beyond the channd rose the walls again arching upwards.

“Areyou thinking what I'm thinking?’ asked Fritz.

“Uh!” said Jacko. “No matter how you build it, a subway station isa subway station is a subway
dation, and thisisjust one such.”

“Good man,” said Fritz. “1 want to have alook at therails.”
Together they surveyed the channd, probing minutely with their flashlights.

“No lines,” said Jacko at lagt, his voice tinged with disappointment. “It could be that we rewrong
about this place. Perhapsa sawer...”

“I'm not wrong,” said Fritz. “I"d know a subway when | found one even if | was desf, blind and shut
up inabox. It'spart of the chemistry of whatever genes conspire to make an engineer. Here, help me
down, | want to explore.”

“Don’t you think we' d better go back and get some reinforcements?’ said Jacko. Fritz had started
aong the channel to where it entered asomewhat smaler tunndl undeniably reminiscent of a Terran
subway. “For Heaven' s sake, Fritz, you don’t know what you might find in there!”

“What' s egting you, Jacko? Not losing your nerve dl of asudden?’

“No, it'sjust that walking down atunnel that might contain an emergent subway train goes against
my finer senghilities—even if it istwo million years behind schedule”

Fritz took fifteen pacesinto the tunndl and let out awhoop which paralysed Jacko with fright.
“Jacko, get down here quick! I'vefound one.”

“Found one what?" asked Jacko when he had regained control of hisvocal cords.

“A train, youidiot. I've found ablessed train! Fetch the other lamp.

Againg his better judgment Jacko dropped into the channel and followed Fritz into the tunndl. Then
with achurning ssomach and racing brain he examined the artifact which barred their further entry.

“That,” heasked findly, “isatran?’

“It can’'t be anything else,” said Fritz, not very happily. “ It doesn't appear to be asigna box and
there’ s not much point in having awrought-iron summer house thisfar underground. It appearsto bethe
right shapeto fit thetunnel soit’s probably ether ahighly ornate tunndling machine or elseit’ satran.”

“Alien!” said Jacko in awe. “The connotations of that word get lost by common usage. It doesn't
begin to convey the mind-twisting sense that everything you know and believe has been scrunched up
and re-sorted by adifferent kind of logic. These people had different values and different basics, and it
makes the mind squirm even trying to re-adjust.”

“They didn’'t have different basics,” said Fritz, “they merely had a different emphasis on therlative
vaues of the same old basics. We can't yet try to comprehend the culture, but when it comesto
unravelling their engineering | think we shdl find we have agrest ded in common.”

“Like an iron-lace potting-shed without wheels or tracks which we presumeto be atrain smply
because it doesn't appear to be anything € se?’



“Just s0,” said Fritz. “We have to separate the mechanics from the culture. Asfar aswe' ve gone
we ve found very few Tazoon gpplications of principles of which we were completely ignorant. Of
course, they were streets ahead of usin somefields and curioudy lacking in others—they had no organic
chemigtry, for instance. But they don’t gppear to have dabbled in the occult, o if that’satrainit’sonly a
matter of time before we find out what madeit go.”

Cautioudy they squeezed down between the curious vehicle and the tunnel wall, the better to examine
the structure’ s complexity and strangeness.

“It' sacrazy, twisted birdcage,” said Jacko finally. “ An gppliance for containing crazy, twisted birds.”

Fritz looked up from the complex of curioudy wrought mechanisms. “We d better get some more
lights down here, and muster some of the squad. | want thisinsane dumpling-container taken to pieces
and put together again when I’ ve had a chance to examine the pieces.”

“Cannibdization | can understand,” said Jacko, “but why the resurrection?’

“Because,” said Fritz Van Noon, “if it'sthe last thing | do I’'m going to put the subways of Tazoo
back in operation. We obvioudy can’'t build atrangportation system on the surface, but here we have a
ready-made nucleus which aready goes hdfway to meet the problem.”

“I demand to be invalided out of the Service on the grounds of insanity,” said Jacko, “your insanity. |
thought we' d had enough of railways up on Cannis.”

“That was different,” said Fritz. “ There we were merely up against physica obstacles such aserrant
volcanoes. Thisis specificaly an exercisein matching technologies. All we haveto do isto determine
which part of the railway systerm moves and which part isintended to stay till. That shouldn't be too
difficult, now should it?’

“Not when reduced to such basic terms,” Jacko agreed dourly. “But | know you. Y ou never redize
when you' re beaten.”

“I'vetold you before,” said Fritz gernly, “there sno such thing asaphysica imposshbility. A limitation
isagtate of mind, not aquestion of fact. Here we are faced with the work of acompletely alien race who
nevertheless had atechnological and scientific level roughly comparable to our own. Providing we hold
that one fact paramount we ought to be able to unscramble any device this planet hasto offer—and
make it function for our own serviceif wewish.”

“Providing one thing holds good,” said Jacko. “We havefirst to be able to recognize athing for what
itis. It'sno good dismantling a Tazoon milk-sirainer if we' re under theimpression that it ought to bea
trangstor superhet—or vice-versa, cometo think of it.”

FIVE

Fritz reported back to Philip Nevill. Thelatter listened to the details of the find with the air of
suppressed jubilation which was rapidly becoming his permanent expresson. Then heran hisfingers
through hisuntidy hair and searched for his pipe with adistracted grin.

“Fritz, my boy, thisis perfectly marvellous. What a day we' ve had! WEe ve opened up so many
promising new lines of research that the whole damned thing is getting out of hand. We could do with five
hundred trained archaeol ogists to digest the mest in this|ot, and even then we couldn’t do more than
scratch the surface. Theimpact of building techniques done on Terrais going to be fantagtic, and when
the whole complex is assembled into Terran know-how itsimpact on the human race will be so greet that
our own culturewill never be quite the same again.



“If you redly want to make your mark on the enterprise, then take over this subway completely,
because | shan't be ableto get round to it for five years at least. Do acomplete technical run-down onit,
asdetalled asyou like. Do anything you like with it which won't impair its archaeologica vaue. All | ask
isacomprehensive progress report in time for each data shipment to Terra”

“Fair enough!” said Fritz. “1 want to open up the buildings directly above the sation to look for
andllaries”

Nevill glanced at his sketch map and drew aline through two diagrammeatica blocks. “It'sal yours,”
he said, “but don’t drive yourself daft trying to comprehend too much too fast. You'll find you haveto
absorb Tazoon environments rather than understand them. Sooner or later the piecesfit themsavesinto
place. And Heaven knows there' s enough pieces available for fitting—a jigsaw embracing the life and
work of acomplete culture.”

“We vejust got ourselves asubway,” said Fritz, as he rgoined Jacko at the workings. “We re going
to open up the building here and see what’ sinsde.”

“Who' swe?’ asked Jacko suspicioudly.

“You,” said Fritz. “I'm going below again to seeif | can trace any control sequence running up from
below. | want you to go in there and seeiif you can find anything smilar running down. We' Il meet a the
end of the shift and compare notes. Y ou know what to look for—cable groupings or anything which
suggeststhat it might have a control or power function.”

“You'reredly set onthis, aren’'t you?’ Jacko said. “About using it, | mean.”

“Certanly,” sad Fritz. “Let’ sfaceit, if Fritz Van Noon can't restart an dien subway then who in the
universe would you expect to be ableto do it?’

“I was afraid you' d ask that,” said Jacko.
An hour later they met again a the portas of the building.

“There sasort of power and control complex which appears to come down somewhere near the
further end here” said Fritz.

Jacko nodded. “I picked up the end of that,” he said. “ There'sachannd running through the
basement of the building, and the complex risesinto that, and isthen split into sectionswhich arefed to
the floors above.”

“What'sit likein there?’ asked Fritz.

“Waeird,” said Jacko. “ There sno other word to describeit. It’ slike the epitaph to an insane,
overgrown spider with acompulsive spite againgt inverted single-head broaching presses.”

“Thank you,” said Fritz. “I canimagineit al too clearly.”

Jacko' s description of the basement of the building was, if anything, an understatement. The ground
floor proved inconceivably worse, and the situation deteriorated rapidly as they ascended to the higher
floors. The subway had possessed the crude smplicity of afunctiona unit, but the detail and complexity
of thelevelsin the building above defied analysis or description. For along time no object which they
examined provided any sort of clue asto itsfunction, and they traversed the cluttered levelswith an
increasing sense of dismay and frudtration. Aswith most of the larger buildings, only the top storeys had
suffered any considerable decay, and the sand and damp had not penetrated into the interiorsto any
great extent, so that the Sate of preservation on the levelsin which they were interested was excdllent.



Fritz' s spirits were nearing their lowest ebb as he battled with an ocean of incomprehenghilities, until
he entered the fina gdlery. Here he stopped, groping for form in the dien pattern, then seized a glimpse
of illuminated understanding and fanned it into aflame.

“Jacko! Do you know what thisis? Don't you see—electrica control gear.”

Jacko was unimpressed. “If thisistheir idea of dectrical control gear | should hate to see their version
of acollection of crazy, twisted maypoles.”

“It does’t matter,” said Fritz. “The gpproach may be dien, but the underlying logic isinescapable.
Unless| missmy guessthisisan automatic switching system, and from its complexity | should think it's
pretty comprehensive. It may even be the only switching system for the whole of the Tazoon subways.
Y ou redlize what that means?’

“About fifteen years circuit andyss,” sad Jacko morosdly.

“No. Look at the condition of this stuff. The preservation isas good here asit isin the subway itsdlf.
The chances areit’ s still functiona. We' d only have to re-connect the power to get the whole thing back
into operation.”

“Perish the thought!” said Jacko. “I may be abit nave, but assuming—just for the sake of
argument—that what we' ve found is a subway, where would you get the energy to power it? Subways
need alot of power, and if the Tazoons ran out of it how are you going to find it?’

“WEe |l worry about that later. It may not be easy, but | have one advantage the Tazoons didn’t
have—access to the compl ete technol ogies and resources of a scientific culture which was completely
aliento the Tazoons. | don’t doubt that Colonel Nash could be persuaded to bring an MHD
oscillating-plasma generator out from Terra, but that’ salast resort. As an unorthodox engineer I’ d prefer
to locate the origina Tazoon power source and seeif acompletely fresh engineering approach could start
it producing again.”

“So what' sthe plan?’ asked Jacko.

“Get Harrisand a couple of the dectrica boysto join me hereto try and andyse the circuit logic.
Meanwhile you take the rest of the squad below and start dismantling the train. Between uswe should
discover enough about the way the Tazoons handled eectricity and mechanismsto have afair idea of
how to make these pieces work.”

“Y ou think so?" asked Jacko. “I gtill haven't forgotten what you did to that ruddy harp.”

Fritz steam did indeed manage to establish a certain amount of circuit logic, and once afew
principles were known the work progressed rapidly. They concentrated mainly on the huge switching
columns, swiftly redizing that what at first Sght could be mistaken for rdlaive crudity wasin fact an
ingenious and sophisticated short-cut technique to solve ahighly complex sequence-switching problem.
Among other things they discovered that the assembly was probably built to handle alternating current
with an efficiency peaking at about ten kilocycles a second, athough such periodicity seemed unlikely in
practice. The current handling capacity of the assembly was staggeringly high. Breakdown voltagestoo
were high, but afforded no real clues asto the normal operating potentials. Safety precautions against
unshielded conductors were non-existent, and they were forced to the conclusion that either the
equipment was designed to operate unattended or el se the physiology of the Tazoons had rendered them
immune to dectric shocks which would be lethd to their Terran counterparts. The apparatus which
logically should have been metering equipment, however, made no senseat dl.



Somebody was soon a work rigging up acommunicator to connect the switching gallery with the
subway below. When the line was functional Jacko was the first to make acall.

“Fritz, we ve run into asnag on this train dismantling project. We can't get the blasted thing apart.
Tell mel’m crazy if you like, but I’ d swear the train was cast as awhole and not fabricated—moving
partsincluded.”

“Cadt in apattern of that complexity in sted?” asked Fritz increduloudly.
“Not stedl,” said Jacko. “ Titanium, unless | judge my metalswrong.”

“That only makesit worse” said Fritz. “Cometo think of it, we were being abit naive expecting a
two-million-year extinct culture to leave something which could be, dismantled with ahammer and apair
of Stillsons. Isthereno hope at al?’

“We could take an atomic-hydrogen torch or acutting laser and chop it into two-inch dices, but |
doubt if Nevill would react favourably to theidea.”

“Cometo think of it,” said Fritz, “neither would |. Better abandon the project, Jacko, and come back
up here. | think I ve got a better ideaanyway.”

“What are you planning now, Fritz?’

“I’'mlooking at it thisway: there are two ways of making a piece of equipment yield the secret of its
function—you can dismantle it and worry the principle out of its components, or you can Smply set it

operating.”

“I hope I’'m misunderstanding you,” said Jacko. “For one ghastly moment | had the idea you were
proposing to restart the Tazoon subway without knowing how it worked.”

“| was proposing just that. Can you think of afaster way of finding out how it works than by seeing it
inaction?’

“Isonedlowed to resign from the project?’ asked Jacko. “Or issuicide the only logical form of
escape?’
“Y ou can aso be beaten to death by your superior officer, if you'reredly smitten with an escapist

death-wish. We think we ve unscrambled the power linesin the gdllery here and we ve made aguess at
what should prove to bethe main input lines.”

I‘$?1

“So | want to trace them back to source. Then we can start investigating whether or not we can
re-start the native power producing plant. | want every man | can get employed on tracing those lines,
Jacko, and | want you to supervise personally. Remember, we have to get the whole thing operationd
ingde three monthsif we're to beat Nash' s deadline.”

“I ill think it' sawaste of time,” said Jacko. “If we reright that the Tazoon civilization collapsed
because of lack of power, what chance have we of finding it some two million yearslater?’

“I sugpect the answer is quantitative,” said Fritz. “They weretrying to run acivilization, we retrying
only to run asubway. I’ d estimate our requirements at perhaps one ten-millionth of theirsor less. Viewed
inthat light it doesn’t seem too difficult atask, now doesit?’

SIX



Nevill’ steam had concentrated on clearing only the tops of thetaller buildings. Generdly the sand
penetration into the interiors was not total, and thus they had access to large modules of Tazoon
architecturd environment without having to wait for the total clearance which ultimately would follow as
resources became available. Once gaining the interior of abuilding they were rlaively freeto explore the
entire contents of the lower levels. Archaeologically the finds were so incredibly lush that complete
classification and anadysis would take many decades, and the method therefore used was to set up
speciaist study groups to make acomplete analysis of certain typical areas asaguideto rapidly
separating the unique from the mundane when new areas were opened up. Representative samples were
carefully crated for transport to Terra, where amore exhaustive examination would be undertaken.

For the next two weeks Fritz himsdlf was kept fully employed in hisrole as authority on dien science
and technology, and the sheer mass of work confronting him could have kept him comfortably occupied
for severd lifetimesat least. It was now painfully obvious that the staff of the Tazoon enterprise could
have been increased a hundredfold and till the finds would have been more numerous than the
researchers. Fritz's own work in the field was hampered by the fact that he was working without
assistance, the entire complement of the U.E. squad being devoted to locating the eusive power source
from which the Tazoons had derived their supply.

Onthislatter point even Nevill had been unableto offer any help. Although detailed maps of the
sectors of the buried city were beginning to be built up there was nothing in them which suggested any
power generation or distribution facilities. Thiswas not conclusive, because in very few areas had it yet
been possible to excavate below the level of the basic terrain on which the city had been built, and what
lay underneath was till asubject for conjecture, but the pattern of conductors disappearing into the
depths was sufficient to convince Fritz that whatever the source it was probably not located within the
city confines. Jacko' s report did not appear to illuminate the Situation.

“I tell you, Fritz, that main power input cable you gave us was nothing of the sort. For fifteen blasted
dayswe vetraced thet thing. A cableit may be, but it' sadigtribution circuit if it'sanything at all.”

Fritz scowled. “ Areyou sure you didn't loseit and pick up another cablein error?’

“Domeafavour!” said Jacko. “Wewere feeding asignd into the thing at the switching house and
picking it up dl the way down the cable. | tell you that thing is adistribution complex originating, not
terminating, & the subway building.”

Fritz sat up sharply. “ Distributing power where?’

“I hateto tell you this, but it coversafair proportion of the Southern plain. The cable divides and
sub-divides ad-infinitum asfar aswe can tell. We counted divisonsinto roughly forty thousand pairs
and that till left afair majority—but we gave up when we found what was at the end of a dozen or so of
the minor pairs. I'll giveyou three guessss...”

“Don'ttdl me” said Fritz. “I canimagine... ruddy great Tazoon harps.”

“Harps, harps and nothing but harps, and never astring between them. Listening to music | could
understand, but can you serioudy maintain that they ingtalled five thousand million loudspeskers across
the plain just so that they could listen to the trains? Nobody could be that dien!”

Fritz thumped the table. “ Jacko, you' re aruddy geniug!”
“Am 7?7’ Jacko blinked.

“Yes. You've given methe cluel needed. Get the squad together, Jacko, we' re going to re-gtart the
subway's of Tazoo.”



Ten weeks of the precious three months of Colonel Nash' s ultimatum had €l gpsed before they were
in apostion to make the preliminary tests. The intervening period had been one of furious activity for the
U.E. personndl, and one over which Fritz had draped avell of secrecy such that nobody outside of his
group had any idea of the direction of hisdowly unfolding plans. But on the find evening everything was
ready. Fresh cables of Terran newness threaded their way out of the subway entrance; and on the
platform two dozen floodlightsilluminated the mechanica achievements of a culture which had passed
two million years before, and shone into the tunndl to light a vehicle which had stopped in that position at
the same time that on Terra e ephants were native to the Sussex Downs and the evolving ancestors of
man had yet to digtinguish themsdves from their animal counterparts.

Shortly before sunset Fritz and histeam assembled at the subway building. Already the cam stasis of
the day was beginning to tremble with unease as the riding cloud-race overhead broke lower, herdding
the nightly windy torment of theland. Thiswas no lull before the storm but an increasing tension, atight
coil being further tightened to the inevitable breaking point which wasthe lash of the sand-filled gde. As
the storm broke they hastened insde.

Fritz found himsdf more than dightly in awe of the thing he contemplated doing. Immaculate aswas
the preservation of these Tazoon artifacts he could not help remembering, as an engineer, the patterns of
low temperature creep, the grain growth, the diffusion—all the degradation of properties which fabricated
metals might be heir to after two million years of rest. Fortunately the Tazoons had understood their
materias and their atmosphere well and apparently had built to last, with a successwhich was
phenomend.

In any case, Fritz was now committed. Sentiment and curiosity apart, the very continuance of the
U.E. depended on his ability to re-activate the subway. He could not draw back now even though the
whole place threaten to crumble about hishead in awelter of dust and thunder.

Aswas his custom when there were unavoidabl e risks to be taken, Fritz aone attended the array of
instruments set up in the subway proper. Jacko was in the switching galery on the other end of the
communicator, in ahastily conceived control set-up which included the rest of the relevant monitoring
instruments they had been able to piece together from the inadequate supplies brought to Tazoo. Jacko,
uncomfortably aware of the danger of Fritz's position, had sought to dissuade his superior from being
present for the actua test run, but Fritz, foreseeing the cataclysmic damage to the ingtalation which might
result from the experiment, had decided to be present to gain first-hand experience of the principles of
operation which might by their own employment become hopelessy obscured.

Five minutesto zero hour, and Fritz took alast check on hisingruments. He had aready signalled
Jacko to begin preliminary switching when he heard footsteps and voices echoing in the corridors leading
to the platform. He snatched up the communicator.

“Hold it, Jacko. | think I"ve got company. Do nothing until you hear from me.”
“Right,” said Jacko. “But it's none of our boys down there, | promiseyou.”

“No,” sad Fritz, “but unless | mistake the gruff undertonesit’s Colond Nash and hisaides. I'll have
to get rid of them, of course. We d get ourselves abad name if we knocked off al of the top brassin one
go.” He dammed down the handset and marched up the platform just as Nash and hisretinue arrived.

“Lieutenant Van Noon,” said Nashiicily, “I have just been informed of your intention of trying to
re-gtart the Tazoon subway thisevening. Asthisisaproject of thefirst magnitude | think | should have
been more directly informed.”

“You will be, S, as soon as we have anything to report.”



“I don't think you quite appreciate my point,” said Nash. “If you succeed in thisit will bethe very first
Tazoon mechanica artifact of any moment to have been re-arted. Assuch it isarathe—er—historica
occasion. Naturally I'd have liked to have been asked to be present.”

“And | don’t think you quite gppreciate my point,” said Fritz. “There comes a point in the progress of
any project which isusualy obscured by anatice reading: Danger, Engineers Testing. Asfar aswe
know the Tazoon subway isintact and perfectly preserved. From an engineering point of view thereisno
reason why we can’t switch on the current and have it back in operation asit last was two million years

“We|?" asked Nash ominoudy. “What' sthe problem then?’

“Just this” said Fritz. “How do we know that what was norma for the Tazoonsis even remotely
tolerablefor us? The power input for this one sector of thelineis quite fantastic by Terran standards. The
Tazoons don't gppear to have been fools about the efficiency of power converson, so | can only
conclude that Tazoon subway operation was a pretty hectic procedure. When they throw the master
switch upstairs we shal have a sample of Tazoon mechanica environment in theraw. | don’t want
anybody down here at that moment who isn't absolutely essential to the success of the operation.”

Colond Nash snorted with irritation. “ The best available information to date indicates that the
Tazoons were smal-boned, avian and somewheat fragile creatures. | am perfectly certain that officers of
the Terran Exploratory task force are able to tolerate the conditions in a deserted subway every bit as
wdll asitsformer occupants. But if you happen to be so unsure of your mechanical aptitude why don't
you switch thingson apiece at atime?’

“Because,” sad Fritz, “asfar aswe can tell the whole system isinterlocked back to amaster
computing house of such complexity that it will take dl of ten yearsto unravel theindividua controls. For
reasons best known to themselves the Tazoons did not appear to have been in favour of loca circuit
isolators, so we have to accept the whole or nothing at all. I'm making aformal request, Sir, for you to
leave. If you remain | can’t be responsible for the consequences.”

“Areyou staying, Lieutenant?’
“Yes gr.”
“Then we stay too. | gppreciateit’s your show, but | think you’ re over-stressing the danger angle.”

“Very well,” said Fritz. “But remember it was your decision.” He returned weerily to his
communication point. “ Jacko, prepare to switch on.”

“Havethey gone?’
“No, they ingst on staying to see the fireworks.”
“Ouch! | hope you know what you' re doing.”

“If | did,” said Fritz, “the chances are that there' s nothing on Tazoo which could persuade meto stay
on this platform while you throw that switch. Bring the current up to amaximum over thirty seconds and
hold it there for three minutes. If you can’t contact me on the communicator immediately you' ve switched
off again then get down here fast with al the emergency equipment you' ve got.”

“Right,” said Jacko. “ And good luck! I’'m giving you a count-down of ten...”

SEVEN



If Fritz Van Noon was prepared for the worst experience of hislife hewas still unprepared for the
sheer intendty and quality of the impressions which assaulted him. Thewholetunnd cavity litupina
kaleldoscope of lights of unbelievable colour-range and brilliance. The air grew rapidly and
uncomfortably hot and choking with acrid vapours which his lungs could not accept and which, burned
hisskin likethe breeth of aplayful blowlamp.

But it wasthe noise that dug furrowsin hissoul. A series of risng screams from a dozen mechanical
throats passed up through the audible range and into the low ultrasonic, causing dust firesto break out at
intervals along the platform. Devices hammered and clattered and chattered in a cacophony which
clawed a his eardrumswith red-hot needles. Literdly every fragment of the ingtallation vibrated or
resonated or contributed in some way to the atmosphere of screaming, explosive thunder. Ominoudly, the
train which Fritz had stationed himself to watch, held motionlessfor afull minute then discharged itsdf ina
rumbling, grinding ricochet into the station and down the further tunnel, accompanied by a cataclysmic
roar which contained al the acoustic qudities of a continuous collison with an unending series of cheap
tin tea-trays.

Scarcely had thefirgt train disgppeared from view than another skeleton juggernaut hurled itself upon
the gtation and drove a hectic and furious path straight down the line and was gone before his senses
could properly interpret its arrival. Fritz cringed before the shock-wave of its passing and watched his
precious monitoring ingtruments scatter in al directions. He ground histeeth in mental pain a the sound of
the mechanical anguish of tortured meta biting into tortured metal. Sparks and white-hot fragments
showered the platform and peppered his coveral with apattern of small singed holes.

Colonel Nash and his entourage were now crouched against thewall further down the platform,
white-faced and with their hands over their ears, while some noise-making instrument above aimed
horrific noises at their heads. Under their feet the dust smouldered with arepulsive miasmeatic odour,
reminiscent of kakodyle and mercaptan, which had to be smelled to be bdieved.

Before Fritz had timeto redlize the smile that blossomed in his bosom yet another train entered the
dation, thisonefighting to hat itsalf with a spine-chilling screech of unseen brakes which fought vdiantly
to kill the horrible momentum, Fritz gritted histeeth and watched its progress right to the last shuddering
halt. With his monitoring equipment out of action he wasforced to estimate the vehicle' s peed mentaly
and make arough guess at the forces which would act on the passengers of avehicleinvolvedin such a
drastic reduction of speed. The answer told him more about the physiology of the Tazoons than Nevill
had deduced in the previous twelve months.

Abruptly the power died and his eyes were forced to adapt to the relative dimness of the Terran
floodlights. His ears till whistled and ached from their recent battering, and the intolerable heat and
humidity made him fedl like the occupant of some outlandish turkish bath. Colonel Nash climbed
unsteadily to hisfeet, a perfectly unreadable expression on hisface, and picked hisway carefully around
the hegps of smouldering dust on the platform. Hisaides, lacking his gplomb, openly betrayed their relief
at the end of the ordedl and hastened to the exit.

Nash made straight for Fritz.
“Van Noon.”

“Sr?’ Fritz sduted briefly while trying to balance a previous audio-frequency spectrum analyser
which wasin danger of faling off the platform into the channd.

“| owe you an apology,” said Nash. “Lord, that was ruddy awful! But you’ ve given me grounds for
thought. I’'m not saying you didn’t warn me—but wherein hell did you get al that power?’

“I'll be reporting on that, Sir, assoon as |’ vetidied afew details”



“Very wdl,” said Nash. “Ther€ || be a Staff conference at three 0’ clock tomorrow in my office. I'd
gppreciate your answer then.”

Heturned and strode off, while Fritz became aware of the communicator buzzing urgently.
“Fritz, aeyou dl right?’

“Only just,” said Fritz. “1t was grim. Everything was at least five times asfast asits Terran counterpart
and about twenty times as noisy, to say nothing of the hest. If that’s asample of a deserted Tazoon
subway in operation | hope | never have to suffer one during the rush hour.”

“I've got newsfor you,” said Jacko. “We had switching trouble up here on the temporary lineswe
rigged. According to our caculations we were only able to supply forty-three per cent of the total
estimated loading. If you' Il hang on for amoment I’ll give you atest run a a hundred percent loading.”

“Don’t bother,” said Fritz hadtily. “For that I’ d need some repesters and telemetry equipment, plusa
few unattended TV cameras. I’'m not staying here for a hundred per cent loading run.”

“Did you discover anything?’

“Enough. Initialy the potentia weakness of this system will be confined mainly to its passengers. The
Tazoons were gpparently using an adaptation of an A.C. linear motor for traction, with the bottom of the
channd asthe reactive dement. On the same principle they use A.C. magnetic flux repulsionto lift the
train clear of the ground so that they’ re virtudly hovering on amagnetic flux field. | suspect the same
principle should be operating on each side to centre the train with respect to the tunnel walls, only we
didn’'t have enough current to makeit fully effective. Cometo think of it, it sadamn clever idea, with the
train hed in amechanicaly frictionless supporting field with only inertia, air-resstance and eddy-current
losses to be overcome by the traction system. | can't yet see how the current pickup is arranged, but
that’ s probably inductive too. Sufficeit to say we can soon adapt it to our own purposes.”

“Good,” said Jacko, “only | can't seethat by so doing we' re going to produce what we set out to
achieve. They asked for atrangport system and we' re offering a subway with al that connotesin the way
of limited routes and limited points of access. How long do you think that isgoing to satisfy Nevill?”’

“For at least alifetime, | should think,” said Fritz. “The building of asubway isaclimactic
achievement in the history of any culture, requiring, asit does, the co-ordination of aconsiderable
quantity of technologica resources. Ergo: you only build subwaysto connect pointswhich are sufficiently
important to warrant such endeavour. Give Nevill afunctiona subway under thiscity and hewill have
immediate and convenient accessto dl those points of the city which the Tazoons themsel ves thought
worth while making accessible. Y ou not only have atransport system but a considerable pointer to the
psychology and culturd habits of the Tazoons themsdaves.”

When Fritz arrived at the Staff conference he had the fedling that the rest of the meeting must have
been convened about an hour earlier, for the assembly was already engaged in earnest discussion at the
time of hisarrival. Nevill wasleafing forlornly through aformidable pile of notes, reading abstracts, and
Colond Nashwasin thechair.

“Ah, Lieutehant, take a seat. We hope you are going to tell us how you came by that impressive
source of energy which enabled you to put on that display last evening in the subway.”

“I can do more than that,” said Fritz. “1 think | can add considerably to our knowledge of the
Tazoonsthemselves. But let us start with the harps—Tazoon harps. | suddenly redlized what they were.”

“Arid what was that?’



“Mechanoel ectric energy converters—piezo-electric generators, if you like. The harps are merely
assemblies of high-efficiency piezo-dectric crystas operated by the vibrating strings of the harp. The
strings are made to vibrate by the passage of the Tazoon night winds.”

“I’'mno scientist,” said Nash, “but | would have thought that piezo-dectric effects were scarcely of
sufficient magnitude to be useful for energy conversion onthat scae.”

