Fat her of the Stars

NORMAN MARCHAND sat in the wings of the ballroonmis small stage, on a |eather
hassock soneone had found for him There were 1,500 people outside in the
ball room waiting to do hi m honor

Mar chand renenbered the ballroomvery well. He had once owned it. Forty

no, it wasn't forty. Not even fifty. Sixty years ago it had been, sixty
and nore years ago that he and Joyce had danced in that ballroom Then the
hotel was the newest on Earth, and he was the newly married son of the man who
had built it, and the party was the reception for his wedding to Joyce. O
course, none of these people would know about that. But Marchand renenbered

Oh, Joyce, ny very dear! But she had been dead a long tine now.

It was a noisy crowmd. He peered out through the wings and could see the
head table filling up. There was the Vice-President of the United States
shaki ng hands with the Governor of Ontario as though, for the noment, they had
forgotten they were of different parties. There was Linfox, fromthe
Institute, obligingly hel ping a chinpanzee into the chair next to what,
judgi ng by the m crophones ranked before it, would probably be Marchand’ s own.
Linfox seemed a little ill at ease with the chinp. The chi npanzee had no doubt
been smithed, but the inmposition of human intelligence did not lengthen its
ape’ s | egs.

Then Dan Fl eury appeared, up the steps fromthe floor of the ballroom
where the rest of the 1,500 diners were taking their places.

Fleury didn't ook well at all, Mrchand t hought—ot w thout a small
touch of satisfaction, since Fleury was fifteen years younger than hinself.
Still, Marchand wasn’t jeal ous. Not even of the young bell hop who had brought

hi mt he hassock, twenty years old at the nost and built |ike a fullback. One
life was enough for a man to live.

Especi al | y when you had acconpli shed the dream you had set out to bring to
fruition. O alnost.

O course, it had cost himeverything his father left. But what else was
noney for?

“It’s time to go in, sir. May | help you!” It was the young full back
nearly bursting his bellhop’s uniformw th the huge, hard nuscles of youth. He
was very solicitous. One of the nice things about having this testinonial
dinner in a Marchand hotel was that the staff was as deferential to himas
t hough he still owned the place. Probably that was why the committee had
pi cked it, Marchand rum nated, quaint and ol d-fashi oned as the hotel nust seem
now. Though at one tine—He recollected hinmself. “I’msorry, young nan. |
was—wool gat heri ng. Thank you.”

He stood up, slowy but not very painfully, considering that it had been
a long day. As the fullback wal ked hi monto the stage, the appl ause was enough
to drive down the automatic volunme control on his hearing aid.

For that reason he missed the first words from Dan Fl eury. No doubt they
were conplinentary. Very carefully he Iowered hinself into his chair, and as
t he cl apping eased off, he was able to begin to hear the words.

Dan Fleury was still a tall man, built like a barrel, wi th bushy
eyebrows and a huge mane of hair. He had hel ped Marchand’ s mad project for
thrusting Man into space fromits very begi nnings. He said as nuch now. “Mn’s
grandest dream” he roared. “The conquering of the stars thensel ves! And here
is the one man who taught us how to dreamit, Norman Marchand!”

Mar chand bowed to the storm of appl ause.

Again his hearing aid saved his ears and cost himthe next few words:

“—and now that we are on the threshold of success,” Fleury was boom ng, “it is
altogether fitting that we should gather here tonight . . . tojoin in
fellowship and in the expression of that grand hope . . . to rededicate

ourselves to its fulfillment . . . and to pay our respects and give of our



love to the man who first showed us what dreamto have!”

While the AVC registered the power of Dan Fleury' s oratory, Marchand
sm|led out on the foggy sea of faces. It was, he thought, alnobst cruel of
Fleury to put it like that. The threshold of success indeed! How nany years
now had they waited on it patiently?—and the door still locked in their faces.
O course, he thought wyly, they nust have cal cul ated that the testinonial
di nner woul d have to be held soon unless they wanted a cadaver for a guest.
But still . . . He
turned painfully and | ooked at Fleury, half perplexed. There was sonething in
his tone. Was there—Could there be—There could not, he told hinmself firnmy
There was no news, no
br eakt hrough, no report from one of the wandering ships, no dream conme true at
| ast. He woul d have been the first to know. Not for anything would they have
kept a thing like that fromhim And he did not know that thing.

“—and now,” Fleury was saying, “l won't keep you from your dinners.
There will be many a long, strong speech to hel p your digestions afterward,
prom se you! But now let’s eat!”

Laughter. Appl ause. A buzz and cl ash of forks.

The injunction to eat did not, of course, include Norman Marchand. He
sat with his hands in his lap, watching themdig in, smling and feeling just
a touch deprived, with the wy regret of the very old. He didn't envy the
young people anything really, he told hinself. Not their health, their youth,
or their life expectancy. But he envied themthe bows of ice.