“A common misconception,” said Fritz. “Even our rdatively undeveloped Terran ferrodectric
ceramics are capable of something better than a power generating density of sixteen watts per square
centimetre, which has solar cdlls beaten hollow. The Tazoon crystas are capable of an output of eighty
watts per square centimetre and a conversion efficiency of better than ninety-five per cent, an efficiency
markedly better than even the most advanced Terran M.H.D. oscillating-plasmareactors.

Mechanod ectric conversion has dways been ahighly promising line of development, but hampered by
thefact that on Terrathere was a scarcity of large-scale sources of mechanica energy of useful
frequency. The Tazoons made ultralarge scale use of medium-level energy by utilizing thewindsto
activate the harp strings. A Tazoon harp in atypica night wind is capable of an output approaching two
kilowatt. This comes out to around a megawatt of power for each square kilometre of plain equipped
with harps.”

“Areyou sure of this, Fritz?” asked Nevill.

“Perfectly sure. We powered the subway by re-stringing some of the harps out on the plainsthere.”
“But does’t the output vary with the force of the wind?’

“Y es, but with the harps ranged over awide areathe variations average out fairly well.”

“But how did they obtain their power when there was no wind?’

“They didn't,” said Fritz. “We ve found nothing which would indicate any attempt to store the power
nor any suggestion of an dternative supply. When the wind stopped, everything stopped. Thus by habit if
not by nature the Tazoons were probably nocturna.”

“But thisisridiculous,” said Nevill. “I till can’t conceive thet they would fill whole plainswith
electrica generating transducers”

“Why not? They had no particular usefor the great outdoors. By and large their native environment
wasintolerableto them.”

Nevill sat up sharply. “ That’ sahighly speculative statement to make. How do you arrive at that
concluson?’

“Simple,” said Fritz. “Firdly, they were nearly blind, hence the need for such inordinately intense
lighting such as we found on the subway. If my caculation is correct even Tazoo at mid-day was a pretty
dull affair to their eyes. Secondly, the temperature the subway reached was so far above ambient that it's
areasonable guessthat they couldn’t tolerate outside temperatures for very long. They had avery low
body mass and presumably chilled rapidly.”

“Incrediblel” said Nevill. “I knew they were smal-boned, but body mass...”

“If you' d seen the rates of acceleration and deceleration of a Tazoon subway train you' d soon see
that only crestures of smal body mass could surviveit.”

“All right,” said Nash, “you seem to have dl the answers. Perhgps you aso know why the Tazoons
became extinct?’



“I could make a good guess. Even more than oursalves the Tazoons were power dependent animals,
for the aforementioned reasons. They had reached a point where they couldn’t exist without power for
light and heet, having presumably reached an evolutionary dead-end which had put them out of phase, so
to speak, with their native environment. Now remember that they depended on power from the harps,
not having any great resources of dternative fuels, either fossil or nuclear. Remember aso that the harp
frames were made of ironwood from the trees of the forests which used to adorn the plains. | suggest
they increased their power generating areas at the expense of the trees until at some point they
encountered soil erosion. Normally soil erosonisreversbleif theright steps are taken to combat it,

“Well?" said Nash.

“Soil eroson led to sand and the sand and wind conspired to form a sandblast which abraded and
destroyed the strings of the harps. The failure of the harps meant loss of power—the very power
essential to bring in the purified sea-water necessary to help combat the soil erosion. The process
developed into avicious circle—more sand, less harps; less harps, more sand, and so on ad-infinitum,
every day the situation worsening as the sand robbed them of the power they needed to combat its
formation. When the sand grew deep enough it even prevented ironwood seeds from rooting, so the rest
of theforests gradually died aso. The Tazoons, faced with agradua but unaterable loss of power, took
the only course open to them—they tried to migrate to the tropica regions where the climate was
life-supporting without the need for power. History seemsto record that very few of them ever got there,
which isnot surprising when you consider that the night-wind was certainly capable of blowing aTazoon
cdeanintotheair.”

There was severa moments silence. “ And the harps?’ asked Nash. “ That was their sole means of
power generation?’

“We have found nothing which would indicate otherwise.”

“What apity! Philip Nevill had just succeeded in persuading meto lend support for arather ambitious
project. Consequent upon your demonstration of both power production and a potential source of
trangport, Philip was proposing to re-establish the Tazoon city, initialy to cater for archaeologists
interested in extra-terrestria work, but later as a permanent colony and as a supply base for ships moving
outtotheRim.”

“Y ou mean to re-popul ate the place—turn it back into aliving city?’

“Giventime, yes. If possible aso irrigate the deserts and reclaim some of the wasteland. It' s-a greeat
pity you have such admirable reasonswhy it can’t be done.”

“But it can bedone,” said Fritz. “ Given time and sufficient labour to repair the harps there’ s enough
energy out there to power the whole city and adozen others.”

“But | thought the sandbladt...”

“... ruined the harp strings. Yes, it did... but that was before the advent of Fritz Van Noon. The
Tazoons probably used a plain metd wire, possibly titanium, which was susceptible to aorasion.
Remember they had no organic chemistry to speak of, hence no plastics. We re using ahigh tensle and
extremely tough sted wire and a poly-silicone eastomer coating over it, whichisahighly
abrasion-resistant combination and should give many years service without trouble. Unfortunatdly it
damps the vibrations considerably—but then, we don't need the degree of ether hesat or light which the
Tazoons found necessary.”

“And you redly believe the Tazoons became extinct because of the lack of a suitably coated wire?’



“Yes,” sad Fritz, “just that. And let it be alesson to oursalves. We don't know wheat factorsin our
own technology may be lacking when it comes to meeting some new and unexpected crisis. Our
development is probably as one-sided as the Tazoons, but in another direction. Therefore nothing but
benefit can come from the compl ete assimilation of every phase of Tazoon science and technology into
our own. If colonization can do that, then I’ [l see you have the power to colonize.”

“For thewant of anail...” said Nevill speculatively.

“Fritz,” said Nash. I’ ve been meaning to speak to you about the possibility of permanently
establishing U.E. asabranch of the Terran Exploratory task force instead of merely a section of the
Engineering Reserve. How would you reect to that? Of course, it would mean promotion...”

“I should personally welcometheidea, Sir,” said Fritz, “but | fear I’ ve dready accepted another
assgnment on Tiberius Two. They’ retrying to establish amonorail system there.”

“l see” said Nash. “ And just what isthere about amonorail system on Tiberius Two that requires
your peculiar talents?’

Fritz coughed discreetly. “1 understand it' s something to do with their gravity. Apparently it changes
direction by seventy degrees every Tuesday and Thursday morning,” he said, reaching for his cap.

TheEnd.

THE FIEND

by Frederik Pohl

Celebrated for his excellent short stories and novels during the past two decades—and biting
satiresin collaboration with the late C. M. Kornbluth—American author Frederik Pohl
occasionally departs from the accepted path of science-fiction storytelling and, asin this latest
story of his, presentsit from an entirely different angle ... along spaceship voyage with a cargo
of colonists in suspended animation—and a captain whose mind dwells on a dream from his
earlier youth.

How beautiful she was, Dandish thought, and how helpless. The plastic identification ribbon around
her neck stood out straight, and as shewas just out of the transport capsule, she wore nothing else.

“Areyou awake?’ he asked, but she did not stir.

Dandish felt excitement building up inside him, she was S0 passive and without defence. A man could
come to her now and do anything at al to her, and she would not resist. Or, of course, respond. Without
touching her he knew that her body would bewarm and dry. It wasfully aive, and in afew minutes she
would be conscious.

Dandish—who was the captain and sole crew member of the interstellar ship without aname,
carrying congeal ed colonists across the long, dow, empty space from Earth to a planet that circled astar
that had never had anamein astronomical charts, only anumber, and was now called Eleanor—passed
those minutes without looking again at the girl, whose name he knew to be Silvie, but whom he had never
met. When he looked again she was awake, jack-knifed againgt the safety straps of the crib, her hair
standing out around her head and her face wearing an expression of anger.

“All right. Where are you? | know what the scoreis,” she said. “ Do you know what they can do to
you for this?’



Dandish was sartled. He did not like being startled, for it frightened him. For nine years the ship had
been whispering across space; he had had enough of londliness to satisfy him and he had been frightened.
There were 700 cans of colonists on the ship, but they lay brittle and changelessin their bath of liquid
helium and were not very good company. Outside the ship the nearest human being was perhaps two
light-years away, barring some chance-met ship heading in the other direction that was actudly far more
remote than either star, Since the forcesinvolved in stopping and matching course with avessdl bound
home were twice as great as, and would take twice as much time as, those involved in the voyage itself.

Everything about the trip was frightening. The londinesswas aterror. To stare down through aninch
of crystal and see nothing but far stars led to panic. Dandish had decided to stop looking out five years
before, but had not been able to keep to his decision, and so now and again peeped through the crystal
and contemplated his horrifying visions of the sedl breaking, the crystal popping out on abreeth of air,
himself in hismeta prison tumbling, tumbling for ever down to the heart of one of the 10,000,000 stars
that lay below.

In this ship anoise was an alarm. Since no one but himsalf was awake, to hear ascratch of metd or a
thud of amoving object striking something el se, however tiny, however remote, was athreat, and more
than once Dandish had suffered through an itch of fear for hours or days until he tracked down the
exploded light tube or unsecured door that had startled him. He dreamed uneasily of fire. Thiswas
preposteroudy unlikely, in the sted and crystal ship, but what he was dreaming of was not thefire of a
house but the monstrous firesin the stars beneath.

“Come out where| can seeyou,” commanded the girl.

Dandish noted that she had not troubled to cover her nakedness. Bare she woke and bare she
stayed. She had unhitched the restraining webbing and |eft the crib, and now she was prowling the room
in which she had awakened, looking for him.

“They warned us,” she called. “*Watch the hook!” ‘look out for the space nutsl” ‘Y ou'll be sorry!’
That'sall we heard at the Reception Centre, and now here you are, dl right. Wherever you are. Where
areyou? For God's sake, come out where | can seeyou.”

She haf stood and half floated at an angle to the floor, nibbling a imperceptible bits of dead skin on
her lipsand staring warily from sdeto side. She said, “What was the story you were going to tell me? A
subspace meteorite destroyed the ship, al but you and me, and we were doomed to fly endlesdy
towards nowhere, so there was nothing for usto do but try to make alife for ourselves?’

Dandish watched her through the view eyesin the reviving room, but did not answer. Hewas a
connoisseur of victims, Dandish was. He had spent agreet ded of time planning this. Physicaly shewas
perfect, very young, dim, dight. He had picked her out on that basis from among the 352 femae canned
colonigts, leafing through the micro-file photographs that accompanied each colonist’ sdossier like a hi-fi
hobbyist shopping through a catal ogue. She had been the best of thelot.

Dandish was not skilled enough to read a persondity profile, and in any event considered
psychologists to be phonies and their profiles trash, so he had to go by the indices he knew. He had
wanted hisvictim to be innocent and trusting. Silvie, 16 yearsold and alittle below average intelligence,
had seemed very promising. It was disgppointing that she did not react with more fear.

“They’ Il giveyou fifty yearsfor thisd” she shouted, looking around to see where he could be hiding.
“Y ou know that, don’t you?’

Therevivd crib, sensing that she was out of it, was quietly stowing and rearming itsdlf, ready to be
taken out and used again. Its plastic sheets dipped free of the corners, rolled up in atight spira and did
into adisposa chute, revealing aseptic new sheets below. Its radioc-warming generators tested themselves



with asurge of high-voltage current, found no flaws and shut themsealves off. The crib sidesfolded down
meekly. Theinstrument table hooded itself over. The girl paused to watch it, then shook her head and
laughed.

“Scared of me?’ shecdled. “Comeon, let’ s get thisover with! Or else,” she added, “admit you've
made a boo-boo, get me some clothes and let’ stalk this over sengibly.”

Sorrowfully Dandish turned his gaze away. A timing device reminded him that it wastime to make his
routine half-hour check of the ship’s systems and, as he had done more than 150,000 times aready and
would do 100,000 times again, he swiftly scanned the temperature readingsin the can hold, metered the
loss of liquid helium and balanced it against the withdrawal s from the reserve, compared the ship’s course
with theflight plan, measured the fud consumption and rate of flow, found al systemsfunctioning
smoothly and returned to the girl.

It had taken only aminute or so, but aready she had found the comb and mirror he had put out for
her and wasworking angrily & her hair. Onefault in the techniques of freezing and revivification lay in
what happened to such el aborated structures as fingernails and hair. At the temperature of liquid helium
al organic matter was brittle and athough the handling techniques were planned with that fact in mind, the
body wrapped gently in elastic cocooning, every care exercised to keep it from contact with anything
hard or sharp, nails and hair had away of being snapped off. The Reception Centre endlessy drummed
into the colonists the importance of short nails and butch haircuts, but the colonists were not always
convinced. Silvie now looked like adummy on which a student wigmaker had failed atest. She solved
her problem at last by winding what remained of her hair in atiny bun and put down the comb,
snapped-off strands of her hair floating in the air al about her like a stretched-out sandstorm.

She patted the bun mournfully and said, “1 guessyou think thisis pretty funny.”

Dandish consdered the question. He was not impdlled to laugh. Twenty years before, when Dandish
was ateenager with the long permanented hair and the lacquered fingernails that were the fashion for kids
that year, he had dreamed amost every night of just such asituation asthis. To own agirl of his
own—not to love her or to rape her or to marry her, but to possess her as a dave, with no one anywhere
to stop him from whatever he chose to impose on her—had el aborated itsdf in ahundred variations
nightly.

Hedidn’t tell anyone about his dream, not directly, but in the school period devoted to practical
psychology he had mentioned it as something he had read in abook and the ingtructor, staring right
through him into his dreams, told him it was arepressed wish to play with dolls. “ Thisfellow isrole
playing,” he said, “acting out awish to be awoman. These clear-cut cases of repressed homosexuality
can takemany forms...” and on and on, and athough the dreams were as physicaly satisfying as ever,
the young Dandish awoke from them both reproved and resentful.

But Silvie was neither adream nor adoll. “I’'m not adall,” said Silvie, so sharply and patly that it was
ashock. “Come on out and get it over with!”

She gtraightened up, holding to afree-fdl grip, and athough she looked angry and annoyed she lill
did not seem afraid. “Unlessyou areredly crazy,” she said clearly, “which | doubt, athough | haveto
admit it' sapossibility, you aren’t going to do anything | don’t want you to do, you know. Because you
can't get away withit, right? Y ou can’t kill me, you could never explain it, and besidesthey don't let
murderers run shipsin thefirst place, and so when weland dl | haveto doisyell cop and you' re running
asubway shuttle for the next ninety years.” She giggled. “1 know about that. My uncle got busted on
income-tax evasion and now he' s a sdlf-propelled dredge in the Amazon delta, and you should seethe
letters he writes. So come on out and let’ s see what I’ m willing to let you get away with.”



She grew impatient. “Kee-rist,” she said, shaking her head. 1 sure get the great ones. And, oh, by the
way, aslong aslI’mup, | haveto goto thelittle girls room, and then | want bregkfast.”

Dandish took some small satisfaction in that these requirements, at least, he had foreseen. He opened
the door to the washroom and turned on the warmer oven where emergency rations were waiting. By the
time Silvie came back biscuits, bacon and hot coffee were set out for her.

“| don’'t suppose you have acigarette?’ she asked. “Well, I'll live. How about some clothes? And
how about coming out so | can get alook at you?’ She stretched and yawned and then began to eat.

Apparently she had showered, as was generaly desirable on awakening from freeze-deep to get rid
of the exfoliated skin, and she had wrapped her ruined hair in asmall towel. Dandish had |eft one smdll
towd in thewashroom, reluctantly, but it had not occurred to him that hisvictim would wrap it around
her head. Silvie sat thoughtfully staring at the remains of her breskfast and then after awhile sad, likea
lecturer:

“As| understand it, starship sailors are dways some kind of nut, because who el se would go off for
twenty years at atime, even for money, even for any kind of money? All right, you'reanut. Soif you
wake me up and won't come out, won't talk to me, there’ s nothing | can do abot it.

“Now, | can seethat evenif you weren't alittle loopy to start with, thiskind of lifewould tip you.
Maybe you just want alittle company? | can understand that. | might even co-operate and say no more
about it.

“On the other hand, maybe you' re trying to get your nerve up for something rough. Don’t know if you
can, because they naturaly screened you down fine before they gave you the job. But supposing. What

happensthen?
“If you kill me, they catch you.
“If you don't kill me, then I’ll tell them when weland, and they catch you.

“I told you about my uncle. Right now his body isin the deepfreeze somewhere on the dark side of
Mercury and they’ ve got his brain keeping the navigation channels clear off Belem. Maybe you think
that' s not so bad. Uncle Henry doesn't like it abit. He doesn't have any company, bad as you that way,
| guess, and he says his suction hoses are dways sore. Of course he could aways |ouse up on the jab,
but then they’ d just put him some other place that wouldn’t be quite as nice—so what he doesisgrit his
teeth, or | guess you should say hisgrinders, and get ong the best he can. Ninety years! He' sonly done
sx sofar. | mean sx when | left Earth, whatever that isnow. Y ou wouldn’t like that. So why not come
out and talk?’

Five or ten minutes later, after making faces and buttering another roll and flinging it furioudy &t the
wall, where the disposal units duiced it away, she said, “Damn you, then give me abook to read,

anyway.”

Dandish retreated from her and listened to the whisper of the ship for afew minutes, then activated
the mechanisms of therevival crib. He had been aloser long enough to learn when to cut hislosses. The
girl sprang to her feet asthe sides of the crib unfolded. Gentle tentacles reached out for her and
deposited her init, locking the webbing belt around her waist.

“Y ou damned fool!” she shouted, but Dandish did not answer.

The anaesthesia cone descended towards her struggling face, and she screamed. “Wait aminute! |
never said | wouldn't—" but what she never said she wouldn't, she couldn’t say, because the cone cut
her off. A plastic sack stretched itsalf around her, moulding to her face, her body, her legs, evento the



drayed towe around her hair, and thereviva crib rolled silently to the freezing room.

Dandish did not watch further. He knew what would happen, and besides, the timer reminded him to
make his check. Temperatures, normd; fuel consumption, normal; course, normal; freezer room showed
one new capsule en route to storage, otherwise normd. Goodbye, Silvie, said Dandish to himsdf, you
were a pretty bad mistake.

Concelvably later on, with another girl...

But it had taken nine years for Dandish to wake Silvie, and he did not think he could do it again. He
thought of her Uncle Henry running a dredge a ong the South Atlantic littord. It could have been him. He
had |egped at the opportunity to spend his sentence piloting a starship instead.

He stared out at the 10,000,000 stars bel ow with the optical receptors that were his eyes. He clawed
helplesdy at space with the radars that gave him touch. He wept a 5,000,000-mile stream of ions behind
him from hisjets. He thought of the tons of helplessflesh in hishold, the bodiesin which he could have
delighted, if hisown body had not been with Uncle Henry’ s on coldside Mercury, the fears on which he
could have fed, if he had been able to inspire fear. He would have sobbed, if he had had avoice to sob
with.

TheEnd.

MANIPULATION

by John Kingston

The psi powers of the mind—tel epathy, telekinesis, teleportation—have offered wide variations of
plot in recent years, from such outstanding novels as Wilson Tucker’s Wild Tadent in 1955 to the
more recent The Silent Speakers by Arthur Sallings. New author John Kingston presents a rather
macabre plot of a man gifted with one of the psi qualities and slowly devel oping a second—~but
such talents can be dangerous.

Nol
No! No! No!

| said | would never use my Power again. | won't. It'swrong and vile. | remember what | promised
myself ten years ago, walking in the dark after Mother died.

It kept her dlivefor years. The doctors had never seen anything likeit. It was her heart...
God knowsit was difficult. Not like thisthing | want to do now. This could be so easy.

When Mother was dlive | used to stay up nights, work round the clock on that feeble old heart,
strengthening, renewing. | built anew vave once, piece by microscopic piece. Three days and nights that
took me, working nonstop. Do you know how many cells there are in the ventricles of ahuman heart?

| do...

Mother knew what was happening. She could fed dl thelittle adjustments going on, the million
cobweb-forces twitching between us keeping her dive. Shetried to give up three times. But she couldn’t
die because her heart couldn’t stop. And her heart couldn’t stop because | was driving it.

Technicaly shedid die once. | worked that heart for twenty hours before it would best onitsown
again. They'd use an eectronic pacemaker now. There was nothing of the sort then.



| was born with my Power. It didn’t seem wrong to useit. | couldn’t St and let her die. | never
realized though until amost the last, how she’ d come to hate me. Hate my phosphorescent eyes and my
million hands, tiny, invisble, never-resting hands. ..

| pull the bedclothes over my head, trying to make the black room even darker. | dig my faceinthe
pillow, try to shut out the deep noise of the overrun as Julie changes up after acorner. But | only succeed
inmuffling my ears

Mother had won in the end. She wastoo clever for me. If she'd cut her wrists or opened her throat it
wouldn’'t have mattered because I’ d have seamed up the wounded flesh asfast as the blade went through
it. If she’d jumped from abuilding I’ d have caught her and lowered her to the ground. But she didn’t do
that. All she did was swallow ahundred little white tablets.

| wokein the night. | was dready insgde her. | knew what was wrong. Knew she’ d beaten me. | was
fast enough to juggle cells asthey multiplied and died, but these were molecules. The wrong sort of
molecules. They came pouring and flooding through the universe of her body, changing things as they
came. | could see amino acids and peptones, watch proteins building up like pearly chains againgt avoid,
but now there were too many molecules. | fought them, | was everywhere a once, grabbing them,
atering them, making them harmless. But it was no use. It was like alocust plague. Liketrying to catch
the insects one by onein your hands and kill enough to stop the swarm, and the sky dark with them for
miles...

| had to walk out from ingde her, leave everything till and quiet. | ran avay from the house, using my
feet. | never went back. Since then I’ ve never used the Power. | won’t now, I’ ve been hungry, and not
used it. Sat in acell and unlocked and locked the door the long night through. 1t was only a poor steel
thing, usdlessand smple, and | played with it, but | wouldn’t help mysdlf. My Mother killed hersdlf to get
away fromthis... thing | can do. | won't ever use the Power again.

Y ou can look up teekineticistsin books. They’ |l tell you they are people who can move things
without touching them, change physicd states at adistance. They’ll aso tdll you such beingsdon’t exist.
Well, the books are wrong.

I'monre...

| ram the heels of my hands againgt my eyes. Peacocksflick their tails beneath the lids. The
nerveights paint Juliein crazy colours, lilac and aniline red and burning green, but they can’t block her
out.

She' sdriving awhedled rainbow. The colourslap and flow aong the bodywork, stream out behind
thetall. | relax the pressure and the iridescence vanishes. Sheis dill there,

| can't helpit. | have amillion hands again, groping over that flying car. I’'mlow down in the chassis,
in the springs, feding the shocks stream into the tempered meta . Watching the curving rush of the road,
looking out through the stoneguard with the white fans of the headlightsin front and the geometric dliff of
the rad behind me. I'm in the engine seeing in spite of blackness the clamouring ballet of pushrods and
tappets. In the steering column feding the stresses from the whedl's, the countering resistance of Juli€’'s
arms. | linger at the steering rim, savouring the trangtion from metd to flesh where her hands are gripping
itfirm...

| fed my pulse accelerating. That pounding, that isnt the engine that’ smy heart. | gorigid, not
breathing, thinking of what I’'m going to do. | poise two of my hands over her wrists, others above the
roaring Venturis of the carbswhere | can see the throttle linkages move in unison as she drives through
the bends. In asecond I’ m going to whip her arms behind her, pinion them, open the throttles and take
control. I'm going to watch her face asthe silver road snakes at her and the trees, astherevs climb and



the whedlrim in front of her swingsto the bends. Faster, and faster, and faster... and when she' s had
enough, when she can't take any more, I’mgoing to let go. ...

I roll out of bed and dap at the lampswitch with my hand. My face and body are covered with swedt.
| run the tap in the handbasin, put my head under it. The cold water shocks. | glare round. See double.
The details of the tawdry room registering dim through flashing, white-lit trees. The noise of the engine, its
drumming in my ears. | reel about, put my hand out to the rushing macadam that isawall. | know I’ ve
got to breek thislink. | concentrate, put al my being and will into it. Theimages | want form somehow.
Putting out an cilwell fire. Reding fuse, waiting, pressing the plunger... Now ... ahugeflash, obliterating

evaything...

Silence. Dimness. A little room in acheap boarding house. Faded, striped paper. Usdess gasbracket
draped with cobwebs. Cracked mirror. My jacket, trousers, Sung acrossachair. I'm leaning against the
wall trembling. | go sit on the bed. Light acigarette, drag the smoke down deep. Thisisbetter. I'm O.K.

agan.
| don’t think I'mjust ateekineticist.

God, listento me! Just ateekineticid... It strue, though. I ve got this other thing, E.S.P., ps factor,
devil possession, | don’'t know what itsnameis. To... doajob, | don’'t even have to bethere. | can
walk through a city miles away, see the neon and the crowds, dley cats prowling, leaves and cigarette
packetsin the gutters, rain bouncing on the roads. | can watch amurder done there, or an act of love,
and have to go find a nameboard to see where |’ ve been...

Digtanceis nothing to do with it. Near or far, it’ sdl the same. For instance right now | know Julie's
driving acar. But | don’t know where. She could be amile avay. She could bein Nevada.

| think about something ese, anything. | don’t want to go back to Julie for both our sakes. | pull on
the cigarette. | get mad. | ask mysalf, what do books and names matter, what the hell’s aname? Nobody
like me has ever existed before. I’ ve got awild talent.

Theroomisquiet asagrave. | finish one cigarette and light another fromiit. | till fed shaky. | get up,
go to the cupboard over the washbasin. It saflat-brown, rickety little cupboard, fluff and muck on the
top of it, badly fitting doors. | scraped abit of paint off adoor once. It wasn’t wooden. Made out of bits
of Victorian newspapers stuck together to make a sort of cardboard. Next the cupboard there' sthe
mirror, one corner gone, glass flecked over with greasy ginger spots. That’ sthe sort of trash | live with.
And | could have made my fortune.

| open the doors, get out a bottle of Scotch and aglass. | pour mysalf atreble and put the bottle
back. Suddenly the room seems stuffy, full of smoke. | go to the window, undo the catch. | bang the
grimy frameto freeit and lever it open. Cooler air moves against my face and there’ sthe noise of the
main road just down the hill. | lean on the sill and stare at the moving reflections of the lights. The road
roarslikethat al night long. Julie’ son aroad right now, driving somewhere. God knows where.

Something wakes up in my mind. It' slike stepping on adog you didn’t know wasthere, seeing it
come up a your face. It sas quick asthat. For asecond I'm seeing the bonnet of a speeding car, hearing
an engine louder than the ones outside. | jerk back into the room in panic. The car vanishes. | redlize how
careful I've got to be.

| lay back on the bed with the glassin my hand. | start to make up amenta image. Something | can
hang like ascreen in front of thething | don't want to see. | compose the picture dl of opposites. Julie's
car isrushing along, doing eighty or ninety. So | take something static. A rock will do. It'sared car so
we' |l have aneutral, blue-grey sort of rock. The car’ smoving in darkness, so my rock will bein pouring



sunlight. Yes, thereit is, big and blue. Immensdly static. Degp shadows round its base whereit's
embedded in the ground. It' sagood sharp image; | can seethe Striationsin the rock and the weathering,
fedl the sun heat striking back from it on to my face. | stand back mentally, appraise my work. Yes,

that’ Il do, it sfine. That rock won't ever move.

Theroomlight startsto annoy me, glaring in my eyes. It' sanaked bulb on aflex, no shade. Ydlow
crab-patterns from the filament reaching acrossthe ceiling. | put my hand out and switch it off. | don't
need light any more.

I finish the whisky and go back to my rock image. | recognize it now. It'sarock | saw when | wason
holiday with Bill years ago. There sthét little bay behind it and the sun-haze, the twinkle of the sea. |
remember that holiday well, little bits and snatches of it are so clear. How old would | have been? Nine,
ten? Something like that. | try to work out how long it’sbeen since | saw my brother. Must be all of six
years. Old Bill wasagood chap. Hadn't got my... gift, lucky blighter.

He knew about it though. That’ swhy we' re estranged. ..

I think back to that holiday, evoke asmuch of it as| can. The cigarette makes asteady arcin the
blacknessas| draw onit, let my arm sag to one side, draw on it again. The sun-glint on the water, hot
sand, thetdlness of dliffs.

Coolness and hardness of their great flanks turned away from the sun, suck and boom of the seaiin
the hidden caverns at their bases. ..

Julie has gone on holiday. Down to the coast with Ted to laugh and kissand lie in the sun and show
off her body...

The whisky startsto take effect. | fed dopey and confused. I’ d had a good thrash before | came up
tonight. I’'m with Bill again but he’ snot sitting on the rock, he' sdriving it. It' sred, it has headlights and it
roars. Theroad dipsaway behind it...

The cigarette bitesinto my fingers. | fling it away and lie back again. My hand throbs. But | don’t
bother to mend the burn. I'm glad of the pain. It kegps me within mysdif, lying on abed in thisrooming
house, safdly. | lie for an hour, watching the moon rise over the rooftops, hearing the cars on that distant
road. | deep...

It'sahollow, confused sort of dream. There' s Julie, face underlit from the dash, eyesbig and
soft-looking in the light from the dials. Thewind gusting through the lowered driving window, playingin
her hair. Short hair, gay-unruly, curly, copper-brown. She' s aredhead, but not green-eyed. Deep blue
eyes, agquamarine. Dark now, solemn. She' s concentrating on the road. She' sagood driver. | can fedl
how good sheis by the responses of the machine. She’ s not riding that motor, she'sapart of it. The
whedls, the gears, they’ re extensions of her body. | crane round for alook at the speedo. She'sholding a
steady eighty, keeping it up mile after mile. No effort. | wonder where the hell she’ sgoing in such ahurry.
Thiswasn't scheduled... | wonder about the car. It isn't hers, I’'m sure of that, and it couldn’t belong to
Ted. It'sjust afine motor, not flashy, not chromy enough for Ted. Not showy enough by haf.

| don’t worry long. In dreams, you just accept... | watch the road whipping under the bonnet,
streaming out behind the clean line of thetail. After atime| get to fed the car’ s Sationary, the whedsjust
idling, keeping pace with the flying ground. Then | seem to see the whole earth rolling under those
whedls, the car fixed in space but till legping towardstheriang sun. | fed mysdf whirling with the planet,
the tug of gravity urging my body down towards the deep core. | beginto lose all sense of identity ...

A road sign goes past but I'm not quick enough to read it. | move restlessly on the bed, conscious of
doing wrong, too deepy to pull out of the dream again. | art playing with the steering.



Thisisfun. I’'m holding the car’ swhed, hard, opening my grip and letting the rim dide to the bends,
feding Juli€’ s strength take the motor round. Then grip again, relax, grip... if she wanted to move that
whedl now she couldn’t because I’ ve got it braced; she couldn’t moveit afraction, I'm stronger than she
is—

Damn—

Oh, | wastoo late then. A hundredth of a second was all but | was till too late. | should have known,
she’' sgot such atouch. .. shefdt the wrongness there in the steering column. She knew there was
something... A sudden tug, unexpected, trying me out. My hands were away and gone in aflash but she
felt the resstance. | saw the frown come, in the sameingtant | let go. She' stesting again now, cautioudly,
little pulls one way then the other. But the whedl isfree...

| st up dowly. A second ago | was nearly adeep. Now deepisamillion milesaway. | was never so
awake, so cold.

... felt something then. Only for amoment, but it wasthere. A little surge of feding, thefirg gart of
panic. And it wasn't my fear ...

| try to swallow; but my mouth, it never had any sdiva. It' sbone dry, desiccated, feesraw. | find the
cigarettes. My hand is clumsy, spillsthem over the bed and acrossthefloor. | fed for onein the dark,
light it, flick the match away. | liethere with the thing in my fingers, drawing on it and seeing the glow
reflect back ghost-pink off the celling. My body is quiet, but not my brain or my heart. The heart thuds
steady, savage; | can hear the thumping in the silent room. I'm... intensdly alive, head to toes. My body
feds everything, knows everything. | can sensethe earth turning again and mysdlf spreadeagled on it
inching towards the sun—

That' swhat | meant about Mother hating me. Right at the last, when we were fighting like that, me
wanting to keep her and her trying to go away and down, | felt her mind. That’show | know. The hate, it
was like a bright flame scorching at me then getting dimmer, flickering, dying away... Nowords. They're
nothing... It wasworse than words. Later, when the shock had gone alittle, | wanted to do it again,
make a contact with somebody else. But | couldn’t. The telekiness, that was no trouble ever. It refined
itsdlf and sharpened, got more and more sengitive even though I'd left it lieto rudt. ..

I know why my heart is protesting like this. It's because | redlized subconscioudy in that split part of a
second when | was touching Juli€ s mind that this other thing has been growing in the dark aswell. |
know now | can do it again. | know I’m going to be atelepath.

Andthey don't exist either...

| go back, ddliberately thistime, to the car. | fed asif I'm moving aong a predestined course that can
have only one end. | study Juliein microscopic detall.

She sdriving dower, not much above fifty. She' sl testing, veering in to the verge then back out to
the cat’ seyes again. Pulling and touching at that steering, trying to account for what shefdt. | don’'t know
what’sin her mind. | strain to make a contact but there’ s nothing there. She centres the wheel and
accelerates. | catch atiny shrug, the smallest lift of an eyebrow. She' s decided she dozed for amoment.
She'll haveto be more careful. She' s been driving along time and she' s deepier than she realized.

They weren't her thoughts, they were mine grafted on. | know when I’ min another mind; there's...
something. Everything. Colours and textures al different. A new way of breathing, thinking. Impossibleto
get it into words. It sweird. Y ou own another body, another soul...

I’ve got to be careful here. | can’'t be sure, but | think she suspectsme... | meddled with her once



you see. A long time back. It waslate at night and | was drunk. Shefelt the incubus, I'm sure she knew it
was me. It didn’t do any good, and afterwardsit gave me hdll...

| lietherealong whiletrying to rest. My heart isstill pounding away under the bedclothes. | move my
hand down and fed it bumping at my ribslike something trying to crack out from an egg. | know, ina
detached way, my body won't stand this strain for ever. Something will haveto give... Somehow or
other I’ ve got to resolve thisthing. Then | can reax.

Firgt, I’ ve got to besat the fear.

Therearealot of sorts of fear. | suppose one sort comesif you' re on your own some place and you
cut an artery and there’ s nobody to help and you know you' ve only got minutes. That’ sfear... and
another sort iswhen there are the footsteps in the night, and the creaks and the laughing, and the branch
tapsthe pane, indstent there behind the curtains; but thereisn't any branch...

I’ m about to enter another mind. That’ stheworst fear of dl...

I’ve done it before, but only seconds at atime. And then it was bad enough. Thisis going to be worse
than opening a private diary, packed full of things about you. Worse than looking in amirror under a
glaring light. Worse than these things, more truthful than the diary, more searching than the light. | begin to
seethe only thing that keeps any of us saneisthat we can’t communicate. Oh we can talk, write letters
maybe or compose music, a poem, they’ re better ways of getting across, but we still have to be tuned
and nobody’ s ever finally certain what the messageis... We'real inamig, thick, like cotton-wool. We
hidein it from each other, from oursalves, wrap oursalves awvay. Deep down we want it like that because
it sfor thebest...

But there sadevil insdeus, wecdl it hope. That last little thing the girl Iet out the box, that wasthe
worst plague of al. 1t's hope makes you ask the question when you already know the answer, hope
makes you open that locked diary, turn on that glaring light... | don’t want to hope, I’ m through with it,
done. But I'm hoping...

| try to steady my heart but my own body’ s out of control. | turn my earsinward, hear the blood
move like water pounding through awaeir. | redlize I’ m gasping for air and somehow make my bresthing
dow down...

| can see now, Al my lifel’ ve been moving towards this one point. I’ m going to do something now
that nobody’ s done before. I’ m going to develop, shake out my wings and soar. I'm going to do it
because it has to be done. No other reason’ s big enough. Thiswill be aturning point in the history of the
world, thefirst event in anew order of things. It' s going to happen here, in thisdamp, peeling attic room.
Well, aman can't aways choose the place and time.

But why Julie; God, why doesit haveto be with Julie?

Got to stop thinking like that. | tell mysalf | don’t matter. I’ m dead, dust... | try to see the bigness of
what’ s going to happen, the panoramic significance of it. For afew moments| amost manageit. Itisn't
exactly likeavision; it'slike standing on the edge of agreat seaand hearing the bawling, confused noise
of it and knowing It stretches away and away for dl time...

Oncetherewasaprimal cdl. It hung in avoid and it was complete and perfect, it knew itself... But
the cdll had to split, and the halves sailed away, and there was mystery. And the mystery grew, through
al the years stacked on yearsthat we cdl Evolution. .. There were people, groping in the migt, trying to
know... Man and woman, the woman wanting to enfold, the man wanting to lose himself, go right back
down to that primal core, that oneness. That' s the only peace we look for till the grave. Nothing in life but



needing to join; and that' s a need we share with everything that ever lived right through time. The soul
passing to Nirvana, that’ s the Sate of not-being, of union with everything, ultimaterest... the godswill die
a the Ragnarok, al things cease at Armageddon... not-being isfusion, fusion not-being. | seethewhole
shape of evolution, complexity increasing, the old cell running and jumping and crawling and dithering and
oozing and flying, then gliding back, recombining into a unit al-seeing, dl-knowing. Thereturnto the
monobloc, the end of mystery. Here, in thisdirty room in atwo-bit town, that reversal is about to Start.
Two entities go back to oneness. The cdll that split al that dumb time ago knowsiitsdf again. ..

Thisisit now. Go steady, boy. Y ou’ re uplifted, outsde yourself. Y ou’ ve left self behind. Nothing
matters except that you go steady, go dow, make your base. ...

| can see her face again in the light from the dash. Her eyes, mouth... little beauty spot on her lip, her
teeth, hair curling againgt the collar of her windchegater. | never paid even Julie this close attention before.
| fedl I’'m getting closer to the thing | want to do. ..

Surprise.

I know dimly the way I’ m going to manage the jump. How to get acrossinto the other half of
perception, the part they cal telepathy. It's a sort of—twist, a piece of mental acrobatics. There'sno
basic difference between thisand what | could do before. But | thought... never mind. Let it go, it
doesn't matter. Sort it out later. The end counts now, not the means.

| wastrying too hard before, thinking there was adifference. It still a case of grasping something at
adistance, it'sjust that I’ ve never tried to hold anything as nebulous as this. Like catching awill o' the
wisp. | retain the physica picture of Julie, as clear and sharp as an image in astereoscopic film, and |
keep... moving forward isthe only way | can describeit, edging after that Jack o' lantern Thing that
doesn't quite have aform. Julie’ sthought...

I’ m getting aclear picture through her eyes. That's something | never quite managed before. | redize
arbitrarily how good her aght is. We watch the flick-flick-flick of the cat’ s eyesin the road. Our minds
are very close now. She' s haf hypnotized by thewinking suds. Soam 1.

Deeper again, nearer... Back on the bed my body has stopped breathing. I'm amost home.
Somewhere athought forms. “ Been a long night” Another answersit. “ Yes,but the night is nearly
donre...”

Her thoughts?

No, mine. Both mine... Ther€ sone of hersthough. Inthe mist. Mist? Fog. Void. Primevdl... It's
iridescent, with atexture, aresstance of its own. Impossible to hurry here. Like swimming under water.
Nightmare, seeing the thing ahead, not able to move. Don't know where| am. On the border of things
physicd... ingdean aom...

It seasy, a last. Thethought, the thing that fills her mind; it’ sthere right ahead, opening like aflower.
I”m stationary, not pushing any more, swalowing firethat does't burn...

A click. A lensdropping in some complex array. Find adjustment. ..

Reflex. A leap, a gurgling flailing convulsion that takes me but of her, body and mind, with a
cold wrenching, leaves me falling, a hundred miles up, no parachute, the ground spinning up to
meet me as | come right back down to earth—

I’'m lying in the little room. There seemsto be aweight on my chest, pressing me down. My stomach
isfull of quickslver or lead; something heavy and cold and find. A tastein my mouth, rusty, sdty, like
blood. Heart pounding still but dower, heavier. All effort done.



Therewasfedling there. A rushing sense of love, acompound of sorrow and pain. And an image,
vague at first and shaky like something seen through water then hardening and taking on form and colour,
becoming recognizable. ..

Ted, grinning up a me out of the depths of Julie sbrain.

| hold ahand out in front of mein the darkness, dowly clenchit into afist. | open thefingers again and
see the white half-moons on the palm darken and fill. The blood trickles down to my wrist. | don’t make
asound.

| try to remember what | was thinking about afew minutes ago. It's cloudy now and vague. I’ d been
going to change the course of history hadn’t 1? Achieve something of cosmic importance, reverse
evolution. Give God ahit of ahelping hand, solve the Mystery of Life. How completely can you fool
yourself?1’m not going to solve anything. Or achieve anything. | see | was putting off the moment when |
had to poke into Julie' s mind because | was scared of What would be there. | never wanted to change
the universe. | only wanted one thing. Julie. It's more than awant now, it' saburning, ahuge need. But |
can't have her. | know that findly, fromwhat | saw in her mind.

I’m nothing. | never was anything. Telekinesis, that’ satoy for kids. | can seetha now. We veal of
us got telekinesis, we' ve had it for years. We can dl move things miles off, look into closed boxes, see
round corners. Well can't we? We ve got machines can do dl that for us, al that and more, telekines's
isn't new any longer. And the other thing, what good isthat, it can show me how people hate, despise. ..
| can see mysdlf in their minds bloated, obscene, areflection from aHal of Mirrors... | don’t want to see
mysdlf like that, painted garish colours by Juli€' sfear and loathing. | don’t want to see her sublimated
vison of Ted. | don’t want anything any more.

Just that short time ago my Power was the reason for existence. Now | don’t want the Power.
There' snothing left. No point in going on.

| liethere along while under the weight of that snippet of knowledge. Then, dowly &t first, | beginto
see thewild humour of thething. | start to chuckle.

I roll my head backward and forward on the pillow. | can see mysalf now as a sort of cosmic clown,
shaking my unearthly cap and bells. Theimageishilarious. The laughter getslouder, bubbling out of me. |
redizethe noiseisringing inthelittleroom. | try to fifleit. | hold my bregth; for atime| quiver insdethen
| get cam again.

| ill have adecisonto make. It isn't thedecison | thought it wasthough, it’s something quite
different.

Suddenly | remember aguy | used to know years back. Lorimer was hisname, or Latimer. Y es, that
wasit, Eddie Latimer. Good-looking guy with a sensitive dark face and the sort of strong thin
wide-knuckled hands you see on an artist or a craftsman. But he was beat, way down. Hewas a
sculptor, or had been, and he drove adumper for aliving, and dl the hate there ever was showed therein
the backs of hiseyes. We used to swill beer together in some town or other, I’ ve even forgotten the
name of it. And he only ever had one message for me. “Hate” he used to say. “HateisO.K., it sthe
same aslove. Insgnificance, not-mattering, that’ s the only thing that’ s al-out bad. If you can’t be loved
son, be hated. ...” He'd done some black things, had Eddie, in the name of hate...

Thereisn't adecison any more, it’'s been made for me. I’ d been going to use the Power for good,
take a step forward that maybe folks everywhere would have learned to copy. It was abig experiment, |
didn’t mind being the guinea pig. But thefirst thing | saw embedded in Juli€ smind, theimage of the
grinning gigolo she picked out for amate... | couldn’t take that, | wasn't expected to.



Soit lookslike thisisthe Will of God...

Nothing that bresthes can ever redlly stop till, only in desth. And I’'m not going to kill mysdlf. | can't
stop using the Power now, | can't build for good so Il build for evil. Just like Eddie. | can't beloved so
I’1l be hated. 1 will not be mocked...

Now | need the simulus of rage. | could reach into myself and milk my own adrends, set them
pumping. But | won't. I'll do it the dow way. That’ s better because you can fedl the power insde you
build up and up. That way there' s aconsummation.

| go back intimeto just after Mother died. | parade al the empty days, the effort, the hopel essness.

Likel said, | gave up telekinesis. | owed that much to her. But | was smart. | used the other thing
ingtead, the harmless watching ability. I’ d got a plan for mysdf.

Right back fromwhen | wasalittlekid | knew what | wanted. Money, and the power it givesyou. |
was going to make sure nobody would push me, work my guts out, break me like they broke Mother. |
saw her get old trying to run the family, keep usfed. That' stheway it isin thislife. Y ou either burn up
other people or you get burned up yourself. Mother got burned up. Maybe she was happy in away. |
don’'t know and | don’t care. All that mattersisthey burned her up. | had to watch it. | used to tell myself
whatever else came, that wasn't going to happen to me.

Thethingsof thisworld... Likeamug | thought | could get them. Even without the Power. All | had
to do wastake ajob, any job. And wait. Follow people about, theway | can. Meet their pals, listen to
them talk business. Follow them into the bars, into the shut offices where the big ded s are made.
Overhear them planning then forestal, move out on my own. Buy the land the Supermarket needed, snap
up shareswhen the price wasrigged to climb. ..

But it didn't work out.

Theworld sabig place. Take any city, any town. Did you ever try watching athousand people at
once? Did you ever try listening to them?

I’ll tell you about it. It' slike asea. It' slike aseaand you drown. Y ou can't take it. It's meaningless.
Y ou hear snatches, scraps. They jazz about in your mind, just on the edge of making sense. Then you
lose the pattern and the thread and you open out alittle more and in comes atidal wave of voices and
you drown...

Inthe end | found out how to sdlect. | could tune my brain and pick up anybody anywhere and hold
them like | was holding Julie. | learned alot then. | dways knew where ten notes would makefifty or a
hundred would breed a thousand. And you know what? | didn’t have those notes. Not the hundred, not
the ten. And you can’'t make money without money, did anybody ever tell you that or did you find out
yoursdlf the hard way? In the old days I’ d have stood outside a bank, close up by the night safes, and the
thousand notes would have come rustling up the chutes into my hands, but the old dayswere gone. I'd
given up the Power.

There was another thing. That got meworst of any.

| had aboss once. Big man; | used to cal him sir. And it wasyes, sir, and no, sir, please, sir, and
thank you, Sir, day after bloody day. Until I—followed him home. Saw the little castle. Saw how the wife
handled him when nobody was around. Then | knew why he was abig man al his days. Because hewas
acringing thing dl hisnights... And after that the yes, Sir, no, gir, it wouldn't come any more. So | got

| was working with aguy once on amachine. Two of uson that one big machine al day long. Hewas



anicequiet guy. | used to go and drink with him odd times. He was a nice guy. Used to talk on soft and
low about al the evil thereisin the world, about wanting to bring in some goodness when he could and
livein peace. Wdll, onenight | followed him aswell. With my mind. He' d had afew drinks, | wanted to
seehegot home O.K., that was dll... But hedidn’t go home. He crossed over some waste lots, and
prowled, and waited. He found himself alittle schoolgirl, out too late done... So | moved on. Because
after that | couldn’t work the machine with him any more, or drink with him or trest him likeaniceguy...

It was dwayslikethat. And there were the little people round me pushing and scrambling, and the
great gift | couldn’t use, thething | couldn’t even talk about because they’ d have taken me and strapped
meinacdl... Doyou know what londlinessis, or frustration? | knew what Eddie had felt like while he
worked that dumper, while those strong artist’s hands of his pulled levers and twisted throttles, and the
machine hauled muck from one place and tipped it in another. ..

Then | met Julie.

| remember thefirst timel saw her. It wasin thistown, a couple of years back. | was making pin
money dinging beer in one of the locals. It was summer and the air was hot and heavy and swest. It was
Fedtival week and the barswere full, skiffle bands playing, everybody going a bit crazy and letting down
their hair. She shouldn’t have noticed me. Girlslike Juliejust don't see the guy who handstheir drinks.
But she saw me. Those eyes... | can remember her like it was yesterday, standing laughing in the smoke
and brightness. But her eyesweren't laughing. They were watching, cam and deep, and anything you
wanted to believe, if you looked in those eyes, it wasthere. ..

| saw her again. When | wasn't working. Maybe | was crude about it. Maybe | was brutal. She
didn’t care. | got mysdf alittle joke of acar and we used to go about in it, drive somewhere and find a
quiet place to have amed or go way out in the country, just Sit and listen to the trees. And she’ d watch,
and talk, and it wasright. | knew it. Just right. Until Ted moved in.

Atfirg | didn't believeit. | thought | knew you Julie, | redly did. I tried to joke about it once,
remember? Only you wouldn’t laugh. Y ou said “He snice. | like him, we have fun.” And the way you
accented that last word, just enough. That word went through me like aknife, just how it was supposed
to. And then you watched me, carefully. Y ou waited to see how I'd react...

Even after that | kept trying to think it was some sort of game you were playing. Hisface Sarted to
haunt me. | can see that damned face now. Pale and triangular. Heavy-framed glasses. And that smooth
dark sweep of hair over the temple. Oh don'’t forget the hair, the college-boy status symbol. And the
eyes. Almond shaped and tilted and leering, ways|eering, gloating at me. Even the way he walked, that
was an insult. He used to walk like an animd. Swing those thin hips somehow, | don’t know how... there
was something there that was like an animal. But that was what you wanted al along wasn't it?

Wasn't it?

Hewas acar sdlesman. When he wasn't sdlling cars he was driving them. Great rangy cars, the sort
of machines| could have owned just by stretching out my hand... They were thethingsyou redly
wanted, weren't they? There was the night you let him dice me, all up the road and down. Y ou were
gtting with him and your hair was blowing and you were waving and grinning a me clattering along in my
old Ford Eight. That wasyour big night Julie, do you remember that?

Maybe it wasn't your fault. Theway | feel now | could nearly be sorry for you. | thought there was
something deeper in your mind. | thought under dl the laughing you werelike akind of little waif straying
about looking for something abit better than kicks. It wasn't your fault | waswrong. ..

| only redized after | lost out how much you' d got to mean. | couldn’t see anything any more but the
back streets and the rain, misery and coldness stretching to the end of time. Y ou'd put the years and the



frugtrations away from me somehow. When | waswith you it waslike they never happened. But now al
the pain was back, and | didn’t know how to keep going...

But from now on in, things are going to be different. Tomorrow I’ m going to lift myself acouple of
hundred in old untraceable notes and some ready cash in silver. Then I’m going to start working onit.
And by the end of themonth | shall have acouple of thousand, Julie, and in two months| shal have ten,
and an dibi nobody will bregk, not if they try for years. Then | shdl have acar, just like the carsyou
want, and clotheslike the clothes you expect to see on your men. And | shall have women and wine and
there will be songs but | won't be singing them any more. And | shall go on, and go on, and | shan't ever
stop. Y ou hit the detonator, Julie, and the bomb is going off, and it' s the biggest damn bomb anybody
ever st off in this sweet world. 1t' sgoing to be abeautiful explosion.

But ther€ sjust onething. You won't be alive to watch it...
Youdidn't know I could kill, did you? Neither did I, up until afew minutes ago.
The Rage!

It wantsto get free now and tear and maul and run red-handed in the streets. But I’ m holding it back
because I’ ve till got to be careful. Later on, when they al know there’ sanew god on the earth, it won't
matter...

| wish | could invite an audience to watch this. The world’ s only telekinetic engineer is about to give
hisfirst read demongration. I’m going to kill afasething caled Julie, because she put shameon me. And
shame | will not bear. It won't be avery pleasant death. It isn't supposed to be.

Thishasgot to look like an accident. | could kill dbruptly, finish her like you might dispatch arabbit,
but | don't dare. Not yet awhile. There are just afew people who suspect me. Eddie was one and there
was my brother, | don’t know how much they understood... Somebody might seeanewsitemina
paper, put two and two together. They might ask themselves, what breaks agirl’s neck in a speeding car
then floats out through the crashing metal unharmed. ... and they might guess. Then the word would get
out, the whisper in the dark, mutant ... and you’' d come for me with death in your hands, | know you
humans when you' re scared.

I’'m moving my fingersforward and back aong the chassis of Juli€’ s car, examining every projection,
every bolt I'm looking for awesk link, some unit | can take gpart soit’ll ook likeit fell to bitson its own.
| think of the brakes. | work my way from the foot pedal down to the master cylinder under thefloor,
aong the hydraulic lineswhere they twist through the chassis and out to the hubs. | don’t want to touch
the master cylinder, that would look too obvious, but the unions on the dave cylinders are apossbility.
Undo one of those nuts and the fluid would spout free when she touched the pedal, there' d be no braking
action at dl. But I’'m not certain she' d crash. She'sagreat driver and she' d ill have the handbrake and
the gears. She' d fed the sponginessin the pedd as soon asthe line started to bleed, she' d get stopped
somehow. This has got to be something that makes the motor uncontrollable the instant it comes adrift.
Likeatyre burgt. | wonder about the tyres but there’ s no quick way of weakening atread.

| watch Julie' sface for amoment. | get sick. | ask mysdlf, why did she have to choose that second to
be thinking about Ted... | don't give theideaa chance to develop.

How do I know how many hours aday she spends drooling over him? Tunein any time, the
cdl-sgn'sawaysthe same....

| move away again thinking about fire. | have alook at the tank end of the fud-gauge system. No
chance there, thething's cased in too well. | could make aspark but it wouldn’t touch the vapour. And



anyway petrol’ s queer stuff, won't always burn just when you want. | come back aong the chassis, hang
in the noisy space under the scuttle and watch the accel eration torque tilting the engine, the roadsprings
flexing in front of me. Thisisn't aseasy as| reckoned.

The car’ s ahuge complex machine and there' samongter riding it, soaked away in the very pores of
the metal, but the monster is nearly helpless. | can't break an axle, I'm not that sort of superman. And
I’veredlized | daren’t touch Julie, the fingers would leave marks, it would look bad... I'd liketo get a
whed off completely but even that might not do what | want. Y ou shed aroadwhed at ninety it isn't
hedlthy, but your car doesn’t necessarily lose balance all at once. Y ou plane dong till you dow down,
then your brakedrum drops and you spin, but chances are even whether you spin off and crash or
whether you just spend a kinetic fortune tearing up the road metdling. And anyway | can't get hold of the
whedlnuts. Y ou work out the trgjectory of one of those nuts when the car’ smoving, you'll find it jumps
aonginaseriesof dlipseslike ahighspeed grasshopper. | can't hold anut when it sacting like that. ..

Something moves under my hand. | focus downwards and | have my answer. Under the bonnet the
steering column endsin abulky steering box. The roadwhed assembly connectsto it viaadrop-am
that’ sheld in place by acastellated nut. | take amental cross-section of the unit. If that nut came free
nothing could stop the drop-arm riding down the splines and faling clear. Y ou couldn’t steer, Julie, with
the linkage taken apart. And if you braked, with the front whedlsrunning free... Therearealot of things
can go wrong with acar while you' re driving. There are remedies for most of them. There’ sno answer to
this Thisisdesath...

| take along breath, and hold it. Then | find the split-pin that locks the steering nut in place, compress
it with my fingers, draw it through the shaft and let it fal away. | expect the nut to start twitching undone.
It doesn't move. | test it. Still tight.

Back on the bed my body frowns, bitesitslip. | bring more strength to bear. No use. | put out full
effort for amoment, rlax with agrunt. The nut staysfirm.

Julie dowsfor an intersection and suddenly there' salot moretraffic. | see sgnboards but I’ m too
dow to read the names. | leave the car and hurry back, but | get lost in the dark. | home on Julie and get
on with what I’ ve got to do.

| use atechnique | developed once to ded with thingslikethis. Normally | can’t put out much more
strength at a distance than | can with my bodily hands, but this does sometimes work. | place—that’sas
near as| can get to describing it—I place apair of hands on the nut and grip it tight. Then | bring another
pair into play at right anglesto thefirst. Then another pair and another until I” ve got the shaft surrounded
by aring of force. The leverage is the same as you get from a spider, one of those multi-armed socket
spannersthey usein garages. | wait, gathering strength. | twidt.

A jolt from the road helps, the nut starts to turn. More than that, the drop-arm comes free on the
splines. | gasp abit and spin the nut loose. It drops off the end of the shaft, hits the road and bounds
away. I’'m afraid of it bouncing back and clanging againgt the chassis but it vanishes without a sound.
That'sgood... It'sjust the splines now holding the drop-arm to the box, and Juli€ smotoring as hard as
ever. | easethearm amost clear, nearly to the end of the splines, and hold it there. And | yell, along
noise that goes tearing down the night.

For not thine but mine ... mineisthe kingdom, and the power ...

Only an eighth of an inch on the splines now and the whole thing getting hard to hold. | hang ontoit,
grainto keepitin placewhilel have alast look at Julie...

Julie damn you you can’'t do that. What are you doing—



| should have expected it. Y ou were big and bold right up to the last minute when you knew you have
to die then you remembered you were awoman and the lashes of your eyes got salty and tangled and the
tears ran down to your chin but it doesn’t make any difference dulie, thisisthe jungle and we rethe
animasand you lost out because | was stronger than you thought. This does't figure, animasdon’t

The night and space splitting apart, laughter crackling among the spheres. Julie’ sholding the car a
ninety down ablack straight and she' s crying and | was going to wipe her out like she was abug on the
wall but | can’t do that while | can see the tears. They remind me she' sreal and she can be hurt and
scared and her hair smells good and her body’ s strong and warm. I’ m doubled up on the bed and there
aretwo vibrating arms coming out of my mind to the steering box holding thelink in placeand | can’t
think any more. | only know thisisdulie, I'mkilling Julie, | can’t do that... | can’'t hold the hate-image
whilel can seethetears, it’ slike trying to make a picture of water and see it run shapelessand drain
away. | can seethe crash now, eyeswidening and widening and her mouth trying to scream and the metal
fingers coming jagging in, opening her body like ared-slk rose...

Julie thisis Alan pull in Julie get off the road get off the road get off—

| think of something and act before the thought has time to finish forming, reach up and try to sweep
the plug-leads off the block, but | can’t spare the power and the drop-arm jerks and | nearly loseit. |
cram it at the box, trying to force it up the splines, and my body arcs off the bed but the link won'’t shift, |
canonly grip it and hold it whereit is. There's something wrong, why won't the drop-arm go back on the
solines...

No hand to sparefor theignition key. Nothing to spare... My voiceisydling a Julieand there's
somebody besting on thewall. | can see the window swirling about, the Sky beyond it bright with the
moon, shapes moving there againgt the stars. The shapesarein my brain.

They used to burn people at the stake for trying to do what | can do. Why can't | be like other
people, they only go to bed to deep...

| can’t hold on too long at adistance, | never could. I'm till holding the drop-arm, but now it’slike it
was covered with acid, eating the flesh off my hands. The strain buildsfaster dl thetime. Plot it ona
graph and you'’ d get an asymptote, because there’ s a quadratic involved in the basic expresson and the
curve swings up from thetime axistowards infinity... The stupid ideachurnsin my head and | try and
find some clothes,

Therée slight showing under the door, somebody trying to get into the room. My body fals againgt the
wall, stands up breathing agae. Why am | trying to dress, it'sal hazy... The bit of methat can il
reason istelling me |’ ve got to try and close the gap between salf and subject. | fumble with the
doorlock, thekey...

Thereare garsin front of me. Oblongs of light from open bedroom doors. Hands grab for meand |
fight them, then I’'m fdling, holding the drop-arm, the hallway coming up to meet me. | land with my ribs
across the stair-treads and the drop-arm dipsand | think Julie, you didn’'t have to hit me so hard, why so
hard... I’'m standing again but there are hot wiresin my body burning the flesh as1 move. I’'m holding the
linkage but my fingers are so weak now it’ slike trying to keep it together with pads of cotton-wool. Got
to get closer to dulie, it sometimes helps. ..

| fumble at the street door and it opens and there’ sarush of night air. Then I’ m running, with thefire
banked up and crackling in my chest. Y ou broke me up, Julie, the bones fed like they’ re swilling round
loseingdeme... | stop at the corner, hang on alamp standard, see flashesin the night the colour of
spilled mercury, but the footsteps come rattling after me and | run again. Black buildingsjerk past each



gde. | makethe car park and weave acrossit in the moonlight and there’ sthe old Ford by the wall. My
mouth fedslikeit' sfull of blood.