He tried to pretend he enjoyed his wine and the huge pink shrinp in
crackers and ml k. According to Asa Czerny, who ought to know since he had
kept Marchand alive this long, he had a clear choice. He could eat whatever he
chose, or he could stay alive. For a while. And ever since Czerny had been
good enough, or despairing enough, to give hima maxi numdate for his life
expect ancy, Marchand had in idle noments tried to cal cul ate just how much of
t hose remai ning nonths he was willing to give up for one really good neal. He
rat her believed that when Czerny | ooked up at himafter the weekly nedica
checkup and said that only days were left, that he would take those |ast days
and trade themin for a sauerbraten with potato pancakes and sweet-sour red
cabbage on the side. But that time was not yet. Wth any kind of luck he stil
had a month. Perhaps as nuch as two.

“l beg your—pardon,” he said, half-turning to the chi npanzee. Even
smthed, the animal spoke so poorly that Marchand had not at first known that
he was bei ng addressed.

He shoul d not have turned.

Hs wist had lost its suppleness; the spoon in his hand tilted; the

soggy crackers fell. He made the mistake of trying to nove his knee out of the
way—+t was bad enough to be old; he did not want to be sl oppy—and he noved too
qui ckly.

The chair was at the very edge of the little platform He felt hinself
goi ng over.
Ni nety-six is too old to be falling on your head, he thought; if I

was going to do this sort of thing, | nmight just as well have eaten sone of
those shrinmp. . . . But he did not kill hinself.

He only knocked hi msel f unconsci ous. And not for very long at that,
because he began to wake up while they were still carrying himback to his

dressi ng room behi nd the stage.

Once upon a time, Norman Marchand had given his life to a hope.

Rich, intelligent, nmarried to a girl of beauty and tenderness, he had
t aken everything he owned and given it to the Institute for Col onizing
Extra- Sol ar Pl anets. He had, to begin with, given away several mllion
dol | ars.

That was the whol e of the personal fortune his father had left him and
it was nowhere near enough to do the job. It was only a catalyst. He had used
it to hire publicity nen, fund raisers, investnent counsel ors, foundation



managers. He had spent it on documentary ifinms and on TV conmercials. Wth it
he had financed cocktail parties for United States Senators, and prize
contests for the nation’s sixth grades, and he had done what he set out to do.

He had rai sed noney. A very great deal of nopney.

He had taken all the noney he had begged and teased out of the pockets
of the world and used it to finance the building of twenty-six great ships,
each the size of a dozen ocean liners, and he had cast theminto space |like a
farmer sowi ng wheat upon the w nd

| tried, he whispered to hinself, returning fromthe darkest place he
had ever seen. | wanted to see Man reach out and touch a new honme. . . and
wanted to be the one to guide himthere.

And soneone was saying: “—he knew about it, did he? But we were trying
to keep it quiet—= Soneone else told the first person to shut his nouth.

Mar chand opened his eyes.

Czerny was there, unsmling. He saw that Marchand was conscious. “You're
all right,” he said, and Marchand knew that it was true, since Czerny was
scowWing angrily at him If the news had been bad, he would have sniled—" No,
you don’t!” cried Czerny, catching himby the shoulder. “You stay right there.
You' re goi ng home to bed.”

“But you said | was all right.”

“I meant you were still breathing. Don’t push it, Norm”

Mar chand protested, “But the dinner—+ ought to be there—=

Asa Czerny had cared for Marchand for thirty years. They had gone
fishing together, and once or twi ce they had gotten drunk. Czerny would not
have refused for nothing. He only shook his head.

Mar chand sl unped back. Behind Czeny the chi npanzee was squatting
silently on the edge of a chair, watching. He's worried,

Mar chand t hought. Worried because he feels it’s his fault, what happened to
me. The thought gave hi m enough strength to say: “Stupid of me to fall like
that, M.—Il"msorry.”

Czerny supplied the introduction. “This is Duane Ferguson, Norman. He
was supernunerary on the Copernicus. Snmithed. He's attending the dinner in
costume, as it were.” The chi npanzee nodded but did not speak. He was watching
that silver-tongued orator, Dan Fl eury, who seened upset. “Were is that
anbul ance?” demanded Czerny, with a doctor’s inpatience with interns, and the
full back in bellhop’s uniformhurried silently away to find out.

The chi mpanzee made a barki ng sound, clearing his throat. “Chwadd”—he
sai d—nore or less: the German ich sound followed by the word “what.” “CGhwadd
did jou nmee-an aboud evdial, Mdda WVl eury?”

Dan Fl eury turned and | ooked at the chinp blankly. But not, Marchand
t hought suddenly, as though he didn’t know what the chinp was talking about.
Only as if he didn't intend to answer.

Mar chand rasped, “What’'s this ‘evdial,’ Dan?”

“Search me. Look, M. Ferguson, perhaps we'd better go outside.”

“Chwadd?” The harsh barking voice struggl ed against the siman body it
occupi ed, and came closer to the sounds it nmeant to enmit. “Wat did you
bean—di d you nean?”