The keysarein the dash and | sart up, holding the drop-arm. Julie, I'm sick. Why are you doing this
to me. Get off theroad...

| accelerate and the people who were after me get out of the way somehow. The facesloom in the
headlights and swing sideways and there’ sthe gateway and | get through it with the tyres making anoise
like something’ s dying under the whedls. There€’ sthe main road ahead and the lights. My foot is down on
the boards and the Ford isroaring and stinking and I’ m praying Julie, be out there somewhere, be
coming towards me from the west, don't be going the other way ...

I can hear the banging as the suspension bottoms. Headlights sail at me and the cat’ s eyes stretch
away wriggling and shining and | don’t know where | am, I’ m seeing through Juli€’ seyesagain and |
can't drivein sx dimensions... | swing to abend and the bend isn’'t there, | crab back on to the red road
and there’ sablare of horns behind me and the long wild noise of brakes. I'm clocking sixty and the
Ford’ s building up on along dope and the bearings are yelling for mercy and | pray again, don’t let her
throw a conrod, sweet Jesus don't let her throw aconrod... Two roads fork out from the windscreen
and oneisahurtling ghost, but | can’t shut it out... | seean X-ray mess of images, the roads, the night,
the drop-arm with the splined shaft locked through it, Julie, her hair, thetears...

Can't you seewherel am... my side... got to stop, lie on the grass, vomit out dl the sickness and
pain... | ram a the brake, but the pedal feds solid and I'm in nightmare, the throttle is still pressing itself
onthefloor... | kill theignition, but the key twists again under my fingers and the sllencer bellows and the
engine comes back to lifeand | fed like I’m choking, can't get any air. | yell, Julie....

And it slike the sun came to meet me, putting out golden arms. ..

The images she sends, | can't take them in. She's so happy, she splashesthem out like akid playing
with water. She asks me, Couldn’t you tell? Couldn’t you tell when you saw my eyes?

| should have known. There were athousand things should have told me... When | felt her inthe car,
nobody could drive like that and be a part of the cogs and gears unlessthey werelike me, I'm not done
any more...

She makes a seaand it’ s golden and she wants me to go into it and sink down in the quiet and the
cool to wherethelight’ s hdf blue and half gold, but | can’t go into the sea because of the drag-link... |
try to tell her about the steering, but she swamps me. She sendslaughter and it burstsinsde me like the
sun exploded. I’ ve got my hands over my face trying to stop the brightness and the whed ismoving oniits
own and Juli€’ s playing with me like akitten with aball of woadl... She sendsthe Ted image again and
something comes jumping after it and catchesit and Ted shrivelslike aworm under aburning-glass. She
knew there was somebody like hersalf and she thought it was me, but she wasn't sure and she had to be
careful... Sheused him to make mereact, but | wouldn't move, | just let her go... Sheleft him and went
home and begged her father’ s car and drove and drove to get back to me because she had to know for
sure. And she felt mein the controls and she was happy, then she lost me and she started to cry because
shethought I’d gone away ...

But | hadn’t gone away, | was down there at the steering box getting ready to kill ... Julie, the
steering box, get off theroad...

She asks me, what? What was that? Then there’ sagasp and a scorch of rageand | know she's
found the linkage and both our minds are down there holding it on the box, and she' strying to brake. ..

The hands come off the Ford’ swhedl and | grab it and there are two roads, jazzing and swinging. |



drivefor the straight and then | know I’m wrong and there’ sabend in front and I’ m not going to take the
bend. The car’ s bonnet dips under the brakes and she startsto swing and the trees are coming, growing
out of the night, and Julie screams and the drop-arm falls off the box...

Time, it'sdowed right down. | shal havetimeto tdll you about death. ..

| fed the Ford bounce across the studsin the middle of the road, see the surprised headlights as the
oncoming traffic triesto get out of theway. | missthefirst lights, but the second pair swing out to meet
meand | know thisisit. And | redlize the Power that was given to us, it was too much for usto bear. The
load was too heavy, we had to set it down. I'm sorry, Julie, | didn’t want to makeyou cry...

Thething that’ sgoing to kill meis close now, turning out to meet the Ford. The headlights glare buit |
can see between them and underneath. The light from afollowing car strikes through under the whedls
and | seethe usdless steering link hanging down, dragging aong the road.

Therewon't betime after dl. | have half asecond left to laugh. ..

TheEnd.

TESTAMENT

by John Baxter

Young Australian writer John Baxter has a penchant for psychological storieswith a gruesome
outcome, if oneisto judge from his published works, and “ Testament” is no exception. On the
other hand, you will agree that his story of a dying race’s desperate search for food and water
could not have been written effectively any other way.

| would rather not talk of thisthing. Thereisin methefeding | have had before only when | wasin
great danger, the fedling that the gods are angry and must be satisfied. Againgt their ragethereisno
protection. My mouth isdry when | think of this. My hands sweat and my body trembles. To talk of what
has happened makes my fear worse and | would rather remain silent. But the elders have ordered meto
record what has been done, that those who come after may know and understand better. So it is set
down here.

It beginsin the last month of the year of drought. These were bad times. My family had not tasted redl
food for many weeks. We had only the dried seeds of grass and the little juice we could squeeze from
plants. There was no mest or blood. Alwayswe were thirsty. Even in the temples the sacred well was
dry and young men going for their initiation were turned away. The ederstold them to come back when
there was again water in the cana. From the hot dark blueness of the sky, it looked like being along
time

Finaly, when our seedswere nearly used up, | decided to try hunting for sand lizardsin the hills. It
would be dangerous and the rewards would at best be small, but we were desperate. When it was hot
and dry, thelizards mated, and at these times they were more savage than ever. Perhaps | would
die—but why liveif | must st by while my woman and child die of starvation? After | had decided, | took
down my spears from the wall and honed them. They would need to be sharp for the hunt.

Inthemorning | crept out of the village. It was cold and wet in the darkness. The dew settled on me
like the touch of frozen hands. The huts huddled to the canal. Nothing stirred. Even my family knew
nothing of my going, so there was no sound. Thiswastheway | had wished it to be, but | did not turn my
face to the desert without longing for aword of farewell, awave, even the bark of adog. It was asif |
had aready been given up for dead.



Out on the plain | began to run. That way, | could keep warm until the sun rose. It was easy going,
even with my spears on my back, because the ground was il frozen. It rang like stone under my sandas
and each time | put down my feet | could fed the crackle of frost. After awhile | stopped and looked
back. The village was hidden in its hollow. Now | was alone under the black sky, barely lit by the sun. It
would be hours before it would warm to dark blue. But for the jagged hillsin the distance, it seemed, the
sky would settle to the plain and crush me. | pulled my furs about me and shivered. It seemed suddenly
more cold. | took up my spears and went on.

By thetime | had been running for an hour the sun waswell up and the sky lighter. The black became
alight purpleand I knew it would be fine and hot. By thetime | reached the edge of the hillsit was hard
to believe | had ever been cold. The sun beat down and my mouth was asdry ascloth. | thirsted for a
drink; vegetable juice, blood, anything. Once | even found myself dreaming of water. It shocked me. |
had not thought | would ever be that thirsty, nor that | could remember what water tasted like. The only
time | had drunk it was a my initiation, three years ago, and yet out there in the desert my memory was
assharp asif it had been only yesterday. To help my thirst | sucked pebbles. If | found game, then would
be my chanceto drink deep. Only thisthought kept me going as| picked my way upwards through the
Crevasses.

It took me another hour to reach the high places where the lizards live. There the world seemed to
have been tumbled about by ademon. Around every turn there was a hole that could hide adozen lizards
waliting to legp out in afury of fangsand claws. | undid the bundle of spears and checked them carefully.
There was a heavy one with a sharp edge that my woman had made for me. The blade was beaten from
apiece of metal she had found in the ruins. We both knew it would mean punishment if the priests found
we had offended the law, but metal cuts better than stone and | had to be careful with the tools that
brought my family food. So | carried this spear in my right hand, ready to thrust, and dung the rest on my
back. Then | went in among the rocks.

| was very afraid, but | put my fear behind me and gripped the shaft tight. Fear would do me no
good—courage might. It was my concentration on this that made me careless. | had been hunting for
some minutes before | sensed the strangeness around me. | stopped and listened. Many strange things
then cameto me. Fird, there were no lizards. The sun was hot and | knew | had moved too quietly for
them to know | was there, and yet they were hiding, deep among the rocks. From what | did not like to
think. There was no sound, only that of the wind whispering to the rocksin its own voice. Then, looking
down, | saw that the sand on the path had been churned about by something passing by. Here and there
in the confusion were hints of apattern | had never seen before. My firgt thought was to run away, but
then curiogity took me by the arm and | walked deeper into the maze, following the tracks.

It did not take me long to find the thing that made them. | came around aspur and dmost ranintoit. It
was standing in the shade of arock and, to me, it looked at that moment like a creature crouching to
spring. | jJumped back behind the rock, but the thing did not move and soon | saw it was not dive. | went
closer. Still there was nothing. Now that | was neer it, | could see thiswas no animal It looked—though |
know this sounds ridiculous—like alittle hut on whedls. But such asmal hut; my child would not have
been ableto get into it. And such whedl's; they were small, but perfectly round and firm, far better than
we could ever make from the scraps and splinters we have to work with. All around the house were
clear openingsfilled with what | first thought wasice. But | touched it and it waswarm and dry. This
puzzled me, but | wastoo curiousto think about it. | bent down and looked through the openings. Inside
there were seats and strange toolsfilling dmost al the space. And dl so smadll. | wondered what kind of
craftsman would make such atoy. Then athought went through melikefire.

Perhaps ademon...

I turned quickly and looked around with new eyes. Was| in atrgp? In my fear it was not hard to



imagine so. Any shadow could have held amongter, yet they were so deep in the bright mid-day that |
would not have seen it. The silence was egrie. Only the wind moved among the stones. | leaned against
the rock, listening. And soon | heard the sound of walking feet.

Atfirg | thought it was astone clattering in the rocks. But then it was louder, and | felt the regularity
of it. Something was waking near me, very fast. | could not tell where. The echoes broke the sound into
pieces and threw them al around me. | settled into acrouch. My spear, asif it too could hear, roseinto
the hunting position. We both waited. The steps grew nearer, louder. Short steps, hurrying to me.
Closer—then suddenly before metheir owner. | think | cried out in horror. Impossibly small, astrutting
dwarf of athing with one greet eye glinting in itsface. Before terror struck me down | threw with al my
strength. The spear flew clean and sank deep. For amoment the creature clutched the shaft and tried to
draw it out. Then, asif bowing to the will of the gods, it fell. There was no sound except for a hiss that
died after awhile. Whereit camefrom | could not tell, though when it ended the body seemed fdlenin
on itself; empty and somehow more dead than anything | had ever seen. For along time | waited, afraid it
would rise again, but it did not move. As before, the wind talked to the stones. The sun shone.

When my body had stopped trembling | stood up and Walked to the thing | had killed. It did not
move. Would a demon move after being speared? | did not know. | walked closer. In death, the creature
wasless horrible. It sprawled like adiscarded doll, legs and arms thrown out awkwardly. Only astain of
blood around the spear shaft showed that this thing had once lived. Now that my fear was amost gone, |
could see thingsmore clearly. What | had thought to be a single horrible eye wasjust awindow of the
same materid asin the hut on whedls. And when | bent closer | could see something behind the window;
something very like aface, looking up into mine.

Y et surely thiswas no naturd creeture. The body seemed like minein many ways—the arms, legs,
head—but they were al so small, like those of astunted and deformed child. How could a chest like that
draw breasth? My own chest was three times larger around, and yet even | found it hard to breathe here
wherethe air wasthinner. | stood for along time, wondering. The spear was like the marker on agrave,
pointing straight up to the sky. Almost as a second thought | wrenched it out. And the blood flowed.
When this hgppened my whole body seemed to burn. | felt for the first time the thrill of having killed. |
remembered my dry mouth and the pains of hunger in my stomach. Perhaps| did wrong, but right or
wrong | could not have acted otherwise. | took my drinking cup and drank deeply until | was no longer

thirdy.

An hour passed. | lay by the rocks and dept. The sun was warm and even in the shade | needed no
covering. Nothing disturbed my deep. The only sound was of the wind and the sand it blew pattering
againg the rocks. When | woke, the sun was lower. Unless | hurried it would be dark before | arrived
home. There was no longer any strangenessin theanimal | had killed. | had drunk of its blood so now it
was game and nothing more. Singing it over my back | set out towardsthe village.

With food ingde me, the going was easier. | dmost ran despite my load, and sang an old hunting
chant so loudly that even out there under the sky my voice rang. | walked into the setting sun proudly,
thinking of awarm fire, agood mesdl, the faces of my people when they saw what | had brought. It was
asgood as | hoped. The children saw mefirst and ran shouting into the village. When | came down the
path they were dl standing in front of their houses, shouting awelcome. | swelled with pride. My chest
wastight and | felt for the first time the triumph of agood hunt. In the centre of the village | dumped
down my kill. The people gathered around. One of them, looking more closaly, saw it was no ordinary
animd. The others saw too, and were afraid, muttering among themselves.

But then | handed around aflask of blood | had taken from the animd. A few drank of it and, hearing
their cries of delight, the others asked for a share. The mood of happiness returned. Perhaps we did not
know what this anima was, but few people had ventured into the wild lands of the north and nobody



knew what animaslived there. The house on whedls, the strange clothing, so much better than we could
make—these we put out of our minds. It is easy to forget. We had starved long and were in no mood to
throw the gods' gift of food back in their faces. When the elders had al tasted of the blood the women
took the carcase away for preparation. A cooking pit was dug and spices brought out of hidden jars. It
would be agresat feast.

Whilewewaited | sat near thefire talking with the other men, telling them over and over again of the
hunt. Thiswasrea glory and | savoured it to thefull while | could. But after afew minutes | began to fed
ill. Atfirst I laughed alittle louder and forgot about it, but soon thiswas not enough. My body swested all
over and my stomach heaved within me. A moment later | was sick, racked with aretching that would
not stop. Those sitting at the fire looked at me, then at each other, and their eyes were troubled. |
pleaded sickness from the excitement of the hunt and dipped away to be donefor awhile, but by then
we dl knew something was wrong and afear wasfdling over us. Why had the blood made me sick?
Why—unlessit was unnatural food.

Shaking with fear now aswell as sickness| went to where the women were preparing the food. |
knew as soon as | grew near their circle that they too knew. They were not working. They had sung
before—now they were silent. As| approached they moved away from the pit and | looked down at the
cresture | had killed. The tough clothing had been stripped away from the body and | saw the man within
for thefirg time. All around me the women stood watching. Their eyes burned into my back.

Asnight fell, there were Sgnsin the gathering darkness. We huddled before our huts, waiting. Beyond
the hillstherewas aglow and aroaring of afire more vast than any man can kindle. Then, just asthe
dark closed in, athing came flying out of the sunset and bore down on the village. First it wasjust adark
gpeck againgt the sky, but then we saw that it was aterrible bird coming towards us, bigger and faster
than any we had ever seen. And it flew more steadily than any naturd animal. When it reached the village
it circled ashirds of prey do. It seemed to watch us, observing everything we did with acold and
unfeding eye. We could not seeit well in the dusk, but its shape struck adreadfully familiar chord in us.
We had dl seen that shape before. It circled usfor along time until the last light was gone from the sky,
and then it curved away and disappeared.

Looking around at the sillent faces | knew they were dl thinking as| was. The shape of theflying thing
wasterribly like the rusted wrecksthat littered the ruins. Out in the desert lay the hulk of some vast
congtruction the function of which not even the eders knew. Littered around were broken containerslong
since worn to shreds by the desert winds. Thiswas the place where agreat bird had crashed to earth
after bringing us from some other place—so the myth ran. But that was unimaginably long ago, before the
oldest elder had been born, and there was nobody to tell if the taleswere true. But | knew now that they
were. And | knew too that the man | had killed had been abrother.

Now thereisin my soul agreat fear. The women have taken up the body and washed its wounds. He
has been wrapped in his own clothing. The gashesin the cloth have been sewn up as best we can, but we
al know it is not enough. Thetears are like scars and they cannot be hidden. The priests have raised the
body high on a platform so that he may be near his home among the stars, and now they sit about him,
chanting the prayersfor the pacification of the gods. | have looked at the man | killed. His dead face
stares up through the helmet at the sky, and in hiseyesisaterrible yearning. He knows he can never go
back to his home. And we too know that our homeswill never be there for usto return to. Whatever
happens, nothing will ever be the same again.

Now | have covered my body with ashes and put on the mantle of manhood. With the priests | will sit
and sing the prayers and wait for judgment.

TheEnd.



NIGHT WATCH

by Jamesinglis

Not all science-fiction stories have to have human beings as the central characters, nor
conver sation and motivation to keep the plot moving. Here is a little vignette from the pen of
another new British writer, with all the nuances of a Sapledonian epic packed into its few
thousand words. In this case, not even the Universeisthe hero.

With the ingtantaneous brilliance of alightning flash, life and consciousness were born. The journey
from void nonentity to vivid awakening was swifter than the passage of ameteor, instant and complete.

The search for self-identity began. Seconds after his avakening, the new-born being subjected his
environment and himsdf to aminutely detailed examination. He discovered within himself, down inthe
misty centre of consciousness, astore of knowledge, al of it quite meaningless until linked with the
gimulus of outside experience.

Onething he learned. He had aname. Thiswas a convenient and necessary item. It was the symbol
of individua identity. It defined the most important thing in his environment; himsdlf. He knew thet it
would do more than that, he knew that his name contained the riddle of his existence. When he
succeeded in interpreting thisriddle, he would become aware of the purpose for which he was crested.

Meantime, it was enough that he had aname. Hisnamewas Asov.

Heturned his attention to the world around him, the baffling, incomprehensible world into which he
had been born. It was aworld of contrasts, both glaring and subtle. Asov was at once sensitive to these
contrasts and began to compare and measure, building up apicture of his environment on the fresh, fertile
canvas of hisexperience.

Light and darkness. Motion and peace. Growth and change.

These were the concepts with which Asov wrestled, each new item of information being stored away
within his miraculous memory and related to hisinborn store of data.

The world took shape and meaning. Hislightning senses could now ingtantly recognize a thousand
vaiationsin theinterplay of energy which was how he saw theworld. Like himsdlf, theworld too had a
name. It was cdled Galaxy.

As he emerged from infantile bafflement, Asov could at last understand the riddle of his name. With
that understanding came an awareness of his placein creation. His essential purpose no longer euded
him.

Asov. Automatic Stellar Observation Vehicle,

Suddenly, he became aware that one object in hisimmediate vicinity was demanding his attention,
drowning out the innumerable distractions of pressure and radiation which were as sight and sound to
him. Theintengity of the object’ s attraction grew steadily, which Asov interpreted as meaning that he
himself was in motion, and moving towards this blazing area of disturbance. This then was the source of
his awakening. For anamelesstime he had drifted in the void, a seed of dormant intelligence awaiting the
signd which would melt away the cocoon of unconsciousness, thefirgt, faint caress of light and heet
which would activate his degping sensors.

The star registered itsalf in Asov’ sbrain as afrenzied pattern of nuclear reactions and continuous
explosons. Thisimage he related to the pre-stored information within and trand ated theimageinto his



creators terms of reference. The star was ared dwarf, spectrd class M5, surface temperature around
4,000° C. Ashe swung in awide orbit around his stellar prey, Asov picked up the contrastingly faint
light-heat emanations of smaller, cooler bodieswhich circled the dense old star in their timeless chains of
gravity. He again related the incoming data with hisinborn, encyclopaedic memory.

Planets. Four. Temperature range: absolute zero to near frozen. Condition: lifeless, having lost
gaseous atmospheres. ..

Paingtakingly, unconscious of the passage of time, Asov continued his survey. When he wasfinished
and hisbrain cellseach held afull load of information, asignal was passed to his motor nervous system
and with a sudden bound he was accelerating away from the domain of the red dwarf.

Asthe old star dowly receded, he completed the programme of hisfirst misson. The datawhich
loaded his brain cells was collated, coded and dispatched in atight beam of radio waves, directed
towards atiny area of the firmament where lay the remote star Sol and the planet Earth. The planet which
he had never known, but out of which he had come.

At lagt the urgency of hisfirst stellar encounter grew dim, and Asov sought out the nearest available
light-source, drawing upon the dormant energies of space to propel him towards his next encounter.
Having completed the required manoeuvres, Asov drifted in the relative peace of theinterstellar vacuum,
where gravity came not in waves but in gentle ripples and the nuclear voices of the stars were no more
than afaint chant, acosmic lullaby. Asov dept.

The cycle was repeated each time he passed within the gravitational embrace of any interstellar object
capable of the dightest degree of energy output. The sources of his awakening-cycle were mainly stars of
the red dwarf type, which comprised the bulk of the galaxy’ s population. But there were rare occasions
when he would awake to the stimuli of massive giants and their proportionately enormous retinues of
planets. Such occurrences demanded longer and more detailed survey, though of course Asov was
unconscious of thetime dement.

Severd times he passed through tenuous light-years of hydrogen, the life-stuff of the Universe. At
times, these ghostly regionswere sufficiently dense and luminous to wake his sensors, in addition to
restocking his nuclear power reserves. Occasiondly such nebulae contained the embryonic materias of
new-born stars, hot and blue and amorphous. There was agreat dedl to learn at such times, particularly
concerning the early evolutionary development of the stars. With each successive encounter his
understanding of galactic processesincreased, and was duly transmitted to the ever-more-distant point of
origin.

Another rare event which Asov experienced was the discovery of acertain secondary characteristic
of some planetary systems. The phenomenon of life. This characteristic waslisted in his pre-birth
indruction circuits as of the highest priority.

Hisfirst encounter with the phenomenon occurred whilein the vicinity of asmall, orange sar of the
classfication G7. A star not unlike his native sun. He awoke to the familiar disturbance pattern; a
grengthening of the gravitational tides which bore him, an intensfication of light, heat and the full range of
radiation. A new energy source was before him.

After the routine observations of the star, his attention turned to the solid bodiesin orbit about it. Of
these planets, two offered digtinct traces of organic molecules. Even at aremote distance Asov's
spectroscopic vision could wrest these planetary secrets with ease. For amore detailed survey, however,
aclose gpproach was necessary. Acting upon this preliminary data, his motor nerves wereimmediately
simulated to inject him into aplanetary trgectory which would bring him into orbit about each of the



target worlds.

It was the second planet which possessed the most rewarding conditions. First he noted the patterns
of abundant areas of ocean. Spectroscopic examination revealed that the seas, like the atmosphere, were
richin lifeé s condtituents. Then came direct evidence of advanced life. Ashe swung in aclose orbit
around the planet, just clearing the violet, upper fringes of the atmosphere, Asov observed the
unmistakable sgns: lighted areas on the night-side, large artificia structures and courses, and most
unexpected of al, contact. After many reconnaissance circuits he intercepted astray tendril of radiation.
A short andysiswas sufficient to convince him that this could not be accounted for by the natural
emissions from the planet. The only possible explanation was that the radio signal had been directed at

him by an inteligence.
The Questor was being questioned!

In accord with his built-in responses, Asov returned asigna towards the unknown source on the
same wavelength as the one he had received. Thissignal comprised atightly coded account of Asov's
home system, arecord of terrestria thought and history. In that small beam of signalswas contained a
thorough biography of man, his progressin medicine and philosophy, his discoveries and disasters.

Simultaneoudy, Asov was working on the message he had recelved from the diens. Thistoo wasin
the form of amathematica code, which when broken down revedled along and detailed history of two
planets. Like man, the dienswere as yet confined to their loca system, though unlike Asov’ s distant
creators, they had evolved agloba way of life which permitted world-wide understanding while
encouraging the valid, essentia differences between beings of even the same species.

On completion of the exchange, Asov passed on out of the kingdom of the orange star, quite unaware
that he had been the cause of the greatest sSingle event in the history of a solar system.

Although virtudly indestructible in the erosion-free vacuum, and athough his motive power was
available in unlimited quantities from the suns and gases of space, there had to come atime when Asov
would meet with unexpected danger. Normdly his senses were swift enough to avert alikely collison.
This danger was only met within the confines of a solar system, when passing through belts of asteroids
and cometary debris, the coastal defences of the stars. Occasiondly, these cosmic missileswould move
at velocities beyond even Asov’ s power to out-manoeuvre. In the vicinity of large solar masses, the
gravitationd tides were so immense that much power was required for drastic course correction, and at
the sametime any locd fleets of meteors would be moving with high orbital velocities.

It happened as he prepared to make his exit from the system of ared giant. The huge star had been a
rare find indeed and it possessed the unusua feature of aretinue of minor stars, instead of the norma
planets. These satdllite tars were dwarfs, mostly in the last stages of stellar senility. They weaved around
the sullen giant in weirdly eccentric orbits. So eccentric that the entire stellar system was awildly turbulent
whirlpoal of gravitationd forces. Enormous sized fragments of shattered planets flung themsalvesinsanely
across the system, astwigswill spin and dart in avortex of water. Asov, given time, could have
caculated precisely the mechanics of the whole complex system. He possessed the equipment to predict
exactly the speed and trgjectory of each hurtling fragment. But time, or the lack of it, was his undoing.

The collison when it came was not with one of the larger masses. These Asov had predicted and had
taken evasve action. Thefateful missilewasatiny splinter of rock, which compensated itsinsignificance
inszewithitsvast velocity. It struck him at apoint which in itsdf was expendable, upon atransmitting
aerid of which he had severd duplicates. But the shock of impact was great enough to deaden the
sengtivity of his control mechanisms. In acomaamost as deep as desth, Asov drifted helplessy into the
dark wastes, unguided, aimless, totally without function.



It should have been the end. Hisinactive remains should have floated on for eternity, just another item
of minerd debrisin aUniverse aready familiar with the lifeless, the inert and the expended. But it was not
the end.

In the furthest limits of interstellar space, asin the cosy relms of inhabited planets, the unexpected,
the unpredictable occurs from time to time. Given long enough, and Asov had dl of Time ahead of him,
such an event was dmost bound to happen. His was no immediate resurrection. He drifted in
unconsciousnessfor thelifetime of many astar. While his senseslay dormant, planets formed, producing
sea and dime from which finned oddities crept out on to cooling land surfacesto do battle with primal
monsters and creste civilizations. Some of these civilizations reached out into spacein deek and shining
machines. Some of them died in nuclear holocaust and others died of introspection. Although thetotal
Universe maintained its steedy State, the individua stars and galaxies of stars evolved and changed. Much
happened in theinterva during which Asov dept the degp which was so near to oblivion.

His damage was not “organic”. It was a question of degree. The sengitivity of hisoptica and other
senses had been so reduced by the collison that no normaly available source of energy was powerful
enough to activate him. No normally available source.

One phenomenon alone possessed sufficient energy to stir his stunned sensibility. One rare but regular
occurrence which agdaxy will produce from timeto time to sartle the Universe with its power.

Supernova

In an average sized galaxy there are around a hundred thousand million stars. When one of these suns
becomes ungtabl e through the excess creation of helium, it produces a phenomenon which must rank as
one of the most bizarre eventsin the cosmos. Quite suddenly, in asplit-second of time, such astar flares
into frenzied incandescence of such amagnitude that it rivals the combined star-glow of haf agalaxy.

During hislong coma Asov had drifted through the remote ripples of severd supernovae explosions,
but there had to come atime when he would find himsdlf in the direct path of one such cosmic upheavd.
Hewasimmersad in aboiling sea of radiation. The space around him was no longer a passve vacuum
but a seething cauldron of hell-fire. In that cosmic Hades, Asov was resurrected. He emerged from the
fire asthe Phoenix, re-born, triumphant.

His second birth followed asmilar pattern to hisfirst. Again, the flood-gates were opened to hisinner
reservoir of knowledge and he drank avidly of the sudden deluge of information. In no time, he was once
more in complete command of hisfaculties but, before any detailed appraisa of the larger scene, Asov
had yet to investigate the immediate source of energy; the supernovawhich had raised him from the
cosmic dead.

Asusud in such cases, the star was a blue super-giant, of asize equivaent to four hundred solar
diameters (Asov’ s home star was always taken as the yardstick for such measurements). It was, of
course, at that moment undergoing an expansion which one day would result in the creation of anebula,
with the shrunken shell of the erstwhile giant sun at its centre. He was unable to detect any planetary
system asthe outer atmosphere of the star had aready expanded to apoint well beyond the orbit of even
the furthest possible planet. Any such system would in any case have been ingtantly vaporized in thefirst
few minutes of the conflagration.

Asov, caught in the rgpidly expanding shell of gases, for atimelogt track of the outer Universe. He
was riding blind in the centre of acosmic storm, astorm of blinding light and dust which seemed to
dretch to the end of time and spacein its convulsive, frantic rush. When he did finally emerge from the
sellar death-dance, his sensors saturated with new knowledge, Asov turned his attention to the outside
scene.



At firg, it seemed that his sensing equipment was mafunctioning. The composite image of the gdaxy
which he was receiving was not in accord with what hisinvincible memory circuits had prepared him for.
He quickly checked out his sensory systems, but without discovering anything amiss. Again he surveyed
the large-scale features of his environment and again a scarcely credible picture confronted him.

Having no aternative but to believe his senses, Asov could make but one deduction from this picture:
the galaxy had grown old. This could only mean that his period of unconsciousness had been long indeed,
long interms of spaceitsdf.

The immediate problem was one of energy. Power for propulsion, transmission, collating. Energy
sourceswere, for thefirst timein his experience, saverdy limited. In hisimmediate environment, they
wereamog unavalable.