He was a rude young man, Marchand thought irritably. The fell ow was
tiring him
Al t hough there was sonethi ng about that insistent questi on—Marchand wi nced
and felt for a noment as though he were goi ng
to throw up. It passed, |eaving himwobbly. It wasn't possible he had broken
anything, he told hinself. Czerny would not |lie about that. But he felt as if
he had.

He lost interest in the chinp-nman, did not even turn his head as Fleury
hurried himout of the room whispering to himin an agitated and | ow pitched
chirrup like the scratching of a cricket’s |egs.

If a man wanted to abandon his God-gi ven human body and put his m nd
t hought s, and—yes—soul into the corpus of an anthropoid, there was nothing in
that to entitle himto any special consideration from Norman Marchand.



O course not! Marchand rehearsed the famliar argument as he waited for
t he ambul ance. Men who volunteered for the interstellar flights he had done so
much to bring about knew what they were getting into. Until some super-Bat man
i nvented the nythical FTL drive, it would always be so. At possible
speeds—+tess than light's 186, 000
mp.s. crawl —+t was a matter of decades to reach al nbst every worthwhile
pl anet thatwas known.

The smith process allowed these nmen to use their mnds to contro
chi npanzee bodi es—easily bred, utterly exp~ndabl e—whi 1e their own bodies
rested in the deep-freeze for all the long years between the stars.

It took brave nen, naturally. They were entitled to courtesy and
consi derati on

But so was he, and it was not courteous to bl ather about “evdial,”
what ever that was, while the man who had made their trip possible was
seriously injured.

Unl ess .
Mar chand opened his eyes again.
“Evdial .” Unless “evdial” was the cl osest chi npanzee vocal chords and

chi npanzee lips could come to—+to—dnless what they had been tal king about,
whi | e he was unconsci ous, was that utterly inpossible, hopeless, and fantastic
dream that he, Marchand, had turned his back upon when he began organi zing the
col oni zat i on canpai gn

Unl ess soneone had really found the way to FTL travel

As soon as he was able the next day, Marchand got hinmself into a
wheel chair—all by hinmself; he didn’t want any help in this—and rolled it out
into the chart roomof the hone the Institute had given him rent free, for
all of his life. (He had, of course, given it in the first place to the
Institute.)

The Institute had put $300,000 into the chart room Stayed and guy-wired
stars fl ecked the volune of a forty-foot ballroom representing in scale al
the space within fifty-five Iight-years of So!. Every star was mapped and
tagged. They had even noved a few of themslightly, a year ago, to correct for
proper nmotion. It was that carefully done.

The twenty-six great starships the Institute had financed were there,
too, or such of themas were still in space. They were out of scale, of
course, but Mrchand understood what they represented. He rolled his chair
down the marked path to the center of the roomand sat there, |ooking around,
just under yellow Sol.

There was bl ue-white Sirius dom nating themall, Procyon hanging just
above. The two of themtogether were inconparably the brightest objects in the
room though red Altair was brighter in its own right
than Procyon. In the center of the chanber Sol and Al pha Centauri A nade a
brilliant pair.

He gazed with rheum ng eyes at the greatest disappointnent of his life,
Al pha Centauri B. So close. So right. So sterile. It was an ironic blunder of
creation that the nearest and best chance of another honme had never forned
planets. . . or had formed them and swept theminto the Bode-area traps set by
itself and its two comnpani ons.

But there were other hopes.

Mar chand sought and found Tau Ceti, yellow and pale. Only el even
light-years away, the colony should be definitely established by now 1In
anot her decade or | ess they should have an answer. . . if, of course, it had
pl anets Man could live on
That was the big question, to which they had al ready received so many noes.
But Tau Ceti was still a good bet, Marchand told hinself stoutly. It was a
di nrer, cooler sun than Sol. But it was Type G and according to
spectropol arimetry, alnost certainly planetiferous. And if it was another



di sappoi nt mnent —Mar chand turned his eyes to 40 Eridani A, even di mer, even
farther away. The expedition to 40 Eridani A had been, he renenbered, the
fifth ship he had |launched. It ought to be reaching its destination soon—this
year or perhaps next. There was no sure way of estimating time when the top
velocity was so close to light’s own.
But now, of course, the top velocity was nore

The sudden wash of failure al most made him physically ifi. Faster than
[ight travel -why, how dared they!

But he didn’t have time to waste on that particul ar enotion, or indeed

on any enotion at all. He felt time draining away from himand sat up straight
agai n, | ooking around. At 96, you dare not do anything slowy, not even
daydr eam

He gl anced at and di sm ssed Procyon. They had tried Procyon |atel y—the
ship woul d not be even halfway. They had tried al nbost everything. Even Epsilon
Eri dani and Groonbridge 1618; even, far down past the probabl e good bets anong
t he spectroscopic classes, 61 Cygni A and Epsilon ndi, a |ate and despairing
try at Proxima Centauri (though they were very nearly sure it was wasted; the
Al pha Centauri expedition had detected nothing |ike viable planets).