His gaactic voyaging had taken him in agreat dlipse around the system. It wasin these outer regions
that the stellar population had dwindled most drastically. Towards the centre of the galaxy, which was
observableto Asov asagleaming idand of mig, the starsretained at least a semblance of their old
density. Here in the outer regions of the galactic spira the stars had aways been relatively sparse, and
here the stellar death-toll had been more severe. Although the centra stars tended to be older, they were
aso the more stable. The outer giants had aways been short-lived, burning away their lifetimeswith
wanton fury whiletheinner stars were content with ahumble output of energy, conserving their nuclear
life-blood for aslong as possible.

But not for eternity.

Forever practical, Asov concentrated upon the problem of energy sources. He was quick to predict
that his present course would soon take him beyond the area of minimum power, where his senseswould
once more be eclipsed by the clouds of oblivion.

Only one decision was possible. This decision would have been made by any being, whether for the
emotiond desire of self-preservation or for thelogica necessity of fulfilling amisson. Drawing upon the
abundant energies il flowing from the supernova, Asov performed amgjor manoeuvre, dtered histhrust
vector to an extent unheard of in previous course corrections, and set sail for the galactic centre.

In search of lifeand light, heleft behind the grim silences of the gdaxy’ s desolate shore.

On hisway Asov charted the downfal of the galaxy. He observed each dead and dying star which
came within hislong-range sensors. Very occasiondly he gpproached close enough to witness the funera
processons of whole solar systems.

The pattern was one of sombre repetition.

The dar, life-giver and source of light for so many millions of years, wrapped in adim, red death-mist.
The once populated planets cold, empty stretches of rock; desolate, globa tombstones. On their
surfaces, nothing stirred, and in their skiesthe naked starswere flaring in afina agony.

The rhythms of life and the conflict of the e ements were drawing everywhereto aclose. But Asov,
unlike his environment, remained unchanged. Hisingtincts, his basic motivations were the same asthey
had been that first day when the caress of starlight had opened his eyesto the Universe. However
sombre and woeful the environment which now met his probing senses, he must continue his explorations,
asthough in thefaith that somewhere, sometime, he would discover something new.

Each time fresh information reached hisbrain cells, he would faithfully transmit the message to the
remote point in space out of which he had emerged. He continued thisritua despite the increasing
probability that the planet which had dispatched him so long before might now be no more than afrozen



ghdll cirding asmdl, spent sun.

Even when he arrived at the greet, glowing heart of the gaaxy, Asov detected the Sgns of
approaching doom. Spreading pools of darknesslay between the gars, agradud, inexorable tide which
ultimately would engulf the gdlaxy in agreet and find shadow.

He continued his mission. Asthe ages came and went and the stars declined, he witnessed the long,
losing battle againgt the night. Each stage of stellar decay he noted, the expansions and contractions, the
brief flaring into momentary brilliance, the subsequent collgpse asfrigid darkness camein to close each
chapter.

But the age of the unexpected had not yet passed. Suddenly, in the midst of now-familiar tragedy, an
unprecedented phenomenon upset the pattern to which Asov had become resigned.

At firg too faint to be correctly andysed, anew and puzzling transmitting source interrupted his slent
vigil. The disturbance occupied only atiny fragment of the complete, &ectro-magnetic environment, but it
was sufficient to rouse Asov into immediate investigation. Thiswas his essentid purposein exigting, to
spot and explore the unexpected.

He traced the disturbance factor, measured its frequency, and estimated its position relative to his
own. It was comparatively close. The puzzling part was that no observable energy-source lay in that
particular direction. Whatever was emitting the radiation wasinvisible, even to Asov’ s super-sensitive
vison. Invishble, or very smdl.

It was Asov' s experience that no tiny cosmic object transmitted more than atiny amount of radiation.
Thisfact alowed him to deduce the basic nature of the phenomenon before he had actually closed the

gap.
It had to be artificial.

In confirmation of this deduction, the object began to gravitate towards him, signifying thet it too had
picked up an unexpected radio source, in this case Asov.

At last they faced each other, two lonely voyagers meeting on a dead sea shore. Degree by degree,
the mutua interchange of datawhich flowed between their radio centreswas assmilated. A
mathematically-based code system, founded on the same principles as those behind Asov’ s origina
transmisson system, was evolved to permit a smooth flow of communication.

Asov learned that the mysterious object wasin redity something very familiar and at the sametime
totally dien. It was an interstellar probe, amost amirror-image of himself though itsoriginswere
haf-a-gaaxy away from his.

After the event, Asov could see that such amesting, athough unthinkably unlikely in any other
circumstances, was perfectly logicd at thistime and place. He knew, had known for countless years, that
other races existed in the galaxy; their number was legion. It was reasonable to expect that they too
would in their day create beings smilar to Asov, cosmic scouts which would voyage the gaaxy
independent of their creators, unaffected by the latters doom.

It was to be expected that these scouts, like Asov, would seek out the galactic centre, where life and
light held on thelongest. With the steady shrinkage of the galaxy’ s habitability zone, it wasinevitable that
sometime, these inward moving probes would gravitate towards each other. And one day, mest.

Proof that the encounter was not arare quirk of Chance was soon forthcoming. More meetings took
place, at first widely separated in time and space, later on an increasingly more frequent basis. Each
encounter occurred amidst a steadily shrinking nucleus of sars.



Although of varied design and complexity, these last representatives of cosmic man weredl
possessed by the sameingtinct, the ingtinct which had been programmed into them during their
congtruction. The decline and death of their creatorsin no way removed this primal ingtinct. The quest for
light wastheir mission and their life. It would end only when the fires of the Universe grew dim and
flickered out.

Asthe watching probes swung round the fading remnants of aonce proud galaxy, their numbers
continued to grow, vadtly. In direct proportion to the number of highly advanced species which had once
peopled the galaxy, the vanished ones who had dispatched their silent sentinels to keep watch over the
dars.

While the dark waters of nothingness gradudly flooded the firmament, Asov occupied histime by
exchanging histories with his new-found counterparts.

Between them, acomposite picture of gaactic history-was built up, each ancient probe contributing
its own knowledge and experience to the common pool. Where before each probe possessed only
fragmentary information about the processes of cogmic law, the combined experiences permitted afuller
understanding of the whole spectrum of creation.

In asense, the gathering of probesformed asingle entity. A composite being, possessing an dmost
unlimited experience of an entire galaxy.

But as the surrounding star-glow dimmed, so dso did their intellectua activity diminish. Power was at
apremium, thefirg priorities being propulsion and sensory activity. Transmission became lessfrequent,
communication lessintense.

The desperate search for energy sources began.

Asov was dready approaching that state of suspended consciousnessin which he had drifted after his
fateful collison. But while there remained a spark of awareness, he was committed to hismission and to
the discovery of light. It was quite impassible for him to anticipate oblivion and to yield himsdf to the
darkness. Hislong-range sensors probed into the night, comparing, rejecting, selecting. Often, the
particular light source which he was following would fade before him, as the advancing tide of darkness
clamed yet another stellar victim. Many times his course would change, with increasing frequency, until it
seemed that the Universe would soon be devoid of light and his senses deadened for ever.

But there were certain sources of light, which athough faint in the extreme, were steady and appeared
to remain unaffected by the fate of hisimmediate environment. These sources were by no means
unfamiliar to Asov; they had been present throughout the long saga of hisinterstellar life, but they had
been beyond the area of his established activity. Ther distances were not merely interstellar, but
extra-gaactic. Until now, there had been no reason to attach much importance to those far-off sources of

light.
But until now there had aways been bright and abundant beacons of energy immediately available.

With the continued fading of the galaxy’ sfire, Asov and his companionsturned at last to those distant,
glowing migts; the last resort, the faint and final source of energy. However unprecedented the Situation
which faced them, the community of probes acted quickly, spontaneously and in unison. In asensethis
was the consummeation of their galactic lifetimes; and the introduction to a heightened mode of existence.
From diverse space routes they had converged, in thisfina hour, to witness the last moments of agalaxy.
Although little power was available for thefinal adjustments necessary for their outward courses, there
was sufficient, as gravity had followed light down the long corridors of dissolution.

Asthey progressed beyond the confines of the galaxy, the last, dim fires were quenched, and behind



them, agreat darkness settled. The last of the suns had set.

Although unimaginably distant, theidand universesfor which they sailed were tangible enough. In the
millenniato come, those signd fireswould glow brightly from the void, to awvaken and stimulate long
dormant senses. Then the cycle would begin anew. Energies would be re-stocked from youthful, vital
fires and a second chapter would be written in an ancient saga of exploration.

The great probe fleet, keepers and guardians of cosmic history, sailed out to the starless gulfsin
search of galaxiesto cdl their own.

TheEnd.

BOULTER’S CANARIES

by Keith Roberts

Mr. Robertsis one of those rare once-a-year finds every editor dreams about—a qualified writer
in other fields who suddenly turns to science-fiction as a means of expressing fresh ideas. At the
moment his stories are appearing in practically every S-F journal with thought-provoking ideas.
The theme of his current presentation is simple—poltergeists! But his solution is not the accepted
explanation.

I’ve known Alec Boulter for years. He' s always been adamned clever chap. He kegpsarein on his
imagination now though. Once he dmost got too clever tolive,

Boulter isan engineer by profession, but he can find hisway about in eectronics aswell as anyone.
He saskilled turner and fitter and if | dso mention that he writes and paints and has an interest in the
occult you'll begin to see what away-out character heis.

He s never made agreat deal of money of course. Thisisthe Age of Specidization. Thetrend
nowadaysisfor people to know more and more about less and less. There aren’t any openingsin
commerce, or for that matter in science or the arts, for an unpredictable combination of mechanic and
mystic. | sometimesfed Boulter should have been born back in the Renaissance. Da Vinci would
probably have understood him.

At thetime I’ m thinking about he was taking an interest in amateur movies. I'd done alittlework on it
myself; nothing gresat, but better than the baby-on-the-lawn stuff you usually see. When Boulter Sarted to
dabble| sat back and waited for something remarkable. It was not long in coming.

He handicapped himsdf by choosing to work with sixteen millimetre stock. That isn't redly an
amateur gauge at dl. Boulter wanted quality though, and in those days the standard of processng wasa
lot lower than it isnow. If you' d told usfor ingtance that medium-price equipment would ever give
tolerable results from a striped eight-mil print we' d have laughed at you. But the cost of processing the
wide-gauge stuff was high and it curtailed Boulter’ s activities more than somewhat.

He was never interested in plain movies. He shot sound right from the start. | remember the first
recorder he ever owned used paper tape. Fantastic to think how primitive we were, and it was only a
handful of years ago. He soon graduated and had one of the first Ferrograph decks to come out. Later
he used an Emi, then a Ferrograph stereo. After that he built some machines of his own. For location
work he rigged up adeck that would run from his station waggon. The results werefirst rate.

Wetravelled round alot covering subjects that took hisfancy. Hetried al sorts of thingsfrom
regattas to car auctions. He picked up a couple of awards at Edinburgh, but he was never really



concerned with things like that. He went off on anew tack.

| went over to his place one day and found him with a collection of textbooks, some Ordnance
Survey sheetsand an A.A. guide. As soon as he saw me he said, “ Ever heard of Frey Abbey, Glyn?’

| nodded. “Vaguely. Up north somewhere, isn't it?’

“Yes. | makeit ahundred and twenty from us, give or take afew miles. What do you know about
it?”

“Not much. Wasn't there some talk about poltergeist activity?’

He laughed. “* Sometalk’ runsto about twelve volumes. By al accountsit’s one of the most haunted
spotsin the country.”

| sad, “I’'mnot redly withit. What if it is?’

He dapped the books decisively. “It' sinteresting. I’ m going there. Want arun up?’

“It' sahit of adistance. I'm easy though, I'll comeif you like. What are you going to do up there?’
Hesaid, “Take pictures of ghosts.”

I laughed, then | saw he was serious. | said, “How are you going to set about it?’

“I dunno. | expect something will suggest itself. Have alook at these.” He handed me some
photographs.

| thumbed through them. | said, “I don’t supposethey’ re yours?’

“No, they belong to Kevin Hooker. Y ou know, that chap at the film society. Thin, wears glasses. He
was at Frey last week. Thought he' d try his hand.”

| said, “Well, tdl him before hetriesit again, to get anew camera.”

He said, “There s nothing wrong with his camera. It saRolle, and he can useit. These are control
shots from the same neg. They’ re rather interesting. He took them in between the others; one shot of the
ruins, then one aquarter of amile away, then another of the ruins. And so on.”

| went through the prints again, more carefully. Therewas very littleleft of the Abbey. Just afew
gonesand somehillocksin afield. Boulter said, “ They dismantled the origina building in the saventeenth
century. | supposethey weretired of the manifestations. A very learned Prior tried his hand a exorcism.
Hewas buried aweek later. It'sal inthebook here. It isn't very pretty.”

| frowned. Each shot of the ruins bore queer blemishes. The black patches seemed to have no
relation to the field of the camera. They looked asif they were poised here and there over the remains of
thewadlls. Apart from the spots print quality was excdllent and there was evidently nothing wrong with the
check negatives at dl. | said, “Why did he do these other prints, Alec?”’

“It san old trick,” Boulter said. “Nobody can take pictures at Frey. He knew about it. That’swhy he
had ago.”

| said, *'Y ou mean this has happened before?’
“Every time”
| said, “That' sfantastic!”



“Yes, | know. That'swhy I'm going.”
| began to get interested.” But you' re doing movies. Has that been tried before?’
“Couldn’t say. Theré safirg timefor everything.”

We drove up the following weekend. On the way he expounded histheories. “It'sbeen said there'sa
poltergeist up there. | don’t hold with that. The Site has been deserted for centuries. It isn't in the nature
of poltergeiststo hang about after the humans have gone. If people knew more about them they wouldn't
quote them so readily.”

“How canyou tell what isn't in adeserted place?’ | said. | was having some odd thoughts about
thingsthat are only there when you are not. Boulter snorted. “To my way of thinking apoltergeistisn'ta
ghost a dl. Not in the classc sense of theterm. It' sa sort of energy projection. In every
well-documented haunting you' I find there' sa child or an adolescent concerned somewhere. The thing
follows them around from place to place. Eventually the manifestationsjust fade away. There s never any
purposive quality about them. | don’t think a poltergeist has an existence apart from the mind that creates
it. They say it feeds, taps off energy. | don’'t go along with that. | think it’ stelekinesistarted up with a
new name.”

When hetakslikethat you believe him. | said, “ So what are these things at Frey?’
“Don't redly know. My guessis Elementas.”
“What are they when they’re at home?’

“Nobody can say. It's more a proposition than adefinition. | suppose you could describe them as
Nature Spirits. The psychica research folk passthem off by saying they’ re spirits that have never
inhabited a human form. A sort of raw energy that has aways existed.”

“Isthat feasible?”
“Y ou definefeasbility and I'll answver you.”

| said, “ That puts me off somehow. | was hoping for adiabolic twist. Y ou know, the House of the
Lord being taken over by the Great Enemy.”

Hesmiled. “Don't bring God into it, it makes things too complicated.”

We found the place without any trouble. We stopped in the nearby village, had a couple of drinks and
asnack at theloca pub and managed to fix up some accommodeation for the night. Then we went up to
the Abbey.

| was not over-impressed. There was very little to see. We walked a ong the old foundations and
climbed afew of the grass-covered remnants of walls. We had brought no gear. Boulter planned to make
an early start in the morning. We worked out the best site for the camera and paced the distance to
where we could leave the van to make sure our recorder feed would reach. Then Alec took out his
cigarettesand we it up. | stood with my shoulders hunched against the evening wind. | said, “The only
troubleiswe shal be shooting blind.”

“What?'
| said, “We shan't know if we' ve got any woozlums until the stock comes back from processng.”

Boulter said, “Eh?No, we shan’'t.” He seemed to be preoccupied. After amoment he said, “You'd



expect to hear something somewhere, wouldn’t you?’
“What sort of thing?’

He gestured vaguely at the hills, the darkening sky. “1 don’t know. A lark. Some bird or other. There
isn't athing, Glyn. Hadn't you noticed?’

| had sensed something, or alack of something. | listened carefully. Apart from our voices there was
not the dightest sound. The wind moved againgt my face, but even that seemed to be silent. It was asif
some deadening layer insulated the spot, cutting it off from the rest of the countryside. | looked round at
the barren land, the moorsrising behind us. Way off the lights of the village were beginning to twinkle,
Boulter said, “You' d expect alark at least.”

“Too latein the year for them,” | said.

He shrugged. “Maybe. Anyway, let’ stry something.” He turned and walked away. | followed and he
waved me back. “ Stay there for aminute, Glyn.” He moved afew more paces then stopped and turned.
Hesad, “Doesmy voice sound al right?’

It certainly did not. | said, “You'refaint. Sounds asif you' re talking through felt.”

He nodded asif the words merely confirmed his suspicions. He walked another ten yards and the
effect wasincreased. It built up rapidly with distance. At fifty yards| could see his mouth moving and
knew he was shouting but not ascratch of voice reached me. The place was as dead as an anechoic
chamber. | made wash-out movements with my hands and pointed to the road. It was getting dark
rgpidly and | did not fancy the spot after night had fallen. He joined me at the gate. “ That’ s the funniest
damnthing,” hesad, “I bet if you charted the dB drop you' d end up with an expotnentia curve.
Queerest acoudtic | ever came across.”

| agreed that something was certainly odd. | hoped it was only the acoustic.

Next morning was fresh and blowy. We set up the camera on the spot we had chosen, a hummock of
grassfrom which it could command most of the ruins. Then | brought the recorder from the van. | placed
the mike afew feet from the camera and went back to check for wind noise. The deck speaker was
dead. | tested the connections. They seemed perfectly al right. | called over to Boulter. Either the dead
effect had lessened or the darkness of the previous night had made it seem worse than it was. | said,
“The recorder won't work, Alec. Can't quite seewhy.”

He came over with thelook on hisface that he reserves for specia problems. Hetinkered for atime,
gtarting and stopping the motors. They ran readily enough. Then he fetched his Avo from the car. He
tested systematicaly, sat back and shook hishead. “It should be O.K., Glyn. Try it again.”

| turned up the audio gain to bring the windboom through the deck speaker. There was nothing doing.
Boulter looked baffled. I’ d never seen him licked before, and thiswas his own machine. Then he said,
“Fair enough, Glyn, take it back to the van, will you? Don’t disconnect though. Just put it in the back. |
want you to record ‘Mary had alittle lamb’. Over there somewhere.” He pointed towards the village.

| knew better than to argue. Boulter never does anything without areason. | got the stuff back into the
brake, turned round in the gateway and drove off. A quarter of amile away the machine functioned
perfectly. It gave me quite ashock. | started to experiment. | fixed the mike through the window, turned
up the recording gain and drove back towards the ruins. At two hundred and fifty yards the windrush
from the monitor faltered. At two hundred there was nothing. | repested the test to make sure then went
back and told Alec. He shrugged. “ That’ st for the moment, then. We can’t run amike lead al that



distance. We shd| haveto think of something ese”
| said, “Do you think there’ s something we can record?’
He answered ambiguoudy. “I know there's something we can't.”

Hetook afew shots of the ruins with mewalking about demarcating the lines of the old walls. Weleft
it a that until the afternoon, when we repeated the experiment. We drove back on Sunday after alast
look round, and he dispatched the neg for processing as soon as he could.

The results were disgppointing. There were some peculiarities; once the whole field fogged for no
reason that we could discover and there were several patches where the focus seemed to have gone
haywire. Mogt of the stuff, though, was quite normd. | shrugged. “Well, at least we' ve exploded the
myth. Y ou can take pictures at Frey. | suppose that wrapsit up.”

Boulter shook his head. “Y ou’ ve forgotten the recorder that wouldn’t record. There' s something
theredl right, Glyn. I’'m going up again next weekend. Give it another whirl.”

Asit happened | couldn’t go with him that time. He made two more pilgrimages on hisown. Herang
me about a month after our firg trip. He sounded excited. He said, “1’ ve got something damn queser,
Glyn; can you come round?’

| went over. He had converted hislounge into quite areasonable viewing theatre, with projector and
room lights controlled from adesk within arm’ s reach of one of the easy chairs. The mech was running
when | walked in. He switched off immediately, unlaced and set it to rewind. He said, “I’d liketo go
through thisfrom the gart. | think you'll find it sworthit.”

I noticed abottle of Scotch and some glasses on the occasiond table. | nodded at them. “What are
you celebrating?’

He sad, “Breskthrough. We' |l have adrink first. I'd like to put you in the picture. What you see will
mean more.” The leader Sarted to flack-flack round on the top spool of the projector and he touched the
consolein front of him to stop the motor. | sat down. | said, “What have you been playing with?’

He poured drinks. “Filters,” he said. “Cheers, by the way. All the best. | tried various stocksfirst. |
was thinking about infra-red or something like that. | used thefilters asalast resort. The answer’s easy,
Glyn; polarization.”

“What doesthat do?’

“Makes’em vishble. Wdll, it makes something visible anyhow. | don’t quite know what. | just put a
polaroid screen over thelens. | rather think it's more effective at some anglesthan othersbut | couldn’t
be sure. Anyway, it’s pretty good.” He got up and relaced the projector then came round and started up.
Hesad, “ See what you think.”

The room lights went out. On the screen appeared a clockface. It was mounted on a blackboard and
underneath was adip bearing the date. Boulter isnothing if not methodica. He said, “1 knew thefilter
worked because I’ d tried it the week before. | used the clock because | had someidea of establishing a
cycleof activity. Asthingsturned out there was no real need for it. Y ou'll seewhy. The camerawas
focused on the datum board right the way through. That’ swhy the ruinsare abit off.”

The clock read deven fifteen. A couple of minutes of film went through with nothing untoward, then
Boulter touched my arm. He said, “L ook at that, then.”

In thefidd behind the clock a shape had appeared. It wastotaly lacking in definition. Its edges



seemed to pulsate and waver. It looked exactly like positive fogging except that it moved dowly,
creeping across the grass from the right hand to the centre of the screen. It paused at the bottom of one
of the ruined walls. Boulter leaned forward dightly and | guessed something remarkable was coming. The
shape stayed where it was for amoment, throbbing dightly; then it climbed....

| sad, “Good God, Alec, it's—"

“Following the contour of that wall. Exactly. And if you can tel me any camerafault that would give
an effect likethat I’ d be fascinated, if ungrateful.”

| shook my head. “Y ou’ re safe enough, Alec. This bestsme.”

When the thing reached the top of the wall it was joined by a second appearance that also entered
from the right. Woozlum number two moved alot more rapidly and seemed to blend with thefirgt. Then
they separated and both left the support and floated towards the camera, expanding asthey cameinto
dtar or octopus shapes with wispy arms of blackish fog. | drew in my breath sharply and the screen went
blank. Boulter laughed. “ At that point | stopped thetest. | couldn’t know what | was getting of course.
That was a set five minute run. | did two tests haf an hour apart. Her€' sthe second one now.”

Thistime only one of the shapeswas visible. It seemed to be moving acrossthe top of awall. After a
timeit floated vertically off screen. Thelast two minutes of the film were uneventful. Boulter stopped the
mechine.

| said, “Activity’ s pretty constant then. What the hell arethese things, Alec?”’

Theroom lights came on and | blinked. Boulter took out his cigarettes, lit one and threw methe
packet. He sad, “They aren't physica in the sense that we understand it of course. We' re not
photographing anything there, just ahole into which the camera cannot see. Why it should affect film
stock that way and not the human retinaiis anybody’ s guess. But asfor activity, have alook at this” He
dtarted up again.

Thistime the hands of the clock were moving visibly round the did. | said, “ Stop action. What' sthe
timelag?’

“Minute intervals between frames. The maximum | could get. | made up aunit for it. It seemed the
best way to get a cross-section of aweekend at Frey.”

Therewasalot of fast, dark movement al over the place. After amoment or two the picture faded
out. That was nightfal of course; haf aminute a this speed represented twelve hours of red time. Inthe
darknessthe thingswere il visible, surrounded by faint haloes that the daylight scenes had concedl ed.
Asfar as| could see there was no cessation of activity. | said, “Busy little chaps, aren't they?’

Boulter said, “ Yes, aren’t they just? Sunday was even better. Thisisit coming up now.”

Thefirst accel eration was to one frame per thirty seconds, the next to one frame per fifteen. At that
speed the movements were most effective. The things seemed to dart and flit about, perching here and
there to preen their vague outlines on the tops of the old walls. That was when | coined the phrase by
which we came to know them. | said, “ Chrigt, they hop around like ruddy canaries.” Alec chuckled.
“They’re anew breed. Boulter' s canaries. Sounds good, doesn't it?”

The dow test continued. | watched it, fascinated, while Boulter explained his next steps. He had | eft
the camera running while he tried a new experiment. He had set up the tapedeck again and fixed round it
aframe of chicken wire which had been earthed to a perforated copper rod filled with brine. With the aid
of the contraption he had managed to record a test tape. He stopped the projector, crossed to the deck
in the corner of the room and started it up. His voice came through the playback scratchily, asif froma



fifty-year-old recording. He said, “I think that must have annoyed them.-

HWM!
“| tried shooting again that evening. See what they did.”

He switched on the projector once more. The shapes gppeared. Thistime they engaged in what
seemed to be purposive movement. From the walls they launched themsalvesinto the air and each one
floated directly towards the camera, spreading into the tentacul ate shape | had already seen. Up close
each filled thefield before fading behind or through the lensto make way for the next. After atimethe
screen went blank. Boulter switched off and the main lights came on. He said, “Well, there you haveit.
How long they played goose and fox | don’t know. | packed up and came home.”

We discussed the whole business far into the night. Boulter was keen on the theory of some locdized
electromagnetic disturbance and outlined afew ideas for learning more about it. | wasn't so surel
wanted to know. | hadn’t minded the things as they flitted about, but that progression of grabbing shapes
was another matter altogether. There was too much ddiberation init. Boulter scoffed at the idea of
danger. “ There can’t be sentience in the way we understand it,” he explained. “ Any more than there can
be abraininthe Northern Lights. Thething is, we can attract them. We should be ableto go on from
there without too much trouble.”

| shook my head. I’ d been doing some reading of my own. “The old abbot tried some independent
research. Hedidn't livefive days. And there was amonk too. He had himsdlf locked in ahaunted cell all
night asan act of faith. He wore haf aninch off hisfingers scratching to get out. They found him tiff in
themorning.”

“I think you' reflapping abit, Glyn,” Boulter said. “I’ m asready asthe next to admit the possibility of
paranormal happenings, but in this case we' re not dedling with anything as complex asthat. After dl
we' re getting the history of Frey at secondhand through afog of ignorance and superstition. Any queer
things can probably be attributed one per cent to the canaries and ninety-nine per cent to
auto-suggestion, sdf-hypnoss, cal it what you will. Thisis an eectro-magnetic disturbance of some kind.
The behaviour of the tape recorder provesit. It’'slocalized and it has some damned interesting
characterigtics. For instance, this crawling up the stones. Y ou can't rule out the possibility of astatic
effect there. If you saw a baloon roll up my arm and had no knowledge of dectricity you' d take mefor a
magician.” Helaughed. “Old Ronnie—you know him, he gave that |ecture at the club once—he was on
the phone from the lab just before you came. | told him it was anew optica effect we were trying out.
He offered me ahundred quid on the spot for the lenswe were using.”

We arranged to go to Frey again during the coming weekend. | had atouching faith in Boulter's
ability to assessthe situation. If I'd had lessfaith then I’ d have fewer grey hairs now. The matter stayed
on my mind through the week. | suppose Aves Boulterii had taken agood hold on both of us.

Thistime we only set up the recorder. We ran some tests with the deck protected by its odd-looking
cage, then Boulter fixed the mikein aparabolic reflector on atripod. Why he doesthesethings | can't
say, but he seemsto have aknack of divining the best approach to fundamental research. | watched the
recording gain and he moved the prab dowly, scanning the grass area of the foundations. He d taken the
trouble to caibrate the mike support so he knew exactly whereto am. We had no luck with the first
sweep and he went off and set up numbered posts at measured distances from the tripod. By sighting on
these he could get an even better range. He explained he was trying to pick up at about four feet from the
ground, the average of the apparent height of the canaries. He started to move the reflector bowl again.
Hesad, “I’ ve even been wondering whether we' ve been getting redl or virtual images. This should
answer that at least.”



| was about to ask him how he could be sure the canaries emitted anything when the gain meter
twitched. | caught hisarm and he looked down. The prab was pointing &t the highest of thewalls, just
wherewe' d seen most of the effects. | put the cans on but there was nothing to hear. The meter zeroed
and | reached up and caught hold of the prab handgrip, wobbling the bow! to get back into focus. We
held the emission for haf aminute before it faded. Boulter resighted the prab on the base of thewall and
we picked up something else immediately. | shoved the earphones back and said, “What isit, Alec?|
can't hear anything.”

Boulter frowned. He was trying to juggle the reflector and keep one eye on the recording meter. He
sad, “Runtape, Glyn. Fifteeni.p.s. | think we shdl need it. It can’'t be subsonic if you can follow it witha
bowl assmal asthis. Must be high frequency. There sadevil of an amplitude though. Ouch, look at that
needle kick. No wonder our ears got screwed up.”

We recorded for about ten minutes then we ran out of responses. | shut down and Boulter locked the
prab and got out the cigarettes. | was none too happy. | said, “1 suppose we ve annoyed the things again
now.” | looked back &t the ruins, brown in the sunlight. There was nothing to see. Boulter laughed. “I
shouldn’t concern yoursdlf too much. Thereisn’t anything to worry about.”

Therewas asharp clang and thetripod fell over on the grass. He moved faster than I’ d ever seen
him. | was sitting near thelittle knoll on which we d first placed the cameraand he flung himsdf flat
beside me. He said, “Get down, Glyn.”

“What the—?"

He shoved mein the chest and | got down anyway. He glared round. He said, “ Some bastard' s
taking pot shots at us.”