There had been twenty-six of themin all. Three ships lost, three
returned, one still Earthbound. N neteen were still out there.

Mar chand | ooked for confort at the bright green arrow that marked where
the Tycho Brahe rode its jets of ionized gas, the biggest of his ships, three
t housand men and wonen. It seenmed to him
t hat someone had nentioned the Tycho Brahe recently. Wen? Wiy? He was not
sure, but the name stuck in his mnd

The door opened and Dan Fl eury wal ked in, glancing at the arrayed stars
and shi ps and not seeing them The chart room had never meant anything to
Fl eury. He scolded, “Damm it, Norman, you scared us witless! Wiy you're not in
t he hospital now=>

“I was in the hospital, Dan. | wouldn't stay. And finally I got it
t hrough Asa Czerny’'s head that | neant it, so he said | could come home if |
woul d stay quiet and let himlook in. Well, as you see, I'mquiet. And | don't
care if he looks in. | only care about finding out the truth about FTL.”

“Ch, cripes, Norml Honestly, you shouldn’t worry yoursel f—=

“Dan, for thirty years you've never used the word ‘honestly’ except when
you were lying to me. Now give. | sent for you this norning because you know
the answer. | want it.

“For God’'s sake, Dan!”

Fl eury gl anced around the room as though he were seeing the gl ow ng
points of light for the first time . . . perhaps he was, Mrchand thought.

He said at last, “Well, there is something.”

Marchand waited. He had had a great deal of practice at waiting.

“There’s a young fellow,” said Fleury, starting over again. “He's naned
Ei sele. A mathematician, would you believe it? He's got an idea.”

Fl eury pulled over a chair and sat down.

“It’s far fromperfect,” he added.

“In fact,” he said, “a lot of people think it won't work at all. Yoti
know t he theory, of course. Einstein, Lorentz-Fitzgerald, the whole
roster—they're all against it. It’'s called—get this!—polynoniation.”

He waited for a |augh, hopelessly. Then he said, “Although |I nust say he
appears to have sonething, since the tests—=

Marchand said gently and with enornous restraint: “Dan, will you please
spit it out? Let’s see what you said so far. There's this fell ow naned Ei sel e,
and he has sonething, and it’s crazy, but it works.”

“Wel | —yes.”

Marchand sl ow y | eaned back and closed his eyes. “So that means that we
were all wong. Especially ne. And all our work—=

“Look, Norman! Don’t ever think like that. Your work has nade all the
difference. If it weren't for you, people like Eisele never would have had the
chance. Don’t you know he was working under one of our grants?”



“No. | didn't know that.” Marchand' s eyes went out to the Tycho

Brahe for a monent. “But it doesn’t help nmuch. | wonder if fifty-odd thousand
men and wonen who have given nost of their lives to the deep freeze because

of -y work—will feel the way you do. But thanks. You ve told nme what | want to
know.’

When Czerny entered the chart room an hour l|ater, Marchand said at once,
“Ami in good enough shape to stand a smith?”

The doctor put down his bag and took a chair before he answered. “We
don’t have anyone avail able, Norman. There hasn’t been a volunteer for years.”

“No. | don’t mean smithed into a human body. | don’t want any woul d-be
sui ci de vol unteer donors—you said yourself the smithed bodi es sonetines
sui ci ded, anyway. |'Il settle for a chinp. Wiy should | be any better than

that young fell owwhat’s his nane?”

“You nean Duane Ferguson.”

“Sure. Way should | be any better than he is?”

“Ch, cut it out, Norman. You're too old. Your phospholi pids—=

“I"'mnot too old to die, amI|? And that’s the worst that could happen.”

“I't wouldn’t be stable! Not at your age; you just don’t understand the
chem stry. | couldn’t prom se you nore than a few weeks.”

Marchand said joyously, “Really! | didn't expect that nuch. That’'s nore
than you can prom se ne now.”

The doctor argued, but Marchand had held up his end of many a
har d- f ought battle in ninety-six years, and besides, he had an advantage over
Czerny. The doctor knew even better than Marchand hinself that getting into a
passion would kill him At the nmoment when Czerny gauged the risk of a snith
translation | ess than the risk of going on arguing about it, he frowned, shook
hi s head grudgingly, and left.

Sl ow y Marchand wheel ed after him

He did not have to hurry to what might be the last act of his life.
There was plenty of tine. In the Institute they kept a supply of breeding
chi npanzees, but it would take several hours to prepare one.

One mnd had to be sacrificed in the snmth inmposition. The man woul d
ultimately be able to return to his own body, his risk |l ess than one chance in
50 of failure. But the chinp would never be the sane. Marchand submtted to
t he beginnings of the irradiation, the delicate titration of his body fluids,
t he endl ess strappi ng and patchi ng and cl anmpi ng. He had seen it done, and
there were no surprises in the procedure. . . . He had not known, however
that it would hurt so nuch.