Hesaid, “Look at that thing. If he'd hit the prab | should have been redlly pleased.” He pointed at the
tripod and | saw abright mark where something had glanced off the mounting just benesth the panning
head. Below it on the wood was along furrow. | stared increduloudly. | said, “Wadll, if that was ashot it
came from draight above us”

We both looked up; one of those stupid, involuntary actions. The sky was empty of course. We
stayed where we were. The tension began to mount. After dl, it was aqueer Situation. The two of us
lying there, the deserted moors round about, the ruins, the bright car in the distance; and an invisble
marksman, apparently aerial, waiting for another chance. After awhile Boulter got up. He frowned & me
then walked away and stood |ooking round the horizon with his hands on his hips. Then he cdlled. His
voice had the faded qudity we had noticed on that first evening. He said, “Come on, Glyn. You look a
bit of anit down there”

| sat up carefully. “And you' Il look abigger oneif our sporting friend has another go.”

He laughed, throwing his head back asif I’d made a huge joke. He said, “Nobody shoots a people
on the open moor these days, Glyn. Thisisthe twentieth century.”

| picked up the tripod and fingered the mark on thewood. | still had anasty feding that there was
something at my back. “ Then what madethis?’ | said.

He shrugged. “1t must have been asolitary hailstone.” And that was asfar as he would commit
himsdf.

We packed up the gear soon afterwards. | for one had rather lost heart in the project. We drove
back to the village and had amedl. Then, surprisngly, Boulter decided to move south that night. | didn't



argue with him. I’ d seen enough of Frey for oneweek at least.

We got back inthe small hoursand | stayed overnight a Alec’s place. By thetime | got down next
morning he' d had breakfast and was dready tinkering about in the workshop. He had a variable-speed
deck there and it was on that we first heard the sounds.

| was gtill eating when he came and dragged me out to listen. He' d worked out the frequency of the
emissons, they ranged from fifteen to twenty k/cs. He switched on and turned up the playback gain. The
wall speaker began to pipe. It was aqueer sound, undulating and quavery. It was like achoir of sngers
poking around after top C and not quite getting there. Y et not human singers. It upset me more than the
visual record had done, but Alec was dight with enthusiasm. Hetried to talk me into going to Frey with
him again. He had some things he would like to try ouit.

| refused. My nerves were beginning to get ragged. | said, “In any case I’ m tied up next weekend.”
He laughed. “Who said anything about the weekend? 1’ m going back tonight.”

| gave him ashort run-down on my views about the proposition. He tried to get me to change my
mind, but he was talking to the Rock of Gibrdtar. | left him shortly afterwards il raving about his
way-out idess. Apparently he wanted to communicate with the canaries. He managed that of course
though not quite in the way he had thought.

It was midweek when | heard from him. | thought his voice sounded strained on the telephone. He
was rather mysterious, just asked meif I’d like to come round and see something remarkable. | said
sure, whenever heliked. He said a curious thing before he rang off. “ Come when you' re ready, Glyn; |
don't think there sany risk.”

| put the phone down and stood looking at it. Risk? 1 didn’t like the sound of that. What risk, and
why tonight? 1 shrugged. Boulter was aways devious and frequently incomprehensible. | reached for my
jacket.

| was standing by the door of my flat looking round before | turned off the light when therewasa
crash of glassfrom the bathroom. | hurried in thinking a cat or something had got through the window.
Therewas nothing. At first | could not account for the noise, then | saw my shaving mirror was smashed.
The fragments were scattered al over the place. None was larger than a pea. | picked one up and
examined it, feding at aloss. As| stood there the door of the wall cupboard opened and bottles and
shaving brushes began to fly at my head. | backed out, dammed the door of the flat and hared to the car.

It was abad night, cold and spitting with rain. | peered through the screen looking for Boulter’ sdrive.
| swung up to the house and turned off the engine. In that second there was asharp “ding” and the car
rocked onits springs. | sat till and any hope | might have had |eft me. That had happened twice on the
journey. Both times there had been avehiclein front of me and I d attributed it to aflung stone. |
remembered the attack on the mike tripod at Frey. They’ d got my number then, whatever “they” were.
Something told me Boulter was faring no better. | touched the doorhandle and it was yanked out of my
hand as something threw the car door open. | ran for the house, hunching my shoulders againgt therain.

Boulter et mein. He was smoking when he came to the door and | noticed he had not shaved. He
wasted no timein preliminaries. He said, “ Dump your coat and come through, Glyn. Thisisworth seeing
but | don’t know how long we' ve got.” As| followed him down the hdl | saw aridge appear in the
carpet. It ran rapidly away to the end of the corridor. He opened the door of the lounge and adirectory
flew from the phone table. Hefielded it asit passed his head and dammed it back down. He said,
“Circustricks. Don't let "em throw you.” | followed him and he closed the door after me. Ingtantly a
thunderous knocking began. | saw the door panelsjump with the force of it. He yelled, “Oh, shut up. I'm
talking.” The noise subsided.



| sat down before| fell. | said, “ So we were attacked that day, weren't we?’
He looked up from lacing the projector. “Only indirectly.”
“Then |’ vejust been indirectly attacked again,” | said. Helooked incredulous. “Y ou?’

“Well, the car. It' sgot adamn great dent over the windscreen. And despite your well-known
cynicism my flat has been taken over by apoltergeist. As| see, you've got one here aswell.”

Hesaid, “It was only to be expected. There’ sno danger. Y ou're better off here anyway; I'm
insured.”

| wondered what he was talking about. Then | saw he had the camera and the mike set up facing the
tall windows. | said, “ Alec, what the hell are you playing at?’

He finished with the projector, came round and stubbed his cigarette. He lit another and sat down. He
sad, “Nointerruptions, Glyn. Y ou can ask questions later. | want to fill in the background as quickly as|
can. | went back to Frey last Sunday as| said | would. Thisfilm was shot on Monday. | only got the
resultstonight. | shal haveto get you to help me run them.

“Asl said, | wanted to set up asystern of communication. I’d changed my ideas about non-sentience,
by theway, after our last trip. | reasoned it thus. The canaries—I’1l call them that for want of a better
term—emit frequencies of up to twenty thousand cycles. Not sound as we understand it, but it can be
rendered as such. That's enough for present purposes. Also they seemed to be attracted by any
electro-magnetic disturbance in their area. | decided to have a chat with them.”

“How inHdll?’
“Comparatively smple. | set up asignad generator. | shot twenty k/cs. a them with aMorsekey.”

| stared at him. | was beginning to see the reason for dl the upst. | said, “Y ou prize bloody clown,
you' vefinished the pair of us”

He shook his head impatiently. “I don’t think so. As| was saying, | Sgnalled to them. | sent arithmetic
progressionsfirst, one, two, three and so on, then some geometric sets, squares and cubes over short
series of numbers”

Despite my shock | was interested. “How did you check results?’

He started the projector. | saw he had set up the datum board again, thistime with apand in which
numbers could be shown. He said, “Thiswas before | signalled at al. Asyou can see one of thethingsis
inthefidd.”

The screen went blank and he shut down for amoment. He said, “Can you handle the recorder,
Glyn?1 should whed it acrossto the chair. Then you can see the screen.”

| did as he asked. When | was settled again with the deck a my elbow he said, “ O.K., switch on, will
you? Thisisan edited transcript of course. | dowed the emissonsas| did the first set, and re-recorded
them.” In the speaker | heard his voice, overlaid with what we had come to know as Frey digtortion. It
sad, “Camerarunning. First seriestransmitted. Additive progression in ones.”

The embryonic voices began to pipe and flutter. The projector started up, showing the visua he had
taken at the same time. The dowed sound bore no direct relation to the picture of course but the film
confirmed what the track had already suggested. The things were present in great numbers. They seemed
to be agitated and were drifting rapidly up and down the low hummocks of stone. | |eft the recorder
running and Boulter switched the mech in and out to keep roughly in sync with the tracks. After each



transmission from the generator he had started the recorder, changed the number on the datum board
and filmed a set period of fifteen minutesin dow action. It became evident that the canaries had been
greatly excited by the signals. Their movements became quicker and quicker and soon developed into
that floating projection towards the source of their annoyance that we had seen before. Thistimethe
movement was too fast for the camera. Boulter reached back and dowed the projector. We watched the
jelyfish shapesjerk towards us, hover and vanish. Boulter laughed. “Not very pretty at close quarters,
arethey?’ | shuddered and agreed.

He sat back. He said, “ By thetime | reached the ninth tes—that’ sit coming up now, stop aminute
will you and I’ll get back in sync—nby thetime| got to that, which was the end of the series, things had
redlly hotted up.” He speeded the projector again, got the number nine on the screen and nodded to me
to start up the sound. He said, “ This was the cubic progression. Bit of abore; in case you hadn’t worked
it out it goestwo, eight, five hundred and twelve.” His voice echoed him from the tapedeck. “Ninth test, a
cubic progression from two. Partially completed.”

“| stopped at about two hundred in the third figure. | had to; they knocked the generator about fifty
feet. | took thisimmediatdy afterwards.”

The projector showed aflashing whirl of dark movement. The corresponding sound was eerie. It was
asif hundreds of the things were present, piping and fluting for al they were worth. There was another
noise aswell, onethat | hadn’t heard before. It was much lower than the norma emission, sounding by
comparison amost husky; achittery, whirring sound with a gibbering qudity to it that Started my scalp
prickling again. Boulter said, “The canaries, very crossindeed.” Thefilm record ended and he switched
off the machine and brought the room lights up to aglow. | shut down the playback and was glad enough
to do s0. There was silence between usfor amoment. | was il trying to digest what I’ d seen and heard.

| said, “That'sit then, Alec. You' ve stirred a hornet’ s nest thistime, no mistake. It was them that
knocked the mike down that day. They did it to the Sgnd generator on Monday.” My voice rose dightly.
“And better than that. They’ ve followed you home. And al you had to do was ring me and they had me
too. They’ve got the pair of ustaped!”

He nodded sombrely. Something scratched at the door. | didn’t fed like opening it. He said, “ Sorry
about dl this, Glyn. They do appear to have extended their operations. | should have listened to you
ealieron.”

| got out acigarette. | felt | needed it. The middle of the room was bright enough, but round thewalls
the shadows seemed to crawl together, thickening and darkening. | stared at the evidence of
twentieth-century know-how; the tapedeck, the projector, the cameraand mikestand. | felt | wasin
some sort of dream. But it was all true enough. | said hollowly, “If ever men were haunted, we are.”

Hewas quiet for aspace. Then he said, “Y es, unfortunately that istrue.”

| was dazed. | said, “Well, what are you going to do, Alec? And furthermore, why the hell did you
drag me over here? Or ring in the first place? It' syour mess. Y ou said on the phone there was no
da]ge._”

Hesaid, “Yes, | know what | told you Glyn. | dill believethat. Inaway | haveto. Y ou must too.”
“But what are you going to do?’

He got up and bent over the tapedeck. He spun the reels forward then stopped and switched to
playback. The speaker began to emit asteady, high-pitched note. He said, “Four thousand cycles. At
this speed they won't react.”



| experienced asinking fedling. | said, “L ook, thisisn't asuicide pact. What the hell?’

“They'reangry, Glyn,” he said. “They resent disturbance. Maybe they don't like the idea of anyone
having any red understanding of them. But ther€’ sjust one hope. That they’ re not mad with us. And to
my way of thinking there’ s only one method of finding out. They’ ve tracked something they resent to this
room. We must find the depth and direction of that resentment. I’ ve no doubt they could kill usif they
wished. If they do, too bad. | don't think they will. If they spare us, well, we shdl be able to deep easy
agan. Thisisthe only way.”

| reached out to grab hiswrigt, but | wastoo late. He had already taken the speed control up. The
note rose, turned to awhisper and vanished into supersonics. | tried to reach the recorder and he pushed
meaway. | said, “You're bloody mad.” | grappled with him and tripped. We both went sprawling. Then

it happened.

The door and the windows resounded to a series of cracking blows. Then the latch burst and the
door crashed open. The windows, frames and glass, exploded inwards in ashower of fragments. | saw
the recorder jump in the air and poiseimpossibly on one corner, and asit hung there the deck dented in
half adozen places asif from the blows of huge, invisble beaks. | just had time to see the camera
toppling and the bowl of the prab flying towards me, then there was aflash and an dectric fizzing and the
lightswent out. | lay in the darkness with a crashing and snapping going on round me asif apack of
gorillaswereloosein the room, taking it apart. The air seemed thick and pressure waves like those from
explosions pushed a my eardrums. | heard Boulter’ svoice saying faintly, “Don’t move. Don't try to
stand, don’'t go for the door. Don't get intheir way.” | did as| wastold. | don’t think | could have
moved far anyway. | was paralysed with fright.

The destruction seemed to go on for an hour though it was probably over in five minutes. Then the
noise began to die down. My eyes had got accustomed to the darkness and | saw the curtains flow out
over the ruined windows, jumping and flicking asahost of invisible somethings shouldered them aside.
Silencefdl, and the drapes stopped moving. Boulter stood up. | saw him silhouetted againgt the light from
the windows. He said camly, “Wadll, that’ s that. Somewhere | should have some fusewire...”

Later, after we had cleared up the mess of glass and dura that had been atapedeck, acameraand a
microphone, he condescended to explain why we were il dive.

“I had it more or lessworked out after that incident with the prab. These things are sentient, and
they’ re damned easlly aggravated. But they’ ve got their limitations. | suppose any intelligence must have
with the exception of the Prime Mover itself. For instance, they could have stopped operations alot more
easly by going for usthat morning. We were standing there, we were easy mesat. But somehow they
couldn’t accept our brand of radiation as amotivating agent. They smply flew at the thing they could
detect. In that case the mike. Later, the Signa generator. Now of course they’ ve cleared the lot. Pity
about that, there was some good equipment there. But it was machines Glyn; machines every time. Indl
the centuriesthey’ ve lived, and nobody will ever tell their age, they’ ve never cometo termswith the
human brain. Maybe they did at onetime, and they’ ve forgotten. | just don’t know.

“I don't know if they understand progressions ether, or if their reaction was Ssmply to sonar emission.
It sapity; I'd liketo know more but | don’t fancy setting up the gear again, eveniif | could afford it. Next
timethey might twig us...”

| must say that was one sentiment with which | could most heartily agree.

Asfar as| was concerned that was the end of the matter. I’ ve never gone back to Frey, and don't
intend to. | would be safe enough of course aslong as| did nothing but sit and look. But | know what's
there, you see. | just don't fancy the idea any more.



Asfar as| know Boulter forgot the whole thing within aweek. Helikesto move on and try out new
ideas. A short time ago he heard about the startling experiments with laser light emissionstheat are being
donein the States, and right now he' strying to think up asubstitute for synthetic ruby so that he can build
agun of hisown. I'm dl for it; after what he played with at Frey Abbey, desth-rays seem positively
homdly.

TheEnd.

EMRETH

By Dan Morgan

Equally at home with the guitar as with the typewriter, Dan Morgan, for many years a popular
writer in the science-fiction genre, leaves his musical activities for a time to present the story of
an out-world explorer investigating a culture many light-years away. Some things on the world of
Lequin, however, were not quite what they seemed.

David Phillipslounged back in the rocking chair and bresthed in the warm, many scented air of
Lequin without enjoyment. If he could think of himsalf as something other than anintergalactic pimp it
would have helped.

Dras Tyghi’ s house stood on the edge of aglade in the lush green forest. Looking down from the
bal cony, Phillips could see naked children, beautiful as cherubim, playing on the other side of the glade.
They scampered in and out of thetall trees, their laughter mingling with the sweet song of jewelled birds.

Tourism Interplanetary would pay Phillipsafat bonusfor finding a copy-writer’ s dream like Lequin,
when he returned to Earth. After that, in Sx months, or ayear, thefirst Tl liner would jump out of hyper
into orbit around Lequin and begin to ferry down its passengers. Only thirty-six hours away by our
own luxury hyper liner! the elegant brochure, illustrated by Phillips s photographs, would read. Pdllid,
skinny men with nobbly knees sprouting beneath multi-coloured holiday shorts; and fat rumped women
with bright blue lipstick and diamond horned sunglasses hiding predatory eyes. Make interesting new
friendships... Meet your kind of people in the romantic surroundings of a new Eden! The
vacationers would be shepherded into newly erected T1 hotels and served by a Lequin staff freshly
tutored in the art of cooking hamburgers, pizzaand chow mein. Eat exotic alien foods in out of this
world places! Phillipswrithed.

Hewas agood scout, well practised in the art of winning friends and influencing diens, and as usua
he had prepared the ground well. The Lequins were actualy eager to welcome the locust horde of Earth
tourists. He had always managed to smother the faint murmurings of conscience before, but thistime was
different. A wave of dizziness swept over him and he clutched at the arms of the chair.

What was the point of working for abonus that he would never liveto collect?

Thejolt as he came out of hyper-drive near Lequin had confirmed what he had suspected for some
months. In fifteen years as a scout he had seen Hyper Sickness happen to other people, but had dways
managed to keep on believing in his persona immunity. The body/mind complex could take only so much
of the punishment hyper-jumps gave before the process of deterioration went beyond a point of no return
and began to accelerate. It was as though, with each jump into hyper-space, aman left part of hisbeing
behind, until at last not enough of him remained to go on living. If Phillips stayed here on Lequin he would
last two, perhaps three months before the blackness closed in; but he stood little chance of surviving even
one more jump into hyper-space.



He drew hislips back from histeeth in an ironic grin. He had promised himself for yearsthat one day
he would keep aplanet for himself and live therein comfort for therest of hislife. Lequin could have
been that planet. It had everything he needed. So far, he had been unable to find anything of importance
for the debit Sde of hisreport. Radiation waswell below Earth normal. The Lequins had littleinterest in
the physicd sciences; their culture was basicaly pastora. The atmosphere contained adightly higher
percentage of oxygen than Earth’s; and alower dengity of micro organisms, none of which appeared to
beinimicd. The Lequinsthemseves were ahandsome, gentle race of humanoids, friendly and trusting to
aremarkable degree. The brochure again: Live like a king, with beautiful alien girlsto attend your
every desire! Clearly he would spend what was|left of living here, but if he wanted to maintain his
professiona record as a scout, he should send his ship back to Earth on automeatic, carrying dl the
information he had collected.

Abruptly the laughter of the children was gone. The chorus of birdswas more shrill, carrying anew
note of darm. Phillips stiffened in the chair and looked across the glade. The children were still there, but
the nature of their game had changed. With asudden chill, he watched the silent, suddenly sinister
movements of the naked figures.

Each carried along, shining knife, like the one that hung over the fireplace in Dras Tyghi’ slounge.
Those knives were not toys. One of the children was without a wegpon—the one who stood trembling in
the centre of the converging group.

Phillipsroseto hisfeet, hands clutching at the bal cony rail. The shout of warning bubbling in histhroat
changed to agasp of horror asthe children pounced on the cringing figure. Long knives flashed bloody in
the sunlight, dashing and stabbing with murderous efficiency. Thevictim fell to the ground. Phillipsturned
and rushed into the house. The figure on the grass could not survive this attack for long.

Sick at his stomach, Phillips raced through the bedroom and aong the corridor. His host stood at the
head of the gairs.

“Those children—over there by the trees. They’ re murdering one of their own playmates!” gasped
Phillips

Dras Tyghi, tdl and handsome in his purple house robe, raised one cdm hand. “A game... children at
play. Nothing more.”

“No! It was agame—but now it's something else. Seefor yoursdlf.” Phillips moved to the shuttered
window.

“The afternoon sun can be deceptively strong. Don't upset yourself.” Dras Tyghi’ srestraining hand
wason hisam.

“Y ou don't understand,” Phillips protested. “ They have knives!”
Dras Tyghi amiled. “Toys... You have told me yoursdlf that Earth children have many violent games.”

“But oursisaviolent culture,” Phillipssaid. “Y ou say that you have dways lived in peace with one
another on Lequin.”

Dras Tyghi shrugged. “In recorded time, but who knows what happened in pre-history? Perhaps the
violent games are an acting out of some archetypa memory.”

“No! Thiswasno game. | saw blood.” The cam voice of the dien was amost hypnotic, but Phillips
wasinggent.

“Thejuice of the Peytru berry isimpressive, but easily washed away. Its horrible effect seemsto



amusethe children.” Dras Tyghi led the Earthman gently towards the head of the Stairs. * Forget about
this, my friend. | was on my way to tell you that my wife has prepared adish of Trefygal for your
odight.”

The thought of the pink meringue-like confection meting in hismouth could not divert Phillipsat this
moment. Alarm bellswereringing in his scout’s mind. Until now the Lequins had been completely
co-operative, al doors had been open to him. Why was Dras Tyghi trying to make him disbelieve the
evidence of hisown eyes?

“I'msorry, Tyghi, but | must see for myself what happened over there by the trees”

“But of course, if you redly fed it issoimportant.” The dien’s amiling reply came so readily that
Phillips hesitated. Perhaps he was being foolishly suspicious.

“Wewill go there straight away—then afterwards we can come back and have the Trefygal ,” Dras
Tyghi said asthey descended the dairs.

They went out of the front door and round to the side of the large house. Phillips cursed the Lequin
formality that obliged him to walk at the same dignified pace as his companion. The spot where the
children had been cameinto view.

“They'regone,” Phillipssaid.
“In that case, why bother? The Trefygal will only be at its best for fifteen minutes at most.”
“No! | must see” Phillipswasinggent.

There was no sign of movement as they walked across the springy turf towards the trees. Birds sang
and the afternoon sun caressed their backs. Shadows were lengthening.

Phillips stopped, his ssomach lurching. The grassjust ahead was stained red.

“Thiswill be where they were playing,” said Dras Tyghi. “Y es—I see. Y ou would have agood view
from your balcony.”

Phillips bent down to examine the stained grass. He dipped afinger and tested the tackiness of the
fluid between hisfinger and thumb.

“Veytru juice congedsvery dowly,” Dras Tyghi said.
“And blood!” Phillipswiped hisfingers carefully on atissue, but the stickiness seemed to remain.

Dras Tyghi laughed. “Come now, my friend. Thisjoke has gone far enough. If the attack was as
serious as you seem to believe—whereis the mangled body?”

“It could have been removed.” In addition to the bloody patch, the grass seemed to be soaked, for an
area of several square feet, with a colourlessliquid.

“And hidden indefinitely from the Elders of the village?
“Buriedin thefores...”

“And the parents of the victim? Surely they would make some report to the council of Elders? The
fact that achild was missng could not go unnoticed in so smal acommunity.”

“Then let’sfind out if oneismissing,” said Phillips. He started off acrossthe glade, in the direction of
thevillage.



“The Trefygal 7’ complained Dras Tyghi.

“I will apologizeto your wifelater,” Phillips said. “How do we go about checking on the location of
thevillage children?’

“If you will be petient thereis no difficulty,” Dras Tyghi said. “ They will al be at the Sunset Talk
Mesting. In the meantime, there is no need to disappoint my wife.”

Reuctantly, Phillips alowed himsdlf to beled back to Dras Tyghi’ s house. He had redlized sometime
before that it wasimpossible to convey a sense of urgency to the Lequin mind. Days moved camly into
weeks, and weeks merged placidly into months on this happy, untroubled world.

If the loosely pantheistic religion of Lequin had any basic article of dogma, it was that the sun should
not rise again on yesterday’ sanger. All problems, domestic or community, were discussed at the nightly
Sunset Tak Meeting, where any member of the community, man, woman or child, was adlowed to spesk.

When Dras Tyghi, with hiswife and Phillips arrived, most of the village' s hundred and fifty inhabitants
were aready in the meeting place, abowl shaped depression with grassy banks and a centra dais of
white stone. The dais was occupied by the council of Elders, who sat in quiet dignity, watching the
assembling community.

Dras Tyghi, with Phillips close behind, waked across to the dais and addressed awhite-haired Elder
who wore a saffron robe, in contrast to the white of the others.

“DrasY oeva—you have met our friend, David Phillips, who isfrom the planet Earth. Heisvery
interested in the way we conduct our community affairs.”

The Elder looked on Phillips benevolently and smiled. “Y ou are welcome, my son.”

“These meetings of yoursintrigueme,” Phillips said.  Earth people don’t have such dedication to the
public good. Y our attendance must be nearly a hundred per cent.”

“All those who are physically able attend,” said Dras Y oevar. “ It isamatter of strict custom that any
absentee, down to the youngest ambulant child, must tender aforma apology and explanation to mysdlf
astherecording Elder.”

“Then you know exactly what the attendance here tonight should be?” asked Philips.

DrasY oevar’ s faded blue eyes scanned the assembly. “There are ahundred and forty-seven of us
here this evening; ten e ders, fifteen men, forty-two women and forty-five children. Thisisasit should
m”

The forma opening of the meeting was imminent, and Dras Y oevar excused them. They rgjoined
Tyghi’ swife, who was seated on the grassy bank.

“Count the children, Phillips,” said the Lequin.

Phillipswas dready doing just that. “ Forty-three... forty-four...” Hisvoicetrailed off, then, ashe
looked round at Dras Tyghi, he saw asmall, curly headed boy perched on the shoulders of the man
behind them. “Forty-five.” He continued to look at the child. He had been too far away to be positive,
but the boy could have been the twin of the victim in the afternoon’ s murderous attack.

“Exactly,” Dras Tyghi said. “Dras Y oevar’ smemory is perfect, and he never makes amistake. Every
member of the community isaccounted for. Now will you believe me?’

“I must believe the evidence of my own eyesthat | saw murder committed this afternoon,” Phillips



sad.
“Ared| Earthmen as stubborn asyou?’ Dras Tyghi smiled. “If so, I'm not surprised that your
cvilizationis so powerful.”

Led by the Elders, the community began to sing the sweet, echoing song that opened the Sunset Talk
Mestings. Thistime Phillips did not fall under the spell of the sound. Until now he had found the Lequins
completely truthful and honest, but histrained scout’ s mind inssted that he was being lied to. If their
angelic children were ruthless murderers, what evil lay behind the gentle faces of the green robed diens
seated around him? He pulled out the soiled tissue and looked again at the red stainsthat marred its
whiteness.

Phillips excused himsdlf as soon as the meeting was over, pleading that he had routine work to do
back at his ship. He closed the lock behind him carefully and began work, feeding adtrictly factua
account of the afternoon’ s eventsinto the computer that was his memory and counsdllor. The response
was as he had expected. The computer’ srating of Lequin as a suitable tourist planet had dropped from a
provisond A plusto C minus, with aquery for further information.

Thefirst step wasto run an andlysis on the stained tissue. The result confirmed beyond any doubt that
the red fluid was blood of some kind, but it belonged to no identifiable human group. He would have to
find someway of obtaining samples of Lequin blood before any definite comparisons could be made.
When fed into the compuiter, this additional information caused the provisond rating to drop till further,
to E plus. The request for further information was repeated. At the moment he was at a deadlock with
the problem.

Back at Tyghi’ shouse, hishost’ swifewas playing a Ypurr—amany stringed instrument that was
something like a cross between aharp and aguitar. Phillips sat listening and watching the two diens.
Y ears before, when he had chosen his profession, the ideathat he might one day envy such domestic
serenity would have seemed ridiculousto him. Now, hefdt thelack like an aching void in hisbreest. He
was going to die here on Lequin, and there was no one in the galaxy to mourn him.

“Just how badly do your people want Earth tourists?” Phillips asked, when the woman had ceased
her playing and gone to bed.

“Mogt of usarein favour, and the progressive minority believeit to be essentia,” Dras Tyghi said.
“Lifeon Lequinis comfortable, perhaps too comfortable. Clinging to the old ways and traditionsis al
very well, but there isthe danger of stagnation.”

“Haven't you consdered the possibility that the impact of an aien culture could aso be destructive?’
“Wearewilling to tekethat risk,” Dras Tyghi said.

“Y ou may not have the opportunity.”

“What do you mean?’ Dras Tyghi wasimmediately aert.

Phillips hesitated, choosing hiswords carefully. “ Be frank with me, Tyghi. What did | seethis
afternoon? Isthis perhaps some blooding ceremony—some old, savage ritua which is maintained by

your people?’
“It wasagame, Phillips. | havetold you dready.” Dras Tyghi’ s voice was monotonoudy insstent.
“No, Tyghi! A child was knifed to degth out there this afternoon.”
“But you saw for yoursef—there was no child missing from the Sunset Meeting.”



“| saw nothing of thekind,” Phillipssaid. “1 wastold that a number of children would be there, but
how do I know that the number was correct? Y ou might aswell know that my analysis of thered fluid
found on the grass showsit to be blood. Why try to hide the truth from me any longer?’

Dras Tyghi roseto hisfeet, his handsome featuresimmobile. “I’m sorry, | can't discussthisany
further tonight.”

“Bereasonable, Tyghi. If you tell methe whole story, | may be able to find some way round this
thing. If not, there sno chance of Tl passing Lequin asatourist planet.”

“Itistimel went to bed.” Dras Tyghi hurried from the room.

Phillips sat for along time, gnawing hislip pensvely. No man, however justified the labd, likesto be
cdled aliar. Perhaps he had offended Dras Tyghi deeply, but there was no adterntive, if he wasto get at
thetruth.

Phillips dept uneasily. He dreamed of angdlic children with murderous, bloodstained knivesin their
hands. For the first time since the week of hisarriva, he strapped the miniature needler to hisforearm
undernegth the deeve of his deeping suit, before getting into bed.

On previous mornings he had awakened with sunlight caressing his cheeks, but today he shivered and
pulled the bedclothes closer to him. The sky was dull grey. A depressing drizzle of rain fdll hazily over the
glade. It was as though he had overstayed his welcome and L equin was now determined to reject him.

Chiding himsdlf for oversengtivity, he got out of bed. He reminded himself of the old scout adege: I
an alien looks and acts like an Earthman, but nicer—watch out! It probably meansthat heislike
an Earthman—but an even bigger bastard!

Shaved and showered, he dressed and went downgtairs. Dras Tyghi’ s wife greeted him with her usual
sef-effacing grace and served him with abreskfast of fruit and milk. Tyghi himsdf was conspicuoudy
absent. Phillips wondered again just how deeply hisremarks of the previous evening had offended his
host.

By the time he had finished his breakfast the rain had stopped and the sky cleared. Phillips walked out
on to the damp grass of the glade, into afresh smelling, morning world under asmiling sun. Therewas
nothing more he could do until he had spoken again to Dras Tyghi, who had been chosen by the Elders
ashishost and guide. Afterwards, if hewas still unsatisfied, he would go direct to the council.