I

Trying not to wal k on his knuckles (but it was~ hard; the ape body was
meant to crouch, the arms were too long to hang confortably al ong his sides),
Mar chand waddl ed out into the pad area and bent his rigid chinp' s spine back
in order to look up at the hated thing. Dan Fleury cane toward him “Norn®?” he
asked tentatively. Marchand attenpted to nod; it was not a success, but Fleury
understood. “Norman,” he said, “this is Signund Eisele. He invented the FTL
drive.”

Mar chand rai sed one | ong arm and extended a hand that resisted being
opened: it was used to being clawed into a fist. “Congradul azhuns,” he said,
as clearly as he could. Virtuously he did not squeeze the hand of the young
dar k- eyed man who was being introduced to him He had been warned that
chi npanzee strength mai ned human beings. He was not likely to forget, but it
was tenpting to allow hinmself to consider it for a nmoment.

He dropped the hand and wi nced as pain flooded through him

Czerny had warned himto expect it. “Unstable, dangerous, won't |ast,”
had rumnbl ed through his conversation, “and don't forget, Norman, the sensory
equi prent is set high for you; you're not used to so nuch input: it wll
hurt.”

But Marchand had assured the doctor he would not mind that, and indeed



he didn’t. He | ooked at the ship again. “Zo thads id,” he grunbled, and again
bent the backbone, the whole barrel chest of the brute he occupied, to stare
at the ship on the pad. It was perhaps a hundred feet tall. “Nod nudge,” he
said scornfully. “De Zirian, dad was our firzd, zdood ni ne hoonderd feed dal
and garried a dousand beople to Al pha Zendauri.”

“And it brought a hundred and fifty back alive,” said Eisele. He didn't

enphasi ze the words in any way, but he said it quite clearly. “I want to tel
you |’ ve always admired you, Dr. Marchand. | hope you won't mnd ny conpany.
understand you want to go along with ne out to the Tycho Brahe.”

“Why zhould I mind?” He did, of course. Wth the best will in the world,
this young fell ow had thrown seventy years of dedication, plus a handsone
fortune—eight mllion dollars of his own, countless hundreds of millions that
Mar chand had begged frommillionaires, from government handouts, fromthe
penni es of school children—+tossed themall into the chanber pot and flushed

theminto history. They would say: “A nonce figure of the early twenty-first
century, Norman

Mar chand, or Marquand, attenpted stellar colonization with prinitive
rocket-propelled craft. He was, of course, unsuccessful, and the toll of life
and wealth in his ill-conceived venture enornous. However, after Eisele's
faster-than-1ight becane practicable . “ They woul d say that he was a
failure. And he was.

When Tycho Brahe blasted off to the stars, massed bands of five hundred
pi eces played it to its countdown, and television audiences all over the world
watched it through their orbiting satellites. A President, a Governor, and
hal f the Senate were on hand.

When Eisele’s little ship took off to catch it and tell its people their
efforts had been all in vain, it was |like the departure of the 7:17 ferry for
Jersey City. To that extent, thought Marchand, had Ei sel e degraded the mgjesty
of starifight. Yet he would not have missed it for anything. Not though it
meant forcing hinself as super-cargo on Eisele, who had destroyed his life,
and on the other snithed chi npanzee, Duane Ferguson, who was for some reason
deenmed to have special privileges in regard to the Brahe.

They shi pped an extra FTL unit—Marchand heard one of the nen call it a
pol yfl ecter, but he would not do it the honor of asking anyone what t hat
meant —for some reason. Because it was likely to break down, so spares were
needed? Marchand di smi ssed the question, realizing that it had not been a fear
but a hope. Whatever the reason, he didn't care; he didn’t want even to be
here; he only regarded it as his inescapable duty.

And he entered Eisele s ship.

The interior of Eisele’ s damed ship was built to human scal e, nine-foot
ceilings and broad accel erati on couches, but they had brought hamocks scal ed
to a chi nmpanzee torso for hinself and Duane Ferguson. Doubtless they had
| oot ed the hanmocks fromthe new ship. The one that would never fly—er at
| east not on streans of ionized gas. And doubtless this was al nost the |ast
time that a man’s mind woul d have to |l eave Earth in an ape’s body.

What Eisele’s damed ship rode to the stars on in place of ionized gas
Marchand di d not understand. The whatcha-flecter, whatever the dammed thing
was naned, was so tiny. The whol e ship was a pigny.

There was no room for reaction mass, or at least only for enough to get
it off-Earth. Then the little black box—t was not really little, since it was
the size of a grand piano, and it was not black, but gray, but it was a box,
all right—aould work its magic. They called that magic “pol ynom ation.” Wat
pol ynom ati on was Marchand did not try to understand, beyond listening, or
seeming to listen, to Eisele's
brief, crude attenpt to translate mathematics into English. He heard just
enough to recogni ze a few words. Space was N-di nensional. Al right, that
answered the whol e question, as far as he was concerned, and he did not hear
Eisele’s tortuous effofts to explain how one jacked oneself up, so to speak,
into a polynom al dinmension—er no, not that, but translated the existing



pol ynom al extensions of a standard four-space mass into hi gher orders—he
didn't hear. He didn’t hear any of it. Wat he was listening to was the deep
liquid thunp of the great ape’s heart that now was sustaining his brain.