He paused on the other side of the glade, but the stains on the grass had been washed away by the
rain. There was nothing to do but idle, so he walked on, into the forest. The mossy ground there was
amost dry, shdltered by the lush foliage overhead. The air was till and warm as he walked between the
regularly spaced trunks of the trees, heavy with the sweet smdll of thetiny white forest flowers that
clustered like stars underfoot. Thelight had adiffused, greenish tinge. It was like walking through some
vast cathedral, whose roof was supported by the straight soaring tree trunks. Phillips passed on, losing dl
sense of time and distance, hismind occupied with the problem of it.

Eventudly he became aware of something moving in the forest ahead of him, an indigtinct figure that
had no definite outlinein the diffused light thet filtered through the trees. He changed hisdirection dightly,
S0 that his course would intersect with that of the other; curiousto see who could be strolling in the forest
at thistime of day. Most of the Lequinswould be working on their farmlands or at their various crafts.

His pace quickened as he came closer and saw that the stranger was awoman. She was not wearing
the flowing robe of afemale Lequin. Her figure-hugging dacks and high-necked blouse echoed astyle



that had been fashionable on Earth some years before—a style that he had always liked.
When he was only someten yards away, he cdled: “Hdlo, there!”

The girl stopped and turned towards him. Her dark hair was short, in loose curls about her head.
Phillips caught his bresth as he saw her face. It was nearer to hisided of beauty than that of any woman
he had ever seen.

“Wdll, halo there!” Her voice waslow pitched, with an intriguing huskiness,

It wasfairly obviousthat any Earthwoman thisfar from home must be ascout, like himself. Some of
the smaller companies, like Agtral, took on women scouts occasiondly. Maybe it worked dl right when
the planet concerned was as gentle as Lequin, but there had been some during his career that would have
been no place for awoman.

“I can’t say I’'m not pleased to see you—even though | did think | had an exclusive,” Phillips said,
grinning. “ David Phillips—I’ m with Tourism Interplanetary.”

“Might have guessed | wouldn't havethis paradise al to myself.” The girl stepped forward and
offered her hand, smiling. “ Carol Remick—Astra Enterprises.”

The name caught him off balance for amoment, then aware that he was gaping a her like ahigh
schooal kid, Phillips shook hands. “How long have you been here, Carol 7’

She dlowed her hand to linger warmin his. * Just over three weeks.”

“Y ou must have landed around the sametime asme.” Hewondered if shewas staying in avillagelike
himsdf.

“These Lequins are such wonderful hogts, | wouldn't mind making it three years. I'm staying with one
of the head men of avillage and hiswife.”

Her smilewaslike some hdf remembered dream. Phillips felt himself faling into the degp brown of
her eyes. He staggered as a sudden wave of vertigo hit him. She moved quickly, guiding him with
surprising strength to anearby tree trunk, then lowering him gently to the mossy ground. He dumped
againg the treetrunk, feding totally helpless. The severity of the attacks wasincreasing rapidly.

“Y ou need treatment,” she said, loosening the collar of histunic.

“I'll bedl right.” Phillipslooked up at her. By the nature of their profession, scouts were both solitary
and gregarious by turn. While a scout might have the traditiond “girl on every planet”—l ocal mores and
physica evolution permitting—he had necessarily to spend agreet dedl of time donein his one-man ship.
And asolitary man must dways have hisdreams. To meet his specia dreamin an dien forest ahundred
light-years from Earth; this must shake the poise of even the most hardened veteran.

“Thank you,” Carol said.
“For what?’ Phillips asked.

“For the way you'relooking at me. It getslondly in those smal ships. Sometimes you begin to forget
that you' reawoman.” She lowered hersdlf to the ground beside him.

“I'll hep you remember,” he said. The dizziness was gone now. He was thinking very clearly. Lequin
was his planet. Hewould never leave. If shewould shareit with him...

“David—are wereally going to turn this beautiful planet over to therat race?’ she asked.



“Youtoo?’ Phillips said. She had voiced the other thoughts, the onesthat had been strong in hismind
for sometime now. He didn’t want to see L equin spoiled by Earth tourits, robbed of its natura charm,
commercidized into an imitation Coney Idand.

“Animitation Coney Idand,” shesad.
“It bothersyou?’
“Of course—shouldn’t it?’

“I've dways had theideathat I’ d like to take a planet for my own,” Phillipssaid. “Maybe Lequinis
the one.”

“Don’'t you think we dl have that dream?’ Carol said. “ The one big flaw isthat usudly, even if we
found the right planet, one essentid would till be missing... someoneto shareit with.”

“Maybe I'vefound that too,” Phillipssaid.
Shelaughed. “Y ou’' ve been in space along time, David. What part of Earth do you come from?’

Hetold her, and they began to talk of the placesthey both knew. Her memories of Earth were so
closeto hisown that it seemed incredible that they should never have met there. Perhapsif they had,
Phillips mused, he would not have been so eager to leave.

“I must begoing,” hesaid, at lagt, rising to hisfeet. He reached out ahand to help her up.
“Do you redly haveto?’ she asked.

“Professonal business,” he said, smiling. “But why don't you come back with meto Dras Tyghi’s
house? I’ m sure you would be welcome.”

“No—you'reright. There arethings| should be doing a my ship, too.”
“Not preparationsfor leaving?’ he asked anxioudly.

Her eyeswere radiant as she looked up at him. “I may never leave... now. Shdl | seeyou again
tonight?’

“Y es—I’ll come here when the Lequinsare at their Sunset Mesting.”
“I'll look forward to that,” she said.

Phillipswalked back through the forest, fill aware of the fed of her soft hand in his at the moment of
parting. He felt a pleasant weakness that was amost like intoxication. Tonight he sensed that his dream
and Carol’ swould merge.

Dras Tyghi, solemn faced, was waiting for him when he arrived back at the house.
“I have an gpology and some explanations to make to you, my friend,” said the Lequin.

Asthey waked together into the lounge the trained professiond in Phillips emerged once more,
doughing away the romantic hazinessthat ill lingered from his meeting with Carol.

“My group is more than ever convinced that the stimulus of intercourse between our two cultures can
bring greet benefitsto Lequin.” The dien shifted uncomfortably in hischair, staring abstractedly, as
though searching for words. “What you saw yesterday afternoon was not the light-hearted game |
pretended. .. but neither was it the murder you imagined.”



“WEe re not going to get anywhereif you try to tell methat | didn't see that group of children kill
another child,” Phillipssaid. “ Thisisfact—seen with my own eyes.”

“Y ou thought you saw achild,” corrected Dras Tyghi. “In fact it was an Emreth, which had
assumed the gppearance of aLequin child.”

“Assumed?’ Phillips frowned. “ Perhapsit would help if you told mewhat an Enreth is”

“Our only species of predatory anima,” Dras Tyghi said. “ One which has survived through its unique
ability of adaptation. An Emreth has certain telepathic powers which enableit to pluck a menta image
from the mind of itsvictim and reproduce that image in the smallest detall. Y esterday, an Enreth
appeared as a playmate to one of the children as he waswalking to join hisfriends. The deception was
discovered when it joined the group—the child whose image it had assumed was aready there, so the
deception was obvious. The children took immediate action to kill the cresture. That waswhat you

“But if the Emreth had this child done, why didn't it strike then?” asked Phillips. “It could have killed
without exposing itsdlf to the group.”

“The Emreth doesn’t kill” Dras Tyghi said. “Desath isaby-product of itsfeeding. It absorbsthelife
force of itsvictim through physica contact, but amonth or more may go by before the drain proves
fatd.”

“Then surely the victim puts up some resistance?”’

Dras Tyghi shook his head. “Oncethe relaionship isredly established, the victim has no desireto
resst. The absorption process produces an intense sensation of pleasure in the victim, and this ecstasy
becomes more important to him than life itsdlf.”

“Then such attacks are dwaysfatd ?’

“No—Iluck is sometimes on the Sde of the victim. The contact may be broken off for some
reason—the sudden interruption of another human at acrucid point, for instance. It ispossbleto havea
brief encounter with an Emreth and not even be aware that one has been so close to death. In that case
the victim would beleft with afeding of enervation or tiredness—symptoms which could be accounted
for in other ways.”

“ Arethere many of thesethings?’ Phillips asked.

“ Sometimes six months go by without one being detected,” Dras Tyghi said. “ Their numbers are
dwindling gradually, in part due to counter measures, some of which have become traditiona, such asthe
Sunset Talk Meeting. If the Recording Elder discovered one more person at the meeting than the
specified number he would know that there was an Emreth masquerading as amember of the
community. But this doesn’t happen very often, because an Emreth would have great difficulty in
maintaining its assumed form in the presence of so many minds.”

“But any person who refused to attend the meeting would be suspect?’ suggested Phillips.
113 Exaily.”
Phillips pointed to the two shining knivesthat hung over thefireplace. “ And those?’

“Externdly an Emreth produces a perfect image, but itsinternal organs are not necessarily positioned
in ahuman manner. These knives are the best weapon with which to inflict the maximum number of
wounds in the shortest possible time—increasing the possibility of hitting amortal spot. They are kept
traditionaly for this purpose alone, and every family has at least one.”



“And when the knife finds this mortal spot?’

“Initsnaturd state the Emreth isatransparent amoebalike cresture. That iswhy it isso completely
adaptable. When it is dead, nothing remains but a pool of quickly evaporating dime.”

“The clear fluid the grass was soaked with,” said Phillips. “But how do you account for the blood?’

“My little story about the Veytru berriesdidn’t convince you for amoment, didit?” Dras Tyghi said.
“The blood was, in fact, blood. When it isin human form, the Emreth can shed blood that is
indistinguishable from that of a human—its reproduction of theimage of ahuman isadmost perfect.”

“Then how isit possible to detect an Emreth at dl?’ asked Phillips.

“If theimage is maintained, the only certain way isto kill the creature. This could lead to unfortunate
accidents, if it weren't for the mysteriousinstinct possessed by some of our people.”

“Y ou havethisindinct?’

“No—but my wife has. She has managed to escape the attentions of an Emreth threetimesin her
life. Twice when shewas achild, and the last time only ayear ago. | killed the creature there, in the
garden, next to the purple bush.”

“What form had it taken?”’

“Inthis caseit assumed the shape of an old suitor of my wife—one of our rare wanderers, who left
the village over ten years ago. In the case of adults, the Emreth often takes the form of one of the
opposite sex. It seasiest prey, of course, isthe lonely person.”

“Yes—I can seethat alonely person would be more receptive,” Phillips said thoughtfully.

Back a his ship, Phillipsfed the new information into the computer. The provisond rating of Lequin
asatourist planet climbed to D minus, but the computer demanded further information on the number of
Emreth. He had an ideatha was going to be adifficult statistic to obtain. The Lequins, with their
parochia society, would never have consdered a planet-wide survey of such anaturein theleast bit

necessary.

He sat down thoughtfully with apad and stylus and began to draw up achecklist of hisneeds. First
on thelist must be some definite way of detecting the Emreth. 1t would not be sufficient to rely on the
ingtinct possessed by afew Lequinslike Dras Tyghi’ swife. Once amethod of detection had been found,
the next requirement was afool proof and quick method of extermination to be carried out on aplanetary
scae. But T would be unlikely to go to the expense of sending ateam for such aproject. Even with al
itsgood points, they would cross Lequin off the list of probables. There were plenty of other planetsin
the galaxy that could betailored to their requirements without such complications.

He pulled himself up short. The habit of being an efficient scout died hard. What did he care about Tl
now? Hisonly respongbility wasto live whet little of life remained to him, as happily as possible. And
that meant—with Carol. A surge of darm coursed through him at the possbility of danger to her. She
must be warned about the Enreth.

Phillips checked the ship’ sradio. There was no record of any incoming cals. But then theonly likely
cdler on Lequin would be Carol, and she had not known of his existence until afew hours ago. He
transmitted a cal on the standard scout frequency band, then sat back and waited for acknowledgment.
Carol was probably not on board her ship, but like his own, it would be equipped with the regulation
robot monitor.

After ten minutes it was clear that no acknowledgment would be forthcoming. Herose to hisfed,



palms sweating. Carol’ sradio must be out of commission. That had to be the explanation. He could not
bear to recognize the other possibility that hovered in the back of hismind like agrinning deeth’ s head.
Heleft the ship hurriedly. There were things he had to discusswith Dras Tyghi.

The Lequin wasin his garden, tending plantsthat grew in ariot of coloured blossom. He looked up as
Phillips approached, hisface troubled.

“Have you cometo any decison?’

“I make reports—not decisons,” Phillipssaid. “But | cantdll you with certainty that TI will never pass
Lequin asaholiday planet.”

“Then our deception was pointless.”

“Beieve me, Tyghi, you haven't lost athing. What is so desirable about having this beautiful planet
overrun by hordes of clumsy Earth tourists?’

“Lequin would be open to Earth knowledge, scientific techniques... The simuluswould be
tremendous.”

“No, Tyghi. I’ ve seen thiskind of situation before. What you think would be a stimulus, would in fact
be akiss of death. Y our people might accept the benefits of Earth technology, but they would makelittle
effort to understand the processes involved.”

“That iseasy to say,” Dras Tyghi said.

“Not at dl! | repest—you’ velost nothing. Y ou would have become totally dependent on Earth,
sacrificing your present stagnation for complacent davery. | can offer you afar greater opportunity.-

Dras Tyghi frowned. “What do you mean?’

“Thereisatapelibrary on my ship, containing acomprehensive outline of Earth knowledgein every
conceivable field; miles of tape, containing the basic theories produced by athousand years of scientific
civilization. | can stay here on Lequin and help your people to understand this knowledge. From there on
itisup to you what you do with the knowledge, but | am sure that in thelong run it will be of far more
benefit to you than being presented with the fruits of Earth technology ready made.

Dras Tyghi’seyes shone. “Yed | seewhat you mean, friend Phillips. My people will blessyouin
generationsto come.”

“ Perhaps so—but some of this generation may curse me. The knowledge isthere, but you will have
to work hard to discover ways of gpplying it.”

“How shall we ever repay you?’ Dras Tyghi said.
“By dlowing meto live herein peace on Lequin.”
“Y ou will not be returning to Earth? But surely those who sent you will send othersto look for you?’

“I"'m not so important, Tyghi,” Phillips said. “ Scouts are expendable and the gaaxy isbig. Somewhere
in Tourism Interplanetary headquarters acomputer will take note of my disappearance and Lequin will be
moved to the bottom of the list of possibly useful planets. Perhapsin another fifty or ahundred years
they’Il get around to trying again....”

Dras Tyghi embraced the Earthman, laughing. “'Y ou will receive every honour our people can give.
Y ou must come with meto the council of Elders”



“No—not yet—it would be better for you to talk to them alone. There is something else | haveto do.
| will meet you here after the Sunset Talk Mesting.”

“Asyouwish, my friend,” Dras Tyghi said.
“I would particularly liketo hear your wife play the Ypurr againtonight.”
Dras Tyghi amiled. “That iseasly arranged.”

Phillipswaited until his hosts had left for the Sunset Talk Meeting, then he went into the lounge. His
hands trembled as he took the shining knife down from the wall over the fireplace. He stood looking
down at it for along time, then walked out of the house to begin hiswalk through the shadowed forest.

Carol waswaiting for him, even more beautiful than he remembered her. He stopped afew feet away
from her.

“I tried to call you this afternoon,” he said.
“Cal me?’ Shelooked puzzled.
“By radio. Isthere something wrong with your transceiver?”

She hesitated, then: “Oh, yes... It blew out acouple of weeks ago. | wasn't using it here, so there
didn’'t seem much point infixing it.”

“ Scouts have been grounded for less—or don’t you remember the regulations?’
“Regulations—here?’ Her eyeswidened a the harshness of histone. “ David—what is the maiter?’
“I'vetold you—I tried to cdl you.”

“I don't understand.... You'redifferent.” She moved towards him.

He stepped back. His body ached to embrace her, but he avoided her, holding the knife out of sight
behind him.

“Takemeto your ship. I'll help you fix theradio,” he said.
“No—there splenty of timefor that,” Carol said.
“Youmean | won't care later that there isn't any radio—or any ship!”

“David! You'rebeing brutal.” She wastrembling. The outline of her body seemed to vibrate,
becoming hazy inthedim light.

“Come back to Dras Tyghi’ s house with me,” Phillips said. He had to fight the urge to take her in his
armswith an dmogt physicd effort. “1'd like you to meet hiswife—she hasaspecia taent that should
interest you.”

“David, please! Why are you hurting melike this?” she pleaded, her arms outstretched.

“Can’'t you guess, Carol Remick? | invented the way you look—but not the name. That belonged to
someone dse—agirl who died along time ago, back on Earth. At first | was londly and desperate
enough to dismissit asacoincidence, but since then I’ ve learned some things about your kind.”

“We can be happy together, here on Lequin. That’swhat you want, isn't it?” She moved closer.



“Get back!” he shouted, avoiding physical contact.
“I can give you happiness beyond your dreams,” she whispered.

Heraised hisright hand, grasping the shining knife. Thiswas what the knife was meant for. Quick,
determined thrusts and this. ... thing, would be destroyed completely. There would be nothing left of this
dreamimage...

“Loveme,” she pleaded.

She was the mogt beautiful thing he had ever seen. The degp brown of her eyeswasthe light of home
on awinter night. Her face was the shining wonder of the Milky Way. Her body was the doorway to
heaven. Shewasal hope, dl life...

Consciousness spun like a gyroscope as the vertigo surged in on his mind. His knees gave benegath
him as awareness was swept away like acork drawn into awhirlpool.

When he opened his eyes she was bending over him. Her naked body was perfect in itsloveliness,
her breasts like rose tipped pearls.

“Loveme,” shewhispered.

She flowed down into hisarms. He resisted for a brief moment, then screamed in an agony of joy as
theriver of whitefire rushed through hisveins.

TheEnd.

SPACEMASTER

by JamesH. Schmitz

Well-known American author, James H. Schmitz, takes two fascinating items in this new story—
Man’ s explosive colonization of the stars and the gene structure of the human body, mixes them
expertly together and comes up with a problem story written in retrospect. It might just be
advisable for usto stay on Earth after all.

The dream was receding.

Haddan knew it was receding because he had inssted to himsdlf it was adream, avery vivid
experience but untrue—a delusion which he should not attempt to retain. And he was forgetting the
dream now as he woke up. There was afind memory of rain-swept greenery, long pedls of thunder and
then, at the very end, the sound of Aurisweeping wildly nearby. For amoment, Haddan hesitated,
wanting to return to her. But she was part of the delusion...

He came awake.

Hewas stting alonein aroom, at atable which projected like awide shelf out of the blank wall
before him. Thewa|l was of somefaintly gleaming materia and in it Haddan could seehisown dim
reflection.

Hismind seemed to recoil for an instant at that point, unwilling to acknowledge the bitter redlity of
being on the Spacemaster ship, of having become again a prisoner of the cynical overlords and debasers
of mankind. And Auris and the others with him—detected in the act of violating the basic Spacemaster
law.



He should find out soon enough what the penalty wasfor that. It seemed very improbable that he had
samply falen adeep and escaped into dreamsimmediately after the capture; he must have been drugged.
And now Spacemaster had brought him awake. They intended to question him, of course. He had
identified himself asthe leader of the group, the man responsible for the construction of the spaceship
which had secretly |€eft the City of Liot two years before. It wasthe truth, and his statement might make
thingseasier for the others.

But why was he Sitting here aone? Was he being watched? The table on which his hands rested was
bare and of the same materid asthewall, satiny to the touch. Aside from the table and his chair, the
room was unfurnished. Behind him, perhaps twenty feet away, was another blank wall. To right and | eft,
at approximately the same distance where the walls began to curve smoothly towards each other, the
space between ceiling and floor wasfilled by curtains of curling haze through which light and colour
moved in restless ripples. The stuff looked almost completely insubstantial, but Haddan redlized he could
not seeintoit. In spite of itslack of furnishing, the room gave the impression of cool elegance. And it was
slent. There was not awhisper of sound except his own breathing.

They might betesting him, his nerve, hisreactions. But he was gaining nothing by continuing to sit
here.

Haddan attempted to shift the chair back and found it immovable, attempted to get out of it and
ingtantly felt hisbody grow impossibly heavy. Sometrick of gravity... they intended him to stay where he
was. He settled back into the chair, felt his normal weight gradually return.

Perhaps two minuteslater, awave of light came gliding through the section of wall before him,
suddenly enough to be startling. Then thewall vanished at that point. The table at which Haddan sat now
extended on without visible support beyond the partition, aflat, square dab of dull-gleaming grey
materid, at the other side of which, with his eyes on Haddan, sat aman in agreen and red uniform.

Haddan looked back without speaking. In hislifetime he had seen only afew dozen members of
Spacemaster—all the othersin the City of Liot, and most of those on various occasions before he
became an adult. They showed a pronounced racial Smilarity: stocky, strong figures and broad,
heavy-boned faceswith dightly tilted grey eyes. This one, whose name was Vinence, had asked Haddan
a haf-dozen questions in an emotionless voice when they had been taken aboard the capturing
Spacemaster vessdl. What happened afterwards Haddan did not remember clearly, but it seemed to him
now that it couldn’t have been many more minutes before he had fallen adeep. Nor could he remember
what the questions had been or how he had answered them. There was no reason to doubt that the
Spacemaster had used some drug on him.

Vinence gppeared in no hurry to speak at the moment. He continued to study Haddan thoughtfully.
Haddan let his gaze shift about the other section of the partly divided big room. It was amost amirror
image of thisone; but the wall on thefar sde waslined from floor to celling with what might have been
individua cabinets, and the table section before the Spacemaster was covered with rows of small
coloured geometrical figures.

Vinence' sflat voice asked suddenly, “What did you dream about, Haddan?’

That might not be as pointless aquestion as it seemed—and there was no immediate reason to be too
truthful. Haddan shook hishead. “I don’t remember any dreams.”

“I think you lie,” Vinencetold him after apause, but amogt asif hedidn’t care greatly whether
Haddan was lying or not. The grey eyesretained their look of cool speculation. “There were certain
records on your ship,” he went on, “which you destroyed with other material when we paraysed the
drive and halted the ship. Those records—I refer now to the ones dedling with the sins of



Spacemaster—have since been restored. | found them interesting reading.”

Haddan felt the blood drain dowly from hisface. To have been caught while escaping from
Spacemaster bondage might be one thing. To have planned, as he and Auris had, to provide proof of the
evil Spacemaster was for human beings wherever they could be found, and to work towards
Spacemaster’ s destruction—perhaps not in their own lifetimes or even in the next century or two, but in
time—that was quite another. He did not know whether Spacemaster actualy was capable of restoring
material objects which had been recently destroyed; but it seemed at least possible. They knew many
things they had kept their subject citiesfrom learning. Vinence might aso have gained the knowledge of
the records from Auris or himsdf while they were drugged. It would come, Haddan thought, to much the
samethinginthe end.

He said nothing. He watched Vinence' s tanned hand move just above the table on hisright and saw a
rectangle of pae light appear in the surface of the table with the motion. Vinence' s eyes shifted to the
lighted area and remained there for some seconds. Haddan gained the impression that the Spacemaster
was reading. Then Vinence looked back at him.

“Do you happen to know,” Vinence asked, “when the City of Liot was built and stationed in orbit
around theLiot Sun?’

“No,” Haddan said. “There were no records of that period available.”

Vinence sad, “ Therecords should still bein the city, though they would be difficult to find by now.
Liot was built dmost three thousand years ago. It was partly destroyed anumber of timesin inter-city
wars, but the structure remains essentialy intact today ... one of the largest cities ever to be set into

oace.

Liot' sinhabitants, Haddan thought, had not done aswell with the passing of time astheir city. And for
that Spacemaster must be charged.

“The treaty between Spacemagter and the Eighty-two Cities,” Vinence continued, almost asif he had
caught the thought, “has been in effect alittle less than four centuries. Under itsterms the cities engaged
themsalves not to build space vessals either for war or peace, and to destroy the onesthey had.
Spacemadter in turn assumed the responsbility of providing means of trangit and trade among the cities
and elsawhere asrequired.”

“I’ve seen acopy of thetreaty,” Haddan said drily. “1t didn’t look like one of the citieswould have
Sgned toowillingly.”

Vinence nodded. “ Spacemaster encountered very considerable opposition to the terms during the first
few decades. Nevertheless, the terms were enforced, and opposition eventudly died avay. But not
entirdly. From time to time during the next generations some group or other would attempt to regain the
means of independent space travel, either openly or furtively. The necessary measures would then be
taken, and the attempt would subside.

“Of late, matters have been very quiet. Prior to the current case—yours—it had been nearly a
hundred and fifty years since the congtruction of spacecraft wasladt initiated in the City of Liot. On that
occasion it was also asecret action and was partly successful. One small ship was completed and was
launched unobserved from the city, carrying two members of the conspiracy. They had old star chartsin
their possession which were to guide them to the one world in this section of our galaxy reported to have
natural conditions suitable for human life without the € aborate precautions of doming. Human settlers
were, in fact, supposed to have lived there in that manner during one period of the distant past.

“In spite of their lack of experience, the two travellers succeeded in reaching their goal. They returned



to the City of Liot saverd years|ater with the word that there was such a planet and that human beings
gtill existed on it, though their number was small and they had retrogressed to a condition of almost
unbdlievably primitive savagery.

“The conspirators... severa hundred in number... now hurried through their plansto complete the
construction of aship large enough to carry them and the equipment they would need to establish the
nucleus of anew human civilization on thisworld. In that, they did not succeed. Spacemaster got wind of
the affair, and the group committed mass suicide by barricading itsdlf in adeserted building complex in
Liot and detonating a bomb which disintegrated the complex. It wasfasdly assumed at the time that the
ship they had been building and the materia they had accumulated was destroyed with them. The ship
and the other items actually were sedled away in another section of the city and remained undiscovered
until afew years ago.

“Which brings usto you, Haddan.... The manner in which you became aware of the existence of this
ship and of itsorigind purposeis not important a the moment. Y ou did learn of these things. Y ou banded
together with other mal contents, secretly finished the construction of the ship and eventually set forth on
the voyage your predecessors failed to make. And you were apprehended two years later in the process
of preparing for planetfdl...”

Vinence paused, glanced again at the glowing rectanglein the table surface and waved his hand
acrossit. Asthelight faded out, he went on, “That, | believe, is essentialy the picture presented by this
case. Do you agree?’ His voice and expression were still impassive.

Haddan remained silent for some seconds. There was athickness of ragein his throat which would
have made it amost impossiblefor him to speak. Initsfactua details, Vinence' s account of what had
occurred was correct. But it was very far from complete. And it was the Spacemaster’ s cynical omission
of the circumstances which had driven two groups of people a century and ahalf apart to make the same
desperate effort to escape from Liot that seemed gppaling. Vinence and hiskind were fully aware of
what had been doneto the cities. It had been adeliberate, completely planned thing. Long ago,
Spacemaster must have suspected a competitor, for power in Liot and her Sster giantsin this area of
gpace. It had isolated them from one another first, then proceeded to break them down individualy. In
Liot, Spacemaster had assumed control step by step, over the decades, of all the greet city’ s functions.
In Haddan’ s lifetime, the process had long been completed. Only Spacemaster had any understanding
now even of the vast machine complexes which powered and sustained Liot; and only it retained access
to the city sections where the machinery was housed. When one began to look about and check, as
Haddan had done, it became clear that not even the shadow of salf-government had been | eft.

But that was not thered crime. The crime had been committed in amuch more immediate manner
againg the city’ sinhabitants. .. but so quietly that it became noticeable only when one obtained, as
Haddan again had done, an understanding of the differences between the population now and that of five
or X generations ago—

Hetold Vinence, hisvoice held carefully even, “I can’t agree that you' ve presented the Significant part
of the picture”

“No?’ Vinence said. “ Y ou believe that the emphasis should be placed on Spacemaster’ s misdeeds?”’

Haddan looked at him, feding the thickening in histhroat again and his hands hungry to close onthe
throat of the unreachable man across the table. Misdeeds! When in acity, which could be calculated to
have been built to contain fifteen million people, twenty thousand remained—twenty thousand at the
mogt; more accurate figures were smply no longer available. And when the life-gpan average in Liot now
did not appear to be even eighteen years... When three out of four of the lingering descendants of the
city’ s builders douched past with dack-jawed, foolish faces and empty eyes—



Of what specific “misdeed” had Spacemaster been guilty there? He hadn’t been able to find out; and
neither—much better informed in such matters than Haddan—had Auris. They had wanted to know, to
complete the record of humanity’s case against Spacemaster. But too few others had been capable of
giving any assstance. Wholefields of knowledge had faded from men’sminds;, and, in any event, that
one areaof knowledge might dways have been Spacemaster’ s secret. There had not been enough time
to make sure. But the condition of the people of Liot showed in itself that an enormity of some kind had
been practised on them, and Haddan and Auris had corroborating evidence for that.

Vinence' s voice reached Haddan again. “1 was referring to the fact that the restored records contain a
number of interesting speculations about Spacemaster and its activities. These records were, | believe,
compiled by yoursdf?’

Haddan nodded. “ They were.”
“They were designed to be brought eventudly to the atention of gaactic humanity?’
Haddan hesitated, said, Y es, that was their purpose.”

Thetilted cool eyes consdered him for amoment. “1 should like,” Vinence said dowly, “to hear by
what reasoning you arrived at your conclusions. | might say that nothing you tell me now could affect in
any way the measuresthat will be taken in regard to yourself and your companions. That is a settled
thing.” He paused, shrugged, added almost casudly, “ Some of you will lose dl memory of the past. The
otherswill live out the rest of their liveswithout ever quite awakening again from anot too unpleasant
dream. We are not inhumane, you see. We smply do what is necessary. As these measures are.”

Haddan stared at him helplesdy. Hefelt cold. He had expected desth for himsalf, though perhaps not
for the others. He had, after al, been the ringleader. Without him, none of them would havel€eft Liot. He
hed tried not to think of Auris.