Duane Ferguson appeared, in the ape’s body that he woul d never |eave
now. That was one nore count of Marchand s sel f-indictnent; he had heard them
say that the odds had worked agai nst Ferguson, and his body had died in the
i mposition

As soon as he had heard what Eisele was up to, Marchand had seized on it
as a chance for expiation. The project was very sinple. A good test for
Eisele’s drive, and a nission of nercy, too. They intended to fleet after the
pl oddi ng, |ong-gone Tycho Brahe and catch it in nid-space . . . for even now,
thirty years after it had left Port Kennedy, it was still decelerating to
begin its search orbit around G oonbridge 1618. As Marchand strapped hi nsel f
in, Eisele was explaining it all over again. He was making tests on his black

box and talking at the sanme time. “You see, sir, we'll try to match course and

velocity, but, frankly, that's the hard part. Catching them s nothing: we've

got the speed. Then we'll transfer the extra polyflecter to the Tycho Brahe—=-
“Yez, thanggs,” said Marchand politely, but he still did not listen to

the tal k about the machine. As long as it existed, he would use it
—hi s conscience would not let himoff that—but he didn't want details.

Because the thing was, there were all those wasted lives.

Every year in the Tycho Brahe's deep freeze neans a nonth off the life
of the body that lay there. Respiration was slowed, but it was not stopped.
The heart did not beat, but bl ood was perfused through a punp; tubes dripped
sugar and minerals into the torpid blood; catheters carried wastes away. And
Groonbridge 1618 was a flight of ninety years.

The best a forty-year-old man could hope for on arriving was to be
restored into a body whose biol ogi cal age was nearly fifty—while behind himon
the Earth was nothing but a famly |long dead, friends turned into dust.

It had been worth it. O so the colonists had thought. Driven by the
wormthat wiggled in the spine of the explorer, the itch that drove
hi m on; because of the wealth and the power and the freedomthat a new world
could give them and because of the place they would have in the history
books—ot Washi ngton’s place, or even Christ’s. They would have the pl ace of
an Adam and an Eve.

It had been worth it, all those thousands had thought when they
vol unteered and set out. But what would they think when they | anded!

If they | anded w thout knowing the truth, if some ship like Eisele’'s did
not reach and tell themin md-space, they would find the greatest
di sappoi ntment any man had ever borne. The G oonbridge 1618 expedition aboard
the Tycho Brahe still had forty years to go on its original trip plan. Wth
Eisele’s invention driving faster-than-1ight commerce, there would be a pl anet
popul at ed by hundreds of thousands of people, factories at work, roads built,
the best | and taken, the history books already into their fifth chapter
and what would the three thousand agi ng adventurers think then?

Mar chand moaned and shook, not entirely because the ship was taking off
and the accel eration squeezed his rib cage down agai nst his spine.

When they were in the polyflecter’s grip, he floated across the pil ot
roomto join the others. “I vas never in zpaze bevore,” he said.

Eisele said with great deference, “Your work was on the Earth.”

“Vas, yez.” But Marchand left it at that. A man whose whole life was a
failure owed sonmething to humanity, and one of the things he owed was the
privilege of allowing themto overlook it.

He watched carefully while Eisele and Ferguson read their instrunments
and nade mcrometric settings on the polyflecter. He did not understand
anyt hi ng about the faster-than-light drive, but he understood that a chart was
a chart. Here there was a doubly profiled representation of the course |ine of
the G oonbridge 1618 expedition. The Tycho Brahe was a point of |ight, sone
ni ne-tenths of the way from Sol to the G oonbridge star in distance, which



meant sonet hi ng under three-quarters of the way in tine.

“Mass detectors, Dr. Marchand,” said Eisele cheerfully pointing to the
charts. “Good thing they' re not much closer, or they woul dn’'t have nmass enough
to show. " Marchand understood: the sane detectors that would show a sun or a
pl anet would al so show a nmere million-ton ship if its speed was great enough
to add sufficient mass. “And a good thing,” added Eisele, |ooking worried,
“that they’'re not nuch farther away. W' re going to have trouble matching
their velocity now, even though they’'ve been decelerating for nine years.

Let's get strapped in.”

From t he hanmock Marchand braced hinself for another surge of
acceleration. But it was not that; it was sonething different and far worse.

It was a sausage-grinder, chewing his heart and sinews and spitting them
out in strange crippled shapes.

It was a w ne-press, squeezing his throat, collapsing his heart.

It was the gi ddy nausea of a roller coaster, or a small craft in a
typhoon. \Werever it took them the stars on the proffle charts slipped and
slid and fl owed into new positions.

Mar chand, absorbed in the nost crushing migraine of all but a century,
hardly knew what was happeni ng, but he knew that in the hours they found the
Tycho Brahe, after giving it a thirty-year start.

vV

The captain of the Tycho Brahe was a graying, yellowfanged chi np naned
Laf cadi o, his brown animal eyes hooded with shock, his long, stringy arns
still quivering with the reaction of seeing a shi p—a shi p—and human bei ngs.

He could not take his eyes off Eisele, Marchand noted. It had been
thirty years in an ape’s body for the captain. The ape was old now Lafcadio
woul d be thinking hinmself nmore than half chinp already, the human frame only a
menory that blurred agai nst the everyday rem nders of furry-backed hands and
spl ayed prehensile feet. Marchand hinself could feel the ape’s nmind stealing
back, though he knew it was only imagi nation

O was it imagination? Asa Czerny had said the inposition wuld not be
stabl e_sonething to do with the phospholipi ds—ke could not remenber. He could
not, in fact, remenber anything with the clarity and certainty he could w sh,
and it was not nerely because his nmind was ninety-six years ol d.

Wt hout enotion, Marchand realized that his neasured nonths or weeks had
dwi ndled to a few days.

It could, of course, be the throbbing pain between his tenples that was
robbi ng himof reason. But Marchand only entertained that thought to dism ss
it; if he had courage enough to realize that his life's work was wasted, he
could face the fact that pain was only a second-order derivative of the killer
that stal ked his ape’s body. But it made it hard for himto concentrate. It
was through a haze that he heard the talk of the captain and his crewthe
twenty-two snithed chi npanzees who superintended the running of the Tycho
Brahe and watched over the three thousand frozen bodies in its hold. It was
over a deep, confusing roar that he heard Eisele instruct themin the transfer
of the FTL unit fromhis tiny ship to the great, lunbering ark that his box
could make fleet enough to span the stars in a day’s journey.

He was aware that they | ooked on him fromtime to time, with pity.

He did not mind their pity. He only asked that they allow himto live
with themuntil he died, knowi ng as he knew that that would be no long tineg;
and he passed, while they were still talking, into a painful, dizzying reverie
that |asted until—-he did not know the nmeasure of the time—until he found
hi nsel f strapped in a hanmock in the control roomof the ship and felt the
added crushing agony that told himthey were once again slipping through the
space of other dimensions.

“Are you all right?” said a famliar thick, slurred voice.

It was the other, last victimof his blundering, the one called
Ferguson. Marchand nanaged to say that he was.



“W’re al nost there,” said Ferguson. “l thought you d like to know.
There’s a planet. Inhabitable, they think.”

From Earth the star called G oonbridge 1618 was not even visible to the
naked eye. Binoculars mght make it a tiny flicker of light, |ost anong
countl ess thousands of farther but brighter stars. From G oonbridge 1618 So
was not rmnuch nore

Mar chand renenbered struggling out of his hammock, overruling the worry
on Ferguson’s siman face, to | ook back at the view that showed Sol. Ferguson
had picked it out for him and Marchand | ooked at |ight that had been 15 years
journeying fromhis home. The photons that inpinged on his eyes now had paused
to drench the Earth in the colors of sunset when he was in his seventies and
his wife only a few years nourned. He did not renenber getting back to his
hanmmock.

He did not renenber, either, at what nonment of time soneone told him
about the planet they hoped to own. It hung |low around the little orange disk
of Groonbridge 1618-by sol ar standards, at |least. The captain's first
approximation made its orbit quite irregular, but at its nearest approach it
woul d be less than ten mllion mles fromthe glowing fire-coal of its
primary. Near enough. Warm enough. Tel escopes showed it a planet with oceans
and forests, renoving the lingering doubts of the captain, for its orbit could
not freeze it even at greatest renove fromits star, or char it at closest—er
el se the forest could not have grown. Spectroscopes, thernocouples,
filarometers
showed nmore, the instruments raci ng ahead of the ship, nowin orbit and
conpelled to creep at rocket speeds the last little inch of its journey. The
at nosphere coul d be breathed, for the ferny woods had flushed out the poisons
and filled it with oxygen. The gravity was nore than Earth’s—a drag on the
first generation, to be sure, and an expense in foot troubles and | unbar aches
for many nore—but not hing that could not be borne. The world was fair.

Mar chand renenbered not hi ng of how he learned this or of the |landing or
of the hurried, joyful opening of the freezing crypts, the awakening of the
coloni sts, the beginning of life on the planet. . . he only knew that there
was a tinme when he found hinmself curled on a soft, warm humock, and he | ooked
up and saw sky.

\Y

The protuberant hairy lip and sl oping brows of a chinpanzee were
hovering over him Marchand recogni zed that young fell ow Ferguson. “Hello,” he
sai d. “How |l ong have | been unconsci ous?”

The chinmp said, with enbarrassnent, “Well—ou haven't been unconsci ous
at all, exactly. You ve been—2 His voice trailed off.