But thiswas Spacemaster’ sway. Not outright death, but the dow quenching of the mind, the dow
decay of the body. Asthey had done, in asomewhat different manner, in Liot.

“Youmust,” Vinence said, “ have made certain observations. Or perhaps Dr. Auris...”

Haddan, suddenly, found himsalf spesking. The words came out quietly, icily, though there was fury
behind them. It was, of course, quite pointless. Vinence knew what had happened, and he was not aman
to be ruffled by avictim’ s accusations. But there was some satisfaction il in letting him know that
Spacemaster had not been as successful asit believed in concedling the fact that it was engaged in
systemetic genetic destruction.

Some came to suspect it, though by that time there was very little they could do—except to avoid for
themsalves such obvious traps as the marvellous automatic medical centres Spacemaster began to ingtdl
throughout the city—

Vinenceinterrupted almost irritably. “ Nearly two hundred years ago the number of capable human
physiciansin Liot dropped to the point where those install ations became necessary, Haddan. 1t was only
one of the many steps taken during the period of the treaty to maintain lifein the citiesaswell aswas

possble”

Only one of the many steps, no doubt, Haddan agreed. But hardly with the purpose of maintaining
life. Accurate records must have been difficult to find in Liot even then, but there was some reason to
speculate whether it mightn't be often the strongest and most intelligent who were reported to have
succumbed in the Spacemaster centres. ..

“Y ou think they werekilled there?’ Vinence said.



“Or removed from the city.”

“To further wesken the gtrain.... yes, | see” Vinence spoke thoughtfully, asif thiswere apossibility he
had considered for thefirgt time. “How did you learn about things which happened so long ago,
Haddan?’

“From amessage | eft by one of the origina designers of the ship we used,” Haddan said.
“Y ou discovered this message in what way?’

Haddan said, “Not by accident. The man committed suicide with the others so that Spacemaster
would not learn that the ship hadn’t been destroyed. I'm hislinea descendant. He arranged to make the
information about the ship available again, provided the message eventudly came into the hands of
somebody who could understand it. The supposition was that such a person would then aso be capable
of acting on theinformation.”

“The message was coded?”’
“Of course”
“I find it curious” Vinence said, “that you didn’'t cometo our atention before this.”

Haddan shrugged. “ My more immediate ancestors have followed the family tradition of staying out of
your medical centres. | assumethat’ swhy the strain continued aslong asit did. I’ ve also observed that
tradition.... and the other one of not applying for passage out of Liot on a Spacemaster ship.”

“You fed that’ s another of our traps?’

“I’ve discovered no evidence,” Haddan said, “that anyone who met the physica requirements for
space flight and was accepted for passage later returned to Liot.”

“| see. It gppearsthat you were remarkably busy in anumber of areas during the years before you left
the city. And | suppose you formed an acquaintance with Dr. Aurisin order to confirm your ancestor’s
suspicions about procedures in our medica centres?’

Haddan had hoped to keep Spacemaster’ sinterest away from Auris, but the records revealed very
clearly therole she had played. He said, “ Y es, | obtained some additiona information in that manner.”

Vinence nodded. “ Sheis another unusual member of your generation,” he said. * She gpplied for
medica training while fill dmost a child—thefirgt volunteer to gppear in the centresfor that purposeina
decade. Shewanted to help the city... but you know about that. She was given instruction—"

“Carefully limited ingtruction,” Haddan said.

“Yes, carefully limited. We were making astudy of Dr. Auris. It seemsthat on your ingtigation she
began to study us aswell. When she disappeared, it was assumed she had died somewhere in the city.
Haddan, you accuse us of the genetic destruction of the space civilization of the Eighty-two Cities. What
benefit do you think Spacemaster derived from the act?’

It was a question Haddan had often asked himself, and he believed he knew the answer. But there
was an undefinable vague uneasiness in hismind now when he said, “ The cities were threatening to
dispute that space mastery of yours. At the time they were forced to accept your treaty terms, they may
not have been too far away from being your equas, But you till had certain technological advantages, so
you broke them first. Then, not feding strong enough to control them indefinitely smply by forbidding
them to practise space flight, you decided on a programme of deliberate, gradua extermination.”



“And why,” Vinence asked, “sdlect that dow, dmost interminable method? The effortless solution to
such a problem would have been to open the citiesto space.”

“It would not have been a safe solution for Spacemaster,” Haddan said, “if gaactic mankind learned
of the outrage.” He hesitated, the sense of uneasiness stronger. For amoment, he seemed on the verge of
recalling some very disturbing thing he had known once and forgotten about, and he felt swesat suddenly
inthe pams of his hands. Then those sensations faded. Vinence was il watching him, expression
unchanged; and Haddan continued uncertainly, “Y ou preferred to murder the citiesin amanner which
might, if necessary, be attributed to anatural process... something for which you could not be held
responsible. You...”

He did not see Vinence move, but with that he was suddenly plunged into complete darkness. The
Spacemaster and everything e se had vanished. Haddan attempted automatically to surge up out of his
chair but felt intolerable heaviness dragging him back. He waited, bresthing with difficulty asthe heaviness
eased off again, for what would happen next.

Vinence spoke then, the voice coming now out of the dark above Haddan perhaps twenty feet off
and alittleto hisright.

“The ship ismoving, Haddan. WEe re returning to the planet at which you were intercepted—"
And abruptly there waslight.

Not the light which previoudy had been in the room, but the rich, bright glow of aliving world
swimming under its sun. All the wadls of the double room, the floor and celling, seemed to form asingle
continuous window through which the brightness poured. Haddan couldn’t see Vinence, but therewasa
blurred, greyish area up towards the right which might be an energy block behind which the Spacemaster
sat. And this, Haddan thought, could very well be—it hadn’t occurred to him before—the control room
of the ship.

The ship was stationary in atmosphere, well down. They must have been just off the planet to have
arrived herein that nearly instantaneous manner, but the manoeuvre was till one which would have been
flatly impossible to the space vessel so painstakingly completed in Liot. Haddan could make out forested
hills below, lush dark-green rises about which three broad rivers curved, rain clouds scudding above
them. Far to the left was the hazy expanse of a sea. The area seemed to bein the tropical zone, very
smilar in gppearance to the one where he and Auris had come down in asmall boat to decide where
their ship should land. Asit had done then, the scene brought a sudden, dmost unbearable hunger to
Haddan' sthroat, a sense of homecoming which, for an instant, drove out everything else.

“Rather different from the parks of the City of Liot,” Vinence' s voice commented. “More so than you
knew, Haddan. Our tests of those you had on board show that the mgjority would not have lived long on
an undomed world. Y ou and Dr. Auris are fortunate in that respect. Many of the others are fortunate that
Spacemaster found them before they could be serioudy attacked by the infections you brought back to
the shipwithyou...”

Not so fortunate, Haddan thought; otherwise the statement might be true. It was one of the
incalculable risks everyone in the group had taken knowingly and willingly. They had not been ableto
foretell either what the impact of spaceflight on genetically weakened bodies might do; and nine men and
four women of the eighty-five who left Liot died during the first quarter of the two-year voyage. And the
irony was that they had taken such chances not knowing that Spacemaster regarded the world towards
which they were fleeing as another of its possessions. If they had been ableto land, and enough survived,
it was gtill unlikely they would have escaped detection long enough to even begin to carry out their further
plans.



“And now we shall look through the instruments at what might have been your new neighbours here,”
Vinence svoice went on. “An exceptionally large troop remainsasarulein thisimmediate area. .. Yes,
down at the bend in the northern river... Y ou seethe cluster of golden sparks above the trees, Haddan?
Its dengity indicates the presence of the troop, each spark representing one living human being.”

Haddan’ s glance moved up the largest of therivers, stopped at afirefly pattern of tiny, brilliant lights
inthe air on both sides of one of the bends. They would be invisible of course to the naked eye—a
convenient method for Spacemaster to keep check on the scattered inhabitants of this planet and, if
desired, even to conduct a head count. No, Haddan thought, he and the othersfrom Liot couldn’t have
remained undiscovered herelong.

Thefireflies vanished; then the scene outside the ship darkened suddenly, becoming ablur of green
and gold. Asthe blur cleared, Haddan saw that the devices Vinence was operating had produced a
close-up view of the area of the river bend at ground level, and of fifty or sixty of the human “troop”. It
was aconvincing illuson—he might have been gtting among them—and more than aview. Hisears
recorded a babble of shrill callsfrom agroup of children at the edge of the water; two women were
shouting back and forth acrossthe river. After afew seconds, Haddan redlized there were dso tactile
sensations... asense of warmth, of moving air; and, very faintly, odours of vegetation and water.

His gaze shifted about the group. They were not, he thought, remarkably handsome people, though
therewas agreet ded of individud variancein that. All—even the bathing children—Ilooked dirty; dmost
all were naked. They agppeared to be chiefly engaged in grubbing around in reeds and thicketsfor edible
substances, vegetable and animd. Only afew of the faces nearest him gave the impression of caculating
intelligence. But there was, with very few exceptions, an air of dertness and robust energy about them
which no group of corresponding sizein Liot would have suggested. And the number of both grizzled
oldstersand small children was startling. There had been no healthy old peoplein Liot.

It was agroup which could have been retaught many things long forgotten here, Haddan thought, and
which should have learned them quickly. The plan had not been ahopeless onein that respect; the
possibility of developing anew civilization on thisworld had existed. And that made it the more strange
that no civilization did exist here, that the descendants of the old-time settlers had regressed instead to
thismanner of living... amost exactly, except for the dexterous use of pieces of wood and rock in their
varied pursuit of meds, the manner of atroop of animals. Vinence might have used the term
contemptuoudy; but it was a correct one.

Spacemaster’ swork again? It very easily might be, Haddan decided, and it probably was. Why else
should there be so few of these people on aworld which obvioudy could have supported afar denser
human popul ation—even one which had lost every scrap of technological understanding. Yes,
Spacemaster, dmost certainly. A somewhat different form of degradation here, perhaps brought about
for an entirely different purpose. But it had been done deliberatel y—

“Gaactic humanity,” Vinence svoice said from above him. “Y ou'relooking at a part of it here, you
know, Haddan! Aslarge apart, asamatter of fact, asyou'relikely to find in any one place on this
world... and studying them at close range now, do you think Spacemaster would be reglly concerned
about anything you could tell these people? It might be interesting to watch you trying to describe the City
of Liot to themin the vocabulary of gruntswhich their use of gpeech amountsto.

“But, of course, you knew that. Y ou understood it would take generations to bring about any
sgnificant change here, and that you and your companions could only begin the process. But thisisone
small, badly stunted twig on the gresat tree of mankind. Y ou were planning to get word to the others. The
number of them aone would make them unconquerable now. Only fourteen thousand years ago, they
were dtill confined to asingle planet not very different from this one. But then they drove out into the
galaxy, established great civilizations on a thousand new worlds, scattered the sdlf-sustaining giant cities



through space... That's the humanity Spacemaster would haveto fear, isn't it, if it learned what we did
to the Eighty-two Cities?’

“Or,” Haddan said, “if it learned what you' ve done to thisworld! That aone would damn you—and
intheend it will. Y ou won't escape mankind' s judgment for ever.”

There was silence for some seconds, even the muted sounds of human activity at theriver dwindling
into nothing. Then Vinence spoke again.

“There savery curiousfact here, Haddan. Y ou—and you' re far from unique in it—have hypnotized
yoursdlf into believing certain facts about Spacemaster. By doing it, you were able to ignore another
possible explanation for the way things have gonein Liot, though there are indications that it has never
been very far from your awareness. Perhaps one can’t blame you for the continuous self-deception, but it
must end now. And | think that essentialy you do want to know the true reason for what will be done
with you and your friends.”

The words seemed to just miss making sense. A queer, sharp surge of panic beganto arisein
Haddan. He heard himsdlf blurt out thickly, “What are you talking about?’

There was no answer. Instead, complete darkness closed about him again. Haddan waited, his
thoughtswhirling, shifting drunkenly asif in shock. What had Vinence just said? He seemed unable to
remember it clearly. What self-deception?

Heredized that Vinence was spesking again.

“It took two yearsto cover the distance between Liot and the world we just left,” the voice said. “But
we are not called Spacemaster for nothing, so don’t be too surprised now. What you will seeisasred as

it appears.”

Thethick darkness waslifting from the double room as he spoke, and through the surrounding
endlesswindow of walls and ceiling and floor the stars of space shonein. On Haddan’ sleft wasthe harsh
ydlow-white glare of anearby sun; and dead ahead, reflecting the glare like ablazing jewd, were the
faceted wals of Liot. He recognized the city ingtantly, though he had seen this outside view before only in

the instant after along unused smdll lock opened to let out their ship. Then the drive immediately had
hurled them away from the Liot Sun with amost the speed of light.

The city blurred now, reshaped itsdf, closer. The Spacemaster ship was gliding in towards ahuge
opened entry lock. Another blur, and it hung in thelock’ s mouth.

“What do you see, Haddan?’

He stared down the brilliantly lit, starkly empty lock. At the far end, a mile away, was another vast,
gaping circle. Beyond it, morelight. ..

The thought came suddenly, numbing as degth:
“The city isempty!”
Haddan didn’t know he had said it. But he heard Vinence reply.

“Yes, empty... open to space. Liot wasthe last of the Eighty-two. It's been lifdessfor nearly ayear.
And now”—the voice wasflat and expressonless agan—“we |l go to the worlds and cities of the
galactic mankind on which you based your hopes. | think you’ ve begun to understand conscioudy what
wewill find there”

And, in that instant, he had.



Perhaps only hourslater, Haddan stood at awindow of agreat globular structure floating less than
half amile above the surface of aworld caled Clell. A sense of heavy, dmost paralysing physicad shock
hadn’t yet drained completely from hisbody. But his thoughts were clear again.

He had seen the dead worlds, the dead space cities of galactic mankind—enough of them; too many.
Cldl ill lived, inafashion. The glassy roofs of the flat, wide buildings stretching towards the horizon
across the pleasant plain below Haddan sheltered elghty thousand human beings... the greater part of
what was | &ft of the proud species of Man. Clell wasthe next to last world he would see, and the last he
would see while he ftill retained the knowledge of who and what he was.

Spacemaster’ s plansfor his persona future in themselves were not distressing. They would take away
his memories, but hewould be living on the green world far away from Clell where there was thunder and
rain, perhaps as amember of the band he had watched on the river’ s banks—not the most handsome of
people on the whole, and somewhat soiled, but not unhappy. In Vinence s phrasing, he would have
become a neoprimitive, onetiny, temporary, individual factor in Spacemaster’ s gigantic,
centuries-spanning plan to obtain surviva for the human race. And Auriswould be there, though Haddan
wouldn’t be able to remember her, or she him. He recdled hisfedings when he had looked down on that
world and during the few hours he walked about on it, and he knew the other Haddan would be
contented enough in his new existence. He certainly preferred that prospect to the drugged, comforting
fantaseswhich would be the find life experience of the human mgority on Cldl... the mgority which
could not be employed in the plan.

But it was not what he wanted. And the immediate question was how far Spacemaster could be
trusted.

Haddan' s gaze shifted back to the table behind him. It was littered with maps, charts, masses of other
informative materid, much of it incomprehensible. But, added to what he had been shown from
Vinence sincredible ship, there had been enough he understood to present the story of the genetic
collapse of Man—or Spacemaster’ sversion of it.

It was not too implausible. The desth seed of multitudinous abnormal genes had been planted in the
race before it set out to explore and inhabit the galaxy, and with the expansion their rate of development
increased. For another long time, improving medical skills maintained the appearance of abaance; it had
become very much less easy for civilized Man to die even under aheavy genetic burden. But since he
continued to give short shrift to any government audaci ous enough to make the attempt of regulating his
breeding preferences, that burden aso continued to grow.

A point regularly came where medica knowledge, greet as it might be, was suddenly shown to be no
longer capable of the human repair work needed now to keep some specific civilization on itsfeet. The
letha genes, the innumerable minor mutations, had established at last a subnorma population, chronically
sick and beginning to decrease rapidly in numbers. Spacemaster’ s charts indicated that this period, once
entered, was not prolonged. When there were smply not enough healthy minds and bodies | eft to attend
to the requirements of existence, thefina descent became catastrophically swift and wasirreversible. On
Liot, Haddan had been living through the last years of such a period, modified only by Spacemagter’s
intervention.

Spacemaster, with its supermachines and superscience, had come into existence as an organization
amost too late to act as more than humanity’ s undertakers. Liot had been the last of dl idands of gdactic
civilization. In lessthan fifteen centuries, the race had gone everywhere from its peak of achievement and
expang on to near-extinction. Spacemaster believed it could il be rebuilt from its remnants, but that the
rebuilding required surgica ruthlessness and long-continued supervision.



That was the story Haddan had been given... and why, he thought, should they bother to lieto him?
But there were puzzling features, and questions left unanswered. What was Spacemaster? Some superior
genetic strain which had possessed the sdlf-discipline and foresight to eliminate any threatening
weaknessesin its ranks and to remain apart from deteriorated groups? Then why should they have
undertaken the stupendous task of attempting to recreate the human race from the survivors of the
foundering civilizations? They themsdlves, at an incomparablelevel of technologica achievement, were
the new humanity.

Thereflection had raised eerie possbilities. There was the fact that he found it impossibleto fed at
easein Vinence' s presence. Something in the Spacemaster’ s gppearance, the manner in which he moved,
sent congtant aert sgnalsto Haddan' sbrain... adifference there, not too obvious but profoundly
disturbing. It was asif his senseswould not accept that Vinence was another human being, and the
thought had come that perhaps on one of the dying worlds arace of robots had been brought into
exigence and given the task of saving mankind—that Vinence and hisfellowswere ill attempting to
carry out the task, with mechanica perseverance, mechanica lack of red interest and, actualy, without
too muchintelligence.

Because Spacemaster’ s plan... or as much of it as Haddan had been alowed to see... contained
obvious dements of sheer, sensdlessfutility...

Or Vinence might be, if not arobot, amember of a genuine aien species, one masquerading as
human beings, and with very different designs on the survivors of humanity than Haddan had been told.
There was the world Tayun to which he and Auris and such others of the Liot group as would not be
retained on Clell were destined to go. It would be the last group Spacemaster could add to its sparse
human breeding stock on Tayun. It had kept the City of Liot functioning for ayear after Haddan's
departure. Then it became obvious that there would be no more viable birthsin the city, that the last drop
of genetic usefulness had been drained from the shrunken population. The survivors were transferred to
Cldl, and the city left open to space but intact. .. because eventudly human beings should return to lay
cdamtoit again.

That, Vinence said, was Spacemaster’ s purpose. For centuriesit had drawn those who till seemed
aufficiently sound out of the subnorma groups under its attention and moved them to Tayun, which of all
known worlds came closest to matching the conditions which had existed on primitive Earth. Not too
easy aworld for human beingsto live on without the tools and conveniences of civilization, and not too
difficult. Which was exactly asit should be for Spacemaster’ s purpose. Tayun was the laboratory in
which, over the course of generations, any concealed inherited weaknesses were to be worked very
thoroughly out of the transplanted human strains. Throughout the long probationary period, they were
therefore to have only their natura endowment to see them through the problems they encountered. This
was the reason that transferred adults were not allowed to retain the memories of their previouslife.
Haddan, Aurisand the rest would be lft in the vicinity of some large group which could be counted on
not to take too unamiable an attitude towards befuddled strangers. Since they were physicaly and
mentally well above the present average on Tayun, it should not take them long to overcometheir initia
handicaps amnong the group’ s members. If their memorieswere left intact, it would be too difficult for
them to avoid the temptation of introducing minor innovationsto make life more easy for themselvesand
the others.

“It isn't intended that life should become more easy there for quite afew centuries,” Vinence said,
“except asthe strain improves its naturd ability to meet the conditionsaround it...”

He acknowledged that for awhile it had appeared that the Spacemaster experiment on Tayun was
too dragtic and would fail. Diseases, shifts of climate, animal enemies, and their own latent genetic



ligbilities seemed to be killing the “neoprimitives’ off faster than they could be brought in. But during the
past sixty years, their number had first stabilized, and then had begun to increase detectably. Thefirgt
crisswas over.

It dl looked quitelogical, so far. Haddan knew little of genetics as Spacemaster understood it; it had
been among Liot’s"lost” sciences. He waswilling to accept that there were no effective gentler
dternativesto letting aspecies cleanseitsdf in aworld-wide natura framework of the individualswho
lacked essentid qualificationsto survive. And having seen the neoprimitives of Tayun for himself, he had
not been greatly surprised by Vinence' s explanation.

But the further steps of Spacemaster’ s plan were—when one stopped to give them any thought at
al—completdy and unbdievably insane. ..

Hearing a door open and close behind him, Haddan turned and saw Vinence come across the room.

He stood silently, watching the stocky, strong-looking figure, the bland, impassive face with thettilted
grey eyes. Every Spacemaster he had seen so far looked very much like Vinence. What was the
wrongness about them? He couldn’t have said exactly. Perhapsit was a hint of unevennessin the maotion,
the suggestion of amarionette propelled dong by expert hands holding invisible strings. The smooth
features and coolly caculating eyes... wasthisarobot? Haddan felt averson, the conceded ripple of
horror, crawl again over hisskin.

Vinence stopped at the other side of the table, glancing at the materias scattered about it. He pulled
out achair and sat down.

“Did you get much out of this?” he asked Haddan.
“Not too much.”

“It' salarge subject,” Vinence acknowledged. He stared thoughtfully at Haddan, added, “ Our
business on Cldl has been concluded. Besides Dr. Auris and yourself, four of your group chose Tayun.
The otherswill remain here”

Haddan said increduloudy, “ Only four preferred Tayun?”

Vinence shrugged. “ That’ savery high average, Haddan. | did not expect so many. In the termina
generations of aculture like Liot dmost nothing isleft of the motivation to survive asaspecies. There
werethree of you of whom we felt nearly certain; but the mgjority of your group were intellectua rebels
who faced the risks of leaving Liot without undue qualmslargely because they have dways been alittle
detached from living redlities. For them there could be no compensation in beginning lifeagain asa
memory-less savage. The dreams of Clel held much moreinterest.”

He added, “ There was a time when Spacemaster might have taken another dozen from that particular
group for Tayun, without their consent. The testsrate at least that many as qualified. But no combination
of tests shows every essentia. We learned that when we went only by them and our own judgment, and
nothing else, we ended amost invariably by having weakened the Tayun strain.”

“And what,” Haddan asked, “are you going to accomplish finaly by strengthening it?’

Something flickered for an instant in the Spacemaster’ s eyes. Then his expression changed Sowly,
became mocking, watchful, perhaps menacing; and the certainty grew in Haddan that his question had
not come asasurprise.

Vinence sad, “That isacuriousthing to ask at thislate moment.” He nodded at the table before him.
“Areyou disagreeing with some of the conclusions you found there?’



Haddan looked at him. Why argue redly? He would not change Spacemaster’ s plans. .. except
perhaps unfavourably as regardsto himsalf. Vinence s atitude of expectancy suggested he might be on
the verge of entering a prepared trap. His reaction to the information allowed him, to the things he had
been shown and told—without apparent good reason so far—could be the factor which determined what
they did in his case. And it was quite possible that they preferred to exclude too questioning an attitude
from man’ s new genetic pattern.

Why not accept Tayun? For him as an entity, there certainly would be compensations for becoming
absorbed by theliving racid strain. At the very leadt, it was better than to spend the rest of hisdaysin the
derile dream-hdls of Clel—

He heard himsdlf say, “It was alogicd question. The charts show what you' ve told me. Eventudly
Tayun Manisto be dlowed to develop hisown civilization. During that period, he should be atrifle
hardier physicdly, atrifle more mentally competent, than the species was perhaps twenty thousand years
ago. Serious genetic defectswill have been burned out. But in every essentid it will be the same species.
Spacemaster will have provided mankind with afresh start. That' swhat it amountsto, isn't it?”

Vinence nodded. “Very nearly.”

Haddan said “Y our hel pfulness does go alittle further, of course. The redevelopment of civilization
when it beginswill not be haphazard. Man will autometically come across prepared information in some
concealed form or other at the moment he can best put it to use. So this second time he should advance
very rgpidly. But will some super-organization like Spacemaster ill bein control of him then?’

“Hadly,” Vinencesaid. “And not a al after they begin to spread through the galaxy again. That
would be not only undesirable but impossible. We ve learned that much.”

“Then it seems,” Haddan said, “that Spacemaster iscommitting an act of lunacy. If there' sto be
nothing but afresh start, the whole cycle should be repesting itsdlf afew thousand years from now.
They’ll have made the same mistakes and again be well advanced in the process of salf-destruction.
There s no reason to expect anything else—and of course you' re aware of that. But unlessyou aready
know how to keep it from occurring...”

Vinence shook hishead. “We don't.” He hesitated. “ Thereisavast difference between restoring the
hedlth of a gpecies and attempting to change its naturd attitudesin any sgnificant manner. Thelagtisan
enormoudly complex process which contains amuch grester likelihood of doing harm than good. I'm
engaged mysdlf in Spacemaster’ sinvestigations of possible meansto prevent renewed racid suicide, and
have been for along time. We arenot at dl certain that even atheoretica solution can befound.” The
tone was bland, the grey eyes Htill fixed unblinkingly on Haddan.

Haddan said doggedly, “ A solution will have to be found, or the plan isalmost meaningless. And until
itisfound, Spacemagter iswadting anyone like Dr. Auris or mysdf on Tayun... anyone capable of
independent abstract thinking, which certainly isn't avita requirement in Tayun Man a present. The
grain can get dong without our kind for awhile. Y ou should be putting every functioning mind you can
reach to use in looking for the answers you don’'t have. That should be our assignment in Spacemaster’s
plan. Anything dseisindefengble”

Vinence was slent for some moments. Then he shrugged, said, “ Thereis one thing wrong with that
assumption, Haddan. | mentioned that there are complexitiesin such aproject. They are much grester
than you redize. Certainly neither you nor Dr. Auris are supid—but your individua remaining life
expectancies are less than fifty years. Y ou would be dead before you could learn haf of what you would
need to know to begin to be useful to usin such work. There is Smply too much to be understood.”

Haddan stared at him. “But you were capable of understanding it?’



113 Ya I W%”
“Then whai—

Haddan' svoice died in histhroat. Vinence had raised his handsto hisface, cupping the sdes of his
jaw in his pams, fingers pressed vertically dong the cheeks. The hands seemed to make adight tugging
motion; then they lifted the Spacemaster’ s head from the sturdy neck and placed it unhurriedly upright on
thetable, alittleto oneside.

Haddan felt incapable of breathing or moving. He stared in afascination of repugnance a the head, at
the eyes—dtill fixed on him—at the grey, glistening, jellylike surface of the sectioned neck. Then the
head’ s mouth moved.

“The Spacemaster’ sbody,” Vinence svoice said, with no change in tone or inflection—it seemed to
be till coming out of the head—"is an interesting biological machine, Haddan. Asamatter of fact, it
represents apartial solution to the problem we were discussing, though not avery satisfactory one. There
are pronounced disadvantages. Thisbody, for example, couldn’t exist for minutes if exposed to the open
air of even so gentleaworld as Cldl. If you happened to touch me, | would die dmost at once. And if
you hadn’t been enclosed in ascreen of filtering energies since the instant we met, there would have been
the same regrettable result. The’ Spacemasters you may have seen in the City of Liot were manipulated
automatons—displayed occasionaly to produce some specific effect on the population. A Spacemaster
body can tolerate very few of the redlities of life as you know them. It experiences dmost everything
through instruments, at second hand. It uses no food, cannot deep, cannot reproduce itskind.

“But we are human, and have had wholly human bodies. What you seeisthe result of afusion with
something which is nearly, but not quite, another form of life, and with the non-living instrumentation
which allows usto move, see, sustain norma gravity and—as you notice—to speak at consderable
length. Neverthel ess, we remember what human redlitieswere like, and at times we missthem
excruciatingly. We experience remorse, frustration, the sense of failure; and we are often too vividly
aware of the artificia monstrosities we have become. As| said, there are disadvantages to this kind of
living.

“The other side of the matter isthat the Spacemaster body livesfor avery long while, though
eventudly it does wear out dong with its human component. So there' stime to learn and understand
some of those very complicated matters one must know in order to do what isnecessary... whichis
what Spacemaster has been doing for the past two thousand years.”

Haddan said hoarsdly, “How long haveyou...”

“Not quite haf that period. It was roughly nine hundred years ago that | faced the same choice asyou
do today. I'm alittle shopworn by now, though it hardly showsyet.”

Vinence's hands reached down, lifted the head, replaced it on the neck, twisted deftly, quickly and
withdrew. “This may seem an overly dramatic demondtration,” the Spacemaster went on, “buit it hasits
uses. More than one gpparent candidate haslost dl interest in further discussion around this point.”

Haddan drew in a deep breath, asked, “ Y ou’ re offering me abody of that kind?’
“Why else would we be talking about it?’

Something gtirred in the back of Haddan’ s mind—a soft confusion of light and colour, whispering
ran, and Auris sswesetly intdligent face. Thenit dl faded.

Hesaid, “I accept, of course.”



“Of courseyou do,” Vinence agreed. “There' s been amost no question of that. But we' ve learned to
wait until a potentia recruit sees the need for membership and demandsit, as hisright, before we reved
the conditions. In the past, too many who were persuaded to become Spacemasters on the basis of our
judgment of their qudifications eventually found it was aburden they no longer wanted to carry. And it's
S0 very easy for any of usto step out on a pleasant planet, and breatheitsair and die.

“But you' ve made your choice. Wewon't lose you. Neither are we afraid of losing Dr. Auris, who
made the same decision some hours before you.”

In spite of everything, that came as a shock. After amoment, Haddan asked, “Then when... dowe
begin?

Vinence sad, “There are no formalities. You'll beinoculated at once. There will be afew
uncomfortable months then until the fusion is complete. But afterwards. .. we build better bodies now
than thisone of mine... you should both have afull twelve hundred years ahead of you to work on
Spacemaster’ sgreat problem, and Man's. And who knows? That may be the period in which the answer
isfindly found.”

TheEnd.
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