“l see,” said Marchand, and struggled up. He was grateful for the
strength of the slope-shoul dered, short-|egged body he had borrowed, for this
worl d he had come to had an unconfortably powerful grip. The effort nmade him
dizzy. A pale sky and thin clouds spiraled around him he felt queer flashes
of pain and pl easure, remenbered tastes he had never experienced, felt joys he
had never known. . . . Wth an effort he repressed the vestigial ape and said,
“You nean |’ ve been
—what woul d you call it? Unstable? The smthing didn't quite take.” But he
didn't need confirmation from Ferguson. He knew-and knew that the next time he
slipped away would be the |last. Czerny had warned him The phospholi pids,
wasn't that it? It was alnost tinme to go hone.

Of to one side, he saw nen and wonen, human nen and wonmen, on various
errands, and it made himask: “You're still an ape?”

“I' will be for a while, Dr. Marchand. My body’s gone, you know. ”

Mar chand puzzl ed over that for a while. Hi s attention wandering, he
caught hinself licking his forearmand groomng his round belly. “No!” he
shouted, and tried to stand up.



Ferguson hel ped him and Marchand was grateful for the ape’s strong arm
He renenbered what had been bothering him *“Wy?” he asked.

“Why what, Dr. Marchand?”

“Why did you come?”

Ferguson said anxiously, “lI wish you' d sit down till the doctor gets
here. | cane because there’s someone on the Tycho Brahe | wanted to see.”

A gi rl ?7—thought Marchand wonderingly. “And did you see her?”

“Not her—+them Yes, | sawthem M/ parents. You see, | was two years old
when the Tycho Brahe left. My parents were good breedi ng stock—vol unteers were
hard to get then, they tell me—eh, of course, you d know better than |I. Anyway
they—+ was adopted by an aunt. They left ne a letter to read when | was old
enough. . . . Dr. Marchand! What’'s the matter?”

Marchand reeled and fell; he could not help it; he knew he was a

spectacl e, could feel the incongruous tears rheum ng out of his beast eyes,
but this last and unexpected bl ow was too harsh. He had faced the fact of
fifty thousand danaged |ives and accepted guilt for them but one abandoned
baby, left to an aunt and the apol ogy of a letter, broke his heart.

“I wonder why you don’t kill ne,” he said.

“Dr. Marchand! | don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I'f only—2 said Marchand carefully. “I don't expect any favors, but if
only there were sone way | could pay. But | can't. | have nothing left, not
even enough life to matter. But I’msorry, M. Ferguson, and that will have to

do.”

Ferguson said, “Dr. Marchand, if |I’mnot nistaken, you re saying that
you apol ogi ze for the Institute.” Marchand nodded. “But—eh, |I’mnot the one to
say this, but there’s no one else. Look. Let nme try to make it clear. The
first thing the colonists did yesterday was choose a nane for the planet. The
vote was unani nous. Do you know what they called it?”

Mar chand only | ooked at himdully.

“Please listen, Dr. Marchand. They named it after the man who inspired
all their lives. Their greatest hero. They nanmed it Marchand.”

Marchand stared at him and stared | onger, and then w thout changing
expression closed his eyes. “Dr. Marchand!” said Ferguson tentatively, and
then, seriously worried at last, turned and scuttled ape-like, |egs and
knuckl es bearing himrapidly across the ground, to get the ship’ s doctor, who
had left himwith strict orders to call himas soon as the patient showed any
signs of life.

When they got back, the chinmp was gone. They | ooked at the fronded
forest and at each other.

“Wandered off, | expect,” said the doctor. “It may be just as well.”

“But the nights are cold! He’'ll get pneunpnia. He'll die.”

“Not any nore,” said the doctor, as kindly as he could. “He's already
dead in every way that matters.”

He bent and rubbed his aching thighs, worn already fromthe struggle
agai nst this new Eden’s gravity, then strthghtened and | ooked at the stars in
t he darkeni ng western sky. A bright green one was another planet of
Groonbridge 1618 s, farther out, all ice and copper salts. One of the very
fai ntest ones, perhaps, was Sol. “He gave us these planets,” said the doctor
and turned back toward the city. “Do you know what being a good nman mneans,
Ferguson? It neans being better than you really are—so that even your failures
carry someone a little farther to success—and that’'s what he did for us.
hope he heard what you were trying to tell him | hope he remenbers it when he
dies,” the doctor said.

“If he doesn’'t,”

sai d Ferguson very clearly, “the rest of us always
will.
The next day they found the curl ed-up body.
It was the first funeral ever held on the planet, and the one that the
hi story books describe. That is why, on the planet called Marchand, the statue
at the spaceport has a small bas-relief carved over the | egend:



THE FATHER OF THE STARS

The bas-relief is in the shape of a chinpanzee, curled on itself and
| ooking out with blind, frightened eyes upon the world, for it was the
chi npanzee’ s body that they found, and the chi npanzee’s body that they buried
under the nonument. The bas-relief and the body, they are ape. But the statue
that rises above themis a god’s.



